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CHAPTER ONE: BEGINNINGS
I opened the arriving email after hearing the signal its arrival. I received very few emails from outside the office so assumed it was from one of the company officers. It was from Mr. Nolan, President of BlackLand Enterprises. I scanned the email and the attachment it contained, then stood, smoothed my short skirt and nearly sheer blouse, left my desk at the front of the offices, and made my way down the short hallway on the left to his office, as his email requested.
I was wearing what had quickly become a standard dress modified by types of skirts, blouses, and dresses. Having been in the office for less than a week, it hadn't taken me long to understand what the five men in the office liked. Short skirts and dresses that didn't reach mid-thigh, lots of cleavage, sheer or semi-sheer blouses, elastic thigh-high stockings or garters, and four inch high heels (four inch heels for my petite 5' 2" body were high). Underneath was generally only a thong or bikini panty. Although I had always worn bras before starting here, the men suggested that my 32B tits didn't need it.
Today, I was wearing a pleated black skirt that was well above mid-thigh and a nearly sheer, silk blouse unbuttoned to below my nipple line. My stockings were sheer white, and my shoes were black. A sheer thong completed my outfit, which was wet and sticking my ready pussy. I glanced down and my perky nipples were quite evident. I still couldn't believe I was in this job. His language was different. My words like breast, pussy, or vagina to him were tits and cunt, but he didn't insist on changing my words. He said my words reflected my petite, less 'in your face' look. The wetness between my legs increased and my nipples somehow became harder as I neared his office. Terry Nolan was 36 years old with an athletic build on a 6' 2", 210 pound body.
I knocked on his partially opened door, "Sir? What can I do for you?"
"Ah, Megan, thank you. Yes, two things actually ... First, the email ... did you look at the attachment?" I assured him I had. "Good. As you saw, then, it is a letter of some delicacy. I'm not happy with the performance of his site, lately, but he has been a good performer in the past. I've talked with him on the phone, but I want to review what I believe was our understanding. I want to be positive in encouraging him, but also reflect a level of disappointment at the same time." He considered me standing before his desk and for a moment I wondered if he had lost his train of thought. "So ... you are amazingly good at picking the right words for context."
I smiled, "Thank you, sir. I will take a look at it and review with you any suggestions I have." He nodded. "Then, sir ... the second thing?"
He turned his chair to the side without saying a word. I smiled and without a word of my own moved around his desk and knelt at his knees. I unbuckled his belt and opened his slacks. He raised his hips just enough for me to pulled his slacks and underwear far enough to allow me easy access to his big black cock. I immediately began licking it from his balls to the head as I held it with one hand, the other massaging his large ball sack. I pulled my tongue into my mouth frequently to gather saliva to lick his cock over and over from top to bottom. As his cock stiffened, my lips encased the head and sucked out the pre-cum forming there. I swirled my tongue over the head before pushing my mouth down the hardened cock.
I pulled my mouth off and licked the full 10 inches of hard black cock. I took his cock back in my mouth and pressed down, raised up, and pressed back down. I tried taking it into my throat, began to gag and pulled back up before going back down. Over and over, taking more of it into my throat each time. It is work, work I have been dedicated to since starting here, work I have come to enjoy, and work I am rewarded with praise and encouragement from the men. Having never deepthroated anyone before, I am now able to take much of his cock. I opened my eyes as my throat feels completely full and his cock head deep. I saw I still have several inches to go, but I am tensing. I pull back up and gasp for air and to calm my throat.
"You are doing well, Megan. You almost had all of me that time."
I glance up at him as I lick the saliva from his cock. He's smiling. That and his words are all the encouragement I need. I tried, again. Up and down. Press and rise. Over and over. I am getting close, again. But, before I can try for those last inches, he grunts out his impending release.
"Oh, fuck ... yesssssss ... I'm cummmmminnnnggggg ..."
I pulled my mouth back to the top of his cock, only the head in my mouth, my lips sealed tightly around the head as I suck. I can feel his cock and balls pulse with his rising climax, his seed rising along his cock to my mouth. The first spurt fills my mouth, splashing over my tongue and off the back of my mouth into my throat. I gulp, noisily, obscenely. I swallowed over and over to take the spurt and the three more that follow it. It seemed like I gulped a half cup of it, though I knew it wasn't.
After licking his cock clean of my saliva and his cum that escaped my mouth, I sit back on my heels and look up at him. I make a show of licking my lips, searching for stray drops of cum. He smiled down at me.
"You have to be one of the sexiest women I know." I blushed profusely.
How does a petite young white woman from a conservative small town in the Midwest find herself on her knees sucking the big black cock for her boss, the president of a multi-company enterprise that includes the production of video and photographic black porn and websites to assist in their distribution? I'll give you the short version.
* * * *
I'm divorced, but that really isn't nearly enough. I need to go back further, but surprisingly, not that much further considering where I am now.
Jim, my ex-husband, and I were married two years after high school. In small towns in the Midwest, there often is only one boy (then man) that might fill your love life. We tried to get pregnant while Jim finished his degree in engineering and I tried to support us as best I could on a secretarial job. We eventually moved to the big city for Jim's new job. We were very excited and anxious to start a family. But after no success, our parents suggested I be tested, which shows the parochial prejudice toward women. The results, however, found me to be fertile. Reluctantly, (how could it be him?) Jim agreed to be tested. This time, the results found him to be lacking sufficient sperm count to impregnate me. Of course, now I might add that his tiny three inch dick didn't help, either. Then, however, with neither of us having any prior experience with sex, his size (or lack of) didn't seem an issue. After all, how would I have known?
Pursuing our options, we looked into sperm donor clinics and artificial insemination. However, a more experienced friend challenged why I would want to go the route of implanting sperm into my womb when there were clinics that would do it 'the old-fashioned way' with a certified donor inseminating through intercourse. It was called natural insemination.
We found most insemination clinics have a waiting period that could be extensive, particularly when specifics were required like race, hair, eyes, size, etc. And, the cost can be tens of thousands of dollars, dollars we really didn't have starting out in our life. Questioned by the clinics, we agreed to not require a particular race and would explain the race by adoption. I was proud of Jim for being so open-minded because I knew what his folks were like.
We found a clinic that also provided the option for natural insemination at a much-reduced cost. The one we ultimately chose was Bethard Biotic Clinic. It had a sound reference and reviews by past clients. We had several consultations with the staff and I finally went in for the 'procedure'. It was a thoroughly mind-blowing experience. Having only experienced a three inch dick for my entire sexual life, I was introduced to a tall, strongly built black man who was very different in every way from Jim. He was very caring and sensitive in relaxing me and letting me set the pace. The room was quiet, mutely lit, furnished with a queen-sized bed. He undressed me slowly, kissing every newly exposed piece of skin. When I was naked, he encouraged me onto the bed and did something I had never experienced ... he began licking and kissing my pussy. He spoke softly. He told me how beautiful I was and, something I never heard, how enticing my pussy was and how wonderful it tasted.
He gave me an orgasm just with his mouth and tongue. I could count the number of orgasms I had experienced ... on one hand without using the majority of those fingers. I was ready for anything at that point as he stood to undress. But what I saw made me seriously wonder what I was doing. This tall, handsome, strongly built black man had a cock on him that was over three times the size of Jim's. I wasn't sure it would ever get inside me; much less be able to have intercourse. But he proved my fears wrong. He took his time, as much time as I needed. By the time he was nearly all the way inside me, I was already in sexual heaven with another orgasm. That intercourse went on and on until he moved me to sitting on top of him, then back to missionary. When he came inside me, I orgasmed, again. Already, I had more orgasms than I had up to that day.
Although that day was timed to my peak time of ovulation, he asked me to return in two days and two days after that. That way the odds were increased. Each time I returned to the clinic to meet with that man, I experienced something else very new ... the crotch of my panties was wet in anticipation.
I put all those thoughts out of my mind, though. I did become pregnant and we were very happy. We had to time our visits back home to avoid the months when I was heavily showing, however. But we were happy and excited throughout the pregnancy. At least, outwardly we were.
When our healthy, bi-racial son was born, I instantly became the devoted mother. I loved nursing and worked hard at getting my petite body back in shape. But, as much as we seemed the normal little family with our new 'adopted' son, there was something stirring our emotions under the surface. Every time I looked at our son, the memory of those days of his conception came rushing back. My own son became a trigger for a yearning for that experience, that feeling of fullness, and those orgasms. It was unfair to be sure and I fought them. But it wasn't only me. Jim had reminders because of our son, too. They came out strangely and perhaps I should have been suspicious or fearful of what he was feeling. But he began talking about the interracial experience I had to become pregnant. He began sounding obsessed with the idea and asking questions he never had interest in before. Soon, I had described the acts of intercourse to him.
Strangely, he became very hard and wanted to have sex after talking about it. So, we would have sex. His little dick poking at my pussy. And, me having to fake orgasms so as not to hurt him. But he somehow knew, perhaps because he learned about female excretions and my lack of them. Not that I was dry, but I did not orgasm. He became frustrated that he couldn't provide me with satisfaction. His solution confused me. I had become aware of his generally weak nature, recognizing that he had gone along with the idea of natural insemination. But I was introverted and shy. So, when he suggested we find 'big men' for me to experience, I went along. It only happened a few times, but ... it had completely changed the way I thought about sex. These men didn't talk about sex, they talked about fucking.
Then, the world opened up and swallowed everything and our life was ruined. His parents surprised us with a visit and we weren't ready, or ... or my husband was really too weak-willed to be a good husband and support our mutual decision. His parents pushed him and accused me. Jim's weak explanation of adoption quickly fell apart under their grilling. I suppose they knew when their son was hiding something. In the end, Jim relayed the story of my 'affairs' without admitting his part in all of it. It quickly became 'accepted' that our son was the result of elicit encounters. Even my family believed that rather than me.
Strangely, or not, by the time the divorce papers went through and I was claimed as an unfit mother, I was beside myself with my own doubts. On advice from my attorney, I didn't fight too hard for the sake of our baby now lost to me.
It took time and a lot of work on my part to get myself back together. Finally, though, it happened. I had lost my baby and all connection to my past life. It took that time to come to grips with the reality that losing my past life didn't mean I had to give up on my future life. But, by then, I was dangerously low on how I was going to live without a job.
Desperate to put my life back in some semblance of order after the divorce, I was forced to sell the small house I got in the settlement in a starter-home development north of the city, find an apartment, and a job. Not having a college degree or years of experience, I was forced to find something along the line of secretarial work I have done in the past.
I found an advertisement for an Executive Secretary position for BlackLand Enterprises. Though, I had never heard of them, they were located in an office high-rise in one of the office parks surprisingly close to my new apartment. I was confident of my secretarial skills, but had never risen to the 'executive' level for my resume reference. It fit what I was looking for otherwise, though.
I wore a knee-length skirt, white blouse, and low heels for the interview. I was somewhat surprised after sending in my resume that I received a call back after a week asking me to come in for an interview. I was also surprised that it was a man's voice. The office park was very upscale, the building relatively new, and the office number indicating it was on the 11th floor. The office was located on the West side of the building. The door was solid oak with the company name etched and painted into a copper name plate. On either side of the door were windows with wide ripples of frosted glass treatment, which allowed only a slight view inside through the couple inches of clear glass between the frosted sections.
The reception desk was empty, which was surprising for 9:30 in the morning. A black man in white shirt and tie filled an office door on the right. I explained I was there for the secretary job interview. He nodded and disappeared to the other side, talked to someone in another office at the end of that hall, then informed me it would only be a few minutes.
I settled into one of the chairs along the wall to wait. I could see what looked like six offices, three on either side of the reception desk down short halls on either side. The reception desk seemed to be in the center with something behind the reception area the man passed through. I would see in moments it was a large conference room with glassed walls on the two sides. At the back of the office suite I would also find a small lunch/break/coffee area and a separate room with copiers and a heavy-duty printer.
On the small table in front of the chairs, I found brochures of BlackLand Enterprises. I quickly found it was a consortium of companies. One of them is Bethard Biotic Clinic ... the very same where I was inseminated and, through no fault of theirs, sent Jim and me on our downward spiral. I was so fixed on that memory I didn't register the other companies when an even larger black man appeared in the hall on the left. My mouth gaped open. It was the man who had inseminated me!
He walked directly up to me with his hand stretched out in front of him. "Ms. Collins ... Terry Nolan. Glad you could come in; I think we have something positive to talk over."
I shook his hand and followed him back down the hall. As we walked, he asked if I would like some water or soda. I declined. I was still puzzling over his comment about 'something positive to talk over'. I was here for an interview for a position I wasn't entirely sure my resume could speak well to. He indicated the chairs in front of his desk as he moved around behind the desk. The office was expansive. On one wall was a sitting arrangement with sofa, chairs, and coffee table. In front of the large floor to ceiling window on the West wall was a small conference table with three chairs. Behind his desk was a credenza with shelves and cabinets. Clearly, this man was successful, but there only appeared to be office space for five or six people. And, how did Bethard Biotic Clinic fit in?
He drew my attention from those musings with a description of the secretarial duties for the office. There were indeed only five men in the office and I would be the only secretary. He would introduce the men later should I get the job, but they were all executives who, like him, oversaw the company business units they have responsibility for. Each business unit was stand-alone with their own staffing.
He leaned back in his chair, "Maybe the way to explain it is the men in this office are the Board of Directors of the larger group and I am the Chairman of the Board."
I nodded my understanding. In truth, he was the president of BlackLand and the other men were Vice Presidents, each responsible for oversight of a specific segment.
I was about to ask some detail about the businesses when he jumped in with talking more about me. "Megan ... I hope I can call you Megan ..." I nodded. "Thank you ... I make it a habit to do a thorough background on anyone I am even considering for a responsible position due the nature of our businesses." I started to say I was only applying for the secretary job, but he continued with a smile. "If you are working in this office, you will be in a responsible position. Now ... how do I say this?" He looked at me thoughtfully, then, "Megan ... when I looked at your resume, something clicked and I dug a little further. And, I was right. I remember you."
I blushed, "I remember you, too, sir."
"This could be embarrassing, but it is an accident, right?" I assured him it was.
"Megan, I feel I have to ask ... something very personal ... your resume and application indicates you are single." I nodded. "But ... you were married and became pregnant, didn't you?"
Now I was really embarrassed. I told him everything. I surprised myself that I finally was able to talk about it without tears. Was that because I was finally truly over the pain, or was it somehow more to do with the strength I felt from this man, just like I felt that first time I met him ... in that clinic bedroom.
He just gazed at me as I related it all. Then, "I am sorry, Megan." He paused, "Megan, I have a confession, too. That day you came in for the natural insemination process I just happened to be visiting the clinic. Your counselor ... well ... basically offered me the opportunity to participate. I never did that before or since. In fact, I scoffed it off, then saw you and ... sorry, but I couldn't resist. Would it be too forward to admit that I enjoyed it very much?"
I couldn't take my eyes off him. I shook my head. "No sir, it wouldn't be too forward, if you are being honest. I didn't have much experience, sir." Now I paused. "May I say something that might be forward?" He chuckled and nodded, of course. "Sir, it was the most mind-blowing experience I ever had." Now I blushed even deeper. He just gazed at me with a soft smile.
"Do you know what BlackLand really is, Megan?" I shook my head. That should be embarrassing, too. Then, he proceeded to explain the group of three companies that made up BlackLand:



1. Blackened, Interracial video and pictorial production and website, overseen by Reggie Furman;
2. DarkLove, Interracial dating site, overseen also by Jason Donald;
3. Eclipse, a string of night clubs in several major cities targeting black professionals that he personally oversaw.
He went on to explain there were two other members of the executive office: Dave Samuels, Finance; and Pat Wasson, Legal and HR. All of the men being Vice Presidents and, as I would soon realize, all were black.
"You notice what BlackLand specializes in?" Of course, Black and Land. Land of Black. "We give what the public, primarily the white community, what they believe about black men ... and especially their big black cocks." He watched my face for reaction, but I didn't give him shock or insecurity. I flashed back to my first ... second and third ... encounter with this man in that clinic bedroom. I was enthralled with that man, then. I was feeling just as enthralled by him, now. He leaned forward, his forearms resting on the desktop surface, "With any arm-chair cultural perception, there is a mix of fact and fiction. What we do is feed both back to the public. It would be fiction to say that every black man has a big cock. But there are enough that do to support the image and we make sure it is that image that is seen."
God, what happened to that secretary position interview I came here to have? Here I am sitting across from the man who initially caused my entire perception of sex to instantly change and he was detailing how the company presents the image of big black cocks to the market. If something doesn't change soon, I might just orgasm right here in front of him.
So, I try. "Sir, how does Bethard fit in, then?"
He chuckled. "Bethard has been sold off. Our brochures haven't been modified, yet. That could be one of your tasks ... if you were to have the job." He smiled, as if it were a tease. "Honestly? There was a temptation to take our cultural perception and put it to effect at the clinic. It is one thing to promote blackness sexually and another thing if it were to somehow influence or pressure white couples, for instance, to have a mixed-race baby." He watched me; I was nodding in understanding. "It led me to shedding the clinic to a larger group." I was still nodding. Although, I never blamed the clinic for our decisions, there had been an element of steering us to it through timing and cost.
"Megan ..." I snapped out of my wandering mind. "... I'm going to be blunt with you." Oh, God ... he wasn't being blunt before? "I'm looking for more than just a secretary. There are a lot of secretaries out there that could do what we need to be done here." He was looking into my eyes and seemed to lose his thought. Then, "Damn ... I love those eyes ... I forgot about your green eyes." I blushed. Then, he seemed to just as quickly recover. "I am also looking for a slut."
Damn! There it was and I was instantly back to the aroused level and almost came as the words and implication hit me and his eyes intently boring into mine. A slut?!? And, I'm that woman?!?
"It's why the position has been open for a quite a while. I am looking for someone special, truly special. When I saw your resume and realized who you were ... it came to me and I had to have you in for the interview."
My lips seemed to flutter without anything coming out. When finally I managed sound, it was more stammered. "Sir ... I ... I'm not ... Sir ... I'm not a slut ... hell, I ... I hardly have any experience."
He chuckled. "I know that, but your responsiveness was exciting."
"I don't ... you ... why would you think I could be ..."
He put up his hand to stop me. I did. His next words should have shocked me. "Megan, stand up for me." I did. If I thought about it, it didn't register as a conscious thought. "Now, take off your blouse." My mind hesitated, wanted to go through a process of consideration and weighing the pros and cons of such a request. That was what my mind wanted to have happen. My fingers, though, were already loosening buttons. By the time my mind caught up, my blouse was open and I was pulling the blouse from the skirt and finishing the buttons. I stood before him with an open blouse. He told me to take it off and I did.
He leaned back in his chair and smiled, "That's why, Megan, that's why. I sensed something in you. I'm sorry what happened to your life happened. I truly am, but ..." He looked at me with that strong gaze, "Now the skirt." My fingers unzipped the skirt and pushed it down my legs. I stood with it pooled at my feet. Now, I stood before him in bra, pantyhose, and panties. "I truly am sorry for you, but you're the one who said the experience you had was ... I believe the word was ..."
I finished it for him, "Mind-blowing."
He smiled, then looked down my body. "By the way, pantyhose ..." He shook his head. "Stockings ... never pantyhose." I nodded. Why did I nod? I didn't only nod, though, I pushed them down my legs, sitting momentarily to remove them before standing before him, again. He smiled, again. Then, he continued, "By your own account, your life was shattered, but you have recovered. You had a mind-blowing experience that you can't get over." I nodded. Damn, stop responding to everything he sees in you! But he can see it, too. "Why, Megan ... why would you want to NOT pursue what those experiences would be like as part of your life going forward?"
He wants me to be his secretary and his slut. Maybe more ... the office slut? God ... I can't believe how wet I am. Can he see how wet I am? Don't look. If I look, he'll follow my eyes and know.
I drop my bra on the chair with my other clothes and I freeze with my hand still extended over the chair. I just took off my bra?!!? He didn't tell me to do that! Listen to yourself! Tell you? You don't understand why you did it when he didn't TELL you? My hands move up to cover my breasts.
"Drop your hands, Megan. They're beautiful on you. You see what I mean about you, though? I saw it in you even then. You want so much more than you ever imagined. You can find it all here, Megan."
I was standing before him in only my panties and he was talking to me about becoming his slut. It didn't make sense, did it? "Sir, I don't understand. Why would you want me? Look at me."
He chuckled, "Oh, dear, I am. But, let me look at all of you."
Why not ... I stripped the last piece of covering from my body and dropped my panties ... very wet panties ... on the chair, too. I stood before completely naked. Everything was visible now. At 23 years old, I have a shapely, trim body on a 5' 2" frame, 95 pounds, and 32B-27-35 figure. My petite breasts have perky nipples that point straight forward. My hair is black and long, my eyes an engaging green as he already recognized.
I watched him inspecting me. Then, "Sir, why, though? My breasts are small ... I'm small. There must be plenty of big breasted sluts around that have all the experience."
He laughed. "That's the problem. That's what would be expected. But, look at you. Completely different. I'll admit I was leaning the other way, but finding such a woman who was also a secretary ... that wasn't easy, either. But you can help me, Megan. You and me together would be quite a sight. A black man a full foot taller. A petite white woman. There is an image there that would also enhance the business model, a powerful black man and his petite slut." I shivered.
"But I don't have the experience to be ..."
"I can teach you." There it was. He could turn me into the slut he wanted ... he could mold me into what he wanted. It's right there. All I have to do is accept if it is what I really do want, like he says. All I have to do is submit to him and let him take over to show me. "You're wet, aren't you?" I nodded. I also blushed. God, why was I standing in this man's office naked? I came for an interview to be a secretary and now I am dripping wet as he talks to be about being his slut. Is this what I wanted for so long, so desperately?
He scrawled something on a piece of notepaper and slid it over his desk to me. I picked it up to find the links to two websites. I looked from the paper to him. He said, "I want you to do two things for me, Megan." Again, I nod? "Go home and explore those websites. They will give you a feel for the slut attitude and what you could expect ... if you accept." Did he just offer it all to me? His smile this time was lusty, "Some of it is graphic, obviously. But you remember our times together ..." I did, indeed. "Then, let me know what you think about the job."
"Yes, sir." I looked back at him, "The other thing, sir?"
"Come over here, Megan." He stood as I moved naked around his desk. He was unbuckling his belt, which drew my eyes like a magnet. I stood directly in front of him until his hand landed on my shoulder, applying the slightest amount of pressure, and I slowly sank to my knees in front of him. Without him saying another word, or my eyes moving from his crotch, I reached out and unzipped his slacks. Only now did I look up to his face. He smiled at me, a confident, knowing smile. I used both hands to pull his slacks and underwear down until his penis came into view. His slacks were down past his hanging balls, but only part of his hanging penis was exposed. I reached inside and pulled the entire shaft out. I held it in my hands and felt it move.
From above me I heard, "Remember when you did this before?"
I nodded, "Yes, sir. It was the second and third times. You showed me what to do."
"That's right. Once you got started, I didn't think you were ever going to let it go." I blushed. It was true. As strong as this man felt to me when he was with me, holding his penis was ... like an embodiment of that strength. I wanted to hold it ... suck it ... lick it ... "Remember what I told you so you would stop?"
I nodded and blushed even more. My hands were moving on the ten inches of black ... he said, cock ... ten inches of black cock. I reached forward with my face and touched the head with my tongue and the memory rushed back. I looked up at him, "You told me, sir, that I couldn't take your seed in my mouth. You reminded me that it had to go in my vagina ... to make me pregnant."
"That's right. What did I say later as I was fucking you to seed your womb?"
I thought. It was so wonderful when he was inside me ... what did he say? Oooooooo, yes. "You said ... there might be a time when I could taste your cum and swallow it."
It was semi-hard now from my stroking and our talk. I leaned forward and put my lips to the head and took the pre-cum from it. I looked up, "Sir ... can I?" He nodded.
I smiled as I leaned into him, again. The smile might have been lost, though, as my mouth opened wide to take the head into my mouth. I didn't know that much about sucking a man, but I knew I enjoyed it. What happened to that conservative girl from the small town? Was that girl truly gone? Taken away with the loss of husband and baby? And, this woman kneeling front of this man, his cock in her mouth, was that woman replacing her? It feels that way, doesn't it? And, doesn't it feel right to accept the pleasure so long denied you?
I sucked him like I remembered him telling me. It must have worked because he strained and grunted as his cock became rock hard and tight before pulsing in my mouth and hand. When he spurted, it hit the back of my mouth and into my throat. I gulp and swallowed to take it all down before the next spurt, and the next. God, he came. And, when he kissed me on the lips, even with his cum there, and told me how wonderful it felt for him, I was almost bursting with pride.
My other life was taken away from me ... it really is up to me to make a new one. Isn't Mr. Nolan right? Isn't it my turn to live my life for myself for the things and the pleasures I want? My tongue on his cock, licking stray cum, I looked up at him. I shivered.
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CHAPTER TWO: WEEKEND TRAINING
"Megan!" I was standing outside the door of BlackLand Enterprises in the hallway of the office building. I turned to the voice to find Mr. Nolan turning the corner. "I'm surprised to see you so soon. I imagined you might think about my offer maybe even over the weekend." He unlocked the door and began turning on lights as he made his way back to his office. He had me sit, offered some coffee, which he said he needed, and left to apparently make it. He returned with two mugs and sat down behind his desk and turned his computer on. Once settled, he looked me over carefully before proceeding. "Did I scare you away, Megan?" I shook my head and a smile formed on his face. "You have questions, then?"
I nodded, shyly. "Yes, sir." I asked about the exact salary, benefits, including health, hours, and what the real demands would be on me.
He smiled. He was obviously pleased that I was asking all positive questions. "Let me ask you a question, first." I nodded. "Do you have a life, Megan? What I mean is, you indicated you lost your previous life, so do you have social commitments, a boyfriend, or other family members you are worried about?"
What a curious question. That my private life would be an issue for... but then I thought that might make sense given what he is talking about for this job, which is far beyond a 'normal' job, so why would normal working hours apply? I shook my head, "No, sir. Sad, isn't it?"
He gave me a look that was both sympathetic and understanding with no reason to dwell on what had happened to put me in that condition. "I intend to compensate you very well, far better than you would imagine because this will be a position far different. The office job may be close to normal-type hours but the other, my slut part, will extend outside the office, as needed." I hadn't flinched, I had already considered such. "There will be no mistake to anyone's understanding, you will be my slut and only my slut. But in the office, you will be the office slut for all five of us." He looked at me, but I knew that. "Outside the office... I may want you some nights. I may want to share you with others, if it benefits me and the company. I will certainly want to show you off." His eyes held mine, "You are not a porn star look. You aren't what people would be expecting. I can get porn women and that's what they expect. You, though... your size and look have innocence, fragility, and vulnerability, especially next to me." I did blush as I realized this wasn't an 8 to 5 secretary/slut thing. This would become a life thing. "When I travel, I will want you with me for my own needs and to... possibly influence, if necessary, those I meet with." Yeah, much more than 8 to 5. "Does any of this bother you, Megan? You said you want the feeling you had from my big cock and much more of it. You'll have much more, Megan." He studied me. My mind was racing, almost as fast as my body was. I squeezed my crossed thighs together under my simple dress and my new panties were soaking wet. "More questions, Megan?"
I looked him in the eyes with a shy smile, "Yes, sir. You said you would teach me?"
The huge smile that spread over his face said it all. He had me and he knew it as much as I knew it. "Do you have plans this weekend, Megan?" I shook my head emphatically and with perhaps more excitement showing than I maybe should have shown. But maybe not. Maybe showing my excitement is exactly what is needed. "It's Friday, so why delay, then." I squinted my eyes at him. What did he mean? "Stand up and remove your clothes. I am curious about something."
I was right to do it. It was a simple test of my consideration of all this. I stood quickly before, my fingers reaching behind my neck to unclasp it, then pulling the zipper down. I shrugged my shoulders and felt the dress slide off my shoulders and down my arms. My eyes were only on him as they appraised my actions. When I pushed the dress over my hips to fall to the floor, his smile broadened and he eyes shown in delight. I had not only purchased new semi-sheer, lace bra and panties, but...
"Wonderful, excellent." The tone of his voice told me everything about his approval. "Stockings. You remembered what I said about pantyhose." He looked up at me and smiled. "Now the rest. Leave the stockings and shoes on." After I removed the bra and panties, he motioned me to him. I walked around his desk and stood next to his chair as he turned it. His hands reached out to my breasts and slid down my body. I opened my legs in anticipation and he smiled, again. His fingers slid over my slit and between my lips. "You're wet, excellent." His eyes came to mine as a finger penetrated into me for the first time since... "A good slut should always anticipate being used, Megan. Also, I like your shaved cunt, keep it that way." I nodded as I blushed.
I closed my eyes as his finger was joined by another and they sawed in and out of my needy hole. OH GOD... I needed this. But instead he pulled his fingers out and put them up to my mouth. I opened my mouth and tasted myself. I sucked his fingers clean.
"I want you to go home. Take care of whatever you need to for being gone over the weekend. Pack a small bag of your toiletries, make-up, whatever, but no clothes. Wear a nice dress and the tallest heels you have. You will have a credit card for whatever you need and we'll break it in tomorrow. I will pick you up at your apartment at 5:00."
I stood there numbly. As if in a trance, I moved back to the other side of desk and picked up my panties, stepping into them as he watched. I glanced at him to find him leaning back in his chair watching me closely. This would be my life. On display whenever. Available whenever. My body shivered as I picked up my little bra.
After dressing, I moved to the closed door of his office. "Megan." I turned back to him. "I don't think your tits need a bra. I would like you in a skirt and blouse with the blouse half unbuttoned." I nodded and shivered, again. "And, Megan... don't touch yourself. There may be times when I want you to masturbate, but I will tell you. Otherwise, you will have your orgasms, but they will be through others." I shivered stronger. His words almost had me cumming.
At precisely 5:00 PM, there was a knock on my door. I opened the door for him. He stood in the hall and appraised me, forcing me to step closer to him. He counted the buttons on my blouse, then undid another one, commenting that 'half' was only approximate. The first fastened button was now just below my nipple line. He indicated for me to raise my skirt, which fell to just above my knees. He nodded at seeing my stockings and lace panties. Then, he stepped back. I numbly... or dumbly... just stood there until it occurred to me, he was ready to leave. I turned quickly to retrieve my small bag and light jacket, in case. He took the bag from me, his free hand sliding over my back. The first act in this job was going to be spending the weekend with him. During small talk in the car, he mentioned that we were stopping for dinner at one of his favorite restaurants. I was almost disappointed. My body was buzzing with energy and need. My nipples were like rocks and became more aroused (if possible) as they rubbed against the blouse, which was all a new sensation. My pussy, cunt he kept saying, was soaking another new pair of panties. I needed an orgasm. That realization had in itself shocked me. It became all I could think about ever since the interview and, although I had awkwardly masturbated in my consideration of his proposal, the image I was masturbating to had been his cock inside my pussy.
I looked across the car at this big black man next to me. He was comfortably chattering about work. He was supremely confident and controlled. He was a good foot taller than me and more than twice my weight. I was like a little girl next to him and maybe that was the stark image he had talked about. The sex and the projection of sex was also part of the job, part of the projection of the image and concept of BlackLand Enterprises, the air of the black male. That was the business model and it has been successful because it sold, and it sold not only to the black males but to the white community, too. That was where the money really was, the acceptance of the black male, especially the big black male, in white minds. I wouldn't argue with him... it had completely consumed mine since that first encounter at the insemination clinic.
The restaurant was indeed nice. As we sat and talked, he avoided any discussion about what was coming for the weekend or the intimate part of my new job. It was reminiscent of the scene in The Hunger Games when the contestants are feted as if what was coming was of little concern. I wasn't going to be in a life-or-death struggle, but it seemed as consuming to me at the moment. He continued to appraise me and watch me. I wondered, if this dinner was a purposeful delay to tease and frustrate, tension producers to heighten a desperation inside me. If he calculated such a response and result... he calculated perfectly.
Near the end of dinner, he leaned forward and softly told me to go to the restroom, unbutton all the remaining buttons accessible, remove my panties and bring them to him, setting them in his hand. Then, to bend over and kiss him passionately. When I did, I felt the eyes of everyone on me as I placed the lacy material in his hand, even though might have been only a few who might have glanced our way. When I bent over, I felt the blouse fall and gap open to fully expose my breasts and nipples to anyone in line to see.
After I sat down, he leaned forward, again, "Well done, Megan. You're very suggestable, aren't you?" I nodded. It surprised me more than it might have him. "So far, I have only had you suck me, but I could have bent you over the desk, instead, and fucked you and you would have wanted it." I blushed but nodded. "It's time, isn't it, Megan? It's time to be fucked? You want me to fuck you now, don't you?"
"Oh my God, sir, yes. I do. I don't only want it, I need it. Please, sir... you're teasing me."
He smiled and signaled for the check. "There's the slut in you, Megan." He signed the bill and turned back to me, "We'll bring that slut out this weekend, dear." When he stood up, he placed my panties on the table where I had been sitting. He left them there, my soaking wet panties, as he led me out.
I wasn't surprised by his house. As big as Mr. Nolan has become in my mind, even bigger than he physically is, his house only reflected that. Considering it was a house he lived in alone, it was large, and located in a privileged community. He pulled into a garage that also contained two other vehicles and a large motorcycle. But, instead of entering the house from the garage, he led me back out to the front of the house. Lights came on around the front, motion sensors, and he stopped at the front door.
"Undress, Megan. Everything. Stockings, shoes, everything." I looked at him, then quickly back toward the street. There was plenty of foliage and fencing, but we were bathed in light. I pulled the blouse out from my skirt, completely unbuttoned the remaining buttons and slid it off. He took it from me. My skirt followed. I stepped out of my shoes. He supported me as I rolled the stocking down my legs and off my feet. He fondled my breasts, then slid his hand to my mound. I opened my legs for him and he slid a finger over my slit, finally inserting it... God, finally, but it was only his finger. He placed the finger at my lips and I sucked my juices off it. As he pinched a nipple, he said, "You are doing well, Megan. You're not used to public exposure, so I am proud of you." I smiled. God! I am taking pride in being displayed like this and at the restaurant. "But you will need to learn to respond immediately, without hesitation."
I looked up at him, "Yes, sir. I will do better."
He unlocked the front door, finally, and even he sounded a bit in need. "I know you will, my sweet slut. I know you will. Now, I want to reward you... I want to taste that sweet cunt of yours, again." I shivered as I stepped into the house as he held the door.
He took me directly upstairs to his master bedroom. It was a suite with a living area separate from the main bedroom and a large bathroom. He dumped my clothes and small bag on the floor. I assisted him in pulling the covers down from the bed and he directed me to lie at the edge. Still dressed, he parted my legs and pushed my knees back toward my chest. Even this simple movement was energizing. He took complete control, instantly. He knew I was already wet and anxious, so there was no stage of preparation, of wooing me. He was taking me, even if it was his mouth on my pussy. The times at the clinic with him, he had been making love to me. The first time was very much loving but by the third time he had elements of it being fucking and it was that time that had been so very thrilling and significant. In his office, in the restaurant, and at his front door, he took control in directing me to test my compliance, I suppose. Now, he was handling my body like it was really his for the taking, like there was no question about whose it was... no question in his mind and, presumptively, no question in mine.
I was displayed before a man like never before. My knees were pressed to my body and opened. He opened me for his use and all I did was gaze down my naked body as his tongue came out of his mouth and lapped along the length of my slit to flick at my clit when he reached the top. His eyes peered up at me as my clit sent a jolt up through my body and I shivered. Except for him, no one has eaten my pussy... and I loved it.
All the energy and anticipation that had been building within me since this morning finally burst out in a shattering orgasm. I was gripping my legs against my chest as my arms, legs, and body shook and shivered as my pussy quaked and spasmed against his tongue as it probed into my hole and along the lips to my engorged clit. I was moaning and pleading, though I don't know what the words were.
With the orgasm, I thought he would be done, but he wasn't. He jammed two, then three fingers into my pussy as he worked my clit with his lips. My orgasm didn't stop. I continued to shake, my pussy convulsing around the fingers sawing into me. When his fingers curled and found my g-spot (something I would learn much more about with him), I exploded into a new level of orgasm on top of the one I was already experiencing.
He was standing over me, next to the bed, before I realized he had stopped stimulating my pussy. Those orgasms were so consuming, I hadn't noticed when he stopped and pulled away. I was curled into a fetal position on my side as my shaking body slowed and calmed. As I came to realize what position I was in, I slowly released my hold on my legs and sought him with eyes blurred from the lustful experience. I found him standing next to the bed. His face was smiling. He looked pleased. From his performance or my response. I was in awe of his performance and my body would never forget the experience that was now possible. And, that was just his mouth.
I slid off the bed to the floor at his feet. It was as if my body had become a sensual fluid that flowed in some magnetic attraction to his body standing solid and dominant over me. I knelt and wrapped my arms around his thighs, the side of my face pressed into his crotch still cover by his slacks. I could feel his penis... no, his cock. It was hardening against my face.
Without looking up and slackening my grip around his body, "Thank you, sir! Thank you... thank you." I moved the side of my face against his growing cock under his slacks. "How may I please you, sir?" It wasn't a simple question, an offer, or an interest on my part to him. It was a consuming desire, an overwhelming need to please him in whatever way I could and he wanted. Something in that orgasm changed me from a curiosity or interest in experiencing more, to a need and craving to experience what I could. A craving that had me on my knees at this man's feet hugging his thighs.
"Undress me, then make love to the cock that is going to fuck you." OH GOD, YES.
I struggled to my feet on legs still wobbly. I removed his shirt and tie, moving around him and placing them on a chair as he stood still. I pulled his undershirt over his head before moving to his belt. I unzipped his slacks and knelt, again, before him. But, first, I remove his shoes and socks, flipping them behind him in the vicinity of the chair. Then, with excited hands evidenced by the slight trembling, I pull his slacks down his legs. He placed his hand on my head as he lifted one foot, then the other. My hands were back to his underwear and I could see and feel his hard cock underneath. I stroked his cock that was nearly extended now to the top of his shorts. I looked up at him to find him watching me with interest and I thought I knew why. If he read my face and actions correctly, he might see the look of intensely anxious anticipation of unwrapping what was barely hidden beneath, like some anticipated gift-wrapped present.
I moved my face forward and kissed his shaft through the fabric of his shorts. Then, I pulled the waistband down over the head of his cock, kissing the head as it appeared. As I lower his shorts, I continued to kiss each newly exposed inch of black cock. This was the cock that was going to finally fuck me, again. I almost couldn't wait, but at the same time I wanted to love this beautiful thing before it happened. I had never reacted this way to a cock or the anticipation of a fuck. This was all new to me... and wonderfully, excitingly, thrillingly, and breathtakingly so.
With his shorts at his feet, I raised my mouth higher to take the head into my mouth. I sucked on it, took it out, and licked down the length, then back up before retaking the head into my mouth and pressing more of it inside. I fucked a few inches of his cock with my mouth, trying to push more in, but finding my throat reluctant.
He gently raised my head to look at him, "Enough for now, Megan. You can suck me much more later. Now... I need to be inside your cunt."
I stood up and pressed our naked bodies together. The top of my head barely went up to his shoulders, but he bent his head and I raised mine to kiss deeply. My hand found his cock and I stroked it. It was hard... rigid like it was formed in marble. I moved to the bed, but he told me to wait. He climbed onto the bed and lay on his back. His hand held his cock straight up.
"You're going to do all the fucking. You ride me and fuck until I tell you something different."
My eyes were fixed on his vertical cock. I heard him, though, and crawled alongside him. I swung my leg over his body, raised myself high to be above his 10 inches of blackness. He moved the head along my slit until the head settled slightly into my hole. I gasped. It wasn't even in me, but I gasped... involuntarily. I settled down a little more. The head sank into me, spreading my hole, stretching me. I gasped more. I groaned. I sank down more and groaned. Further down and more groaning. The head bumped into the top of my pussy and I shuddered. I looked down between us and saw a couple more inches. I raised up and settle back down. Bump. Shudder. Up and down. I almost climaxed. I was so full; it was so deep. I was sitting on him fully. I had him all.
I looked into his face and he was smiling. "You remember now?" I nodded as I started moving up and down slowly. He told me to fuck, but I needed to adjust to his fullness. "You remember how it felt before?" I nodded as my speed picked up. "You need to feel my cum inside you, again, don't you?"
"OH... FUCK... YESSSSSSS!" He didn't cum... I did. We had only just begun fucking and I already orgasmed on his marvelous cock. Oh, God, how I love it inside me! I dropped down onto his wide chest and rode the orgasm. His hands caressed my back and thighs as I gasped and moaned and whimpered.



When I could, I raised back up and began fucking, again. I looked down at him, "Sorry, sir. It was just... so wonderful."
He smiled and teased my nipples. Even with my bouncing on his cock, my small breasts only jiggle. Mr. Nolan says he likes that about me, though. They are right for my petite, athletic body, he says. I'm not going to argue because he is loving them up now as I work my tight body over his cock.
I am fucking him hard now. I raise up so only the head is inside, then I slam down. His cock hits me deep each time, sending a jolt through my body. My pussy is tight around his rigid cock, gripping it as I pull up and slam back down. He is moaning now, too, and I desperately want to have him cum, because I am getting so close to another orgasm. I shift my hands to his muscular chest for support and put all my effort into my thighs raising and lowering my pussy on his cock.
Another orgasm is almost there as I fuck him hard. "Ohhhhhh... fuckkkkkk... sirrrrrr... pleeeeasssssse cummmmmmm."
He slips two fingers of one hand underneath me and he has aligned it perfectly to jam my clit. At the same time, he rises and bites a nipple softly, but the combination is all I need... or all it takes even if I didn't want it to happen. I orgasm... alone... without him... "Oooooooo... yesssssss... oh fuccckkkkkkk!"
He holds me tight against his body as I ride this orgasm, as well. When I am mostly out of it, he whispers in my ear, "Turn around to reverse-cowgirl. Don't get off me, just turn around."
I raise my head and look at him. Turn around on his cock? Damn... It takes a little awkward maneuvering, but I start turning by sitting on him and moving my feet for leverage in turning. Oh... what a feeling! I am stuffed, but VERY lubricated after two orgasms. I feel every ridge of his cock as I turn around it. How obscene is this?
This time, I put my hands on his shins and start aggressively fucking up and down. And, this time, the reaction coming from him is different. I don't know if it is the change in position or he has just been resisting for too long, but he is straining up into me now and I smile as I kicked up my fucking another notch, I wasn't sure I had. I feel his cock pulse inside me. I pull up so his whole cock is outside me except for the very tip to keep us aligned... and I drop strongly down and bottom out. I am rewarded with his cum spurting into my pussy, flooding me with his cum, sending spurt after spurt of his seed and coating me entire pussy.
When his cock stops spurting, I turn on his cock, again, this time for fun. I lay down onto his body and his arms wrap around me. His massive breaths cause me to move up and down with his chest. I am like a toy on top of him.
I hug him tight and softly ask the question I need to know, "Sir... did your new slut do well for you?"
"Very well, indeed, dear Megan. Very well, indeed."
I kiss his chest. "Thank you, sir." I sighed in relief. I raised my head and slipped my hands under my chin to look at him. "I was beginning to think I wasn't arousing enough for you."
"Silly, girl. You know from before that I climaxed in you several times." I watched his face. I nodded, reached up and kissed him on the lips. I felt his cock slip inside as I reached up. I settled back down on it.
I giggled and he asked what. I said, "You cock, sir. I can feel it getting softer, but it is so large it is still well inside me. I like that." I blushed at the bold way I was confessing my feeling about his cock. Then, I looked at him more seriously, which got his attention. "Sir, you said you would teach me to be a slut. Remember? What are you going to teach me?"
"You are eager to be my full slut?" I nodded and blushed more. I knew little about what the office job was to be and all I was curious about was how I would be his slut. "This weekend is the start. I am going to fuck you as much as I can so you feel what that is like. Next week, you'll start fucking the other men in the office so you know what it is like to experience different men and cocks." He paused and I gazed at him in anticipation of what else would come. "We'll start training your ass to be fucked. But we'll take our time and use some toys to prepare you." I gave him a puzzled look. My conservative upbringing didn't do much in the way of introducing me to sex, much less sex toys. "Tomorrow we'll get you some butt plugs and dildos. We'll buy you some clothes, too. Your wardrobe has to change." He touched my nose as if to make a point. I smiled and nodded. "A good slut can not only be fucked in the cunt or ass, but the cunt and ass at the same time. Double penetration. With large cocks, though, we'll need to open your ass up some, first." Ass fucked. Double penetration. Oh my. "Then, deepthroating a cock. That takes practice and determination." I nodded. Deepthroat? Taking a cock like his into my throat? I convinced myself not to panic... not yet, anyway.
We talked and mused comfortably. It amazed me, really. I was lying on the man who was to be my boss, his softening cock was embedded well in my pussy after we had fucked and I was comfortably talking to him like we were meeting for coffee somewhere.
I felt his cock move, twitch slightly and wondered... I squeezed with my pussy muscles. Squeeze, relax, squeeze. His cock tensed a bit. Did it just grow? I continued to use my muscles as I lay on his chest and stomach.
He swatted my bare butt playfully. With a chuckle, "Where did you learn that?"
I giggled, "Nowhere, sir. I just tried it when I felt you cock move. I tried it several times and you seemed to enjoy it, so... you don't mind do you, sir?"
"And, what is your intention with what you are doing with your cunt around my cock?"
I looked at him, my arousal instantly rising, "To make you hard, again, sir." And, his cock was getting hard. "It seems to be working, sir." I smiled at him, "I can't let you have a hard cock and not give you some relief."
He laughed and rolled us over into the missionary position. His cock quickly growing hard and long, again, he stroked in and out of my pussy. I looked at him with renewed lust. He looked back into my eyes. He crushed my mouth with a passionate kiss. "My turn to fuck you."
And, he did. He drove his cock into me with long, powerful strokes that nearly knocked the breath out of me. This was a fucking! I tried when I was on top, but it was nothing like this! He pounded into me like he owned my body and it was for his use anyway he wanted it. Maybe... maybe that's what he was showing me. He can take me. He can fuck me. He can use me. Maybe he's just showing me what being his slut will be like. If so... I want it.
This time, we orgasmed closer together, each of us gasping and clutching onto each other desperately... at least I was.
He wrapped me in his arms, spooned into my back. His lips were kissing my neck and shoulder, his whispers reinforcing my sexuality, the pleasure I gave him, his desire for me to be his slut, and his commitment to protect me and keep me safe through it all. I slipped into sleep feeling like I was in a protective womb... and the most contented I had been in a very, very long time.
I woke to my nipples being sucked and nipped, a couple fingers sawing into my pussy, and my clit being regularly bumped. Before I was fully awake, I was uttering the sounds of the aroused, "Ohhhhhhhh... yesssssssss... goooood... hmmmmmmm... sooooo goooooddddd..."
With a freshly aroused and focused mind, I dislodged myself from him and spun around in the bed, pushing him onto his back and straddling him with my pussy near his mouth and my head at his cock, which unsurprisingly was quite hard. With his large cock, I could take his cock into my mouth and he could reach my pussy. It occurred to me while sucking him the taste was different, that I was tasting a combination of his cum and my own. It also occurred to me he was getting a similar thing from my pussy. My appreciation for Mr. Nolan increased.
I was basking in that moment of sexual bliss. We were both purely comfortable in this arousal of each other. I was attempting, again, to take his cock into my mouth further, as I now would every time I would suck him. His mouth and tongue were busy probing my pussy and nibbling at my clit. His hands, for the most part, held my hips over his face, but occasionally roamed over my thighs and back. I rubbed my pussy against his face. I giggled. He flexed his hips and drove his cock deeper into my mouth. He chuckled.
Then he rolled us. He disengaged himself and stood next to the bed. His hand was outstretched to me and I followed him. He turned me, pressed me forward and I fell to the bed, my feet on the floor. I looked over my shoulder at him and spread my legs wide in invitation. He stepped up to me and immediately drove his cock into my open pussy. Oh... my... god. Instantly stuffed, again. He fucked me hard and strong, his strong body plowing his cock into my pussy with an energy and power that was at a new height of being used. This is what it was going to be like. Used... even abused. Taken to new heights and challenges, expanding my naïve understanding of what sex can be. Then, everything changed, again.
With his cock embedded deep inside me, he pulled me with an arm around my waist and another around my chest as he leaned over me. Then, he stood up! I was impaled on his cock and vertical! He carefully released some hold on me and gravity set his cock completely in me. Then, holding me firmly, he walked me to the sliding door and the balcony outside I didn't know was there. I didn't know what time it was... very early morning... but it was dark and quiet. His backyard was dark. The neighbor homes, just visible at this height, were dark. My legs hung below me. There was nothing else for me to do with them. I was held in front of him like a large doll... like a fuck-doll.
"Oh... my... God... sir!" I was gasping and panting. This was so completely erotic and arousing. I was just being used as he continued to fuck me while being held against his body. "I... never... dreamed... of such... sex!" He only chuckled... and grunted.
He soon turned from the balcony and returned to the bed. He bent over the bed and literally dropped me. As I fell away from him, his cock pulled out and I bounced. He flipped me over onto my back and moved me to the center of the bed with ease. Then, he plowed back into my pussy and finished us both off. My arms and legs were wrapped around his neck and waist as my body exploded and I felt his seed blasting into my well-used pussy.
He pulled out after time and curled into my back, again. This time, he lifted my left leg and entered my pussy from behind, then wrapped his arm around me and held me tight. There was always something new. Or, I knew so little that it only seemed that way. I pressed my back into his front and relished the feeling of his cock inside me. With new clarity, I understood how much I had to experience and learn.
With the early morning light and sounds from the now open sliding door to the balcony, my fussy mind enjoyed the feel of Mr. Nolan's body underneath my leg and arm. Even in my sleep I must have yearned for his contact. I lightly slid my hand over his chest and stomach. I didn't want to interrupt his sleep. It was still early, but... I couldn't resist touching him. I felt like a school girl with a crush, a naïve girl with a first love. This wasn't love, though. I understood that, the difference of what that was and what Mr. Nolan intended this to be. I had experienced 'love' and found it disappointing. I wasn't sure I ever wanted that 'love' relationship, again. But I was excited to discover what this was as it evolved because the evolution was me, not him. It was me catching up.
I raised my head and watched him. He was completely relaxed. A soft snore escaping as his chest gently rose and fell. I looked down his body. His cock was semi-hard and I wondered what he was dreaming about. Was it me? Was it what he has already done to me or what he was intending to do to me? I smiled and slithered down alongside his body and turned to take his cock into my mouth. I kissed the head and sucked on it, seeking any pre-cum just inside. I liked his cum. Maybe I just liked cum. A smile formed around the cock in my mouth as I considered if that alone is an indicator of being a slut.
I have half his cock in my mouth with my tongue swirling and mouth sucking hard enough to collapse my cheeks when I feel his hand on my head. "Hmmmmm... what a wonderful way to wake up."
I smiled and slowly pull my mouth off his cock. With a hand slowly stroking it, I looked up his body to him, "Good morning, sir." I return my lips to his cock only to look back at him, "I think you are close, sir. Would it be okay to have your cum as my juice?" He chuckled and lay his head back while stroking my shoulders. I took his cum and swallowed every drop, licking his cock clean to be absolutely sure I had it all.
Downstairs at the kitchen table, we shared coffee, eggs, muffins, and juice (orange juice, this time), which we jointed prepared. He was wearing boxers and I was still naked. In the bedroom, he instructed me that I was to be naked at his house unless he directed otherwise. I would find out later he meant outside in the back, too.
"I knew you would be a good slut, Megan."
I smiled demurely, at least as demurely as you can when you are naked in someone's kitchen. "Thank you, sir. I know I have a lot to learn, but I hope you see how eager I am to please you."
"I do, indeed. And, that is why I know you will be a good slut."
He discussed the day ahead. There would be lots of fucking. He wanted me to experience more fucking than I ever have. I chuckled and assured him that has already happened. He smiled but told me it will continue. His only limitation would be his ability to achieve an erection. It would be my responsibility this weekend to bring an erection as often as possible for him. I shivered. He told me this might lead to some soreness around my pussy but that would pass. My pussy just needs to adjust to being used a lot because I will be. I shivered, again.
Besides fucking, though, we were going shopping. I needed slut clothes and new office clothes that would reflect the new me... a sexual woman even in the office or outside. Also, the toys. I was curious about those but he just told me that would be an adventure of their own.
There was still a slight chill to the air, but he took me out onto the patio. I could see that at ground level it was quite private with the placement of trees and fences. He didn't give me much opportunity to look around his yard, though. He moved us to a lounge chair near his pool I had missed last night in the dark. My eyes were on the pool but he was reclining on the chair and held his cock in his hand. I understood, immediately. I sucked him hard, then mounted him and fucked him. There were times when he seemed to want to fuck me dominantly, other times when he was gentle, and other times when he had me do all the work and he was passive. This time I took my time. I used long, even stokes, his cock sliding in and out, my pussy walls clenching him the entire way. He commented about what I was doing with my pussy and praised me. I glowed and clenched harder. He said that reminded him of other toys. He liked that feeling and wanted to help me develop those muscles more. He said I could turn into one of the best fucks. I blushed but his words were like adding jet fuel to my sexual engine that drove my desire to higher levels.
I was cleaning the kitchen of breakfast and he was once again in his boxers and creating a list for when we go shopping. I am wiping my hands and turn to find him leaning back and watching me. I asked him, if there is something wrong.
"Nothing is wrong. You are beautiful. I was just admiring what a unique impression your nakedness gives." I tilt me head curiously at him. Here is a man who essentially heads a porn enterprise and he is finding my petite body unique? As if reading my mind, "Very unique." He has me stand before him. "Big breasted, voluptuous women are synonymous with porn. So, you are unique. You have an air of innocence, naivete. I think that is very erotic. It can give off the impression of having a virgin." I blushed. Again? "Does it bother you that I refer to you so openly as a sexual thing?"
I took his hand and put it between my legs. His fingers immediately start moving, one on my clit, another into my hole. "That is what a slut is, sir. You made it clear to me from the beginning. I have a job to do in the office, but you want a slut to fuck. I accepted that, sir. I also understand you want me on your arm to present an impression, a visual presentation for the image you want to provide to others."
He smiled and pressed another finger into me. It was still surprising how boldly I stood before him with his hands and fingers exploring my body inside and out. My conservative family and friends rejected me. I didn't reject them as much as I just moved by taking this job... and absurdly sexual role.
He led me back upstairs to shower. Even showering was sexual, though. The shower was large, easily accommodating both of us. As the water fell over us from above, he gently pressured me to my knees. I dutifully sucked him hard, then he pressed me against the wall and forcefully fucked me. We both came. I couldn't even imagine how I could have him inside me and not orgasming.
I was dressed in the only dress I had with me, which had been short but by no means what Mr. Nolan intended for me. The shop he led me into was clearly meant for women with the intension of drawing attention and enticing. The skirts and dresses were short, much shorter than what I was wearing, but Mr. Nolan assured me, these were not the slut clothes.
The clothes in this shop were lovely, but to me they were very revealing for an office environment. But Mr. Nolan was the boss. Each outfit I tried on was amazing. Mr. Nolan sat just outside the dressing room where I would change from outfit to outfit and show the look to him and the saleslady. All the skirts or dress hems were well above md-thigh and the tops were revealing in cleavage or fitting. I could never have worn anything like these dresses before, but now I was getting excited to wear these clothes for the men of the office. Mr. Nolan reminded me, discretely because of the saleswoman, that a woman in my position should be classy but provocative at the same time. When the saleswoman left momentarily to assist another customer at the register, he clarified his other discrete comment.
"Always remember, Megan. Your position has many implications to be aware of at all times. You are my slut, of course. You will also be the office slut so enticement is for all five of us. You will also accompany me to many social and business gatherings and commitments. And, remember that those business situations are not normal business like most executives. You work in the porn industry. There are expectations associated with that."
"Despite the fact that you chose not to have a porn star type on your arm."
"Correct. There are expectations and there are surprises. Everyone expects a porn star type. Seeing what you expect to see can be a negative. They see the big tits, watching how they sway and bounce, how voluptuous her figure is. They don't look at the package. But, you... you next to me dressed the same way takes everyone back. Surprise. They stop and look, consider who you are, why are you on my arm. Then, they see the look, the innocence, maybe. They see the stark difference in size between us. Hell, you might be a teenager... their thoughts wonder. An impression."
I smile and consider this with everything else. He's right. There are so many layers to what he wants from me. Secretary. His slut. Office slut. Arm candy. Perception changer.



Before leaving this store, we also buy panties of a wide variety from bikini to thong to G-string. Then, stockings to match the dresses and replacements. Mr. Nolan reminds me I will be spending time on my knees. I grab double of what I had thought I might need.
I change into one of the dresses. The dress is a slip-dress. The hem is nowhere near mid-thigh. I was told it was made just like a slip in terms of satin material and thinness. It has spaghetti straps and drops low in back. Mr. Nolan reminds me that bras aren't allowed. My nipples are poking at the thin material. We stop for lunch at a very nice restaurant and I feel eyes on me the entire time. I glance down at my lap and see the dress has slipped up my thighs and it is impossible to keep down. I finally given up trying and keep my legs crossed or together. I am blushing. Mr. Nolan complimented me on not only my appearance but keeping my calm. He assured me it will become easier.
Our next stop is a different boutique at another level of revealing. This shop has clothes for clubbing and slutting. I can't believe what I see, but when he hands me an outfit to try on, I ask where the changing room is. He says there is no need. The saleswoman helping us just chuckles and watches. I strip out of the slip-dress leaving me in heels and panties. Mr. Nolan motions for the panties to drop. I exhale but follow his direction. I am standing in the shop naked as he hands me a dress. Dress... it has the elements of a dress with a top and bottom but the top almost isn't there. It is a cowl style with fabricate loosely hung in front almost to my belly button. The bottom is very short and tight. I know if I bend over, my breasts will be on display and, if I sit, I will have to be very careful to hide my pussy.
The next dress is floor length and I breathe easier. Then, I remember I am standing naked. I slip into the dress only to find large slits on each side and a V in the front to just above my belly button, again. When I take a test walk, the slits open to above my hips. There is no way to wear a bra or panties in this dress.
A spandex dress he handed me looked like it might cover me, but then I noticed it didn't have sides. My small breasts would be quite visible from the sides. On and on this went. He apparently thought these dresses would be used because he bought a number of them.
Then, it was on to the slut-wear and I saw the difference. These were at the back of the shop, but I was walking there naked. Mr. Nolan gave my ass a sharp slap. I glanced in a mirror and his hand left a mark on my light skinned ass. He smiled and I playfully swatted his arm. The saleswoman smiled at our interaction. Whether or not a naked woman was common in the shop or not, she wasn't going to say anything based on the money Mr. Nolan was spending.
The slut-wear was definitely at another level. I tried on two swimsuits, though they only cover what was necessary to cover the law. One was nothing more than straps about two inches wide that fit over the nipples and down over my pussy and back up the back. On me, a slight movement would uncover me. A Buxom bitch would probably hold the strips in place. Not me, though. This would only give the illusion of my trying to be covered. The other was a wicked weasel in white. It was only three small rectangles of thin material attached together and around me with string. I would later find out those rectangles became sheer when wet.
When I was handed a floor-length sheer white gown, I smiled, "A night gown, thank you."
He laughed, "I suppose it really is, but not for you. You will wear this." He leaned to me and added, "And, without the sheer panties." I shook my head, not to say 'no' to him, but in disbelief. Where could we go where this was remotely appropriate. My entire body would be visible underneath.
Another 'outfit' was backless... completely, even over the ass. The front was covered in loose black strings that, again, gave the allusion of coverage. One, I could see my nipples peeking out. It came with a black G-string, but I didn't ask if I would be allowed to wear it.
Leaving this shop, I was wearing one of the cowl dresses. I was covered, but not by much. The last stop was the toy store. Really, an adult emporium. Entering, it looked as bad as I had always had the impression of. Magazine racks, video racks, kinky clothing and BDSM stuff. Then, shelves of dildos and vibrators. Mr. Nolan seemed to know what he wanted and it didn't take long in there. I wasn't sure if it was he wasn't sure when I might be groped or if he was just in need of using my body, again. I suspected the latter. We walked out with an array of butt-plugs from small to large. Each were decorated with colored glass jewels on the end. The dildos were also slim to thicker. He said these were for my ass and throat (be sure to clean them well, he said). Then, a vibrating egg for my pussy and a vibrating bullet for my ass. Finally, some heavy Ben Wa balls for strengthening my pussy muscles.
Yes, he wanted my body. He pressed me up against the trunk of the car, pulled my dress up to my waist and pulled my panties off. Then, he lowered his pants and pressed into me. He may have felt desperate for his slut, but he quickly realized by my wet, open pussy that his slut was just as desperate. He fucked me in the garage with the door open. I could see the street, but not easily. He fucked me like we were in complete privacy. He fucked with abandon. We both came. We both made noise.
He grilled a couple steaks and I baked a couple potatoes and made a salad. We ate on the patio. I was, of course, naked. We shared some laughs as he recounted some of the looks on my face as I tried on the clothes, especially being naked as a young couple walked through the second shop. He teased me that the woman didn't look very happy about it but the guy was very interested.
Before we cleaned up after dinner, I crawled under the wrought-iron table, pulled his pants open and began sucking his cock. He stopped me after several minutes. I wasn't in any hurry, but he said the obvious. The hard patio pavers were going to be hurting my knees soon. Instead, he assisted in the cleaning and led me into his entertainment room. It had several large sofas. He said this is where his friends enjoy many a game day of sports on TV. He just looked at me without saying anything more. He didn't have to. The implication was clear to me. Someday I would be in this room with a roomful of black men.
This night, however, he settled into the sofa dead center to the TV. He had removed his pants and turned on the TV. I settled next to him with my head in his lap, his cock instantly in my mouth. Around his cock, I asked, "Whooth plawwyng?"
He chuckled, "No... this is a video we are just releasing. I would like to know what you think."
I pulled off his cock, "What do I know about porn videos, sir?"
He pushed my head back to his cock, "You're a woman and you like black cock, right?" I nodded. "So, what's more to know?" I shrugged.
With my mouth and tongue and lips busy sucking his cock, I watched the wide screen TV and the movie. There wasn't really much of a plot. Something about a mature white woman coasting her car into an out-of-the-way service station. When she walks into the double doors of the service area, her skirt blowing up in the wind to show milky-white thighs, she finds five very large black men working on cars but stopping when they see her. I wonder if I can guess what is about to happen? Yep, her credit card is maxed out and she doesn't have cash. Gee, Meg, how is she going to pay for their help?
As simple as the premise of it, the sex was fantastic. They fucked that poor women to an inch of her sanity. As the scene outside the station became dark, the men took turns with her as the others worked on her car. By the time morning light comes, the video shows her walking to the open door of her car on shaky legs and a dress mostly unbuttoned. The camera zooms in to show a stream of cum down her thighs. As she shifts into gear, she waves sweetly to the men.
During the video, I had Mr. Nolan's cum in my mouth. As it ended, I was working on getting him hard, again. He was stroking my shoulder and upper arm, "Well, what do think?"
I pulled off his cock but continued stroking him. "To be honest, it was better than I thought it would be from the beginning. The sex was hot. The ending was great. At the beginning, the guys seemed stilted, not natural. But... good. But there is something you really should consider." He looked at me with a 'what' expression. "Take me upstairs and fuck me like that woman just got it."
He looked at me and his cock finished getting hard. "I'm only one man."
I bit gently on his cock head, "In my eyes, you're the man of all five of them."
He stood and picked me up into his arms and kissed me. "That must have been a better video than I thought..."
I kissed him hard, "Just fuck me... sir." He laughed.
He woke me in the middle of the night, again, to fuck. Then, again, in the shower. Then, after a swim (naked) in his pool.
I was cuddled alongside him on the lounger by the pool. I spoke deliberately but softly as I cuddled closer. "Sir, I know this weekend was intended to be a sort of test of my willingness to be what you want of me. It was also intended to give me a sense of what a slut might expect. As much as we fucked this weekend, I understand that being a slut would entail times that would be much more intense."
He was stroking me, "And...?"
"And, sir... I've discovered I like sex, and by sex, I mean strictly the pleasures of the flesh. I like sex in what I have decided is its purest form, meaning I really don't want or need strings or attachments or other common distractions. Some think 'love' enhances the experience of sex. At one time, that would have been my contention, too. That was before, not now. Now, I want sex for the simple act of achieving pleasure... and in the simple act of giving pleasure. I accept the limitations that brings to relationships. You don't have to look into that too deeply, sir. It could be argued that this acceptance is the result of the pain I have experienced... the loss... the betrayal. But does any of that matter? The reason? This is what I am, now. And, more important, I am content... happy... satisfied... excited... eager... electrified... awakened! This is what I want. But, with all that, I need to be protected and safe."
He smiled, but his eyes were much more expressive. His eyes were reflecting pure lust fueled by my heartfelt expression of commitment. "And, that is what I will provide you, Megan... protection and safety so you can fully release yourself."
Damn, how I wanted his big cock inside me, again. God, I love his big cock inside me!
"Ever since I can remember, sir, I have felt a need to obey someone. I didn't recognize it, but I did. First, it was my parents. I thought I was just a good girl, but I needed to make them happy, to do what they asked me to do. Then, it was husband who took advantage of it. With him I didn't know what was wrong with the situation but I knew it wasn't right. He was too weak. When he did exert himself, he wasn't strong enough to follow-through. I need your strength, Mr. Nolan."
He tightened his hold on me, "I know that by submitting to me as you are, you are putting all your trust in me. In that way, you have given me the power over your total pleasure, over your body, over how your body is used. I have to tell you that, for me, that is a huge aphrodisiac. It also means that I have a compelling responsibility towards you not to cause you harm but to maximize your pleasure. For the final time, Megan, this is what you really want to do? Do you have ANY reservations?"
"I believe that this control is an aphrodisiac for you, sir. Giving you that control over me is also an aphrodisiac for me! Yes, sir... I have not been surer of anything as I am about this."
I crawled over him and looked into his eyes. "I'm your slut, sir. I will do anything... ANYTHING... to please you. I will learn what there is to be the best slut you could desire." I chuckled, "And, I'm pretty damn good secretary, too." He laughed but his eyes were diverted as my hand took hold of his hard 10 inches. "I am yours, sir, and all I want are two things." He watched me as my pussy was moving over his cock head, but he held my eyes as he waited for those two things I wanted in return. "All I want, sir... keep me safe and..." I sank my pussy over his cock, "... and your cock."
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CHAPTER THREE: MEETING THE VP'S
I had waited to go into the office, my first day... well, I giggle, as a secretary... until 9:00 AM per Mr. Nolan's suggestion. That way the office was sure to be open upon my arrival. I am carrying a cardboard box of personal items for my desk. I awkwardly got the door open, crossed the waiting area and placed the box and my purse on the reception desk that would shortly be mine. I looked around the office area, remembering the images and impressions of my visits last week. Wow, only last week?
I took a deep breath and released it. I smoothed my dress down my body. I smiled. I was wearing one of the dresses Mr. Nolan purchased for me. It was the short slip-dress and the thin, silky material clung to my body. I can see my excited nipples pressing against the fabric. Mr. Nolan liked this dress on me, so...
With another deep breath, I head down the short hall on the left. I passed the glass-walled conference room and saw two men sitting huddled over a conference phone. They both looked my way as I passed. I knocked on the partially open door of Mr. Nolan's office.
"Aw... Megan, come... come."
He was up and around his desk before I was halfway into his office. I was surprised when he took me in his arms and kissed me deeply. We've certainly done much more, but this was his office. His hand roamed over my back and butt. When we parted, he said, "No bra and a thong. Good, girl. And, we did well in choosing that dress." I smiled. He chose it, so... After sitting behind his desk and indicating for me to sit in one of the chairs in front of him, "I don't suppose that would be a customary way for an employee to be greeted by her employer, but..."
I finished for him, "... but I'm not a customary employee."
He laughed. "Another night to consider you decision and what you're getting into... any new regrets, questions, concerns..." I shook my head smiling at him. "Was the weekend too..."
"The weekend was too wonderful for words, sir."
"Excellent, then." He opened the center drawer of his desk and slid an envelope across the desk surface. I reached out and took it. Inside was a security card and a Corporate Card. I looked at him. "The billing comes to the company. Use it for any clothing, accessories, whatever you need to dress and act the part for you job. You remember where we went shopping?" I nodded. "Don't be shy about using it." I knew my thong was getting wet. It occurred to me that this may well be a condition I might find myself in fairly regularly now. "The security card will gain you access to any of our facilities, though, I suspect you'll only be there with one of us from this office. It will, however, also unlock the door to this office. I'll show you how to disable and enable the lock." He then spent time going over more details and routines. "Other details will come as we go."
"Thank you, sir. I really do appreciate this opportunity."
He smiled, "Are you speaking about the secretary job or..."
I blushed, again. "I was in the mindset of the secretary job, sir, but... yes... that, too." Now, I was sure my thong was beyond damp.
He watched me for several moments. Then, "This is one of those irregular times when all five of us are in the office at the same time, so I have called an informal meeting in the conference room," he indicated outside his door, "shortly to introduce you." He considered me, again. "Just wondering the best way to create the most impact in doing that." Most impact? One way popped into my head quickly. "Were you able to formalize the document we drafted over the weekend?"
"Yes, sir. I have it printed. It is with my stuff on my desk." I smiled broadly and he gave me a curious look. "Oh, sorry, sir... 'my desk'... that just... I don't know... has such a strong implication beyond starting a new job." I was blushing, again. He smiled at that. We had talked over the weekend (in-between fucking) about so much of my feelings and the implication of the job, including my recognition of issues about giving up control and being controlled. Then he explained how he wanted to introduce me. I smiled nervously, but there was no way I was considering anything but moving forward, as outrageous as that seemed at that moment of realization.
I stayed in his office until it was time for the meeting. He went across the hall alone into the glass-walled conference room. It was only a few moments before he returned to his office door. I didn't know what he said to them in that time, but as I walked into the room behind him, there singular focus was on me. Mr. Nolan sat at the head of the table closest to the door. Two men were seated on each side of the table that had chairs for eight total. I took my position next to Mr. Nolan while remaining standing.
Mr. Nolan introduced each of the men around the table: Reggie Furman, VP of Blackened, the interracial video and pictorial production and website; Jason Donald, VP of DarkLove, the interracial dating site; Dave Samuels, VP of Finance; and Pat Wasson, VP of legal and HR. All were black, as I already had surmised. A shiver went through my body as Mr. Nolan calmly explained that he had just hired me to fill the open secretarial position. Then, after looking once more into my eyes, he explained the rest of what this new position would entail. His voice was calm and casual, like he was discussing some business matter. The other men, however, shifted in their chairs and their eyes scanned over my clothed, petite body.
Then, Mr. Nolan got into the heart of it. He asked me to hand out the document I had prepared, explaining to his company officers that all of us must understand and agree to it. I went around the table handing a copy of the document to each. Once I was back to Mr. Nolan, there was only the original document inside the manila folder and I placed it on the surface of the table, prepared for the next instruction. The men were glancing at the document, then looked to Mr. Nolan and me. Mr. Nolan smiled, now having their full attention. He turned in the swivel chair and pushed a few feet from me. That was my cue.
The slip-dress was almost a nothing garment. Because adventurous women had sought out pretty versions of slips to wear in public as a dress, this manufacturer produced a line of dresses made out of the same type of fabric but formed more to the body, especially to the breasts and hips. Mine fit like a glove, even considering my smallish breasts. I crossed my arms at the bodice and pulled the garment up and over my head. Standing in only a thong, stockings, and heels I carefully placed the dress on a side chair against the glass wall. I made something of a show of bending over to place the dress down to display my nearly naked ass to the men. I returned to the head of the table and met each of the men's gaze before bending to push the thong over my hips until it dropped to the carpeted floor. I turned my back to Mr. Nolan, bent to pick it up without bending my knees and felt his hand on my ass. I stopped, bent over and the thong in my fingers, parted my feet about a foot, and felt his fingers slip between my thigh and stroke my wet pussy.
I then stood before the men in only stockings and heels. I shivered as I returned the gaze from each of the men knowing the implication of that act and what it meant for my near future, at least. Mr. Nolan then moved his chair closer and I sat in his lap as he had planned. One hand immediately cupped a breast and began fondling it as the other hand held up his copy of the document. He told the other men to follow along as he read from the document, which would require signed acceptance and compliance:
TERMS OF UNDERSTANDING REGARDING MEGAN COLLINS:
• Ms. Megan Collins, while in the employ of BlackLand Enterprises, will confidentially hold the position title of Executive Secretary/Office Slut.
• Megan Collins accepts this dual role for BlackLand Enterprises of her own free-will without coercion, pressure, intimidation, or extortion.
• Megan Collins reports directly and solely to Terry Nolan.
• In the role of Executive Secretary for the Headquarters office of BlackLand Enterprises, Megan, while reporting to Terry Nolan, will have dotted-line reporting to the other four men in the office for the purposes of performing those tasks normally required of a secretary.
• In the role of Office Slut, Megan is a willing participant and will comply as requested:
◦ Megan will always consider her pussy, mouth, and body to be at the disposal of any of the men of BlackLand Enterprises within the office.
◦ Megan will wear ONLY skirts or dresses with a maximum hem length to mid-thigh, unless directed, to allow easy access to her body. She will NEVER wear pantyhose. Her underwear will be sexy lace or sheer.
◦ Whether naked or dressed, Megan is to wear high heels, unless directed otherwise.
◦ At the time of this understanding, Megan is an anal virgin. Until further notice, anal penetration is not included.
• Unless approved by Terry Nolan, Megan's availability shall be limited to the men of BlackLand Enterprises within these offices.
• Any other use of Megan outside the office must be approved by Terry Nolan.
• Reiterating, Megan is the slut of Terry Nolan who is allowing the men of BlackLand Enterprises access to her. Her continued availability will be predicated on respectful treatment of her.
• It is understood, as leaders of BlackLand Enterprises, this is foremost a place of business and despite the temptations and distractions Megan may present, business must be the priority.
• The undersigned agree to and will abide to the above terms: (Names and signature lines for the five men and Megan are included).
Mr. Nolan ended the reading and looked at the men he trusted with managing his enterprise. "Any questions, guys?"
Reggie Furman, VP of DarkLove, asked the question they were probably all wishing to clarify so there would be no misunderstanding and conflict, "This is... serious, Terry. I know we joked about it and you seemed to... allude to it earlier, but... you're serious?"
Mr. Nolan chuckled, then turned his chair as his fingers took a nipple and pulled on it. I was facing the men and I parted my legs on his lap. His hand left my breast and dropped to stroke my pussy. I opened my legs further and a finger disappeared between my lips and into my hole. He whispered to me, again.
I smiled and I was sure it appeared lusty because that was what I was feeling... very lusty and aroused. I was sitting naked before the men on Mr. Nolan's lap while he had openly fondled my breast and now my pussy. My voice cracked as I tried to speak, then tried, again. "Yes, gentlemen. This is for real. I have accepted this position and all that it requires and it will be my pleasure to pleasure each of you." I paused because of the fingering Mr. Nolan was giving me. I gasped and released a moan, which had everyone's attention. He whispered in my ear, again. I nodded and blushed. The weekend with Mr. Nolan was beyond anything I had ever dreamed of. Now, I was about to enter into something that was again beyond my imagination. "Gentlemen, for reasons that are mine, my life has placed me in the position of looking at new options. I have chosen, deliberately, to follow this option and direction. My prior life was nothing like this, so..." I gasped and my hand covered Mr. Nolan's between my thighs. He whispered into my ear and I pulled it away, opening my legs further, one knee going over the armrest. I shuddered and moaned as an orgasm approached. Oh, God... could I really orgasm being so displayed before them. I struggled to continue, "My prior life did... little to prepare me... hmmmmm... prepare for this option. But... I want it. I only ask you have... a little patience with me... ohhh, sir... ah, patience with me while my experience can... catch up with... nnnnnnn... with your desires." I leaned back fully against Mr. Nolan's chest as he slammed three fingers into me. My eyes closed and my body trembled as my body answered the question... a powerful orgasm crashed over me... in front of the men.
Mr. Nolan held me securely in his arms as I fought to control my breathing and the spasming of my body. I heard him chuckled and speak, "Are there any other questions, guys?" I forced my eyes open and found four heads shaking.
Mr. Nolan gave me a moment, then had me take the original around the table for each man to sign and date. Of course, I stood beside each man, bent over him to hold the document to the table so he could sign with one hand and fondle me with the other. Each man fondled my pussy and plunged one or two fingers into my hole. By the time I returned to Mr. Nolan and the same thing happened, I thought I was going to orgasm, again, from the sheer depravity of what had happened. It was now my turn to signed the document, Mr. Nolan noting that my signature would change everything about my life from what I had known. I bent over the document and raised my eyes to look at each man with a lustful appreciation of what I was doing. This really was what I wanted. There were no tremors of fear, apprehension, or doubt remaining. Instead, I found only a deep desire and anticipation. I smiled and signed the document.
The meeting had concluded and I took the signed document and made six copies, one for each of us. I was still essentially naked when I stepped back into Mr. Nolan's office and placed a copy on his desk. He leaned back in his chair and indicated a chair in front of him. I sat down and waited as he took a moment to consider me... or my body. "What are you feeling, Megan?"
"Excited, sir. Walking into the conference room I wasn't positive how I would be feeling, but there was no question about it." I blushed and continued, "When you made me orgasm in front of them, it was embarrassing... to be so displayed, so exhibited, so blatantly... but it was also so terribly exciting... obviously." I blushed deeper.
He smiled. "I knew this was inside you. You said you wanted more sex. You're going to have more, more than you ever thought, then more still... then more."
I stood and moved around the desk and boldly kissed him on the mouth, my hand moving down his hard chest and stomach to his hardening cock inside his slacks. "The weekend was already more than I ever thought." He smiled and I squeezed his cock inside his pants. "May I take care of this for you, sir?"
He pulled me to him, his hand moving over my bare ass. "As tempting as that is, not yet." I stood up, giving him a playful pout of disappointment. He gave my ass an equally playful swat, "Go deliver those copies, slut." I turned for the door and his voice stopped me, "Megan... they are all going to want to sample you and I doubt they will be satisfied with a blowjob the first time." My smile of anticipation surprised even me. "I doubt you've ever been fucked as many times in a short period."
I smiled at him as I backed out of his office still naked, "As you said, sir... more and more."
I carried the manila folder with copies of the signed document down the hall, past the empty office, toward the front to Mr. Donald's office, which was on the same side as Mr. Nolan. I knocked on his partially open door and peeked in.
"May I bother you for a moment, sir?" He looked up with a smile, then his whole face beamed when he saw I was still naked. "Mr. Nolan wanted me to be sure you each got a copy of the signed document."
He took the copy and offered me a chair as he reviewed the document, again. My mind buzzed... I was sitting in an office with a clothed black man, another officer of the company, while naked. Oh, if mama could see me now. "I'm sure Terry explained the company."
I nodded. "Yes, sir. If I can oversimplify it, you promote and sell the black man power theme in the sexual world. Mostly to the white community."
He chuckled. "Well, that is an oversimplification, but, yes. We don't discriminate, understand. My group, for instance, is DarkLove and the premise for promotion is matching white women with black men very much like other dating sites. But, if a white man is looking for a black woman, we'll work with that, too. Or, black men to black women. Usually, though, if a white woman comes to the site, they are very much in the mindset of looking for a black man. Our promotional effort does direct that mindset. The site is loaded with white women and black men because that is the main draw." He paused and was clearly appraising my body, again. "You know, I was frankly surprised by Terry's selection for this. You're not the stereotype."
I smiled, "That's what he said to me, too. He thought a different look would be striking... and I was eager."
He chuckled, "I can see that. Inexperienced, though, apparently?" I nodded. "I agree with Terry, though, after I saw you with him. A slightly tentative, petite, white woman next to a large, powerful, black man was, indeed, very striking." He paused, again. "I am sorry if my talking might make you feel like a piece of meat. That wasn't my intention. We have just been very careful to present an image that is positive for the company. My job is to oversee how people look for partners and I found you intriguing."
I smiled at him genuinely, "I didn't take any offense, sir. To be truthful, I posed the same to Mr. Nolan."
He talked for a while longer about his group and it was clear he was very proud of the group of people that made up DarkLove. That was nice to see in him. When the conversation quieted, I stood and moved to the edge of his desk. "Sir, I am sure you have plenty to do, but... first... well... I was... wondering..." My nipples were hard, my pussy was dripping, and my breathing was ragged. I only seemed to be able to stammer out words as I tried to indicate an offering to this man I barely knew.
He smiled back to me, "Yes, Megan, I would very much like to fuck you." He stood and moved around the desk while he undid his belt and pants. He was a big man, very similar to Mr. Nolan at 6' 2" and 210 pounds. He was early 40's and still in good shape. "Would you suck me for a while, first?"
I dropped to my knees as I responded, "Of course, sir!" As his pants dropped, I pulled his underwear down to find a fully hard 9 inch cock. It was only an inch shorter than Mr. Nolan. I wondered if they were all this big. I took the head of his cock into my mouth, sucking the head, then licking up and down and up the length before taking it back into my mouth. Mr. Nolan had me suck him a lot over the weekend and I not only found I enjoyed it, but I felt I learned several things about sucking cock, too. And, I was intent on pleasing these men. It was partly for my own pride, but more it was to not let Mr. Nolan down. He had chosen me... I wanted to validate that decision.
It wasn't long, though, before Mr. Donald was pulling me off his cock. He kissed me, his hands moving over my breasts and down my sides. He pulled me into him, his hard cock pressing into my abdomen. I sighed in his kiss and touch. When he broke it, he smiled at me, "Someday... soon, I hope... I want to enjoy your mouth much longer, but..."
I smiled and hopped onto his desk and opened my legs, "Yes, sir... please, let me feel you lovely cock inside me."
He stepped between my open legs, pressed his cock head along my slit. I looked down and watched as he moved the head up and down, as if he needed to lubricate his cock any more. When the head pressed into my hole, just sinking the head inside, I let my head fall back and I gasped. "Oh, yes... yesssss... hmmmmmm..."
He leaned forward to kiss me, again. In the process, his cock sank in further and I moaned into his mouth and he into mine. He pulled out and pressed back in, over and over until he was fully penetrated in my pussy. I locked my ankles around his waist as he grabbed my hips and began plowing his cock into my wet and needy pussy. I looked into his eyes. I saw the second officer of the company to fuck me, but I mostly saw a powerful black man using me for his pleasure. I gasped and moaned. So much happening so fast... so many... so much more to come.



I looked back into his eyes and pleaded, "Oh, God, sir! Please... OH GOD... I'm... I'm going to... please, sir... please... I want you to cum with me... please!"
He must have been near, too. He grunted and thrust more powerfully, slamming his big black cock into my little white pussy. He grunted and I groaned and gasped with his powerful thrusts. Then... we seemed to explode on top of each other. I felt my orgasm crash through me, my pussy spasming around the ramrod of a cock inside me. A moment later I felt his cum spurt into my pussy, coating me, filling me. My arms went around his neck, my legs squeezed harder, all to hold my quaking body together as my pussy pulsed around his pulsing cock.
It took several moments for us to begin catching our breath and senses. I felt him pull his cock from my pussy. I groaned at the feel of the disappearing cock from my gripping pussy. He smiled down at me as I lay across his desk, then, "My, God, Megan! Your pussy is winking." He looked at me, then back to my pussy. "I've never seen that. It's as if it is winking to entice me to go back in."
"Then, it's a very smart pussy, sir. It knows what it likes."
He laughed. I slipped off the desk and went to my knees before him and cleaned his cock with my mouth and tongue. He stroked my hair, "Oh, Megan... your pussy will be getting plenty of cock around here." I smiled up at him.
I exited his office and walked toward the front of the office hoping nobody would walk in as I rounded my desk. My desk... I haven't even sat at my desk, yet. As casually as I could manage, I walked in stockings and heels around the front of my desk that also served as the reception desk. From the front of that desk to the hallway door was only 12 feet. There were four visitor chairs and a coffee table arranged in the left corner. There was a low cabinet on the right side with bottled water and brochures. I could hear several people walking past outside but they didn't come to this door. I was mildly shaking and saw the power of exposure and exhibitionism. Standing naked near the wall of frosted glass to the outside corridor sent a powerful shiver through me. I took a deep breath, gathered myself, and continued to the next office.
"Mr. Furman, do you have a moment, sir?" Reggie Furman is VP of Blackened, the video and pictorial production group within BlackLand.
His face lit up, as Mr. Donald's had, when he saw me in his doorway naked. "I believe I will always have more than a moment for you, dear." I smiled. There was no question I was about to be fucked, again, and I began to wonder if my pussy would ever not be dripping while in the office. I handed him a copy of the signed document and he had me sit. He asked similar questions about my understanding of what BlackLand does. It seemed apparent to me that they were all going to be aware of the obvious sensitivity of what was being promoted and my status with them. They all were seeming individually sensitive and aware of a white woman in my position. I guess Mr. Nolan was right, my appearance was a striking contrast among these men that a taller, buxom woman might not.
They have studios in Miami (headquarters where we are) and in Atlanta. They have used LA and Phoenix for location shooting of more elaborate videos he termed, parodies. He said much of the production is shorter videos including what many internet views believe is amateur, they merely use a lower resolution of filming and new actors that might even be less attractive in appearance. He apologized for putting it that way, but...
Soon, I was once again on my knees sucking cock as he remained in his chair. He was the darkest black I had ever seen, bald, a bit taller than Mr. Nolan, 6' 3", a little heavier, 215 pounds, and in good shape. He was in his late 30's and I found another large semi-hard cock. As I took his cock between my lips, I began to wonder if the mythology of black might indeed be true.
I licked from the base of his cock to the tip, taking the head between my lips and sucking. Then, I mouthed and licked back to the base and licked his balls. After working my way back to the head, I took it into my mouth. I twirled my tongue around the head, sucked, and slowly took more and more into my mouth. I listened with pleasure to his sounds of his pleasure. In moments, his cock was fully hard and looked to be another 9 inches.
He pulled me away from his cock and up until I was standing. I moved into his embrace and kissed him. When we broke, I smiled and commented, "Another big cock. Are you all big?"
He chuckled, "I do believe you will be finding out this morning." I shivered as my mind raced ahead. Could there really be five big cocks in this office? He looked into my eyes, "Terry assured us you would fit in with the office." He smiled lustily, "Right now I am wondering not so much how you fit in, but how you fit around us."
I kissed him, again, "I don't want there to be a question about me, sir."
He laughed and turned me around to one of the chairs and bent me over the back. I caught myself with my hands on the armrests for support and felt him half waddle up to my ass with his pants at his knees. With one hand on my hip, I felt him move his cock head over my slit, then sink into my hole. He was just a bit shorter than Mr. Nolan, but about the same thickness. I groaned as he pushed into me, stretching my pussy, again. I was surprised my pussy had adjusted back so quickly after Mr. Donald, but we may have been talking longer than I thought.
When he had become fully embedded in my pussy, he repositioned his feet between mine to stabilize himself, pulled nearly all the way out and I tensed, sensing what going to happen and he slammed fiercely back into me. He pulled back slowly and I could feel his big cock slipping, my pussy clasping around him. Then, he slammed back in. I cried out and gasped. Again, he pulled out and I moaned in anticipation and he slammed back in. The next time as he pulled nearly all the way out, it wasn't just guttural sounds that escaped my mouth.
"Ooohhhhhh... Gooodddddddd... yesssssss!" He slammed back into me.
"You like big cock, Megan?"
"Oh... God... yes!"
"Did you always know that?"
Gasping, "Noooo... not... until... Mr. Nolan... oh fuck... yessssss."
The slamming had as much effect on him as it did on me. After a few more powerful, primal thrusts and we were both in climax. He grunted as he thrust the last times and held himself deep inside me. I cried out, gasped, and moaned in response.
He helped me to sit on the same chair after I nearly fell to the floor to clean his cock. I was sure I was leaking and only then realized it wasn't cloth, but some smooth surface. Hopefully, easily wiped. He handed me a bottle of water and finished dressing. I looked at him as he sat behind his desk. With a mischievous smile, I asked, "Well, sir?" He looked back confused. "You were wondering if I would fit around you." He laughed.
"As petite as you are, I figured you would be tight, and you are, but I was concerned if..."
"If I could take you, sir?" He nodded. "I got a crash course in big black cock, sir."
The other two men, Dave Samuels and Pat Wasson, went much the same. I ran to the uni-sex restroom after Mr. Furman to clean my pussy before seeing the last two men. Ran was almost what I was doing. When I cut through the little breakroom behind the conference room, I nearly ran right into Mr. Nolan who was coming in from the other side for coffee.
He grabbed me in self-defense and chuckled, "If there's a fire, you should probably get some clothes on."
I giggled in response, "No, sir. Sorry. I thought I should clean myself a little before seeing the last two men." He merely smiled, stepped to the side and smacked my ass as I walked, this time, past.
Almost an hour later, I knocked on Mr. Nolan's office door. After entering, I stood before his desk and handed him his copy of the document. His hand took the document without his eyes straying from my pussy. I could feel the heavy loads of the four Vice Presidents leaking from my gaping lips and leaving a pronounced shine on the insides of my thighs. My skin was flushed, my hair mussed, my lipstick a bit smeared, and my breathing and heartbeat still elevated as I stood before his desk. As I stood there, there was only one thing in my mind... how would he want to take me? I wasn't only anticipating a fifth fuck this morning; I was wanting a fifth fuck this morning. And, that consuming thought both shocked me and energized me.
But that wasn't to be. He told me later. Later? My sense of surprise and disappointment must have shown on my face. He smiled as he leaned back in his chair. "Get dressed, Megan, but only the dress. It's lunch time and so far you've managed to avoid any work for the entire morning." I put my hands on my hips and gave him a stern look. He laughed. "Okay, you handled half your job description. We'll get you started on the other half this afternoon."
I had reached for my dress on the chair in front of his desk where I had left it, but stopped and straightened up. "Sir, but what about you? Won't I get to..." I stopped at the way it was coming out.
He picked up on it, though. "Won't you get to fuck me? That's what you were going to ask. You want another fuck after all those?" I blushed at my own realization and his understanding. I nodded. He laughed, again, "Don't worry, my little blossoming slut. I intend for you to be on my cock one way or the other more than the others manage to." As I grabbed my dress, he said, "On second thought, you better use the restroom, again. Wash up and fix your hair and makeup." He playfully swatted my bare butt, "You look like a slut that's been used for a couple hours."
I stepped up to him and kissed him, then backed to his door replying, "Then, I think I am making progress, sir."
He walked me to a small café specializing in salads a couple blocks away from the office building. On the crowded lunch-time sidewalks, I was very aware of my dress clinging to my body and my nipples prominently evident through the thin material. I was also very aware of my nudity underneath it, not to mention my tall black boss escorting me, his hand occasionally on my back to guide me, then slipping onto my butt as a tease.
Lunch was casual and relaxed. We did talk about the office, but in context of the type of work I would be asked to perform, which seemed mostly centered on word processing, scheduling of travel through their travel agency, and making sure phones and messages were covered. He looked at me and said, "You know, Megan, you are probably intimate enough with us to use our first names. We're a small office."
I considered my response. I had already thought about the same thing but had come to a different conclusion. "Thank you, sir, I appreciate that consideration, but... well... the five of you... and especially you, sir... will be dictating how I perform in nearly every way whether as secretary or... tension relief." He chuckled at the term but was equally aware of the close proximity of others in the café. "I think it only appropriate that the way I address you reflects the respect and authority you deserve from me."
Shortly after returning to the office, one of the tech wizards from the website arrived to guide me through the internal network and systems. Again, with the young man about my age next to me as I was shown the system, I was very aware of not only my nakedness under the flimsy dress, but tensely wondering if someone so close might pick up some telltale sexual scent from earlier. If he did, he didn't show it. As we were finishing up, Mr. Nolan stopped by to ask him to stop at his office before leaving.
When the tech returned from Mr. Nolan's office, he had my thong hanging from one finger. "Mr. Nolan said you forgot something." He winked at me and was gone. I don't think I could have been a deep shade of red. I dropped my head in my hands with thoughts of him confiding that my thong was sitting on a chair in my boss' office and that spreading through the entire organization. I got up and marched down the hall to his office. I was ashamed and humiliated. I stood in his open doorway and he was already looking up, hearing my heels clicking on the tiles.
He was smiling as I stopped in the doorway, then softly said, "Ready to be fucked, aren't you?"
I blurted it out, "Oh, God, yes!" Without closing the door, I moved to the side of his desk and brazenly asked, "May I suck your wonderful cock, sir. Then, you can fuck me, but I want you in my mouth, again." He merely smiled as he turned his chair toward me. I knelt before him and began loosening his belt and zipper to lower them. My mouth watered as I touched it in its semi-hard condition. The others were nearly as big, why did I react this way to his. Yes, it was slightly longer than any of them and maybe a little thicker, but...
I licked the cock as I succumbed to him and it. I lapped at his balls. I mouthed them and took them into my mouth. I licked back up to the head and greedily took it into my mouth. I sucked the head and twirled my tongue around it, sucked more, and pushed my mouth down over it. I was nowhere near taking much into my throat as he expected me to eventually do, but I heard him gasp as the head entered the opening of my throat for a moment. I pulled up and slowly pushed back down to take a fraction bit more into my throat before gagging and having to release his cock to gasp. He stroked the side of my face and kissed the top of my head, "You're going to be such a good slut." I smiled around his cock.
Minutes of intense effort on my part and I felt his cock pulse in my hand. I glanced up at him as I continued sucking him and driving my mouth up and down while one hand stroked the base of his cock. His eyes were closed and his mouth opened and closed, grunts and gasps, moans and groans escaping as I continued my efforts. I was surprised. I thought he was going to fuck me, but... he's the boss... I'm the slut... or will be soon enough.
When he came in my mouth, I had enough warning from the feel in my hand to pull my mouth back in preparation of his large load of cum. The first spurt hit the back of my mouth and into my throat causing me to gasp and choke for a moment before collecting myself and gulping it down. Each spurt was a gulp and I wasn't being quiet about it. He had told me there was nothing sexier than the sound of a woman enjoying the cum put into her mouth. He would always know I enjoyed his cum.
I licked his cock clean and sat back on my heels as I continued to lightly stroke his cock. I looked into his eyes, expecting something. He asked me to get us some water from the breakroom.
As I was bent over into the small refrigerator, a hand slid over my ass, down the back of my thighs and up underneath my dress. I stayed where I was despite having two bottles of water in my hand. When a finger slid over my messy pussy slit, I gasped. I didn't stand until the finger left. I turned to find Mr. Donald.
He smiled, "Sorry, but I couldn't resist. I saw your thong on your desk."
I stepped to go past him and kissed him on the cheek and took his hand to suck his finger clean, "Not a problem, sir." I smiled and sashayed away back to Mr. Nolan's office.
It wasn't long before he had regained his energy for more sex. I watched him drop the plastic bottle into the recycling bin under his credenza and move toward me. I took his extended hand and he led me to the floor-to-ceiling window where his small conference table was located. He moved a chair out of the way, making room at the window. He moved me in front of the window facing out. I gazed out to the building across the city street and could see people moving around offices, meeting with each other, talking on phones, and busy on computers. Normal business activity. Mr. Nolan moved up behind me and I felt him take my dress in his hands and raise it up my body and over my head. He pressed me against the glass, my body and breasts flattening against the cool, air-conditioned surface. My mind fought to remember what this building looked like from outside. Could you see through the windows? I was sure you could. My eyes scanned the opposite office windows, hoping nobody would look our way.
I had been so focused on my exposure; I hadn't heard the rustling of clothes or zipper being lowered. So, I was surprised when the body that pressed into my bare back was his bare front. His cock was hard and pressing against my butt. His wide chest and hard stomach pressed me firmly into the glass of the window. While pressed into the glass, he turned my head and we kissed. His other hand snaked between my body and the window to find my mound. Instinctively, I parted my legs and his fingers were parting my pussy lips. I moaned into his mouth. When he released my mouth, I allowed my head to sag into the window, my hot breath causing wisps of fogged glass, which quickly dissipated. His feet nudged mine further apart as one of his fingers sunk into my hole and he breathed into my ear.
"You're wet, Megan."
"I... I'm... always... around... oh, GOD!..."
He was moving down, but not far. When he moved back up against me, I felt his cock bumping against my pussy. "Look across, Megan." Oh, no! In the opposite building I saw a window with two men standing looking directly at us. One got on his cell and soon several other windows were filled with people. "Keep your eyes on them, Megan, and put my cock inside your pussy. Show them what a slut you want to be." Oh, fuck, yes! I was so turned on, I couldn't believe it. I lowered my hand and raised up on my toes and moved his cock to my hole. I dropped off my toes as he thrust up. I almost orgasmed. What kind of woman allows herself to be displayed at the window and fucked there? What kind of woman actively inserts the cock to fuck her? And, all while strangers watched.
He pressed me hard against the window and our joint panting fogged the glass around our heads. I hoped the people across the street didn't have a real camera to zoom or that the fogging glass would protect our identity from the internet. I was sure in this age of social media that pics and vids were racing through cyber-space.
He fucked me hard and I was almost there, almost ready when he leaned back and lifted me bodily off the floor while impaled on his cock. My legs dangled below me as he gripped me around the waist and thrust up, bouncing me up and falling back down his cock. When I came, my legs shook and only his firm hold of me made the difference. He lowered me back down so my feet were on the floor and pressed me over the little table where he finished himself off as I continued to experience wave after wave of orgasmic bliss and tremors.
* * * *
Late afternoon on Thursday and the office was already quiet. I was working diligently on several tasks I needed to complete to have ready for one or the other of the VP's in the morning. I didn't even hear Mr. Nolan come up alongside me. When he spoke, I flinched.
"I'm sorry, I didn't mean to surprise you."
"Just concentrating, sir."
He sat on the edge of my desk and I turned toward him and crossed my legs. I was wearing a shorter skirt than I ever had to work and I was very conscious of showing my panties. My front-buttoning blouse was semi-sheer and half unbuttoned... by request. The blouse material allowed my nipples to be faintly visible.
"You are doing amazing, Megan. None of us expected anyone could take charge of the office as quickly as you have. But, is it too much? You're always here when we get in and here when we leave."
I smiled and rubbed his thigh near me. "Not too much, sir. My actual secretarial work day is just cut short..." I winked at him, "... by my other job."
He chuckled, then leaned forward and kissed me on the mouth. He looked me in the eyes, "Are you suggesting the 'other job' is too much? You think we should cut back on that?"



"Heavens, no, sir!" My hand slid up his thigh and over the front of his slacks. His wonderful cock moved under my touch. "I assured you, sir, I would be the best secretary you could have." I squeezed his cock. "I also told you I wanted to be a good slut for you and the office." I pressed harder on his growing cock. "The two just might be a full-time job requiring flexibility in hours. That's what I am working on determining. I think just 45 to 60 minutes more each day will work." Each day has found me fucked or sucking each of the VP's and Mr. Nolan, if they were in. One day, Mr. Donald and Mr. Furman took me together. Spit roasted, they called it. I was bent forward, one in my pussy and the other in my mouth. They changed several times. It was very exciting.
"And, that's okay with you?"
"Sir, you pay me very well, and I am getting a whole new wardrobe, and..."
He leaned forward and kissed me hard, again.
"Yes, sir... and that, too." I looked into his eyes and saw his need as I was sure he was reading mine. His cock under my hand was hard. "Sir... would you mind locking the hallway door?" He looked at me questioningly. I blushed. "Sir, about the only place in the office I haven't been fucked is here at my desk."
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CHAPTER FOUR: WEEKEND II
Mr. Nolan stopped at my desk Friday afternoon just as I pressed enter and sent the last document I had to finish off for review.
"Are you ready?"
I started the process of shutting down my open applications before turning off my computer and switching the phones to the answering service. I glanced over my shoulder, "Almost, sir." Completed, I reached under my desk for my purse and overnight bag and stood up. "Sir, I really didn't know what to pack for the weekend. I finally decided I would only need a couple outfits at most."
"Are they slutty?"
I blushed, "Very, sir."
"Then, you did well. Besides, we're going shopping, again. Silly to be packing when you can just have things at my place, too." I looked at him stunned. I am going to have clothes and stuff at his home? He took my arm and my bag and headed us to the door and the elevator. "Am I taking this too fast?"
"Ah... no, sir... I mean... you want me to have some stuff at your house?"
"My closet and bathroom to be precise." I didn't feel like I was walking. I felt like I was gliding on some magical, wonderful dream cloud.
I thought we would be stopping for something to eat before going to his house like last weekend, but we didn't. He took us out of the city to his exclusive residential area and pulled into the garage. The door was still closing as he almost pulled me into the house and up the stairs to his bedroom. He pulled the covers down and began stripping. I was stunned. Belatedly, I began stripping, too. I didn't have nearly as much on as he did so we ended up completely naked at about the same time. We stood feet apart from each other. I was breathing hard, my pulse was high, and I was very wet. I could see obvious and similar signs on him, too.
"Look," he said, "what you have done to me, again." I did look. Only a frigid prude could avoid looking at the magnificent black male body in front of me. But, his magnificent body didn't hold my attention as much as the wonderfully hard big black cock pointing at me. At 10 inches, I didn't have far to reach my fingers to put them underneath the head and curl my hand around it.
I blushed. Damn. How do I keep blushing? After all the fucking he gave me last weekend, then all the fucks I had this past week in the office, I still blush at the graphic anticipation of what my words will reflect. "Sir, I think I can do something about that."
"Damn right you will." It was powerful, but the corners of his mouth turned in smiles. "The question is... how?"
I knelt down in front of him, "While you are considering that, sir." I gulped his cock into my mouth for a couple deep thrusts, then began licking the length of the shaft and his balls before returning to his cock head in my mouth.
"Oooohhhhhh... woman... you are getting... very good at... that." I smiled around his cock. Then, "Tell me... have you been using... the plugs?" I nodded without taking my mouth off. "The largest one, too?" I nodded, then... is he going to do it? He pulled me up, reluctantly letting his cock fall from my mouth as I rose. "The nightstand drawer." He pointed to the nightstand and I followed his finger pointing to the nightstand on the opposite side of the bed.
I jumped onto the bed and bounced across it and off to land at the nightstand. He laughed at my exuberance. I opened the drawer, "Yes!"
He laughed, again. "You're excited about being fucked in the ass?"
I walked the tube over to him, "It isn't the actual act, sir, but what it means. I love your cock in my pussy, probably much more than I will in my ass, but you said it." He looked at me with furrowed eyebrows. I smiled. "You said a real slut must be able to use all three holes."
He smiled while shaking his head. "I hope you're as enthusiastic after..."
He opened the tube and held the cap, handing the tube back to me. I had been using the same lubricant with the butt-plugs so I squeezed a generous portion onto my two fingers, bent over with legs spread, and smeared it onto, then into my asshole. I squeezed a little more and pushed all of it into my ass. Then, I smeared what was remaining on my fingers over the head and several inches of his cock.
He put me into the center of the bed on my hands and knees, my knees spread wide. I felt the bed sag behind me and I tensed immediately. He moved on his knees to my butt and stroked it, then up my back. He instructed me to relax and breath, to remember how I was able to take the butt-plugs. I did as he said, then felt his cock at my pussy. He pressed in hard and deep and for several strokes he was fucking me hard. I was groaning. Then, it was gone and I felt it at my asshole. I tensed, then remembered and breathed, relaxed. He pressed his cock at my asshole and told me to push out like I did with the butt-plugs... remember the butt-plugs.
"OH... FUCK!" He was pressing hard at my asshole, stretching it, forcing it to expand. I took a deep breath and slowly exhaled and, as I did, I pressed my body back at him. "Yes... yes... yes... please, yes." I wanted it, I wanted him inside me there. I wanted to be his completely... totally. This was the last hole... I needed to take him.
I almost fell on my face. His cock surged forward through my tight sphincter and he plowed into me. I cried out. It was so different than the plugs. Not that he was so much bigger, but he was constantly as big. Every inch of penetration stretched me anew. I put my hand back on his thigh and he stopped. He stroked my back and leaned forward over me, kissing my back and hair and shoulders. He whispered his admiration and encouragement. In the process, the slight movements moved his cock in my ass. I felt the slightest movement as my ass closed around his shaft. It was as if I could feel every vein along the surface of his cock.
He slowly pulled back and pushed back in to where my hand remained. Very slowly, very carefully, exceedingly considerate of me. I moved my hand underneath me for support. "Now, sir... now... fuck me. Make me yours completely."
He pressed forward and his cock sank several more inches into me. He pulled back an inch and pressed in several more inches. Over and over. I felt like I had a fence post inside me, thick and long. Then, his hips hit my ass and I had him inside, fully inside. I groaned and gasped. When he pulled back to begin fucking me, I waited, then pushed back to meet him. His groan and gasp matched mine. Yes, fuck me. Over and over in my mind were those three words... yes, fuck me.
He leaned forward to grab a breast, then slide his hand down my body to my clit and pussy. When he put a finger into my pussy while fucking me, I almost came. His fingers concentrated on my clit and I felt his need, his cock pulsing inside me my tight sleeve. It had a life of its own, my asshole closing and squeezing around his cock as he pulled and pushed, fucking me harder and harder.
When I orgasmed, he climaxed immediately after. My asshole clenched around his cock as if to choke the life out of it. I instantly felt his cock jerk and pulse his cum into my ass as he slammed as deep as he could into me. It felt like he was in by bowels as his cum shot relentlessly into me.
I collapsed, my orgasm taking the last bit of strength from my arms to hold me up. My ass was still in the air, attached to Mr. Nolan, his cock deep inside me, his hands on my hips as he held himself there while his cock dribbled the last of his cum into my body.
When he began pulling out, it was the strangest feeling, like something long and thick was being pulled from the core of my being. My ass collapsing around the nothing that remained as the cock receded. When it was fully gone... I collapsed fully onto the bed. My legs still spread wide and the emptiest feeling I had ever experienced (true, in my short real sexual life).
I felt the bed shifting and Mr. Nolan's hand on my ass cheek. "Wait there... you have to see." See what? He rushed into the bathroom and returned with a hand-held mirror, told me to roll over to my back and pull my knees up and out. I did without thought or question, though I was wondering what was wrong with him. He put the mirror at my ass, "Look."
"Oh... my... God..." I looked up at him, his face beaming. "That is so obscene!" My asshole was still gaping open and a stream of his cum was escaping. I looked at him and pushed with my asshole muscles and watched more cum escape. I blushed. I just got fucked in the ass and I was blushing at seeing the cum? I laughed, "That... that's obscene."
He suggested we shower and finally get something to eat at a bar and grill close by. He soaped me up, playing with my ass a lot. I soaped him up, stroking his cock and balls a lot. As I soaped him, he was already beginning to show signs of life. I went to my knees and rinsed the soap off his cock to take it into my mouth. I sucked him hard and intently. I had conquered anal. I wanted to conquer deepthroating, too. As if sensing just that, he pulled me up, his cock slipping from my mouth.
He pulled me into him under the spray of water. I felt his wonderful, magical cock fully hard pressing into my abdomen, my breasts and nipples into his body. He raised my chin and kissed me. Then, "I am really proud of you Megan. I saw the slut in you and you are proving me right."
I hugged him tightly, "Thank you, sir. I just want you to be as pleased with me as you make me feel."
"I am. You know... most women would struggle doing anal the first time with an 'average' cock."
I smiled up at him, very proud of myself. "Not a fence post, sir?"
"Well, I don't know about..."
I giggled, "It felt that way to me at that moment."
Until we were sitting in the booth of the local bar and grill, I hadn't realized how starved I was. I finished the first craft beer and attacked the juicy burger like a bear coming out in the spring. I cupped the second beer in my hands and pushed the plate with most of the fries to the side. I leaned forward on the table separating us, "So... sir... what do you have planned for me this weekend besides..."
He leaned closer, too, and replied quietly, "Besides just fucking you a lot?" I giggled and nodded. "Obviously, what we just did and there will be more of that." He stopped and looked at me, "How was it?"
"I'll always try to be honest with you, sir. If I had the choice, I would probably take my..." I looked around, "... my pussy. There was pain but not as much as I expected. The plugs definitely helped... so, thank you for that. But, it was still very exciting... maybe partly the perverseness of it. But, I am not afraid of it, anymore."
He smiled and checked around us, again. The bar was busier than the eating section and the booths on either side of us were empty. "Good, because a slut's experience includes all three holes on a regular basis, so if you really want to be..." I was nodding enthusiastically before he finished, causing him to laugh. "Okay... a lot of fucking and sucking for two reasons. Know what they are?"
Matter-of-factly, I said, "So I get used to being used a lot?"
He nodded, that was one but I wasn't coming up with the other reason. He smiled and stood up for us to leave. Outside in the parking lot by his car, he stopped me, pulled me into his arms and pressed me back against it, kissing me deeply. Then, "The second reason is personally a favorite... I REALLY like fucking you. And, you sucking me. And, seeing you naked around the house." I giggled and blushed. The giggle disappeared quickly when his hand went under my skirt and cupped my pussy. We quickly broke when two couples came out noisily. He used the fob to unlock the passenger door and opened it for me, but had my attention when he declared, "There will be a time when we fuck somewhere like this... a place where we might be caught."
We weren't a block from the parking lot when I released my seatbelt and told him to be very safe driving. I leaned over the center console and loosened his belt and pants so I could fish out his soft cock, which started moving as I held it. I lowered my head into his lap, my mouth taking his cock. In order to accomplish that, I was kneeling on the seat, my ass higher than my head. As I sucked him, his hand pulled my skirt to my waist. Public exposure. Driving along well-lit streets and passing a few slower moving cars, my ass was in clear view and there could be no question what I was doing.
Along the way, he mentioned that an old friend of his was coming to town on business and they frequently got together when he did. He said, his friend would be coming to the house tomorrow afternoon. My mouth stopped moving. His friend would be visiting while I was there? Without me having to verbalize what my mind was working over, he confirmed my suspicions. Yes, he assured me, he would be sharing me. The office started as strangers, but I knew I was the office slut. This was a complete stranger... but, I was really Mr. Nolan's slut, right? So, wasn't this bound to happen? And, much more?
Upon enter the house, I stripped immediately, remembering his rule for me. I took my stocking off but slipped my heels back on. He stopped in the family room and fucked me on the sofa. He sat down and pulled me onto his lap and cock. This time in my pussy. I slid down his cock to the base after only a couple up and downs. I was facing away from him, my hands on his knees. This was me fucking him. He sat behind me, his hands on my hips but offering little assistance but for his groans and gasps that matched my own. I had sucked him the entire way back from the bar and grill, not wanting to have him cum, but to have him ready for just this.
After we both came, I got us both a drink while he turned on the TV. He settled on ESPN when he found Sports Center was on. He wasn't a massive fan, but like to keep abreast of what was happening to properly interact with other guys. That was probably more common than most of us realized. I took a couple quick sips of my drink, then set the glass on the coffee table in front of us. I curled on the sofa next to him, my head in his lap as I moved his soft cock to my mouth. He sighed as my mouth closed around the head of his cock.
"You can just relax around me, Megan."
"You don't like me doing this, sir?"
He chuckled, "Silly wench, I love you sucking me. I was just saying..."
I pulled my mouth off and interrupted, "I could never have guessed how much I would enjoy this. And, if you aren't expecting to cum soon, I can also be relaxed."
His free hand moved from my shoulder to the side of my face where he stroked me. "My little slut has a pacifier?"
I was licking around the head and the hole where I hoped to find pre-cum, soon. "Hmmmm... a really... REALLY big pacifier, sir." I was only fleetingly seeing the screen until the Top 10 Plays came on, then, "Holy cow... did you see that?" My hand continued stroking his now hard cock as I took my mouth off. He laughed and cupped my breast. I blushed at the absurdity of what I just did, but it showed I was relaxed.
Before we settled in for the night, he fucked my ass, again. This time was a little easier and I believed him when he assured me that every time would be a little easier, but every time would be tighter than my pussy. For men, though, that was part of the appeal. When I curled into him with sleep settling over me, I murmured softly, but not so softly he didn't hear, "And, a slut has three holes..."
The next morning was much like the previous weekend. I sucked him to wake him up, taking his cum into my stomach. I stayed naked, made coffee and started breakfast. He came down in boxers and tee-shirt. He playfully fondled my naked body dangerously as I cooked eggs and bacon until I equally playfully swatted his hands away. He took two mugs from the cabinet, filled one for me and took the other to the dinette table. I glanced back and saw him watching. I asked, what?
"What, what? You're naked in my kitchen and I'm not going to enjoy the stunning view? Of course, I am. I'm also thinking of how I'm going to fuck you next." Of course, he was. Besides... wouldn't I be disappointed if he wasn't?
After breakfast, he fucked my ass, again. I was getting the feeling all this ass fucking was leading up to something. We showered (yes, he fucked me... pussy, this time) and I went downstairs to pick up the clothes we shed last night. When he came downstairs dressed, I gave him a pouty face because we weren't leaving for more shopping for another two hours. He went into the family room to read, but I kept pestering him. Despite having all three holes used this morning, my appetite wasn't eased a bit. I was as surprised by this as he eventually showed his frustration.
"Enough! Megan, get over here." I was surprised by the reaction and moved quickly to stand naked before him, my hands at my sides even though he had never made such an instruction. "You seem to desire another orgasm." I told him I would like that, and could we? "No. This is not going to be a 'we'. A slut is not only willing to be used, but is also willing to be exposed, exhibited, shamed, and humiliated by the things she does." I looked at him, confused by where this was going. "Some of the clothes we have and will buy are meant to expose and exhibit your body and, in certain situations, can create a feeling of shame and humiliation." That had occurred to me, too, as I wondered where I would wear some of those items. "Other situations are like now..." Now, I was confused. Now? Standing naked in front of only him? But he answered my unspoken question. "Turn the coffee table so it is pointing away from me." I did it. "Now, lie on the table, your feet on the edge, and spread you knees." Okay... this is new. "Now, slut... you were pestering me for a cum... masturbate with your fingers until you orgasm."
As surprised as I was, my hands none-the-less moved to my spread open pussy. At first, I was tentative at touching myself so openly, directly in front of him. He leaned forward to see more as my fingers parted my lips, rubbed my clit, and finally sank into my hole. I looked down my body and between my spread thighs and could only see him, his face, his eyes intent on my pussy and my fingers. He looked up and held my eyes. He smiled and I groaned. I clawed at my pussy. I drove three fingers into my hole, sawing them in and out feverishly. Then, my eyes fogging in lust, I heard his voice.
"Exhibited. Exposed. Embarrassed. Shamed. Remember the store last weekend, Megan? When I had you trying on clothes in the middle of the store? You were naked with the store clerk and others watching you, but you did it. You were embarrassed, weren't you? You felt humiliated, shamed by being exposed to strangers, not knowing what they would think. But... humiliated, shamed, embarrassed weren't all that you felt, was it? No... you felt excited, energized, sexual." He reached out and touched my thigh and I jumped but my fingers never slowed. "You were embarrassed when you started this, but now look at you. You can't wait to cum for me, can you?"
"OH... GOD... YES! I want to cum for you, sir. I want to give you a screaming orgasm. Yes, yes, yes... oh god yes... it is exquisite... embarrassed, exposed... OH FUCK!" My pussy clenched around my fingers and I screamed my release. My body shook. My hips raised high off the table in a futile search for something more and it was all my fingers... and his words... and showing him my spasming pussy.
I lay collapsed on the low table, my legs draped on either side, my drooling pussy leaking my juices onto the polished surface of the table. With my heart still racing and my breath still ragged, I had learned the lesson. Don't tease him. He is the one who dictates when and where and how.
But I had learned the wrong lesson. He put his hand out to me and assisted me to my feet. He sat back down and picked up his book. He checked the clock and gave me instructions, "You have 15 minutes to search the house and return here for more of this lesson."



My body was still quivering from that orgasm and I wondered if my mind was also somehow affected. "I'm... I'm sorry, sir. Search for what?"
Without looking up, "Things, Megan. Big things, thick things, long things, small things... things that you can stuff into your pussy and asshole." Then, he looked up and smiled, "I expect you to be creative, slut."
More humiliation and shame. The lesson before wasn't not to tease him, the lesson was on humiliation and how it felt... maybe how it can be used to stimulate and excite. Maybe to understand my place. Maybe to understand it isn't all about fucking and sucking, but being used, exhibited, exposed, displayed eliciting different excitements and pleasures. And, if not for me... then it's not all about me, is it? Was that the lesson?
So, I did as he instructed. I ran naked through the house gathering objects and creating a small pile in the family room as my hands filled. I found cucumbers and carrots in the refrigerator; a butt-pug and Ben Wa balls from my bag; an empty wine bottle in the kitchen; a couple golf balls and one of the clubs from the garage; a box of candles from the dining room; a whisk from the kitchen; and, a pool ball and cue from the recreational room downstairs. I had only moments left when I looked at the pile, then at Mr. Nolan; I sighed and ran upstairs to get the tube of lubrication... just in case.
I thought he would select a few objects for me to stuff myself with, but he wanted each and every one of them used somehow. It took a long time and we both ended up becoming very creative. With four of the candles in my pussy, he began pushing another in the middle of the bunch, then more, stretching my pussy wider. The golf balls went into my pussy easy, but he used the lob wedge I brought to retrieve them. That was weird. The cucumber went into my ass (thankful for the lube) and was left there for more playing until it was removed and carrots were used in its place. Each time he took a picture with his phone. I had no idea how those might be used, but it would fit into humiliation pretty well.
We had to rush out to do some more shopping for more clothes. We ended up with similar items, but he said he wanted some clothes for me at his home as back up, if needed. On the way back to his house, I sucked him in the car as he drove. It was daytime, though. There were several honked horns as we passed or were passed, especially by trucks and pickups.
Later, when the doorbell rang, Mr. Nolan told me to see to it. I looked at him warily, but he just nodded to proceed. When I opened the door, the tall black man standing there showed his surprise at seeing me and didn't say anything, or couldn't, for a moment. Mr. Nolan apparently followed me to the door, undoubtedly to witness both of our reactions.
"Tom, welcome." He stood just to the side of the man at door, Tom apparently, recovered enough to enter so I could close the front door. Tom kept glancing my way and Mr. Nolan came to our rescue. "Tom, meet Megan Collins." Tom's eyes moved slowly up and down my body. Mr. Nolan chuckled and led the way to the family room. Once there, they sat in comfortable easy chairs and I stopped in front of them. "Megan even got dressed up for you."
Tom seemed to have recovered his ability to speak, "Dressed up?"
Mr. Nolan laughed, "Well, Ms. Collins is normally naked in my house, isn't that right Megan?"
"Yes, sir. I am to be naked except for entering and preparing to leave." I glanced at Tom and felt a blush blooming. Then, it went into full blush.
Tom asked, "Okay, I have to ask buddy, what's going on?"
Mr. Nolan smiled and looked to me, instructing me to respond. I looked at Tom while trying to remain calm with this new embarrassment. "Sir, I work for Mr. Nolan." That didn't explain anything to him. "My title is... Executive Secretary..." I looked at Mr. Nolan and he smiled for me to continue, "... and Office Slut." Once stated out loud, I gathered courage and continued. "To be more accurate, I have willingly accepted the position of secretary in his office and the additional role of being his slut. When I said 'Office Slut', it wasn't completely accurate, though it is effectively the case in the office." I blushed more and bit my lip. "Sorry, sir, I am rambling."
Mr. Nolan had been watching his friend more than me and was smiling at his reaction. "You're doing fine, dear. Continue. How long has this been and why are you here?"
I could feel my juices on my pussy lips and when Mr. Nolan indicated with two fingers to separate my legs, I could feel the juices escape my lips. I looked at Tom with embarrassment. His eyes were focused on that exact spot. When his eyes rose to mine, an increasingly lusty expression took over his face. I continued, "Yes, sir... thank you. I... I have had the secretarial position for one week, and... I... this is the second weekend I have been Mr. Nolan's slut." Mr. Nolan was waiting. Oh, yes. "Mr. Nolan has been gracious with his time to use his weekends to teach me what a slut needs to know and do to become effective."
"Yes, Tom, I can see by your face... she came from a rather conservative, protected background so her experience in these things was limited. I assure you, though, her intention and desire for this is very real. There is an interesting story that brought her to this point, but that is hers to keep, if she wishes." Tom nodded his acceptance.
I offered the two men drinks and returned with two cold beers. I saw Mr. Nolan's head subtly twitch to Tom so I moved directly in front of him and sank to my knees. "Sir, may I show you what I have learned?" When it came to sucking cock, Mr. Nolan and the men in the office had already assured me I was a quick learner, but this was as much a play for Mr. Nolan's friend as much as my being in a position of subservience to a stranger while still under the care of Mr. Nolan.
I opened his slacks as he sat in the chair. He lifted his hips to allow me to lower them enough to fully free his semi-hard cock. I began by licking the shaft I held in my hand. It is a nice size and as it firms up, I realize it is big, too. Maybe not quite as big as Mr. Nolan, but perhaps 9 inches, like Mr. Donald and Furman. Once hard, I try to take it deep into my mouth. I get the head, which is slimmer than Mr. Nolan's, into my throat. I press down, relaxed, and anticipating the gag, went through what I had been practicing. When felt his cock hit bottom (gag) I pretended that I'm trying to swallow air to make a burp and open my throat; I swallow hard; move my tongue vigorously inward; and shoved my mouth gently down.
When my nose hit his pelvis, I heard above me, "OH FUCK! Damn... you... took it... all!"
I pulled up only a few inches to clear the nasal passage to breath in air, then pressed down, again. Now that my throat was filled with cock, the only issued I had was breathing. Then, from the side, I heard, "She did it? That's my girl!"
I pulled up slowly, sucking the saliva and swallowing as I did. When my mouth came off the cock, I turned to Mr. Nolan, scrambled over to him and crushed him with a kiss. "I did it, sir! I did it!" He only laughed as I moved back to Tom's cock, immediately taking it down my throat. Now, I wondered what all the trouble had been. I wanted to smile as the cock head moved down and up in my throat, but it is facially impossible. Inwardly, though, I was smiling big-time: I had accomplished something I had set my mind to doing; Mr. Nolan had set it as a goal for me; and, most of all, because Mr. Nolan was heaping his praise and pleasure on me.
I heard Tom grunting and arching his hips, pressing his cock urgently at me, and I pulled my mouth up his cock so only the head was inside and I sucked so hard my cheeks collapsed inwardly. I allowed each spurt to fill my mouth and swallowed for the next spurt. His volume of cum was much like Mr. Nolan's, but the last spurt I left in my mouth and turned to both men with my mouth open. Tom smiled through his gasps, but Mr. Nolan nodded his approval.
I busied myself around the kitchen and the house as the two men caught up on news of their life. As I moved outside the family room, I heard parts of an interesting conversation. It turned out that Mr. Nolan usually took Tom to the local Eclipse club so he could hook up with a woman, but Tom tentatively said that if 'this' was going to continue, there was no need for the club. Mr. Nolan in response had looked my way and made eye contact before saying that had always been his plan. It would be later that I would fully find out what that plan entailed.
We ended up in the pool, naked, and there was a lot of touching and probing of bodies, especially mine, as I seemed to be moved from one hard, black body to the other. It only stopped being playful to more when Mr. Nolan, standing in waist deep water, lifted me into his arms and lowered me so his erect cock bumped my pussy. I looked into his eyes with lust in mine, saw his desire, and reached down to direct his cock inside me. He stood in place lifting me up and down on his cock until he walked us to the shallow end and sat me on edge of the pool. Moments later, Tom was kneeling next to me with his cock at my head. I opened my mouth as I turned to him, taking it into my mouth and again sucking him, but this time not urgently to induce him cumming but to keep him stimulated for his turn.
Mr. Nolan and I climax close to each other, my orgasm coming first and possibly triggering his as my pussy spasmed around his cock filling me. Once he pulled his big cock out of me, I found Tom lying on the tile surface surrounding the pool. I crawled the short distance to him and sat on his cock, taking the length of it into me at once.
Mr. Nolan was grilling steaks later as I brought out more beer for the men, my preparations of sides completed in the kitchen. After handing the beers to them, I stopped next to Tom, his cock was again hard as he sprawled on a lounge chair. My eyes were fixed on it and he held it up. When I looked to his face, finally, he had been watching me. I blushed. He waggled his cock in offering and I didn't need more of an offer. I straddled his chair facing away from him toward Mr. Nolan and sat on his cock, again. Mr. Nolan must have heard my gasp as I sank down over the length and turned around.
He pointed the grilling fork at me, "I don't want you emptying his balls entirely until later." He was smiling.
"I won't, sir, but it was just there calling my name."
Tom added teasingly, "Then it must have been saying, 'slut... slut...'"
I dropped down fully onto him and he groaned as his cock was driven abruptly deep into my clenching pussy. "But it was there... and... can I help it if I just like... like the feel of cock inside me?"
Mr. Nolan had moved next to me and squeezed my breast, then pinched the nipple before bending down to kiss me as I sat on his friend's cock. "Then, no, you can't help it because you are truly turning into a slut." We were all naked and it was almost impossible for me not to try to achieve another orgasm on the cock inside me, but I heard the admonition repeated, "That's fine, enjoy the feeling of his cock but don't let him cum. I still have another first planned for you later."
Another first? This weekend I already achieved anal and deepthroat, at least on Tom, and wondered what more there could be. But, to not tempt things too much, I leaned back onto Tom's body and merely used my pussy muscles to tease his cock embedded in me. His play with my breasts, nipples, and clit went from playful to intentional. He whispered in my ear, "But, he said nothing about you not orgasming, again. But you can't move." Oh, God, this was going to be hard. His cock was flexed into me very slightly but the main stimulus was not my pussy. His fingers were tormenting my nipples and clit but while his one hand worked my throbbing clit, his arm was holding my hips in place.
When Mr. Nolan heard me climaxing, he turned but saw my body restrained and Tom smiling widely. Through foggy eyes I saw Mr. Nolan turn around. I heard and felt Tom chuckling, then saw Mr. Nolan respond with a smile and shaking his head. God, what was happening to me? I just loved to cum. I loved the multitude of ways to experience it. I loved the process of it all. And... mostly... I loved the feeling of big cock inside me and it was so easy to orgasm with a big cock virtually filling me completely.
After dinner, Mr. Nolan whispered in my ear as I am cleaning up in the kitchen, "You have done very well, tonight." I smile, turned in his arms and kissed him. He continued, "As I said earlier, there is one more first for you to experience and it is the reason I invited Tom here when he said he would be in town."
"A DP, sir?" I ventured.
"You know of it?"
I giggle, "I have full access to our websites, sir." He just looked for something in my eyes. "Sir, all this sex... with you, then at the office... what's a girl to do at night by herself? I know how much I have yet to experience."
He smiled and smacked my ass. "Then, finish up here so we can mark this experience off your list."
I'm going to be double penetrated by two big cocks and only yesterday was my first time taking anal. It was only a week ago that all of this started. A shiver ran through me as I rushed to finish the final clean up. Then, a final touch, I slathered my hands with lotion at the sink to make sure my touch would be soft and smooth. A DP. I shook my head at the feeling of excited anticipation that filled me. It was like being young and anticipating the completion of yet another Girl Scout badge. In a way it was, but definitely not being a Girl Scout!
Mr. Nolan moved our fun up to the master bedroom and his king-size bed. It took next to no time for us all to know we were ready for the next round of 'using Megan'. And, I was very ready. Mr. Nolan joked about it, but it really did seem that I was in a constant state of arousal and a wet and ready pussy. I knew what was coming, I just didn't know how Mr. Nolan had it planned because I was sure his mind had it well planned.
It became clear to me, though, when he crawled onto the bed and lay on his back in the middle of the bed. He merely looked at me and I nodded. Tom might have been curious, but I knew. I moved to the bedside stand and removed the tube of lubrication from the drawer. I handed the tube to Tom and bent over, my ass toward him, and my hands pulling my ass-cheeks apart. There was a hesitation and I wondered without looking if he had looked to Mr. Nolan. If he had, I knew he got the assurance he needed when I felt the cool, slickness of the lube pressed onto and into my asshole. Then, I heard Mr. Nolan instruct him to make sure I was well lubricated. Immediately, more lube was pressed into that hole and I sighed as his fingers sawed in and out of my ass. I then turned around, taking the tube from him and applying more lube to his hard cock.
I lean up into him to kiss him, then whispered into his ear, "This is my first double penetration, sir." He looked at me with surprise, then nodded his understanding.
I crawled up onto the bed with Mr. Nolan, straddling his body and moving up to his head to kiss him. He held my face and softly reassured me, "You know you've taken me there. It will be tighter, much tighter, with me in your pussy, but the principle is the same. Relax and indicate for him to let you adjust to it."
I nodded, reached behind me as I moved down his body until I had his cock poking into my pussy. I slid my pussy down over his length, then waited. I felt the bed sag behind me and I took a deep breath, lay my upper body onto Mr. Nolan, and used my hands to pull my ass-cheeks apart. Quickly, I felt more than Tom's presence as his cock touched my asshole. I did everything I had learned in the short time of anal with Mr. Nolan. I pushed to open and knew Tom was seeing my asshole move out toward him. It was only an additional moment until I felt him pressing his cock head at my tight opening, but the lubrication on and in me and on his cock allowed better entry because he was a bit thinner than Mr. Nolan. It took maybe a minute for him to press completely into me, having to stop several times at my indication to allow my stretched sphincter and hole to adjust.
Once Tom was completely in me, I was nothing but a body with two holes wedged between the two men. The pressure Tom exerted on me with his body flattened me against Mr. Nolan. I wasn't thinking about it, just experiencing it, but Mr. Nolan was fairly limited by the pressure from above him as Tom thrust into my ass. But Mr. Nolan changed that after several minutes.
"Tom, lift up a bit. Slut, move to all fours." We made the adjusts without separating. Now I was supporting my weight above Mr. Nolan and his cock immediately began stroking into my pussy. Tom repositioned himself kneeling behind me, his hands holding my hips rather than lying on top of me. His thrusts returned with equal strength as before, but now, both men were stroking into my body. I sagged slightly as my holes were blasted by random thrusts, my breasts jiggling and the nipples sliding along Mr. Nolan's body beneath me. With that change, the experience of the DP was completely different. Now, I felt like I was being ravaged by these two big cocks. I was filled completely, or so it seemed. I had the illusion of my body being filled from skin to skin with cock moving inside me... sometimes in at the same time, sometimes in opposite directions, and sometimes mixed.
I came with an intensity that was amazing! Mr. Nolan's massive cock had always touched me and filled me incredibly, but now, with Tom's large cock in the next passage, his cock felt even tighter inside me, sliding along the walls of my pussy, bumping and sliding along all those thousands of nerve-ending and my g-spot. When my orgasm hit me, my arms weakened and I felt myself sagging more, but I was powerless to control that. My body was reacting to only one thing and that was the powerful eruption emanating from my pussy and ass. But I didn't collapse. I was still off Mr. Nolan and he was still thrusting powerfully from underneath me. At first, I didn't understand... didn't care... how that could be as my orgasm continued to shake me with amazing sensations. Mr. Nolan had his hands on my sides holding me up. I only recognized that a split moment between the first orgasm beginning to recede and the next one taking charge.
I was a limp mass of flesh. Tom held my hips and Mr. Nolan held my upper body. I was a mass of quivering, shaking, pulsing, spasming flesh. Both holes clenched and spasmed around the invading cocks. It seemed to go on for hours. Orgasm after orgasm... cocks pommeling my holes like battering-rams against the castle gates of my soul. It wasn't hours... couldn't have been... but time becomes irrelevant with the mind becomes consumed by over stimulation.
My whole being seemed hazy and unable to focus or concentrate. But, when the two cocks erupted inside me... my passages being filled with spurt and stream of cum from each in adjoining passages... a new orgasm was ignited on top of the ones before.
I don't know if I really passed out or if that was merely the last thing I had conscious memory of.
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CHAPTER FIVE: MARKED
I was intent on finishing a letter for Mr. Wasson, sometimes struggling to make sense of his scribbling in the margins of the rough draft he had handed back to me. They each had their own little quirks, as was true of everyone. Mr. Wasson, for some reason, had a difficult time understanding how anyone would have a problem with his scratching handwriting, even if everyone, including Mr. Nolan, had complained about it. He stepped out of his office and came over to my secretarial/reception desk.
"How's it going, Megan?" It needed to go out today and I understood that, but checking on my progress every couple minutes didn't make it go faster. I sighed, remembering that this was the burden of every hourly person under executives. At least, that's the way it felt.
"Just finishing it up now, sir." I opened up a new email, attached the document to it, and pressed send. "You should have it now, sir."
He stepped closer and kissed the top of my head. "Thank you, you're a lifesaver." Well, I thought, that certainly helps. Of course, what other office would it be completely appropriate to kiss the secretary?
Mr. Wasson had no sooner popped back into his office, allowing me a moment to breath, and, "Megan? Do you have a moment?" It was Mr. Furman, even if I couldn't see him down the hall. I looked around the corner and he corrected himself with a smile, "No, probably more like 15 or 20 minutes." I smiled. Early afternoon, this would be the second time, today, if I read that look correctly.
"Of course, sir."
I stood, not bothering with a notepad, having little question what he really needed me for. I smoothed my sleeveless dress and quickly checked my hair in the reflection of the company collage of pictures behind my desk. My dress was form fitting, several inches north of mid-thigh, and the front plunged below my breasts. Underneath was panties and stockings. I, of course, had on the ever-present high heels.
As I turned into Mr. Furman's office, I was surprised by the presence of Mr. Samuels. "Yes, sir, how can I be of assistance?" I tried to remain professional, even in the face of obvious intent. It seemed to add something to the encounters, and surprisingly, even on those occasions when I went from one office to the next naked to be used. Even then, the game was played.
"Well, my dear, I was just discussing with Dave here a revenue trend I began wondering about and he suggested maybe added a new fresh face into some videos. Well, naturally, our minds went to you because you are a very fresh face we've all been captivated by." I blushed. Yes, somehow, I still manage to blush. "Of course, once we started thinking about you, well..." I smiled.
I turned my back to Mr. Samuels who lowered the zipper of my dress. I slid the shoulders off and down my arms, wiggling the dress over my hips, stepping out of it and dropping it onto one of the chairs. Once I removed my panties, I turned to the men with my hands on my hips, my legs slightly parted. "And, once you started thinking about me, sir, what was it you were specifically thinking about?"
That became very evident as Mr. Furman moved some chairs out of the way and stripped. Mr. Samuels followed suit as I chuckled and knelt down before them, sucking and stroking their cocks alternately. It wasn't long before they were both hard and intent on getting on to the real point of what they wanted. Mr. Furman lay on the carpet, his cock standing tall in his hand. I smiled as I straddled his body and aligned my pussy with his erect cock. Mr. Furman was 9 inches hard while Mr. Samuels was 8 inches. I was going to be full, but not the fullest I have been.
I settled down on his cock and felt pressure between my shoulder blades followed by a glob of lubricant pressed into my asshole. I smiled down at Mr. Furman and lowered my lips to his, pressing my mouth into his full, thick lips as my asshole was prepared with two fingers pressing lubricant inside. I stayed as I was as I felt the other hard cock pressed against my asshole, probing to get past my sphincter. I breathed into the lips kissing me and pressed back with my anal muscles and the cock popped inside several inches. I gasped into the open mouth at my lips as the cock in my ass pulled back an inch and drove forward several more inches. I could feel the tightness of the cock in my ass and the extra tightness it created in my pussy. Soon, two big cocks filled both holes. I gasped and panted as I raised myself to support my body on knees and arms. I had learned quickly from Mr. Nolan and Tom that the man underneath needs room to be active and I gave that to Mr. Furman now. And, as I did, his cock started moving inside me, sliding through my constricted pussy as the other cock moved through my even more constricted anal passage.
I was quickly transported into erotic supercharge. The cock in my pussy glided against my g-spot with the angle I forced it into by lifting my body up. The cock in my ass pressed the cock further against it. I have found anal by itself can be very stimulating for me, but the combination of both certainly is. Nerve endings are connected between the anus and vagina and the interior clitoral legs (part of what we know of as the g-spot) extends along the anus. But, having cocks in both is the supreme contact of those nerve endings. So, when my orgasm crashed over me, it was noisy and I think that pushed the guys over the edge, too. Mr. Samuels, in my ass, came right after me, but Mr. Furman was close behind. Then, after feeling both passages washed in cum, I did collapse, and I found myself sandwiched between the two men. I smothered a giggle as the idea of an Oreo cookie flashed in my mind.
The men were gentlemen, if demanding ones. They assisted me to a chair and provided me a bottle of water. The chair already had a hand towel spread over the seat, a practice that had quickly become customary as several of the men were heavy cummers and it was just easier to prevent soiling the chairs. Each man came to me to have their cocks cleaned, something I willingly and gratefully performed for all of them. Not only was cleaning them an act of a good slut, but it also seemed appropriate as a thank you for the multitude of orgasms the men provided me.
The men dressed as I relaxed and recovered. Sitting naked as they dressed, I thought back to all of this coming about and as I did, my free hand moved to fondle a breast. Mr. Samuels commented on my hand at my breast as he bent over to kiss me on the lips before leaving, "Do you ever get enough, Megan?"
I smiled up at him, "If you mean, am I ever fully satisfied, sir," I moved my hand to his crotch, "not if any of you needs me." He chuckled and patted my shoulder as he turned to leave the office.
I stood to follow, gathering up my discarded panties and dress. As I entered the hallway, I saw Mr. Nolan sitting in the conference room by himself working his phone. When he saw me, he waved me in. I put up an index finger to give me a minute and walked quickly to my desk where I dropped my dress and panties. I swished the last of the water in my mouth, hoping to rinse the taste of another man's cum, then straightened my stockings, and patted my hair in the reflection of the picture before walking back to the conference room. I found him standing at the other door opening to the hallway near his office. So, he was waiting just for me to be free.
Settled in his office with me naked in the chair and him fully clothed, something I have become surprisingly comfortable with, he leaned back in his chair, his elbows on the arm rests and his fingertips touching in a peak in front of his lips.
"I am considering changing out the pictures around the office and as I talked to Reggie (Furman, the VP of Blackened, the video and pictorial group) about ideas of an interesting image, you came to mind."
I giggled, "There seems to be a lot of that going on today, sir." I explained what I meant by that and he nodded with a sly grin on my face. That seemed to cause him to appraise me differently and his comments changed direction.
"How long have you been with us, Megan?" I was sure he knew, but I thought about it. I didn't see a calendar visible. Not surprising with computers and phones, we all had electronic reminders. But, given today's date and I started... "A bit more than four weeks, sir."
He looked thoughtful, "Four weeks, huh? You know, any decent place of business would have a probationary review after the first month." I looked at him with furrowed eyebrows and questions in my look. I was sitting naked in his office for a review? "Do you think we are a successful, effective company, Megan?" I assured him I did. Though, I thought privately, that might be questioned when you pay your secretary this much, and... well, certainly when you ask your secretary to do this much... But I only thought that. He continued, "We are just that and besides our head of HR is just down the hall, so the five of us did get together to appraise your performance." There was no paper in front of him and he wasn't checking his computer screen so I was sure this was all fairly informal and relaxed. "We all agreed on how you are doing." I waited and thought he was teasing me. "Your secretarial skills are amazing. We've had good secretaries, but we all agreed you have taken it to another level. Every one of us has quickly come to rely on your ability to review documents and suggest new words or punctuation for effect. Your ability to manage our intersecting schedules, handling phone calls and messages, coordinating with our travel agency, everything is superb." He chuckled. "Telling you this might lead you to ask for a raise." I'm already paid more than I can believe plus a credit card for my use. "Now, then, the other part." He looked at me with his eyes stopping on my breasts. Then, to tease him, I opened my legs. He looked at my glistening lips and thighs, then looked quickly back up to my face. I winked at him and he shook his head. "Yes... flaunt it, slut." He laughed. "Yes, we all agreed on that, too. A great fuck... great at sucking... a three-hole slut."
I stood up and gave him a pretend curtsy, "Thank you, sir." And, a big smile.
He was hesitating, indicating to me there was something else. Finally, "I wanted to have another conversation. Everything is going so well, I wanted to discuss where this could still go. I think, though, here is not the best place for that discussion. Could I take you to dinner, tonight?"
That surprised me. I didn't see that one coming. "The middle of the week, sir."
"I know. I have tried to not expect too much after work. We expect so much during work and... well... I've had you at my house ever weekend since we started. But..."
I was on my feet and he stopped. I walked around his desk and kissed him hard on the lips. "That wasn't an objection, sir. I was just surprised." I kissed him, again. "I've accepted your control of me, sir. You can have me any time you want."
After work, he followed me to my apartment where I left my car and joined him in his. He had a table reserved that was surprisingly private given the popularity of the restaurant. I was still in the dress I wore at work and having taken it off and on several times during the day, I had wanted to change, but he insisted I looked great. Our talk was light and casual through early drinks and salads, then with the main courses served, I sensed a change in his focus.
"Megan, what I really wanted to talk to you about had little to do with work and I didn't want that environment to overshadow your response." I thought, that was an interesting opening. He fidgeted a bit and that worried me. This man had shown me nothing but control and power since I accepted my role as his slut at the office and his home on weekends. "You already heard what I think of your efforts at the office. I hope you know how I feel about our weekends together." I nodded. "There is no mystery to anyone who knows BlackLand what it is we do. But we have maintained a low profile in our offices, for some reason. I think we are past that thinking, finally. We are an enterprise that deals in sex and black sex in particular. The question really became how did we want to present the image for our office." He looked into my eyes, "That was when you came to mind. That image we talked about before I think is perfect. A big, strong black man with a petite white woman who is overshadowed by him."
"Okay, sir."
He looked surprised. "I didn't even ask you, yet."
"You were going to ask me if I would pose for pictures, probably naked with some black male. Probably even fucking. If you think it is helpful, of course I will do it."
He smiled, "There is more to it than just a few pictures, Megan. If this works as well as we think with you, it could develop into an ad campaign, not to mention a pictorial on the websites. You would be out in public looking very much like a porn model. That might deserve some thought. Your ex-husband... your family?"
I chuckled, "I don't want to be mean, sir, but I am way past those people. They turned on me, so I left them behind me." I looked at him intently, slipped my right high heel shoe off and rubbed his leg with my stocking clad foot. He flinched at first, then smiled. I leaned toward him, "Sir, I keep telling you, I accept you authority and control. I will do whatever you wish, whenever, wherever, and with whomever." I could see his breathing increase and probably his heartrate. "There is something I wanted to discuss with you, sir, that is related."
I dug a folded sheet of paper from my purse and slid it across the table to him. "What is this," he asked. He opened it, scanned it, then looked at me. "What... what are these?"
As if he couldn't imagine. "Tattoos, sir. I want to be marked. I want it known what I am." The three tattoos were a stylized "Slut" with a black spade next to it; a black bull with a black male symbol piercing a white female symbol; and, a black spade with a white Q inside it.
"Are you sure, Megan? Tattoos are permanent and anyone of these has implications..."
I interrupted him, "No implications, sir. Statements. I don't mean to imply anything, it's a statement. I set out on a journey, sir, a journey of discovery. And, I have already discovered a lot... a lot about what sex can really be like... a lot about how much I really, REALLY, like sex... but, more, I've discovered a lot about myself." My eyes searched his. He was gazing back at me, intently weighing what he saw in my eyes and face with the words I spoke. "Sir, I accepted the challenge to be your slut. It was shocking to me but there was something about it that felt like an answer to a question I had never asked even to myself. In the process, I accepted my submissive nature that your strength and control shone a bright light on. I've accepted, sir, that saying I will be a slut isn't just a part of a job... the weekends have crystallized in me that I am YOUR slut. I've accepted that I will do whatever you ask of me... not only whatever, but wherever, whenever, and however." He continued to study me. I took a breath after all that and added the exclamation point. "Beyond all that, sir, there is one more thing I have come to accept..." He waited, but with heightened anticipation. "I will fuck whomever you want me to, but... my preference is black cock." A funny smile tugged at his lips. "I now accept that I desire to be a big black cock slut."
He didn't immediately respond, but signaled for the check. I wondered if I had confessed too much, admitted something that caused a concern. He signed the check and stood, putting out his hand to assist me. He leaned into me before turning for the exit, "We're going to my house. I need to fuck you in the worst way." He turned, then stopped, "Correct that... I need to fuck you in the most exquisite way possible." I smiled and didn't even glance around to see if anyone might have heard.
But, outside, as I rushed to keep up with him pulling me toward his car, "But, sir, it's a work night, what about... I need clothes for tomorrow."
He was a man on a mission, a straight bee-line for his car. "Remember, we left some clothes for you at my house."
Still struggling to keep up... hell, catch up... "But those aren't clothes we intended for work."
He stopped in front of his car and punched the fob, unlocking the doors. "We'll worry about that in the morning." I stood at the car as he went to the driver's door. I smiled. My confession did that to him. My admission created that urgency being displayed. I started to the passenger door when he stopped me. I looked at him and saw him scanning the parking lot. Then, "Take your dress and panties off."
I looked at him with some disbelief, but remembered the shops weeks ago. I pulled the zipper down on my dress without looking around the parking lot myself. Trust. I placed the dress on the hood, then pushed my wet panties down, gathered both in my hands and threw them into the backseat. I looked at him across the top of the car and made an impulsive decision. I casually, if not calmly, walked around the front of the car in only stockings and heels, through my arms around his neck and kissed him, my naked ass directed at the front of the restaurant.
"As I said, sir... whatever... wherever."
I turned and he smacked my bare ass. I yelped and laughed. Just as I turned around the front of the car, I loud gasp came from the front of the restaurant as a middle-aged couple came out. We both quickly got into the car and were laughing as we passed in front of the couple.
"Sir, what about being marked?"
He was driving one-handed, the other hand either tweaking a nipple or between my parted thighs. "I wasn't ignoring that. What you said... overwhelmed me." We talked about the tattoos I showed him. He liked them and would have trouble choosing one to express what I had just confessed. We agreed that the 'Slut' and black bull were very descriptive, but we also agreed they might not be for obvious display. I told him I was thinking the 'Slut' right above my pussy or the black bull right above my ass crack. He agreed but also thought the black spade with the 'Q' could be publicly displayed above an ankle. We didn't come to a decision when we arrived at his house.
Before I could retrieve my dress and panties from the backseat, he was pulling me through the garage, through the house, stopping only long enough to grab a bottle of wine and two glasses, and led the way upstairs. It was clear he meant every desperate sounding word earlier and was singularly focused on fucking me. I pulled back the covers on his bed, then moved toward him to suck his cock. As he pushed his slacks down his legs, getting him hard was not an issue.
Instead of letting me sink to my knees to suck his cock, he turned me to the side of the bed and pressed my shoulder blades forward until I was bent over the bed, my forearms supporting me, my legs spreading wide naturally. I felt him step behind me, one hand on my hip, the other apparently guiding his cock to my pussy. The head pressed through my pussy lips, moving up and down, and pressed at my hole.
"Damn, you're always wet and ready."
I gasped as he pressed into me, half of his magnificent cock sinking into me on the first thrust. "Oooooo... yeeessssss..." His cock pressed fully into me. "I... gasp... try to be... a good... slut."
He fucked me hard with long, firm, strong thrusts, his need obvious, especially to my pussy. Then, he pulled out... completely and he was gone. "Sir... no... please..."
I heard him at the bedside stand. "Patience, slut! That sight was too enticing."
I felt the lubrication spread over my asshole, then pressed inside. I smiled. I shivered in anticipation, hoping he was going to do what my slutty mind was envisioning.



He thrust his cock back into my pussy, balls deep in one move and I was confused but not disappointed. Why did he lube me, if he wasn't going to...? And, he pulled out, again. That emptiness was back. One moment I was full of his cock, the next I was empty... and wanting and frustrated. But... he patted my ass cheeks and I moved a hand back to spread a cheek. One of his joined mine as his cock head moved to probe my asshole. He pressed hard against the resistance of my sphincter. He and I both knew it would yield soon enough from the ass fucking I have endured and enjoyed. The head pressed in, hesitated a moment, another, then pressed harder and sinking deeper and deeper into my anal passage. Once fully inside me, he pulled out and thrust back in, over and over as he had been doing to my pussy. I gasped and groaned. I began pressing back against his thrusts, seeking his cock brutally, wildly.
Then, it was gone from my ass. I felt nothing but air on the insides of my gaping asshole. Then he slammed into my pussy. He fucked me there for 10... 12 strokes, then out. He slammed into my asshole that had to be gaping still. Another 10 or 12 strokes and he was out. Back and forth. Pussy... ass... fierce and powerful pounding in each... back and forth. I cried out as an orgasm crashed over me. He held my hips firmly as he pulled nearly all the way out only to smash back into either my ass or pussy. I felt he was nearing his own climax but mine had never abated. It seemed that each switch peaked my orgasm anew. I was almost beside myself with devastating stimulation and release at the same time.
When he came, I felt his cock swell huge in my ass and it seemed like he shot a gallon of cum into my bowels with multiple powerful spurts. My arms collapsed but rather than letting me pull away from him, he bent over to stay joined and then stunned me with his next move. He lay over me, his massive cock deep inside, then rolled us so I was on top of him, my back to his chest. Then, with one hand and his feet, he moved us near the center of the bed. Then, he fell back and both arms wrapped around my body. His arms and his cock anchored me on top of him.
I was propped against the headboard, a glass of wine in my hand. We had been talking, recovering. We started talking about the marking, again. He suddenly put his glass down and left the room. I heard him going down the stairs and it was minutes later before I heard him coming back up the stairs. When he turned into the bedroom, I enjoyed a sight I would never get tired of... his big cock (even flaccid) swinging between his legs with each step.
He crawled onto the foot of the bed, spread my legs and held the paper with the tattoos on it next to my drooling pussy. I just watched with wonder. Here was the big black man I had given myself to, his face only a foot from my open pussy, considering what if any tattoo might be inked just above it. I waited patiently, but becoming very aroused all over again. He traced his index finger over the area immediately above my pussy and I could feel that he was writing a word. It had to be 'slut'. For added tease, he managed to hold his thumb on my clit at the same time. I was sighing when he made his decision.
"I agree with your thinking. 'Slut' goes above you pussy, the bull in back, and the spade at your ankle." He tossed the sheet to the side and slipped three fingers into my spread pussy. After the third thrust, he said, "We'll take care of it this weekend." Just like that it was decided. I was getting all of them. My marking as a slut for black cock would be clear to any who would have me.
With that decided, he took my glass and put it on the nightstand next to his. He moved up the bed on his back. "Last time, I did the work. This time, you do the work."
I looked at his wonderfully exciting body laid out beside me. As I moved along his body with kisses, I found his cock responding, though still only semi-erect. I lay on top of him and wiggled up to kiss him on the lips, my thighs closing tightly along his cock, trapping it between my thighs and underneath me as I continued wiggling, my hard nipples rubbing against his chest as we kissed. I started slithering down his body, kissing his skin as it appeared, my body wiggling side to side as I moved down, his cock being stroked by my body until it is my lips and tongue along its length to his balls, then back up until I took the head between my lips and suck the pre-cum that had formed there. He was already sighing and gasping as my mouth covered his cock and I pressed down on it. I held his cock vertical and pressed down further and further until I had to focus my breathing, relax my throat and gulp to take the head past my gap reflex. He was groaning and mumbling as I pulled up, taking a clearing breath and pressed down steadily until I had it all. He is gasped and strained. His hips rose off the bed but he wasn't forcing anything. I already had him, but I rose until the head cleared the point where I could exhale and breath through my nose. His cock was rigid and his hand under my chin told me it was time.
I pulled off his cock and licked the excess saliva from it. After one last kiss to the head, I crawled over his hips to his abdomen. He was so large and I so small that I raised one leg to position a foot to raise my body high enough to straddle his upright cock. Once in position at my hole, I sank down slowly, both of us gasping at the feel of my pussy tightly hugging his cock as it filled me deeper and deeper. I shivered as it went deeper and I shifted my leg to kneeing on both sides of him. I shivered again when I am sitting on his thighs and I felt him deep, deep inside.
It is my turn to fuck. I know that. All he will do is tease my breast, nipples, clit, and periodically pull my head down to devour my mouth with his. I know all this. This wasn't the first time he has told me to fuck him, to use my slut body to make his dominant cock spew its seed into my body. I love the times we make love and the times he fucks me as the slut he wants me to be and the times when he has his slut do the fucking like now. I love it all. It was what I was telling him earlier. I transitioned from initially wanting to be his slut to accepting the fact that I now HAVE to be his slut in any way he wants. I am not sure when this happened, when this transition occurred. Was it his powerful, controlling presence? Was it his big black cock and the cocks of the other men in the office? Was it the continuous use of my body on the weekends? Or, was it the powerful mixing of all of it with my dormant need to be led and controlled?
The sound of my fucking filled the room as our bodies smacked into each other, our mutual groans, grunts, and gasps mixed with the panting of our breathing. I was trying to fuck him with the intensity and aggression he gave me earlier and his body seemed to react to it. But not as quickly as mine was. I have learned that Mr. Nolan's subsequent climaxes are slower in building after the first, his ability to hold his climax stronger. The same wasn't true for me. My orgasms would pile on top of each other, which was what was happening. His fingers pinched my nipples or pressed against my clit as my body slammed into his sending shock waves through my body. When I came, I fully anticipated his cock to respond to the tightening and spasming of my pussy around it, but his hands gripped my waist, encouraging me to continue fucking, raising my body up his cock and slamming back down. Another orgasm crested on top of one not yet receding. I finally collapsed onto his chest and he rolled us to continue fucking me missionary. I cried out as orgasm after orgasm consumed me, my pussy reduced to a quivering, spasming fleshy mass gripping his pounding cock.
When he came, an equally large deposit of his cum into me, I was barely aware enough to appreciate the delicious feeling of being filled with his seed. He held me tightly as my body spasmed through another final orgasm that overshadowed the feel of his inside me.
I woke to darkness, but I woke in his strong, secure arms. I moved my head just enough to look up at him.
"There you are... I was beginning to wonder if I should be concerned."
I kissed his chest and hugged him tightly myself. "My God, sir! Thank you."
"Thanking me? You're the one who fucked me."
I kissed his chest, again, and snuggled tighter. "Not at the end, and... it was... WOW!" He chuckled. "But that's not what I was thanking you for."
"Then, what?"
"Thank you for what you've given me."
"So, you like being our secretary and office slut."
"Oh, yes, sir... but... what I accepted was being the secretary and YOUR slut. I enjoy being a slut in the office but that is really an extension of being your slut. That's the difference isn't it, sir? Being your slut isn't limited to the office." He stroked my back and told me to sleep. Sleep came very quickly.
I woke up in an otherwise empty bed. I turned to my back and stretched. Then, I jerked up and looked at the clock on the night stand. It read 7:30! There was no way we'd get to work on time. I tried scrambling out of the bed, but was tangled in the top sheet and nearly flopped face first onto the floor. I then nearly fell when I stepped on one of my shoes before stopping and gathering myself before I might kill myself on the stairs.
I rushed into the kitchen, "Sir... we're going to be late!"
He laughed as I came skidding to a stop next to him. "Megan, I'm the boss. Get yourself some coffee and I'll finish the breakfast." I tried to protest, but he shook his head. "Sit with your coffee, that's an order." I filled a mug and sat at the table and watched him cook some eggs to go with the muffins and bacon he'd already cooked. We were both still naked. "I already sent a text to Pat Wasson telling him that I picked you up at your place, which I did last night, and I am meeting with you for breakfast, which is now true."
After eating and sipping another mug of coffee, he abruptly changed the direction of our talking. "Megan, I couldn't stop thinking about something last night." I looked at him to continue. "Do you remember what you said last night? I said something about you liking being our secretary and office slut and you made a clarification."
I nodded, "Yes, sir, I said something about agreeing to be the secretary and your slut, not just the office slut."
"Yes... right... you said being the office slut was something I allowed. That the difference was that you being my slut wasn't limited to the office." I nodded, wondering what the point was. "The weekends have made that very clear." I nodded and shyly smiled. "And, that's what I kept thinking about... the office hours... and the weekends."
I shook my head. "I'm sorry, sir, I'm not following."
He stood, his soft cock swinging right in front of me. He was trying to say something and I was trying to keep from grabbing his cock? He topped off our coffee and sat back down. "Okay... what I am trying to get out is that you are right and I've not considered it until now." I raised my eyebrows. He chuckled. "I'm making this too hard." He paused, then, "I want you to move in here." I looked up in shock. Talk about unexpected. "You're right, Megan. You're not just the office slut, the weekends have shown what we both want. That is what I want, but not just on weekends. I want you 24/7."
"Holy shit..." I gasped. "Sir... I thought we agreed... no strings to complicate this... just sex."
He smiled and took my hand. "Megan, I'm not asking you to marry me or be my girlfriend. But, frankly, when I proposed you being my slut, I had no idea it was going to be this good. We fit, Megan. I'm strong and controlling. You're... not... you need to BE controlled. You've responded to everything I have asked of you. You didn't rest until you truly became a three-hole slut and you're still not resting, always looking for what else you can learn. Don't get me wrong, I like fucking you in the office. There is a kinky, voyeuristic, exhibitionistic thrill about being seen and seeing around the office. But this is where we really let go." Boy, I couldn't argue with that.
"Don't you think you should think about this?"
"Megan, I spent virtually the entire night trying to see if there was any reason NOT to do this. I want you here. I want to be able to fuck you anytime I want without waiting for the office or the weekend."
I stood up and straddled his lap. His cock was stirring beneath me. I kissed him. "I already told you I would do anything. I just wanted you to be sure." He kissed me back and stood up with me in his arms banging into the table, my legs wrapping his waist. I looked into his eyes, "How late did you say we would be?" We kissed and he carried me back up to the bedroom.
Saturday afternoon and I was nervous and I admitted it. I wasn't going to back out, but I did admit to nerves. Mr. Nolan had checked with some of the guys at the local Eclipse club who had numerous tattoos for recommendations on where to go. There was an overwhelming choice and that was where we had the appointment. We were met at the tattoo shop by a huge black man. Mr. Nolan introduced us.
"Tommy, this is Megan Collins, who is very important to me. Megan, Tommy. Tommy is head of security at our local club."
Tommy put out his hand, but I walked past it and reached up to give him a hug and kiss on the cheek. He had to bend over slightly for me to reach it. Mr. Nolan was 6' 2" and Tommy had to be another half foot taller and close to 250 pounds. But holding his body in the hug, I felt a lot of solid in his body like he was a recent football player or something. He gave me a quick rundown of what to expect but that the artist would take good care of me. He then took my hand and led us into the shop. He and the artist hugged... one of the male shoulder bump hugs... and introduced us as people important to him. That seemed to impress the artist and that impressed me.
We were taken back to a private area and we discussed the tattoos I was interested in and where I was thinking to have them. The artist looked at the samples and smiled, then looked from me to Mr. Nolan who held his gaze with a slight grin formed on his mouth.
The artist took my sheet and returned with several copies of different sizes. When he returned, he had me strip off my skirt (luckily, I had chosen to wear a short skirt with a blouse) and sit in his chair. Because of the location, he said I needed to spread my legs and he would work from inside my legs. I glanced up at Mr. Nolan who was smiling much broader now. As anticipated, my pussy was wet in anticipation and the lips easily opened with my legs. The artist noticed and I noticed he noticed. I may be getting the word 'slut' put above my pussy, but I still blushed. He cut out the sizes we agreed would work, applied heavy graphite to them and pressed the first one to the location just over my clit.
Throughout the process, the artist touched, pressed, and rubbed my clit and pussy lips plenty. Tommy had warned me about that as nearly unavoidable, not that the guy wouldn't enjoy doing it. Tommy said it would be nothing compared to the touching if I ever had a piercing down there. After this, I believed him.
The tattoos were straightforward and only black, so they went fairly quickly. I left that day with my three tattoos and very specific instructions for care of them. Although the pain would quickly subside, the sites would still be delicate to the touch for some time and would seriously cut into my role of being a slut. For several days, I was restricted to sucking cock, but none of the guys objected. Then, for a couple weeks, my fucking was performed carefully so as not to be too abrasive of those areas so they could heal as quickly as possible. I was told to use a specific cream over the tattoo locations to keep the areas moist and reduce itching. It seemed to work. And, it seemed I was an active, if careful, slut in only days.
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CHAPTER SIX: ECLIPSE VIP ROOM
Mr. Nolan was sitting in the living room trying to be patient. He heard my heels clicking on the stairs and met me at the bottom. He watched me descend the last steps with a big smile. I stopped and did a little pirouette before him.
"As you instructed, sir?" There really wasn't much doubt that I was wearing what he wanted since he had my clothes spread across the bed when I came out of the shower. I was wearing what he like to call 'the school-girl outfit', which consisted of a gray plaid, micro-skirt, thin black tank top, black knee-high stockings that came only just over the knees, a black thong, and heels.
"Women," he said as a tease, "for as little as you have on, how does it take so long?" I shrugged and smiled at him. His fingers went to the waist band of my micro-skirt and pulled it up my waist an additional couple inches.
"Sir, it barely covered me as I had it."
"Tonight, you are my slut in my club. There is public and there is club-public. Ultimately, these clubs are a place where the women who come knowing what they want flaunt what they have. There are mostly voyeurs and in-betweens, but the action can be extremely sensual." He kissed my cheek as he took my arm. "Remember the image we want."
I remembered. How could I forget. Him wanting me as his slut had surprised me, at first. But over these months, my learning wasn't all sex and taking big cock in all my holes. My learning was also subtly taking on the persona of the image he saw in us together: a big, powerful black man and his petite, 'innocent' white slut. I glanced at the hall mirror we passed and nervously smiled at my appearance. I had arranged the micro-skirt to barely cover the bottom of my butt cheeks. His arrangement no longer did that and I imagined the crotch of my thong might be just visible, too. But the image was as he expected despite the absurdity of the outfit. My youthful, athletic walk, my petite breasts, the disarming smile and eyes sparkling with anticipated excitement stood out in contrast to the expectation alongside him.
In the car, I had asked him what I should expect and he avoided answering, instead wanting me to experience it myself. He had brought me to this club a few times, but always early in the evening and it was for business. This was different. This time it was to experience the club during the peak time of action. These clubs had reputations, but the other men of the office were no more help in giving me information that Mr. Nolan wasn't providing. This was a place that women wanting action baited their efforts by their dress and actions. The men, mostly self-assured blacks, trolled the scene and dance floor for what they wanted. Visitors were made aware that security cameras were always in play to control anyone becoming too aggressive, using drugs, or activity that went too far over the line.
When we arrived at the club, I was surprised by the long line of people hoping to gain entrance. He commented to me as he followed the flow of traffic that had slowed, "Many won't ever get inside unless they come earlier and wait. Notice the guys walking the line. They are looking for single or small groups of unattached women who will be allowed in ahead of the line. Some people will grumble, but everyone who comes here knows that inside are unattached women. That expectation draws the men and the men spend a lot of money on expensive drinks."
When we got to the front of the club, I saw Tommy (head of security who met us at the tattoo parlor) break from the front entrance to my door. Another man moved in front of the car to Mr. Nolan's door. My door opened and a massive, black hand reached toward me. I took it and shifted in the seat, but it was impossible to avoid showing my thong as the skirt slid completely to the top of my thighs during the drive.
"Ms. Collins, welcome." I stood next to him as he slammed the door. "You look amazing, ma'am. How are the tattoos?"
I reached up on my toes and kissed him on the cheek. "Thank you, Tommy. My markings are healed and exactly what I wanted."
I felt Mr. Nolan's hand at the small of my back. Tommy shifted his attention to him. "Always good to have you at the club, sir. The company VIP room is waiting for you."
"Thanks, Tommy. We're going to spend some time on the floor so she can experience that, but do you think you could join us later in the suite? I think Megan would like to show you her markings and thank you."
Tommy looked down at me. In the stark lighting of the entrance, I was blushing. I touched his massive arm, "I hope you can." Mr. Nolan had provided little in the way of expectation for the evening. Only to experience the club. I never believed that was all.
Mr. Nolan was obviously known by the staff of the club. We were immediately shown to a reserved booth near the dance floor. My skirt surprisingly didn't immediately attract attention, but the place was so crowded we were winding our way through people. But that would last only so long. People sitting at tables we walked by were the first to draw attention to me and it seemed to spread by some sort of silent osmosis of leering eyes drawn to the glimpse of my thong covered crotch and the bottom portion of my ass cheeks.
I waitress appeared quickly and took our drink order, but as soon as she left, Mr. Nolan snapped his finger and lean toward me, "Megan, see if you can catch her and ask for two waters, too."
I nodded and slipped out of the booth; my skirt bunched at my waist as I did. I smoothed the skirt back down as I stood up, but it was of little help. As I squeezed through the crowded floor and past tables, it wasn't long until my body was being aggressively touched and felt. When I caught the waitress and stopped, leaning into her to explain what we wanted, a hand slid up the back of my legs, over my butt, to the top of my thong. As my head started to turn, the hand moved and there were numerous guys close enough to have done it but none now paying me any attention.
The waitress leaned into me, "Honey, you are hot, but dressed like that is going to get you felt up. I'm betting he sent you after me just for that to happen." I thanked her and smiled. I stood there for a moment and considered her comment. I looked toward where Mr. Nolan was, but there were too many people and I was too short. It suddenly occurred to me that he put off coming to the club until he felt I was ready to truly look and act the slut he would have with him. I have been telling him I was the kind of slut he wanted, even wanting to be marked to show it. If he wanted to subject me to this random grasping and touching, then I would show him what I truly was ready for.
I decided the best way to experience it was to take the same route back to the booth. I walked slower this time, more deliberately, and with a strut. I spotted a table to the right with four big black men. All of them were ogling me as I approached. I changed direction to pass by their table. One shifted slightly and presented a blockage to my route in the crammed space. I stopped alongside one of the men.
His hand extended the short distance and touch my thigh with confidence, "Are you with someone, honey?" His hand glided smoothly up my thigh. I stood confidently and held his eyes.
"I am," I replied.
A hand behind me rose up the back of my thigh and over my ass. I felt the short skirt rise to my waist and we all heard him comment, "I think she's already taken, dude." The guy turned me around and all of them leaned in to look at my exposed butt in the thong, but my bull marking clearly shown just above my crack. I leaned down to the one who had stopped me and gave him a peck on the cheek, the hand on my ass still there.
Once settled next to Mr. Nolan, again, his arm around me securely, I realized how fast my heart was pounding. He kissed the top of my head, "Well done, dear. You understood why I sent you out there?" I nodded, though confessed it took me a while. He chuckled. "You see now what the attraction is at this club. Women who want to hook up and those who just want to feel the thrill, they can experience it. The men who think they want to watch their wives or girlfriends are the dangerous ones for us. Some think they want to watch or let them experience something new but suddenly become threatened. The white men are the ones we watch the closest."
This was what I was helping to promote, to profit from, really. The profiting wasn't only my job, though. I already understood and accepted the other 'profiting', the profiting from having big black cock available to me... or, maybe, I was made available to it. Either way, I liked big black cock. No, I loved big black cock and my markings showed that.
With a signal from Mr. Nolan that I didn't even notice, a young black man appeared deferentially at our table and politely asked Mr. Nolan if he could be allowed to take me out for a dance. It all seemed so innocent and I waited for his reaction. I would learn quickly that it was anything but purely innocent.
With Mr. Nolan's approval, I took the hand of the young man (young... he was my age but, like me, much younger than the men I have been surrounded with in my recent life) and followed him to the packed dance floor. I wouldn't claim to be an accomplished dancer, but I have always felt my body flowed with music and I stole glances at women around me and my new partner for inspiration. I quickly found myself lost in the maze of people all possibly dancing individually or with everyone around them. I raised my arms above my head like many of the other women, my body moving sensuously and forgot about the skirt that hadn't covered much of me to begin with.
I mimicked a woman nearby and turned my back to my partner, slowly gyrating my body back to him until my butt pressed into the man and I ground myself against his crotch. It was terribly erotic looking and feeling. More so when his hands took my hips from under my nothing skirt and rose to my waist so I knew my entire thong was exposed to anyone and everyone.
I turned around, but stayed pressed up against the man, now my breast pressing into him as I slinked up and down, my own hands now moving up and down the sides of his body. Then, it changed... a man from behind moved into my ass. I turned while still moving to the endless music to find another young black man. I noticed I was now surrounded by five young black men who seemed to only be dancing with me. I was subtly moved from one to the other of the men, their hands moving over my body, my ass, and glancing touches to my breasts.
Soon, the music stopped amid cheers and calls for more. I broke free of the group and returned to the booth. Mr. Nolan was smiling. He had seen it all and it dawned on me that he had probably choregraphed the encounter.
I gulped the large glass of water waiting for me, then, "God, sir... I had fingers and hands everywhere." I looked at him for some indication that he might be upset. He didn't appear to be. "I didn't know what to do, but it seemed to be common out there."
He chuckled, "I noticed, dear. And, you are correct. This place is sexually charged. Men are here because women are here and many of the women here are looking or considering it. A woman who doesn't want what you experienced doesn't go out there without another woman and certainly not dressed like you are." He appraised me, "You enjoyed it?"
I nodded. "It suddenly occurred to me that was what you wanted to happen. Am I right, sir?"
He nodded. "You are my slut in my club."
"Image."
"Exactly," he replied. "I think you are ready, Megan. I have waited until I believed it to be true. Are you ready for anything?"
I smiled. There has been so much, already. But I didn't accept being the slut of just any man, but a big black man that controls a porn enterprise dedicated to the black proposition. I shivered in anticipation of what might be coming tonight. I looked him in the eyes and confidently responded, "I want to be yours completely, sir. I will do anything to fulfill the image and desires you require."
"Take off your thong."
I know my mouth dropped. "I'm going to be exposed in this skirt, sir." He just watched me. "Of course, sir." I was a little disappointed in myself, even if his expression didn't show he was. He had told me to do something and I hadn't immediately complied. We were clearly moving outside the secure bubble he had allowed for me but he was sure I was ready... and I wanted to be... I wanted to be ready and willing completely. I had the feeling this was the night all our questions regarding that would be answered.
I leaned back against the booth and shimmied the scant material over my hips and down my legs. I raised my foot to the side, took it from my foot, and handed it across the table to him. He spread it out on the table, the wet crotch leaving a sheen on the tabletop as he moved it into position. Several people, men and women, looked down as they passed looking at it, then me, and smiled knowingly.
He raised his hand toward the floor and a security guy appeared. He indicated to me, "She is not to be taken from the dance floor." The guy glanced at me and nodded, then spoke into something that had all the impression of a secret service man.
Turning to me, Mr. Nolan said, "Now find some dancing partners, again." He touched my hand, "If anyone tries to take you off the floor, refuse. If you encounter any conflict, be assured you will have help." I nodded. God... my pussy and ass were fully exposed in this skirt. Later, I would fully understand how women got their black cock.
When I slid out of the booth, I leaned over to kiss him, then glanced down to the booth seat to see a sheen on the seat showing where I had slid across it. I wasn't just wet now, I felt like a faucet was leaking inside me. As I approached the dance floor, my body began shimming and gyrating as I wound my way onto the dance floor. I made a turn as if just dancing but I was curious where I would find partners. I needn't have worried; I had a line of young black men following behind me. When I stopped on the floor, the four men following created a space around me, each of them acting as though they were only dancing with me resulting in a small circle of room for me to move. This time, though, the touches to my hips obviously never encountered even a thong. As I shook my ass into one man, another moved forward and all them would do so with one hand held low regardless of what the other one might be doing. The low one, of course, would find its way between my legs. In short time, the man in front and in back would each be fingering me. Not to be left out, the other men soon pressed in for feels of my rock-hard nipples and firm breasts.
My micro-skirt was pressed up to my waist to offer no obstruction to their hands. When I felt them tugging my tank top up my body, I raised a hand and waved it furiously as I tried to step away from them. A small girl like me in the midst of large men limited my resistance to futile and I realized what could happen to a woman. In my case, though, two security men broke into the scrum with practiced calm and led me out.
Mr. Nolan met us and led me through the crowd toward some door manned by more security people. Once out of the main crush, he stopped and turned me to him. "Sorry about that Megan. Putting you out there like that was asking for trouble."
I squeezed his hand. "You had it accounted for, sir. Though I wondered about it because I hadn't seen other women so outrageously displayed, I trusted you had it covered."
He squeezed me in his arms, "You trust me that much?" I nodded into his chest. His hand caressing my bare butt reminded me just how exposed I still was. "You continue to impress me." I smiled.
Just we started for the doorway with security, another black man stepped in front of us with his hand extended to Mr. Nolan. The handshake moved smoothly into a shoulder-bump indicating familiarity. Mr. Nolan wrapped his arm around my shoulder and pulled me forward. "Mark, meet Megan Collins. Megan, Mark Johnson, the very capable General Manager of this club."
"Ms. Collins, a pleasure to finally meet you."
I looked at him, then Mr. Nolan. "Finally?"
He laughed, "Well... a woman as beautiful as you walks into the club dressed like that and then stirs a commotion on the dance floor, I hear about it. But BlackLand is really not much different than any company and every company has its grapevine of talk and there has been talk about the woman Terry is seeing."
I blushed, "I didn't realize..."
"It only takes a few people going into the offices to begin speculating on the quick familiarity between you and the officers of the company. Besides, several people have spotted you two around town on weekends." Even Mr. Nolan seemed surprised. Before leaving he added to Mr. Nolan, "Going up to the suite?" Mr. Nolan nodded. Turning back to me, "Maybe I'll see you later then." I smiled and innocently said I hoped that would be true.
Mr. Nolan wanted to have a word with Mark and sent me to the suite. I was about to say I didn't know where it was when one of the security guys appeared at my side, "This way, ma'am, I'll show you the way." He led me to some stairs that went one flight up. At first, I thought he was just being polite to have me go ahead of him. Naïve me, still. When I turned at the half-landing, it was obvious why I was ahead of him in this skirt and no thong.
On the second floor, overlooking the bar area and dance floor were private rooms on both sides. These rooms were available for reservation at a substantial cost, of course. Despite the cost, they were normally sold out most nights. They were very popular for private parties with a dance club right below or for customer entertainment, which drew in a number of companies and corporations in the region. The VIP room I was shown into was held in reserve for BlackLand use until 9:00 PM when it was opened for others. The room was large and comfortable with its own mini-bar, several sofas, speakers to let the music and crowd noise in from below, and floor to ceiling windows across the front overlooking the floor below. A couple sofas and chairs were arranged before the wall of glass for viewing the action below and more seating was available behind those with the bar at the back.
I was looking over the selection at the mini-bar when the door opened with Mr. Nolan and Mark entering. I turned my head to them, "Can I get you gentlemen something to drink?"
They sat at a low table and chairs arrangement where I delivered their drinks. I stood next to Mr. Nolan feeling very... slutty. The bottom of my skirt didn't quite cover my pussy and most of my ass was exposed in back. Mr. Nolan's hand moved to my thigh and to the inside. I opened my legs enough for him to have easier access. The crazy thing was that I didn't even think about opening my legs... they just opened. They were talking about something to do with a remodel involving an upgrade to the cameras and some large screens. I wasn't really trying to follow the conversation because I had missed much of it already.
I asked if I could do anything more for them, snacks from the bar, anything? Mr. Nolan stopped and looked up at me. He motioned for me to come closer and I bent over. We were alone in the room but I knew my entire butt was showing now if anyone had been behind me. He whispered in my ear and I looked over at Mark as he told me what he wanted.
I stood straight, "Of course, sir."
I turned to Mark and knelt in front of him. I smiled up at him as I undid his belt, clasp and unzipped his pants. I grasped the waist of his pants and looked up at him. He looked at Mr. Nolan, then apparently getting what he needed, he lifted his butt off the chair for me to lower his pants and underwear. I grasped his cock in my hands and smiled up at him. Do all these men have big cocks? I wondered if the job application for men might read, 'Length and circumference of cock...' I held his cock up and began licking the underside to the head. I sucked the head between my lips and licked down and back up the shaft. It didn't take much effort of this to feel his cock stiffening. I wondered if Mr. Nolan had sluts before and if this same thing had happened with them. Why would I be different, much less the first.



The two men continued to talk, though Mark's participation seemed to lag and diminish somewhat. With a hard cock in my mouth, the door to the hallway opened, again. Without changing my pace or position, I glanced to the side but wasn't able to see much. The most I could gather was three men and a woman entering the room. And, my reaction to that was interesting. I have been fucking and sucking five men in the office, shared with a friend, and felt by the tattoo artist and men elsewhere. So, the men coming in might have caused a bit of reaction while sucking someone, but not what I felt. It was the woman. Who was she and why was she here and... unbelievably, what was she thinking of me sucking off a guy with others around? A slut shouldn't care, should she? Strangely, it seemed to. I felt more embarrassed and humiliated.
When Mark came, I swallowed and cleaned his cock, assisting in pulling his pants back up. Since initially starting sucking him, I saw his face with the others in the room. I admit to being surprised. He didn't look embarrassed, at all. Like this was the kind of thing that happens in these rooms and maybe it was, maybe that was why I was here tonight. Maybe, that was the point... another experience of the club and being a slut. Whatever happened here, I was the provider?
I was moving to stand next to Mr. Nolan when he got up and led me to the bar. I poured and drank some orange juice to freshen my mouth. He said while I was busy with Mark, the other managers of the club joined us. He asked me to act as hostess tonight and identified their drink requests. I looked to the gathering of people causally talking and laughing. Mark had joined them and what they saw happening to Mark when they entered didn't seem to have fazed any of them. Besides Mark, I now saw Tommy (security), the two other men were identified as managers of maintenance and operations, and the bar. The woman, a buxom black woman, was the manager of waitresses and booking entertainment.
All the drink requests were simple, maybe because I was going to be doing them. Mr. Nolan softly asked, "Have you ever sexed a woman?" I looked up at him sharply and shook my head. He shifted behind me, his hands slid down my body below the short skirt and back up over my hips and around in front to the top of my pussy and clit. I shivered. It wasn't just the touch that caused my reaction. Yes, he was fondling me, but I heard the talk go silent and knew I again had an audience. One hand rose to fondle a breast and tease a nipple. "You know what you like, though."
I nodded and gasped, "Yes, sir. Your tongue and lips on me have been wonderful."
"Just remember, good sex is just about bring out the pleasure in the other person. With a woman, just think about what you like and respond to what brings her pleasure." I nodded, put on a big smile that wasn't fake but, instead, full of anticipation, and served each of the managers. Mr. Nolan introduced me as I worked around to each and all touched my naked butt and crotch as I did. I would learn later that all of them enjoy sex with different partners but not among themselves. It was much easier to work as equals without the entanglements of being sexual partners.
As they talked, I was moved from one to the other. It was strange when it occurred to me what was happening. A simple question would be asked of me, which drew my attention to someone. Once that happened, someone else began fondling me. Eventually, I realized I had been maneuvered around the group. Once I realized that, I initiated the switch myself by asking my own questions or adding a comment. I left my legs opened, while not grotesquely, and the fingers sliding over my pussy and probing inside increased. I spotted Mr. Nolan and Tommy standing at the bar. Tommy was watching intently with hungry eyes and Mr. Nolan was nodding to me.
When the two men finished their drink, they moved to the same sofa Mark had used and pulled me with them. Both opened their pants and pushed them down past their knees and sat next to each other. I knelt before them taking both cocks in my hands and began licking one while stroking the other. With one cock head between my lips sucking pre-cum, I raised my eyes to look up at them and smiled around the cock. These two were big, too. Maybe not Mr. Nolan's ten inches but closer to nine inches. Maybe they did only hire big cocks. I stifled a giggle as I wonder if that would be discriminatory hiring practices.
While moving back and forth between the two cocks, the woman crouched behind me and began probing my pussy and asshole with her fingers. She spoke softly but I was sure the two men I was sucking also heard, "I shouldn't have questioned Terry's selection, but I did wonder how a petite, innocent-looking white woman could be a good enough slut for him. But you might be. You have a body that is surprisingly erotic even to me." I pushed my ass back against her hand to drive her fingers deeper into my pussy and she chuckled. "I can't wait to try you, slut."
I shivered and nearly climaxed. My appearance in their club had apparently raised some questions about their boss and there was more involved in what I did tonight than I could have anticipated. What happened downstairs was random and forgotten but what was happening here with these people could have an impact. Mr. Nolan said he was after an image. I was part of that. It is interesting how and when things crystallize for you... while sucking cock and being fingered with people you don't know. Their curiosity about me had nothing to do with me personally but how it reflected on Mr. Nolan and he knew that when he asked me those months ago. So, convincing them, satisfying their curiosity was reinforcing Mr. Nolan's place among them at the top. Any personal sense of pride and accomplishment gave way to supporting Mr. Nolan.
All those thoughts had the effect of my mouth and fingers working the two men at a feverish pace even as I groaned and trembled from the stimulation the woman gave me by now driving three fingers into my pussy. But the man I was sucking pulled my head off his cock and pulled me up. I merely glanced at him to know what to do. I straddled his hips and sat down on his cock. Two strokes and I had all nine inches buried in my dripping pussy. He pulled the tank top from the waist of my skirt and pulled it up exposing my breasts. He took one into his mouth as my hips moved up and down fucking his cock.
I was singularly focused on fucking, forgetting the woman or the others in the suite, until I felt something on my asshole and recognized it as lubricant being spread and pressed inside. Was that something stocked in these rooms or had Mr. Nolan made sure it was here. Regardless, I stopped moving with my ass raised so only the cock head was in my pussy. I looked down at the man I was straddling, not really looking at him as much as concentrating on what was happening at my ass. As the other cock pressed against my asshole, I sucked in a deep breath and closed my eyes in highly stimulated anticipation. I gasped as it pushed past my sphincter, a wide smile and sigh escaping my lips.
These two seemed to have done this together before. Their double penetration fuck of me started as others had with a disjointed, random movement of their cocks into my holes. But soon they shifted gears. The random movement switched to one remaining still in my hole as the other drove hard into the other. After minutes, they switched. This seemed to allow them to remain hard but delay the arousal just enough to avoid their climax. They fucked me this way for what seemed to me as an hour but surely wasn't. I started with one orgasm that didn't stop and just built on one with another until I could no longer hold my body off the one below me and collapsed, my entire body limp and shaking as the orgasms built to an incredible level. The world no longer existed to me. There was nothing in my consciousness beyond the two cocks working my holes and keeping my body in a constant state of over stimulation. When they stopped stroking into me, it was confusing until I felt their seed being poured into me, both holes being filled with cum at the exact same moment.
As the cock in my ass slowly was pulled away, I gasped at the ensuing emptiness. When I lifted myself off the other cock, I moaned as I collapsed on the sofa next to the man. He leaned forward and spread my legs wide and I let him without thought. I heard the comments without hearing the words but the sounds made me sit up and look for myself. Both holes were gaping and leaking cum. Forgetting where Mr. Nolan was, I looked around the room to find him nodding at something Tommy had said. Both of them smiled at me.
The woman, though, shocked me by kneeling between my splayed legs and lapping at the cum drooling from my holes... both holes. After a quick cleaning of the cum from my holes, she slid her body up along mine and put her cum covered lips to mine. We kissed hard, my arms encompassing her and her hands holding my head as we made out. When we broke for air, she whispered in my ear, "They all think I'm a lez." She gazed into my eyes, "I know you aren't, but are you bi?" I shrugged my shoulders but a smile formed on my lips as I remembered Mr. Nolan's instructions. She smiled at my smile, "You want to find out, though, don't you?" I nodded.
We quickly changed places. I was still in my skirt with my tank top pulled above my breasts. She pulled the hem of her dress up to her waist and I pulled her panties down and off her feet, leaving them on the floor. I spread her knees and dove right onto her pussy. She had a narrow strip of hair above her pussy and I wiggled my nose into it as I licked her lips and clit. She was very wet and I found her taste very pleasant, which encouraged more for my own enjoyment and not just to please Mr. Nolan. It wasn't long before she was moaning and holding my head tightly against her pussy. I slipped a finger between my chin and her to enter her pussy, then added another as I heard her reaction. I curled my fingers in search of her g-spot, knowing the pleasure that spot gave me. She yelped as I found it with a strong pressure application and raised her hips at me. I slipped a third finger in, one concentrating on her g-spot while I sucked on her clit. The two spots are connected and stimulating them both at the same time was sending her quickly to the orgasm I was hoping to give her.
After she came down from her orgasm, she pulled me up to her, this time my lips covered in cum from her drooling pussy. We kissed intensely for many minutes. I whispered to her, "I enjoyed that."
She chuckled, "Me, too!" She kissed me, again, then, "You may have some bi in you, too."
I stood and turned around to the others. They had all been watching. The fronts of their slacks were bulging. I wondered what it was that turned men on so with watching two women? This experience told me one thing, though. I wasn't going to shy away from it in the future.
Mr. Nolan indicated for me to join him and Tommy. They had a drink waiting for me, which I gulped a couple times instead of sipping. He gave me a hug and kiss, then asked, "What did you think of your first woman experience?"
"I really enjoyed it, sir." I giggled, "She thinks I might have some bi in me." I looked shyly at Tommy.
He smiled and took me into his arms. He said, "That, little one, seemed clear to us." I probably did seem like a 'little one' next to him.
Mr. Nolan said, "I have a treat for you, Megan."
I turned in Tommy's arms but remained in them. "What's that, sir." Tommy's hands slid up my body to my exposed breasts. His huge hands completely covered them until he pulled them back to finger my nipples. I thought Mr. Nolan was a big man, but being in Tommy's arms was a different sensation of what a big man was.
Mr. Nolan smiled but at Tommy, as he looked above my head to the man behind me. "Tommy is your treat. He has something planned as a welcome to the club."
I craned my head to look up at Tommy who I found smiling. "Come with me, Ms. Collins." He kept me in front of him and guided me through people and furniture to the glass wall. He stood me inches from the glass and continued to fondle my breasts, one hand leaving and moving to my crotch. He bent to kiss my neck and shoulder, which gave him better access to my pussy. I parted my legs and one of his big fingers snaked between my thighs to stroke through my pussy lips. My eyes had been shut as I enjoyed the manipulation, but, "Open your eyes and look below." I did as he said and flinched. How I could have forgotten about the crowd below, I don't know. But it wasn't just a crowd of people milling around and dancing, it was that already about 30% of them had noticed me exposed and fondled.
Pressed up to the window, Tommy grabbed my bunched-up tank top and pulled it up. I extended my arms above my head and I was topless. He then fumbled for the catch on my skirt and it was soon pooled around my feet. Then he pressed me tightly against the glass, his hands sliding up and down on my sides. Then he turned me around and took a step back. His intent was obvious. I knelt, fully aware of the people below watching, and loosened his pants. I untied his heavy shoes, removed them and tossed them to the side. I held his socks and looked up at him. He was pulling his tight-fitting shirt over his head and he nodded, understanding my question. I removed his socks, then lowered his pants and underwear. As they came down, I was amazed. I put my hand underneath his cock and lifted it, looking up at his face. He was smiling. My God! He was bigger than Mr. Nolan and he was the biggest I had encountered of all the black men I had been with since this all started.
Still holding the massive thing, I looked around Tommy and found Mr. Nolan... and everyone else watching. They all knew what I just discovered. It wasn't just a couple inches longer, it was thicker, too. For the first time in months, I was nervous about fucking a cock.
I held his cock up and put my forearm out alongside it. It was bigger than Mr. Nolan's by two inches. I started licking and sucking the head. I opened my mouth as wide as I ever opened it and struggled to take his cock very far inside. I had learned to deepthroat Mr. Nolan but this was too much, too thick to even think about it. My hand didn't go around the thing.
Tommy lifted me up but didn't stop with me standing. He continued to lift me off the floor until I wrapped my arms around his neck and my legs around his body. I couldn't hook my ankles behind him he was so big. I was shaking. I could feel it and I thought others in the room could see it. I know Tommy felt it.
"Yes, I'm going to fuck you, Ms. Collins. This cock is the treat the boss told you about. I'm going to set you over it and you take it at your own pace, but you will take it. I guarantee you can take it, but it will stretch you. Do you trust me?"
I pulled back and looked at him. He was speaking so calmly and reassuringly and I felt so completely secure in his arms and hands. I nodded and kissed him passionately. "Yes, sir. I trust you." I kissed him, again. "Mr. Nolan said I will always be safe if you are around." He smiled at that.
I reached below me and found his cock. I moved it and wiggled in his arms until I felt the head at my entrance. I wiggled on top of it with my arms tight around his neck. I took his big lips against mine, his tongue invading my mouth as I released some tension in my arms. At first, I wasn't sure anything was going to happen. Maybe, I was going to just sit on top of his cock, but then... "FUCKKKKKKKK!" I cried into Tommy's mouth as the head suddenly popped through my hole. I honestly felt I was going to rip. I pulled up with my arms and panted to catch my breath and allow my pussy to adapt to the telephone pole I sat down on. I relaxed my death grip on his neck and sank a few more inches. My pussy continued to stretch as it went into me. I stopped, again, then made a decision. Yes, it was going to hurt a bit as my pussy adjusted with every inch I took, but Mr. Nolan said this was a treat and Tommy assured me I would take it. So, I began in earnest. I pulled up and sank down, again, and again. I stopped after it seemed it was entering my stomach. Then, I started again.
"Just let yourself go." Tommy's voice was in my ear. Just let myself go. Damn... how much more could there even be?
I pulled up a few inches, took a deep breath and relaxed completely. I dropped and it was more than I thought but when I hit bottom, the cock crushed my cervix and skidded past stretching my pussy where no other cock had ever been. I screamed. And my body shook as I orgasmed around the massive pole fully inside me, my clit crushed against his pelvic bone. He didn't wait for my orgasm to fully subside. His hands under my butt cheeks, he raised me up his cock and dropped me back down. I hung onto him, my face buried in his shoulder as he continued to fuck me like I was a pussy toy he moved over his cock. I came, again. My g-spot was being mashed inside and my clit on the outside. I was completely full of cock. I always thought Mr. Nolan filled me completely, but this... GOD! I was stretched and full and battered.
"OH... FUCK... MEEEEEEEEE!" I gasped and panted the words. "OH... Tommy!... oh... my... God..." I orgasmed, again! My, God. He hadn't cum, yet. He kept fucking me. I was a toy to him, limp, and a hole. When I felt his giant shaft jerk and swell even larger, I almost came, again. When I felt him jam up into me and hold me tight against his cock, the first spurt felt like it might blow me right off his cock, and I did cum. I exploded. I saw stars... maybe not... but it felt like I should have. My arms dropped and flopped from my shoulders. I fought to hold on, but it was useless. I was spent and wasted. My orgasms didn't seem to end.
Reality slowly came back through the fuzz of my brain. I could still feel the fullness of his cock in me. Damn, how long had he fucked me? It felt like forever. Even his cock diminishing, it was big. I moved up and down on it as my breathing eased. I kissed him hard, his big lips crushing mine. I pulled back and looked him in the eyes, "Thank you!" I glanced at Mr. Nolan and the others. I probably made a spectacle of myself, but... damn! Mr. Nolan seemed pleased. "Tommy, if I can sweet-talk Mr. Nolan... could we do this again sometime?"
He laughed loud, which caused his cock to move inside. "I told you you'd like it. Yes, Ms. Collins, anytime you want."
I hugged him tight and kissed him, again. Then, I pulled up much higher until his cock fell out of my very gaping and dripping pussy. As I landed on the floor, I heard it. Loud clapping and cheering coming through the speakers. I turned around in shock. The entire floor below was looking up and cheering. Even the DJ had stopped to watch.
Mr. Nolan's slut had officially arrived.
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CHAPTER SEVEN: PICTORIAL SHOOT
I was reviewing some modifications for a letter Mr. Donald had drafted. The men had started becoming comfortable with rushing through a draft to capture the main points and elements of a letter, then relying on me to clean it up for their review. Rather than feeling put-out by it, I decided to take it as the compliment it actually was. In the short time working for them, I have proven myself to be much more than an available fuck. Though I wasn't about to complain about have five black cocks wanting to fuck me. God, what a slut I was becoming.
I looked up as the office door opened and a nicely dressed black man walked in and right up to my desk. "You, my dear, have got to be Megan Collins that I hear so much about."
I stood and took the outstretched hand offered to me. "Yes, sir. Ummm... you've been hearing what, sir?"
He laughed, "The club, dear." He saw my confusion. "You've seen the Instagram and Twitter feeds?"
"I don't follow those, sir."
"Well... good for you. But... here... let me show you..." as he began searching his phone. He smiled at something on his phone and handed it to me. Oh... my... god. There was a bit of distance but the image was clear. It was definitely me, naked, pressed against the glass, and being fucked by a black giant. He continued, "You can't believe the number of references Eclipse is getting from these pictures."
I looked at him a bit stunned. I had known a lot of people at the club had witnessed that but I hadn't counted on their phones spreading the images through cyber space. I pulled myself back to my job, "Who are you here to see, sir?"
He chuckled, "Sorry, seeing you in person... Reggie... Reggie Furman. My name is Dan Williams from the Blackened pictorial group. I have a meeting with Reggie."
About a half an hour later, I heard Mr. Nolan's voice from behind me, "Megan, can we see you in the conference room, please?"
"Of course, sir." I was surprised to see Mr. Furman and Mr. Williams in the conference room with Mr. Nolan. I hadn't noticed them moving from their offices to the larger room. I noticed on the screen at the front of the room the picture Mr. Williams showed me.
"We were just talking about an idea for a new pictorial set, perhaps one that could be used for promotion as well as for members of our websites." I glanced at the pic behind me and remembered a comment Mr. Nolan had made before about changing out some of the pictures hanging around the office. "We've never done a photo set inside the club before, but our thinking is this might be the right time." He nodded to me. It was subtle... a simple nodded... to anyone else it could have been about anything or nothing. To me, though, I was conditioned to always be prepared to anticipate his desires and my being undressed was one of those desires. Although I was routinely fucked by all of the men, being casually naked in the offices or conference room with doors open to the potential of someone else moving by and it was exciting in the way exhibitionism was intended to be... and Mr. Nolan understood that about me.
I glanced at the other two men sitting across from Mr. Nolan at the table but did not hesitate. I opened my semi-sheer blouse, slid it off, and carefully folded it over one of the empty chairs. Since I was not to wear a bra and most of my tops were semi-sheer or sheer, my nipples were generally shadows under the material, if not more evident. I undid the clasp and short zipper on the skirt. My skirts and dresses have been inching shorter and shorter in the office. I pushed the skirt down and was about to follow that with my skimpy panties when I noticed Mr. Nolan's finger twirling in a circle, probably not visible to the others. I turned my back to the men and pushed the panties down my legs while keeping my knees straight and bending only at the waist. I parted my feet slightly as I removed the wispy garment and heard a soft gasp from behind me. I turned to place the damp garment on the chair and shyly smiled at Mr. Williams, the source of the gasp. His reaction was interesting to me. As someone from Blackened, he would be exposed to naked women regularly but this setting perhaps was uniquely erotic, perhaps for all of us.
Mr. Nolan pulled the chair next to him away from the table and I took it, not trying to be too comfortable while being the only one naked among these men in suits. It was one of the things Mr. Nolan and I had talked about. He liked that I continued to blush and be embarrassed by exhibitionism. A woman completely comfortable being naked among others might be visually appealing but only as a naked woman. A woman who showed some discomfort, embarrassment, shyness would be more erotically exciting to witness. So, he was not in any hurry for me to lose that sense of embarrassment at being naked around others.
They talked about the idea of a photo set around the image on the screen. Mr. Nolan turned to me and asked what I thought. I was surprised by the question. I had never even witnessed a shoot, much less thought about one. But the image did represent more to me than that moment frozen in time and I told them that. I offered that the shots starting intimately in the VIP room of two people becoming increasingly consumed by their passion could be hot in themselves, but to then have shots turn from outside the room, from the club floor, as it actually happened would add elements of intrigue. I suggested shots from inside, the couple lost in their passion, with shots from outside of the couple unaware of what others saw would be like a voyeuristic experience of spying on a couple through a hotel window but with the advantage of feeling their passion.
They were quiet. Then, Mr. Williams said, "Wow... that's good. If we could pull that off, it would be amazing."
Mr. Furman asked, "Do you suppose Tommy would do it?" Mr. Nolan shot it down. Tommy had never been interested in doing any pictorials or video. The others argued he might for him and me, but Mr. Nolan just shook his head, which impressed me. He respected Tommy for who he was and wasn't going to pressure him to do something he didn't want to do. They agreed they could find someone similarly sized for the shoot.
Then, they turned to me. "What about you, Megan?"
I shyly looked at Mr. Nolan, "If it is what you desire of me, sir." I had just accepted the idea of not only being fucked by someone not even identified, but that the images would be splashed across the internet and possibly in print. I shivered. The meeting ended and Mr. Nolan took my hand and led me out of the conference room to his office where he closed the door behind us. As he pressed me over his desktop, I spread my feet wide as I heard a zipper lowered. A moment later, I felt his cock move over my wet pussy lips and I gasped as his big cock split my lips and entered my hole. He stroked several times to achieve full penetration and I remembered my clothes were still in the conference room. I smiled as I moaned at my current fucking. With my stripping in the conference room, the images on the screen and discussion, and my leaving to Mr. Nolan's office, there could be no mystery in Mr. Williams' mind about what happened in our office.
The schedule for the photo shoot conflicted with Mr. Nolan's schedule. He asked me if I was comfortable with that and I hesitated. I would do what he wanted, but I didn't know anyone else. He offered to substitute someone I did feel safe with. I asked for Tommy and he nodded.
He smiled at me, "I think Tommy was quite taken by you." I blushed and shyly smiled. "I think it was two-way." I blushed deeper. It was true. That fuck with Tommy was almost beyond reality and it wasn't just his cock size but how he used it and handled me. I wondered if I should still assure Mr. Nolan of my feelings about it, but it became unnecessary as he pulled me into his strong embrace and spoke into my ear. "I am the one putting you into these situations, Megan. You don't need to worry about how I feel about what happens." I smiled up at him with relief and kissed him. That was the difference. That was why I was his and he knew it. His strength of will and control. How I might respond to others was separate from what my response to him was. I might enjoy others, and I certainly did Tommy, but I was Mr. Nolan's. And, it was as simple as that.
The day of the shoot Tommy drove me to the local Eclipse club. The shoot had to occur during the day when the club was closed but the plan was to substitute pictures of the club at night as an introduction to the set. It looked different in the daylight and no crowd waiting to gain entrance. As Tommy led me inside, that looked equally different. The interior without the mass of throbbing partiers seemed cavernous but when they turned off the bright, heavy lights used for cleaning and preparation and turned on the party lights, it took on a familiar feel but without the people and noise.
I was dressed in a similar outfit as that night with an obscenely short red, pleated skirt, white sheer blouse, white stockings and red heels. The photography crew was waiting inside for me and Tommy guided me through tables to them. His massive presence was very comforting. Everyone seemed to know what was happening and who was who except me. Everyone in the group was black including support and lighting people. It was clear that BlackLand not only promoted the idea of blackness in their ventures but also in business practices. I wondered how many whites like me there was in the organization. I was so used to my little world of the five executives plus a few others that I now felt overwhelmed by the contrast of the world I found myself in and my place in it.
The lead for the shoot approached me, introduced himself and the support staff of photographers, makeup, etc. A man was indicated who stood at the side seeming uninterested in the entire process. He would be my partner in the shoot. He was big, but big like Mr. Nolan is big. I backed up a half step and bumped into Tommy, which was my intention. The guy was definitely not Tommy, but the image they were trying to duplicate wasn't about Tommy but a contrast with me. The leader went through the shot sequence like we were filming a movie or something. He described the specific shots he especially needed to capture both inside the room upstairs and from the floor of the club like that night.
Then, I was whisked away. I looked over my shoulder as I was led to a woman waiting with makeup. Tommy gave me a reassuring smile and thumbs up. This was his club and these were Blackened people so there shouldn't be a concern but the efficiency and unemotional approach to the preparation of being fucked in front of all these people was intimidating. The shoot began following the man and me going up the stairs to the second floor. His hand on the small of my back, my micro skirt hiked up a bit to show my ass cheeks when standing but exposing my ass as I ascended the stairs in front of the cameras behind me.
Nobody really knew what had happened inside the VIP room that night except for the images that the entire world seemed to have seen based on the number of shares they had on various social media platforms. I ran through what had happened and the leader wanted to try it. The man who would be 'doing' me was agreeable but I could see the concern in his eyes. He glanced at Tommy who was leaning against the empty bar of the suite. This would be interesting. Tommy had held me for virtually the entire fuck. I knew Mr. Nolan could do it for a time, but not that long. This guy wasn't even Mr. Nolan, how was he going to manage?
The photographer positioned everyone and it began. The time before I was partially naked when I was given to Tommy who had stripped me in front of the window. This time, the lead had the guy undress me, then undress himself. I was very conscious of the cameras moving around us as I sank to my knees as I normally would. I lifted his hanging cock and began licking it. It seemed odd to me that knowing what was going to happen, he was still soft, but wondered if maybe it was a function of fucking on camera so much it was like a job rather than something he did from arousal until he was specifically aroused by someone. I decided I wouldn't take it personally. I hadn't encountered any other men who weren't aroused to at least semi-hard in anticipation of fucking me.
I licked and kissed his cock with two cameras circling me. It was distracting but the cock hardening gave me a new focus. I moved my mouth to the top and took the head into my mouth, moving my mouth up and down over it, taking more and more, deeper and deeper into my mouth and then my throat. He gasped out, "Oh, fuck... I... wasn't expecting... that." I smiled around his cock.
It was weird to have cameras circling us, the click of the camera with each shot, and the lead making comments for either the photographers or us. At first, I was unprepared for him directing us. I guess I thought they would simply take pictures of us fucking, but I was wrong. He had me stop with the cock in my throat for pictures. Then, too slowly to back off so they could get pictures of the wet cock shaft from my mouth. Then, it was apparently time for the real action.
The lead gave the guy directions and he followed them. I had given them a detailed description of what had led to the pictures everyone saw on social media. The lead seemed to be following that step by step to satisfy the bosses. With the guy now hard, the lead directed him to take me to the floor to ceiling glass wall. He fondled my breast, then one hand leaving and moving to my crotch. The image of what was happening flashed in my mind back to that moment with Tommy. He leaned down to kiss my neck and shoulder and from there could reach my pussy, just as Tommy had done. I played my part as the cameras clicked around us. I parted my legs and I felt a finger wiggle between my pussy lips.
For some reason this wasn't as stimulating as I remembered it. I remembered being over-the-top stimulated at this point with Tommy. Maybe it was the distractions and the voice directing our action. Maybe it was the guy. It felt to me like he was going through the motions, like this was another job for him without the passion I had always felt from the men before. This was going to work, though. I was determined that it would.
I looked through the glass wall at the club floor below and I imagined it filled with partiers and dancers. I saw the crowd in my mind looking up, pointing, and poking each other to look up. I was exposed before them as I was being fondled, my naked body inches from the glass.
I turned and dropped to my knees to take his cock into my mouth, again. This was out of sequence from what really happened, but it was meant to capture the essence of what people saw on social media. I wrapped my hand around his cock and took the head into my mouth. I remembered my hand not going all the way around Tommy's cock, not the same here. I deepthroated him and pulled more gasping from him before he pulled me up quickly and the lead was dictating and trying to keep up with the suddenness of the guy pulling me up. Tommy had simply lifted me off the floor until my arms and legs could take hold. This guy didn't manage that. He tried but his strength didn't quite allow it. I looked to the side at the lead and said I could jump up. He nodded. I jumped and the guy caught me but stumbled backward a step. I wrapped my legs around him and locked my ankles... something else I couldn't have done with Tommy. I had to concentrate, to focus on this moment, not the one before.
When I felt the hard cock on my butt, I reached down and moved it to my hole. I settled down over it and the guy pulled his head away from me and looked at me with some surprise. His cock was big, but not Tommy and not Mr. Nolan, either. Once settled onto him, I focused completely on fucking him like I would Mr. Nolan or one of the other men were doing this. I pulled up and let myself fall down on the cock inside me. My pussy muscles clamped around the cock just the way Mr. Nolan likes it. I was fucking him and milking him. Then...
"NO... stop... don't... OOOOOOOO, shit... nooooo...."
I felt his eruption inside him. I felt his cock jerk and swell but I continued to fuck him, holding him tightly to lift myself and drop down. It wasn't until later that I would realize he had wanted me to really stop fucking him. He wasn't supposed to come so soon.
I was off his cock, standing on the floor by the window as the guy began making wild gestures toward me while talking to the lead director. The photographers seemed to be sharing some kind of shared joke. I turned in confusion and strolled over to Tommy who still leaning against the small bar.
I backed up against him comfortably and his arms wrapped around my nakedness. One hand moved a breast. I asked, "What happened? What are they talking about?"
I could feel Tommy chuckling by the movement of his body. His thumb and index finger trapped a nipple and he rolled it between them. "Near as I can make out, the guy came too soon. They wanted a facial shot, not cumming inside you." He turned me around and easily lifted me onto the surface of the bar. He lowered his face and kissed a nipple, then my lips. "Don't worry about it."
"Worry about what?"
"He said you did something to make him cum." He looked up from my breast, "What did you do?"
"Nothing." I felt so comfortable with this man. So safe, just as Mr. Nolan assured me I would be. "I just fucked him. That's what they wanted, right? When the man isn't as big as... well... you or Mr. Nolan, I clench my pussy around the cock. It makes it feel better. Mr. Nolan likes it sometimes, too. It's what I do, Tommy."
Just then, the director approached us. He said we would have to wait until the guy could recover to finish the shoot. Tommy checked his watch and shook his head, "We may not have time for that. We need to have this room cleaned up before the club opens." I jumped off the bar and confronted the lead, asking what was needed to complete the shoot. He considered me, then thought about it. "Basically, just the cum shot."
I looked up at Tommy but remembered what Mr. Nolan said about him. I looked around the room. There was a half dozen black guys and the leader, himself. I told him, "Pick a guy. I'll suck him off for the cum shot. All you really need at this point is a black cock about the same size, right?"
There was a small huddle of men and Tommy chuckled as every one of them volunteered. He said, "I'll bet you every one of them is hard right now, too." I smiled.
In minutes, I had the lucky guy blowing his cream over my face and dribbling off my chin onto my chest and breasts. They said it was a great shot. But my fuck partner didn't look very happy about it.
Everyone left but Tommy held me back. He made a phone call and shortly a woman showed up at the door with a robe. He handed it to me and gathered up my clothes. "I'll take you down to the employee locker room. It has a shower." I had already wiped my face and upper body, but a shower would feel good before dressing.
When I came out of the locker room, Tommy was waiting there. He said, "The club is about to open up. Want me to take you home?" I indicated with my face and head that I didn't. "Okay. Let me make sure the guys are setup and we can find a restaurant." I smiled and he chuckled.
The only clothes I had were the club outfit I wore for the photo shoot: obscenely short red, pleated skirt, white sheer blouse, sheer white thong, white stockings, and red heels. This was the way I walked two downtown blocks in the early evening light. I knew my nipples were visible and, though I adjusted the skirt as low as possible on my hips, my skirt flew up with some regularity as a tunnel-effect of the tall buildings increased what wind there was. Tommy whispered to me as we walked to hold his hand and let the other one hang loosely at my side. In other words, let the skirt do what it would. I got a lot of stares, approving by most men, appraising by some women, and disgusted by more women. It was very exciting. I was sure I was thought to be a slut, especially alongside a black man so much taller than myself. I squeezed his hand and he chuckled.



During dinner I looked across the table shyly at Tommy. He felt my look and paused in eating to look over at me. "Tommy, can I ask you something?"
"Anything, Ms. Collins."
"Okay, two things. First, can you stop calling me 'Ms. Collins'? I'm nobody. Call me 'Megan'."
He put his fork and knife down and smiled at me. "Sure, Ms. Collins. Here's the thing with that... one, you are with Mr. Nolan and to me he is either 'boss' or 'Mr. Nolan'. So, you become 'Ms. Collins'. Two, you are way more than 'nobody'. You're not one of those floozies that hang on a hot-shot's arm for attention or power. You might serve a purpose for Mr. Nolan personally and in business, but that isn't what you use around the rest of us. And, three, Mr. Nolan asked me to look after you, which I am more than happy to do. I like you... a lot. So, whatever you want me to do, just ask, but you are 'Ms. Collins'."
I smiled at him and sighed in resignation. "Okay, then, the real question. Today wasn't very... satisfying." I shyly looked up, then back down at my plate. "I... ah..."
He chuckled and lowered his voice to just above a whisper. "You didn't orgasm and you're frustrated." I nodded and blushed. I was asking for a fuck and he knew it without my saying it. "I could tell you didn't."
I looked up quickly. "Really?" He nodded. He'd seen me fucked satisfactorily before in the VIP room and knew how I reacted. I smiled. I pulled out my phone from the little purse I carried. "I need to ask Mr. Nolan..." Tommy smiled at my embarrassment... and obvious need. The call connected on the second ring. After the 'how are you' exchange, he asked what happened at the shoot. Apparently, someone had already talked to him. I stammered while attempting to reply when Tommy put out his hand and wiggled his fingers to take the phone.
"Sir, this is Tommy." A long pause. "I see... no... no, no... sir, I think the shoot went fine. The problem, if you can even call it a problem, is Ms. Collins fucked him too well." Pause. "That's it, sir." Pause. Tommy laughed. I thought this was sounding better. "She used her pussy muscles on him. She says it's what she does." Tommy chuckled. "I don't want to speak badly about the guy, but he's a prima donna. How can he blame the woman? Sir, I talked to the director. He thinks it worked out with Ms. Collins volunteering to give one of the other guys a blowjob to get the facial." Another pause and Tommy looked over at me with a smile. "I'd say frustrated." Short pause. "No... no, she didn't."
He gave me a big smile as he handed the phone back. "Sir?"
"I'll have Reggie deal with that guy, don't think any more about it. Now, what did you need originally."
"Thank you, sir. I was wondering... well... as you know, the shoot was kind of weird and..."
He interrupted, "Tommy said you were probably frustrated and I am guessing you are wondering if it would be acceptable to ask Tommy to help you with that." I giggled and confirmed it. "Megan, I miss you. I miss my slut not being with me, but mostly I miss the very decent woman who is my slut." I blushed and thanked him. "Was Tommy smiling when he gave the phone back to you?" I told him he was. "That's likely because I told him what I am about to tell you. When I am gone, Tommy is the one man I trust completely with you. The only condition is that both of you must be agreeable." I smiled over at Tommy. "I'll see you in a couple of days, Megan."
"I hope you're horny when you get home, sir." He laughed and assured me he has been.
When we approached the club after dinner, it was already opened and a long line had formed outside. Holding Tommy's arm, we walked past the line of hopefuls. I was almost comfortable being in public in such a short micro-skirt and sheer top when I began hearing murmurs from the waiting people as we passed by them. I noticed several people point our way and lean together to whisper. I assumed it was my outfit.
I followed Tommy to the club as he checked in with his group and checked the security of various club locations. Everywhere we went I felt eyes on me. After a tour of the club, he led me back to the front entrance. We stood by the door as people were periodically let into the club. A woman at the front of the line squealed, "It's her! Eclipse Girl! It's her!"
I was completely taken aback and several people tried moving forward but were stopped by the security guys. Suddenly Mark Johnson, GM of this club, was standing next to us. He was appraising the scene. He stepped in front of us so only we could hear him. "You know who they are calling for, right?" I shook my head. "Eclipse Girl. You." I looked at him blankly. "You're not on social media?" I shook my head. "Okay, well, since those pics of you were posted online, you have been trending. #EclipseGirl and #Eclipse are spreading like a California wildfire. You, Megan, are #EclipseGirl. You can't believe the free publicity we're getting. I was talking to Terry about this today." He looked over the crowd stretched down the sidewalk and turned back. "Listen, Megan, I know you are the secretary and not one of the performers, but..." He thought for a moment, "Would you mind walking down the sidewalk? I'm betting a lot of people would want selfies with you and that would be easy publicity."
I looked up at Tommy. I still wasn't connecting what all this had to do with me. How could all these people be connecting that single event to seeing me now? Tommy shrugged, then nodded with an air of 'why not?'.
I walked the line with Tommy right behind me. As soon as some people saw me in the light, it started, again. 'EclipseGirl'. A group of three young women put a phone out toward me and asked for a selfie. I moved next to the rope and they surrounded me instantly. Several selfies were snapped. Then, it seemed like they all wanted to do it. After a dozen, I asked a young woman why.
She gushed, "Are you kidding?! You're like THE club scene icon, now. What you did was what most of us dream of but don't have the courage to do."
I turned to Tommy, "That photo shoot today may make a bigger splash than they anticipated." He nodded.
Eventually, after about an hour mixing with the crowd, we went back into the club. Mark Johnson, the GM, found us. "Unbelievable. #EclipsGirl just exploded." He walked away staring at his phone.
Inside the club was little different than outside. People were asking for selfies with each step. Sadly, I began feeling sorry for celebrities. Tommy pointed at a couple guys and waved them over. He bent down and nearly had to yell into my ear to be heard. He said I could dance with these guys while he had a word with Mark Johnson. I grabbed his hand and reached up to his ear, "What about my..."
"Fuck, right?" He smiled. "I just had I idea about that. I'll be right back."
That was puzzling, but the two guys whisked me off the dance floor. With the sheer top and micro-skirt, we were given room so others could ogle. My sheer thong was showing more than it wasn't. The guys danced well, better than I could, and there was a lot of grinding of body parts together. My nipples were rock hard from pressing into hard black bodies and my thong was probably see-through they were so wet.
I felt a strong hand on my arm and found Tommy. He was pulling me toward the doors leading to the VIP rooms upstairs. Finally, I thought, I get a good fuck. What a slut I've become when fucking a stranger in front of cameras doesn't do it for me, anymore. I had delicious thoughts of the things I could do for Mr. Nolan when he returned to thank him for allowing me to be with Tommy, again.
On the stairs going up to the next floor, he stopped me on the landing. "You wanted a fuck to eliminate that frustration you've been carrying around, right?" I nodded enthusiastically. And his monster cock would definitely do it for me. "The crowd sure likes #EclipseGirl, don't they?" I looked at him questioningly but still nodded. "How about we combine the two? I have an idea for a fuck that will take you and #EclipseGirl into orbit." I stepped past him and started pulling him. I didn't know what he had planned, but I knew I could always trust Tommy and his monster to rock my soul.
Tommy opened the VIP room, the same one we had used before, and I rushed in. While Tommy poured a couple drinks, bourbon on rocks, I moved to the wall of glass and looked down on the throbbing mass of partiers below. The throbbing wasn't really throbbing, though. I looked for a volume nob and found it at the edge of the glass wall and turned it up. The music was electric-dance and the DJ had the place jumping. Tommy came up behind me, his hand slipping around in front of me to hand off my drink. I took it from him and sipped it and smiled at the same time as his now empty hand pulled me into him. I squirmed a bit against him and felt his massive cock pressing into my lower back even though it was still mostly soft. His hand slipped up my body to my breast. He did it with such comfortable calm that it seemed perfectly natural and acceptable for him to so casually begin fondling my body. In fact, it was perfectly acceptable. Mr. Nolan made that very clear to us and I was very pleased that I could accept Tommy as the other person of confidence in my crazy life.
I continued to sip my drink as his hand slowly became a bit more intentional. His big fingers fumbled a bit with the small buttons of my blouse, but he managed, pulling the blouse from my micro-skirt, and fully opening it. His hand now fondled naked breasts and nipples. I leaned my body and head back against him, sipping my drink but otherwise opened to his wandering hand. And he wasn't shy about it wandering. After fondling my breasts, he bent over further while sliding his hand down my body to pull the short skirt up and massage my wet pussy through the very wet thong. When he pulled the thin material to the side and slipped a finger along my exposed pussy lips, my legs opened wide and my moans filled the room, though barely heard even by us with the throbbing sound coming in from the DJ below.
I slid a hand behind me and stroked the hardening cock under his khakis. After slipping one of his thick fingers into my pussy, I gripped his cock through his pants and groaned my need. He took my empty drink glass, then moved me a step closer to the glass wall, which put me only inches away from it. He told me to open my eyes and when I did, I saw the mass of people below, a few of them motioning up at us. I smiled through my lust with the memory of last time.
I leaned my head back, "You're going to do it to me, again." It wasn't a question. It was a verbal recognition of the obvious. He slid my blouse off me, kissed my bare shoulder, and cupped both my breasts. He bent over further with his hands moving over my body. His fingers fumbled with the clasp and zipper of my skirt and pushed it to the floor. I moan and gasped at the feeling of once again being so blatantly displayed. I turned to the side and pushed my thong down my legs and kicking them and the skirt to the side. I turned and reached up on my toes to kiss him hard, gasping at the feel of his hardening cock pressing against my stomach and igniting the memory of what that cock felt like inside me.
I pulled his polo shirt out from his pants and pushed it up his body, but I couldn't reach high enough to fully get it off him. He grabbed the garment and pulled it over his head while I began working on the belt and zipper. I sank down to my knees quickly to remove his shoes and socks, then pulled his pants and underwear down his legs. He put a hand on my head as he stepped out of them, then sighed himself when my hands held his cock and my lips and tongue began kissing up the shaft from his balls to the head. I slipped my lips over the head and took it into my mouth, sucking and twirling my tongue over it. It was his turn to gasp as I took more of his cock into my mouth and began a slow fuck over it, my mouth stretched wide by his size.
Tommy lifted me up but didn't stop with me standing. He continued to lift me off the floor until I wrapped my arms around his neck and my legs around his body. From last time, I knew I couldn't hook my ankles behind him, he was so big. I was shaking at the thought of a repeat fuck like last time while exposed to the glass wall. I kissed him hard, prepared for anything this massive man might want to do with me. I felt his cock pressing against my butt, then against my pussy. I felt him moving the head until it stopped at my hole and I gasped as I let myself sink ever so slightly over the head, feeling it spread me and fill me. I pressed my face into his shoulder as I allowed my grip to slacken more and sink down over the brutish cock filling my pussy like only it could. It took me a while to settle down, pull up, and let myself settle further down over it. Tommy was patient, though.
I almost had all of it inside me. At least, I thought I did by the immense fullness I felt by the massive cock stretching me with each inch it moved deeper. I muttered into his shoulder, "Oh... damn... fuck... ohhhhhh... yessssssss..." The cock hit me deep inside. I remembered last time and wiggled on top of it, shifting and pressing down until more of the pole found a way to enter me. When it was all the way in, I shuddered. I lifted my head, mashed my lips into his big lips and we dueled with tongues our passion and desperate need. I finally pulled my face back, "Oh God, Tommy! You are amazing."
He only chuckled as I pulled up, feeling the pole inside me sliding through my tight pussy sleeve before I dropped back down on it. I shuddered, again. "OH... FUCK... MEEEEEEEEE!" I gasped and panted the words. "OH... Tommy!... oh... my... God..." I orgasmed, again! My, God. We hadn't really started fucking, yet.
Then, I was shocked. "No." No? He had said that single word with authority and firmness. I was sitting on his pole. I had just orgasmed on it. What did he mean, no? I looked at him in disbelief. He smiled and chuckled. "I mean, not like this. I have something else in mind for this display of EclipsGirl."
I still didn't understand what he meant but he wasn't waiting for my understanding. He lifted him off his cock. My mouth gaped open as I felt his cock slowly pulling from my gripping pussy until it was woefully empty. He set me on the ground and immediately turned me to face the window and the people below who were mostly watching us, again. I saw the phones being held in the air capturing pictures of us through the glass. He leaned over as his hand slid over my exposed front.
"You trust me, don't you?" I nodded numbly as I continued to shiver at the sight of people looking up at me... at us. "I am going to fuck you, but you'll have to trust me to hold you safe."
I leaned my head back to look up to him, "I do, Tommy, you know I do."
Then, how he managed what he did next I might never truly understand. With my back to his front, he lifted me up until our heads were roughly level to each other and quickly wrapped an arm around my ribs below my breasts. My arms swung out but there was nothing to hold onto and the same for my legs. But he held me firmly. I was like a limp doll in his arms. One arm slid down my body, pressing against my hip as the hand went between my thighs. I spread my legs wider and... I felt his hard cock pressing against my pussy. His fingers nudged his cock along my pussy lips until the head sank into my hole. I gasped as I again felt the stretching and fullness of his cock just entering me. I moaned.
"Oh, God, Tommy! Oh... my... God. You... fill... me..." I couldn't do anything to control it either to slow the penetration or speed it up. He again held me with both arms as he slowly settled me down over his pole. I was inches from the glass wall. I looked down and gasped. The music still throbbed but most of the people were dancing looking up. Those that weren't were looking above the DJ. I looked over and moaned loudly. The large screen over the DJ normally used to display graphics and images in support of the music now displayed a live feed of me impaled on Tommy's cock. Another orgasm crashed over me. My orgasmic shaking was highlighted by the flopping of my arms and legs as they hung uselessly beneath me.
Phones were pointed at me and at the screen. Tommy lifted me up to the point when it felt like his cock would slip out of my clasping pussy. I glanced to the side and saw the camera had zoomed in on our coupling, the giant black cock poised just inside my white bald pussy.
Tommy whisper into my ear, "Can you hear them, Ms. Collins? EclipseGirl... EclipseGirl." My God. I hadn't focused on the sound, but he was right. It had only been noise to my lust-clouded brain. But they were... they were chanting and dancing. "#EclipseGirl is going to rocket to new heights tonight. Are you ready to join her?"
"Oh... Tommy... I... just... keep... cumming... and cumming." I shook, again, with another orgasmic peak. "I... I... I'm... already... mmmmm... in... OGHHH FUCCCCKKKK... I'm already... in... orbit..."
I thought he was dropping me when suddenly it seemed I was in free-fall. But when my pussy bottomed out on his cock, his arms wrapped around me securely. The impact jammed into my cervix and slid deeper. Then, he pulled me tighter into his body and lifted me just enough to allow him movement for his hips as he started thrusting violently up at me. Somewhere in the back of my mind, I heard a loud, collective gasp at the sight of the final stage of our fucking.
I had no recollection of how many orgasms I had experienced, but I was aware of Tommy's pending climax. I felt his cock swell unbelievably larger and pulse and jerk inside me. He rammed one final time into my pussy and, again... I thought I might be blasted right off his cock. I went fully limp in his arms. My head sagged back against him while remaining securely in his arms. How had he held me for so long? How had he fucked me so magnificently with no assist at all from me?
Tommy's voice pulled be back. "Hear those cheers?" I looked out and somehow my body had enough blood blowing to blush at the spectacle we had made. "Acknowledge your fans, EclipseGirl." Dumbly, I waved and blew kisses as I remained impaled on Tommy's cock and he kissed the back of my head and shoulders.
We sat naked in the VIP room for quite a while. Tommy made sure I drank plenty of water, then he made us both another drink. I sat cuddled next to his large body. Finally, I put my drink down and curled around until I could reach his soft cock with my mouth. I spent minutes licking and sucking his cock clean. Then, I retook my drink and settle into him, again.
His arm around me, the hand lazily fondling a breast, he asked, "Can I confess something?" I nodded. He seemed tentative so I kept the side of my face pressed into his chest. "It's going to sound crude." I challenged if it could be cruder than what we just did in front of hundreds of people with phones sending it into the internet? He chuckled. "True. So... anyway... I think you're the best fuck I've ever experienced. And, it was twice."
I pulled my head up and looked at him, "Really? Nothing to do with Mr. Nolan?" He shook his head. I settled back into him, "Thank you, Tommy. How I have changed, huh? I'm so proud of being a good fuck..."
He laughed, then, "I suppose I should get you back home, huh?"
Without looking up, I responded, "You know what Mr. Nolan said."
He took a deep breath, "Or, you could spend the night with me."
I smiled and kissed his skin. "A better option, sir. I like that one." He held me tightly and I saw his cock move. "Tommy... can I ask a personal question?" I felt him nod. "You seem much more devoted to Mr. Nolan than just a job. Why?"
He took a deep breath and stroked me. It was idle movement as he thought about my question and I was sure he was weighing if he wanted to answer it. After a deep exhale, "I don't even remember the details of our first meeting. I had been released from jail... drugs... and we met on the street. Later, I remember my knuckles were bruised and bloody. There must have been a fight of some kind. The next day, Mr. Nolan was on the same street. He was looking for me. With the haze of the night before lifted, I recognized him and remembered some of what happened. I was fighting with some guys who I owed money to. He had stepped in and threatened to call the cops. He wasn't a small guy and I had been holding my own by myself. Both of us probably seemed too much and they split. He told me I could have a job at his club. I was to show up, cleaned up, and sober the next night at 8:00 PM. He met me there and gave me the job on one condition, that I stay clean." I finally looked up at him. He gave an embarrassed smile. "At the time, I didn't know who he really was. He probably saved my life."



I reached up and kissed him. Then suggested we get cleaned up and dressed. He probably had something to do for his job. He laughed, again.
When we stepped out of the door from the VIP level, Mark Johnson was waiting. He showed us his phone. It meant nothing to me. Tommy said, "#EclipseGirl is in orbit." I smiled, then saw partiers crushing toward us for more selfies. I pressed back into Tommy with a warm glow spreading over me. Yes, there was Tommy and he can do that to me by himself, but there was also impact of what was happening and had happened to me with all this. I accepted what Mr. Nolan wanted. I accepted that Mr. Nolan would ask things of me that my previous life would have had no comprehension of. I now dress like a slut, I am an office slut to five black executives, I get fucked in front of hundreds of people and have images of it spread across the internet, I have been used by men and women at Mr. Nolan's discretion, and I am not only willing but eager to do it all. Yes, I smile because I accept what I now am. I am a slut.



            A Slut Life Ch. 01

            Teresa's beginning as a slut.

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/a-slut-life-ch-01

Title: A Slut Life Ch. 01

Author: ikeman48

Category: Mature

Description: Teresa's beginning as a slut.

Tags: wife, slut, exhibitionism

Series: A Slut Life


CHAPTER 1: THE BEGINNING
Pulling into the driveway and pressing the remote to open the garage door, I glimpsed to the dining room window covered by the closed sheers. I see the faint glow of light coming from further inside the house. I smiled. Ryan has waited up. I left him a message this night could be late and not to. I assured him we could talk in the morning. I'm a big girl, I can come home to a quiet, dark house. I had always thought our love was boundless and nights like these were just an example of the commitment and trust and openness we share. There had been something different about Ryan lately but I pushed it out of my mind as I was leaving. I hadn't really spent much time on it, though. I was too excited about the night. So, I was anxious to see him, to be reassured.
I entered through the laundry/pantry room that empties into the house at the kitchen after pressing the button to lower the garage door. I am tired. My body is tired. My brain is tired. It had been a busy day, anyway. I had cooked and shopped. Ryan and I were planning a quiet weekend... no friends, no guests, no meetings or events... no nothing but us.
A couple steps, my high heels clicking on the floor tiles, and I stepped into the kitchen to find Ryan on the left leaning against the island in the center of the space. Straight ahead is the open space that flowed into the family room. Several lights are on, the large flat screen is muted and some sports program is on, probably Sports Center as a casual look seemed to be showing highlights of recent games. I see the open laptop that probably had succeeded in holding his attention over the TV. Ryan is very dedicated to his work.
Ryan pushes himself off the island. It occurs to me that he may have moved from the family room to the kitchen as soon as he heard the garage door. Usually, he allows me to come in and get settled. I place my small purse on the counter, encircle his waist with an arm as I pull him in for a kiss and hug. I know he can taste on my lips the activities of the night. What he tastes on my lips or smells or finds anywhere else on my body is not new. These nights have been wonderful, which is the reason they happen.
Breaking the hug, he steps behind me. With one hand I loosen the middle buttons of the long blazer I am wearing that might be appropriate for covering a micro-dress underneath. By holding the lapels, Ryan removes the blazer as I pull one arm, then pull the other out. I turn around. A coquettish smile teasingly forms on my lips. His eyes roam down and back up my body and I can see something is different.
His smile that would be matching mine isn't there. "I see you've misplaced your thong, again." Something is different. He drops my blazer over one of the stools at the island counter. Sans the thong, which disappeared predictably, I am dressed the way I was when I left much earlier: black 4 inch high heels, sheer black stockings, and lacy black garter belt. The tiny, lacy thong that had completed the outfit must be in someone's pocket... a memory item, perhaps... a trophy never to be washed, a reminder of my scent.
I am 39 years old, 5' 1" tall and about 110 pounds. I have brown hair usually below my shoulders and brown eyes. I have what I think is a voluptuous figure and C-cup tits. It is why going out, even in the dark, with just a blazer over my tits is very risqué. They are natural and often seem to have a mind of their own to move and bounce as they wish. It is part of the new me, though. I dress to tease and entice, especially on these play nights.
Ryan's hand slips down my body and dips a finger into my pussy as I open my legs for him. He looks into my eyes as he lifts his finger up between us. "How much this time, slut?"
I am taken aback. His finger has come out of my used pussy covered in the cum of other men. His comment has shocked me. It has taken us a while to reach this point in these activities, but no matter how slutty I might behave, it started with him. This is how our marriage has evolved, transformed, expanded. It has done so mutually. Eyes wide open. Full awareness. Full acceptance. In truth, it was at his suggestion, encouragement, and interest while pulling me along until I felt the same way. Which is why his reaction now is so surprising.
"You're a fucking whore!"
He walks away from me. He turns off Sports Center, his laptop, the lights in the family room, and begins moving to the bedroom. I don't understand what is happening. This isn't right, not the way this is supposed to happen. He should be greeting me with a passionate kiss and teasing me about the night in anticipation. I should be taken by the hand to fuck him in our bed while I tell him about the night, about three of his friends fucking me. This was the night of his scheduled poker night but he had to work late. They guys called and suggested that I come anyway to be hostess. Why ruin what would be a fun night? This wasn't the first time, obviously. Ryan had left a message for me. Just something with work. Something needing him to prepare for something for tomorrow. That was before the other call. My participation has occurred before. I had called Ryan at the office and left a message. I had called his cell phone. Several times. Left messages each time. These poker playing nights have turned into more of a cliché, 'poke her' nights.
Suddenly, everything is wrong. Nothing about this feels natural or comfortable or... REAL.
I call out to him, "Ryan... what's going on?"
He stops. For a moment, he stands there with his back to me. Is he merely thinking? Or, is he calming himself? Why is he having to calm himself, though? When he turns to face me, I can see in his eyes as they move over me. These aren't the eyes I am used to. I am standing between the kitchen and the family in heels and stocking. Before, his eyes would say he wants to fuck me and to share what happened. These aren't those eyes.
"How could you?"
"How could I what?" Whatever this was about, my Latin nature was raising its emotional response.
"You just decide to go off to spend most of the night fucking?"
I stepped toward him but his hands come up as if they would emit some force field to hold me back. Wherever this was coming from, now I was pissed. "Look at me, damnit! Look at me!" I stood before him. arms out to the side. I knew what I looked like at that moment. Naked. Stockings and heels. I could still feel the semen of three men inside me and I didn't doubt that he could see the shine of it on the insides of my thighs. "This is what YOU wanted. This is what you want to display, exhibit, show off. This is what you wanted to share with others. Remember? This was YOU."
"You went off without... you just went off by yourself... you just decided..." He was whining. God! It sounded so pathetic.
It made me even more pissed. "Fuck you! YOU had this night planned! You always plan these things. You want to share me. You pled with me and you finally talked me into it. Well..." I had my arms out displaying myself, again. "Well... here I am. You succeeded. I did all this for you. Now you resent it? How dare you! I left you I don't know how many messages. Were you even at the office?" When that came out, I paused. Was he? Or, did he just tell me that? Why didn't he get my calls if he was at the office?
He seemed pathetic. He had no argument. What was his problem? "You wanted to fuck them. It wouldn't have mattered what I said."
I was flabbergasted. "What? You wanted this. You wanted to share me with your friends and even strangers. Remember? So, yeah, I want to fuck them. I like it. I enjoy being desired by men. You succeeded and now you aren't happy? What do you want?"
"I want it to stop. This was a mistake. I thought this is what I wanted. I thought this would fill our relationship somehow. I was wrong. You like this too much. I should have known. Tonight, you showed your true self. You're just a whore."
Okay. Maybe I should have taken the high road and tried to defuse what was happening. Maybe I should have just agreed with him that we could stop. But... damnit... a whore? I lost it and with it my marriage.
"You whiny bastard!" How could I hurt him? That was really all that flashed through my mind at the moment. Not how could I save us, but how could I hurt him. "You want me to stop what you started? After these men you've put me with, you want me now to be happy with your puny little penis? I can't even call it a cock. A cock is big enough to be fulfilling, satisfying. Yours..." I laughed. And, at that moment, I knew we were done. And, at that moment, I also understood how much of what I said was just the truth coming out. The way I really come to feel. He's been on a mission to share me, to make me into his little hot-wife. Well, he did. I had been happy before. I didn't want anything to change. He did. I did change. Because he wanted it. And, yes, now I like it.
The words went on. Not just that night, either. That was the ultimate problem. The words kept coming out over the next days. It was amazing what was built up when it finally came out. Ryan wasn't happy with what we were doing. Maybe he hadn't been for quite a while. It had only been a year and a half when I thought about it. But I wondered when it had occurred to him that he was making a mistake. I wondered when it was that he started resenting how much I was enjoying it after he had to try so hard for me to try it, to let another man use me. That, of course, led to others, mostly his friends but also complete strangers from hotel bars. The variety of men was exciting for me and if that was making him happy it added more excitement for me. Apparently, his excitement and happiness hadn't lasted as long as mine. I was now convinced he had merely waiting for the opportunity to try to blame me. However lame that opportunity might be when he chose it.
The divorce was at times nasty and messy but ultimately quick as we ended up with a non-contesting agreement. He tried to put it all on me as being unfaithful. I countered, through my lawyer, with names of some of his own friends who would attest that it was Ryan who arranged the meetings. I also captured emails from his computer from other men he had somehow connected with for visits at hotels.
Our state allows for quick settlement when there are no contesting claims. We ended our 12 years of marriage painfully but quickly with dividing our common worth (he kept the house) and a nice alimony based on his income (a nice big income).
* * * *
I've been in my new 1-bedroom apartment for about two weeks. I didn't need the house if I was going to be single, again. I wasn't sure he did, either, but I imagined him starting up a new relationship pretty quickly. Of course, that led me back to the curious thought if he really had been in the office that fateful night. I had made the quick decision not to fight over that or the house. I ended up with more liquid assets without the house.
The apartment was roomy and nice, even as a single bedroom. It was on the top, fourth, floor with a balcony facing into the commons area. The complex was four separate building forming a square. On the inside of the quad was a common resident building with a recreation area and rooms for reservation for gatherings and meetings. A large pool and patio area and large lawned green space with trees and shaded benches completed the inside area. I was glad to have that view rather than the one on the other side of the building overlooking the parking area surrounding the outside of the complex.
I had been out shopping and struggling with packages, getting my mail from the box in the small lobby of the building, and fumbling for my key card to unlock the door when I heard, "Let me get that for you."
I turned at the voice. There were strict rules about letting strangers into the building to guard the security for everyone. I recognized the man reaching his own card to the scanner at the side of the handle as the complex superintendent who I had met when applying for the apartment. I gave him what I hoped would pass for a warm smile but not much in my life was feeling hopeful or smile-worthy. I mumbled a 'thank you' and passed to the waiting elevator. As I rode the elevator to the fourth floor, I felt bad about the encounter. He seemed like a nice man and the look on his face as I stood in the elevator as the door slid closed made me think my response to him hadn't been what I had tried for.
An hour or so later, I had changed into my comfortable relaxing-at-home-for-the-evening attire of large t-shirt and panties when there was a knock at the door. Still being new to the complex, I was surprised at someone being at my door so I used the spy hole to check. It was Mr. Swenson, the superintendent. I considered how I was dressed, but relented rather than having him stand outside longer.
He glanced at what I was wearing as the door fully opened. I knew the man-sized t-shirt didn't do much to cover me but they were comfortable. He cleared his throat, then, "I... I may be out of line but... could I have a word with you? It's Teresa, right?"
That was confusing. Was this official or personal? I stepped aside to allow him to enter. "Of course, Mr. Swenson." He stepped inside and stopped. I moved past him to the kitchen area on the right. "Can I get you a beer, wine, or something stronger? I was just getting myself one."
"Uh... okay... a beer, thanks. Please call me Harold." I smiled. Maybe it wasn't official. Then, what?
I saw him move to the edge of the kitchen as I opened the refrigerator and bent over to look into the bottom shelf. "All I have is Miller Lite..." I glanced over and found him looking not at the refrigerator but at my butt and it finally dawned on me that the t-shirt probably had pulled up my bent over body to expose my panties. I was nervous about why the superintendent was here and trying to be hospitable, but... I grabbed two cans and straightened up, handing one to him. I could feel a blush spreading over me as I moved to the living room. I sat on the couch next to the sliding door to the balcony and he took a chair on the other side of the coffee table.
As I sat down, everything about the situation became uncomfortably obvious. I hardly knew this man and he was the authority figure of the complex and here I was... like a trollop... What might he be thinking of me? Mr. Swenson appeared to be 60 years old. He was about six feet tall, grey hair that was thinning on top, and still trim, still in shape. He had soft eyes that were blue and a gentleness about him that was partially masked by nervousness. I thought it was quite charming but that made me remember the impression I must be giving. I didn't have a bra on and I noticed my nipples pressing against the thin fabric even without them being fully erect. The t-shirt wasn't really long enough and when I sat down it rode up my legs to my hips. I had to cross my legs to avoid my panties being in his face, so to speak.
"Teresa... in the lobby I was reminded... well... you've just moved in and I don't know if I've seen you seeming happy. Are you displeased with the apartment or the complex?"
I smiled at him and relaxed some. "Harold, are you so caring about all your renters?"
He smiled at my tease and chuckled. "Only the really pretty ones." He was very charming.
"It has nothing to do with the apartment, Harold. I do like it. I like the entire complex setup. It's just..." He raised his eyebrows to encourage me gently and took another drink from the can. And then it all poured out. Sure, I left out major details about the divorce, the sharing and hotwife. I dumped just enough about changes my ex wanted, and convinced me to accept, then how he didn't like that I had changed. Blah, blah, blah. I was surprised after so many minutes how it had all exploded out of me. I apologized to him after I caught my breath.
"Don't apologize that you hurt so terribly deep inside." He leaned forward, his forearms braced on his knees and he gave me another gentle smile that seemed to project a fatherly caring. This man was something else.
I pushed up a smile onto my own face. It was probably strained but it was there. "Are you sure you don't seek out renters to council?"
He gave a more comfortable chuckle, "I assure you, Teresa... only the pretty ones." I smiled. That could easily be a come-on. This whole thing could easily be a come-on but it just didn't feel that way. He leaned back in the chair, maybe content that I had managed to dump all that and ended with a smile at his tease. He drained the rest of his beer and fell pensive for a moment as he gazed at the can in his hands. I decided to wait. "Sometimes it helps... to be with someone you don't know to let it all out." When he ventured a look at me, I was staring at him with a new level of curiosity. I waited, wanting him to continue. "I won't say I understand how you feel. I haven't lost something through divorce but..." He breathed. His fingers were pressing into the sides of the can making a crinkling sound. "I lost my wife. Lost... isn't that a peculiar term? They leave, you leave or they're taken away. She died... suddenly... just over five years ago. An illness. Sudden. It left a hole in me I am still filling with life. I guess what I am saying is that I understand how it can feel, how it can leave you with an emptiness, and how it can leave you angry... resentful." He looked up and focused on me, leaning forward, again. "But... excuse me for giving out advice you didn't ask for... don't let it consume you. Don't leave that hole empty too long. Go ahead and be mad, grieve if you need, but fill it with something. Make a decision about what your life should be going forward... always forward, Teresa. Then move. Whatever you decide, then move toward it. Always forward and leave the rest behind."
Then, he stood up. He looked embarrassed by all he had said uninvited. He moved to the door with a side move to place the can on the kitchen counter. I stood and called out, "Mr. Swenson... Harold... you said you felt empty for a long time. What finally allowed you to move on?"
He stopped with his hand on the door handle. He turned halfway and when he looked, I was sure his gaze truly saw my body this time. There was no 'official business' remaining. He was just a man and just being a man he noticed it all.
"I took a trip. In fact, I just got back before you moved in. An island. Beautiful. Amazingly beautiful. Completely different than outside here. And, it's off-season. Quite cheap now. I'll leave the information in your box." He hesitated. "I don't remember how I chose that place but...", he smiled, "... it opened my eyes. It showed me just how alive I still was."
I rushed up to him. I think I took him aback. I hugged him, thanked him, and gave him a peck on the cheek. After the door closed, I leaned back against it. What a nice man. Maybe he's right. If it could help him from missing his wife of years and years, couldn't it help me from missing a man who changed my life and then discarded me?
It was several days later when I found an envelope without a stamp on it in my mail box. I took it upstairs with the rest of the mail. I dropped the mail on the dining table and fingered the unmarked envelop. Was I nervous for some reason? The alimony provided enough money for the apartment and living, though I already knew I would be seeking a job, too. I didn't have much experience, but I could get something. He said it was cheap now.
I kicked off my sandals as I ripped the envelope open and idly moved toward the balcony sliding door. I slipped two fingers inside to pull out a brochure and dropped the envelope on the coffee table. I stepped out onto the balcony as I gazed at the front of the brochure. It was an island resort. Words jumped out at me: Private. Secluded. Tropical. Enchanting.



The sun was hot as I stood gazing at a scene of bikini clad women on a sandy beach. I glanced around, checking the other balconies, checking below at the pool, checking the other buildings. What the hell! I quickly pulled my shirt over my head and dropped my shorts. My bra and panties were little different than the bikinis being worn down at the pool. I reclined on the chaise lounge to study the brochure. More words jumped out: All inclusive. Self-contained. Adults, only. Carefree. Daring. Provocative. Of course, it had a toll-free phone number and web address.
I left my clothes and the sun to power up my laptop. I poured a glass of wine from a fresh bottle, plunked myself on the couch with the laptop and typed in the address. I laughed out loud as the page opened, "That old dog... adults, only... it's clothes optional!"
* * * *
I traveled a good part of the day including the last leg to the island on a loud, turbo-prop plane that could only accommodate a couple dozen people and luggage. By their dress, everyone seemed to be tourist which made sense because there was little industry on the island besides fishing and the service industry of resorts, restaurants, and shops. In the spirit of a vacation of discovery, I chose to wear a short, flowery colored, pleated skirt; a form-fitting white tank top of tee shirt material; red strap sandal heels; white, semi-sheer thong; and, dangling jewelry for my ears and neck. No bra. I knew my nipples would be drawing attention all day, especially walking in the heels that tended to make them bounce and jiggle. My suitcase contained clothing of a similar sort. I may have wondered what I was doing going to a resort like this by myself, but if Harold at 60 could find something by himself, so could I.
Several vans awaited travelers at the small island airport. The van I needed to the resort on the other side of the island carried another couple besides me and three single guys who appeared to be traveling together. The three were less than discreet with their staring and it occurred to me that maybe Harold had discovered something with this place.
Stepping into the reception area I was greeted with obvious updates to the small resort that excited me. The brochure had been clear about the 'clothes optional' aspect of the resort. This was NOT a nudist resort but the pool and adjoining beach area was clothes optional.
My room was on the first floor midway down one arm of the resort and facing the ocean beach. The resort building was in the form of a 'V'. The lobby, restaurant, bar, and shops were at the apex. The two arms jutting out to form the 'V' opened to the pool, spa, games area, and the beach beyond them. The room had large sliding glass doors to a semi-enclosed patio opening into the commons area. Opening the doors allowed the sound of people and waves to float in, enticing me out to explore. After unpacking and stowing my luggage in the back of the closet, I returned to the small patio to consider what to do with what remained of the late afternoon and evening. Despite the fatigue of airports and travel, the feel of salt laden air, the sound of the ocean, and people enjoying themselves was an intoxicating draw.
I stripped out the clothes I traveled in, opened one of two tubes of sunscreen I had packed, lathered my Latin brown skin, then considered the attire options I had for my first time venturing out. Clothing optional. But did I have the nerve? View of the pool and spa areas were partially obscured by bars, umbrellas, and access control fencing (I supposed so you didn't drunkenly stumble into the pool at night). Even so, though, I could see more than a few guests naked or topless. But not all were.
I selected a bikini. It was the most modest one I packed. Both top and bottoms were lined and both provided coverage. The thong and Wicked Weasel (especially purchased for this trip) might be for another time.
I walked the path along the side of the pool area wearing sandals, a floppy hat, and large sunglasses in addition to the bikini. It was an interesting feeling as I looked into the pool area. Seeing the naked and semi-naked people casually active or sunning caused me to feel conservatively dressed in a bikini. When I approached the beach area, I had the same reaction. Many people were clothed in some form even if it was topless for some women. There were a number, however, who were fully naked, both men and women. I walked through the beach to the edge of the water where I stood, first looking out over the ocean, then gazing in both directions before looking back onto the beach. It was easy for my eyes to be drawn to those naked and I smiled to myself as I tried to imagine Harold here. What was he thinking to come here? What did he experience that allowed him to turn the corner of the loss of his wife and to feel that he could move on?
The resort might be small, but the expanse of beach was not. I slipped off the sandals and carried them as I walked at the edge of the gently lapping water. I had no intention or expectation. I was just allowing myself to becoming lost in the feeling of the tropics and being away from everything back home. I wanted to see if I could achieve what Harold had. I wanted to move forward, to leave the past behind. The warmth of the sun, the rhythmic sound of the waves, the humid, salt-laden air that could quickly put a sheen on my skin, and the expanse of water and endless horizon all worked to open and free the soul. I had soon left the resort beach far behind but the beaches seemed endless, passing into public beach, then another resort evident ahead. All the while it seemed to contain a steady stream of people of a similar mindset as myself: just strolling, just being. Many were in small groups or couples.
I suddenly realized I couldn't see the resort, anymore. I couldn't even distinguish where along the expanse of beach it might be. So, I turned around. I didn't bring a watch... not wishing to be tied to time while here... but feeling the need to eat after the long day. Something to drink, too. Definitely, something to drink. This was going to be good. I could sense it.
I showered and lathered twice to rid myself of the layer of sunscreen. I chose a short sundress. It had a full skirt, tight at the waist and formed over the bodice with thin straps tied at the neck. I wore bikini panties and heeled, strap sandals. I managed to get a table for one. The hostess looked at me concerned but I explained I had just arrived and preferred at least a short time to adjust. She smiled when she seemed to understand I wasn't lonely by being alone.
The meal was nice and I consumed two glasses of wine with the fish, rice, and salad. As I was leaving, the hostess got my attention. "I understand what you said earlier, but...", she pointed down the hall, "... the club is really quite fun." She gave me a wink and bright smile.
What could it hurt? It wasn't like my intention was to remain by myself. I wanted to interact. I've just had Ryan for so long. I mumbled to myself, "Forward, girl!" I smiled to myself. That's what Harold had said, always move forward and leave the rest behind.
The hostess was right. The club was hopping. It was so crowded I wondered if every guest of the resort was here or if people also came from outside the resort. Regardless, it looked like fun. I found a spot along the side to stand and watch. I flagged down a waitress who was dressed in a glittering silver bikini top and similar material as a short skirt. The other waitresses were dressed the same and I noticed they all were sprinkled with body glitter where they wasn't material, which was most of their bodies.
I was moving to the bass beat and enjoying being a voyeur when I heard next to me, "You have to be expecting someone. Can I help you find him?" I looked up at him. He was probably a foot taller than me. He was quite handsome, about 30 maybe. His hair was solid black with no greying or receding. He had the whitest smile and sparkling eyes. He exuded confidence but without it being a negative.
"Are you teasing me about me height?" He laughed. "Do I look like I am missing someone?"
"No... no, but... I just can't imagine why else you are standing here by yourself. Half the guys in here have been checking you out. No offense, us guys are just like that." Now I laughed. That was certainly an interesting ice breaker.
I let him buy me a drink. His name was Adam. Before I knew it, he had me out on the dance floor. I love the way music makes my body move but I have never really thought of myself as a dancer. He, though, was amazing... flowing, easy, and smooth... like his come on. Soon, I was feeling both the drinks, the two glasses of wine at dinner, and the music. I turned my back to him during a fast beat and bounce my butt back towards him. He must have moved up to me because I was bouncing my butt against him and I felt something interesting pressing against me. The next song switched to slow. Many couples were leaving the floor for more drinks but I was spun into his arms. My arms went around his back.
I looked up into his face. His eyes searched mine for a few moments, then, "How come I haven't seen you here before?"
"I just arrived this afternoon. How long have you been here?"
"My entire trip." I looked up at him curiously. He smiled. "My time here ends tomorrow. Just my luck."
As we swayed, I pressed into him. I felt him... against my abdomen. That familiar flush washed over me. Move forward. I tilted my head back and stepped onto my toes and reached my face up to him. He lowered his and we kissed on the dance floor. The first kiss was more tentative, checking out each other if we meant something by it. I reached an arm up and pulled. We weren't dancing anymore. Our bodies were still moving but not to the music. It was more of a grind to something beating inside the two of us.
The wonderful kissing we shared on the way to his room smoothly escalated once inside. His hand behind my head slid down my bare back. I felt his fingers slide down my back until they slipped underneath the back of my dress. His fingers came back out and felt the clasp and short zipper of the dress. He pulled back and searched my face. I simply nodded and kissed him, again. He opened the zipper and slid the straps off my shoulders. With a few inches of separation, the dress fell to my hips but were quickly pushed down my legs. My breath was coming ragged. I wrapped my arms around him and smothered him with kisses, my mouth engulfing his, our tongues suddenly doing battle to probe each other's mouths.
I shivered in anticipation as his hand moved back up my side to hesitate, again, at the side of my breast. I sucked in a breath and unconsciously held it as his hand moved in front to encase my left breast. I groaned into his mouth, releasing a held breath. I separated our bodies slightly, maybe just inches, but enough to give encouragement to his hands. Encouragement that he took. As I held his face and kissed him, his other hand found its way to my right breast. I groaned more as both breasts were fondled, deliberately but gently.
My own hands left his face. I caressed his back, then his chest from outside his shirt. His heart was beating fast. I could feel it. My hands on his chest. Beating as fast as mine seemed to be. His hands still on my breasts I let my own hand slip down to his belt. I pulled back from the kiss, neither of us using our hands to hold the kissing but again pressing our faces together to keep our hands free... free to touch, to explore. When I pulled back, I looked into his eyes and face. I sensed something in his expression. I glanced down at his hands on my breasts, then to my own hands at his belt buckle. I allowed my fingers to drift down over his crotch. It felt unbelievably full.
I looked back up to his eyes and smiled. I pulled my fingers away but only inches. I was surprised when his hands left my breasts but smiled as I saw him nearly ripping the buttons open on his shirt and pulling from his body. I placed my hands flat on his bare chest and felt the strength of his toned body, then I wrapped my arms around his neck and pressed my bare breasts into his bare chest, again engulfing his mouth with mine.
In moments, he was moving us from the doorway where we still stood to the edge of the bed. His hands caressed my upper body. His mouth left mine and began kissing his way down my neck to shoulders to chest and breasts. I arched my back to his kisses and felt him leverage me into the center of the bed. I pried off my shoes and kicked them to the side. He paused.... I smiled at him and gave him a slight nod. I watched as he knelt back on his heels to gaze at me. Naked except for a tiny pair of panties under his gaze, I blushed. How many men had Ryan put me with and now on my own I blush? I didn't panic. I didn't fuss or get nervous. I wanted him to look. I enjoyed him looking. My entire body was responding to him, to his kisses, to his touches, to his looking.
He leaned forward to kiss my stomach. He continued to kiss down to the top of my panties. I gasped and tensed in anticipation. He kissed further down, kissing my mound from outside the thin fabric. I moaned as a kiss was planted at the top of my pussy. He opened my legs further. He kissed further down. I felt his lips press the wet fabric. I moaned louder and shivered.
I rose to my knees and pushed him onto his back. I repeated the same kisses on him, my fingers matching his action by opening his slacks. I kissed his abdomen as I pulled the zipper down and tugged the pants past his hips and down his legs as he raised his hips. Then, it was my turn to gazed at him. His tight-fitting boxers made his arousal very evident and I wasn't believing what it indicated. I looked from it to his face and back to his crotch. My fingers moved to the waist band as if they understood the only way I was going to believe it was to expose it. I was licking my lips obscenely as I grasped the waist band and began inching the garment down. He raised his hips again with a groan indicating his own anticipation. As I peeled the garment down, my mouth fell open and my eyes stared. Hard. Massive. My fingers left his boxers down around his thighs and groped up to caress and fondled 11 inches of hard cock. I held it with both hands and they didn't fully cover the length. The girth was such that my fingers didn't quite close around it. I gaped at it. In all the months Ryan had set me up with his friends, none were even close to anything like this.
He rolled us over so I was on my back. He stripped his boxers the rest of the way off, then stripped off my panties. I like to stay shaved. He smiled at that. I had wanted to make love. Now, seeing how big... gigantic... his cock looked... I wasn't sure it would fit inside me, but I wanted this. I wanted something. I wanted something with him desperately, intensely.
He leaned forward onto me. He kissed just above my mound. I opened my legs to him. Not many men had seemed interested in touching me there before... not like this. I gasped when his lips covered the top of my slit. I spread my legs even further and rotated my hips up to open myself to him even more. I felt his tongue part my pussy lips and slide down to graze over my hole. I was beside myself with feelings I couldn't believe. Ryan wanted a hotwife and it had ruined our marriage and in return... after that... I somehow managed to deny myself the thing I found I enjoyed so much. This... what was happening... what I accepted by allowing him to take me to his room. And... now... I found myself desperate for this.
"OH... MY... GOD... ADAM!"
It was intense. Amazing. Overwhelming. I shivered and gasped and sighed and moaned and groaned. Sounds flowed from my mouth without inhibition, without thought, without awareness. I knew there were other words but I wasn't conscious of them, they just flowed out. I heard someone... me?... saying words like 'yes, yes, yes', 'please, yes' and on and on. Within only minutes, my body stiffened, then shook. Adam's tongue was probing inside my pussy, a finger softly rubbing over my clitoris. My body seemed to explode and I heard sounds erupt around us... my sounds. I orgasmed within minutes of starting and I had barely touched him, yet. I had denied myself since that night and I had denied the recognition of need and want and desire building inside me ever since.
I was gasping, panting for breath. Perspiration beading over my forehead and upper chest. I raised my head from the bed and gazed down between my heaving breasts to see Adam peering up at me from between my thighs, a silly smile formed on his mouth, his lips and chin slick with my juices.
I reached my hands down toward him and he crawled up along my body. His naked body on my naked body. I felt his hard monster of a cock pressed against my abdomen... and stomach. God, it was big. We kissed. Rather, it seemed we were both intent on getting inside each other through our mouths. I wanted every part of my body to feel every part of his. My breasts pressed, flattened, into his chest. My electric-charged nipples poking into him. One of my legs wrapped around his to feel his body pressing against my pussy and clitoris. His hard cock pressed against my body.
This time, I rolled us. I slid down his body, my hands and fingers finding his cock before my kissing lips on his body came to the crown of his cock head. I kissed it and smiled. Yes, I wanted it all. Somehow, I would experience a big cock.
I felt his hands on me. I looked up at him, my fingers around his cock, my lips pressed against the head. He was shaking his head... no.
I raised my head. "I want to make you cum, now."
"I do, too. I want to be inside you, if that's okay."
I nodded emphatically. God, yes, that's okay! My pussy was drooling in anticipation of this thing invading me.
He was rolling my nipples as my eyes gazed fixedly on the cock in my hands. I heard his soft voice, "Are you sure it's okay? You look..."
I want to smile up at him to reassure him but I am not sure what the lust within me showed. Probably just my lust. "You're so big... I guess I am a bit nervous... it'll probably hurt... maybe... yeah, probably... I want to, though. God... I never imagined one like this... slow, though? Can you do it slow? I never have... God, you're so big..."
He pulled me up his body. My pelvis immediately started rotating, rubbing, pressing itself against his cock. He kissed me, again. He told me to ride him. I would be in charge. I could go as much as I wanted, as deep as I wanted, as fast or slow as I wanted. I could continue or stop. My control. As he told me this, I felt his cock twitch between our bodies. I sat back on his thighs. I knew what he suggested, of course. And, he was right. It would give me control of working myself to take his cock. The position would also provide even more penetration, not that penetration was going to be an issue. He held his cock straight in the air and I shivered. I licked my lips in anticipation. A truly big cock.
I straddled his hips and knelt down keeping myself high to stay above his upraised cock. I put one hand on his chest for support and used the other to take control of his cock from him. A gasp escaped my mouth as I lowered my pelvis to his cock head. He smiled up at me. I bit my lower lip with determination but also a bit of intimidation. I moved the cock and my pelvis, my wet pussy sliding over the head. It was so erotic. Just that much seemed intense. As I moved, his cock hit my clit and it shook me, like a jolt of sexual electricity sparking through my body. The cock settled at my hole and I sucked in a huge breath. I lowered my body a mere inch and the head went in, stretching me wide. I gasped. Some of my held breath releasing. I settled down a bit more and sucked in more air as just a few inches of his cock seemed to stretch me wide and fill me. It was only inches, though. There was so much more. I settled down a bit more and quickly rose as a feeling of stretching too much came over me. Adam pulled me to him, kissing me and stroking my shoulders and back. He whispered a reminder that I was in control, as much or as little was up to me. This man was unbelievably gentle and considerate. Why did he have to leave tomorrow?



I kissed him hard. Just the motion of leaning into his kiss moved his cock that was barely inside me. The movement was delicious. While we kissed, I pushed back more to take precious inches more, then pulled back. More and less. More and less. Each more was several inches. The stretching was an amazing feeling. I wouldn't say it wasn't a form of pain, almost a sense of stretching to the point of tearing. But I knew that was silly. There was some pain, discomfort certainly... but delicious, too. Each small stroke filled my vagina with more cock and the feeling was increasingly wonderful, beyond arousing. Soon, all I considered was more cock. Deeper and deeper. As I moved back and forth, I sat up and I was taking more of him. Now it was up and down, more and more of his cock.
He reached up and fondled my breasts, pinched and tweaked my nipples while I continued to move up and down on his cock, taking more and more. I orgasmed with a shuddering shaking and crying out. I didn't have him all the way in but I came. And, that seemed to do something. My pussy clenched and spasmed around his cock. My pussy flooded his cock with juices. Without more pain I sank all the way down during my orgasm. At first, I didn't realize what had happened. It was so intense. The head of the cock pressed into the top of vaginal chamber and it sparked another peak in my orgasm. It was too much for the moment and I fell forward onto his chest and his arms wrapped around me as my orgasm washed over me.
I was gasping and panting. The first clear thought that came was, he hasn't climaxed. I sat up straight, his cock sinking completely into me, again. His hands returned to my breasts. The words that came from my mouth sounded strange even to me, a rough, lusty sound, "Your turn. Fill me with you cum."
His hands shifted to my hips and I nodded. Yes, help me to make you fill me with your cum. I bounced on his cock like a wild woman. My breasts bounced and swayed. I felt his cock head jam into the top of my pussy repeatedly. I felt so full of cock. I felt so erotic and sensual and wicked as I bounced on him and encouraged him and cried out as my arousal spiked yet again. My pussy was so tight around his cock I felt it swell and pulse. I saw his face contort and felt his hips rise up to meet my downward thrust. When he came inside me, I felt it. I felt his cum filling me! A smaller orgasm rose up inside me as he came and I joined him.
That night would be etched in my brain forever. That night was just the start of a marvelous new start to a life I was originally put on by a man I thought would love and cherish me forever. Now I knew my life was mine to control, this new way of life I was set upon was mine, and only mine, to control. A new taste and I knew.
That night opened my eyes to a realization I already knew: I really might be a sex maniac. I had been with men at the direction and arrangement of Ryan and began to desire it enough that it broke our marriage. But now, I have done it myself. I have found my own man and an amazing experience. And this was just the first night on the island. This first night wasn't finished, though. Not by a long shot. His cock remained inside me as I lay panting on his chest. Even beginning to soften and shrink, its length stayed inside. As I lay there, I flexed my pussy muscles around him. After several moments, I felt his cock twitch and swell. At first it was just a small movement, but soon it grew more.
He rolled us over. Even as his cock was stiffening, he began fucking into me. OH, GOD, YES! Thank you, Harold.
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CHAPTER EIGHT: ROLES EXPAND
I was sitting at my desk proofreading the final version of a document Mr. Wasson needed. It was a case Mr. Wasson had an outside attorney handling locally for us involving an actress who had become pregnant. To the company, it was completely frivolous. If the script requires a visible creampie, of course there is going to be cum inside her, which is why all contracts not only require up-to-date STD exams but some form of pregnancy control "of her choice", putting the responsibility squarely where it belonged.
Minutes ago, I had left a conference in Mr. Wasson's office between he, the outside attorney (yes, another black man), and me. The purpose of the meeting was to finalize changes to the document. I made the rough changes from his computer as they indicated to me. Of course, after that I was asked to give them an impromptu, grinding, strip-tease to no music... amazing what a girl can learn to do when challenged. After that, I sucked both men to straining erections, and they gave me a rotating spit-roasted fucking as I was bent over a chair back. One would fuck me in the pussy for about a minute, then they would switch and the other man fucked me as I sucked a slimy cock with my own juices on it.
I was now redressed in the outfit Mr. Nolan selected for me this morning. Not only the office slut but mainly Mr. Nolan's personal 24/7 slut, my dress and availability at the office is less for his enjoyment as it is for the other four executives and bonus incentive for others they choose to include during the day, like this outside attorney from L.A. Today, Mr. Nolan had chosen a colorful dress with floral print in the skirt with blue background and yellow, red, and green splashes of floral design and a solid blue attached top with a bare back and plunging neckline to the waist and consisting of a loop of material crossing at my neck and looping around it. The skirt was pleated and very short. Underneath I wore a sheer blue thong that right now was quite wet from the aftermath of the last fucking. My legs were bare but I wore the ever-present high heels, these were black. The skirt was short enough that I was sitting on my basically bare butt and when I got up would likely leave a 'pussy kiss' from my normally, now very, juicy pussy.
I heard the door to the hallway open and glanced up, seeing a very large black man enter, but my focus was on finishing the last sentence of a paragraph and highlighting it to mark my location. I then looked up with my professional receptionist/secretary smile and bright eyes to greet the visitor, when...
"TOMMY!" It was completely unexpected to see him at the executive offices and it was a split second between seeing and believing. I pushed my chair away and scrambled around the side of my reception desk and leapt unabashedly from several feet away into him. At 6' 6" and 280 pounds, he was a mountain of a man compared to my 5' 2" petite frame and he easily caught me, my legs and arms wrapping around him, though my ankles couldn't quite lock on his massive, muscled body.
I kissed him with the passion I had come to honestly feel for him. When I came up for air, I asked, "What are you doing here?" I blushed and quickly added, "No, no... I just mean I've never seen you here before."
He chuckled, "Hey, Lil One." His hands were on my bare butt cheeks and easily hoisted me up to adjust his hold and allow my legs and arms a better hold. "I have a meeting with the boss."
I tilted my head at him and ignored, for the moment, the last part of his comment. I gave him a peck of a kiss, my lips pressing quickly to his large lips. "I think I like that much better."
He looked puzzled, then smiled teasingly, "You mean my hand on your almost bare butt?"
"No...", I giggled, "... well, yea... I mean, you called me 'Lil One' instead of Ms. Collins."
"I think that's better, too, Tommy." My back was to the voice but there was no mistaking the voice of the man I had given myself to.
Tommy turned us sideways so I could see Mr. Nolan, but did not put me down. "Sir, the meeting is not on your schedule..." He laughed as he closed the remaining distance between us and put his hand out to Tommy. They two men shook hands, Tommy shifting my weight to his left arm as he did. One of his fingers moved along the wetness of my thong and he commented on it. I smiled, my attention split between the two men and I quietly confessed, "You know what happens in the office."
Mr. Nolan asked Tommy, "Ready, Tommy?"
"If you are, boss."
Mr. Nolan looked at me in Tommy's arms, my bare back, his hands holding my butt under my very short skirt, and added, "Bring her along. She's part of this."
Tommy didn't put me down until we were in Mr. Nolan's office where he actually placed me onto one of the chairs gently. Damn, the size and power of that man was like taking a sex-drug! It felt like my arousal faucet was turned on in my pussy. As Tommy took the chair next to mine and patted my arm draped along the arm rest, I looked across the desk in front of me at Mr. Nolan and the look of pleasure and amusement on his face as our eyes locked and it was as though I could feel my nipples harden in that instant. The impact Mr. Nolan had on me went straight to my soul.
Mr. Nolan's demeanor shifted as he turned his attention from me to Tommy. He took a moment to appraise the man next to me, then began reciting something he was putting a lot of emotion into. He told Tommy how proud he was of the job he had done for the company and himself. How highly he was thought of by his team at the local club, how Mark Johnson couldn't come up with enough positives to fully express how effective his group was performing. Mr. Nolan hesitated and when he continued, he was obviously emotional, something I had rarely seen from him show with another man.
"Tommy, I am always proud for anyone who excels to the extent you have, but, in your case, it feels more personal. I want to thank you. I am struggling with knowing how to fully express it, though."
I looked to the side at Tommy. It was an amazing thing to watch happen between these two men I respected and admired over any others. To hear Mr. Nolan struggle with his emotions like this, to see this brute of a man blush and become uncomfortable from mere words, and to know the history between them... my eyes welled up and I fought to not let any fall. This was their moment not to be distracted by a reaction from me.
Tommy's deep voice cracked, "Thank you, sir... I... I don't know what to say... just... I hope you know I'll never let you down."
Mr. Nolan smiled, "From the start I never doubted that. Which is why I have a proposition for you..." My eyes flicked from one to the other like I was at a tennis match. I was watching something amazing happening, but I did wonder what it had to do with me, that this conversation might have been more comfortable without me. Mr. Nolan always has reasons and plans ahead, though. "Tommy, I want to promote you to an executive position to take over security of all our locations but especially the clubs. As you know, I was recently out visiting the other clubs. What I came back with was a realization that there is a need for best practices and common expectations. Your group is the only one I have not found issues with. Whatever you are doing here, I want done everywhere else."
Tommy studied Mr. Nolan intensely, then, "Sir... thank you, but... I'm not an executive, hell, I don't even like being a manager..."
Mr. Nolan chuckled, "Hell, I know that. There is an old management theory, the Peter Principal. It basically contends that many people in management are promoted because they do well in their jobs and end up in a position beyond their skill, then fail and everyone wonders why. I don't intend to do that to you or the company." Mr. Nolan then laid out what he was thinking for the position. Tommy would have dotted-line responsibility to the other locations, but the day-to-day management would still reside locally. He wanted Tommy to establish what works well at this location, evaluate what the other locations are doing, and determine what best practices could be spread throughout the organization. He would still have this club as his but to succeed he would need to find a way to get the other locations to respect and follow him the way they do here. He wanted Tommy to use the open office here to work with me in documenting those practices, procedures, and expectations. The pay, benefits, and privileges would all follow with the position. "Tommy, I know this might sound like a stretch to you, but I need this to happen and I really do believe you are the best man I could find for it. I'll always be available if you need to bounce issues around, but you can lean on Megan, too. She's amazing when it comes to taking ideas and thoughts and putting them into documents."
Tommy looked at me and I beamed back at him and nodded. This was amazing. Now I understood why Mr. Nolan had acted the way he had earlier. From where Tommy came from and where he was now and was heading... he had proven himself to a very demanding executive. Tommy looked from me and my smiling, encouraging face and back to Mr. Nolan. "Sir... I... wow, I'm beyond knowing what to say..."
Mr. Nolan leaned back, "Well... you can say, yes, but... I'll sweeten the offer." He flicked his eyes to me briefly, then back to Tommy. "Megan." Me? What about me? "Tommy, you've not only proven to me that I can completely trust you, but you have to Megan, too. Megan completely trusts you. She has no reservations about you. Tommy, I know her and that is huge." I was still confused about what he meant by sweetening the offer with me. "You know what happens in the office with her. You'll be a part of that, too, of course. But..." he looked at me, "... unlike the others, I can trust you with her away from the office... when I don't need her."
I still gave Tommy my full radiance of encouragement in my smiling face, but I was conflicted by what Mr. Nolan had just said. Tommy accepted, Mr. Nolan looked very relieved, and I stood to give Tommy a big hug. Mr. Nolan broke out his bourbon and we toasted Tommy and our new relationships.
Mr. Nolan suggested a demonstration of their new agreement to working closer together. He had that look in his eyes I have seen when he wanted to introduce me to something new in my slut learning. I couldn't help but smile in anticipation of what that might be. He poured another splash of bourbon into our glasses and after another toast to our success, I enquired what kind of demonstration he had in mind.
"I was thinking that a DP would be very fitting for the three of us."
I know my face sagged and mouth dropped. I looked at him, then at Tommy. I shook my head, not so much in immediate refusal but in disbelief. "With both of you?!?" I looked at Mr. Nolan and his expression hadn't wavered. "You're serious? You two at the same time might split me in two."
Mr. Nolan shook his head sadly saying, "I guess you're just aren't slut enough..."
No fucking way was he getting away with that hanging out there. When I turned to respond, I say his mouth struggling to keep the corners from turning up. I rolled my eyes and smiled at being caught. He knew I would do anything to satisfy him in whatever he wanted; I had turned into that kind of woman for him. And, it was for him that I put my energies into for these challenges he put before me. He knew I would do it despite my hesitation about how it would feel. God, Tommy stretched my pussy every single time we've fucked. And, Mr. Nolan... he was the other biggest cock I have known. How would this happen?
I sighed but my demeanor changed to determination. I reached to the back of my waist and released the clasp and zipper that held the whole outfit together, pulled the waist up to get the crossing straps over my head, then shimmied the dress over my hips. I pushed my sodden thong down and dropped both on the chair I had been sitting on. Both men smiled, relaxed and comfortable, pouring a bit more celebratory bourbon into their glasses as they leaned against the edge of the desk and I settled on my knees before them lowering and removing their shoes, pants, and underwear. I looked at the two flaccid cocks hanging from the two men I trusted and desired most. I pushed away thoughts of 'how can I' to be replaced by the many thoughts of the pleasures I have reaped with them inside my body.
I had been sucking, licking, and stroking both cocks for minutes when Mr. Nolan tapped me on the head and suggested that I get the tube of lubrication from my own desk. I looked up at him with my tongue glide up the length of Tommy's massive cock. I knew he had a tube in his desk. I knew exactly where in his desk it was, just like where tubes of it were in each of the offices, the breakroom, and the conference room. He wanted me out in the main office naked knowing that Mr. Wasson still had the consulting attorney with him.
I stood, lightly stroking both cocks, and left them with a light kiss on the lips before turning and doing exactly as Mr. Nolan directed. Exhibitionism was just a part of my life, now. From being made naked in the office and at Mr. Nolan's home to wearing absurdly exposing clothing and flashing my pussy or thong almost every time I got out of a car or sat in a chair if I wasn't ever-vigilant by how I held my legs. It still sent a little shiver through me and an accompanying blush, which Mr. Nolan enjoyed seeing very much.
Still in my heels, I moved quickly to the door and closed it again behind me since the men were half naked. I just stepped behind my desk to open the upper right drawer where my tube of lubrication was located (for easy access) when Mr. Wasson and his guest came out of his office.
"There you are, Megan." He didn't even bat an eye when he encountered me naked, but his guest certainly did, despite the fact he and Mr. Wasson had spit-roast fucked me earlier. "How is that document coming? We'd like to get that finalized before he leaves."
"Of course, sir. I am working on the last few paragraphs and it will be ready for you. Sorry, sir, I got sidetracked..."
He chuckled, "We can see that, Megan."
I sat on my chair and scooted it up to the keyboard, jiggled the mouse to wake up the monitor, continued reviewing the last paragraphs from the place I had marked earlier when Tommy arrived. They both stood on the other side of the monitor watching as I completed my review. And, they weren't watching the monitor from there. When I had completed my review, I sent a copy back to Mr. Wasson's computer and set it to the main printer for two copies. I briskly walked in my heels back to the printer/copier room, retrieved the copies, and handed them to Mr. Wasson. His guest thanked me for the quick effort and put out his hand since he'd be leaving soon. It seemed so strange to be formally shaking his hand after having sucked his cock and while standing naked before him, but such was my office life.
When they turned to return to Mr. Wasson's office, I quickly turned to Mr. Nolan's office. I entered with an apology, "Sorry, sirs, I was asked by Mr. Wasson to finalize that document so..." Then I remembered, "Damn..." I spun around and returned to my desk and came back holding the tube in my hand and a blush spreading over my white body. They both chuckled.
Tommy chuckled, "An interesting office you run here, Lil One." I smiled at hearing my new nickname. "I think I am going to enjoy stopping into the office more than I originally thought." I smiled at him and looked at Mr. Nolan who was giving me an approving nod.
I spent more minutes returning their softened cocks to hardness. Then, I stood before them ready. But, how?
Tommy put his hands out toward me and I was relieved, I admit. I had not yet tried to get Tommy into my ass and I didn't want this to be the first time during a DP. I kicked off my heels and stepped up to him and jumped. He caught me while my momentum was still upward and easily lifted me the rest of the way to be above his cock. I positioned it and slowly sank over the head.
I gasped and moaned with the head penetrating me and each inch of his cock as I worked it up and down to take more of his twelve-plus length. While I worked my pussy down over that magnificent cock, my mind had lost the presence of Mr. Nolan, something I didn't know was possible for me, until I felt his fingers at my asshole with lubrication pressing against the tight opening. His single finger seemed tight as he pressed the gel into my ass, came out, and returned with two fingers and much more gel. He pressed one and two fingers through my opening, pushing the gel as far as his fingers would reach. I was clinging to Tommy's neck with his hands on my ass pulling my cheeks apart as he held me, and my pussy nearly fully impaled by his cock.
I felt Mr. Nolan's hand on my back, then his lips as he kissed it. "You trust us?" I nodded back emphatically. Of course, I did. Both of them completely. "We'll go slow. Tell us when to pause. Tell us when to fuck." I nodded and buried my face into Tommy's shoulder. I told myself I had to relax and help. I knew what to do for them. I just never imagined trying to do this with these two.
He pressed the head of his cock against my constricted asshole and it felt like there was no hole to push into. I consciously talked my way into relaxing, breathing, and pushing to assist in opening up for him. I could feel every micron of stretching as his cock pressed against my opening. Tommy had me already feeling so full... I breathed deep and slowly exhaled into Tommy neck and relaxed that hole. Unbelievably, the head popped through my sphincter. I cried out at the sudden penetration of another big cock. It felt like I was being torn apart. Anal with Mr. Nolan wasn't new. We'd been doing it since the second weekend, but this... God, this was so much more. He never felt so big inside me, even the first time, at least by my memory. I put my hand back against him and he immediately stopped moving. I almost couldn't catch my breath, it hurt so much combined with the fear from the sense of being torn apart.
I gasped and whimpered as I clutched to Tommy neck, my mouth pressed against his muscled, black shoulder. Tommy kissed my neck and softly asked, "You okay, Lil One?"
I gasped, "Okay? Okay... yes... no... yes... God... you... two... are... so... damn... big... yes..."
I pulled up slightly with my arms and felt Tommy's cock slip in my pussy and Mr. Nolan's in my ass slip to the edge of leaving. I gasped and mumbled, "More... more..." I dropped several inches and both sank back into me. I cried out, again, but now... now the searing, ripping feeling was subsiding. I raised up an inch and dropped several inches. I cried out, again.
With my face pressed into Tommy, I told Mr. Nolan, "Now, sir... now... bury... yourself... all of you." He did. In the moment of my voice, he stood erect and thrust up and it felt like he buried his cock into my bowels. I cried out, again, but this time, "OH... FUCK, YES! Fuck me... you... two... please." I gasped, panted, and grunted around increasing moans and groans. "Oh... yes... yes, yes, yes... I... I... I'm... there!" I erupted into orgasm. This time when I had the sense of splitting in two, it was from the delicious, overwhelming feeling of exploding. And, I did explode.
The men slowed as I quaked through my orgasm. When it slowed, I sagged back into Mr. Nolan gasping but my face was all smiles and exhaustion. I craned my head to reach Mr. Nolan and he kissed me hard and passionately. I then pulled up to Tommy and did the same with him. I was virtually sitting on two big, black cocks. I smiled a wicked smile and Tommy gave me a quizzical look and I heard Mr. Nolan ask, what?
I said, "Press your hips together." They did despite the strange request. "Press hard and let me go." I removed my arms from Tommy and they looked at each other questioningly. I felt their hands slowly leave my ass as they pressed together harder. I put my arms out, my legs still squeezing Tommy's waist. I waved my arms and shimmied in place like I was dancing. I truly was sitting on cock, but it must have strained them. As they laughed at my antics, their hands grabbed me, again, and they resumed fucking my two holes with a greater sense of urgency. It wasn't long before the three of us orgasmed close together.



I still marveled at the woman Mr. Nolan had enticed out of me. Mr. Nolan and Tommy weren't the only fucks for me during the day, but it was definitely the most extreme. And, yet, when I leaned back at my desk to take a breath after completing the latest task, it gave me pause. I was fucked well several times and once extremely so and I am still able to switch gears and be a functioning secretary? It wasn't that I turned on and off my appetite or willingness for sex. When I would hear one of the executives utter the words 'Megan, do you have a minute?', my nipples hardened and my pussy flooded. Even after when my mind and body were still buzzing, I would gather myself, cleanup in the restroom, and begin work. Even with my body buzzing with sexual adrenaline.
Maybe it was that thought that about mid-afternoon I realized I still hadn't shaken a nagging feeling from the meeting with Mr. Nolan and Tommy. I wasn't sure what had happened when Mr. Nolan essentially made Tommy a co-conspirator of my body. I was also sure I probably shouldn't question it. I was his slut, after all. Part of being his slut was always clear to me that I would be shared with other men and I have been, the office being a prime situation, the VIP room entertainment, and certain of his friends. Why did that action from him feel different? Why was I putting emotional time into it?
I stood up from my desk, smoothed out my dress, which once again had taken a beating during the day. I walked the short hallway to Mr. Nolan's office, leaned into the open door and knocked on the jam.
"Sir, do you have a minute?" I almost smiled at how familiar that sounded to me.
He looked up at the sound of my voice with a smile and, "Of course...", when his eyes took in my slack face and slumped shoulders. "Something wrong, Megan?"
I stepped across his office to my usual location in front of his desk with my eyes down and focused on nothing but a spot on the desktop. "Sir... I... I don't understand..." I looked up and he swiveled his chair to the side and put his arm out for me. I had a totally inappropriate feeling of needing consolation from 'daddy'. I sat across his lap and his response was interesting. He could never have avoided my bare thighs as the short skirt bunched up when I sat on him, but this time one arm was around my shoulder and the other securing me around my waist. He asked, again. "Sir... it's probably inappropriate for me to question you but..." I took a breath, "You gave me away? Did I do something... or not do something?"
He chuckled and pulled me close, "Oh... that's what this is. He kissed the side of my head. "My sweet, slut. That's what this is about?" He pulled me tight to his strong body and gently stroked my bare upper arm. "My sweet slut, Megan. I'm not giving you away to anyone, I'm sharing you with the best man you know."
"Not the best man, sir, that's you."
I felt his chuckled deep in his chest. "Thank you. I guess I can honestly say that because I know how much you think of Tommy and he you. I was the one who put you two together, remember? I had a feeling Tommy could take you over the top for you slut journey. I was right, too, wasn't I, #EclipseGirl?" I giggled and nodded. He lifted me away from his body to look me in the eyes and I found a profound gentleness reflected there that gave me pause... a good kind of pause. "I wondered if I should have mentioned that to you ahead of time but..." He tilted my face up with a finger under my chin and kissed me softly on the lips. And, my pussy flooded. God, what a slut. I wanted to feel him inside me so badly. "I should have explained this before." Actually, no. Actually, he didn't, so... He shifted me off his lap and I looked down at him. "I have to stay for a conference call in an hour." I nodded. It was on his schedule. "Call a cab and go home. We have plans tonight." He smiled at me. "No, I didn't put that on my schedule, either." Surprises, today. "Before we left home this morning, I left some things for tonight in the bedroom for you. Shower and get ready, I'll be home as soon as I can." I looked at him puzzled. He swatted my butt to send me off. I smiled as I stepped out his door. Mr. Samuels saw me and distractedly returned the smile.
Once home, I took off my heels and raced upstairs to the master suite. There on the bed was a garment bag. On top of it was a new thong, a jewelry box, and new high heels. I quickly stripped out of the clothes I had taken off and put back on several times already today and jumped into the shower. I knew I had plenty of time to get ready and I used it. I cleaned myself outside and inside, made sure there was no remaining stubble of hair anywhere, then dried and began primping in front of the mirror, my eyes flicking to the open door and the garment bag... the long garment bag and the jewelry box.
I finished getting ready as he went into the shower. I was waiting downstairs when I heard his steps on the staircase. I met him at the bottom of the stairs and said, "Wow, you usually look good, sir, but... wow." He was dressed in a black suite with white shirt and black tie under his jacket. He looked really good.
He chuckled, "You took the words out of my mouth, Megan. When I saw that dress, I knew it was you." The gown he surprised me with was a Lindsey Gown of stretch red velvet with a wrap, floor-length skirt that had a split going up to my hip over my left leg, a beautiful open back, and a deep, plunging v-neckline. I saw in the mirror in the entryway that every stride of my left leg exposed me up to my hip. That explained why stocking were not included and the thong rode high on the sides of my hips. In the jewelry box was a string of pearls and matching earrings. I was stunned when I saw them and more so when I put it all on. He stepped up to me and carefully took me into his arms. When he parted to look at me, again, he was shaking his head. "I always thought you were beautiful... but... like you said, wow."
I smiled and blushed. I never expected anything like this and still didn't know what was happening. He insisted the evening would be better as a series of surprises. His phone buzzed and he took it from the inside pocket of his jacket. "Aw... the car is here."
I was about to question that but he was already leading me to the front door. He opened the door for me, turned off the lights of the house, and offered his arm as we exited. Outside was a black, shiny limousine. The black (of course) driver was standing at the rear passenger door. As we approached, he nodded to me and opened the door. "Madam."
Once I was seated and my gown safely inside the car, he gently closed the door and quickly moved to the other side to assist Mr. Nolan. The driver looked into the rearview mirror and asked, "Directly to the theater, sir?"
"Yes, please." He turned partially to me. I was overwhelmed by it all and he chuckled. He leaned to me and whispered, "Tonight, dear, you will call me Terry. No sirs or misters."
I felt like I needed to consciously make sure my mouth wasn't hanging open. "Yes, sir... I mean... thank you." I looked at the driver, the car, touched the velvet of my gown, and gaped at Mr. Nolan, "What... thank you for all this... but what..."
He chuckled, again. "I wanted you to know how much I think of you, Megan. I've had this planned for a while. I kept racking my brain for something special for this day to celebrate." I was confused and it showed. "This day five months, ago."
Still confused, then, "No! Really? The day I accepted to be your..." I glanced at the driver. "Oh my God." I knew my mouth was hanging open then.
He smiled, apparently getting the reaction he had hoped for. "What do you know about the opera?" I confessed nothing at all. "Neither do I, but we are attending the opening of a very good one... or so I am told."
The limousine pulled up to the front entrance to the theater as if we had arrived for a red-carpet entrance. Inside, women were all in formal gown like I was. The men were in formal suits like Mr. Nolan with a few tuxes to be seen. He led me by the arm to a VIP area where we were served champagne in flutes.
"Do you attend these things often...?" I was having trouble not saying 'sir' and ended up not saying anything.
"Some, I am afraid. But, now... with you, maybe it won't be so bad." He smiled and clicked my glass with his. "Most of these people would not approve mixing with someone like me... at least someone whose business is the business I have. Nonetheless, we are very successful, aren't we? And, the bankers, lenders, and investors here are quite interested in the money aspects of our business. That is the reason I occasionally must find myself at these societal events."
I hugged his arm with my free one. "There are some looking our way."
He smiled, "Probably two reasons for that. One, those who know me have not seen you before. It seems to be a 'thing' at these fancy socials to know the details of partners and you are an unknown."
"And let me guess... two, some who know you and what you do are appraising me in the context of 'the image' I promote with you."
He turned to face me, "Megan, it is one thing for us... you... within our business world and our private life but... in this setting, these 'proper people', does it bother you... that some might see that image of the small, diminutive white woman and the power black man?"
I stepped up to him and gave him a peck on the lips. "Five months, ago, I accepted what this was. I have never looked back or questioned my decision to be yours... sir."
This time he gave me a kiss, "See why I wanted to do something special?"
Just then, a tone resonated through the room. I looked up at him and he took my flute and handed it to a roaming server. "It's time."
At intermission, it was much the same. This time, however, several couples did approach to say hello to Mr. Nolan and introduction of partners were made. He was right in that success, even his success, drew people to the source. Several of the men were with partners who were much younger and quite attractive. I couldn't help noticing the women eyeing Mr. Nolan and appraising me. I smiled pleasantly through it all. Interestingly, I didn't feel threatened, though I couldn't put my finger on the reason.
When we were alone, Mr. Nolan brought more champagne with a smile on his face I have come to know as the look he gets when his thoughts might not be quite kind. I merely raised my eyebrows and he confessed his thoughts as he led me a bit further from the others.
"Did you notice the looks you were getting from some of the women?" I nodded and almost said I noticed them looking at him, too, but he appeared to have something to say. "You are far too relaxed and comfortable with me for someone new in this circle." I tilted my head questioningly. "You're too natural. Surgery and Botox and implants are wonderful things for the woman seeking her prize companion or husband. But, then, they have to continue. They couldn't see anything on you, yet you stood beside me as though you knew you belonged. Of course, you know that exactly but it isn't what they think. And, you've done nothing to your face, nose, lips, or breasts to enhance your appeal. Except for the mature women here, and many of them are the same, you are an anomaly."
I held up my flute of champagne, "Well, I've been called a lot of things in the past five months, but an anomaly is a new one."
After the theater, the limousine took us to a very exclusive restaurant. I could tell it was 'upper crust' just from the outside. The way we were formally dressed for the theater was not out of place in this restaurant. It was a spectacular meal with wine at many of the courses. The service was such that it never seemed to interfere with our quiet conversation.
Toward the end of dinner, I reached across the table and he gave me his hand. I held it in both of mine. "This has been an amazing evening, sir... Terry. Thank you, for the evening and the sentiment behind it. I wish I had thought to give you something."
He smiled that bad boy smile, "Oh, but you will." I smiled back at him. There... he can be without the slut for only so long. And, that felt good, too.
Once back in the car, he turned toward me and we kissed. This wasn't a peck or soft kiss. This was with the passion and earnestness we often share between us. He cupped my breast as we kissed and a moan escaped my lips. His hand slid down my gown and found the slit on my left thigh and he wormed his hand inside. I opened my legs. We had a lot of room in the back of the limousine so a little shifting was easy and his fingers found my wet thong and rubbed my pussy under it. He pulled inches away, "You're wet."
I looked him in the eye, "Always for you, sir."
He looked at the driver and back to me, "Willing to have an exhibitionistic adventure?" I nodded. I was so turned-on; I'd have walked naked alongside the car if he asked. He turned his attention to the driver. "Robert, is there a time issue for your return?" He said, no. "Take the long way back. Maybe out through the islands. Drive slow." Mr. Nolan kissed me passionately and his finger found its way under my thong. I moaned, again. "Robert, are you offended by amorous passengers?" He chuckled and assured us it was not uncommon. Mr. Nolan thanked him and assured him he would make it worthwhile to him. I think Robert began protesting but Mr. Nolan was consuming my mouth and his finger entered my pussy.
He whispered into my ear, "Lean forward."
I did without hesitation, scooting to the edge of the seat. His fingers worked the zipper at the back of my waist, then eased the straps of my dress off my shoulders, pushing the bodice to my waist. He cupped my breasts and resumed kissing me. The windows were tinted so there was little likelihood of being seen from the outside, but I was sure the driver was taking peeks through the mirror, especially since he had been forewarned. I relaxed back into the luxurious seat and gave Mr. Nolan whatever access he wanted as we kissed but knew the rest of the gown would impede his desires shortly. He fondled my breasts and rolled my nipples between fingers and his tongue came into my mouth like it was about to fuck me. Once again, he had me in a fever of lustful arousal and shortly came quickly as he pushed at the gown bundled at my waist. I raised my hips with my arm around his neck for support and my high heels firmly planted on the floor of the limo. He pushed the gown over my hips, then broke the kiss to pull it down my legs and off. He tossed it onto one of the other seats facing us behind the driver. His hand slid up the insides of my thighs as he knelt in front of me. I looked at him with eyes glazed with lust as I opened my thighs wide for him.
I glanced up at the mirror and saw the driver's eyes move back to the traffic and road. I smiled as I dropped my gaze back to the approaching face of Mr. Nolan to my crotch. He kissed along my inner thighs to the edges of my very wet thong. His tongue came out to lick over my pussy lips under the thin, sheer material. I moaned and gasped.
"I love the taste of your pussy." He looked up my body and found my eyes locked on his. "What are you, Megan?"
"Your slut, sir. I'm your cock-slut, your cum-slut, your whatever-you-want-slut."
"Who else has you, slut?"
"Tommy... only Tommy... but always you first, sir." He had made his point. I might have been given to Tommy as a slut, but I would always be Mr. Nolan's slut, always first his. There would never be conflict about whose slut I really was. He dressed me up and pamper me, tonight. But I was still his slut. That's what this was about. The gown, the opera, the dinner, and limousine were all wonderful, but this, his slut, was where I resided, where I was comfortable and secure. I raised my hips at the touch of his fingers at the waistband of my thong and he removed and discard it, his face returning to my crotch.
I knew my mouth was open as I looked down at this man between my legs. My big, strong, black sir in his fine black suite on his knees between my legs. It was enough to bring an orgasm but I held it back, it would be too quick. I loved the way his feasted at my pussy, his lips kissing and sucking the lips, on my clit, his teeth gently chewing on the lips, his tongue sliding between the lips and driving into the hole. It felt like his big tongue intended to fuck me like the cock I have come to nearly worship daily. My hips rose off the seat when I couldn't resist the building orgasm any longer.
"OH... MY... GODDDDDD... SIR! YES... YES... I'MMMM... OOOOOHHHHHHHH, YESSSSSSSSS..."
My naked body shook as wave after wave of delicious orgasmic wonder spread over me with his tongue and lips slowing to a gentle, soothing caress as if his intention was to lap up my flowing juices. When he pulled his shiny lips and mouth from my pussy, his hands slid up my body to fondle my breasts. If it is possible to stumble in merely shifting in a seat, that's what I did. My body still reeling from the effects of the orgasm, I shifted to the side to take my place on my knees as he moved to sit.
"My turn, sir." I said it with a wicked, lusty smile on my face and look in my eyes as if I wanted to devour him. In fact, that was my intention. As I began working his belt and slacks, I leaned up to kiss him and taste my juices on his lips and tongue. When I pulled his slacks and underwear down, I was greeted by a mostly hard cock of 10 inches, a cock I not only cherished to have on my tongue, in my mouth, but more so in my other two holes. Mr. Nolan first showed me what it was to be a slut for his cock and only after that to be a slut for other black cocks he presented to me. Of course, the best 'other' was Tommy's. I smiled around his cock in my mouth with the thought, 'but always Mr. Nolan first'.
I felt his cock throb and twitch, his balls swelling in my massaging hand. I wondered... maybe this was all he wanted... maybe just for me to suck and swallow... only a little exhibitionistic play for the driver. Then, he clarified his intention.
"Not your mouth... not now. Straddle me and face the driver." He didn't whisper it by leaning forward or softly say it. He pronounced it so the driver was sure to hear. I was on fire, again. I would follow any direction and this was minor to some of what I have done at the club in front of hundreds of people with pictures and short video appearing on the internet. This was in front of one man, one stranger.
I rose and crouched as best I could in the confines of the car and backed over his thighs. I reached between my legs for his cock when the dome light came on in front and above us. I saw Mr. Nolan's hand move from the door armrest. He had turned the light on. He had turned the light on to give the driver a better view. I sensed the car slow a few miles an hour as I moved my drenched, drooling pussy hole over the head of the cock and slowly sank down over it, relishing the familiar feel of being stuffed with cock like nobody else but Tommy could match or exceed. As I slowly sank down his cock in one fluid motion, a long, continuous sighing, gasping, moan escaped my mouth as if the filling cock was pushing the air from my lungs.
When my thighs were resting on Mr. Nolan's, I looked into the mirror and gave the watching driver a weak smile, his eyes flicking back and forth between the road and us. He then shifted the mirror to see lower.
I leaned back to lay on Mr. Nolan's clothed chest and stomach while stuffed with hard cock. I turned my head and he captured my mouth with his, our tongues doing battle as his hands ravaged my breast, nipples and throbbing clit. I broke the kiss and leaned forward on his thighs, my hands braced on his knees, and began fucking up and down over his cock.
When we climaxed, it was on top of each other and our grunts, gasps, moans and cries filled the close space of the car. In the end, neither of us held back because of the presence of the driver and feeling Mr. Nolan release himself like that before a stranger was even more intoxicating for my release.



It didn't take long after I cleaned his cock of our mixed juices for him to redress in a fashion of being presentable. Me... I remained naked, not having been instructed to do otherwise. And, I found out why...
"Robert, what is your gas situation?"
"Still a half tank, sir."
Mr. Nolan smiled at me and a shiver of awareness went through me. "Let us fill it for you." Robert tried to say it wasn't necessary, but Mr. Nolan insisted and I think even Robert began to consider what might be coming up. Robert pulled into the Circle K after waiting for a gap in the approaching traffic. He maneuvered to a filling island that seemed furthest from the store entrance and stopped at the pumps. Robert indicated which pump to use after Mr. Nolan made it clear he would not be filling the tank. I shivered, again. As I opened the passenger side door, Mr. Nolan instructed, "Here's a card to use. While it is filling, clean the windshield for Robert."
I stepped out, walked as casually as I could muster around the back of the car, naked except for my heels and jewelry. I swiped the card, pressed the 'credit' key when questioned, and returned the card to Mr. Nolan who had lowered his window. He gave me an approving smile as I seemed calm about pulling the nozzle from the pump and inserting it into the car and locked the nozzle. I then moved to the squeegee, made sure it was plenty wet and grabbed several paper towels. Being short, I had to lean over the side of the car to reach the middle of the windshield. My naked breast pressed into the window as I pulled the squeegee back and forth, using the paper to wipe the squeegee blade to give a clean surface for Robert to see out of. The store door opened with a 'ding, ding' as I was standing at the nozzle as the tank filled. I looked up to find two young men, maybe high school seniors or a year older, stop in their tracks as one elbowed the other and indicated me with his extra-large drink container. I wanted to dive back into the car, but instead used my free hand to wave to them, pulled the nozzle and replaced it back in the pump before tightening the cap and closing the lid. I glanced in the direction of the young men as I rounded the back of the car to find them still standing gaping in the middle of the lot between the pumps and the store. As I opened the door, a smile spread over my face as I turned to fully face them and blew a kiss.
As the car left the lot, I gasped out finally, "I've never done anything like that!"
Mr. Nolan pulled me against him and kissed the top of my head, "You're a natural exhibitionist, dear. That was perfect. What did you think, Robert?"
He chuckled, "That was lovely is what it was, sir... ma'am. Thank you, this has been a memorable assignment."
When Robert stopped at the front door of the house, he moved quickly to open my door. I was still naked and I gave him an excellent view of my gaping, wet pussy as I stepped out. I reached up and gave the driver a kiss and thanked him. Mr. Nolan didn't wait and exited the car with my gown on his arm. He stopped in front of Robert and I stepped next to him as he pulled his wallet out and removed two bills, one I recognized as a $50 bill. I knew the actual reported tip would be added to the billing later.
Mr. Nolan thanked Robert, then said, "I said we would take care of you for your discretion." Robert thanked him, saying it was too much. Mr. Nolan just smiled and added, "Oh, no... besides, that's just my thanks." Without taking his eyes from Robert, "Dear, would you like to thank him, too?"
I smiled, stepped up to him and sank to my knees on the concrete surface of the drive. I put my hands on his belt and looked up at Robert and smiled hungrily, "I very much would like to thank you, too. May I?"
Robert looked to Mr. Nolan in shock, definitely not wanting to react wrongly. Finally, he agreed, probably after receiving a reassuring nod from Mr. Nolan. I loosened his pants and lowered them and his underwear to his knees. I looked at his hard cock and smiled, then looked up at him, "My God... I swear... do all black men have big cocks?" He gave an embarrassed smile but didn't respond. After he came in my mouth after fucking him with my throat, I licked his cock clean and assisted him in redressing as I might do in the office. I retreated back to Mr. Nolan who wrapped an arm around my naked body. Robert handed Mr. Nolan his card and assured him he would make himself available any time he could with a little notice. I smiled. I bet he will.
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CHAPTER 2: ISLAND FUN -- THE COUPLE
I hadn't left Adam's room until mere hours before sunrise the next morning. Poor Adam would be exhausted on his travels back home, but it was a mutual desire for the night not to end for us. The hours with him was like a light switch that brought back the hotwife feelings Ryan had thought he wanted so much. When I finally was getting ready to leave his room, it occurred to me that my room was on the same wing of the resort. When I started putting my clothes on, he stopped me. He dared me to carry them to my room. He said it could be a last erotic remembrance of him. I had smiled and kissed him passionately. Move forward. It flashed through my mind, again. Those two words from Harold. They might change my life.
I forced myself awake when my eyes registered the brightness of the outside world forcing its way through the small gap in the heavy curtains of the sliding doors to the patio. I didn't want to waste time at such a beautiful place in bed... I giggled at the thought... at least not in bed alone.
I ordered a light room-service breakfast and coffee. I took a quick shower, slipped into the short robe provided, and opened the sliding door to the patio as there was a knock at the door to the hall. As I walked to the door, I loosened the tie to provide more gap in the robe. Opening the door, I found a tall, very black man in white shorts and pull-over shirt emblazoned with the resort logo waiting with the tray. I smiled with nasty thoughts that brought a new tingle to my body. A tingle I desperately wanted to maintain and act on somehow.
I dropped the robe and took my breakfast out onto the small patio. Naked. Yes, it's a clothing optional resort but technically only at the pool and beach areas. I still felt brazen sitting outside with sunglasses on with wet hair that showed I was fresh from the shower as I sipped coffee and nibbled at toast and fresh fruit.
I was relieved when people strolling by looked and smiled. I smiled back. Another black resort service person did a double take at seeing me and changed course toward me. I nervously stayed as I was, keeping my hands filled with the coffee cup and resisting the temptation to use them to cover myself. I wondered if I was to receive some mild reprimand and clarification of the rules. Instead, the young man, who couldn't have been more than 20, walked to the edge of the patio and asked very professionally if there might be anything else I might need from the kitchen. All the while I watched, from behind the dark glasses, his reaction. His eyes scanned my entire body, though he was perhaps trying to be discrete, he failed miserably when I purposefully uncrossed legs and parted them to reach for the resort guide to ask a meaningless question about paddle boarding. His eyes became riveted on my open thighs and shaved pussy. I fought a smile straining to take over my face and asked a follow-up question to give him the chance to recover, which he managed... just barely.
I felt so wicked... and determined. As the young man walked away, glancing several times back to me before disappearing behind some plantings, I wondered what Harold had done at this resort. A smile formed on my face at the musing. He was old enough to be my father but the question was intriguing. I began wondering more about the man who had approached me as a concerned father figure.
I laid out the three swimsuits I had brought for the trip: conventional bikini I wore yesterday; more risqué thong bikini; and the Wicked Weasel. My heart started racing immediately as I threw the others back into the dresser drawer and held up the Wicked Weasel. The only purpose of a suit like this was to satisfy the minimum definition of not being naked. After slipping it on and appraising my image in the mirror, my body flushed with a warm wave flowing over me. It was nothing but three thin strips of shiny cloth held together with lengths of string. I carefully arranged the bit of material at my pussy, aligning it just so to barely cover the lips. My nipples were all that was covered on top and my breasts seemed somehow larger by the exposure. Though the material was shiny it formed to me in a way that allowed my nipples to show underneath. The look was obscene. I wondered if there was anywhere else that this might be worn. Certainly not at the pool of the apartment, or... would I dare? But here... I smiled with realization. Here, it was more covering than required.
I crammed a large beach towel, sunscreen, water, and a paperback into the beach bag and left for the sand. I found an unoccupied beach lounge with an umbrella and settled in. I was intent on not burning so a combination of liberal sunscreen and shade during the day was doing the trick. I had a light lunch salad and started with the fancy beach drinks that included a healthy amount of rum I found out. I was feeling quite mellow when I decided a bit of moving might be good and asked an attendant if it was okay to leave my things at the chair. He assured me they watch the belongings of the guests. With that, I strolled to the water's edge and picked a direction.
It wasn't long before the drinks opened my mind to the next stage. I undid the two ties of the top to be bare breasted. It felt so good that almost immediately I was pulling the ties at the bottom, too. Walking naked outside was exhilarating. I thought the suit was exciting but the freedom and exposure of naked among others, many still in some form of clothing, was more so. Ryan hadn't delved into exposing me in public but I was finding exhibitionism thrilling and could imagine being dared to do so in public could be very exciting.
I had chosen the opposite direction on the beach and found it ending at a tall rocky outcropping jutting into the water. There were fewer and fewer people strolling as they seemed to turn back the other way randomly before having to at the rocks. I stood looking out over the ocean. The feeling of the warm breeze off the water, the small waves lapping at my feet, the feel of the sand under my feet being pulled by retreating water, and the endless of expanse of water and soft puffy clouds floating in the sky. I suddenly understood how you become mesmerized by the ocean.
I moved to the dry sand, dropped the two bits of material, and relaxed onto my back. The drinks might have had something to do with it, but the sun beating down on my naked body on the beach became quite erotic.
That erotic feeling slowly took over for me. My eyes shut, my senses focusing on the feeling of the air movements over my skin, the sun beating down on my seldom exposed body parts, and the soft sounds washing over me. I soon stroked my breasts and parted my legs to feel the sun directly on my pussy. One hand shifted from a breast down my stomach and between my parted thighs. I gasped at the first touch of fingers sliding over the nub of my clit before parting the lips of my pussy, already slick with juices. My knees raised and parted to the sides. I became lost in a sense of privacy of the moment. Lost in a sense of being alone on the beach and the quiet around me allowed the sense.
My fingers became my lovers in the moment. They were unhurried, undemanding. They took me from erotic to aroused to intense. Lost in my moment, fingers of one hand pinched, rolled, twisted, and pulled a nipple. Fingers of the other hand rubbed the clit, stroked the outside of my pussy, delved inside with one, two, then three slickened probing fingers. My hips rose from the sand as my body and mind felt the impending orgasm rising within me. My fingers became more hurried, more demanding. My mouth became vocal with moans and groans and gasps. My mind flashed back to pairings with Ryan's friends, to last night with Adam and his marvelous cock... Big Cock... reaching so deep. So consumed had I become that when my eyes slit open during a flutter, I didn't hesitate or consider stopping when I spied a young couple standing right before me. They were both naked. She stood before him, her hands lost behind her and moving. His hands encased one breast and between her parted thighs. There sunglasses were on top of their heads and their eyes were fixed on my hands on my body but mostly on the one between my legs where now three fingers were driving furiously in and out.
Behind my sunglasses, my eyes opened fully to see them and that seeing added fuel to everything I felt. My hips rose from the sand and my stomach quaked in response to the orgasm that even being interrupted by strangers wasn't going to deny. Instead, the audience, which they were, was the jolt of sexual energy that sent me over the crest. My head rolled back with my mouth opened into a moaning 'O' and my panting, ragged breathing held in my chest. My middle finger curled to probe and stroke for that spot until... my legs and stomach tensed, then rolling shivers of flesh and muscle as my finger found and stroke my g-spot and built-up energy erupted with my three fingers deep in my gaping, leaking pussy.
When my breathing calmed somewhat, my eyes flashed open as I remembered the young couple. When I tilted my head to look for them, I found her kneeling before him. They had shifted 90 degrees so they could still gaze at me as she began licking and sucking his cock. I could now appreciate more detail about them. They were both well-tanned, indicating they had likely been enjoying the sun longer. They were both perhaps mid-twenties and trim. I saw the glint of a wedding band on her left hand as it held his cock to her mouth. She had shoulder length blond hair and smallish breast. He had stylized brown hair and the kind of muscle structure from the gym. His cock, which was very hard, was of average length by my widened experience due to Ryan. About six inches. They were a good-looking couple but when I shivered slightly before them it was the comparison of that 'average' cock and the one I experienced last night with Adam.
The situation was extremely erotic. I had just experienced a very nice orgasm outside in the open and they had witnessed it. I found one of my hands idly fondling a breast as the other was similarly occupied between my splayed thighs. Now, behind my dark glasses, I was the voyeur as she began a more intentional licking and sucking of his cock.
My hand left my crotch as I sat up, my other hand continuing to fondle my breast as I hesitated a moment, then made the decision. On hands and knees, I crawled the couple yards in the loose sand alongside his hip next to her. They both looked at me at the same time, he down and she directly at me after taking her mouth off his cock. His cock was glistening in the bright sun from the saliva of her mouth. I remembered my glasses, took them off and tossed them back to my flimsy suit. I looked from one to the other as my hand settled on his thigh and inched up to his hip. My eyes clearly were speaking to them and their eyes then locked on each other, shared a mutual smile and both heads nodded. Perhaps, this was the outcome they had coveted.
With the nods, my hand slid inches further to stroke over his balls and cock, joining hers. He gasped and sucked in a deep breath. My eyes shifted to the cock in my hand as she released it but remained in place as I stroked it, fondled the head, and felt every inch of the hard shaft. Her hand then slid to cover my hand as I stroked him. I looked at her to find her face one of eagerness and excitement as we both stroked and touched him. On impulse, I leaned forward, not to his cock but to her face. Her face shifted to a look of uncertainty but I continued tentatively to hers. My lips parted as I brought my lips to hers. It was brief but her lips were soft, supple, and yielding. I pulled back. Her tongue came out and touched where we had kissed, then smiled. My first kiss with a woman... at least, my first sexual kiss with a woman. And, apparently hers, too.
She pulled him to sit on the sand. I lowered my head, lifted his cock, and took it between my lips. I stroked down and up over his cock, pulled back and was pleased to see her moving in to take her turn sucking him. We traded back and forth, one sucking him, the other licking and kissing some part of his cock and balls. When I felt her fingers at my hanging breasts, any last remnants of uncertainty evaporated. I began greedily sucking on the cock. She must have shifted as I felt her fingers plunged into my wet, open pussy. Her fingers quickly left me, though, and she shifted opposite me and her lips joined mine on the head of her husband's cock. Our lips played back and forth between kissing and sucking it and kissing each other. When the man came gasping and grunting, we moved in to take his cum between us. Some cum we missed and landed on his abdomen which was shared between us with our tongues.
A few moments later, I stood, once again feeling tentative and uncertain about what had just happened. The other couple stood, though, and each moved in to kiss me in turn. I sighed; my tension again released. We quickly agreed on plans for dinner that night, the three of us giving off a vibe of shared expectation and anticipation. As it turned out, we weren't going to be disappointed.
I chose my outfit for dinner carefully. Although the resort was clothing optional outside, inside the facility clothing was required. I had splurged on some serious shopping before this trip. I chose one of the club-style mini-dresses I found. It was red with a hem that was only about six inches below the bottom of my ass and pussy. It fit smoothly over my hips and waist and the back was non-existent. The front transitioned to a straps behind the neck and the material over the bodice was loose and draped with a plunging gap nearly to the belly button to easily expose the insides of the breast. The loose material provided no support for the breasts and the front and back made it impossible to wear a bra. I finished the look with a red lace thong and matching 4" heels. I thought about jewelry but decided against anything else. Once I had discovered the resort was clothing optional at the beach and pool, I made the decision to go bold. As I considered myself in the mirror and remembered how my first night had gone, my excitement for tonight increased. I had only been with men before and the potential that tonight presented was both intriguing and stimulating.
As I approached the resort's dining room, I found the other couple, Ted and Diana, waiting just outside the door. Ted was dressed in pressed slacks and long-sleeved shirt open at the collar. Diana's eyes ogled me as I approached, my breasts jiggling under the loose material of the bodice. She was wearing a short, mid-thigh white form fitting dress with flared sleeves. The coverage of the dress made it impossible to guess what she was wearing underneath.
I walked up to them, gave Ted a quick kiss in greeting, then stepped over to Diana. I gave her a kiss, a bit more sensually to tease Ted.
I whispered just loud enough for Ted and Ryan to hear, "This afternoon... do you usually troll the beach in search of someone to entice?"
They shook their heads in unison with quick, shy glances at each other. Diana offered, "No... God no... we've been here three days and we just thought it was so amazingly erotic to just be naked. When we saw you..."
Ted inserted, "... it was just so beautiful and erotic. We felt guilty to watch, but..."
They seemed to be a true couple because Diana picked it up, again. "... we couldn't help ourselves." She looked nervous, then, "What about you, though?"
I shook my head, "I just got here yesterday afternoon. This was the first time I have ever dared to take off my suit. But I know what you mean about being naked in public and that was what happened to me out there. It felt so erotic... the breeze, sun... before I knew what was happening..." I considered them. "Apparently, you two are experiencing new options like I am." She nodded with a deep blush.
Through dinner we introduced ourselves, formally expressing what brought us to this kind of resort. They were in an experimental mindset while keeping an open mind to steps toward increasingly sensual experiences but wanting to maintain discretion for families and work. They had no explicit intention of seeking a sharing adventure but encountering me on the beach was a catalyst they couldn't resist. After the meal was finished and we were pondering dessert or drinks, I suggested she and I visit the women's room. I was definitely aroused by the prospect of what the evening could be and wanted to discretely feel her out of their intentions, if any. Before returning to the table, I stopped us discretely away from the main dining room and ended up directly asking their expectation for the evening while my fingers grazed her forearm until we were holding hands.
She sucked in a breath and her eyes flickered shut. When she opened her eyes, they search the main dining room where her husband sat waiting. She finally gasped out that they were hoping for more of what was started on the beach. It was their first time doing anything like that. They had no initial intention of finding other partners. They just felt being naked would be enough of a thrilling vacation
"We talked about you back in the room. We had agreed to meet you for dinner and we wondered aloud to each other what that meant. Did it mean anything? We admitted to each other that it did... it meant quite a lot. We weren't sure how it happened that you and I were both...", she lowered her voice still further, "... we were both sucking him. We would never have thought about doing anything like that. We've not had questions about ourselves or thoughts about expanding beyond ourselves. But... with you... we're curious." Even under her tan and the subdued lighting I could see her deep blush. Nervously, "What about you, Teresa?"
I smiled and hugged her, then, "I'm coming off a bad situation, Diana. This resort was recommended to me and I didn't know what to expect. I only decided to come with an open mind. And, I am very much open to you two. I've never been with a woman before but I am very curious, if you are. Do you suppose Ted would mind?"
She laughed as she took my hand. As she began leading us back to the table, "Isn't that supposed to be every guy's fantasy?" I squeezed her hand. I was quite nervous suddenly. This was a new big step and I had suggested it.
Diana took charge when we stopped at the table where Ted still waited. "Ted, Teresa and I are going back to our room. If you don't want to miss out, I suggest you tip the server and catch up to us." With that, she pulled me toward the hallway.
Diana didn't wait for Ted. She led me down the other wing of the resort from my room, used her card-key to open the door, then stood suddenly apprehensive and shy. I stepped into her, my hands encasing her face as I leaned in with my mouth to cover hers. Her hands rose to my sides, then around my back and my hands left her face to go around her neck. My tongue probed past her lips, which she opened hungrily, when the room door again opened. Ted stood in the open door, frozen by the sight of his wife in a passionate kiss with another woman.
He stepped up to us, letting the door close behind him with a bang, and placed a hand on each of our backs as we kissed. The presence of Ted didn't interrupt Diana or me and it was several more moments before we separated gasping and both shyly smiled at him as we gave him our attention. With one hand still on Diana, I put the other around Ted's neck and pulled him in for kiss to match the passion I had shared with his wife. Diana moved in when I finally pulled back from him. When she parted from him, we shared a sly look and understanding smile that spoke to each other. Ted had not uttered a word since entering the room and remained silent as I began unbuttoning his shirt and Diana began at his belt. When I had his shirt open, I moved my lips to his chest and nipples. I felt Diana also shift with her own lips moving up to his stomach while her hands continued undoing his slacks. Ted pried off his shoes as Diana pulled his slacks down his legs, helping him with their removal along with his socks as I removed his shirt. We both stood and pressed our bodies into him, our hands roaming over the exposed skin as he was now just in his boxers. Our fingers simultaneously slipped inside the elastic band of his boxers to find his rapidly hardening cock. Our fingers battled with each other for access to his shaft or balls until I dropped to my knees while pulling his boxers down as I did. He moaned as I engulfed his cock head into my mouth despite her fingers around its base.



Her fingers disappeared and that gave me more access to his cock which I greedily took advantage of. After a few moments, my eyes saw what else was happening when her dress fell to her feet and she stepped out of it after prying her feet from her shoes.
I pulled my mouth from his cock and stood behind her as they kissed. My fingers worked to undo the clasps of her bra, then to push the straps off her shoulders. With the straps trapped by her arms around her husband, I wormed my hands between them to fonder her bare breasts. She gasped at my touch. She was about to turn to me when I stopped her and guided the two of them to the bed. Ted's legs hit the edge of the bed and he stumbled back taking Diana with him. They laughed but it was a momentary pause as I encouraged them both into the center of the bed as I pulled her bikini panties over her butt and down her thighs. As she crawled to her husband, she crawled out of the panties.
Ted turned her onto her back, the two now only focused on their approaching fuck. She gasped as he plunged his rigid cock into her ready pussy with a powerful thrust. Her eyes were focused on his and the exclamation was telling, "OH... MY GOD... TED... YESSSSS! Oh, fuck yes."
I knelt beside them, still fully clothed. After a few moments, she and Ted settling into a steady rhythm, Diana turned her head to me with a lusty smile. He left hand left his arm and snaked between my legs to my thong covered pussy. Her fingers moved the material to go underneath and stroke my wet lips. Ted, seeing what his wife was doing, slipped a hand inside the loose top of my dress and fondled a breast.
Diana said between gasps, "Teresa, get undressed."
It didn't take me long. I slid off the bed, slipped off the heels, pulled the dress over my head, and dropped the thong. I climbed back onto the bed as Ted continued thrusting into his wife. I kissed him, then moved nearer her head.
"Have you ever eaten pussy?" She shook her head. I smiled and swung my leg over her head, leaned forward to peek at her, smiled, and lowered my hips to her. I felt her tongue tip before feeling like I was sitting on her face which told me she was eager for her first time. I sighed and looked at Ted in front of me. He was watching his wife but not really seeing much except some motion and my reaction. I leaned forward and took him with my hands to kiss him as he supported himself with one arm and used the other to fondle my breast.
Having had such a head start, they came before I was ready but it was still exciting to be with a couple. I wasn't sure what would happen but they were in no hurry. Naked, the three of us casually sat and talked, sharing some wine provided by the resort. Diana came up behind me, pressed her breasts into my back and fondled my breasts as she moved my hair with her face to kiss my neck and shoulder. I sighed and watched Ted watching us intently. I turned and pushed her back onto the bed. I kissed her like I would a male lover, a hand roaming over her body. I broke the kiss and gazed into her eyes. I made my decision, sat up, turned and swung my leg over her, again. This time, though, I lowered my head between her legs. She groaned when my lips and tongue probed on her pussy. I sucked her clit, her lips, probed into her hole with my tongue. My first time eating pussy and a cum-filled pussy... and I loved it.
I felt Diana pushing me over. I was confused, disappointed at first. She didn't like it? But then I saw Ted next to us on the bed. He was sporting another hard cock.
"Your turn, Teresa." She looked up at her husband, "I want you to have her. I want you to fuck another woman." He kissed her and looked at me, as if wondering how I wanted to do this or to be sure I felt the way. I very definitely did.
With Diana on her back, I shifted down her body and spread her legs further. I raised my ass while on my knees and began eating pussy, again. I clamped my lips around her clit as Ted scrambled behind me and abruptly drove his cock into my hole. I groaned into her pussy and my lips compressed around her clit which brought a deep groan from Diana. I slipped my hands underneath her butt and lifted them slightly to drive my tongue as deep as possible into her hole. I had never thought of loving another woman. I had never been in the situation, but I knew this wouldn't be my last time. This time, the three of us climaxed.
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CHAPTER 3: ISLAND FUN -- THE BOYS
"Would you please help us?" I lowered my large sunglasses down my nose as if I hadn't noticed him. I was reclined on one of the beach lounge chairs alongside the volleyball area. I had a paperback open and a floppy hat on my head. While I had the look of someone engrossed in reading, I had selected the location deliberately. Five guys were playing volleyball. Three on one side, which left two on the other. The two were magnificent specimens of maleness: roughly six feet tall, athletic muscular shapes, and black. They looked like college athletes on vacation to the point that I wondered if it might be semester break. I had even been watching with interest when, after losing yet another point against the three, this young man had looked around at the sunbathers and focused on me. I had been watching him and his partner for some time, actually. When he called time and stepped in my direction, my eyes had focused like a laser on his cock swaying in front of him. Both he and his friend had large, thick cocks. Maybe not quite as large as Adam but I had decided Adam had to be some kind of freak of nature. But, not by much apparently judging by what was swaying in front of him as he approached.
After lowering my glasses to show my eyes, I fought myself to shift my eyes up to his face. "I'm sorry... what did you say?"
"My friend and I were hoping you might help us against those guys. You look fit and athletic." I continue to watch him. I hadn't much experience with volleyball and told him as much. "That's okay. The rules are pretty loose. Please?"
He put his hand out to me. He was very confident. He was very good looking. He was very young. And that was exciting, too. I was so much older and he was asking me...
I dropped my feet to either side of the chair which parted my thighs, reached up, and he assisted me to my feet. I dropped my glasses and book on the lounger, I saw him fight to move his eyes from my pussy. He turned and I jogged with him back to the game. He made the introductions quickly. His name was Jason and his friend was Michael. He had us spread out on the court and had me start behind them. They instinctively bent over to await the serve... talk about distracting! Two dark, tight butts in front of me.
I surprised myself... and them, I think. With the loose rules allowing bad hits and palming, I made an impact. The guys were right about being able to win because it soon became a lopsided contest as I was able to fill the gap in coverage just enough to keep the ball in play. Soon, I was jumping at the net and diving for balls like them. We beat that team badly and the next several teams that formed in a kind of 'winner keeps playing' kind of thing.
When we were hot and thirsty, we agreed to relinquish the court and move to the beach bar. I was covered in sand sticking to my sweaty body. As I moved to the lounger to retrieve my sunglasses, I tried brushing the sand off. Soon, Jason and Michael were both brushing their hands over my body, front and back, to assist me. The brushing of hands transitioned to stroking very quickly, though. They had most of the sand off me when their hands and fingers became focused on my breasts, nipples, and pussy. I leaned into them, remembering the resort rules against overt sex on the resort's public areas. But I was smiling as I reminded them.
After several drinks, they took me to the water where the rest of the sand was washed away. In deeper water, their touching was unseen and I didn't resist. I had my arms around the necks of both of them as each held a leg. Their other hands were busy on my opened body with my breasts, nipples, pussy, clit and asshole being stroked. It was very exciting and felt outrageous. I was facing the beach. I could see all the people there, the next volleyball game, the walkers, the waders in the shallows, the sunbathers, some naked, some topless, some wearing suits. And I was being fondled my two attractive, exciting young men and nobody could really see it.
Or could they. Maybe not really see, but I found the lifeguard watching us too closely. I pointed that out to the guys and they mumbled in frustration. Their frustration? At that very moment, they each had a finger inside my pussy. Reluctantly, for all of us it seemed, they removed their fingers and lowered me until my feet were on the bottom. The water was at their chest at the time. By the time my feet were touching bottom, my face was turned up to breath. The guys laughed, picked me up, and moved me closer to shore. I begged off anything more. I needed a shower and rest. They asked to meet up at the club tonight. I quickly agreed.
I had taken a much needed shower, ordered room-service for dinner and took a nap, also much needed. I woke naturally before the alarm sounded and felt refreshed. My body was already beginning to tingle as I began preparing to meet Jason and Michael. After fussing over my hair and makeup, I stood naked in front of the small closet. I didn't have that many options but there was still an outfit I hadn't already worn for dress-up. It was a bit more casual but would still be good for the club. I pulled a sleeveless white button-up blouse and held it up to the light. As I remembered, it was a bit transparent. The skirt I brought for it was short, above mid-thigh, and pleated. I knew it would fly up some if I spun (I tried it before the mirrors at the shop). I then selected my black 4" high heels.
Then, I moved to the dresser to consider lingerie. The tingling I felt, in anticipation of meeting the guys who had already shown their eagerness, made the decision for me. I left the bras and chose a white, sheer thong. The white, I knew, would add to the potential of being seen, if I wasn't careful... or, if the guys became sufficiently assertive.
The club was packed by the time I arrived. I ventured into the throng and wondered how I would find Jason and Michael when I felt a touch at my elbow. It was Jason who slid his large hand down my arm, gently took my hand, and created a path to a booth with U-shaped booth around the table. Both guys were in button-down short-sleeve shirts and dark slacks.
I slid into the booth and bumped to the back with the guys on either side of me. Each pulled me into a comfortable kiss. I was thankful at the moment for the subdued lighting. As I touched their chests in the kiss, it hit me that my mind had been remembering them naked. I suppose they may have had the issue about me.
We had a few drinks and talked around the heavy beat of the music by leaning our heads in close to each other, which also had the effect of casually touching. Then, Michael announced it was time to dance. I wondered who it would be first but both slid out of the booth with me, each taking a hand as we snaked our way through the mass of bodies to the dance floor. We danced a song, one in front and back of me, requiring me to turn frequently. At one point, Michael took my hand, raised it over my head and spun me in place. He then looked over my shoulder, smiled hugely and nodded, presumably at Jason. Jason moved in behind me, his hands on my hips, and leaned his mouth next to my ear.
"Your outfit is perfect for having fun, Teresa. You let yourself go this afternoon in the water, are you ready to do that tonight?" I wasn't sure what he was talking about specifically, but I nodded my head enthusiastically. I kept thinking about Ryan and Harold. Ryan had encouraged me to change in a way he didn't understand what the effect would be; Harold had encouraged me to always move forward down the path I wanted without understanding where that path had originated. That path put me with these two guys tonight. This was the path for me and tonight was about these two and the discovery that lay ahead for the three of us. So, yes, my nod was enthusiastically accepting.
The path that is tonight quickly takes shape. As a new set takes form, I have one in front of me and the other behind, each tight to me, each bumping me with their hips. My reaction, my response is to grind my pelvis, then my ass into one, then the other. Their actions were testing, my response to it was enflaming. Jason, at the moment, was behind me. He leaned into me, "You are the sexiest woman here, Teresa. Others are already watching you."
Whether that was true or not, whether that was truth or seductive, it enflamed my already raging emotions, it acted as adding combustible fuel to already burning desire. When their crotches pressed into me front and back, feeling their large cocks against me, I placed my hands on Michaels upper arms and began bumping my own pelvis forward and back into one then the other. Jason's hands were on my sides. We were a tight threesome bumping and grinding to the rhythmic beat of the bass.
Jason turned me so I was facing him. It only shifted who I was ground into where as they both pressed into me, both grinding into my body trapped between two hardening cocks felt through our clothes. Jason leaned back while holding contact at our pelvises. His fingers came to my blouse. I had left two buttons undone, almost to my nipple line to provide occasional cleavage flash. He opened another button as my eyes dropped down to watch. He then turned me back to Michael who immediately opened another. My blouse was now open below my breasts and my earlier decision not to wear a bra allowed my breasts to dance with their own motion with the new freedom. I knew the insides of my breasts were frequently visible as they moved me around. After a few more songs, the remaining buttons were undone, my blouse now held together only by it being tucked into my skirt. Now, as I gyrated, spun, swayed, and hopped, a nipple or breast flashed into view.
The band took a 15 minute break and we retreated to the booth, breathing hard, and blood pumping with the energy of the music and arousal. While waiting for our drinks to arrive, I expected and received the hands of both men. Hidden under the table and low lighting, each took a knee and placed it over their leg. I kissed one, then the other as one hand stroked up my thigh and another slipped inside my gaping blouse. I was sure we were pushing the limits of acceptable behavior but the crowd effectively hid us despite being in public. One finger snaked under my soaked thong, along my drooling pussy, and inside. Other fingers were fondling a breast, rolling and pulling a nipple. All the while, my mouth and lips moved from side to side, never but a moment without thick male lips pressed into mine.
When their mouths left mine, I was slumped, my breathing ragged, and blouse pulled to either side exposing my breasts fully before a small group of men and women turned to our table with lusty smiles on their faces. Our drinks were also waiting for us. Apparently, the waitress didn't find it to be her responsibility to maintain decorum.
I lifted my legs off theirs but was not able to close them as one of their hands held them apart and continue to stroke and probe. My eyes were glazed as I gulped my drink too fast and didn't even consider closing my blouse.
The guys dared me to leave my blouse as it was when we prepared to leave. I was both mellowed by drink and aroused by passion to readily accept the challenge and whatever else might follow. During the walk to their shared room, I was stopped twice and openly mauled by the two men, one kissing me and fondling my exposed breasts while the other stroked my pussy and dipped a couple fingers into my hole. The first stop resulted in my thong pulled down my legs and left behind. The second stop had my blouse pulled from the skirt and left hanging open. By the time we finally approached the room, I was panting and on the verge of an orgasm. I stepped out of my heels, slid the blouse off my shoulders, and released the zipper at the back of my skirt and pushed it down my legs.
Standing before them naked in the hallway, I pressed my body into each, giving each a passionate kiss and feeling the hands of the other roaming over my available body. When I finally bent over to collect my clothes, I felt a thick finger sink abruptly into my pussy. I gasped and stumbled into the other, my head pressing into his crotch. I shifted only slightly to place a stabilizing hand directly on his hardening cock. The finger in back was joined by a second as a breast was vigorously fondled and squeezed. We were in the hallway and I desperately wanted to be fucked. If they had made the move, I would have been agreeable... more than agreeable. Instead, they released me. One gathered my clothes as the other used his key-card to open the door.
Stepping inside, though, even as the door was still closing, I sank to my knees in front of Jason and jerked his belt and slacks open, pulling them and his box shorts to his ankles. I smiled hungrily at the beautiful cock I remembered pointing at me. I did the same to Michael before taking the head of Jason's cock between my lips as one hand groped to the side for Michael's. I grasped it, my hand immediately stroking down and up as I took Jason's cock head to the back of my mouth and to the entrance of my throat.
Both men shifted from foot to foot as they kicked off their shoes. Their bodies moved as they shed their shirts and two pair of hands were again on my head and shoulders, one bending over to grasp a breast. When I felt Jason's cock pulse in my hand and mouth, I switched. I began stroking his saliva covered cock as my mouth moved to the side to engulf Michael's equally long cock. Saliva escaped the corners of my mouth as he pushed deeper into my throat. I was in a frenzy. Two cocks. Just me. My body was quaking on the edge of an orgasm only from the environment of the resort and giving oral to two cocks and knowing both would be taking me however they wanted.
I was unceremoniously lifted by the two pair of hands and deposited on the bed. I bounced and giggled. My breasts heaved and my legs splayed open. Jason stood at the foot of the bed eyeing my open, drooling pussy with eyes that had abandoned any control over the lust within him. My shoulders were pulled and I turned to find Michael sprawled behind me and holding his hard cock up. He mouthed, suck me. I smiled but my mouth was already opened wide as I scrambled around to kneel between his spread legs and swallowed his cock to my throat. I felt the bed move behind me, then felt hands on my ass, a cock rubbing up and down along my pussy before it pressed into my ready hole. My mouth opened around Michael's cock and I gasped as my pussy became filled with another stranger's cock. I exploded as he thrust deep into me, my mouth still over Michael's cock, gasping around the head, my moans and groans muffled by it.
Jason's cock pummeling my pussy never faltering in its efforts, though. The pounding into my pussy had the added effect of pushing my mouth down over Michael's cock, though Jason had eased back when he saw me go into my orgasm. I arched my head up, a string of drool hanging from my lips to the head of Michael's cock as my body quaked. He grasped my swaying breasts and pulled my nipples sending orgasmic jolts back and forth from my pussy to my nipples and crashing through the rest of my body.
As my orgasm ebbed, I glanced up at Michael. I gave him a lusty smile and he blew a kiss my way. Jason continued to slam into my pussy and my mouth gaped open to take Michael deep inside, again.
When I felt Jason's cock swell and twitch in my pussy, I paused over Michael's cock, then pulled off it and looked over my shoulder. Jason had completely stopped. He began to say something but I nodded my head, first. He was bareback and I appreciated the concern. "Give it to me. Fill my pussy with your cum."
He thrust with all his might into me and that thrust sent him over. His cock spewed cum into my pussy. I looked into Michael's eyes as my body was claimed by this man I had met so recently. As another stranger's cum coated my pussy amid the grunts coming from him, my body shook with a mini-orgasm, more psychological than full-on physical reaction.
Without pause or thought or direction, I crawled up Michael's sprawling form, my movement pulling the last of Jason's cock from my pussy. I straddled Michael's middle, raised his cock, and moved my cum dripping pussy over it until it sank over his cock. I sat fully down his length, my just fucked pussy still hungry for more. We both gasped at the suddenness I took him, his cock going deeply into me. As I began pumping up and down on his cock, I leaned forward and lustily kissed him. At the end of the kiss, our lips still brushing against each other's, I whispered for him to add his cum, too.
As we rested after, Michael raided the mini-bar while I took a towel from the bathroom to spread over the sofa in the sitting area before I joined the guys, a space left for me between the two. The talk between us was casual and superficial. It was clear to each of us we were merely buying time for another round. When I finished my bourbon, I slipped off the sofa to my knees in front of the them. I moved from one to the other, sucking one while stroking the other, then switching again and again. When they were both hard, I stood up in front of them, my own hands moving over my breasts and mound in anticipation.
"Now what? How do you want me now?" I blushed at my brazenness with these two men. I felt so wicked and wanton.
Jason pushed himself off the sofa without a word and took my hand. He moved to the messed-up bed and onto it. He lay in the center on his back with me kneeling alongside him. He simply held up his cock. The implication was clear but I thought, we've already done that I was thinking something different. Maybe it was my very slight hesitation or the look on my face. But my hesitation didn't last long but a moment. I swung my leg over him and was quickly settled down his length. Then, I found they did have something different in mind. Jason pulled me against his chest looking into my eyes.
"Have you had anal? Have you ever experienced a double penetration?"
I was nervous but the cock already in my pussy and the hands stroking my ass and the tingling still coming from my pussy from before were pushing me forward. Harold. What was his 'move forward' going to unknowingly get me involved in? I'd only experience anal once and that had been Ryan with his puny cock (oh, how I think of him, now...). But anal with these cocks? And, DP at the same time? Oh, God...
I nodded to Jason and looked over my shoulder to Michael, "Anal only once and not with a cock like the two of you. Never DP... before." I smiled nervously. "Be gentle?"
They both smiled. Then, Jason pulled me toward him and rotated his hips down and his cock came out of my pussy. I was initially confused until Michael's cock plunged into it and fucked me for only a moment. Then, he pulled out leaving my pussy feeling empty but Jason moved his cock back into me, pushed me back down on his cock and I felt Michael behind sliding his cock, now slick with the mixed cum of my pussy, over my puckered asshole.
Michael had grasped my ass cheeks and pulled them apart. My asshole, I knew, was lewdly exposed to this man and a blush rose in my face. How silly. I had been sucking and fucking these men, relaxing naked with them, even playing volleyball naked with them earlier and frolicking in the ocean. Now, I was blushing? But this felt so much lewder and more erotic. Only sluts do DP, don't they? Maybe that's all a hotwife is... a slut. I felt his cock head at my exposed ass and I sucked in air in tense anticipation of what this might be like. I felt him press against the tight opening and Jason softly encouraged me, telling me to relax. I instinctively knew what to do. I breathed and press back with muscles and body. It took some effort, both of us. I had to relax. He was so much bigger and I knew it would hurt for a moment. I diverted myself with Jason. I kissed him and focused my pussy around his cock in my pussy. His cock popped past my sphincter and all three of us gasped, me the loudest with a cry out more than a mere gasp.



I pressed my hand back against Michael to stop him from even moving. It really did hurt. It's didn't kind of hurt, it really hurt. The muscles felt brutally stretched. But even as I thought about the hurt, it began to ease. I released my hand from his hip and as Michael pushed his cock slowly in increments into my tight ass, I groaned loudly and pressed my hand back against him, again. He stopped immediately. My ass and pussy screamed at being so stretched. But in only another few moments the sensation eased. I pressed back slightly myself, taking another couple inches of his cock, then took my hand away from him, used it to brace myself over Jason, and told them both, "Okay."
They both began gently moving inside me. Michael pressing further and further as Jason began short strokes in and out of my pussy. Soon, I felt Michael's hip against my ass. He was all the way in and I gasped out in relief, joy, and amazement. The feeling was incredible. I felt full like I have never felt before. My entire body seemed to be on sensory overload and it was all emanating from the two holes stuffed with cock. The two cocks moved disparately in me. Jason began firmer strokes despite being on the bottom while Michael seemed more tentative, probably reacting to my earlier gasps and feeble responses. The two cocks moving in adjacent sleeves compounded the electric sensation of each, like nerve endings being stimulated in my pussy were shooting through the thin membrane to my ass and back and forth.
I came explosively, wedged between the two men and feeling consumed. Jason wrapped his arms around me and held me to him as my body shook while my moans, groans, and gasps filled the room. Once my body settled, only slightly, they continued until they both came, filling both holes with cum.
The rest of my stay at the resort escalated my experiences. I added the pool to my naked investigation and activities. We played more volleyball, both on the beach and in the pool. And, I did a lot of walking, especially on the beach. I found it amazingly erotic being outside naked so much. My coupling was definitely not 'making love'. We were fucking. We fucked in the sand, pressed up against a tree or bent over a fallen tree, and in the shallows of the gentle surf.
That trip was what I would point to in the future. It was what I would eventually look to as a new baseline of experience and how I might challenge myself even further forward. It was a week of experiences I wasn't sure could be matched. The week's experiences consumed my thoughts while returning home. It wasn't so much that the experiences be exceeded or even matched, but that this trip showed me, proved to me, the woman Ryan had wanted to create, his hotwife, was the woman I was and was happy being. It was the mantle I accepted as me. Now, the issue really was... what do I do with that?
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CHAPTER 4: THANK YOU, HAROLD
The resort proved to me what I should have already been prepared to believe without having taken that leap. My experiences at the resort quantified the excitement and satisfaction I was capable of giving and receiving. The situations I experienced while following my ex-husband Ryan's lead should have been sufficient. The eventual outcome was traumatic and confusing. The resort proved to me that I was not only strong enough as a woman to be my own person without a man but I could determine my own experiences and exert my own control. The initial experience with the single man, Adam, had been the clincher. I felt like I had stepped through a door of opportunity, a door with many new options available to me. I was anxious to see where this could take me but tentative about the unknown.
These were the thoughts that swam in my head on the flights and quiet times on the way home. They were constantly on the edges of my consciousness the next day as I went about the chores of returning home and, refreshed and newly determined, beginning the deliberate effort of securing a job to augment the alimony and divorce settlement. It was the very thoughts that had me standing at Mr. Swenson's door and lightly knocking. I was wearing t-shirt, shorts, and sandals.
Just as his door began opening, a young couple from down the hall appeared and approached. Given my intention, I became nervous about the image despite it being perfectly appropriate for any tenant to approach the complex manager.
I saw Harold look past me at the young couple and give them a nod of recognition before his eyes came back to me. "Mr. Swenson, could I have a moment of your time?" I tried to make it sound all business, which seemed to confuse Harold.
He held the door wide and stood to the side so I could pass. I stopped a few steps inside his apartment without taking much note of its layout or appearance and turned as I heard the door close behind me. I turned and stepped into him. My sudden move surprised him in likely several ways and stepped reflexively back but bumped into the closed door.
"Teresa?"
I shushed him as I rose up on my toes and covered his mouth with mine. It was calculated. I felt we had a certain connection from our earlier talk ... and more by his resort recommendation. I spoke through lips touching his, "I am going to thank you, Harold." My fingers worked at the belt and snap of his cargo shorts. "And, I want you to let me do it."
He took a deep breath and held it, his chest expanded, his body tensed, as my fingers slid the zipper down. Only then did I pull my lips from his as I turned my head to look down as my hand left his shorts and moved under the waistband of his underwear. When my fingers encountered his penis, I looked up into his eyes with a hungry, satisfied smile. It swelled in my touch. His eyes reflected uncertainty, nervousness, and a look that suggested an improbability of experience. He might have been stunned, but he didn't speak, he didn't protest, and he didn't push me away.
I sank to my knees before him and, as I did, I pulled his tighty whities over his hips to his ankles to join his shorts. My mouth opened as my hand grasped his hardening cock and pointed it out to meet my mouth. My lips first kissed the head, then my tongue came out to lick all around it, then down the shaft, back up at which point my mouth encased his cock head. I sucked on it, pushed forward to take more into my mouth, and was rewarded by a series of gasps and sighs from above.
His hand rested lightly on the top of my head. He wasn't encouraging my head one way or the other, either to suck deeper or to push me away. He seemed to just want to touch me, some part of me. He moaned, then, "Oh ... Teresa ... what are ... why ... oh, it feels so ... goooood."
His feet shifted for support and his body seemed to sag more firmly against the door. He grunted and gasped. I felt his hips jerk. His cock in my mouth was stiff ... rigid in my mouth. I pressed firmly over his cock and pressed the head just into my throat. He gasped louder. One of his hands pressed suddenly against the door behind him so hard it sent a smacking sound to be mixed with his groans and moans and the slurping of my mouth over his cock.
When both his hands were on my head and his hips jerk toward me sending his cock deeper into my mouth and throat, I squeezed his balls, raised my mouth to the head and sucked like a vacuum. I was rewarded with a first spurt of cum into my mouth and was followed by several more as I sucked hard to extract all I could from him.
I licked his cock for any stray bits of cum that had escaped my mouth. I then stood, pulled him against me from the door and shifted him to the side and pressed him into the adjoining wall of the small entry. He looked dazed ... stunned. His eyes searched mine as if to find some tell as to why this had just happened. I gave him a peck on the lips while stroking his exposed, softening cock.
"Tonight. My apartment at 7:00. Dinner. I will explain." I turned the door knob. I had placed him so the door opening would hide him. I turned back to him, "And you have explaining to do, too." I left without giving him time to respond.
* * * *
A knock on the door and I checked the clock on the stove. Right on time ... 7:00 PM.
I smiled as I wiped my hands, dropped the towel on the kitchen counter and walked in my heels to the door ready to stun him a second time. I opened the door and held it wide.
"Oh my God ... Teresa ... what ... what's going on?"
Harold Swenson was standing at the open door smartly dressed in pressed dark slacks and button-up short-sleeved white shirt. He was holding two bottles of wine. I stood before him boldly in a white sheer baby-doll negligee with a single tie in front so it gapped open both between my breasts and my stomach. I also wore sheer white thong and white strap sandal 4 inch heels.
He entered my apartment, perhaps a bit nervous someone might see him with a nearly naked renter. He managed to only stammer, "Teresa ... what ... what is ... all this?"
I back up until the door could close, then stepped into him and gave him a better kiss on the lips than the peck I gave him hours before. His lips were yielding but his stunned reaction allowed little response.
"I told you. I intended to thank you."
"But ... earlier ... wasn't that ...?"
He robotically offered the wine. One was a Merlot; the other a Chardonnay already chilled. I thanked him and handed him back the white wine. "Don't be silly. That was the appetizer to the thank you." His eyes were traveling over my exposed body. "I wasn't entirely honest or forthcoming before. The resort opened my eyes."
I had the table set with us sitting across from each other across the short distance of the rectangular table. I wanted to always be in his line of sight. All through dinner I sat straight, deliberately so to expose my breasts and upper body underneath the flimsy material of the gown. I confessed to him what had truly and fully been bothering me when we had talked before, what was behind the divorce, how complying with my husband's wishes had changed me, and how it had exposed his inadequacy in handling the changes he initiated. I fell silent, finally, and he watched me. But I saw more than him just considering me, he was appraising me ... and not just me by my words but me ... his eyes appraising my exposed body ... and ... I think ... something more. It was that appraisal I saw in him that led me to ask the question I had struggled with.
"Now ... Harold ... why did you choose to recommend a small, secluded resort with a nudity tolerance? And, why had you gone there given what you've been struggling with?"
After a moment of reflection, "First ... Teresa, I have a follow-up. You said the resort opened your eyes, how so?"
I told him. It was a succinct recap but it was a rundown of Adam, the couple, and Jason and Michael while still eluding to more. I was blushing at the end. My confession of the times of being shared by Ryan seemed historical when I mentioned them, this was still very fresh and impactful. He was watching me carefully, I could feel my nipples harden and my pussy lubricate as I recounted the experiences of the resort. All the while I wondered why he asked and why I was divulging so much and in so much detail except that it somehow seemed right and appropriate and necessary. I felt like a slut on the trip, hooking up with random people, enjoying the open sex and exhibitionism, and realized it was what I still wanted. I didn't want it to be just a vacation adventure, I wanted it to be a part of me ... somehow.
I released it all so boldly and shamelessly. I was flushed, even my breathing became ragged, and I took deep breaths to calm myself and that highlighted my exhibited breasts to him more. I rose from the table, forgetting my own question to him, and went to the counter for the other bottle of wine. I opened it and brought it to the table with new glasses for the red. As I poured for him, he caused me to stop in mid motion. As I stood next to him, he reached up, took hold of the small ties of the gown and pulled them. The gown released at the single point of closure and gaped open. I was still bent over but stopped pouring as his hand moved inside the fabricate and cupped a breast hanging next to him. I sucked in a deep breath, closed my eyes tight as the feeling of being fondled coursed through me. I steadied myself, my heart beating fast, his hand caressing from one to the other of my breasts, then sliding from my breasts to my bare butt cheeks and somehow finished pouring his wine.
As his finger slipped under the string of the thong running between my cheeks, I returned to my side of the table. When I poured my own wine, I was very aware that the gown parted to fully expose my right breast. It was only a bit more additional exposure but still somehow meaningful.
"You are an exceedingly lovely and exotic woman, Teresa." That was how he began his answer to my earlier question. "You are the kind of woman that turns a man's head, makes it difficult to forget having seen or known you. I knew more about you than I let on when we talked." He went on to say that an old friend of his and his son came to visit after golf. While entering the building, I came through. Holding the door politely for me, the son asked if he knew my name. He told him and the son nodded with an unusual smile on his face. Harold later pushed the son and he confided, away from his father, that he was one of the men my husband set me up with. I barely noticed them and certainly didn't recognize him but the comment stayed with Harold. So, when we talked, he had a much better understanding of my conflict than I had divulged to him. His suggestion of the resort and his choosing the resort to begin with were the same: he thought I would find what I was looking for there because he had found it there, also. He had wanted to finally move on from his dead wife. Not forget her but become whole again. He met women there who convinced him he could move on and still enjoy life.
"I figured, if it could have that effect on me, the resort would be perfect to guide you back to what you desired. Even though you didn't share what the change was your husband encouraged, you did share that you desired and wanted the changes that occurred. Already having a little idea what they probably were, I gambled."
I rose from my chair, clutched my glass and the bottle to my body and put out my hand to him. "Which is why I now desire to thank you."
He nervously allowed me to lead him to the bedroom, but then stopped. "Teresa ... I ... I didn't expect ... I didn't bring a condom." He seemed embarrassed to even say it. But it brought a smile to my face. The concern for me at that moment ... a real gentleman.
I set the glass and bottle on the side table and slid the gown off my shoulders as I stepped up to him. "Dear Harold, you'd need more than one condom." My eyes were glazed with lust for him as I wrapped my arms around his neck and covered his lips with mine. His free hand settled on my bare back and softly glided up and down as the kiss became mutually urgent. I pulled back, finally, and smiled, "Besides, I'm protected and I want to feel you."
He was quite nervous. "Teresa, I ... I ... I'm old enough ... to ..."
I took his glass and set it by mine. I began to unbutton his shirt, reached up on my toes to kiss him, again. "You are old enough to guide me, to help me, and you did that." I opened his shirt and kissed his chest and bent over to kiss his stomach. I rose and slid the shirt over his shoulders and down his arms. "I think I found myself, again, at the resort and ..." my hands went to his belt as I sank down to my knees before him, "... and I have you to thank for it." I looked up as I lowered his zipper and a hand pressed against his cock under his underwear. "You wouldn't deny me to properly thank you?" I helped him out of his shoes and socks. I looked back up as I dropped his slacks. "My husband wanted a hotwife. He got one. He didn't understand what that meant. He couldn't handle it." I help him step out of his slacks. "The resort exposed something to me." I caught his eyes as I pulled his shorts down. He gasped and moaned. I held his hardened cock and kissed the head in front of me. "How can I be a hotwife if I'm not a wife any longer?" I slid my mouth over his cock and he groaned deeply. "I don't know the implication of all the possible terms, Harold, but if I can't be a hotwife without being a wife... for me to move forward would that make me a slut?"
I thrust my mouth over his cock for several minutes, stopped, kissed the head, and stood up with a hand stroking his cock. I looked him in the eyes as I backed to the bed, leading him by the cock. "I am happy with that. I am happy to be a slut and I will discover what the means for me. You, Harold ... I want you to christen this new me. You saw me but you held my honor. You just set me on a path for me to make my own discovery. You are a wonderful man, Harold."
I crawled backwards on the bed. I lay back and opened my legs. I reached out to him. Watching him as he crawled on his knees to me, I was taken by the stark difference of his aging body and the much younger men on the resort but the feeling was still intense within me. It wasn't the body's appearance but what the body could do and there was nothing wrong with the hard cock bobbing below Harold as he made his way between my outstretched legs.
When he hovered over me, I pulled his face down to mine. I kissed him and he responded hungrily. Our mouths opened for our tongue to probe each other. His bare chest crushed my breasts and I could feel his hard cock against my clit and pussy as he maintained enough separation there to slide his cock over my wet slit, parting my lips but not entering me, and gliding over my stimulate clit. Harold had experience, he had enjoyed sex and the nuances of it I could tell. His hard cock teased me as it glided over and parted my pussy lips. Occasionally, his cock head would touch my hole and I sucked in a breath in anticipation of being penetrated but he would shift, rotate his hips and his cock would glide along my lips, again.
I moaned and mumbled into his mouth, "I want you."
He pulled back an inch, maybe less. Our lips still touching. "I'm right here."
I groaned, "Inside ... I want you inside."
I felt his smile on my lips. GOD ... this was different. The other men ... the men Ryan shared me with ... the men at the resort ... I was fucked, taken, as if afraid the opportunity would pass, perhaps. This ... this was so different. Even Ryan had come to merely fuck me in the stimulation of having shared me with another, eager to claim his turn. This ... OH GOD ... this ... he ... Harold was so different, as if the awkwardness of my presentation had passed and his acceptance and comfort reflected a confidence the other men hadn't achieved.
I panted the words again into his mouth, "Please ... inside ... inside me ... I need you ... inside me ..."
His elbows were alongside me. His hands cupping my face as we kissed but he moved, rotated, and shifted his pelvis and his hard cock dipped along my pussy lips until it was pressing near my hole. I gasped at the feeling that his cock was homing in on my hole as if with an action of its own. My breath was caught in my throat as I his lips and tongue continued against mine but all my senses were riveted on the feeling of his cock head poised at my hole. With a smooth rotation of his hips, his cock slid inside. I pulled his upper body into mine and moaned a guttural response as it slowly moved inside. He pulled back a bit and pressed back in, moving deeper.
"OH GOD, Harold ... yessss ... yes, yes, yessssss."
He raised his upper body, lowered his head to kiss and nipple at my nipples as his hips began moving in smooth strokes, his cock gliding in and out through my very wet and clasping pussy. I stare up at him with a lusty smile. It was so unexpected and wonderfully exciting. I had come to expect being fucked, a physical only need, that I found his gentle, caring, and considerate attention and appreciation was very erotic and arousing.
I gazed up into his eyes as he plunged his cock smoothly and deeply into me. He watched me in return as he varied his speed and depth and rhythm. It was as if our eyes were having an unspoken conversation and part of that communication was out bodies. I clamped my pussy around his cock, rotated my pelvis, raised my hips and wrapped my legs around him in varying motions and combination to provide different sensations and contacts.
He was in no hurry. A confidence of belonging came through from him. He fucked me but it was different and found myself relaxed and enjoying this man inside me, this man so much older than the others. A smile broke out when I felt him roll us to the side and I happily went with it, adjusting my position until I was kneeling over him. My hands went to my head and through my long hair as I settled down over his cock in this position, feeling him deeper, his hands coming up to cup my breasts and fondle them. I rose and fell on his cock and looked down at him. He had a soft smile on his face.
"You're an amazing woman, Teresa." He pressed his hips up to meeting my downward movement and we both sighed. "Your body is real, mature but still firm, with real curves, not the grace of youth or starving diet control. Men love a body like yours but I am sure you found that at the resort, didn't you?"
As I fucked up and down on his cock, I leaned forward, my breasts, those mature breasts he said he admired, hung down and swung with my motion and he grabbed them, again. "Did you recommend that for some confidence boost?"
He smiled and thrust up into me, "I hoped in two ways: to feel admired; and, to get fucked." He pinched both nipples as he gazed into my eyes. "Both happened ... yes?" I nodded. I fucked harder, faster. "You came back with new confidence." I nodded and moved faster. "You came back and understood the direction you wanted to move."
I cried out and fucked him urgently, taking over suddenly in desperate need. My breasts swayed and bounced as I drove down onto him. He moaned and gasped, too. "Yes ... yessss ... I knew I could ... should ... and will move ... forward. I like being ... a hotwife. I will be ... a slut ... to feel ... the same ... things."
My declaration seemed to herald our orgasms. I fell forward to my hands braced alongside him as our hips flew aggressively against each other, my hair cascaded over my face as my head sagged and my body began convulsing. My arms quaked and he pulled me against his body and wrapped me into his arms with my face in his neck and shoulder as his cock emptied into me as my pussy spasmed around it, my cries of release muffled into his shoulder.



It took many moments for either one of us to move afterward. My pussy continued to grip him as the last of his semen oozed out and he slowly deflated. But I stayed in place using my pussy to grasp him, to hold him inside for as long as possible. I sighed deeply and his hands softly caressed my back. A 60 year old man and he gave me one of the best fucks.
We were relaxing in my living room. I was cuddled in his arm, our naked bodies pressed into each other as we finished the bottle of wine. I was waiting for his body to recover and soon I would become more aggressive in encouraging that but now we just relaxed. His arm was around me, his hand stroking up and down my upper arm, his fingers extending to graze the side of my breast.
"I spotted a tattoo, is it new?"
I nodded in his arm, remembering the decision when I passed the parlor on one of my sojourns into the small tourist town near the resort on my last day. It was impulsive but after the day and night with Jason and Michael it felt right. It is a simple one but expressive, at least to me. It is a four inch long arrow on the side of my right hip, the point and feathers are brilliant red, the shaft a bright yellow. It is pointing forward.
I squirmed to turn and straddle his lap. I pressed my messy pussy down against him and kissed him on the lips. "I got it just before leaving. Inspired by you, Harold. Our little talk before made quite the impression on me and the resort was exactly what I needed." I kissed him hard, then, "Midway in my stay, I had a thought and asked around." He watched me with a smile. "Yeah ... I thought, what made him think to recommend me to a nude beach resort?" I wiggled my pussy down and felt his cock resurging and I could tell he knew what I was going to say and I knew I wouldn't have to help him with any recovery. "I found one staff woman who remembered you very well." He smiled and pressed his hardening cock up against me. "She blushed as I pulled the encounter out of her."
He smiled, "Which one?"
"You dog, you ..." I raised my hips up and he knew exactly what I intended. He slid his hand underneath and held up his now hard cock. I wiggled against it until it sank into my hole. I looked him in the eyes, his cock head just inside me. "You stud, you." I thrust down over his cock and we both groaned.
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CHAPTER 5: POKE HER
"Were you serious what you said the other night?"
I was dozing on a lounge chair at the side of the complex pool. I lifted my hat, the same floppy hat I bought at the resort, and shifted my sunglasses down my nose a bit. Harold was standing over me. He pulled a nearby chair closer and sat down on it sideways.
I gave a quick glance around. There was space around us but I still replied quietly. "Of course, Harold. I would have thought my actions would have confirmed that." I gave him a smile intended to remind him of what those actions were. I knew he didn't need much reminding as his eyes shifted over my exposed body. For the first time, I was wearing the thong bikini at this pool. I wore a cover-up through the building and out to the pool but it was another indicator of my intentional attitude. It was erotic to have my tanned, bare butt on full display among the pool group that was considerably younger tenants.
"Well, how is your quest for sex going, then?" How bold... but then this was the man I shocked by sucking him off, then inviting him to dinner for the real purpose of fucking him under the pretense of thanking him.
I chuckled, sat up and swung my legs to the side to sit before him closer. He continued, "That's the rub, isn't it? Before, it was arranged. Now... it feels intimidating to create the situation."
His eyes went over my shoulder. I knew there were a group of guys back there. Apparently, my new position with my nearly bare butt now visible had their attention.
He softly mused, "I suppose it is a balance between getting more and not seeming like you'd jump on every boner you create."
I took the chance to glance behind me. Three guys in their mid-20's watching me while making comments among themselves.
I nodded. I looked into his eyes, though mine were shielded by the dark glasses I wore. Was this man just a font of understanding words of guidance or was he looking to jump my body, again. After the last time, I had no doubt he would be eager to do it, again. And, the idea had crossed my mind, already. I had very much enjoyed him, too.
He was right. That was what I was struggling with. "Exactly." I smiled. How is it that my main confidant about this is a man who could be my father? Not that I could ever discuss anything like this with my father. But since this relationship has formed, "It isn't like these guys should be my source, is it? I mean, I want a jump, some sort of normalcy to life, also. It isn't like I want a queue formed outside my apartment door." I lowered my glasses, again, so he could see my eyes as I smiled. "Is that what you want to see in your building?"
He laughed softly. He had managed to keep his hands to himself despite the closeness of our knees, though his eyes frequently gazed at my barely covered breasts and pussy. The fabric of the suit had no liner and formed closely to my body. "No, discretion would be very much appreciated." I smiled back at him. He was exhibiting an amazing amount of personal... discretion.
It became quiet. There was more but it remained quiet. I encouraged him but he shook his head. Not here he said, stop at his apartment on my way back to my own. And, he stood and left. I refrained from watching him leave. I needed to act like it was just a conversation. Innocent. Just the complex manager and one of the tenants. I reclined back on the lounger, adjusted my hat to shade my face. My body was flooded with that warm flush of initial arousal, though it would be covered by the bright sun. I saw the response, though. The thin covering over my tits. My nipples poking out clearly signaling my body's response. I quickly lowered the back and turned onto my stomach. That might bring more attention to me but I could hide my arousal. I tried reading my novel, the latest thriller by Robert Crais. It wasn't working, though. I was wondering what Harold had for me. I flushed, again. No, not that, I smiled, there must be something else.
I rolled to sit on the edge, pulled the short, semi-sheer cover-up over my head, and gathered my belongings in the beach bag, another reminder from the resort. It had been 15 minutes after Harold left. I would 'discretely' stop at his door.
I knocked on his door, the beach bag over my right shoulder. His door opened like he was standing right there. His apartment is on the parking lot side by the entrance not facing the open area into the commons. Was he waiting? Did he expect me to follow so soon?
The door opened. "Mr. Swenson, may I speak with you?" I didn't look around me but acted as if someone might be listening from their apartment or suddenly appearing in the hallway.
He stepped back to allow me in. As I passed, he slipped the beach bag from my shoulder and let it drop next to the closing door. His hands firmly grabbed my shoulders and guided me to the end of the kitchen counter. I felt him grasp the thin cover-up and tug it up my body. He pressed me into the counter, bending me over the edge. His feet nudged mine open and I found them doing so. I was stunned by his action but equally aroused, too. One hand was on my back holding me against the counter as something else was happening with the other. I suspected and found out soon enough when his hand on my back slid down my back and ass to move the thin thong material to the side and his cock pressed against my pussy.
I gasped, "Harold..."
"Shhhh..." He plunged his cock into me. "Of course, you're wet and ready." He plunged in and out of me, his thrusts pressing my stomach into the edge of the counter, my upper body pressed onto the counter but now by my own action without his holding. "You were right, Teresa."
My mind was dazed. God, this felt good. So different, though, from the time before. This wasn't the gentle and loving older man I enticed before. This was a strong, self-assured man. This man was good, too.
"Wha... what... riiiiii... right?"
He chuckled between grunts as he plowed into my pussy, fingers now adding stimulation to my clit as he pressed over me.
"Your husband wanted a hot-wife. You wondered... now that you aren't married, but want to continue with what you found you enjoyed... would you be a slut. You're right... you are a slut."
"Oh... FUCK... yes, Harold... FUCK ME! YES... I... want it."
He pulled out of me. I moaned in frustration. He pulled my thong down my legs. I stepped out of it as he pulled my thin cover-up up my body and off. I released the tiny strings of the top as he pulled off his shorts from around his feet. I was about to go to my knees but he grabbed my hand and pulled me to the couch. He plopped down and pulled me with him. He held his cock straight up and I smiled lustily. I knelt over his mid-section, took his cock from him, and guided it into my open pussy. I sighed as I felt his cock filling me, again. His hands were immediately on my breasts as I leaned down to kiss him as my hips began instantly moving up and down over his rigid cock.
Nothing more was said, though there were many sounds escaping from both of us. I braced my hands on his shoulders as I bounced up and down on his cock. His hands grasped, fondled, and squeezed my breasts which was the only thing keeping them from bouncing and flopping. My eyes closed as the sensations flowed through my body. I was quickly rising to an orgasm and I could feel his cock was rigid inside me like rock. I felt his cock jerk, swell, and pulse. I shifted to grinding my pelvis on him, the movement providing a different motion and stimulation to both of us but it also provided pressure on my clit against his pelvic bone. I heard panting and gasping, moaning and groaning. My eyes flickered open and I saw his mouth hanging open but mine was, too. The sounds were from both of us. I felt his cock jerk violently inside, his hips rising off the couch and I ground down even harder. Just after I felt his cock spew the first of his cum into me, I orgasmed.
"My God, Harold..."
I had collapsed to the side onto the couch after our mutual climaxes eased. I landed on my back, my left leg hanging off the front of the couch, my right bent at the knee and resting against the back of the couch. My breathing still hadn't fully eased as I turned my head to find him. He was returning from the kitchen with two large glasses of ice water. I admit my eyes quickly focused on his shrunken penis bobbing in front of him.
He moved my right foot to the top of the back and sat down trapping my left leg under his. I was spread open and couldn't move. His eyes dropped to my exposed pussy and he watched for several moments quietly. I was sure my pussy was still somewhat open and there was probably some cum leaking out, too. His hand moved to my mound and his thumb began lightly stroking my engorged clit and pussy. I almost purred.
Then, he talked. I listened. I was beginning to think that when Harold talked, I should listen, like that investment commercial years ago. He confessed he was nervous about what just happened but wanted to show me something and he hoped he was correct about it. He was. He wanted to show me how much I really do need to be fucked. Now that I accepted it, I needed it. I arched my eyebrows and told him I wasn't submissive if that's where this was going. He laughed. No, I had proven that I wasn't submissive when I took control when I 'thanked' him before. But the need for feeding the beast now living inside me also presented a problem. That was the other part of what he was showing me... how easily I might be taken advantage of. I needed a way to engage, to get my fix, as it were.
His thumb pressed into my pussy and I sighed. With a comfortable smile, I asked, "Am I right in thinking you have an idea about that?"
He smiled and brought his cum covered thumb up to my mouth. "As it happens, I do. For one encounter, anyway. If you are interested." I smiled.
* * * *
A poker game. That was his idea. I told him that seemed an awful cliché. He had shrugged his shoulders. It was an excuse for being together. I was to think of it as role-playing, if I wanted. I had to smile. After all, 60-something year old guys and a 39 year old woman.
When the other three men arrived, I was in Harold's kitchen setting up snacks and assorted drinks. I was bent over purposely.
"Shit, Harold, you weren't kidding!" I stood up slowly and turned to face them. I was wearing an obscenely short black, pleated skirt that sometimes covered my ass cheeks. On top, I was wearing a white, buttoned sleeveless blouse of very sheer material tied to expose my belly and only a couple buttons fastened at my breasts. I also wore 5" high heels which felt awkward and exaggerated my walk. Harold had suggested the outfit and reimbursed me for it. Oh, yeah... only a thong, no bra. When they saw me bent over, they saw a good view. When I turned around, my nipples were clearly visible.
I served them all drinks and they stood around awkwardly staring at my display as I moved around and among them. Actually, to say it was awkward was an understatement. They could have been hormonal college frat guys by their behavior. Harold moved away from them and sidled up to me. His hand went under the skirt, which wasn't difficult, and whispered in my ear, "I think I better get them sitting down and start the game before one of them falls over." I giggled and nodded. He had a plan: for about 45 minutes, they really would play cards while I continued to tease by being close. Then, it would ramp up.
I was dripping wet as I moved around the table delivering snacks or drinks or casually just being next to them. I knew it was time for the next stage when I stood next to Harold and his hand moved behind my legs and stroked up my thigh to my butt. It had to be obvious what he was doing because one after the other became focused on his hand rather than the cards in their hands. Then, as I moved around the table delivering drinks or whatever, they followed the cue from Harold. The first was still tentative but they quickly became bold with their hands moving up my legs and under the teasing skirt. I parted my thighs as the hands moved from my bare butt-cheeks to my pussy covered by the wet thong.
Harold placed his cards face down and handed me his drink. I gulped down some bourbon as his hands grasped the strings of the thong and pulled it down my thighs. I used one hands on his shoulder for support as I stepped out from it with his assistance. Harold brought it up to his nose, breathed in, and flipped it into the center of the table with the current bets.
"A little bonus for the winner of this hand." I flushed... anticipation, excitement, arousal. His hand moved up the inside of my thigh, a finger teased over my pussy, then that finger probed into the lips and sank into my hole. I sighed a moan as his finger moved in and out slowly. I heard him say, "I'm going to need your assistance, dear." I looked down. His left hand held his cards while his right was between my thighs. "I raise $5." It took a moment before I understood. I leaned over to take a 5 from his pile and his finger thrust deeper into me. I tossed the bill into the center, watching it land on top of the thong. I groaned. My body experienced a minor shake as I was bent over the table being finger-fucked more aggressively. The betting continued, I threw in another bill, all the while with his finger sawing into me and my moans adding to the atmosphere of the hand.
Harold ultimately lost the hand. In truth, none of them seemed very attuned to the game. Harold announced that the winner gets a new bonus during the next hand. He pulled me down by my blouse and another button opened. He whispered into my ear. I shivered but immediately crawled under the table to the man who had just won. There was total silence above me as I moved to the man, my hands working his belt and zipper. As I tugged his pants, he raised his hips from the chair, and I pulled his pants down enough to fully expose his already hard cock. Without hesitation I began licking the length of his thick cock before I took the head into my mouth and heard his gasp. Quickly, the next hand began and by his lack of movement except to raise his hip occasionally, my head bumping the underside of the table, it seemed this guy was not playing given that his hands were under the table on my head. His grunts, gasps, and groans played to the background of the betting of the others.
I didn't want him to cum. If I knew they were all like Harold, I could have been more aggressive but I didn't know if they would be as resilient as Harold had proven to be. I wanted to fuck four men tonight. So, I took my time, sucking and licking cock as the men played their game above me. When another of the men won a hand, he would reach underneath the table and I moved to him. I was soon sucking on a familiar cock. Whether by manipulation of the events or mere fortune, Harold was the last of the four to receive my mouth on his cock. He didn't leave it there long, though. He pushed his chair from the table and brought me out from underneath. My lips and chin were slick from the saliva of my efforts. I stood next to Harold and wondered for only a moment what might happen next when his fingers went to the short zipper on the side of the very short skirt. He pushed the skirt down my legs, then stood, pried his shoes off and pushed his own pants and underwear down his legs. When he took his seat, again, he maneuvered me in front of him and pulled me toward his lap. I spread my feet to the outside of his legs and eased back to his lap, felt his cock against my butt, and paused as he rubbed the head over my pussy until it hit my hole. With a gasp from both of us, I sat down on his cock.
The other three men were watching intently as I began moving up and down on his cock. Harold relaxed back on the chair and announced that for the next series of hands I would fuck the winner like this and play the next hand for the man. That would almost assure a change as I knew almost nothing about poker and was going to be greatly distracted.
The betting increased and I didn't want to lose too much money so I folded, freeing me instead to concentrate on fucking Harold who now was assisting me with his hands on my waist. My breasts were flopping and we weren't quiet between our moans and my butt smacking against his hips. I felt a tapping on my shoulder. I focused my eyes and found the table quiet, that hand ended and the winner across the table standing and removing his slacks now. As he took his seat, his cock pointing in the air, I glanced back at Harold and slowly stood, his cock sliding out of my pussy. The moment my pussy was empty, his cock smacked wetly against his abdomen.
I sighed as I stepped over his legs. I knew my pussy was obscenely displayed as I did it. The three other men intently stared. As I moved around the table, I untied the blouse and removed it. Now, my bouncing breasts would be easily viewed.
I settled down on this second cock, a smile forming on my face as it sank into me and moans came from the man. I resumed fucking but made no pretense of playing his hand. I had reached a nice level of arousal and wanted to retake that and build on it. The length of each hand wasn't long enough, though. Each time on a cock was just long enough to reach a good buzz of erotic arousal but not long enough to push over the crest to an orgasm. It took a while for the fourth man to win a hand. After that, all pretense of playing games was over. After the final hand, Harold approached and eased me off the man's cock. Again, just short of real satisfaction. But that changed...
The table was cleared and I was bent over it, my breasts pressed against the table top, my feet spread wide. Someone, I didn't know who or cared, stepped up behind me, moved his cock along my pussy and sank it abruptly into my hole. He thrust powerfully into me, his cock driven deeply into my already wet and open pussy. He thrust hard, his tempo increasing. Other hands snaked underneath to rub and pinch my clit. My upper body was raised until I was supporting myself on my forearms and elbows. My breasts and nipples were similarly fondled, squeezed, and pulled and, when one wasn't, it swung wildly from the forceful slamming of the cock into me.
"OH, FUCK... OH GOD... OH YESSSSS." This was what I needed. This was what I wanted. The prolonged but interrupted fuck before had become frustrating, arousal rising only to be stopped over and over. Now... now it was real. My arousal seemed to skip stages and jumped to the point of eruption as the cock slammed into me forcefully, powerfully, vigorously. My breath caught in my throat. My legs began shivering. My head sagged with my mouth open until it was pressed into the table. As the cock assaulted my pussy, fingers from several hands pulled, twisted, and pinched my clit and nipples. I exploded in a powerful orgasm. My head shot up and a moaning, gasping, guttural sound flowed from deep inside me as my entire body quaked and shook.
My entire body quaked and spasmed. I felt the cock inside as my pussy squeezed and clasped around it. I felt it spasm and jerk, too. I felt it spew its cum, emptying in my already drenched pussy from my own secretion of arousal and orgasmic result.
As I felt the cock pulled from me, suddenly feeling empty, I fought for some control, anticipating some respite to achieve that, but it would not happen... No sooner was that cock out than another slammed into me. I groaned as my upper body slid along the surface of the table from the impact. I was looser and more lubricated but he was more intent and determined. He pounded into me, his pace increasing, surprising me with the intensity. I twisted my head to find Harold looking down with a lust-crazed look. I groaned and moaned at the assault. Fingers again added to the assault. Again, the fingers abused my clit and nipples as his cock attacked my pussy. I came again, then again with each of the other two men.



I was a limp doll... a limp fuck-doll... prone on the surface of the table, exhausted, used, and spent. I didn't move, wasn't sure I could move unless I just slid off the table if my legs collapsed. Instead, hands gathered me, supported me, and guided me to the couch where I was laid back, my legs splayed. I looked up at the four older men, each with satisfied looks on their faces. They had given me a truly spectacular fucking. My eyes dropped to each of their cocks, each limply hanging and each glistening with the juices of my pussy and cum. I smiled with a wicked thought and pushed my weary body to sit forward. I motioned them to me. One after the other I sucked and licked their messy cocks clean.
I was given a drink which I gulped down too fast. It went directly to my head. I was given a glass of water next which I also gulped. My body was recovering somewhat even if my head was swimming from the sudden intake of a double bourbon. I slid off the couch and had them cram onto it, their hips and thighs pressed tightly together in the process. Would they get hard, again? I was sure Harold would. He had recovered quickly before. The others?
From one to the next and next and next, I sucked and licked cock. I was rewarded eventually with four hard cock, again. I sat back to consider the results of my efforts and what to do next. One of my hands fondled a breast while the other casually stroked my pussy. Harold made the decision for us. He stood and took my hand, turned me to the short hallway leading to the bedrooms.
He announced, "We're moving this party to more practical accommodations." He nudged me ahead of him with a smack to my ass. I jumped ahead with a school girl giggle.
Harold climbed onto the bed and I followed with him. I crawled over his body, held his cock, and moved my body and it until it sank into my cum-filled hole. Another man knelt alongside us. As I bounced up and down on Harold, I leaned to the side to engulf the other man's cock into my mouth. I felt movement on the bed on the other side and groped my hand in that direction until I found his cock. As I stroked it, the last man appeared fondling my breasts.
When Harold came, they all shifted. The next man wanted me on my hands and knees. The third and fourth in the missionary position. Eight loads of cum. Multiple orgasms of my own. What more could a blossoming slut ask for?
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CHAPTER 6: DISCOVERY
I was lounging on my balcony when my phone dinged signaling an alert. I reached blindly to the side, a little table containing my paperback, an empty wine glass, sunscreen, and my phone. I fumbled for the phone, content to be sprawled under the hot sun. When I held the phone up in front of me, before I woke the dark screen to life, I smiled at the image reflected on the dark surface. It has been weeks since that night with Harold and his friends and more weeks since the week of exploration at the resort island. Now, I lay brazenly naked on my small balcony. Being on the top floor held some advantage along with the walls separating the balconies for some modicum of privacy but I knew I frequently exposed myself to those below in the commons area and other apartments around the quad. I enjoyed the feeling of the sun on my bare body and I was intent of minimizing tan lines even though I didn't have the benefit of a nude beach. Mostly, though, I really enjoyed being exposed. It was a wonderfully erotic feeling.
I punched in my password as I squeezed my thighs together with a big smile. At the moment, I had a vibrating egg gently buzzing inside my cunt. Oh, yeah, these weeks have generated some other transitions, too. Harold. For an older guy, he's had a lot of ideas for me. I suspect he likes the physical 'thanks' I have generously provided. In the effort of continuing to move forward, he has encouraged me to include new terms. Referring to my pussy: Cunt. My breasts: Tits. I find when I am sexual these new terms are exciting, too.
I search for the source of the alert. I find it in an app that has laid dormant, the app for the resort used for communication of events, weather, and activities. It went dormant after I checked out and received the final summary of miscellaneous billing information. I tapped the icon and the familiar resort screen popped up. A message was waiting. I tapped on it expecting to find a promotional offer. It wasn't.
'You have a message from another guest. Press this link for options.'
I followed the link to learn when I registered my email address and phone number it included an option for contact between guests, if they approved the communication. I followed the link further to find a message pending from... Adam Jacobs. Adam Jacobs? Adam? My Adam? I never got his last name. It was a literal one-night-stand and, I thought, no chance of seeing him again. I clicked on the message.
'Teresa... I loved the way you pronounced it... ter-RAY-sah... with a bit of Latin accent... obviously, you left an impression on me. I am hoping your impression of me was also positive or I am going to appear quite the fool here. But I don't think I will be. I think that night was special for you, too. So, here's the deal... I want to see you, again. More, though, I've described you to my friends and they agree you'd be perfect for us. It's outrageous but I had the feeling you might be looking for outrageous. If you see this and you are curious, respond. Otherwise, I hope your life is good. Adam.'
Oh my, God... good impression? I'll say I have a good impression. That single night was amazing. And his cock... how I wished there had been more time. Now he's suggesting just that? What's this about his friends? He said I'd be 'perfect for us'; what's that about?
I pressed reply and a text field opened below his message. It was all within the resort app, not a direct email communication. For security purposes, I supposed.
'Adam, thanks for the message and thinking of me. That night was... wow, special for me. You were amazing and I have wished we could have spent more time together. YES... yes, I am curious what you have in mind. I am including an email address; it might be more direct communication for us. Excited, Teresa.'
* * * *
I can't really believe I am doing this. It started with simple messages through an app, then into emails to phone calls. Now, I am riding the escalator from the arrival gates to the baggage claim level. I am wearing black leggings, black high heels, a tight black t-shirt with 'IMAGINE' printed across my breasts, and large dark sunglasses. Behind me on the next tread is my carry-on case. I scanned the people below as soon as I began descending the escalator and I am again as more of the open space below comes into view. I feel the flush wash over me... anticipation, wonder at what I am doing, excitement of what is to come.
I see him standing calmly away from the crowd near the window. He puts up his hand and I wave back to him. I push through the crowd that seems to part before me. When he again comes into my line-of-sight, I quicken my pace to a jog with the case rolling behind me until I all but crash into him as I release the roller and wrap my arms around him.
I kissed him deeply, then, "Oh, Adam... I can't believe I'm holding you, again."
He sighed, "You wouldn't believe how much I've thought about you. I cursed myself for the bad timing of having to leave right after meeting you." He kissed me again while people flowed around us trying not to stare but wanting to peek at our display of urgency. "Are you sure about this? We can still call it off..."
I shook my head and looked into his eyes, a big smile forming as I pressed against his body. "I'm sure, Adam. I can't believe how excited I am about it. You're right, it is outrageous but outrageously exciting." I press into him and my face changes slightly and my voice lowers, "But I'm not the only one excited and that excites me, too." In the midst of all these strangers streaming for the exit doors, my voice lowers lustily. "Are you sure you can walk with that thing like that?" He blushes and says he'll manage.
He took my bag with one hand and my hand with the other and led me to the door and short-term parking. As we cross to the parking structure, it truly hits me. I only know this man from one night of sexual adventure... an amazing sexual experience, but still... I've travelled across states to be with him for a long weekend. But not only him. That was his outrageous proposal. He and his three friends. He was very explicit when he described the weekend he proposed: three days; the five of us at a very comfortable lake-side cabin located near a resort town; a consuming sexual experience; and, according to him, the other three were equally well-endowed. I wobbled slightly. Adam looked but probably thought it was my heels. Three days intent on fucking. Three days of four big cocks. Not for the first time since his proposal did my mind flash on how his magnificent cock felt and not for the first time did I wonder if that experience multiplied by others was rational. I giggled to myself at the wonder of it all. Move forward? Hell, this was like leaping forward!
In the car headed out of the city, he provided more details. He had provided plenty of details in his messages and phone calls, of course. How could I agree to something like this without the details? But the details he gave along the drive were more and I realized by my physical reaction that he was teasing me, enticing me, priming me, hoping what we thought was about to happen was really about to happen. He described the other men in more detail: Steve, Mark, and Brian. All white. All about the same age. All with athletic builds. All with big cocks. He said the cabin was really a lake-home they were renting. It was semi-private from other properties... but not completely. The lake would be crowded on the weekend with people escaping the city and the city heat.
He reached across the center console and ran his fingertips lightly over my thigh covered in the leggings. His touch, after his words, gave me a shiver. He smiled at that. Our heads turned at the same moment and our eyes connected. My breathing quickened and my heart began pounding. We were still on the Interstate through the city.
"Take off your leggings." Just like that? I looked at him. He had a slight smile on his face as he watched the traffic ahead and around us. Without looking at me, he added, "You said you wanted an outrageous experience." He paused, then, "Correction... what you said was you want your life filled with more outrageous experiences." His smile got bigger and my arousal spiked. "Take you leggings off. And your panties or thong, too."
I released the seatbelt and raised my butt off the seat and pushed the waist of the leggings over my hips, catching the thong with my thumbs as I did. I slipped out of the heels to remove those items and he asked me to put the heels back on. Obviously, more was in his mind. It was exciting. We had made it clear that I would always be in control. I could reject anything and they would honor it. I think, though, we both knew I wouldn't be incline to deny a request or suggestion. I wanted experiences and I was inclined to follow their lead.
I sat back and refastened the seatbelt as I sat naked from the waist down. I looked at him. He had a satisfied and confident smile. He flipped his head to my side. I looked out my side window to find us alongside a semi-truck. I looked up at the driver and blushed as he gave a thumbs-up sign. Adam sped up and passed him.
Shortly after, Adam signaled to exit the Interstate. He stopped at the stop sign at the top of the exit and turned to me in his seat. "Now, your top and bra." I hesitated and looked down the state road we were about to take. It wasn't like it was a rural country road. My heart was beating faster and I knew I wanted to, I wanted to experience what his (and his friends) might have in mind this weekend. I released the seatbelt, again, and pulled my top off, leaned forward and unhooked my bra. I toss all of it into the back seat and refastened the seat belt, the shoulder strap passing between my breasts and obviously aroused nipples. He reached over with his right hand and slid it over my bare thigh. He continued up and I found my thighs parting. His fingers slipped between my thighs to my pussy. His fingers moved over my lips, then up in front of me.
I looked at his fingers. It was unmistakable but he stated the obvious, anyway. "You're already wet." His smile was almost bigger than his face. His fingers came to my nipple. "Why am I not surprised..." I smiled back. It was crazy to travel by myself to meet with near strangers for a weekend. But, God, how I wanted this.
He pulled onto a smaller county road and several miles later slowed at an intersection where the lone building was a gas and small market. I looked at him with apprehension as I sat naked in his car. He stopped at one of the two pumps and fished his wallet out. The car faced the front of the store which was where my eyes were focused. Suddenly, his hand was in front of my face with a credit card held between two fingers.
"I need gas. Would you fill it up?"
My eyes flashed back to the front of the store. So, this is why he wanted me to put my shoes back on. I sighed, nervously looked at the store and around the outside of it, but I also recognized the excitement that was coursing through me at the same time. I took the card, opened the door, stepped outside, and walked around the back of the car to the pump. I opened the cover to the opening and turned to the pump, trying very hard to act normal like this was just one of hundreds of times I have filled a car with gas. It was anything but normal, though. I put the card in and out, made the selection, took the nozzle out and began fueling the car. I glanced at the front of the store, again. A man was slowing coming out to stand at the open door. Since there were no other cars visible, I took him to be the attendant. He was watching quite closely and I knew I was mostly visible to him. I smiled as a nasty thought came to me. I took the squeegee from the water container and moved to the driver's side of the windshield. I think I even shocked Adam as I began cleaning the glass, especially when I lean over the car and pressed my breast into the windshield. I casually walked to the other side to finish the job as I heard the nozzle shut off.
When I got back into the car, all Adam could say was, "I don't believe you did that... this is going to be a great weekend!" I couldn't believe I did that, either. It pointed to a weekend of great potential, though.
Adam was right, it was much more like a lake-house than a cabin. It might be constructed of logs but it was two-stories. The front, which faced the lake, had a wide porch that extended across the full front which rose five steps from the ground.
I also noted there were no other cars. I mentioned that to him as he slowed to park alongside the building. As he opened his door, he said the others were on their way but got a later start due to work commitments. I stepped out on my side, then opened the back door to retrieve the clothes I had discarded there. I stood naked but for the clothes clutched to my body as Adam opened the trunk and grabbed both of our bags.
I felt his eyes on my bare ass as I climbed the stairs to the porch, the heels causing my ass to provocatively tilt back and forth as I did. The luggage was dumped in the spacious living room which was walled by floor-to-ceiling windows facing the porch and lake. We then made a couple trips to bring the groceries he had in the trunk.
After putting the groceries away, I commented teasingly, "No alcohol."
"The other guys are bringing other stuff. Yes, including the alcohol." He patted my bare ass.
We took the luggage upstairs. He dropped his on the bed in a bedroom and put mine next to his. I smiled as if to communicate this was our bedroom. He smiled, too, apparently understanding my reaction. He told me this was not my bedroom. There were four bedroom and the four guys. And, I understood. I would be sharing the bed of one of them.
He led me back downstairs and out onto the massive porch. I gazed out at the lake, just a few boats cruising but understood that the weekend would bring many more. He came up from the back and took me in his arms, one hand immediately fondling a breast while the other smoothly moved down my stomach. I parted my legs welcoming his touch as it continued down to my mound. I couldn't believe how turned on I was. The anticipation of the weekend after our communications, the exhibitionism in the car and at the gas station had me in a state of high need. I could feel the wetness between my legs and now he could, too.
He placed his hands on my shoulders and applied gentle pressure down. It didn't require much pressure to be sure. I was eager. My fingers were already working the belt and zipper of his slacks by the time my knees hit the floor of the porch. His slacks fell down his thighs as my tongue and lips found his now exposed cock. I sighed deeply at the first touch, my mind flashing back to the feel of this monster cock at the resort. The long semi-hard member quickly became the 11" hard, rigid cock I remembered. I stretched my mouth wide to take the head and more into my mouth and only managing about half its length inside, the head entering my mouth but its size scaring me to go much further, though I continued to try.
I felt him pulling me up and I gasped in air as my mouth slid off his cock and flopped down, its size not able to stand upright like a smaller cock would. He turned me around to press me against the railing of the porch where I braced myself and spread my legs wide, my breasts and head hung over the railing, my ass slightly wiggling at him in a teasingly, inviting gesture.
When I felt the head at my pussy, I tilted my ass up and sucked in a deep breath of anticipation. Only hours after arriving to see a man I had only one encounter with months ago and I was eagerly presenting myself to being fucked by him, again. As his cock slowly parted my lips and entered me, that deep breath escaped my lungs with a long moan as the feeling of being filled completely returned to me. He pressed and pulled slowly and by inches slowly filled my pussy until I again felt his cock bumping into the top of my insides. By the time his hips smacked my ass, a steady stream of gasps, moans, and groans were flowing from my throat and mouth hanging open.
The sound of gravel being crunched under tires barely penetrated my consciousness but the bright flash of sun off the windshield did. I turned my head and peered to the side through eyes that were half shut. A sudden feeling of embarrassment shot through me as his three friends came out of their cars to see me being pummeled from behind, my head hanging with open mouth, my breasts bouncing and swaying beneath me, and the sounds of our fucking floating on the air. But somehow that all heightened my excitement and as the three stepped in front of me on the ground... I cried out in orgasm. The slutty words and sounds escaping from me flowed easily and naturally.
"OH FUCK... YESSSSSS... FUCK YOUR MONSTER INTO ME. OH GOD! YESSSSS... YES, YES, YES! I love your... fucking... cock... deep... filling me! FUCK YES!"
Adam's strokes became instantly urgent and powerful. He slammed into me and I felt his pulsing cock begin to spew cum into my pussy tightly wrapped around him.
I was gasping for air as he slowly pulled his cock from my pussy. I glanced underneath me and back to see a long string of cum dripping from my (I was sure) gaping hole. I softly muttered a 'yes' as I watched Adam's feet move away and someone else move up to my waiting ass. I sighed as another cock parted my gaping lips and entered my pussy. This one was big, too, and the feeling of being filled returned. My mind flashed on a thought of all four really were big like Adam and my arousal spiked at the thought of finding out in these minutes after arriving while hung over the railing of the porch facing the lake. In full view of the lake and anyone curious enough to notice, I'm being fucked by four men.
When the fourth and last of them pulled out after yet another orgasm for me and another load of cum dumped into my filled pussy, I was aided to one of the Adirondack chairs along the wall facing the lake. A cold, sweating bottle of beer magically appeared in my hand and I gulped half of it. Adam sat in a chair next to me while Steve, Mark, and Brian stood leaning against the railing in front of me. We were all now naked. Formal introductions were made which was weird having already been fucked by them. Being introduced to them each, though, gave me the opportunity to consider each of them in turn. My eyes seemed to fall to their flaccid cocks hanging in front of them. Even limp they were impressive and provided visual evidence of the physical I had only moments before experienced. But, if I was considering them, I noticed their eyes dropped down my body, too. I followed their gaze down to my parted legs and blushed but wickedly enjoyed the reality of what they saw: a small pool of cum was forming under my pussy on the painted wood of the chair.
As the afternoon and night progressed, the guys slipped on shorts but I was encouraged to remain naked. I could still feel their cum inside and outside my pussy as steaks were grilled and sides made and we ate. The conversation was easy and comfortable. My willingness to be fucked immediately on their arrival and to remain naked with them set the easy, relaxed tone. They casually touched me as we moved about and I returned the touches to them.
As darkness began settling in over the lake, the temperature dropped. We were either going to put more clothes on or go inside. We went inside. After bringing them refreshed drinks, I stood looking at the four of them sprawled on couches or chairs. An evening of being openly touched had me aroused. Looking at them in shorts, their hard, bare chests reminding me of what else there was, I knew what I wanted. Adam offered a weekend of hard cock excess and that was what I wanted. I truly did want cock. I began loosening shorts and pulling them off. As I made my way around the group, the exposed cocks began firming on their own but I wanted each one in my mouth.



The trees surrounding the lake and cabin put the area in darkness while the sky to the west still showed dusky, color infused light. I knelt before the closest cock which happened to be Mark. I licked the underside of his cock to the head. It became almost instantly hard as I took in the taste and scent of our previous fucking, the taste and smell of multiple loads of cum and my own orgasmic secretions. I opened my mouth wide to take the head between my lips. I sucked on the bulbous head as my tongue stroke the underside. I heard him moan. I raised myself to push my mouth down over his rigid cock, taking more and more inside with each plunge down and sucking as I pulled back up. I took it into my throat, certainly not all of it but enough to give the head the sensation as my throat constricted around it. I massaged his balls and stroked the base of his cock as I sucked until I felt his cock pulse and swell. I pulled my mouth up to the head and stroked faster. When I felt his cock jerk and spasm, I sucked harder in anticipation. With the first spurt of cum, I sucked and swallowed, anticipating more. My gulp sounded obscene as I was only intent on not losing a drop of his climax as the thickness slid down my throat.
I pulled my mouth off and licked the head. Mark was sprawled back in the easy chair. "Damn, Teresa... you're a good cocksucker, too."
I smiled as I shuffled on my knees to the side. I stopped in front of Steve and immediately engulfed his hard cock. Four big cocks. I was sure to be better at taking them down my throat by the end of this weekend.
I moved from one to the next as the guys talked, joked, and watched. Usually, the only one not vocally involved was the one being sucked. He, I was pleased to realize, only added moans and grunts. After swallowing four loads of cum and now faced with four softened cocks, I replenished everyone's drinks and to a seat on Adam's lap. His free hand moved inside my thighs so I dropped one leg off his lap to give him the access he sought. As his fingers plied my pussy lips and clit, he asked, "Are you okay, Teresa? Is this what you wanted from the weekend?"
I kissed him, then looked each of the others in the face and smiled. "So far it is, yes. I am hoping there will be much more." They all laughed and assured me that was guaranteed. "That reminds me, since I don't have a bedroom of my own, what are the sleeping arrangements?"
Adam responded as his finger entered me and I sighed. I had fucked and sucked each of them and now he was openly fingering my messy pussy. It was exactly what I wanted. I wanted to be there willing slut, to do everything they desired, and to be used anyway they desired. "Random. You'll start out with someone, then move to another. You may not get much sleep."
"That sounds nasty. After fucking one of you, I move to the next and the next..."
Someone added, "Definitely wake us up, if necessary."
I shifted on Adam's lap so my back was now against his chest, my legs spread to the outside of his legs. Adam's fingers were clearly probing my pussy for the others to see. I loved being displayed like that. Brain asked, "What about your ass, Teresa? Do you do anal, too?"
"My pussy and mouth aren't enough?" I held a straight face.
He nervously responded, "No... no, your pussy and mouth are amazing." Hearing his own words got him more embarrassed.
I chuckled, "I'm teasing you." My own free fingers teased a nipple as Adam plunged two fingers into my spread pussy. "Just be easy with my ass... you guys are all so big. But I'm sure you'll open me up." I gave them a nasty smile. I was essentially offering up my ass to these big cocks. Damn, this was too exciting. I stood up from Adam's lap, his fingers pulled from my pussy as I did. "God, you guys... I need to be fucked. Who's first?"
That night was a wild experience. I started the night out with Steve who reacted the quickest to my question. He took me up to the bedroom he selected and we spent time in slow, cuddling love-making. It was quite a change from the other times so far. It was mutual and considerate. He was a good lover and spent a considerable amount of time eating my pussy before I rolled him over to assume a 69 position. The idea of eating spent cum from my pussy didn't seem to bother him in the least. At some point, with both of us highly aroused, he rolled us and moved between my legs, kissing my breasts and chest up to my lips. As he did that, his big cock poked at my pussy. I guided it into my ready hole and gasped at the immediate feeling of fullness as he pressed deeper and deeper into me. When we climaxed, I was riding him and aggressively pounding my body over his rigid cock.
We cuddled for a while longer before I slipped out of the bed and padded to the next bedroom, not at all sure who might be in it. The only bedroom I knew for sure was the one Adam was in and I determined to visit his last. Each time I was fucked. Some after waking them up by sucking their cocks to throbbing hardness before they awoke. Each time our fucking involved several position changes. Each time we both climaxed.
I woke the next morning in bed alone. I was disoriented for a moment before remembering the previous night. I heard voices from downstairs and leapt out of bed for the shower and bathroom. With wet hair and only a towel wrapped around me, I padded downstairs to find the four men in the kitchen with the remnants of breakfast on the table and the smell of rich coffee welcoming me. I smiled at them as I entered and they all stood. They were all wearing only boxers. The first, Brian, unknotted the towel as he kissed me welcomingly. Each, then, took me in their arms and I was happy and impressed to feel stirrings in their shorts as they pulled me into them tightly as we kissed.
I wondered if it would all start so quickly but I was moved to a chair and served coffee, juice, and a breakfast of eggs, sausage, and hash browns. It was wonderful and I shoveled it in as the they joined me with another cup of coffee and watched. They asked me about waterskiing, I said I didn't know how, and they said it was okay because they also had a wake board that I could kneel on. First, they had to get the boat ready, gassed, and more beer for the day. It sounded like we were spending a lot of time on the water.
I suppose I should have anticipated it. Adam held up a thin, very short, coverup as he pulled me toward the dock and the waiting boat. I was naked. Apparently, I was to remain naked, too. Whipping around the lake, it was interesting to me how quickly I relaxed about my nudity. I was sure other boaters could tell, especially when I got up to straighten the line when one of the guys fell. It soon came to be my turn and I was now more concerned. I was a good swimmer and was encouraged to only use a floatation belt like the guys had used. They had shorts on, though. I was determined not to deny myself experiences with these guys, though. I allowed Mark to fasten the belt around my waist and I slipped over the end of the boat. I climbed onto the board and held onto the line as the boat slowly drifted away until I was holding the handle which was threaded through a clip and leaned back as instructed to raise the front of the board. As the boat took off, I had no choice but hold on and go wherever they took me which turned out to be through some very crowded sections of the lake. Needless to say, I drew a lot of attention.
Back in the boat, Steve pulled me to him and we kissed with a renewed passion, largely due to my arousal at the exhibitionism. I stood, stripped his shorts down and backed onto his lap and sitting on his hard cock. Adam put the boat into gear and crashed through the wakes of other boats. The jolts were like abusive pounding into my pussy and totally what I needed at the moment. My cries of orgasmic thrill were drowned out by the roar of the engine. When Steve pumped his cum into me, I stood up, allowing his cum-coated cock to plop against his abdomen. I turned around to clean his cock and was penetrated by someone. At this point the boat had settled into a smooth cruising. When I took my mouth off Steve's cock, another appeared at my face which I greedily devoured into my mouth and throat.
It was awkward, even at a slow cruising speed because of the other boats and waves slamming into us. It didn't deter anyone, though. Or comments, yells, and shouts from passing boaters. Only when all four of the guys had been satisfied did we collapse onto seats and head back to the cabin.
I was fucked repeatedly during much of the day. When I wasn't actually being fucked in one position or another, I seemed to be casually relaxed with my head in someone's lap while sucking a cock. I had to admit to myself that I felt like I was in heaven, an obscene, slutty heaven, but still heaven.
That night I was allowed to put clothes on. They were taking me to a resort restaurant for dinner. Of course, dressed was a relative term. After spending the night and day naked and fucked, I was dressed in an ultra-short skirt that just covered my ass cheeks when I had it pushed way down. The blouse was a buttoned, very sheer material and sleeveless. And, no underwear. My nipples were clearly visible through the material and my breasts swayed and bounced freely. When I sat, my bare ass was on the seat and if my thigh weren't pressed tightly together my pussy was exposed.
The restaurant was also a club so after eating we moved next door where a so-so band was pounding out a beat that invited dancing. With four guys to satisfy, I was on the dance floor continuously with the only breaks to refresh by gulping a drink before being pulled back to the dance floor. The slam of alcohol had the probably desire effect of eliminating any remaining inhibitions. Before long, my blouse had been unbuttoned completely. As I twirled and shook side to side, my breasts became exposed. During slow numbers, my partner made a point of pulling up the back of the short skirt to show off my ass. For my part, I was grinding my pelvis into hard cock much of the night. When a manager finally told me to cover up or leave, I was frankly surprised it had taken so long. I didn't cover up, though. When we turned to leave, much of the crowd booed the management and cheered us.
I was breathless when we stepped out into the dark of the gravel parking lot. I was laughing from sheer enthusiasm of the experience. I realized I would likely do anything. The feeling was an aphrodisiac of sorts. The exhibitionism and blatant sexual energy put me on a high I wanted to experience more of. I didn't have to wait long for more to experience.
Not 10 feet from the door of the building I was stopped. One of the guys worked the clasp and short zipper of the skirt while another pulled my open blouse off. After excitedly stepping out of the skirt as a young couple exited behind us and smiled, I stepped up to each of the guys for a very hot and passionate kiss, all of them fondling my ass and breasts. I stepped back from them with an expectant look, my nipples erect and my pussy lubricated. The guys shared a look and pulled me to the car parked in the middle of the lot. I was pressed over the hood and fingered as I heard zippers lowering. One of them managed to cum inside me and another penetrate before someone opened the building door and threatened to call the cops. I turned around and flaunted our response before being pulled into the car, all of us laughing.
It was another night of changing beds and I didn't want to sleep. I wanted and did continue all night until the sun rose behind the cabin. I had fucked each of them twice during the night, waking them up by sucking cock until I could sit on a hard cock or have them awake enough to roll on top of me.
Despite the earlier talk of anal, it hadn't happened. Until that next day. I thought I had experience heaven before. Not even close.
There was little mystery to the weekend by this point. I was going to be fucked... well and truly fucked. The only mystery was how and under what circumstance. Would there be more exhibitionism? They seemed to take great pleasure in displaying me and I found I enjoyed it, too. But this day was going to be different and they indicated that by coming to me as a group with Adam holding a tube of lubricant in front of him. Anal. I gave them a wicked smile and reminded them to be gentle. They assured me they would... until I was opened up.
It was a bright sunny day as they led me out onto the porch, again. Again, I was facing the lake as I was bent over the railing, my feet spread wide, and my ass cheeks spread apart as a large dollop of lubricant was spread on and into my asshole. I knew they were already hard. They had probably been thinking about this since it was originally mentioned. Just like I had been thinking about it.
I looked over my shoulder when I felt a cock head sliding over my greased asshole. It was Adam. I smiled at him. I was glad it was him. I felt this first time with a massive cock would be gentler from him, not that I thought the others wouldn't have honored my request, but...
"DAMN!" I squeezed my eyes shut tight as he pressed harder against that opening that wasn't sure about opening. He pressed down on his cock as he pressed his hips toward me. "OH FUCK!" I wasn't sure about this now that it was beginning but I was determined. I wasn't going to deny myself of anything this weekend. It was a mantra now. This weekend was my discovery... discovery and proof of the slut I was. "Do it, Adam! Get that log inside me."
The noise from the lake disappeared, somehow buffered away by the intensity of the moment and it wasn't only me. The other three guys were silent, too. All were focused on Adam pressing his cock past my sphincter. It seemed all of us held our breath. Then, with a physical pop, if not an audible one, the cock head was inside and my moan was joined by the sighs of the others in releasing the built-up expectation. It felt impossibly big inside me. I pressed my hand back but Adam had already held his position, allowing my body to adjust. It was only moments, though, before I pulled my hand away and pressed my body back toward him, taking a few more inches of his cock into my ass. The grunts and groans and gasps were continuous in flowing from my mouth as he slowly and deliberately pulled back and pressed forward and penetrating more and more of his length into me. He was about half way in when it seemed impossibly full. The first time he fucked me it felt intense but nothing like this.
"OH FUCK... OH FUCK... YESSSSSSS!" I felt his hips finally press against me. I had all of him inside and it felt like the head might enter my throat from that direction. It was impossible to describe. It felt like he was fucking into my bowels.
I screamed my release. I read that anal might not produce an orgasm on its own but it did for me. I came so hard my legs wobbled and Adam pressed me harder against the railing as he pounded my asshole for his own release. When he came it felt like a hose had opened inside me. His cum seemed to spurt an endless stream. My head hung over as he slowly pulled his cock out of my ass and, once removed, I saw a string of cum hanging from my spread legs.
Without hesitation, though, the next guy came to my ass and penetrated deep into what had to be a gaping hole. I only saw two feet and I didn't care who it was, it didn't matter. One after the other, they stepped up to my gaping asshole to fuck it. I squeezed the muscles to assist them. These were easier after being opened. I orgasmed with each and it felt like my bowels were filled with cum. When I stood up after the last one, a steady stream of cum ran out of my asshole. How obscene... deliciously obscene.
The guys were stunned when I knelt down to suck and lick each of their cocks clean. Ass to mouth. Maybe it should have been gross, even disgusting, but it felt like a new discovery for me. I wanted everything.
I brought out beers for them, then we ran down to the end of the dock and jumped into the lake noisily. Five naked cavorting people not caring who might see and what they might think.
Later, I sucked them hard, again. I looked up from my knees with a wicked smile. "Now what? What are you guys going to do to me next?"
They seemed to know. They stood me up, told to jump into Adam's hands, and was lifted high enough to settle back down onto his cock. I sighed as I hung there with my arms around his neck, my legs around his waist and my pussy penetrated by his cock. He moved me up and down a few times, then stopped. Then I felt hands on my hips. I looked over my shoulder to find Brian aligning his cock to my ass. I turned back to Adam and smiled.
"Double penetration?" He smiled. "Oh God..." Anal was one thing, but both holes with cocks as big as these?
With Adam's cock in my pussy and now Brian pressing his big cock against my asshole, I was nervous. It wasn't the problem I was anticipating, though. My sphincter was tight with Adam's cock 'next door', but it had been loosened. I cried out when Brian passed his cock head up into my asshole and I clung to Adam tightly. Then, I realized his was in me and I relaxed. I had done it. Both of them. I leaned back and twisted my shoulders and head so my shoulders were sideways to both of them. I moved my right arm around Brian's neck and pulled his face into me for a passionate kiss. I moved my mouth back and forth between them as their hands jointly moved my body up and down on their cocks. I had felt full when being fucked in the pussy. I had felt full when being fucked anally. This... God!... this felt like my body was stuffed with cock.
I orgasmed quickly. They had just gotten started and my body was shaking and quivering. I wrapped both arms around Adam as my body reacted and their fucking continued. I filled the room with my cries and moans. Everything I had sexually experienced lately was eclipsed by this.
Brian climaxed in my ass. I was clamped around him so tightly I could feel his cock begin to swell and pulse. The first spurt of cum gave me another mini-orgasm. As he pulled his cock from my asshole, my head fell back and my mouth hung open at the feeling but the emptiness didn't last long. Another cock was plunged up into my asshole. I gasped and turned to find Steve. I kissed him deeply. I wanted to say something, encourage him, them... all I could manage was deep sighs and moans.
Adam came in my pussy and again I felt every change in his cock's response. I orgasmed, again. Steve held me from behind as Adam pulled out and Mark slammed his cock into my gaping pussy. It seemed like my body was in a constant series of orgasmic responses.
I found myself in bed... alone. I slipped my hand down my body to my pussy and asshole. How long had I been here? I smiled. Not long, I thought. Both holes were still loose and open. I swung my legs over the side of the bed. Not long but maybe long enough for them to have recovered. This time in bed. What a slut? Okay... I was okay with that.
THE END
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CHAPTER 1: THE JOB INTERVIEW
"How is it you are applying for this position?" He had identified himself as Dan, the Human Resources Director for the Executive staff floor. "The position wasn't listed in any open position publication, website or generally available to job recruiters. We generally expect these positions to take some time to generate a candidate or two."
I knew full well why he was asking. The position was definitely unique for an entry level Personal Assistant position. "A friend of mine... well, actually, a friend of my sister... told me about it. She sent it to me. The way you sent it to your... discrete recruiter. I had to agree, it sounded like what I needed at the moment."
He was watching me intently. "This friend has a name?" He was probing on a new level, now.
I chuckled, "Tina Williams. She said someone would wonder because she signed a nondisclosure agreement. She only told me there was a personal assistant's position open here and it had some responsibilities that would fit my interests. I'm really curious what those are."
"Tina Williams. Okay. Yeah, she took a promotion to one of our subsidiaries in Florida, right?" I nodded. "Okay. Well... your curiosity. This position is on the 5th floor which is the Executive Floor. The requirements up there are distinctly different there than anywhere else in the Corporation. Very different."
I studied him for a beat, then pressed on. "As you described the job, it sounds interesting with challenge. I like that. I detest being bored with time on my hands or doing tasks that become rote. The pay and benefits... they're amazing for the position. I know I only have a couple years experience but I got bored at the other job. I want that challenge."
He smiled. I had the feeling the interview was going pretty well so far. He seemed to like my openness and desire for more. He continued, "To get into the other... what makes the position very different, I will need you to sign a NDA." He opened the folder he had in front of him and slid it across the table to me. We were meeting in a conference room on the 2nd floor. Apparently, the 5th floor was different. "Nobody gets onto the 5th floor without having one of these on record." I pulled it in front of me and scanned it. Then, I read it. It spoke a lot to nothing in particular. What it basically said was that anything I was exposed to, heard, saw, was requested to do, or did in response to any request would be held in the strictest confidence under threat of significant and extensive legal action. Wow. I signed it. Tina said she enjoyed her time on the 5th floor and she knew I was created in the same mold as she was. Her only hint was 'sex'. I didn't mention that to this guy.
In the elevator going up to the 5th floor, he warned, "You'll need to make your decision when we reach the doors to the office area if you want to continue or not. Regardless, though, the NDA will be binding."
The elevator dinged, a second later the door parted, and we stepped out into a large vestibule area. I had noticed that he used a key card to activate the button for the 5th floor. This floor really was restricted and glancing through the large glass doors straight ahead indicated why. Naked people. He turned me to the right and we stepped just far enough to be beyond the doors. By doing so, I also was hit by the image I stepped into. I was stepping into a wide locker room bay. But instead of actual lockers, there were slots in the wall with hangers and every one of them seemed to contain dresses, or skirts and blouses, or slacks and blouses with shoes and undergarments. I looked more deliberately but didn't see any around me that indicated clothes that would be worn by a man. Further down the bay, or hall made into a changing area, were sinks and mirrors. There was an opening further down into a room that was dark but it seemed....
"Are those showers," I asked. I looked in the other direction past the doors and found the same thing but fewer stalls. A small stool stood before the shallow stalls just deep enough to hold a hanger or two. There were a couple sinks in that direction, too, but no larger room of what seemed to be showers.
"Yes," he responded. He walked me down the hall to the darkened room. When we approached the sinks, the lights over the mirrors came on. When we stepped into the opening, subdued lighting flashed on. It was like an old-fashioned locker room. Not individual shower stalls that most modern facilities have but a large room with shower nozzles along the walls and a post with nozzles in the center.
"I don't under... what does this mean?"
He smiled. "I said the position isn't normal, that we couldn't really advertise the exact requirements of the position. Your sister's friend hinted to you that a job opening here was unique and different. Which still has me wondering. What did she mean that you and she share the same interests?"
I looked down at my feet and caught a glimpse of the image I had decided to present because of her remark. My heels were 4" high, certainly higher than normal for an interview. My tight-fitting black skirt ended at mid-thigh just below the lace tops of dark thigh-high stockings. I wore a white sleeveless button blouse with buttons undone to my nipple line. The white lace bra underneath was apparent underneath and allowed for showing of the insides of my natural E-cup breasts. I felt a blush spread over me. My appearance was driven by what I believed Tina meant. Was I going to admit it to a man I had just met and who was in some way influential for a job I thought I was interested in?
"I..." I stumbled with the admission but what I saw around me seemed to indicate what I might admit was far from unusual to this man. "I enjoy exhibitionism, dressing in ways that often is at the edges of decent for the situation."
He stepped back and looked me up and down. This wasn't a quick glance hoping to be unnoticed, this was an inspection. My appearance invited being looked at but it was usually hidden, even if badly.
"Like you are dressed now. The heels, skirt length, stockings, and open blouse. Interview attire is generally more discrete, neutral." He stepped up closer and looked down. I was sure he was unflinchingly looking down at my cleavage. "You have nice tits. They become very inviting with this look." He raised his eyes and met mine. There was nothing subtle or hesitant about the comment. He wasn't worried about harassment or being offensive. He smiled and walked back to the glass doors. As we left the sinks and shower room, the lights turned off.
He stood me in front of the closed glass doors. I mean he stood me in front of them. His hands on my shoulders he turned me directly in front of them and edged me closer. Beyond the door was a large open office layout of desks and computers and phones without the benefit of partitions. Glass walled offices lined the three wall around the open area. Three had shaded glass which might provide a bit of privacy depending the angle of looking. There was one, in the far left corner, that had darkened glass. I wondered if it was just that the lights were off inside but just then a naked woman in heels walked out running her hands through her short hair while licking her lips repeatedly.
"Only the women." The voice came softly from next to my right ear. His hands now weren't just on my shoulders, which alone would be unthinkable in any other office, but were sliding in a caressing manner up and down the bare skin of my arms. "The nudity you glimpsed before... only the women. You say you are an exhibitionist? In this office, no woman enters with clothes on." It was true. The clothes hanging told me something but I hadn't accepted the significance of how much. All the men were dressed. All the women were undressed... everyone of them.
"Those are the rules of working on this floor. That's the reason for the strictly required NDA's for everyone. But there is a slight allowance in dress for women based on their position in the office. See the woman leaving the office on the right? She's a Director, like me. Because of her position she is allowed the shelf bra and garter belt along with the stockings, if she wishes. See the woman walking down the aisle directly in front of us? She's new. There is a three month probation period to see how everyone fits into this office. During that time, the women must be completely naked." She was barefoot.
As I watched the 'new' woman, I was caught by how erotic it was to see that naked butt tilting back and forth as she passed other naked women and dressed men when suddenly, I man I hadn't paid attention to came from the side, stopped her in the aisle, and pressed her down to her knees in front of him. She dropped the files she was carrying on the floor and calmly opened his slacks, took out his cock, and began licking and sucking it. Several people, men and women, looked at them before going about their business.
"So, besides exhibitionism, do you also share a healthy interest in sex with your friend Tina?" It was only when his voice pulled me from the public scene of the woman giving the man a blow job that I realized his caressing hands had moved from my arms to the sides of my encased breast on one side and the side of my butt on the other. "Was there maybe a hint that of it that brought you here? Surely, an office that might consider sexual dress like yours wouldn't try to contain the result of it." His right hand was now over my right breast firmly fondling it. A man walked past and smiled lustily at us. Was he thinking fresh meat? He pulled me back against him. I felt his hardening cock pressed into my butt. This place was way beyond my imaginings. I thought maybe this place might be open to office affairs and I was tired of the creeps I seemed to attract in the bar scenes. This... open sex in the office?
He stepped away from me and I groaned. I audibly groaned. The building feelings of being fondled and his cock grinding into my ass, standing in front of the glass door, the nakedness beyond it. He turned me to him and smiled. He could see it on me, my frustration, my desire had easily been brought to the surface.
He smiled. That confident smile as his finger rose and touched my expose skin of my gaped blouse. I looked down at the finger as it slid down between my breasts and back up. "The nudity was a surprise, wasn't it? The sex, though... how do you get your head around that, huh?" He turned and led me down the hall opposite the shower direction until he came to an empty stall. "All your questions and ours will be addressed in the interview. If you want the interview, you know what you have to do."
"The interview is in there?" It hit me hard enough that I almost staggered. To get details, I had to participate. Was I going to get fucked, too? Silly girl. From what happened to that girl, it's apparently part of the job.
I turned to the shallow stall, dropped my case on the floor, and began unbuttoning my blouse. Of course I was going to do it. I had to. I might not forgive myself if I didn't see what this was really about. I could always stop it at any time. I could refuse any job offer. I just had an NDA to honor. I was nearly done unbuttoning when hands on my shoulders turned me to the side. I smiled shyly as he leaned against the next stall wall. Of course, he wanted to watch. God, this was beyond stimulating, exciting, arousing. I came for an interview for a job I was very qualified for that offered an extravagant salary and benefits. This is probably why.
I finished unbuttoning and pulled the blouse off my shoulders and down my arms. I slowly hung it and turned back to him. His eyes were locked on my E-cup breasts. I purposely wore a bra that showed a lot of cleavage and didn't provide nearly the support and control my size might normally be expected to have. In all honesty, I like the feel of my breasts jiggling and bouncing. If I could, I'd go braless all the time. Hmmm... I just might get more chance here.
I reached behind me and unclasped the bra. I leaned forward slightly to have the straps slide down my arms as I eased the cups away. In the process, my breasts swung out slightly once freed and he noticed it all. After hooking the bra over a hanger, I cupped my breasts and lifted them slightly, a coy smile coming to my face as I watched his eyes followed my nipples.
When I was finally naked, completely naked as in barefoot, he commented, finally. "Good, you're shaved. Don't know if you noticed, but not only are all the women naked but so are their pussies."
My own eyes tried to stay with him but they kept flicking to the glass door where an office of people were busy. An office of people I was about to enter naked, if I didn't chicken out. I turned my gaze back to him and nodded. He smiled.
He led me into the office as I trailed along just behind him and to the side. I don't care what I might have been prepared for, actually walking into a room full of people and being naked is unnerving and intimidating. It didn't matter that many of the people in the room were women and also naked. I was naked. As we walked down the center aisle, I tried to estimate. There was the CEO's office, three Executive offices, and four directors. I only spotted one woman who might be in that group based on the one shelf bra I had seen. Then, there were managers and the rest. I wasn't sure of the status of the mass of workers but I only found the one other women who was completely naked. Of the mass of workers in the open area, I guess about 60% were men, maybe more. With them milling around, it was hard to keep track.
As we moved down the aisle, I woman wearing thigh-highs and heels marched commandingly to the desk of a man. Her back was to us as we approached and I heard her clearly.
"Brad, what the fuck?" She slapped a report on his desk and stabbed it with her finger. "I expect a lot better from you. What's going on? I need you, Brad. I need you to be the star you are. You know you're the one I depend on for these assignments, to set the example for others." She stepped to his side of the desk and sat her bare butt on the edge of his desk. "Talk to me, Brad. What's going on?" Her voice was calm and concerned now. His eyes were only a couple feet from her bare breasts. The way she sat on one cheek to face him better, her pussy was right in front of him, too. But he didn't seem to notice as his eyes rose to meet hers.
"I'm sorry, Joan. I really am but... but my dad called last night." She didn't push but shifted slightly to give him more physical attention and patiently waited. She was good, I thought. "My mom went into the hospital. They are running tests. I haven't heard anything more."
She reached out and rested her hand on his shoulder. "Oh, Brad. I'm so sorry. Do you need some time off? What do you need?"
"I haven't heard. Maybe... when I hear... depending."
She stroked his shoulder. "Come and talk to me any time, okay? You know you can. Until then, though, what are we going to do?" He looked up at her. His look was amazing. Here a naked woman was sitting on his desk right next to him and his whole attention was only on the concern she was giving. "In the mean time, I want you to slow down a bit. Take some time to review your work. These things are stressful, Brad. I get it. I'll discretely move a couple things around to give you a bit more time. Okay?" She stood and leaned close to the side of his face. I thought she was about to give him a kiss but she whispered something instead, something he smiled softly to and patted her hand in response.
We were sitting in his office along the wall waiting on the other person for the interview. Then she came flying in. It was the same manager I had seen with the man.
"Sorry... very unprofessional of me, I know. I had a situation to deal with." She reached a hand out to me and introduced herself as Sara James. I appraised her quickly. That was one advantage of seeing her naked. She was probably 35 years old, a trim 125 lbs, shoulder length brown hair, and gray eyes. She had a nice figure and C-cup breast still firm.
She took a chair at the side of his desk. He was sitting behind his desk, the naked manager sitting at the side and I, also naked, was sitting in front of them.
I volunteered, "We overheard, ma'am."
She looked at me, then to the HR Director, then back to me. "Ahhh... well... good. Actually, that is good." She opened the folder she carried in, scanned it, and continued. "Abby... right... well, it is good to have seen that. It must be very disconcerting to be naked among other people, especially clothed men, and be expected to act professionally. That's the rub here, Abby. What happens here is very different... VERY different. But, we are still a professional organization with the same performance expectations as any other organization. Our CEO, Board of Directors, and shareholders all expect us to return a good profit, grow our business, and provide dividends. We expect chain of command and authority respect whether the authority figure is naked or clothed. Do you understand, Abby?"
"I do, ma'am. If I may say, I thought you handled that with amazing firmness and finished with caring tact. I suspect you are a good manager."
He laughed, "Sucking up to the boss already?"
Sara looked at him quickly, then turned to me. She was red. She was blushing. Apparently, I wasn't the only one who took that remark sexually rather than figuratively. She recovered and jumped into the interview. It was really weird and the feeling didn't change quickly. Sitting in an office for a job interview answering very pointed and probing questions about my experience (such as it was in my young career), responses to 'what if' situations, searching questions about working with common business software and equipment, and interpersonal relations with co-workers and management.
Throughout it all, I was naked. I was very conscious of keeping my legs crossed but there was nothing I could do about my breasts. E-cup naturals don't get hidden by trying to subtly cross your arms. So, I sat straight backed and professional. Looking directly at whomever asked the question when I answered. And, when I tried to pretend I wasn't naked, seeing Sara James across from me just about as naked was a reminder.
At a pause in the questions and I sensed they were coming to an end, I asked her, "Ma'am, I wonder if I could ask a question." She nodded. "How long have you worked in this office... this floor? I mean... how long did it take to become so comfortable like you appear?"
She laughed, glanced at Dan, and focused on me. "Comfortable? I doubt there's a woman out there who is truly comfortable. I've been here two and a half years. I rose from an entry starting position like you're applying for. Working naked, naked with clothed men, with clothed men who can and will want a blowjob or fuck from you... it's always on my mind. There are certainly times when you lose yourself in the work, then someone appears at your desk and the immediate thought, reaction, impulse is, 'who wants to fuck me?'. We are a deadly serious business, Abby. That part is like any other office. The other... the sex... it adds something... hard to explain really." She looked to Dan but he apparently was interested in her answer, too. "The rest of it, the nudity, the open sex, seemingly directed subserviently to the women is always there. And, it provides an energy to the office. The sex is NOT used to subjugate or to push an attitude of subservience. I know it might look that way but it's not. Mr. Cornell won't stand for it. This was his idea and started it small five years ago. As he found men and women responded to it like he envisioned, it expanded. But, no... the women don't get completely comfortable with it. Every woman out there is a professional with aspirations for success."



She turned and asked what the average time is for women. He responded, "That's a metric we watch closely. The average for the women on the floor is about two years. Some stay longer and some leave earlier. Men coming in at the entry level stay longer, advancing in the office. We've talked about this, that we don't have the number of women in the management ranks proportional to the office. I assure you, it is not sexism. Mr. Cornell reviews every promotion."
Sara continued on the thought, "It really comes down to your private life a lot of times. Sometimes someone can't handle the sex initially or after a time. It happens. Some men can't avoid the sexist, dominant attitude this environment could encourage. But usually it is that someone wants to marry or start a family and doesn't want to bring this home with them. There is a fair amount of divorce and broken personal relationships over this office. Spouses think it is exciting at first, shared wife or husband, increased excitement in their relationship at home, but like everything in marriage it simmers out. We have a very good program of promotions to other parts of the company for those who want to leave. Like your friend Tina."
I was shocked when the questions stopped and we had been talking for over an hour and a half. I took that as a good sign. If it was a good sign, I'd have a decision to make so I may as well ask.
"The sex... I saw the blowjob but it isn't like I see people fucking everywhere."
Sara smiled. "It's an open office and that decision was purposeful, too. It adds to the stimulation but also allows oversight to watch over the women." She craned her head looking out into the open area. "There is blatant sex but there is a fair number of people out there." She pointed, "Halfway across and towards the door." I saw it. A woman in reverse cowgirl bouncing up and down on a guy in his chair. Then she pointed closer where a woman was on her knees sucking a guy at his desk as he talked on the phone. Another... a woman bent over a desk being fucked from behind. The activity of the office just provided a measure of public anonymity.
"Do you do anal?" Whoa... I wasn't ready for that question. I shook my head and blushed. She smiled at seeing my skin turn red. "And that was just a question, Abby. Push your chair back and open your legs." I looked at both of them but this was a naked office, a sexual office. Sara was right, my feeling of discomfort was the indicator of how real this would be. This was still the interview. If I had difficulty with the interview, I'd never survive here. I uncrossed my legs and parted them until I encountered the arms of the chair. They smiled at each other. "Put your knees over the arms of the chair." I took a steadying breath and did as directed. "You're wet, aren't you? Damn, you might be embarrassed, but you are excited by this." I didn't say anything in response. I didn't trust my voice at the moment.
"We're entering into the next part of the interview, Abby. I don't mind confessing that we are impressed by your references and your office skills. This office has other criteria, though. We try to schedule workload for a six hour day even though the work day is eight hours. Our distractions can eat up a couple hours."
I nodded as I sat in front of them with my thighs spread wide, my pussy spread and obviously glistening with my arousal. I'd always been easily excited and that didn't appear to be a negative here.
Sara continued and I realized she was easing me in quick steps through a trial of sorts. "Fondle your breast." I started and she quickly commented, "God, look at those things. You guys are always talking about titty-fucks and most of us just can't do it properly." As I fondled and squeezed my breast meat and rolled and pulled my nipples for them, she turned to him, "Mr. C would love those." She turned back to me, "Mr. Cornell has a thing for busty women but only when they are natural like yours so they hang, sag some, and bounce. You have an amazing rack."
I was getting more turned on all the time. Her comments, the comment about the CEO liking big breasted women, sitting in front of them with my legs spread wide, and fondling my breasts. One hand dropped down slowly over my stomach and mound to my open, glistening pussy. I stroked the fingers over the slit, moved them to the clit, then down to my hole where I dipped a finger to the knuckle. Suddenly, it occurred to me I hadn't been directed. Could I go too far? I paused, not removing my hand but stopping the motion. I looked up at Sara.
She smiled and nodded. "I like that, Abby. You're turned on aren't you? Keep going, I would really like to see you cum. Can you orgasm for us? Are you turned on enough to cum in front of two strangers who might be able to give you a job?"
OH GOD! I couldn't believe how turned on I was and her taunting me added fuel to the fire I was already feeling. I drove three fingers into my now sopping pussy, my thumb regularly making glancing contact on my clit. My other hand was twisting and pulling one nipple, then the other, pulling my breasts up from my slouched body and letting them drop back down like sack of quivering jello. I moaned and whimper but didn't dare cry out as I got nearer and nearer to that orgasm.
"Let it go, girl. Don't hold it back. We're used to the sounds of fucking. Let it go."
"OHHHHH... FUUUUCCKKK!"
"That's it, Abby... let it out, show us what a sexy, slutty co-worker you would be for us. Cum, girl, now!"
And I did. Three fingers buried in my pussy, the thumb rubbing my clit, I slouched further on the chair, my chest heaving, my legs trembling, my entire body tensed. "OOOOOO... FUCK... YESSSSSSS! OH GODDD... oooooooo."
I was still panting, gasping for air when I found the nerve to open my eyes. Had I made a fool of myself? Were they teasing me, pranking the interviewee? But their eyes said not. Their eyes flashed from my gaping, drooling, reddened pussy to my eyes and back down. They looked amazed... even turned on.
Sara slid from her chair and was soon on her knees between my legs. She licked my pussy, then looked up at me. "That was truly beautiful, Abby. You're beautiful anyway but when you came... can I lick up your juices?"
She was asking me? Of course. I wasn't working for her yet. I nodded. Instantly, her tongue and lips went to work on my pussy area. I sighed at the delicious feel of her tongue as she licked up my open lips and flicked my clit. I closed my eyes, again, lost in another wonderful feeling. Instantly remembering where I was, I opened my eyes and check on the Director. He was leaning back in his chair, his slacks open, his cock out, and slowly stroking it. He didn't notice me looking, his attention so fully locked on my body and Sara's action in front of him.
I caressed Sara's hair as she licked and sucked at my pussy. Then she looked up, smiled with a pussy wet face, and kissed her way up my body, kissing and sucking on each nipple before kissing me on the lips. She mumbled against my lips, "You taste good don't you?" I nodded and gasped. I had never tried girl-girl but this was so erotic and exciting, so new and stimulating. So, when she followed that with another mumble against my lips, "Will you eat me, now? Will you make me cum like you did?" All I could do was nod. Could I? This was new but I'm sure going to try.
She pulled away and cleared some papers on the desk, sat and leaned back, her legs raised and parted. Her shaved pussy showed its own wetness from her arousal and I felt a kind of pleasure that I had been the cause of that. I now put my focus on Sara. She shimmied back on the desk, her feet planted on the edge and her knees splayed to the sides. I followed her. When she stopped moving, I bent at the waist over the edge of the table. I kissed around her exposed pussy, flicking my tongue on her clit before covering her pussy with my mouth. I closed my mouth over her lips, sucking them between mine, grabbing onto one with my teeth and gently pulling. She sighed and that encouraged me. I tried to think of the things guys had done to me, what things I had especially enjoyed and focused on those. I kissed and sucked and probed with my tongue. I pulled her pussy open with my fingers for better depth into her hole. I sucked on her clit. I nipped at her clit with my teeth which brought a louder moan and gasp. I reached up along her body and grasped a breast, fingered a nipple, twisting and pulling on it. All the while I was bent over the desk, over Sara.
I had completely forgotten about anyone else until I felt hands on my hips, feet prodding my feet further apart. I dutifully spread my feet wider and felt the probing action of a cock along my pussy. I moaned into Sara's pussy. When the cock sank into me, I gasped and groaned into her pussy. I raised my head from her pussy and licked my smeared lips as I found her smiling down at me, her chest rising and falling rapidly. I dropped my face back into her crotch as he slammed his cock deeper into my hole, pushing my mouth harder into Sara's pussy. All three of us groaned. I had three fingers driving in and out of her hole, then curled them in search of her g-spot. When I found it, she jerk violently. At that signal, I moved my mouth to her clit as I worked the connected magic spots with fingers and teeth.
She erupted with a shout, her legs clamping around my head while her hand pressed my face down onto her. It seemed her entire body was trembling, though I was in no position to actually see anything.
Behind me, he was frantically slamming his cock into me. He used long but fast thrusts, our bodies smacking audibly against each other. I added my groans and grunts to his and shifted one hand down between my leg to strum my clit. My face rested in Sara's pussy and the aroma of her orgasm wafted in with each heavy breath as I quickly rose to another orgasm.
Sara shifted out from under me and I soon found her face below mine. She pulled my face to hers and we kissed, passionately and intensely. I groaned and moaned into her mouth when I felt him spurt his cum, adding his semen to the juices of my previous orgasm. It was all I needed, that and Sara's fingers twisting a nipple, for my second orgasm to crash over me. I cried out but it was muffled into her mouth. My legs felt weak but his pressing into me from behind sandwiched me between the two.
It took several moments before anyone could move. When movement started, it was him guiding me back to the chair where I collapsed, unashamedly sprawled. I found Sara still lying on the desk and him stumbling around his desk pulling his pants up, then collapsing into his own chair.
I straightened myself in the chair as Sara sat up but remained on the edge of the desk in front of me. She wore a very satisfied smile on her face. So did he for that matter. I gave an embarrassed smile back to them. I had no idea what to expect now. Was the interview over? How did I do? All I could do was wait.
Sara leaned forward, reached out with one hand and pulled on one of my nipples. "You're quite the woman, aren't you?" She just smiled and went to the door and called out for Mary.
In a moment, the young woman completely naked and barefoot stood in the door. I had forgotten the door was open. But then... hell, the wall is glass. I wondered how many people had wandered past by chance or plan to see what I was doing.
"Yes, ma'am?"
Sara introduced us. Mary was the current 'new girl'. Sara asked her to show me around and take me to her desk to give me an impression of the work done. As we turned to the door, Dan called out, "Aren't you going to clean that up?" I turned and he was pointing at the chair I had collapsed in. I had left a distinct cum smear on the faux-leather seat. I quickly glanced around the office for something to use to wipe it up with, then seeing nothing, I glanced at Sara who was watching. Not knowing what I should do but feeling some pressure, I stepped to the chair, turned my back to his desk and bent over to lick up the residual cum. After licking the area clean, I used my palm to smear the saliva. I turned, thanked him for his time, thanked Sara, then turned to Mary, again.
As we walked through the open office area, we drew attention from the others. I questioned her about that. She said it was mostly curiosity. There is always interest in a new entry level woman. For the other women it takes some of the attention away and for the men it's kind of a 'fresh meat' kind of attraction. I understood the reaction from the men; I was curious about the reaction from the women.
"So, you're suggesting the women here are looking to NOT be fucked as much?"
She paused, looked at me intently, then stopped after a couple more steps which apparently was her desk. She pulled a vacant chair from a nearby desk for me to use. She leaned closer, "Most of them, yes. I think most of them... us... felt the idea of some sex during the day with random guys would be a wildly erotic thing that would relieve stress and the mundane of the workday... and it is. The thing is, though, that after a while it can lose some of the new appeal. Don't get me wrong, every woman out here loves sex. How could you think of this job if you didn't, right? I think that is why women last about two before wanting a transfer."
"Sounds like something you've talked about even being a newcomer."
"Well, that's the thing about this place. Everyone kind of works together. Hell, you could be fucking anyone the next minute. It's not negative talk, more like awareness, like it's good to pace yourself so you don't burn out even quicker."
I nodded. That fell in line with what I heard in the interview but put in a more personal perspective. Mary had about three weeks left in her three month probationary period. I asked her about it. She giggled, "Yeah, I have to admit I'm looking forward to that day. I never thought NOT wearing heels or stockings could make a difference in being nude."
After being left outside the glass doors, I understood the shower area. The area was well supplied with high-end shampoo and conditioner, hair driers, luxurious towels, and a basic variety of makeup, though I believed most women would probably bring their own. As I walked naked to the stall where my clothes were hanging, I passed both the glass doors and the elevator doors. Both gave me the feeling of risk even though I had just been naked inside the office and nobody would be coming to this floor if they didn't belong. I wondered if being naked like this would affect the exhibitionist feeling in general or if being in the office naked would simply be like getting used to being naked in a women's locker room.
While getting dressed, Sara came into the dressing area with my folio which I apparently left behind somewhere. I took the opportunity to ask something that had been on my mind since she mentioned it. "Ma'am, why did you ask earlier about anal?"
She studied me for a moment. Then, "Some of the guys have a real thing for anal. None of us want to do it, though. It's up the woman. We're expected to have sex, of course, but nothing we're uncomfortable with." She looked back at the door as if someone might have followed her out. "Here's the thing, Abby. I don't want you leaving with the impression this is just a female thing. That the men have this thing over the women. It's not. I can expect the same from a guy as much as a guy can of me. The difference, of course, is the nudity which is Mr. Cornell's thing. But... the sex goes both ways. It's limited by authority, meaning at the same level or below but not up." I nodded, that answered something else I wondered about. She surprised me by taking me in her arms for a hug. Then, "I hope you join us. Nobody has eaten me like that." She stopped at the door and said, "There's an interest in almost everything sexual out there by someone: anal, double penetration, air tight, even double vaginal. Most is probably just bravado talk because I don't see it. Regardless, it's up to you. If you do join us, remember that."
"Is this part of the normal speech?"
She smiled and shook her head. "No, dear, it's not. You're different. We don't fuck in the interviews."
Hmmm... when I get that offer, I should invest in a butt-plug or two.
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CHAPTER 2: THE FIRST WEEK
When I got back to my apartment from work the next day, I powered up my laptop and checked my personal mail account. Wow, there it was! Really? One day? I moved the cursor over the email from 'S.James@Alliance.com'. What if it was a rejection, instead? Abby, calm. Remember what Sara confessed, they don't fuck in the interview. Well, apparently not normally. I double tapped the touch pad and the mail popped open.
'Dear Ms. Thomas.' How formal. Of course it's formal, this is business. Blah blah blah... YES! 'Please reply to this email to verify your email address. Human Resources will then forward your formal offer including starting salary, benefits (vacation, personal days, medical, 401K program, etc.). Congratulations, Ms. Thomas, I look forward to having you in our office.' Ohhhh, I bet you do, I thought as a warm flush washed over me.
It only took them a day to make their decision so I made an impression. They made an impression on me, too. I've never had an interview like that and may never, again. Stripping naked before a strange man, spending the entire interview and tour of the office naked, masturbating to orgasm in front of them, and eating the female while being fucked by the male. The job appears interesting from a work perspective and Tina had described it that way, too. She also said the office was supportive in training in new applications and preparing you for advancement, if they saw it in you, as they did in her. The nudity and the sex, though. Was that what I wanted? I mean, yeah, I wanted it but... could it be too much. Even in listening to Mary's expression of those types of concerns didn't seem to cause her to question being there. She just recognized the potential. The office was good about transfers, though, so it was like they built in a backdoor.
I replied back to Sara that night and received the formal offer by the time I returned home the next night. It was everything Sara and Dan, the HR Director, had indicated. That day at work I had checked the policy for resigning and found they preferred a two week notice. I figured I needed to provide that in case I needed a positive reference from them in the future. I loaded the attachment offer into Adobe, entered the necessary initials and electronic signature, saved it, and attached it to my reply back indicating I could start as soon as two weeks from tomorrow.
Remembering what Sara said, I then opened Firefox to search the web. I found it quickly at Adam & Eve, an online adult toy store. Red hearts anal training kit. A set of three graduated sizes of plugs with a sparkling heart-shaped jewel at the end of each. I ordered it right away along with lubrication. Shipping was five days but that would work. Still enough time to work up to the largest one. Wouldn't that cause a stir to wear that my first day? Girl, are you excited?
It was actually my last day at my old job that I wore a butt plug. Although I had worked my way to the largest size, I wore the middle one for work. I had to go the restroom several times through the day. It was recommended not to leave them in longer than two or three hours. Even without any vibration they were stimulating as I walked, sat, and moved in the chair. I had to go the restroom a couple times just to bring myself off as quietly as I could. Doing all that in a normal office was exciting but the thoughts throughout the day of what awaited me added to my risk taking.
I woke early on my first day. Truth... I had trouble sleeping. For two weeks this day had been niggling at me. My experience in the interview and my understanding of the office made the idea of day-to-day office work almost impossible to fathom. I took care in how I dressed despite the fact that I would be taking everything off. I chose a mini-dress, stockings, heels, thong, and lace bra. I was instructed to meet Dan, the HR Director, in the lobby.
When I arrived, parking in the lot in front, he very professionally greeted me with a handshake in the several story tall atrium lobby. He led me to the same conference room on the second floor. After spending several hours on paperwork, getting my badge, signing up for medical, payroll savings, 401K, blah, blah, blah, he pass across the table to me another non-disclosure agreement, this one extending to 'all employees current and future' who would also be working on the 5th floor.
He leaned forward, his elbows on the table, "What happened last time... Sara and I feel a bit exposed. The NDA last time specifically covered anything you might see, hear, or learn on the 5th floor. It didn't anticipate the 'doing'. That was wonderfully unplanned. Will there be a problem?"
"Not at all, sir. If you would like to add anything to this one covering the interview meeting, I will happily initial it." He thanked me. Then, I added, "Now, if that concludes what we need to do here, I would like to stop at the restroom before going upstairs." He reminded me there were restrooms up there. "Yes, sir, I want to do something... well, I think you'll understand in a few moments."
I took my purse with me and returned to him only a few minutes later and feeling a bit more wicked than when I left. At the elevator, he had me use my badge for access to the 5th floor to make sure it worked. When the doors opened, I stepped out into the area used as a changing room, glanced to the right toward the showers and turned to the left. I was right in thinking this direction might have an empty stall. I put my purse and bag with personal items for my new desk on the floor. Dan was standing a stall away leaning against it.
I smiled and turned my back to him, "Since you're going to stand there and watch, again, do you mind?" I immediately felt his fingers at the clasp and zipper, it being lowered down my back. I turned back to the stall as I shimmied out of the dress and hung it in the stall. I slipped off my shoes, placing them on the low shelf. As I began rolling down the stockings on my left leg, I looked up at him. "You always watch the new girls?"
"No but you intrigue me. I just thought it might be worthwhile. I mean, it's always worthwhile seeing a woman undress but..." I smile at him as I began on the right leg and he stopped trying to explain.
Down to thong and bra, I turned fully to him and reached behind to unclasp the bra. I made a bit of show out of it, holding the cups to my breast as I pulled my arms free of the straps. His attention was fully on me and that was what I wanted for the finale. I hung the bra by a strap on the same hanger as the dress, then turned away from him, hook my thumbs in the thong and wiggled it down over my hips and thighs. As I dropped it to my feet, I bent from the waist to retrieve it. That was when I heard it.
"Oh... my... God."
I put the thong with my shoes and turned to him, stepping up close and rubbing my large breast against his shirt covered chest. "The rules say, 'No clothes of any kind may be worn by women for the first three months probationary period.' I don't believe that could possibly considered clothing in any way, do you sir?"
"Ahhh... no..." he stammered. "You do realize that will draw attention... maybe even be considered an invitation?"
I stepped up on my toes and kissed him on the lips. How could you be too familiar with a superior when they have already fucked you? A kiss can't be disrespectful. "You're not going to regret bringing me onto the team, sir."
As he cupped my breast, "The interview insure that." He pinched the nipple and devoured my mouth, his other hand cupping an ass cheek and pulling me in hard against his hardness. He broke the kiss and stepped back. "I think I better get you over to Sara's office before this becomes much more." I giggled, then pouted. He laughed.
I padded alongside him barefooted as he led me down the main aisle of the open room, then cutting over to the right side where Sara had her cubicle. It was a lower partition cubicle but it still separated her office as different from all the desks of people reporting to her. I was carrying my purse and the bag of personal things. Sara stood from her desk as we approached and Dan handed me off to her but the look he gave me as he stepped away gave me the distinct impression I could be seeing him again soon.
Sara was again 'dressed' in stockings and heels. She gave me a copy of the company's employee manual and a smaller manual exclusively for the 5th floor. I was to familiarize myself with both tonight. Today would be mostly getting my desk and computer personalized, a brief familiarization of the programs on the computer with Mary, the now second newest woman in the office.
"Abby, you will get a performance evaluation each month leading up to the end of the three month probationary period. I want to make sure you know where you stand in all aspects of the job and office. Any areas of concern, training that needs to be reinforced, etc. should be caught early. We don't want anyone to fail or struggle here. Based on your references coming to us, I am not concerned. It's a formality for your benefit." I nodded and indicated my excitement to contribute. Then, "Now... so you know how serious all this..." she waved her hand up and down in front of us "this nudity and sex is... compliance to the dress code AND attitude toward AND performance in sexual contact IS included in the evaluations. We know this can be awkward at first but..." She looked at me exasperated, "Why are you fidgeting?"
"Sorry, ma'am, I' guess I am still getting used to... to..." I stood and turned around and bent over, "... used to this."
"Oh... my... God. Abby Thomas, you... you wicked girl." I sat back down and she leaned in closer, her words softer, "You remembered what I said and did that? You said you hadn't done anal."
I smiled. "I brought lubrication, too."
She led me to a desk next to Mary and I couldn't help but notice everyone in the area rise from what they were doing and watch or come closer to watch. Watch why? Then, I saw it.
As Sara indicated my desk, she said in a not quiet voice, "You may need to take that plug out."
A hard plastic disc about 12 inches round sat on the seat. Attached to it with a suction cup was a very real looking 7 inch cock dildo with the balls in the direction of the front of the swiveling, rolling chair. This was what had everyone's attention. They had seen it and knew someone was starting today. I looked up at Mary who was standing next to me and she shrugged. I whisper, is this normal? She shook her head.
Sara then addressed the assembled group around the desk, "Everyone, this is Abby Thomas.. She is joining our group today. I won't even begin to point out everyone by name," she then said to me, "you won't remember, anyway. You'll learn their names by contact." Sara smiled at me. She told me to bend over slightly, pull my ass cheeks apart and slowly turn in a circle. That action, of course, drew quite a reaction from them full of gasps and many lewd comments.
A chant rose from the group drawing even more people to rise from desks further away and offices and cubicles along the walls. "Sit... sit... sit... sit..."
I blushed deeply at the chant. The women naked, the men clothed and they were all encouraging and waiting for me to sit on a dildo, my first action at my new desk in my new job at my new company. Maybe Sara was right. Maybe I should take the plug out first. I've never had anal, just the plug, so I've never been doubly penetrated. But what a first impression....
I turned the chair and turned my back to it, receiving a mix of cheers, exclamations, and encouragements as I did. With one hand on the arm of the chair to steady it, I used the other between my legs to guide the head of the toy to my pussy. I moved it over the slit. There was no question in my mind that I was drooling in anticipation of this day much less what I found on the chair and the entire team (and more) gathered to watch. I pressed down slightly and found my hole and stopped. I looked up at Sara and blocked everyone else out (as best I could) as they became very quiet. I eased down another inch and the head shaped top penetrated and squeezed into the tightened hole. I raised up a fraction and settled down an extra inch. With just a few inches of the dildo inside, I couldn't believe how full I felt. The dildo was not especially large but the plug in my ass changed everything. I had no idea anal could be like this and I instantly understood this wasn't even scratching the surface of what anal play could be.
My eyes were closed and my mouth loosely open as I settled and rose slowly, inch by inch, over the dildo, coating it with my natural lubrication as it sank deeper into my tightened pussy. I was lost in the sensation of of the dildo moving deeper while it pressed on the shape of the plug in the adjoining hole. The sounds around me were merely background noises until I realized that it was really quiet but for some murmurs. The real sounds were coming from me. I was gasping, moaning, groaning, and murmuring my own words of arousal and discovery. I settled down the last inch and was sitting on the seat, the dildo deep inside and little shifting of my position causing movement and sensation in both my pussy and asshole.
I opened my eyes and found men fondling naked breasts and bodies of their female counterparts. One woman was stroking an exposed cock. They were all watching as I began rising and dropping in a semi-conscious action. I heard Sara tell the group to leave me alone for an hour so I would have time to organize my desk computer. An hour... then what? She set me up. Even before she knew about my own surprise, she had set me up for intense attention. If this wasn't normal, if this wasn't a normal hazing of sorts, why me? But I knew why... not exactly but... ooooooo, this felt sooooo gooooood... something about me... the interview... fucking in the interview wasn't... normal, either...
Then my eyes shot open and my mouth dropped with a deep groaning escaping. Mary turned from her own desk and asked what was wrong. My head dropped forward, my chin resting on my heaving chest, my shoulder length blonde hair falling into my face. "Vibration," I managed to mutter. The dildo vibrates. Someone... has... a remote. Sara... has... to... be... Sara. OH... FUCK... YESSSSSSS. I tried to remain a little composed and quiet but the dildo was jammed in my tight pussy and the vibration went through the thin membrane of separation and sent the plug vibrating in my asshole. It was so intense, the nerve ending in my pussy and asshole bouncing sensations back and forth with the vibration, the hard surface of the plug pulsing against the hard surface of the dildo. Even as I gasped and moaned and gripped the arm rests like I was trying to strangle them, I continued to rise and drop with increasing need as the feeling and stimulation shot through me. I leaned forward as a tremor exploded inside me, a major spike in arousal leading to a major orgasm. Leaning forward, though... I cried out. The ball shape at the base of the dildo pressed on my clit on the downward stroke and it too vibrated. Leaning forward put additional pressure and direct stimulation on the clit.
I opened my eyes and gasping, panting, my eyes wild with need, I looked down as my body shook with another tremor. My large breast were flopping and swaying. I was literally bouncing on the chair, jamming the vibrating demon into my pussy, jamming my clit against the vibration ball at the base, and jamming the base of the plug in my ass deeper. There was already a small puddle of my leaking juice on the chair and I hadn't really orgasmed... not yet... but I was about to. With one hand mauling a breast and the other steadying myself in the chair, my breath caught in my throat as the urgency of my fucking on the toys increased to a frenzy. My body trembled and I sagged forward, the dildo fully seated inside, the knob vibrating against my clit, and the sounds escaping my gaping mouth distinctly primitive and guttural.
On trembling legs, I rose up and pushed the dildo off the chair, then collapsed back into it. One hand was still fondling a breast as the other cupped my pussy which was quivering and pulsing, the clit engorged and exposed, the hole opening and closing as if it now felt empty. Around me I was distantly aware of comments: FUCK... that was... fucking amazing... that was so hot. Men and women's voices.
Sara leaned over me. She placed the remote on my desk, added her fingers to mine between my thighs, then said, "You better just rest for a bit, dear. The hour is half over."
After Sara left, Mary rolled her chair over to me. "God, that was hot, girl!" she said in a hushed voice. "Let me help you get logged in and get you some desktop shortcuts and, in the process, show you around the system quick. After that show, I have a feeling you're going to have a long day." She dropped a hand to my thigh and ran it up to my orgasm-soaked pussy. I looked down as her fingers played over my lips, then looked up to find a shy smile. "Can I be your first?"
I reached across her and pulled her head to mine and kissed her on the lips. "Are you bi, Mary?"
She gave me another shy smile and softly answered, "I never thought so until now."
It seemed like only moments and I felt a tug on my arm. Mary with a soft smile on her face. I smiled, knowing her intent. She was acting on her request, acting before any of the guys could. She led me the short distance to her desk and she sat on top, an area she must have just clear off of any work papers and files. She shifted herself back further onto the desk, raised her knees and feet, planting her feet on the desktop and spreading her knees. I looked down at a very inviting pussy that separated slightly as her knees did. There was a hint of moisture evident on the inside of the inner lips. Before Sara at the interview, I had never considered having sex with a woman. Now, looking at the naked Mary and her spread legs before me, knowing her similar interest in something that was foreign to her, I wondered if I might be more bi than not.
I was focused on Mary. I didn't give my surroundings any thought. I was naked in the office lowering my face into the crotch of another naked woman. The two of us, the two newest in the office but sharing openly and eagerly. My tongue traced up her lips and flicked the hooded clit. I sucked on the clit hood a moment, kissed and licked down the lips, then used my fingers to open her pussy to my gaze and my tongue. The moans and gasps coming from Mary filled me with desire to please her more. I wanted to bring her off, like I managed with Sara. I now knew I could and I pressed my tongue as deeply as I could manage into her hole, my fingers opening her as a thumb located her clit.
Lost in that moment was when I felt it. Hands on my hips. I was bent over to reach Mary as she lay on the desk and I became very aware of my surroundings, again. I felt fingers at my asshole and the plug slowly, carefully being pulled out. I gasped and moaned into Mary's pussy as my sphincter slowly opened wide enough for the plug to be pulled out. It felt weird. My asshole felt empty as though air easily passed in and out. It must be slowly closing. I looked up at Mary without take my mouth from her pussy.
"Brad," she volunteer. "I'll introduce you properly later." She smiled, "You'll like Brad." That was curious but then I felt it. A cock pressing against my pussy. I had just fucked myself on a nicely sized dildo so I was surprised when I felt my hole stretching to take his pressure into me. I groaned, again into pussy. "Told you," she responded to my groans. "Brad's got a good cock on him, don't you Brad?"
I didn't hear a response from Brad but he thrust the rest of his cock deep inside me. It filled me like I couldn't believe, thick and deep. Ohhhhh... I had to know... who Brad was.



I began using my fingers inside Mary's pussy and on her clit. I curled my fingers inside to strum her g-spot and I felt her tense and jerk her hips off the desk. I sucked on her clit which was by now very engorged from my attention to it and gently bit down on it. Mary jerked and orgasmed, her juice leaking from her pussy and a small pool forming beneath her.
Brad, of course, kept fucking me the entire time. When Mary slinked out from under me, he pulled out, turned me around and assisted me onto the desktop in her place. He pulled my butt to the edge of the desk, slammed his cock back into me, and resumed a powerful fucking stroke. I was on Mary's desk and I wondered, very briefly, where she was but I didn't really care. I was enjoying this fuck far too much. Then, I felt something touching my cheek. I turned to find a cock inches away. I opened my mouth and turned my face to it. It entered my mouth and I began sucking. My hand was grasped and pulled behind my head to find another cock. Three cocks... suddenly, I was being fucked by one, sucking a second, and stroking a third. This was feeling like a gang bang and was not what I anticipated happening in the office, not that I really considered EVER being in a gang bang.
I orgasmed on Brad's cock and the spasming reaction of my pussy around his cock brought him off, too. His cum filled me as he jammed his cock deep inside. The cock in my mouth quickly came, then I was moved, probably to the relief of Mary. A man was sitting in my chair, his hard cock pointing up and a lusty glaze over his face. I turned and backed to him, parting my legs to go outside his, and lowered my ass to his lap as I reached between my legs to guide the cock into my open, cum-filled hole. As I settled down over him, he pulled me back against him and we were moved on the rolling chair to the center aisle. Apparently, someone desired to take this where there was more room. I was soon surrounded by more men with pants removed or lowered. I began rising and dropping on the cock and moving my mouth and hands from cock to cock, turning the chair in whichever direction I needed.
A cock came on my shoulder as I sucked another to climax in my mouth. As that cock slipped from my mouth, another came and immediately spurted cum on my face and breasts. The cock in my pussy came, adding more cum to my drenched hole. I was turned around and pushed to the chair. My arms and hands grasping the arm rests for support and I was penetrated, again. Another cock came to my face and my mouth dutifully opened to accept it.
I didn't know how long it had gone on. Cock after cock came on or in my mouth or pussy. I was left sprawled on my chair in the center aisle of the office. Someone, a woman I didn't yet know wearing heels, stockings, and a bra rolled me back between desks to my own. She patted my shoulder, cupped my breast, then held her palm up to my face. It was smeared with cum from my body. I moved my face slightly and licked the smeared fluid from her hand. It seemed to be what she intended. She turned me to my desk and computer, leaned over the side, turned my head and kissed me.
"You need a break, sweety, but I want you tongue in my pussy soon," she whispered. Then, she was gone.
Mary rolled her chair over to me and put her hand on my arm, "My God, Abby, are you okay?" I responded with a slight nod. "I've never seen that happen. It certainly didn't to me."
"Another first for me, huh?" She looked questioningly. I replied, "Fucked in the interview, my chair has a dildo on it, and now a gang bang."
She giggled, "Don't forget the first to be wearing a but-plug on her first day."
I sighed. I couldn't remember feeling quite so used but so wonderfully and satisfyingly. Then, I remembered the woman. "Was that woman wearing a bra?"
"Yes, our director. Otherwise, it might have continued. There are more men who didn't get the chance, yet." She shook her head, then looked and asked, "Why? What was it she whispered to you?"
"She wants my tongue on her pussy."
Mary giggled, "Another first, Abby. I've only seen her with men."
My arms were outstretched in front of me, bracing me against the wall, the water from the shower nozzle above me cascading over my head and body.
"How are you doing?"
I turned my head but didn't move out from under the soothing feel of the hot water flowing over me. It was Sara. She was standing nearby, barefoot but not moving to one of the other showers. "Wow." It was all I could think as a response. Then, "I'm hoping that isn't normal. I mean... WOW... but... work, too, right?"
She laughed. "I will say, you have made an impact on people right from the interview. Do you know there are a number of us that didn't get approached today for a fuck or suck? I mean that's okay... it isn't like we are all sex-maniacs."
I looked at her. She was smiling. She was teasing me. "I didn't think I was, either," I said. "Wow..."
The next morning I went into work early, a full hour early. I was the first, at least the first woman as I had my choice of changing stalls. I decided to stay on the far end regardless, maybe there was some kind of seniority. I stripped out of my dress, bra, and panties. Yes, I dressed more practically. The second day still felt strange to walk away from my clothes and enter the office area. I had the feeling of being in a normal office on a naked dare and I could be discovered at any moment. I spent 40 minutes plowing through more orientation tasks than it seemed I had accomplished the previous day.
I was so engrossed in what I was doing that I jumped when someone behind me said, "I've been watching you for 20 minutes. What are doing doing here so early?"
I glanced behind me after recovering, then jump out of my chair and stammered, "Oh.. ma'am... I... I..."
"Relax, dear. Abby Thomas, isn't it?" I nodded. She looked me up and down. "Well, you are a stunner like everyone has said. Such an innocent face to offset such a lusty body." It was Pam Benson, Director of Administration including Sara's group which was me. I had heard she was 38 years old and like the day of the interview she was dressed in heels, dark stockings, garter belt, and shelf bra. Her nipples were on display and her shaved pussy looked framed by the garter belt. Her hair was black and just below her shoulders. She was about 5' 5" tall with a trim body. It looked like she had C-cup breasts.
Then, it hit me. "Ma'am, I didn't forget what you requested yesterday. I... I just... well, I figured you'd want me clean. Yesterday... well... it was a little..."
"Messy? Is that the word you were looking for? Cum soaked messy?" She smiled and I was relieved. "According to Sara you are bringing out a lot of firsts for the office." She took my hand, "Let's go to my office." I just nodded with a smile. I thought I knew what she wanted. She told me yesterday.
There are advantages to an office like this one. She walked into her office and I followed behind her. I admit to paying more attention to her rotating ass that I thought I had interest in. But I was learning more about myself all the time since the interview. In the office, she turned at the front of her desk, hopped up onto it, scooted herself back and planted her feet on the desktop and spread her bent knees, spreading her pussy in the process. That suggestion is pretty blatant. No coy looks or hinting. Boom. Here's my pussy, eat it.
She was watching the entire time she moved onto the desk and presented herself shamelessly to me. She was partially dressed. I was naked. She was an executive of the company, only two levels from the CEO. I was an entry person underneath her only the second day on the job.
Sure, all that came to my mind but my eyes were riveted to her pussy even before it was fully exposed to me. I knew what this was about. It was about yesterday. It was about finding her newest employee ravaged by much of the office. It was about wanting the same thing without competing for the attention. I saw the power and control in this woman as she walked ahead of me to the office. Yes, she was nearly naked, and her butt moved tantalizingly, but she still carried herself like someone in control and I suspected every man and woman in the office recognized that... naked or not.
I allowed my eyes to flick up to hers for only a moment as I bent over on a direct course for her pussy. She was smiling, a soft smile, a welcoming smile and in an instant I felt different about it. I still felt her power and control but I also saw the woman who just wanted to experience and enjoy. This wasn't about ego or power at all and in that look in her eyes I saw that. We were just two women. She was offering herself to me, not commanding me.
When my tongue stoked from the bottom of her pussy to over her clit and I heard the sharp gasp and intake of breath, I sighed into her pussy. I raised myself and pushed her flat on the desk. One of my hands stroked her pussy and the other fondled a breast exposed over the bra. I slipped a finger into her pussy and found it wet and ready. I smiled and brought the finger to my lips. I returned the finger to her pussy hole, then I reached it up to her own lips. Her lips opened and she accepted my finger with her juice on it.
I looked her in the eyes, "Are you bi, Ms. Benson?" She shook her head no. I smiled. "I'm going to make you cum, now. Then, we'll decided."
She gasped and muttered, "Oh... Goddddd..."
I sucked her nipples, bit them, kept them between my teeth and pulled, though gently. I kissed down her body to her shaved mound, then lower, bypassing her clit on purpose. I kissed down her slit, then used my tongue to press between her lips and force my tongue up her slit inside. I sucked and kissed and licked her pussy until I found her hole and pushed my tongue inside. She gasped and moaned. I used my fingers to open her pussy to allow my tongue deeper. I took her lips between my lips, then between my teeth. I softly chewed on them. She gasped, moaned and groaned. I moved my lips and tongue up her slit, again. This time I didn't avoid her clit. I took it between my lips and pressed, sucked, and used my tongue on the nub as I held it between my lips. I slipped two fingers into her pussy as my teeth gently took hold of her clit. I gently ground the nub between my teeth as my two fingers plunged in and out of her hole.
"OH... MY... GODDDD!! What are you... doing... to... me?"
I smiled into her pussy as my tongue joined my fingers at her hole. Her hips rose off the desk. I could feel her legs muscles quivering, closing around my head and opening like she didn't know if she wanted it to stop or plead for it to continue. I moved the fingers of my other hand to her pussy and shifted the finger down to her asshole. When I circled her tight opening with my finger slick with her pussy juice, she tensed. When I press the finger into her asshole another finger curled to her g-spot and my lips closed on her clit... she arched her back and cried out as she orgasmed. I, of course, didn't stop. I removed my finger from her ass but I bit down on her clit and sent three fingers now into her pussy to stroke her g-spot. She orgasmed and orgasmed until she finally pushed my head away, turned on her side, and curled into a fetal position gasping and panting, her muscles in spasm and quivering.
I rose and stroked her hip and back until she settled down, then I eased her off the desktop and pulled her into my lap as I took one of the visitor chairs in front of her desk. I wrapped my arms around her and stroked her as I gently kissed her cheek and forehead.
After settling, she eased herself off my lap on shaky legs and used the desk to help her around to her own chair. She collapsed into it and looked at me with wide eyes. "Where did you learn to do that?"
I smiled embarrassed and responded truthfully, "I don't know." I shrugged. "It just happened." She looked at me thoughtfully. I could see her pondering that answer but it was the truth. She was only the third woman I had pleasured.
My first anal fuck didn't happen until the third day. I was wondering what was happening, even went to Sara to question her. She wasn't sure, either. Maybe, she speculated, the men in the bull pen were just intimidated by the resounding refusal from the other women. The third day, though, I looked up from my the work I had on my desktop to find both Sara and Ms. Benson standing in front of my desk. I knew something was up. Had I already managed to do something wrong or failed to do something?
Sara leaned forward and quietly asked, "Still wondering about your virginity, Abby?" I knew she was referring to our conversation about anal. I nodded with a blush. Anal. I been wearing a plug as advertisement and now that it hadn't happened was driving me slightly crazy. Absurdly, anal had become a goal I needed to accomplish.
Ms. Benson leaned forward, then. I didn't normally give my own body much thought. It was what I had lived with but seeing them and other women move and their bodies, especially their breasts, I was gathering a new appreciation for how others saw me and especially my breasts as they easily and freely swayed, jiggled, and bounced as I shifted or walked or got fucked. I found the exhibitionism of the office and the public fucking a huge turn on for me. Doing it in front of others and enjoying that aspect so much surprised me.
She said, "It's time you have something other than that plug in your ass, then, dear." She stood up but added with a wink, "Don't forget your lube."
Like throwing a switch, my body instantly jumped to a higher level of arousal. It seemed I was always moist while at work. At some level, I was always anticipating the possibility of sex. Anal. Finally and my body reflected it with a flush, hardened nipples and a flood of self-lubrication but the wrong hole. I leaned to the right side and opened the top drawer, very aware of others in the area having stopped to listen and watch. I caught a glimpse of Mary and her mouth was open in an 'O'.
I grabbed the tube of lube from the drawer and flipped it into the air as I stood up, my breasts bouncing at the sudden move. They stood before me, glanced at each other, then, "This excites you."
I smiled, another blush. "I guess it does, ma'am's." I lowered my voice. "I knew I enjoyed sex and a bit of display in short skirts and tops that showed cleavage, but I didn't understand just how much I enjoyed all this. The exhibitionism, public fucking and sucking, the different men... and women." I looked at them intently, "I keep wondering what else I might experience."
"Well, then, follow us."
I very quickly realized we were heading for one of the Executive's office. Tube in my hand became damp and I realized I was still nervously anxious about this even though I felt excitement, too. The name plate next to the door read, Stanley Peterson. I made a point of learning the names of the executives in case I met them. Mr. Peterson was the VP over Ms. Benson, so over Sara and down to me.
Ms. Benson rapped on the door jam and entered without waiting for an invitation. Sara followed and I behind her more timidly. He looked up from his laptop, a smile forming on his face. I could only image what the initial thought might have been. Three exposed women standing in front of him in progressively less lingerie from Ms. Benson's heels, thigh-high stockings (today) and shelf bra to my completely naked.
"Good morning, ladies. Pam, Sara... and you must be the new hire I've been hearing talk about."
I put my right foot forward and reached across his desk, "Abby Thomas, sir."
I was aware of his eyes falling from my face as we shook hands to my swaying breasts as I leaned forward. His eyes dropped further to my left hand where I was holding the tube of lubrication. He looked up at me, then shifted his gaze to Sara and settled on Ms. Benson.
She responded to the unasked inquiry. "Yes, Stan. She's an anal virgin but she is eager not to be." She looked over at me.
So did Mr. Peterson, "That so, Abby? What happens here in the office is consensual. You brought lube so I could assume so but our rule is that there is no feeling of pressure to do something you don't want." I remembered the same conversation with Sara. I nodded my response, then thought verbal was probably what he was seeking.
"Yes, sir." I turned around and bent over. I heard his soft gasp at seeing the red sparkling base of the plug I had inserted in my ass. I turned back to him. "I really am certain. I want to be one of your best hires... in any way I can."
"I have no doubt if you're as dedicated in work as you are in this." He looked to the other women but I maintained eye contact with him. This was it and he was a Vice President. "Thank you, ladies, I think Abby and I will do just fine." I caught their movement out the office door. He rose from his chair and came around his desk to stand before me. He leaned onto the edge of the desk and reached out the thumb and forefinger of his right hand and captured one nipple, rolled it, then did the same to the other. Each time he lifted the breast by holding onto the nipple. He met my eyes. "I share Joe Cornell's fascination with large breasts. I also have a fascination with anal. I'm not sure why that does fascinate me, but it does." I wasn't surprised about breast size. I had often wondered about men and breast size and found that only 11% of women have breasts larger than C and only 1% larger than D. No wonder my E-cups drew attention. I could only figure anal fed on a kind of perverse pleasure.
I nodded and smiled shyly. All this talk. I really wanted to get past the idea of it, the talk about it. I wanted it. I slowly dropped to my knees in front of him with my hand sliding down his stomach to his crotch. I felt his cock stir under my hand. I reached for his belt and looked up at him. His eyes were on my hands. I loosened the clasp and lowered the zipper to open his slacks. He wore dark slacks, white long-sleeved shirt and tie. I reached into his slacks, pulled the waist band of his underwear down far enough to take his semi-hard cock out. I glanced up at him, again. Was I wondering if he accepted? He wanted to fuck my ass. I held his cock up and licked from the base to the head. Reaching the head I parted my lips and took just the head between them and sucked. I released the head and licked down one side, up the other, and sucked the head while swirling my tongue around it inside my mouth. I heard his sigh as I did. I raised higher on my knees and pushed my mouth down his cock, sucking harder while pulling back up. His cock wasn't particularly large which was a relief, actually, given that it would be my first in my ass.
When I had his cock rigid, I looked up to find his chest expanding in rapid intakes of air into his lungs. I left his cock and pulled his shoes off his feet, flipping them to the side, then pulling his slacks and underwear to his feet and off. I rose to my feet, purposefully rubbing my breasts up his body. He gasped as I pressed my naked crotch to his exposed and hard cock.
"Now, sir? Will you please be my first, to take that virginity from me, to awaken a new pleasure within me?"
He didn't say anything in response. I didn't need him to. I needed his action. Then, I saw it in his eyes and his face. I saw what I had seen in Ms. Benson's attitude yesterday. Even while naked and expected to give out her body to a man for fucking or sucking, even with that apparent vulnerability, she had power and control. It was in her walk and her bearing. I felt it, too, in the moment. I was the lowest person in the office, completely naked and available to everyone else in the office, but he was taking nothing from me. I had taken control of his need, his desire, and was giving it to him. What could just as well be him in control and taking, instead was me with the power of myself in my offer. What he desired was what I was able and willing to offer.



I traded places with him. I leaned over the desk, separated my feet wide and bent over deeply presented my ass to him. "Take out the plug, sir, and reveal what you have desired and what I can give you."
His fingers probed into my ass crack, grasped the sparkling end, and tugged. My sphincter seemed unwilling at first to release it but slowly it opened, spreading wider until the flattest part of the plug passed and it was out. My hand reached behind me holding the lubrication. There were no words from him. He took the tube and I soon felt his fingers applying it to my asshole, his fingers easily sliding inside. There was a moment of loss of his touch and I presumed he was applying the lubrication to his cock. Then, I felt it. I sucked in a deep breath and willed myself to relax as I had learned from inserting the plugs. His cock was at my asshole. I felt him align it at my hole which had to slowly closing as I felt it go slightly inside. He pressed and inches of it stretched my hole. I groaned. He pressed more with another inch going in and he moaned. I clamped my ass now. He was partially in, relaxing wasn't the issue, anymore, the experience was. I clenched around his cock and his movements became constricted and he grunted as he pressed harder after pulling back an inch, feeling the tightness.
I looked back over my shoulder. His gaze was on my ass and, undoubtedly, his cock disappearing into it. I didn't know how much of his cock was buried in me but I knew it was several inches, probably half his cock. He looked up and found me looking at him. He glanced back down at our union, then back up to me. The look on his face was of immense satisfaction, of pleasure at the experience.
"Now, sir... fuck me. Fuck my asshole like you have imagined it happening."
He did just that. He pulled back slightly, grabbed my hips, and thrust powerfully into my ass. I cried out as he grunted. Our bodies smacked together and his cock was fully inside me. It was so... different. His cock was not as wide as the plug but longer and the deepness of penetration felt so entirely new and wonderful and exciting and wanton. I imagined people outside the office hearing our noise, hearing my cry, hearing his grunts.
I was again surprised by the sensations bursting inside me. Stimulation of the plug was arousing but I put that off to the feeling of something there. Stimulation with the vibrating dildo in my pussy with the plug in my ass I put off to the vibrator. This was different. This was entirely a cock thrusting into my ass. There was no other stimulation. Yet, the stimulation was unmistakable. Everything I had heard about anal was true. Why should it be surprising that the anus is packed with nerves, especially that nerve that connects from the base of the vulva to the anus and the clitoris. And, that's not to mention the nerve endings connected between the anal and vaginal chambers.
Mr. Peterson pounded into me with increasing force and power with long strokes. I squeezed and released around his cock having far more effect than pussy muscles could ever have. He released my hips and leaned over me, one hand bracing himself on the desk as the other fumbled to capture my wildly swinging breasts. I could feel his cock pulsing inside my tight sleeve. He pulled me to a standing position and his other hand moved to my pussy as he continued to plunge his cock into me. His fingers moved over my clit and dripping pussy, a finger snaking into my hole and the heel of his hand pressing firmly against my clit as he pulled me against him to ram his cock like a conquering Viking.
The way he was fucking me and the way my body was responding, I wasn't sure I needed the clitoral stimulation to orgasm but I wasn't going to refuse it, either. I was already close and the question was if he or I orgasmed first. He pinched my nipple and clit at the same time he plunged deeply into me and I erupted. I thought he held me tight to secure me as my body quaked and convulsed but I felt his cock spurt repeatedly into my ass, my ass clamping around his cock as I orgasmed. I cried something out in the midst of it and he grunted like a rutting beast.
He guided us back and eased me down with him as he sat in one of the chairs. I sagged back against his chest, his cock still deeply buried in my ass. My ass was still occasionally, involuntarily spasming against his cock. His hands softly, caringly even, caressing my front from the top of my pussy to my breasts which heaved with my gasping breath matched by a similar feel of his chest rising and falling against my back.
He whispered into my ear, "Abby, can you reach my smartphone without pulling off me?" I leaned forward, reached across the desk, then rose just inches, feeling his cock slide inside but I reached it with my finger tips and pulled it far enough to grab it. I held it in front and his hands took it, working the phone in front of me. I watched him navigate to his contacts, scroll to 'Bob Sullivan', and press call. I froze. Bob Sullivan was another of the VP's.
"Bob, yeah, Stan... are you free to stop in my office? Great, thanks."
Only a moment later a shadow filled the door way behind us and cast its effect into the office. A man stepped past us and stopped at the side of the desk, half sat there, and smiled. It wasn't a warm greeting type smile. It was a very lecherous type smile as his eyes took in not only my nudity in Mr. Peterson's lap but that we were still joined.
"Bob, I wanted to introduce our newest employee in the Admin Group. Abby Thomas, meet Bob Sullivan, VP of Domestic Operations." He reached out to shake hands and two different... very different... thoughts crashed within my fuzzy mind. One: domestic operations would indicate there was non-domestic operations which would indicate we were an international operation. Two: how weird can it get to be introduced and shake hands with someone while having someone else's cock stuck up your ass?
They were saying something. I focused and heard, "... her anal virginity, you say?"
I blushed. They were discussing our anal fuck? Mr. Peterson added, "I'm telling you, Bob, she's going to be a star here. I'm just saying."
Mr. Sullivan rose and held out his hand, "Abby, could you join me in my office?"
So, my third day wasn't just my first anal. It was my second, too.
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CHAPTER 3: GETTING NOTICED
The months passed like a blur. It was a rush of learning and growing in the job, finding new connections in the business beyond the walls of the office and the building. I continued to dedicate myself to the job performance but that really was all I knew. And, I continued to be flexible and willing to experiment when it came to sex in the office.
My first and second month evaluations turned out to be breezes. Sara sat me down in a conference room on the 5th floor and we talked. The time I spent early or late to make sure my tasks and assignments were always on schedule no matter how much distraction and time was created by the sexual elements of the job was noted. That, of course, complicated schedules as I became a favorite, especially among those with an interest or curiosity about anal or double penetration or tormenting me with various vaginal and anal vibrators. It was thought to be an aberration, though.
The third month evaluation was the one that rocked me... in a positive way, thankfully. Sara and I met in the conference room, again. Sara was wearing her thigh-high stockings and heels, both black. I, of course, was completely naked, not even jewelry. We were meeting the day before my three month anniversary. I asked why and she said the probationary period would end with a meeting above Sara, usually with Ms. Benson, our Director.
"I don't know what more I can say, Abby," Sara eventually exclaimed. "A new employee in the group just shouldn't preform at this level. I normally find at least several items to discuss on performance of the job, interoffice relations, phone etiquette, team work... any number of things. I've scoured the schedules and talked with people inside and outside the office you've worked with and I'm at a loss. I can't find a single concern expressed or indicated by anyone and I can generally tell when people are covering for someone. That said, then, I want to caution you not to get a big head." She paused, seemed to consider her next words, then looked at me deadly serious. "Abby, I've paid attention. I know there are days when you are requested for some form of sex that has totaled to three or four hours in a single day. I also know, we have trackers on the ID cards that tell us when the card comes and goes through those door, that those days you work late and come in early, presumably to stay on schedule. I've also noticed that you've assisted others with work when they haven't had the same excuse."
"Teamwork, ma'am."
"Teamwork... yes. And, I... we... appreciate that attitude, Abby. But... I don't want that effort from you to be a cause of burning you out. You're going to do good things here, I'm certain of it, but not if you get burned out and want to leave." She gazed at me intently. This was a point she wanted me to take to heart so I nodded my understanding. "I understand it can be hard when you have a personality like yours that wants to help others and share but sometimes that isn't helping the other person if they aren't pulling their weight." She was right. It wasn't easy. Eagerly providing assistance to others was always something that came automatically to me. "You are a very popular young woman, Abby. Your body is all sex and your face is all youthful sweetness. A devastating combination for the rest of us. The fact that you are as willing to pleasure a woman or man with the same enthusiasm adds to your popularity and demand. Which reminds me... as you know, I also survey the office on the sexual relationships. It is not a surprise when someone out there finds a person they aren't as interested in being with or they just are not in the mood at times. To be crude, a woman might sometimes be so passive as to seem like a cum-dump, a hole to fuck. Sometimes, the mood just isn't there." She smiled and I understood. "I have not found a single person making that comment about you. Your enthusiasm and energy is constant. Abby, you just make everyone feel like they are important to you. I should have known, I should have seen it coming. That gang bang on your first day should have warned me. But, you've handled the time problem at your expense."
I leaned forward and caught her eyes drop as my breasts pressed into the edge of the table. "Ma'am, thank you, but I just love my job. The people in the office are great. And, I really can't believe it myself, but my appetite for sex and experimentation hasn't found a boundary."
The next day I was called into Ms. Benson's office. She was dressed in what I considered her uniform. If mine was currently nothing, hers seemed to be heels, stockings of some kind, and a shelf or open bra. After her review of the evaluation Sara had prepared, she explained that the evaluation would be kicked up to Mr. Peterson. Normally, the third month evaluation would stop at her but an evaluation that finds no fault would be questioned. Before we ended, I asked her something off topic.
"Ma'am, why aren't managers given the freedom to wear something extra?" She looked at me puzzled. "Well, they are managers over a number of people, yet they wear just as little as the rest of us. For you, ma'am, wearing some form of exposing bra separates you from the rest and I don't mean to minimize your position but there are so few women in management roles here. It seems the managers would benefit from the distinction, too."
A couple hours later, I was called into Mr. Peterson's office. Mary looked at me concerned but I shrugged and marched to his office to find Ms. Benson sitting there, too. I took the other visitor's chair. Even after three months this situation still hit me. Sitting naked before a clothed man with his authority. It was instantly arousing. We talked for a few minutes with him asking similar questions and making similar comments I had received from both Sara and Ms. Benson. Then, it seemed he gave up on the pretense.
"Who are we kidding? None of us are surprised by this evaluation, Abby. It may only be three months but we all feel like we know this kind of performance is who you are." He looked at Ms. Benson, then at me. "You understand, though, the expectation that puts on you? We don't expect this to be a one-time deal. This is what we'll be expecting from you."
I nodded. "It is what I expect from myself, sir." He nodded and smiled. He threw his signature at the bottom and slid it over to Ms. Benson.
Then, it was still. It was quiet but there was an expectancy in the room that wasn't spoken. I stood and broke the silence. "Sir... ma'am... I feel like I've learned so much in a short time. I never expected to find such a fulfilling and challenging job AND such a stimulating working environment. I really want to thank you both for the privilege of working here."
My Vice President looked at my Director and smiled. "She does have a way about her, doesn't she? Suppose there's a way she can properly thank us?"
The smile that formed on Ms. Benson's mouth was lusty. Mr. Peterson cleared off a portion of his desk as Ms. Benson stood and sat on the edge of the desk and scooted further onto the desk as Mr. Peterson rose to come around. There was no question in my mind how they were intending me to show my expressed thanks. Mr. Peterson open his drawer and pulled out the tube of lubrication he now kept at the ready for me.
I met his eyes as he came around. The smile I gave him was honest and personal. I sank to my knees and began undoing his belt and slacks. As soon as I exposed his cock, I engulfed it with my mouth. I pulled off it and licked down the side. As I did, I found Ms. Benson propped on her elbow watching with a lusty look as one hand fondled her own breast exposed by the shelf bra and the other stroking her pussy. I returned my full attention to Mr. Peterson's cock, kissing and licking up the other side until my lips again were on his cock head. I took it back into my mouth as my hands stroked the remaining exposed cock and his balls. I sucked and licked, then pushed my mouth down further over his cock. I had all of it in my mouth to my throat, then into my throat. That's another little thing I've learned and perfected in the last months.
He was hard. Very hard. I looked up at him along his body and he handed me the lubrication with a knowing smile. It was part of our thing. The only times he fucked me was anal and it was at least once a week. I sucked him hard, checking his expression, but continued sucking until he presented me with the lubrication. I squeezed some lube onto the head of his cock and stroked it liberally down and up the shaft. Then, I squeezed some onto the first two fingers of my hand and bent over the desk to lubricate my asshole. This time when I bent over, my mouth and tongue went to Ms. Benson's pussy using only my mouth as I spread the lube over my asshole, then inside it. Then, I shifted that hand to her pussy as I rested myself on my elbows, my fingers spreading her pussy for my tongue to probe inside her. At the same time, his cock pressed at my asshole. My sphincter slowly opened, stretching until it passed inside. I moaned into the pussy as it penetrated. Anal was far easier now but there was still that initial penetration to get past. He pulled back and pressed in several times before he was deep in me, out flesh making contact with each powerful thrust. He fucked me in the ass like the others might fucked my pussy with strong, powerful thrusts, pulling his cock back almost out before thrusting back in.
Meanwhile, Ms. Benson was holding my head to her pussy. It was more for contact than really pulling my mouth into her. This too had become a regular event for us and I found I looked forward with increasing anxiousness until I got the call from her to come to her office. This was always one-sided. Not because it was what she was but the type of sex. She was definitely hetero but enjoyed the orgasms I gave her. She apologized once that she didn't return the favor but I assured her I understood and my day would not be without orgasms.
I had three fingers inside her and was adding a fourth. This was new for us. I glanced up while keeping my mouth on her clit as the fourth finger slid into her. Her mouth was open wide in an 'O' and her breathing was ragged. I secretly wondered if I might get my whole hand inside her and wondered if I should talk to her about it or surprise her. The fourth finger was the step but trying would be another time.
At the same time I was adding four fingers into her, he was leaning over me, resting on my back as one hand captured a wildly swinging breast and the other stroked my empty pussy and engorged clit. I felt the tremors begin in my body with the combined stimulation of anal, pussy/clit, and nipples. I felt him pulse inside my tight sleeve and I felt her squeeze her thighs around my head, a sure sign of her arousal and impending orgasm. I took her clit between my teeth, one hand reaching up to locate and pinch a nipple, and curled my fingers to located her g-spot. The g-spot and clit are connected so nipping down on one and stroking the other was what she needed. Fresh cum flowed onto my fingers and tongue as she exploded and the spasms of my anal orgasm sent him into climax. It was about as perfect as we could have hoped.
She lay splayed on the desk, her hands caressing her breast as he maneuvered us back to a chair. Typical, he usually like to recover while still inside my clasping asshole.
It was several minutes before we recovered sufficiently. When we did, she sat up on the edge of his desk, her legs still parted, and a satisfied smile across her face. She sighed, "Well, Stan, I'd say she managed the thank you very well." He fondled and lifted my breasts and agreed.
When I finally lifted myself off Mr. Peterson, his cock had shrunk and slipped out of my ass, Ms. Benson had relayed my suggestion about Manager dress to him and he had promised to take the idea to the other VP's prior to consideration by Mr. Cornell. As I was leaving, Ms. Benson called after me to ask that I stop at her office before leaving for the day.
Later, "Ma'am? You wanted to see me?"
"Abby, yes. Following up on your three month evaluation, I had Sara pull together some of your data." My expression must have shown concern. "Sorry, dear. You're not in trouble. Sit down and talk me through something." She went on to describe her concern that matched Sara's regarding what happens to my time. "How much overtime do you work?"
"I... ah... I..."
"Don't bullshit me, Abby. I see you here some nights when I leave and I see you already here when I arrive. You work overtime. But your time sheets don't record any overtime."
"I'm just making sure my projects stay on schedule, ma'am."
"Your projects on schedule... hmmmm... let's see... yeah, here... it looks to me like all your projects are logged off early or as scheduled. How much overtime?" I hesitated, "Okay, Sara noted a concern... not about you directly but affecting you. Tell me, Abby... just looking at today and excluding Stan and me, how many times were you requested to fuck, suck, or eat pussy?"
"Just today, ma'am?" She nodded. "Okay... let's see..." I held up my right hand and ticked off the fingers. She interrupted me.
"Don't tell me you're going to have to use your other hand."
I thought through the day, then giggled, "No, ma'am. Two fucks, two sucks, and a pussy."
She looked at me intently. Sara did question this, too. She didn't ask about details, though. "So, would you say that's normal or unusual?"
"I'd say... today is kind of normal."
"Five times is 'kind of normal'?"
"Five? No, ma'am. Today... all of today is kind of normal."
"But you said... ohhhh... today isn't five, today is seven." I shrugged and nodded. "So, people are using up way more than the assumed two hours and you're working overtime to make up for it. I see. Is that fair, Abby?"
"Fair, ma'am? It wouldn't be fair if I didn't. You pay me to get my projects completed. If I didn't, it wouldn't be fair to the company."
She sagged back in her chair and gazed up at the little holes in the suspended ceiling. Maybe she was counting to a hundred. My mom did that sometimes when she had the same look on her face.
"Abby, you have a simple way of looking at the world, don't you?" I shrugged. I didn't think my perspective was particularly simple as much that others seemed to make it too complicated. "Do you understand what the concern is that Sara and I have?"
I sighed, "Yes. You have a concern that I am working overtime in order to keep my commitments because other people are taking up my time. And, you think it's not fair that I spend this extra time at work and not get paid for it." She smiled. It wasn't so difficult after all. "Look... ma'am... here's my take on it and it is up to you and Sara. This is a highly unique office situation... and experiment in office management and shared effort and bonding that could still fall apart very quickly if the work didn't get done." I held up my hand to stop her from interrupting. She smiled. I was on a roll. "If I started claiming all this overtime, somehow it's going to leak out. You can say all you want about pay being confidential but we know better. Someone in payroll will have drinks with someone on the third floor and they will know someone somewhere else and it will end up here somewhere. Then, what does that make me? Someone milking the system? Someone not able to keep up and getting rewarded for it?" I gazed at her. "If someone is spending too much time fucking, you guys can crack down on them. If not... Ma'am, I like my job. I like what I am doing. I find the work interesting and challenging. I want the company to succeed and grow. I want to be part of the reason it does. If I put in more time quietly, why should anyone care?"
"But... what about..."
"The sex... I like the sex. I'm not roaming the office for more fucks. I'm not. I know women can request sex as much as the guys can. I would be way over my time if I did. That I am still way over my time isn't my fault. But I like the sex. Honestly, I am surprised how much I do enjoy it still... REALLY enjoy it. Are women complaining they aren't getting fucked or asked for blowjobs?" She just smiled. "I thought not. The truth is most women don't mind not being fucked every day. So, if I like my job and like doing it and I like the sex, where's the harm in my spending my time the way I want?"
"Alright... alright... damn... I wish I could clone you."
The next day, Sara came bouncing over to my desk. She was wearing her heel, thigh highs, AND a shelf bra. She came up behind me and hugged me. "Pam wouldn't say why the change was made but I just know it was you." I tried playing dumb but I didn't know if I pulled it off. Of course, I was feeling pretty good, too. My first day wearing clothes.... well, heels and stockings, anyway.
* * * *
A couple months later and I was settled into not being the 'new gal' and a fully contributing member of the team.
It was a late night. Not that I had any idea how late. I was too curious about what I was working on. I remembered finding a stale pastry and apple in the break room that I called dinner. Then, I nearly jumped out of my chair.
"Why are you here alone?"
"Jeez..." I tuned in my chair, then stood up quickly. "Oh, sir, you startled me." It was Mr. Cornell, the CEO. "I... I, ah... I can't really answer that, sir."
He looked at me puzzled, then, "Okay." His face turned into a smile. "Then, let me rephrase, why are you here so late?"
"Oh... sorry, sir... yes... I was intending to spend just a little time because I thought I could finish up this assignment but I found something that didn't look right and I started digging and... is it really that late already, sir?"
He dropped his suit jacket and briefcase on Mary's chair and turned back to me. His eyes traveled down my body and back up. He stuck out his hand, "Curiously, I don't think we've been introduced. Joe Cornell."
I shyly smiled. "Yes, sir. I know who you are. I'm Abby Thomas."
"Ahhhh... yes, of course. I should have guess. I've heard a lot about you, young lady."
"Ummm... good things I hope, sir." He laughed.
Then he loosened his tie and turned to my desk. "Tell me about this 'something didn't look right' thing you were working on. What project are you working on?"
"Sir?" He wanted project details about my issue?
"Young lady, I started this company with a total team no bigger than a quarter of this office. I might be stuck in that big office now but I still remember the thrill of pursuing an analysis."
I blushed. I sat in my chair and turned the monitor so he could see it better over my shoulder and spread out paperwork as I started. "Well, sir, this is the Mountain West project. Sara assigned me to assist Steve Patula who developed the project with input from Sales, Marketing, and Operations. He broke off this part, the internal guts of the proposal, to me to be melded in with his work." I broke down the information I was given, what I developed and expanded on myself and why I felt something was off. I explained that to appease myself, then led him over to Steve's desk and spread out the more in-depth paperwork he had in his file. He asked surprisingly good questions, but it was his company, as I led him back along the trail of information.
"Wait a minute. Go back to Operations... there... that's not right. They can't do that. That rate of production isn't possible in that area."
I smile and looked at him, "Exactly, sir. That's why it looked off to me. This was being based on a false rate of production. I checked a previous project I worked on to verify my premise. It's not exactly the same production but it's the same plant and tooling. These numbers are somehow off."
"You're not going to be able to finish tonight, are you Abby?"



"No, sir. That was where I was when you surprised me. We need Operations to review that information."
He nodded and we walked back to my desk. He picked up his jacket and case. "Why are you here so late, sir?"
"Late flight. Thought I'd stop here on the way home. My wife is already asleep, I'm sure. I could download some thoughts while I was still cranked up from the day." He turned with a nice smile. "Thank you, Abby. That brought back satisfying memories of working late to solve problems. I'd forgotten how much I enjoyed that."
I watched his eyes travel over my messy desk. "You must have done a really good job of solving problems back then, sir. You've got a company now that is widely respected and I very much enjoy working for."
He seemed to tear his eyes from the past. "Do you drink, dear?" I smiled and he led me through the desks to his dark corner office.
His office was huge. On one side was a huge desk with comfortable visitor chairs in front, a large chair behind and credenza behind that. On the other side was a couch, coffee table and two comfortable chairs. He offered me the couch as he place his case and jacket on his desk and went to one of the doors in the credenza, took out two glasses and held up a bottle of Gentleman Jack bourbon. I nodded.
He handed me one of the glasses and settled himself into one of the chairs across from me. We sipped at the same time. Definitely a better bourbon than I afford myself, I thought. Then, I flushed. And, it wasn't the whiskey. For the past five months I have spent my days naked or essentially so among a group of people, all the men being dressed. Sitting across from him, legs crossed, an arm crossed over my body under my breasts, I am feeling exposed as if it were the first time. Was it the man or merely a new man? It was then that I realized he was studying me. Before, explaining the problem, his questions, and our back and forth, it had been comfortable. Now... there was something different, something intense, something... what?... something about him?
"Should I apologize, Abby?" His question pulled me back to the moment but I was confused by the question. "That after five months this is how we meet. Late at night by chance?" I shrugged and offered that he was a busy man. "Not that busy. Truth is... all of this," he waved out beyond his office, "... all this is a bit of a quandary for me. It's my idea, one I enjoy. But, I am aware of my position, the effect being with me could have on others. The power of employment or not for one. A long time ago I made the decision to not participate in the activities of the office below a certain level."
He was silent and seemed to be waiting for something. I venture ahead with my thought. "Sir, I don't think you are wrong. It would be imposing for someone like me to be called to your office for...," I blushed without finishing. "The idea about all this remains that we maintain control and freedom with what happens and some could feel the loss of that to you or others of senior management." I judged his reaction, then continued, "I do think, however, that you could be more socially available without the... the ahhhh... you know... the sex."
He smiled. He stood, took my glass and refilled them. "Abby, I've heard things about you... good things, I assure you." I blushed, again. "I've heard you are very specific and literal. I've seen that tonight. I've heard you are very analytical and precise. I've seen that tonight, too. I've also heard in delightful ways that you can also be very direct. That is what I would like right now." He took a large gulp of the amber liquid as if he was seeking some liquid courage. "I don't think I am a very good manager, Abby. In fact, I am sure I am not. I am great at working a company, organizing it, improving it, putting the right resources where they are needed. The people aspects..." he shrugged, "not so much. I have found great people to help me with that but... you are right. Of course you are. So, how should I do that?"
For the next hour, we talked. Maybe part of my talking was the bourbon. But he was easy for me to talk to. He was real. He had opened himself to me and I doubted that had happened often before. People with insecurities don't reveal them easily. Something happened during the night that the youngest office member and the CEO of the entire corporation connected.
"You make it sound so simple."
I shook my head. "No, its not. Personalities are so different."
We paused. Nothing was said for minutes. Then, "You said I was right about not approaching..." He was glancing at my breasts. I knew what he was seeing because I could feel what was happening. My nipples were hard, my heart beat had increased, and I was subtly (I hoped) squeezing my thighs together. He started to speak but I stopped him by standing, bending over to put my glass on the coffee table, purposely, I think, to cause my breasts to sag and swing before him.
"I would very much like to, sir." I stepped around the small table and pushed it to give myself more room. I knelt before him, reached for his belt, and looked up at him. "Very much, sir." He nodded kind of numbly.
I unfastened his belt, then his slacks and zipper, pulled them down his hips far enough to reach into his underwear for his cock. Oh my God. It was a thought, thankfully it didn't come out verbally. I held it in my hand and glanced up at him. He was watching me, perhaps a little concern showing. Was this also a reason for his not being more aggressive with women he didn't know? Who didn't know him? His cock was large. Even soft my hand only covered half of it. When I experienced Brad on that first day, I thought he was big. At eight inches, he was big in my experience, then. But this... this cock was almost that big and it wasn't hard. Does that mean it will be 10 or 11 inches? I realized I was just staring at it and I could get that answer easy enough with a little effort.
As I held it in my left hand, I could feel it begin to stir at my touch. I held it up and licked the base and up to the head. I licked down one side and back up the other, coating the surface with saliva. I licked up and down several times before taking the head between my lips, swirling my tongue around it and sucking it. As I did, I looked up into his face. His mouth was slightly open and I saw more than heard the gasps and intake of breath.
I stroked his cock as I sucked the head, twirling my tongue around it, and pumping my mouth over it for a few inches. Soon I was pressing my mouth further and further down over it curious how much I might be able to take. I pulled my mouth off his cock and gasped joyously, stroking the saliva from my mouth down over the hardening shaft. I looked up at him with wonder in my eyes. I didn't say anything but I was sure my face said plenty. With his cock hard, I gazed at it, then held my forearm up to it and gasped. It was just an inch shy of that. I would later measure and find my forearm was 11 inches.
I went back to sucking his cock and stroking it with wild intention. Then, I stopped. I looked up at him and sucked up my courage. "Sir... may I fuck you?"
"Are you sure?" I nodded.
He started to rise but I put my hand on his chest and kept him in the chair. Instead, I knelt on the chair with my knees along his legs. He slouched a bit in the chair and I wiggled closer to him until my knees were past his hips. I reached for his hard cock, raised my hips high enough to be over his upraised shaft, then settled down until I felt his cock pressing against my pussy. I moved his cock slightly until it settled in my hole and I sucked in a breath as I lowered over the head. I gasped as it stretched my opening and entered. I stayed where I was for a moment, savoring the delicious feeling of my pussy being stretched and filled, even if just a few inches of it. I rose an inche and pressed back down several inches, then up an inch and down much more until my ass smacked on his thigh. I was moaning at the feeling of my cervix being bumped on the down stroke, then gasped as I slowly pulled up and up so only the head was inside, then plunge back down, jamming his cock against my cervix, again. The feeling was amazing, like nothing I had experienced in anything before or since coming to work here. Of all the fuckings, day after day, nothing had been like this. Even Brad's large cock hadn't done this to me. Anal. Anal had the sense of stretching, of penetration, of amazing fullness. This, though... my God.
My eyes were closed in euphoric wonder of the experience but opened at the sharp, piercing feeling of my nipples being pinched and pulled. Sound... words... cries... moans... groans... they all tumbled from my mouth as I bounced on his cock, my breasts flopping when not being abused by his hands and fingers. I came and came. I cried out loudly. I fell forward against him but continued bouncing on his cock as one orgasmic wave after another washed over me.
Gasping and panting, his cock so deep inside me, I spoke into his ear, "You didn't cum, sir. What's your favorite? What can I do?"
I sat back to look into his eyes and his cock moved a couple inches and my pussy spasmed in reaction around it. I'd give him anything at this moment.
He said, "I was almost there when I got distracted by the magnificence of your orgasm. It was beautiful to see, my dear." He shifted forward. "Stay with me."
He shifted to the edge of the chair, leaned forward and eased himself to a standing position. I was impressed. I hung onto him with arms and legs and I gasped as he walked the short distance to his desk, each step sending a jolt into me as his cock hit inside. He eased me down onto the desktop, pulled my ass to the edge, and I lay back. When I hit the desktop with my back, my breasts shook and he smiled.
"I love your big breasts. I'm something of a breast man." I heard that, I thought to myself. He grabbed my ankles and lifted them up to place them on his shoulders. "Now I can move properly. This time I do the fucking." I smiled up at him. Oh, God, yes, fuck me with that wonderful cock.
He pressed the last few inches that remained outside me, then slowly, inch by inch pulled back almost all the way out. Then he slammed back into me. I cried out. Whatever the difference was, it felt like his cock drove all the air out of my body and escaped in that cry. Again, he did it. Slowly, agonizingly, he pulled back and plowed back in. Each time after the pulling back was a little less slow but each time into me was equally hard and deep. One of my hands found its way to a breast which I began mauling. The other was wrapped in my hair, half pulling and half combing through. I was raising my hips to his thrusts. I was gasping and panting as another orgasm crested within me from the assault.
I heard him grunt and his body shudder. I felt his cock inside me swell even more and pulse and I became aware of his eminent climax. He was pumping fiercely while grunting and groaning but his were lost in a mix of our sounds filling the office. I felt him thrust forcefully and deep into me and hold us tight. I felt his cock jerk and spew, his cum filling whatever voids impossibly existed with that cock buried in me. And, his climax, his spasms, his spurt after spurt of cum sent me over the edge for my second orgasm. My mouth gaped but there was no breathing. My body quaked and shivered and my pussy spasmed around the cock and washed it with my warm juices.
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CHAPTER 4: THE CEO
The day after the late night with Mr. Cornell had a few of us preoccupied with close review of the project and verification of what I had identified as an issue. I managed to convince Mr. Cornell the night before not to put too much fault on Steve, assuring him that this experience would be seared into his memory. Instead of using it to make an example, to use it as a lesson for him. Sara did talk to him privately, however. Steve came to me after his meeting with Sara and told me he owe me big time. I told him it was what teammates and friends do. I wondered if a talk like that while naked would ever feel comfortable. I hoped not.
Shortly after that, Ms. Benson called and asked to see me. Of course, that meant my going to see her which I did.
After rapping on her door frame, "You wanted me, ma'am?" I wasn't sure if she wanted to talk to me or...
"Ah, yes, Abby. You spent quite a bit of time with Joe last night from the sounds of it. What exactly did you talk about besides the project?"
"Ma'am?"
"Something must have happened. Joe Cornell is a brilliant man but he is awkward with small talk even with people he knows. It's just not his thing." I just looked at her trying to indicate I wasn't volunteering anything that might have been shared between Mr. Cornell and me. "Abby..." She threw her hands up. "You know what he did? He stood there, right where you are now, and asked me how I was doing. When I started talking about this project and that project, he shook his head and said, and I quote, 'No, Pam, how are YOU doing?'" She looked at me, then laughed. "Okay... I respect that about you, Abby. You stuck up for Steve today and you're going to hold in confidence what you guys talked about. Whatever it was, Abby, he listens to you."
It was almost a week later, early enough in the day that I hadn't had my second cup of coffee and I stood to go to the break room when I noticed Mr. Cornell hanging around his doorway. As I wound my way through the desks to the opposite side of the main room, I say him moving along the back in the same direction. He stopped briefly at one of the Director offices, said something there and continued, arriving at the break room with his own mug as I was pouring into my own.
"If you're pouring, Abby."
I smiled, remembering the comment Ms. Benson made about his small talk. After I filled his mug, he looked around the empty room and indicated with his mug to a table furthest from the door.
"How are you doing today, sir?"
"Fine... fine... no, good. Abby, I wanted to talk to you but not in my office. I didn't want people... to talk."
"It's okay for me to be in your office, sir."
He shook his head. "No, not really. The separation between our positions is too much for us to be having a meeting without Sara or Pam there. Then, if it's sex... well... you know I don't go into the main group for that. No, people would talk. You don't need that."
I asked him what I could do for him, then. He said he tried what I recommended, to just stop in at his staff offices occasionally. His face beamed. "I did it, Abby. It was great, thank you."
I laughed. "You know, sir, you blew Ms. Benson's mind. She didn't know what to think after you left."
He laughed, then look at me seriously. "She just shared that with you, right?" I nodded and he shook his head. "People respond to you, dear. You have a way with people."
I laughed harder. "Yeah, it's called sex. I've fucked, sucked, or eaten every person on the floor I think.
He argued with me, then seriously asked, "What should I do next?"
Seriously, I thought. How did the newest person on the floor become his confidant and counselor? It's not like he's asking for anything deep, so... "What you're doing is good, sir. I know you aren't the outgoing, small-talk schmoozer, so take small steps. Treat this like anything else, right. Set goals you can manage and continue in steps to achieve what you want." He nodded and looked intently at me. Right, what's next? "Be satisfied with your staff, gain some confidence. Those are the people you are most comfortable with. Speaking of... why did you go to Ms. Benson?" He looked embarrassed. Oh, I thought, he fucks her. File that away and to compare notes. "Next step, I think, include the Directors." He nodded and stood, thanking me.
He took a step, then turned. "Abby... I need to know something. It has to be honestly." I nodded. "The other night... in my office... was that okay?"
I stood, eased his mind by looking at the door, stepping up to him so we were inches apart. "Sir, the other night was very, VERY okay."
He smiled. This was the man who started all this. How? He said, "I would like..."
I took his hand and placed it on my bare breast, "I would like that, too."
* * * *
Three weeks later a meeting of the Vice Presidents and Directors was called by Joe Cornell. The conference room was almost not large enough to handle all the titles assembled in one place. Additional chairs had to be brought into the room and the rest of the office was a buzz with speculation of what the meeting might mean. Five people appeared at my desk, all looking very concerned and serious. Mary rolled her chair over to listen. Everybody... EVERYBODY... was on edge.
"Abby, what's happening in there?" I assured them I wouldn't know. Hey, I thought, I'm the newest one here. Standing before me were five of the most senior of the group. I still found myself blinking at the sight of two naked women calmly standing in front of me with dressed men next to them. "Can't you find out? Talk to Sara. She talks to you." I sagged in my chair. The speculation ranged from the office being broken up, or the naked and sex policy being eliminated, all the way to layoffs.
I pushed my chair back from the desk and sighed. This is what happens when everyone trusts you. Okay, that can't be a bad thing. I pointed at the group, "Stay here." I tried to be firm.
Of course, they didn't. As I rapped on the opening to Sara's cubicle, I saw them gathered about 15 feet away but now the group had tripled. Of course, Sara insisted she didn't have any better idea. And, I believe her. That wasn't going to ease the anxiety, though.
* * * *
"First off, let me say that I can't imagine what this meeting is doing to the people out there." Joe Cornell pointed beyond the glass wall of the conference room. "That being said, I want to keep this short, give some direction, and break this up without a prolonged concern for them. When we leave I want everyone smiling and relaxed. There really is no reason for us not to be. Okay?"
One of the Vice Presidents inserted, "Joe, a few of us have commented... wherever you are getting direction to do what you're doing... we think it's great."
He smiled but collapsed into the head chair. "Thanks, but frankly, it's exhausting. Going outside myself is...."
Around the room came, "Exhausting?" The whole room laughed and that caught the attention of those not in the room even if they couldn't hear what was said.
"I've decided to have a personal assistant." A 'It's about time' came back to him and the group agreed. "I want to spend more time in the office. I promised Samantha. I'm going to pull back, still mix it up with Operations but leave you young people to deal with customers and suppliers. I'll be support whenever needed but it's time. The company is getting too big and I have too much respect for all of you. You deserve to take bigger roles and rewards."
He paused, then, "What I need is advice on who. I know we have a lot of very good people out there. Is it filled there? Should it be filled from outside? Dan, as HR, I want you to run point on this but I want this group to have some kind of consensus because I won't be the only one working closely with this person."
"Are you sure this needs a lot of discussion, Joe?"
He nodded. "Yes. I don't want this messed up by playing favorites. I know everyone has PA's they like better than others but I want one I can work with and all of you can work with. Working for me, working with all of you, maybe being between you and me... this could be stress producing. I want a strong person who can work across the board."
* * * *
When the meeting broke up and the conference emptied, we were still at Sara cubicle. She looked at me and shrugged, That was quick. Just then, her phone rang. "Yes, Pam." Sara looked at me. "Of course, I'll be right there."
She hung up and manager phones began ringing around the office. We all looked over the desks at Ms. Benson's office.
I was back at my desk when Sara appear and called the group together for an informal meeting around her which happened to be around Mary and me. "Well," she started, "all the speculation was way off. There is nothing negative. In fact, for someone it is a positive opportunity. It was announced that Mr. Cornell is going to hire a Personal Assistant for himself. As you all know, he is still the only Director and above without his own. This will obviously be a big opportunity. So, anyone who wants to put their name in to be considered, please let me know privately. We've seen similar situations before, right? A senior person loses their PA and it can start a chain reaction of PA's moving up. Whether that happens this time just remember, it would still result in an open PA position somewhere." She looked at her group. "I am really proud to work with every one of you. I wouldn't want to lose any of you but the loss in our group would be a gain for one of you and you should take it if you can."
I was standing under the shower, my arms braced against the wall as the hot water cascaded over me. Arms came around me and hugged me while cupping my breasts. This brought her under the shower, too. "How was your day?" Sara asked.
I turned around in her arms and kissed her on the lips. "Good. Like most all of them are. A good job, good fucks, and great Manager." I looked over her shoulder and the changing area looked deserted. Not too surprising, I was often one of the last out.
She moved some hair off my face and looked into my eyes. "I haven't seen your intention to apply for the position. Why not?"
"Sara, I've been here... what?... like five and a half months? I have no business being on that list. Not that I wouldn't like to try or that I don't think I could do it. You know me."
She laughed, "I do know you and that is why I am wondering why you haven't put your name in."
I shook my head. "And I don't want you putting it in, either."
She held up her hands in resignation. Then, she stepped up to me so we were touching. "How about if I wash your breasts, then? Maybe more?" I put my arms around her neck and kissed her hard. I think I am turning more and more bi.
* * * *
Dan, the HR Director, had met separately with groups and individuals of senior management to minimize attention. He was finding a consensus and he wasn't surprised by it except for one thing: the consensus was on a person whose name had not been submitted for consideration. They had eliminated any outside consideration quickly. Person after person and group after group came back with the same name. They all agreed it would be unusual given some details but all equally agreed the choice was still over-riding. Dan insisted on presenting three candidates and having formal interviews. The ultimate choice was up to Joe Cornell and the process had to be upheld. He received two more candidates, both well respected.
He knocked on Pam Benson's door jam and found her on the phone. She waved him in and he took a chair opposite her. When she put the phone down, he jumped into it, "You realize her name is not on the list?"
She nodded. "I've talked to Sara. She's an unusual young woman. I think that is one of her charms, right? She feels she is too young, too inexperienced. Still, she doesn't question herself, her own abilities or confidence in what she can do when given the chance; she just is concerned about appearances given the experience and seniority of others in the group."
"Which is part of her appeal."
"Exactly. She made Sara promise not to put her name in for consideration." She leaned back and gazed at him. She watched him looking back at her. She caught his eyes pass over her breasts and wondered briefly how many such male and female meeting didn't include a sexual overtone. They were regular partners in the office and she knew from experience that it was how it eventually settled into a normality. The exposure became more of a general tease while the actual sex tended to sort itself toward preferred partners. "What are you going to do?"
"I have an idea. We have to agree not to let Joe know, though."
* * * *
It was announced that three candidates had been narrowed down. The process would include interviews over the next few days in private. The process would be in confidence of all active participants with a decision hopefully coming from Mr. Cornell after his interview with each. The names, as part of the confidentiality, were not provided. Speculation again rose to thinking the process would be outside the office if it were truly private.
Mary rolled her chair close to me, "I still don't understand why you didn't put your name in. You'd be great in that role and everyone respects you even if you don't have as much seniority."
I just shook my head, my focus on my monitor. I couldn't have the conversation, again. It will be a relief for the decision to be made and the office settle back to what it was. Whatever position opened up as a result would cause much less fuss. I would love working directly with Mr. Cornell. He has been careful with me but it is clear he responds to the talks we have. Everyone remarks how he has changed in reaching out to people, even those of us in the big room. I put ear buds into my ears and tried to tune out everything but my projects.
A couple days later and the room was still buzzing. Two PA's had been spotted going to the elevator and presumably downstairs, one a woman who naturally had to get dressed. Nobody was surprised by the two. Questions swirled around the third, though. Nobody had noticed a third but the prevailing opinion was that he or she may just have been more careful.
I had subconsciously noticed the office clearing out when Sara appeared in front of my desk. "What's keeping you late this time?"
I smiled. It was always something. I told her and she challenged that that project wasn't due for quite a while. "Yeah, well... we had a conversation and the regional guys think we might be able to influence the process if we got in there early with a strong presentation. It might influence how they consider the formal proposals. I can see how I'm essentially using the same information just in modified form so it's not double effort." She thanked me. She didn't say it but she'd said it often enough. Not many might put themselves into such extra work but... I sagged back in my chair and watched her leave. She didn't shower. I had already had a quick shower in the afternoon to clean cum off my breasts and stomach after a mini-bukkake. The demand on me hadn't slacked much while being included more by the senior managers, too.
I was interrupted a couple more times by higher-ups concerned about the time I spend in the office. I assured them I was fine and almost done which was true. They were all familiar with my hours, of course, and sometimes I felt their concern was almost a way of feeling better about leaving me there alone. I typed the email and attached the document and pressed send. I cleaned off my desk, slipped my heels back on, and stood to leave.
"Abby?"
I was surprised by the sound. I had believed I was the only one still on the floor. I wasn't surprised by the voice, though. He held two glasses of amber fluid. "How about a drink before you go. It looks like you could use it."
I smiled. Funny how those few words from his voice comforted me and eased away some tension. I dropped my purse and bag on my desk and weaved my way to him. As I got closer, "You know, sir, I bet every woman here carries an extra bag with makeup, maybe special shampoo and conditioner, bushes, etc. It would be nice if the stalls had a small locker."
He handed me one of the glasses, "I'll have someone look into it, Abby."
I collapsed on the couch. He took a chair on the other side of the coffee table. I saw him looking at my legs, my breasts, my legs, and back to my breasts before settling on my face. I smiled at him. In a normal office, such action could be offensive. It was almost expected here. I was wearing nude stocking with lace tops with dark 4" heels to match the skirt hanging outside. I uncrossed my legs and too slowly parted them before recrossing. He realized what had happened was on purpose and he chuckled.
"You tease me." I smiled. It was obvious we like each other. It was equally obvious we could relax and be ourselves when we were alone. It wasn't why I worked late but I had suspected it was a part of why he sometimes stayed late.
We talked. He asked about the projects I was working on, especially interested in the strategy currently being tried. I asked about his travel.
"Don't worry, Abby. I said I would pull back and I am. I'm still traveling but this trip starts with an operational issue in New Jersey, then stopping off at a potential customer. AND..." before I could inject a concern about him doing sales, "and, I will only be a figure-head support. The sales team will be the lead."
"I'm proud of you, sir. Is that appropriate for me to say? Maybe not..."
He laughed, "You... Abby... Samantha has tried to get me to slow down, hand off some of what I do for a while. Others have tried. Hell, I even hired someone to counsel me for a while. Your soft encouragement and guidance in things around the office showed me how they fit with how I wanted to adjust other aspects. My dear wife thinks you have to be an angel sent to guide me."
"Angel? I don't think my actions around here are very angelic." I watched him and he watched me. I could feel my nipples harden and I could see his eyes focus on them. "Sir... your wife...?"
"I keep nothing from my wife, dear. She knows about all this. It's an interesting story, actually how it got started. But, she knows about every time."
I put my empty glass on the table and rose. He turned his chair for more room. The most senior man and the newest woman. I knelt in front of his chair as he pushed his slacks and underwear from under his hips. I took hold of his wonderful cock and licked it up and down. I felt it stir, beginning to expand and thicken. I continued to lick until I finally took the head between my lips and sucked, twirled my tongue around the head, licked around the head, then plunged my mouth down over the hardening cock. In two motions, I took the head into the opening of my throat, a little further and a little further until I had to pull back. Gasping, some saliva leaking from the corners of my mouth, "You're so big. I don't know if I'll ever do it."
"Practice." It sounded encouraging and I was certainly willing, more than willing, eager to have this cock and him. The reality, though, was he would soon have a PA and the smart bet seemed to be it would be a woman. And, she would be in this position. But right now it was me. Privately. Secretly. Alone in the office to share.
I gave up on practice, though. I wanted him inside. I might still get chances after, but this moment felt more urgent. Change was coming for him. Change we had talked about, encouraged. Change his wife encouraged. Having him again felt imperative.
I looked up, his cock in my hand. I stroked it as I rose on my knees to kiss him. He used his hands to encourage me up. He pried off his shoes and stepped out of his pants, then guided me to his desk and pressed me down over it. I felt his cock move up and down over my wet slit. His actions felt as needy as I felt. He moved his cock to my hole, it sank in slightly, then he grabbed my waist and plunged deeply inside with the initial thrust. I cried out. My body reacted instantly with shivering and quaking. The next thrust bumped my cervix and I almost orgasmed. God, what the mind can do.



He leaned over me to grasp a swinging breast and stroke my clit. I came quickly, my legs shaking, my chest dropping to the desktop and relying on his arm wrapped around my waist to hold me up. He pulled abruptly out and turned me around, pressing me back to the desk and onto the top. He pulled my ass to the edge and thrust back into my pussy, hitting my cervix again, my pussy soaked and slick with my orgasmic juices. He fucked me hard, urgent, and needy. He pulled my feet around his waist and I complied with locking my ankles. He then placed my arms around his neck and began pulling back and up. I hung on to him with his cock buried deep. I would admit to being impressed as he stood upright, gravity pulling me down over his cock until my clit pressed into his pelvic bone.
His hands went under my ass and began lifting and dropping me on his cock. He managed it for minutes and I didn't even notice him moving us to the side of the office until I felt my bare back pressed against the glass of his office wall. He pressed me against it as he rammed his cock up into me and I began shivering, again. I felt him respond to it, too. He pressed firmly and deeply, his cock pulsing inside as my pussy began clenching spasmodically around his cock. I orgasmed the second time the moment I felt his cock spew its cum into my clenching, grasping pussy. I wrapped my shaking body around him, legs and arms squeezing tightly as my body shook and quaked, both of us grunting and moaning, murmuring and gasping.
He walked us to the couch where he managed to rest us on our sides. There was no rush to separate. I so enjoyed the feeling of his long cock slowly soften and recede inside me until only a few inches still remained inside, staying that way until one of us moved in a way that it slipped out. This wasn't anything like the fucks during the day. They had an element of rushing. These times had none of that.
I kissed him softly on the lips. I was trying very hard not to move too much. I did not want to lose his cock head still just inside me. I gazed into his eyes and smiled, "Your wife is a very lucky woman."
He pulled his head back to look at me better. The movement almost slipped him out but I clenched my muscles trying to hold onto him. "My wife," he responded, "wants very much to meet you."
I was shocked by the comment and my reaction did cause him to slip out. He just smiled.
* * * *
Nothing was learned about the pending hiring of the Personal Assistant for Mr. Cornell. The delay kept the office buzzing with speculation even to the extent that the sex slowed down. Weird how the sex in the office could just as easily be affected by rumor and speculation. I refused to be the go-between to Sara. I was convinced she had no more knowledge than the rest of us and she wasn't going to go to Ms. Benson.
I had my own speculation to deal with. Mr. Cornell's comment about his wife wanting to meet me wasn't as idle a comment as I put it off to. Two days after that comment, Friday, I was invited to their house for dinner. She really did want to meet me. All forms of doubts and fears flooded my mind to the point where, for the first time, I was having significant issues with concentration at work and that included both work and sex.
I left right at 5:00 that night, skipped the shower and surprised everyone by those two things. I rushed home to my little apartment, stripped as I walked to the bedroom and went straight into the shower. I spent a lot of time in front of the sink and mirror doing both hair and makeup. I stopped at one point with the realization I was spending more effort getting ready to meet Mrs. Cornell than I bothered with at the office where makeup was about all I had to wear. I had fussed a lot about what to wear. If she knew, which she did, about the nudity at the office, would it be expected to wear something erotic and revealing? Or the opposite? I settled basically in-between: a mid-thigh skirt, thigh-highs, bikini pantie, matching lace bra, and white short-sleeved buttoned blouse. Checking myself in the mirror, I opened several button and added a string of fake pearls.
She greeted me at the front door with a hug that was disarming. Mr. Cornell stood behind her with a big welcoming smile. She was dressed in a nice form-fitting sleeveless dress that was also mid-thigh and a plunging front that show-cased her C-cup cleavage and trim body. He was more casual than I normally see him but still in dress slacks and a light blue, long-sleeved dress shirt but without tie or jacket.
I was five minutes early and it was a good thing. Dinner was ready and we sat down to eat in their formal dining room immediately. Perhaps it was a kind of wifely test for this woman she had been hearing her husband go on about. Was his understanding of his wife's interest in her misplaced? Was this a less than cordial invitation?
Those fears were quickly put to rest, however. Dinner was easy and relaxed. The conversation swirled around each of us, little bits of personal information divulged about families, schools, and pastimes. When she asked me directly about what it felt like in the office, I tensed. She chuckled at my physical response. Mr. Cornell sat at one end of the rectangular table while Mrs. Cornell and I sat across from each other next him.
"I know all about the office, my dear. What I am asking is from your perspective, one of the women in the group of the employees, as it were. What is it really like to be naked, or essentially so, among clothed men? What is it really like to become engaged in sex publicly in front of co-workers at almost any time during the day? And, what is it like that, despite all that, you have a real job to perform?"
Mr. Cornell wasn't kidding. She really did know all about it. What she didn't know was what the office felt like, especially from a woman's perspective. He went quiet as she and I took over the conversation, me trying to describe it coyly and she pulling and pushing for more detailed, explicit responses. Soon, I was describing my first day of exposure, my teasing with the butt-plug, and the near gang bang that ensued. She was gape mouthed but not in a horrified way. Rather, the feeling I got from her was one of wonder, maybe even of yearning. No, she was at perfect peace with what was happening in her husband's office. While we talked through some of the details, she stretched her hand out to Mr. Cornell and he took it in his. I watched it all peripherally and saw the clasping, intertwining of fingers, the soft smiles shared. This night wasn't about testing or challenging or intimidation of the woman from the office. There was something else at play here and I had to trust it would become known at the right time.
I assisted Mrs. Cornell with the plates and serving dishes while Mr. Cornell was sent off in search of another bottle of wine. She turned to me as soon as he disappeared out the kitchen entry.
"I want to thank you, Abby. My husband is brilliant but like most brilliant people there is a side of him that is not. As you have seen, that is in how he relates to others comfortably. He can be incredibly awkward. It was the force of his will that got this company started and the strength of his being that he pulled the company into becoming what it is. But it is too big for him to try to do everything. He understands now that he needs to let others do what they are good at and free him up to do what he is good at... and somethings he isn't yet good at but is incredibly important to him. He wants to excite people working there to be as excited about it as he is.
"Abby, we've gone to professionals, spent a lot of money to get the suggestions and advice for him to move forward in dealing with people. He comes home from trips thoroughly exhausted because taking the responsibility of interacting with customers, clients, and suppliers is just not his strong suit. He's a doer, not a talker. But, you dear, you've already empowered him. So, I thank you."
I started to object but she held up her hand.
"You don't think you did anything. I get it. I think that who you are is a reason why he responds to you. From what I have learned about you, yes I have pried through some people at the office, you don't relate to others with an agenda or motive. You're open. You are who you are. He responded to that. He didn't feel a need to pretend or hide."
"Thank you, ma'am. I'm just not sure..."
"I wanted a moment to talk to you so I have to hurry. Joe made the decision to have a Personal Assistant in part at my encouragement but also from his staff, too. They are supportive of his wish to pull back. It increases their responsibility and challenge but gives them the opportunities of success and gratification... probably reward, too. He has a problem with the selection. His staff came to a conclusion of one person for him. Without hearing it, he insisted on a formal three candidate interview process. All are very good candidates. For any other executive, any of them would be good. Joe is different, though. He isn't like the other polished executives. He knows it, they know it."
"Has he interviewed them all?"
She looked intently back, "He has. He has interviewed them, studied their resumes, talked to associates or those they report to. He's made his decision. There really was little doubt when he saw the names but tried to keep an open mind through the interviews." He interviewed all three. Who is the third candidate then?
"So, if he's made up his mind, what's his problem?"
"He knows but there is something that is out of his control to make the decision he desires." She stared into my eyes. "And, you, can help him. You're the only one, I think who can help him get what he wants."
I shrugged. I had no idea what I could do to help that someone with real power in the company couldn't do easier. "Anything. Whatever I can. Ma'am, I'd do anything for your husband."
"Anything?"
I shrugged and nodded. "Anything that isn't illegal." She chuckled and assured me it wasn't illegal. "What?"
"When he offers, accept."
"Ladies," Mr. Cornell came through the entry. "I couldn't find the same wine but this one should be about the same." She took it from him and volunteered to open it and bring clean glasses. "Okay... yeah... uhmm... Abby, that gives us a moment. There is something I'd like to talk to you about." I looked back at her but she had turned her back, intentionally I was sure so there would be no further eye contact.
He led me into the living room. A funny thought came to me. I had been with him for hours tonight and all of it dressed. I hadn't ever been with him except when I was naked. He stopped next to a chair and I stopped next to another. I had a feeling about this and figured something to steady me might be good.
"Abby, you know I've been looking for someone to be a Personal Assistant for me. I think you can understand, maybe better than a lot of people, how much I want that person to be someone I could truly communicate with, who I could truly be comfortable with, and who I could truly trust." I nodded, not knowing anything to say.
"I received the recommendation from my staff, from Dan on an HR perspective, and the Directors. They all agreed. I interviewed the candidates."
"Three candidates, sir?"
"Yes, three. I know what my decision is, Abby." He looked at me awkwardly. "Abby, you undoubtedly had good reasons for not putting your name in for consideration. I don't know what those reasons were but I hope it wasn't that you didn't think you could work with me or wanted to work with me." I shook my head vigorously. "Good. Good. Abby, I want you. Ohh... that came out wrong. I mean, I want you to be my Personal Assistant. I want to ask you to please keep an open mind this weekend and consider that. I want us to work together. Can you do that? Keep an open mind this weekend?"
"No." It just it blurted out.
He looked surprised, shocked. From behind me came, "WHAT?!?"
I turned to find Mrs. Cornell. She must have been standing just outside listening. She came in with the wine and three glasses she set on the coffee table. She stood next to him and put a comforting arm around his waist.
I was a bit stunned myself. I knew what was going to happen. She essentially told me. Still... I stammered out, "Sir, you said you interviewed all three candidates. You didn't interview me."
He smiled, perhaps still hoping there was an opening. "I did, just not a formal one. Two night ago, Abby. I stayed around until you started clearing your desk. I called you over for a drink. We talked, remember? About a lot of things. I interviewed you."
I shook my head. "Sir, I can't keep an open mind about this over the weekend. Ever since that first night... the one I thought I found a problem and you came in late from the airport. You asked me why I was there so late. Sir... you talk about not relating to people but you related to me. You listened. You listened as I explained and together we worked back through the information. Then, you saw it, too. We worked out a plan to deal with it for the next day. That night... it is etched in my memory forever. Then, you opened up to me and asked my thoughts. You listened again. You acted."
I saw him squeeze his wife. "I did what you said, too. And it worked."
"I know! I was... so proud of you. You gambled on my simple suggestion." I looked directly at Mrs. Cornell. "From that moment, I would do anything for him."
She squeezed him but spoke to me. "But you didn't want to work for him? I don't understand."
"I ached to spend even moments with him. He made me feel so... worthwhile, significant. I knew of his concern of intimidation of power. When I worked late and saw the light on in his office, I wondered... hoped... he was still there. Maybe we could talk, again. It was literally an ache. But there was a reality check. I thought I would be laughed at. Why was someone with five or six months of experience putting herself with much more qualified candidates? It was my insecurity."
He asked, "What are you saying, Abby?"
"Sir, I won't keep an open mind this weekend because I am saying 'yes' now."
She crushed me in an embrace and called out, "Joe, honey, get some of that good whiskey of yours. We're going to celebrate."
I eased back slightly, "Oh... wait... I've already had wine and I have to drive and..."
She pulled me back into her embrace. "No, you don't. We have a lot of getting acquainted to do so plan on spending the night."
I looked over her shoulder. He was pouring three glasses of Gentleman Jack. He glanced at me with a smile and shrug that seemed to say it would be easier just to go with it.
We drank the first one pretty quickly and it burned going down. I shook my head as it sent a fog into my brain and a warmth washing over me. I watched him pour more and I giggled. She said, "Abby, I want to see a lot more of you." I smiled and said something like that would be nice. "No, dear, now. Now I want to see more of you."
She put her glass down and reached behind her back and pulled the zipper of her dress down. I looked at her, then at him. He had an expectant look on his face.
"Don't look at him, Abby. You've fucked him, already. It's my turn now. You want to be his assistant and lover? You get both of us. Can you do that? Take care of both of us?"
Damn, this was becoming a lot more than I expected. But, yes. I had no question. All those women in the office... yes. I began unbuttoning my blouse as I stepped up to her, leaned forward and moved my lips to catch hers. She moved her hands to lower the zipper completely as I finished unbuttoning my blouse. I shrugged the blouse off as she dropped her dress to her feet. I went straight for my bra. I unclasped it and shrugged it off, freeing my large breasts. She stopped as she was stepping from the dress pooled at her feet.
"Oh, God... Joe mentioned these." Her hands cupped underneath and lifted them as her thumbs rubbed the nipples. She bent over and sucked on a nipple and switched to the other as I loosened my skirt and pushed it over my hips to my feet. I reached for her own bra as she sucked. Her bra fell to the floor and she joined my gasping when I began fondling her breasts. I noticed some movement, looked, and found Mr. Cornell turning one of the chairs to more comfortably watch. He noticed me looking, held up his refilled glass in a salute, and smiled.
We parted but only enough to push panties to the floor. We were both standing in thigh-highs and heels looking lustily at each other. Mr. Cornell took action by leading us to the couch, sitting us pressed against each other and handing us refreshed drinks. He then moved to a chair facing us. He lifted his glass to us.
"This couldn't have gone any better. Not only do I have the PA of my desires but I have the two ladies in my life naked. My dear, have I mentioned that our Abby here has quite the reputation in the office for giving other women orgasms?"
I slipped my hand onto her stocking covered thigh and slid it to the inside. She looked at her husband and he nodded. She uncrossed her legs and my hand slid up the inside of her thigh to her pussy... her quite wet pussy. She gasped and slid down on the seat. I pulled her leg over mine and ran fingers up and down over her slit. I plunged a finger into her hole and she moaned delightfully.
"Do it Abby. I want to see her in her first girl-girl orgasm."
Her first. How long ago was it that I had my first such encounter? The interview, of course. I took her glass from her hand and placed both on the side table. I went to my knees in front of her, parted her legs wider, pulled her hips to the edge of the couch and kissed my way up the inside of her leg. My lips and tongue making initial contact on her pussy brought another gasp. I placed my lips over her clit and sucked. Her moan was clear. I glanced up to find Mr. Cornell now sitting next to her, holding her hand and fondling a breast. I forced her knees up to open her to my mouth. I kissed, sucked, chewed, and probed with my tongue.
As her moans grew, I insert first two fingers but quickly added another. I sawed the fingers in and out of her pussy, the sound of fingers plunging in and out of her wetness provided a delightfully obscene sound to mix with groans, moans, and nonsensical murmurings. Her hips lifted off the couch, her hand gripping his hands hard. She professed her love to him between wild sounding moans even as she was being pleasured by another woman. I curled my fingers moving in and out, striking and stroking her g-spot, thumbing her clit, then sucking and nipping at her clit. Her orgasm was spectacular. Her body went rigid about six inches off the couch with my mouth, fingers, and tongue still working her. When she collapsed, she shook and shivered for minutes as my tongue provide more gentle contact in the aftermath and continuing after-orgasms.
That began the night.
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CHAPTER 5: SHARING
I had just agreed to being Mr. Cornell's Personal Assistant despite not having the courage to apply for it and followed that with bringing Mrs. Cornell to her first girl-girl orgasm.
Mr. Cornell rose from the couch where he had been holding his wife while she orgasmed on my mouth, tongue, and fingers. I stood with him, leaning over to give her a kiss on the lips before gathering up a couple of the glasses and joining him at the little bar in the living room.
"Thank you, Abby. She's talked about that and never had the courage to pursue it." He finished refreshing the drinks, then turned and put a hand on my shoulder. "Do you mind this? The sex thing is an office thing. Do you mind that Samantha wants to be involved?"
I smiled broadly and glanced over at her sprawled on the couch. She still looked a little dazed. "I don't mind at all, sir. She loves you a tremendous amount, you know that right?" He nodded and his eyes softened looking at her across the room. "I get plenty of sex at the office, sir. Sara and Ms. Benson think too much but it's not at my initiative, as I am sure you've been made aware. Sex there usually feels rushed. The only times it hasn't has been with you... late at night... now here. This is different. And, I really like her."
He beamed. We rejoined her on the couch and she straightened up, accepted the drink from me and gulped half of it. I turned her face to me and kissed her deeply. When I broke it, he turned her face to him and he did it, too. She looked from one to the other of us with a shy expression on her face. She finally turned to him.
"She definitely has to stay the night now. No way do I want to wait for her to come back again. In fact, I don't suppose we could lock her up in one of the other bedrooms?"
He laughed and I smiled widely. "No, dear. I will need her at the office."
She turned to me, used her free hand to cup one of my breasts, then said, "Thank you. Thank you for everything we've talked about. And..." her hand dropped to my lap. I uncross my legs and her hand pressed to the inside and up to my pussy. "And, thank you for what you just gave me."
I put a hand behind her head and pulled her in for a much more passionate kiss. She gasped when we broke. I said, "Mr. Cornell is a remarkable man and now I know he has a remarkable woman supporting him."
He leaned over and touch both of us, "I now have two remarkable women supporting me."
I looked at her and gave her a wink. She wasn't sure what that was for until I slid off the couch to my knees in front of him and began working at loosening his belt and slacks. She then understood, bounced to her knees on the couch to begin on his shirt buttons. I was soon tugging on his slacks as she was pulling his shirt from his arms and his undershirt up his body as I was removing shoes and socks before finally getting his slacks off. By the time I was finished, she had her face in his lap kissing his semi-hard cock. She looked at me with one hand holding his cock. This time she winked at me. I moved in close and joined her at his cock. There was certainly enough for the two of us. Then, she verbalized what I had just thought.
As though he wasn't sitting right there, "Honestly... what did you think the first time you saw this thing?" We were kissing opposite sides going up the shaft that was increasing in hardness each moment. She added, "Me? I think I considered running away. I already knew I loved this man so much but... I didn't know what this thing might do to me... you know, inside."
I gave the head a quick suck and glanced up at him looking down on us. By his expression, I was pretty sure he wasn't enjoying the discussion he was hearing but was resigned to endure it. I turned back to the cock and her eyes on the other side of it. "I'm pretty sure there was a big gasp. Whether I also muttered some other exclamation, I don't remember. You have to remember, though, that was the first night, the night he listened to me, he gave me his time to care about what I was saying and to follow my reasoning to the same conclusion I had reached. He followed that by opening up to me. Maybe this is silly... by the time we got to that, he had grown in my mind and impression. He was THE boss; he surprised me. By the time we were ending our talking, my mind had him inflated to a huge proportion. So, by then this seemed appropriate on him. Is that...?"
He turned my face up to him with his finger under my chin. "I'm just a man, Abby. Don't put too much on anything."
I looked up at him intently for a moment. I turned to look at her and she was watching intently back at me. Was he afraid of being built up? Was he afraid that impression would lead to my being disappointed? Was she worried about the same thing, about putting too much pressure on him so he wouldn't pull back in the company? I licked his cock and thought. How weird is that?
I held onto his cock but sat back on my heels glancing back and forth between them. "No sir... Yes sir... I mean... sir, you can be larger than life to people and I think you will become a more relatable version of that through the changes you want to make. I was expressing my emotion at that time and to some extent what I continue to feel as I expressed to your wife earlier. I'll do anything for you, sir. Anything. Your wife and I will always be there to support you." I nodded to her and her smile was huge. "At home or at the office. You already have the best wife anyone could have. I commit to you both that I will become the best PA for you. We have your back, sir."
She stood up and grabbed us each by the hand. "Come on. That turned me on so much I need to see some serious fucking happening." She led us to the staircase to the upstairs.
That night would be the catalyst that would alter what was supposed to be a dream job offer in a strange office setting into much more as an affair with a married couple.
When we entered the bedroom suite that was nearly as big as much of my apartment, she released our hands and walked to the other side of the bed. I saw immediately what she was doing and joined her in carefully folding the bed covering and placing it safely to the side. She pulled the top sheet down and crawled on one side, reaching for her husband to lie in the center. I joined on the other side and didn't wait for an invitation but took his cock into my mouth as she cuddled to him and kissed. Her hand slid down his body to rest lightly on my head as it moved up and down on his cock. I had worked over and over to get about eight of his eleven inches of cock into my throat. That was what I managed when she moved down to join me.
"My God, Abby! How do you do that? You've got to teach me."
I pulled back, saliva covering his cock and I gasped as I took in needed breaths. "Practice." I glanced at him with a smile. "Right, sir?" He nodded. Apparently, he felt it okay to push me but not his wife. Not surprising, really.
She immediately took the head into her mouth and tried easing more and more to her throat but she quickly gagged and pulled back. I grabbed her head and kissed her hard. "Don't force it. Even pushing down you have to be relaxed. Your throat is the problem. The impulse to gag."
She stared at me as her hand stroked up and down on the saliva covered cock. Her eyes were wild, hungry, lusty. She was almost panting she was breathing so hard. "God, Abby, I am so turned on. What's happening?"
"New. New opportunities being felt? New options? Sharing? Experimenting?" I kissed her hard, again. "Fuck him. Climb on and ride him."
"I've... no... I've already..."
"Fuck him."
She looked at him and I followed her gaze. He nodded and smiled at me. He understood. This was not about whose turn it was. This was about need and her need probably crossed beyond simple lust but needing to feel she was still the primary, the main woman for him. She was Mrs. CEO. In my mind, anyway, that was how she would be and she must feel first with him... always. I gave her a gentle tug and she swung her leg over his body. I held his rigid pole and leaned over behind her to align the head to her hole. She gasped as it entered her, the same way I react when it initially slides into me and I feel how it stretches and fills from the very moment of penetration.
Kneeling at their side I alternated my attention from kissing him on the lips and caressing his chest and stomach to kissing her and fondling her breasts and rolling her nipples. She was stroking her body up and down his cock in smooth, long movements. Her eyes were glazed over and she was quite vocal in the sounds escaping her mouth. I looked at the two of them and made a decision. I thought I knew something about sex when I applied for the job at Alliance but quickly determined that my experience of bedroom sex needed expanding to prepare me for what I had done in the interview to being done out in the large room exposed to dozens of people. For a few weeks, watching porn videos had become a ritual and finding myself masturbating in front of the laptop, being very careful that the camera indicator never suddenly came on.
I put my lips near her ear, "Turn around, Mrs. Cornell. Turn around on his cock." She looked at me through that same glazy-eyed look and started to rise off. I stopped her. "No... stay on him, just turn." She looked at me and sudden awareness showed through. Her mouth opened but nothing came out. She glanced down at him, then back at me. She started fumbling with knees and feet to accomplish it without clumsily kneeling fully on his stomach.
As she began managing it, "OH... FUCK... oooooh... that... is... hmmmm." She finished the move and stopped to catch her breath. "That felt... turning on him... so big... God, girl... we are going to have... some serious... talks."
I then directed them more, just like the one video I was thinking about. I told her to shift her weight and lift up several inches off him, lean back, and for him to support her back. I then told him, he was going to fuck up into her. When they got it all straight and his cock was ramming up into her and she was gasping at the newness of the fucking, I moved between their legs on my stomach and planted my lips on her clit, his cock sliding over my chin as he fucked into her. She cried out when I pressed my lips on her engorged clit and pulled slightly on it while using my tongue to probe the portion inside my mouth. I blindly sought with one hand his ball sack, trying to have some contact as his hips bounced up and down off the bed.
The sounds from them were incredible and filled the room. Her thigh began closing and opening, trapping my head between them, then opening wide to feel more of my lips and tongue. Her thighs began quaking and her exclamations were restricted by the panting of her breathing. His thrusts became erratic, slamming up, stopping, his own legs muscles quaking. They were close. I shifted my mouth from her clit to her pussy, his cock sliding past my lips and tongue as I tried to lick and mouth both cock and pussy.
They orgasmed simultaneously. He was thrusting deep inside her. He held her tightly against his groin and his hips spasmed. I licked at his cock base and her pussy and clit. I felt after-shocks from their shared orgasm for several minutes as my mouthing changed to soft kisses. When I finally rose from their groins, she was lying back on his chest, his hands softly caressing her breasts and stomach as he covered her neck and shoulders with kisses.
They were so content and peaceful, I slinked off the bed. I waited for a moment, then saw them roll to the side and him curling around her, still embedded inside her. Their breathing quieted and the room fell silent. I stripped off my stockings and padded downstairs. I had a glass of water from the kitchen, turned off all the lights as I checked the doors, and returned to the bedroom. Entering the bedroom, I turned off the main light and he rose to his elbow and looked over her at me.
"We were hoping you didn't leave."
I looked closer and saw her eyes open, too. She raised an arm, "Come to bed, dear. I don't think I can move." I smiled. First, though, I rolled her stocking off her legs, then did as she asked. I lay down in front of her and pressed my back into her. Her arm came around me to softly fondle a breast. The room soon got quiet, again.
I thought it was a dream. My body was aroused and I felt disoriented. I would admit to erotic dreams with all the exhibitionism and sexual variety I experience in the office but there was something different about this. I sensed I was on my back and I was masturbating, fingering my pussy and breasts, but my hands were at my sides. I slit my eyes and became more disoriented. There was faint light. I never leave a light on at night. The space wasn't right but slowly the feelings between my thighs became clear and I turned my head to the side. Mrs. Cornell was propped up on her elbow, her hand between my open legs lightly caressing my pussy, occasionally dipping a finger into my hole. My breasts? Mr. Cornell was on the other side of me on the king-sized bed kissing and caressing them.
She leaned to me and softly kissed me on the lips. "I've never kissed a woman like this before." She looked intently at me, then asked the question showing on her face. "Are you bi-sexual? Are you what a bi-sexual is?"
I shrugged. I was relaxed and enjoying the soft attention from my boss and his wife. "I... I don't know, to be honest. I wouldn't have thought so before joining Alliance. But soon after, I discovered enjoyment in giving pleasure to women, too. I think I might be."
She smiled and joined her husband at the other of my breasts, both spread to the sides of my chest.
"What are you guys doing?"
"Time for you to cum, Abby."
I smiled. I wasn't against a good cum. "You don't want to sleep?"
She smiled, "We have all weekend to nap."
"All weekend?" I asked. "I thought..."
She giggle, "Nooooo... Joe and I decided we would much rather you stay for the weekend." Her fingers played over my pussy. "You don't mind the change in plans, do you?"
"I have the feeling my new job is already expanding. I have the feeling I may have two bosses, not one." I ran my fingers through her hair. "And, I don't mind a bit."
She laughed. "I like that idea but Joe can be a demanding man. So, you focus on him starting Monday, okay?" I nodded. "But right now, young lady... right now I want you fucked by his wonderful cock AND I want to feel your talented mouth on my pussy, again."
I smiled and wiggled into the center of the bed. Mr. Cornell followed and was between my spread thighs in an instant. She looked at me and I smiled, "You know where your pussy goes. You and he can even kiss." She giggled like an innocent. It was delightful.
He eased his cock into my pussy as she settle her pussy over my lips. I probed my tongue immediately into her hole and found the remains of their earlier fuck. This was new for me, taking cum from a pussy, but in this case anyway I liked it.
His long cock butted my cervix and my mind went back to those nights of feeling like heaven. God, I thought, I get to feel this during the day now too. I knew I had time to spend on arousing Mrs. Cornell. He had already cum not long ago and that should prolong his staying power now. My arousal had been heightened, though, from everything that had transpired earlier. I love the fullness his cock gave me, stretching me wide and deep. Everything was heightened; the stretching of my hole exposed my clit to being rubbed; and his depth of penetration stimulated more surface in my pussy and provided cervix stimulation. The office has been a sexual learning experience. I found myself researching the stimulation I hadn't been aware of: I hadn't known about anal orgasms; and cervix orgasms wouldn't have occurred to me. Mr. Cornell touched me in so many ways: vaginally, clitoral, and cervix. No wonder I seemed to explode every time.
This time was no different. I orgasmed well before the others. Then, as I got her close and I could feel him getting close by the reaction of his cock in my tightly filled pussy, I was rising to another orgasm. This time, we all achieved orgasm.
Then, we did sleep. I woke in the morning feeling disoriented, again. The events of the night quickly came back to me. I found myself between their naked bodies. It took some effort to extricate myself without waking them. It was early and the sun was just rising. I padded naked to the bathroom and then downstairs to the kitchen. I opened and closed cabinets until I found the coffee for their fancy coffee maker.
I was standing by the window looking into their spacious backyard sipping coffee, my mind lost in thoughts of what my life was to become. Frankly, I had no way of conjecturing. I had spent no time in preparing myself for what was offered to me last night. Then, an arm encircled me at the waist and the hand slid up to grasp a breast.
"How did you sleep." Mrs. Cornell asked.
"Like a woman sexually ravaged."
She chuckled and kissed my shoulder. "No dear, that was me. Do you know how long it has been since I orgasmed three times in one night?"
I followed her into the kitchen where she started filling a mug of coffee. She was wearing a short satin robe and the curve of her butt was clear underneath. She stopped pouring and turned. "Is that what your day is like? Joe said you are frequently used five or six times a day. It is why you work late." She paused, "Of course, that doesn't account for why he works late. But, seeing you, I understand why."
I chuckled. "Well, I'm relieved that we were able to share last night and be open about this. I mean... well, since I will be spending so much time with him..."
"And fucking him."
"Yeah... and that." I giggled. "It's nice it is understood. But, five or six times... that's not necessarily how many times I get fucked. Most days I suck and eat pussy as much as get fucked."
She shook her head. "And you get your work done. Abby, if I had that much sexual activity I would be done for the day."
She got a hint of my day when he came down and announced he had forgotten about a golfing commitment. I gave him a quick blowjob and sent him off with his cum on my lips as she sat at the little table in the kitchen sipping her coffee. I followed that with eating her to orgasm before we showered togther, giggling and generally acting like girls getting away with something we shouldn't be doing. Then, she sent me home for clothes to go to dinner in and a casual outfit. She specified short-shorts and a buttoned sleeveless blouse.
She inspected me in the shorts and blouse, both were white, and the blouse material was just thin enough that the white lace bra underneath was evident. She thought they were perfect but the sandal flats weren't. She said she wanted to tease her husband and his golfing partners but she wanted new shoes for me. She drove and stopped at a favorite shoe boutique before heading to the club for lunch. She searched the wall of shoes and found what she wanted for me. She asked what height of heel I usually wore, told her 4", and she directed the saleswoman.
"This is what she wants. Can you see if it comes in a 4.5" heel?"
We sat nearby and as we waited she was looking down at my bare legs. "I should have said a short skirt, maybe a very short, pleated skirt." She giggled, "And no panties. That would get her attention trying the shoes on, wouldn't it?" She stopped as the woman returned. She had exactly what was specified. The extra 1/2" was just enough to make me concentrate on my walk and it showed at my hips. She was very pleased. When I reached to open my purse, she put a hand on my arm.
"No, dear." She paid. We didn't go to the car but walked down the line of stores in the little outdoor mall area. She stopped at another boutique. She had apparently decided about the skirt. The saleswoman knew her by name and led us deeper into the shop for the skirt described. The woman looked me up and down, guessed a size (too low by a size which I assumed was a sales ploy) and I corrected her. Her hands moved through several styles of skirts, taking down several, then handing them to me and pointing to the dressing rooms.



I stepped into one of the rooms. The doors were louvered and didn't provide complete privacy with a couple feet of openness top and bottom which was probably a security issue. I put the skirt on hooks on the wall. I had several mini-skirts but these were beyond that. These had to be what they called micro they were so short. The first one was a dark blue plaid pattern. It had to be worn low on the hips to provide decent coverage below. That presented a problem for the tucking in the blouse. I modeled it and the other two which were all similar but with different material patterns. Mrs. Cornell like the plaid pattern for casual but she agreed about the blouse. The saleswoman suggested another top but I shook my head. She then pulled the blouse from the skirt and unbuttoned it, tied the front under my breast and rebuttoned a few buttons over my bra.
"Perfect," Mrs. Cornell declared. The skirt now visibly low on my body, my belly button exposed and much of my stomach. I walked past the mirror again to check the exposure. I was covered standing there but it seemed to be barely so. She came up behind me and whispered, "You're cute. You're naked all day at work and you are fussing about being covered."
I looked at her in mirror, "In public feels very different." She smiled and I wondered what she really had in mind for the club.
A club house on a late Saturday morning is largely populated by men ending their games or enjoying the atmosphere of the game and competition. It is also a highly charged location to be wearing the outfit Mrs. Cornell had me dressed in. Sitting in the dining room, she chose a table far from the door. As we walked through the room, I could feel all the male eyes following me like big cats following prey. When I sat, I was sitting on bare skin. The blouse had been unbuttoned far enough to show plenty of cleavage and the hint of lace bra underneath depending on how I moved or the angle of someone was looking.
She purposely sat us so her back was to the door and I faced it. She wore a floppy hat in an attempt to hide her identity since the guys would probably know her if they got a good look. As we were finishing lunch, I spotted the guys coming in. Mr. Cornell spotted me with surprise and, I think, some suspicion as he considered his wife's appearance. I shrugged. They sat along the windows overlooking the 18th hole on one side and the main parking lot on the other.
"Here's what is going to happen, Abby. First, you go to the restroom where you will removed both bra and panties. When you retie the blouse, there will be NO buttons fastened." I looked at her in shock. As I repeated to her, public seems very different. She didn't pay my objection any consideration. She continued, "While you are doing that, I will charge the bill to our account. I will begin leaving when I see you. You hesitate so we are apart. I will drop my keys a few tables away from them." I watched her, anticipating an embarrassing scenario being laid out for me. "You must follow my directions exactly, young lady. I will ask Joe later." I nodded and waited. How did I so quickly go from Personal Assistant-lover to lover of the couple to a ploy to be used for exhibitionism play? When she finished describing my actions, I swallowed hard and nodded.
In the restroom, I placed my purse on the counter and checked to make sure I was alone there, then reached under my tiny skirt to pull down my bikini panties. Then, I untied the blouse, slipped it off quickly, reached around my back to unclasp the bra. I picked up the pantie and stuffed both into my purse wishing I had brought a larger purse. There is nothing tiny about my bras. I slipped the blouse back on and retied it below my breasts without buttoning it. When I was finished, I looked at the large gap exposing a deep cleavage. I turned to both sides quickly and saw how my breast swayed without the support of the bra under the gaping blouse. In the office, such movement had become normal. This was anything but normal, but at the same time, I could feel the excitement building inside me in anticipation. The thrill of exhibitionism.
I paused at the opening from the small hallway, waited for Mrs. Cornell to make her move, then took a slightly different route toward the restaurant door. I saw her drop her keys along her leg away from the men. I moved to that area, made a show of finding the keys as she left through the door. I looked around the dining room drawing attention, then carefully positioned myself in the process, I bent over from the waist, my back to the table of men. I could feel the very short skirt rise and the air-conditioned air finding my exposed ass. What I didn't know for sure was if they could also see my pussy in the lighting of the room. Completing that part of the instructions, though, I parted my feet about a foot.
I stood and looked around, again. Then, as if urgently seeking to find the woman, I moved to the table with men, leaned over it and peered out the window, turning in both direction as if seeking her but really making sure all the men got a good look.
"That woman dropped her keys. Do you see her?"
Leaning way over their table, my unrestrained breasts swung forward, gapping the unbuttoned blouse further and nearly popping my nipples out before I exclaimed, "There she is!" I put my hand on Mr. Cornell's shoulder as I turned, facing him I purposely/accidentally pulled the blouse open further to flash a nipple at him. Without looking at the men, I turned and jogged out the door and past the window, not easily done in the new heels. I could feel my breasts bouncing and swaying with each stride and I fought to not use my hands to hold my blouse together. As I passed another group of golfers coming to the club house, I was sure a nipple or both flashed before their eyes.
By the time I had caught up with Mrs. Cornell around the corner, I was gasping and my heart raising. It wasn't from the jog.
"What was that all about? Jeez, you two. Abby, you nearly had three heart attacks at the table when you bent over for the keys and turned around and bent over the table with your breasts nearly out of your blouse." He had just arrived home and saw us sitting at the kitchen table drinking wine and dying to hear what the reaction was. He stood at the end of the rectangular table, looked at each of us, then focused on his wife. "Samantha, this has you written all over it. Abby wouldn't be that comfortable to pull that prank."
She smiled demurely at him. "It caused a reaction, then?" Then she stopped, "They didn't recognize me, did they?"
He shook his head in disbelief. "Are you kidding? With this one," he indicated me, "bouncing her breasts around as she left the restroom hall? Hell, that was the only thing they were going to see."
She stood and moved into his arms as smoothly as a cat knowing how to be petted. "It was pretty sexy, I bet. I only wish I could have seen it."
"Sexy," he replied softer, "sexy is an understatement. It gave me a hard-on I've still got."
She giggled and put her hand out to me as she began pulling him, "Come on, girl. It seems a woman's work is never done."
He wanted to fuck us both this time. He had us strip and bend over the bed, our legs spread wide. He eased into us in turn, fucked for a minute or so, pulled out and moved to the next. As it went, there was no more easing in. He rammed his big cock into our now gaping pussies. Back and forth he went until he came and it happened to be in her. I heard his grunting and her gasping so I moved to snake a hand underneath her and rubbed her clit furiously. She came a moment after he did. She collapsed on the bed, his cock pulling out of her in the process. I dropped to my knees before him and took his cock into my mouth, then licking it up and down, cleaning his cum and our juices from it.
As I was doing that, she moved to the shower. She called back, "Don't forget dinner." I continued sucking his cock long after I heard the shower running.
When she was done in the shower, I released his once again hard cock from my mouth. Our turn... at the same time. Minutes later while he was pounding his cock into my pussy from behind while pressed against the wall with the water cascading over us, I noticed a shadow on the frosted glass of the shower wall. Then, "Okay, you two. Don't make us late for our dinner reservation."
"Yes, ma'am," I responded and moaned as his cock rammed my cervix. I sighed as he pulled out obediently. I turned around and gave him a kiss and commented, "I guess we'll just have to continue this later." I washed his cock and that did nothing to help soften it. I winked at her as we exited the shower toweling off and his still hard cock bobbing in front of him. I whisper to her, "That should guarantee more action for us later." She giggled and shook her head.
She said, "You're terrible. You're wonderful. I love it."
She made reservation for us at one of the fanciest restaurants in the city. It was known for it steaks but it had a wonderful selection of most anything, I wore a mini-dress with a deep plunging cleavage. It was already clear to me that she enjoyed drawing attention to my large breasts. She wore a similar dress in style but with a bit more hem and a hint at showing cleavage. Mr. Cornell wore a smart looking dark suit with white shirt and dark tie.
After the salads and before the main entrees, Mrs. Cornell rose and leaned next to him, whispered something into his ear, and he looked at me. I saw him nod and she came to me and put her hand out. She led me to the restroom and my heart picked up pace, immediately. She said what I suspected: she wanted me to removed my underwear. I first thought she could have requested this before we left their house but this was part of her fun. In order to accomplish what she wanted, I would be force to nearly strip in the restroom. Although anyone coming in would be a woman and likely an adult, the idea of being caught like that in a place where it wasn't appropriate made me very anxious. I pulled the hem of my dress up near my hips, reached underneath and pulled my thong down. I handed it to her but she placed them on the counter where anyone coming in would see them. Of course, anyone coming might also see me partially undressed. I next reached behind my neck, loosened the clasp and pulled the zipper down my back. I shrugged the dress off my shoulders and pulled it down over my breasts, quickly returned my hands behind me, unclasped my bra and shrugged it off, too. I then pulled my dress up and she helped me zip it. I reached for my underwear but she stopped me. She arranged them on the counter so the bra was near the mirror and the thong arranged near the edge. Anyone coming in would know that some woman out there was now without underwear... some woman with large breasts... some woman who is in the small minority of size.
The dress was tight enough to provide some measure of support but they still jiggled considerably. Also, the dress pushed them into the gap and displayed even more breast tissue. I, and the Cornells, noticed the male server spent more time next to my chair when taking requests. I blushed frequently and they seemed to enjoy it. I had to admit, though it was embarrassing it provided a definite spark of excitement.
When leaving, the valet assisted us by holding the doors. I couldn't help but wonder if I was flashing a bare pussy as I got into the back seat.
Later, as we prepared to get into bed less frantically than the previous night, I knelt at the end of the bed where Mr. Cornell sat. I sucked and licked his cock while Mrs. Cornell knelt along side him. The kissed and caressed each and they frequently paused to watch me with his cock. This was hugely different than being seen at the office. This attention was very casual and intentional while at the office it would be glances and fleeting. Also, and this was a big part of it, I was sucking this woman's husband.
I heard her softly ask him, "Joe, have you ever had the opportunity to try anal? I know you haven't with me, the idea terrifies me. My man is so big you fill my pussy so completely and the asshole is so much tighter."
I looked up while continuing to suck his cock. He kissed her hard while grasping one of her breasts. "No, love. I've never found a woman who would give me that experience." They were looking at each other with that look people who know each other very well use when they are silently communicating.
She looked down at me. I diverted my eyes and plunged my mouth down over his big cock and taking much of it into my throat, the length and thickness testing my ability to control the gagging. I knew what she was doing, it was the reason I refocused my attention, the reason I nearly gagged on his cock as a diversion. Could I? Would I?' Is this one of the 'anything' I said I would do? What was this feeling I had for him, this connection that magically happened during that encountered late in the office? What was it about him that had me saying things like 'I'd do anything for him'?
I sat back on my heels and looked up at them, their heads pressed together watching me. My look was soft. Though I had stopped sucking his cock, my hand continued to stroke up and down in a long motion that twisted at the head. My eyes flicked from one to the other of them. They were both intently and expectantly watching.
"Sir... I... I... with Mrs. Cornell's understanding and permission... I would like to offer my body for your use in anything sexual or erotic or... whatever... that you might desire to explore." He looked at me for a moment. I suspected they were teasing, playing with me but not completely. Now I had made the offer and it was more expansive than they intended. She leaned into him and whispered something. Her hands were caressing his chest and down his stomach.
"Why did you make that offer, Abby?" he inquired. "Samantha was teasing about anal but you went past that into the unknown. You know you could have refused even the tease of anal. All other women have. I understand my cock size may be a limiting factor. So, why make such an open-ended offer of yourself? Am I to take it seriously or is it some pressure you feel because of the job I have offered you?"
"Sir, I will learn and do everything necessary to not let you down as far the job goes. No, sir, the rules of the office are very clear and nobody feels pressure to engage in something they are not comfortable with. And, you have restricted your own participation to avoid adding potential influence over those in much lower positions. I was secure in that, sir. No..." I looked at his wife, "... I tried to explain it to your wife, sir. We both feel in our hearts that you are an extraordinary man and we can both help in our own ways. I think this is one off those ways for me and if it takes away some feeling of regret for Mrs. Cornell, so much the better."
He pulled me up to sit alongside him opposite his wife. His arms went around both of us. "We have a lot to talk about, Abby. I am feeling quite possessive about you."
I smiled at both of them, "It wouldn't do me any favors in the office if you were to become possessive about me there. In some respects, I envision being kind of an interface between you and the main body of the office. I was one of them and we shouldn't lose that."
He nodded. I could see a conflict but also a recognition of my point. "Then, we do have something to talk about." He turned to his wife, "Just as Samantha and I have much to talk about, too."
Was I wrong? Was there a conflict brewing under the surface I hadn't noticed? She smiled and leaned across him, her hand pulling my head to her. She kissed me on the lips and murmured, "All good things to talk about, dear. You're so exciting that he and I need to discuss all this." She wants more involvement.
Then, he refocused us, "Honey, do we have some lubrication around?"
"Of course, my old body sometimes needs a little assistance, remember?" She went to the nightstand.
"Your body is amazing, ma'am."
She laughed, "Well, thank you, dear, but compared to you it is old. Besides, there are some things taking care of yourself and exercising can't account for. Sometimes I need a little lubrication help." She giggled. "I know what a lucky woman I am having a man like him loving me."
I flushed. These two were so in love and she was so trusting and open. Here I was, the woman who would be available to him during the day to fuck or suck him as he wanted. The woman who was about to offer her ass to him, yet I could feel the connection that somehow had instantly formed between us, two women intent on being his buttress of support.
I took the lubrication from her, parted my legs and bent over very unladylike to apply a generous amount of lubrication to my asshole outside and inside. I then knelt before him, again. With more lubrication, I spread it liberally over his cock head, then spreading it down the shaft. With my eyes on the shaft that now seemed much too big, too thick, I asked, "You'll be gentle with me, sir?"
He reassured, "This and anything else is always up to you, dear."
Her voice added, "All you have to do is tell him. Tell him to stop, no more, whatever."
"How do you want me, sir?" He didn't know. He had no experience in this to offer anything. "Maybe, if I have control?" He said like cowgirl, me on top. He nodded. He scooted like a crab into the center of the bed. I followed and Mrs. Cornell followed along with me. Her hand was rubbing my back as I crawled over his mid-section and straddled his hips. I felt his cock moving along my ass crack and looked behind. She smiled at me with an unsure smile. She wanted to put her husband into my ass. No words were spoken. Intention was clear, though. My reaction was the same. I put my hands on my ass cheeks and pulled them apart, presenting my asshole to her... and his cock. He lay back watching, expectant, anticipating, anxiously waiting hopeful. Our eyes made contact and we spoke volumes in silence at that moment as his cock was placed at my tight hole by his wife. We both felt it and we both sucked in a breath of anticipation. Neither of us knew what this would feel like. I had experience with anal but not like this.
My eyes locked on his as I sat back slightly, feeling the pressure of his cock head at my, as yet, unyielding hole. She put her face near mine and offered earnestly, "Try to relax, sweetie. Maybe think of something else."
I looked at her dumbly, "Said the woman who has never done it?" She looked embarrassed and crestfallen. "I'm sorry, ma'am. You're right, of course. You want to help take my mind off it?" She nodded, pleased again to help. I pulled her alongside of me and kissed her passionately. I felt the smile on her lips as we kissed. One of her hands moved to a breast and she shifted so the other hand could get between my legs, the fingers moving over my empty pussy.
I gasped and groaned, "OH... FUCK... OH... YESSSS." She took it for affirmation of what she was doing which was wonderful What if it was though, was the feeling of the bulbous head spreading my tight sphincter, feeling it at what I thought was the widest. I cried out when the head passed through the restrictive muscle and both stopped to peer at me with concern. I remained perfectly still sitting with just the head inside me, my heart racing, my hands on his chest. I opened my eyes and a smile slowly formed on his face. His wife saw his reaction and bent over to better look into my face. The pain, the searing pain like tearing eased by the second. "FUCK," I exclaimed. I grabbed her and kissed her wildly until she began giggling. I then leaned down, the head of his cock moving slightly causing another gasp but I kissed him, too. I took a deep breath. "I did it. Now we fuck but slowly until I can get used to it."



He smiled, "You're in control, dear."
Mrs. Cornell began sucking a nipple as I slowly began rising and lowering, each cycle taking a few more inches into me asshole. My hands went to my hair, combing through it, pulling it. I gasped, sighed, groaned and moaned. He did the same. Mrs. Cornell had the biggest smile on her face as she alternated kissed on me and him.
When I finally was sitting on his thighe, it felt it like the head was in my bowels. I began rising and lowering faster as the muscles relaxed, adjusted to being opened so much. I clenched my ass and continued moving. I felt him pulse. I heard him grunt, gasp, and moan. I continued fucking, faster and faster, clenching tight and working his cock. I felt him pulse, strain, and finally shoot deep into my ass. But I kept moving. He spewed cum and our fucking became even easier. Still I continued. I clenched and kept rising and falling. His cock remained hard and I kept fucking. I was beyond thought, consideration, or deliberate action. I just fucked. My body was on fire. I had never felt anything like this, filled to capacity but somehow wanting... no demanding more. I orgasmed. I exploded. I had to lean forward as my body shook and convulsed. My breasts heaved and swung wildly as I continued to fuck him somehow even through the orgasm.
He moaned and his cock seemed to get even harder inside me. My orgasm eased but started rising as I continued to lift and drop. Mrs. Cornell commanded, "Turn around." My eyes opened in a dazed slit but the questioning look must have still been shown. "You had me did it. Turn." God, I thought. That was with this pole in her pussy not her ass but I rose and started trying to figure it out. It felt so weird as I clumsily turned on his cock in my ass, his cum providing the extra lubrication necessary to make it possible. With my back to him, she pushed me back. "Fuck her, Joe." Now she was bossing her husband in ass fucking me. But, as he began fucking his hips up and his cock into me, she bent over and planted her lips to my very engorged clit and inserted two fingers into my empty but drooling pussy.
"Oh God!" It was Mr. Cornell. I felt her fingers moving inside me but, as I concentrated with the little bit of mind I had left, I realized what was happening. While sucking my clit she was stroking his cock from inside my pussy. How did she come up with that? We both came, again.



            Abby and the CEO Ch. 06

            Abby's promotion means an office-wide use of her.

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/abby-and-the-ceo-ch-06

Title: Abby and the CEO Ch. 06

Author: ikeman48

Category: Exhibitionist & Voyeur

Description: Abby's promotion means an office-wide use of her.

Tags: office, anal sex, group sex, group, bisexual, anal, exhibitionism

Series: Abby and the CEO


CHAPTER 6: ANOTHER FIRST DAY
I was in the office early as usual. I was a nervous wreck the rest of Sunday after I left the Cornell's home and the full implications of what had occurred over that weekend sunk in. I continued to speculate on the implications of spending two nights with them and being a willing and eager sexual partner to the couple. But what dominated my mind and kept me on edge was being chosen as the Personal Assistant to Mr. Cornell. The other two candidates, candidates who had put their names in for consideration (unlike me) each had more experience with the company and highly thought of. The man had been in the group for two years while the woman a year and a half. This would have been a good promotion for anyone in the group and I worried about the reaction of getting it when I didn't apply for it.
I saw through the glass doors that several men were milling around by the executive offices as the elevator doors opened. As I stepped from the elevator, I caught some movement to the right and was surprised to find Ms. Benson, the Director of our group, standing before a stall as she calmly removed her blouse. She glanced over, spotted me, and smiled with a nod of greeting. I turned to the left as had become my habit. Stalls became claimed locations as women tended to use the same ones.
I had worn a mini-dress and was slipping it down over my legs and stepping out of it when I saw Ms. Benson walking the hallway toward me, moving past the doors. I wondered if the sight would ever not seem incongruous to me: a nearly naked woman carrying a briefcase bag and purse. She was wearing something different today. Along with the dark heels and thigh-high stockings, she was wearing a cupless bra with thin lace straps circling her C-cup breasts.
"Good morning, ma'am," I said as I casually reached behind my back to removed my bra. Unconsciously, I rubbed the underside of my breasts. "What brings you into the office so early?"
There was a pause longer than I expected so I looked up as I stepped out of the thong pooled at my feet. She was watching me. "Well, Abby, I don't know except that Joe wanted all the VP's and Directors in by 7:30 for a quick meeting." She looked at her dainty watch on her wrist. I knew it was 7:15 as my routine was now pretty precise as I found the being early was good preparation time for the day and checking messages. I was now naked except for thigh-highs and heels which would be how I would be dressed for the day. I picked up my own satchel and purse, checked the stall to see I had what I needed, and walked with her to the glass doors. Inside, we parted ways. She wished me a good day but she watched me as if she suspected something was up. I wouldn't be surprised if she suspected Mr. Cornell wanted a meeting to give the VP's and Directors a heads-up announcement of his choice but I saw no reason why she would suspect it was me. I wound my way through the desks in the open office as she made her way to the outside wall where her enclosed office was. As I came to my desk, I glanced at the corner office to find him standing in the doorway chatting with one of the VP's, both in well-tailored suits, but diverting his gaze as I looked in his direction. I glanced the other way to see Ms. Benson standing in her doorway watching the very brief exchange. She smiled and nodded. Oops.
I had lost track of the executive meeting or anything else for that matter. I heard and peripherally was aware of the increasing hum of activity in the office the closer it came to being 8:00. I heard Mary's greeting as she passed by my desk for hers and I responded, then glanced up at her with a smile and did a double take. She was wearing heels but was without stockings. Stockings were all we could wear. I leaned back in my chair and asked her.
She looked embarrassed. "I visited my parents for the weekend. By the time I got back last night, I was too tired to hand wash stockings." She considered me for a moment, then, "You must have a drawer full of stockings. Kneeling on the floor really does a number on stockings and I'm not on my knees even close to as much as you."
I laughed, "I hear you, girl. I've thought about going without them and saving them for certain days but... heck, it's about all we can wear." We both laughed. The idea was absurd even after the time I've been with the company on this floor.
Then I heard Sara's voice, "Every woman here feels the same way." We looked up, wondering how long she had been standing there. "Abby, Pam wants to see us for a moment." I nodded, shrugged at Mary, rose and followed her. Along the way, she quietly said, "Congratulations. Pam just told me."
I softly replied back, "You know, already?" She nodded. "I'm worried how the other two will react. I like them both."
She pointed to Mr. Cornell's office, "They were called in to meet with Mr. Cornell right at 8:00. From the looks of it, you don't need to worry."
I looked over to the corner office. The other two candidates were leaving his office. They both scanned the large room, spotted me, and both gave me thumbs up. I wondered why they were pleased NOT to get the job? The meeting with Ms. Benson was quick. She wanted to offer her congratulations and to reinforce how unique the opportunity was. Mr. Cornell had never used a personal assistant in the past, favoring to use one of those of the other VP's. It was clear what the position might be like as a result but it was felt he could be quite demanding and his schedule chaotic. They apparently saw a different man than I have. She and Sara went over my assigned work to identify what work I had to complete. There was one project effort I was too close to finishing to pass on to someone else. I agreed and confirmed I could be done with that in a matter of hours if I focused on it. Ms. Benson scanned her notes and nodded to Sara to make that work. She would confirm the schedule with Mr. Cornell and he would define the transition schedule. There was to be a formal announcement at 9:00. He wasn't wasting time, I thought.
Almost like she read my mind, Ms. Benson said, "Funny, after all this time of not having one, it's like he can't wait to have you identified and relocated outside his office." She looked at me quizzically, "All of us on his staff only found out his decision this morning, many of us getting a meeting announcement for early. When did you find out?"
"Friday, ma'am."
"And you kept it quiet. Something you had to think about, I suppose." I didn't tell her I found out surprised Friday night after dinner at his house after his wife pleaded with me to accept.
At 9:00 on the dot, Mr. Cornell strode out into the large room and stood in the center. He had everyone's attention immediately. He made the announcement, all eyes quickly turned to me as he asked for me to join him. Mary was shocked, "I thought you didn't apply." I told her I hadn't and said we'd talk later.
He handled everything perfectly. He acknowledged the thought that I hadn't applied and that my name had risen in the search despite that. It was his personal appeal that I had agreed. Well, I thought, your wife's personal appeal, to be honest. He led me to his office and sat on the edge of his desk. I stood before him. "Are you still okay with this, Abby? Maybe I should have asked you that before the announcement."
We both laughed. "I'm very sure, sir. I'm excited."
He nodded and let out a deep breath. "The truth is, Abby, this position isn't going to be like the one you've had but you know that. You were focused on projects before, this will be a jumble every day like my day is. Some project work, customers happy and not, stock prices and shareholders, the Board of Directors, suppliers, plant functioning, staffing issues... you name it. And, it will change as I pull back from project involvement, much to the relief of those working the projects, I am sure." He chuckled as a recognition of the issues he has probably caused by his hands-on approach to things. He identified what to expect in the way of working together. Mostly, he didn't know. We would work it out but tonight, after everyone was out (the nudity thing), my new desk would be setup. It would be larger and more gadgets: laptop for mobility, tablet for even more mobility, smart phone, etc. and all synced (somehow, he said) to his. I was getting the feeling we'd be joined at the hip and he confirmed the feeling. "It hadn't occurred to me, Abby, but I'm afraid this is going to mean you are getting dressed and undressed several times a day as we go to meetings throughout the building and outside. I didn't think of that."
I smiled demurely, "That's okay, sir. I imagined you might enjoy watching me." I had the sense we were done. I turned to leave but he called out.
"By the way, Abby... I understand your remaining assignment will be completed this morning?" I nodded. "Good, I've let the Senior Staff, VP's and Directors, know that you'll be available all afternoon."
I turned to him and flushed. All afternoon. "Of course, sir. Whatever I can do."
Then he smiled, "And, you won't be getting much work of any kind done tomorrow. I've also let the word out that tomorrow you will be available to the entire room." He watched me carefully. My God... the entire room in one day. That's like a prolonged gang bang. "We'll get started then on Wednesday." A day and a half of fucking. If I had any thought that working directly for him would limit my availability, it was gone. I smiled, though, as I turned to return to my desk. Not that I minded at all.
The afternoon began with lunch at a nice restaurant with the VP's and Directors with Mr. Cornell. After lunch and after getting undressed for the second time in the day, I re-entered the office and found many eyes on me as everyone understood what this afternoon and tomorrow would entail for me as if it was some form of right-of-passage. I knew, though, nothing like this had happened before.
I glanced around the outside walls of office and found Mr. Peterson signaling me. I knew what that meant and diverted to my desk for the tube of lubrication I had there. Mary watched my approach and pulling the tube from my desk drawer.
She was smiling, "Mr. Peterson?" I nodded. "Girl, you are going to be so sore by tomorrow night." I just smiled, flipped the tube in my hand, bent over slightly and shook my breasts, and winked. She exclaimed, "You really are such a slut." She was chuckling. A tease. As I turned to wind my way through the desks to Mr. Peterson's office, a thought pressed for recognition: she was teasing but... might she be right? I smiled widely. Yeah, it isn't just the exhibitionism I've found I enjoy so much. I just plain like being fucked. Could there be a better job for me?
I rapped on his door jam, "Mr. Peterson, sir? Is there something you need me for?" I coyly asked him.
He simply turned in his chair to the side. It was all the indication I needed. I placed the lubrication on his desktop, walked around the side and knelt at his knees. I unfastened his belt and pants, tugged on his waistband for him to raise his hips and took them past his hips. His semi-hard cock lay on his thigh barely exposed below his shirt tail. I pushed his shirt tail up his stomach and leaned into him, one hand holding his cock up as I licked the underside before taking the head into my mouth. While I sucked and licked his quickly hardening cock, he talked to me.
He ended with, "So glad you got that job. I think you're the only woman who gives anal, aren't you?" I nodded. To best of my knowledge, or anyone elses, I was the only one and that was since starting at the company. "You being a part of the Executive group might mean I can tap that ass of yours a little more often without feeling guilty."
I pulled my mouth off his cock. I stroked it as I looked up at him and responded, "Of course, sir. I'm pleased I can provide for your desires."
He smiled, then, "And speaking of desires..."
I turned to reach for the lubrication and smiled back at him when he gave my ass a sharp smack. After lubing myself and him, I stood before him wondering how he wanted to do it this time. He was the one man who I could count on wanting anal and we had done it in a variety positions. Since he didn't move from the chair, I turned my back to him and eased toward his lap. I held my ass cheeks apart and relied on him to guide his cock to that hole. It hit too far back and I eased up slightly for him to align his cock blindly. When I felt it against my puckered hole, I applied downward pressure enough to trap it in place, then more pressure for it to begin opening me and stretching the constrictive sphincter. I gasped and sighed as the sphincter opened slowly but steadily to my slow pressure down. I moaned and he groaned as the head drove past the tight muscle into my ass. I stayed in place for a few moments, restricting my movements to a rotation of my hips without deeper penetration until I felt the muscles relax. Then, I sank down several inches bringing another groan from him. I rose up and sank down to nearly take his entire seven inches into me. The next rise and fall did it and I sat on his thighs rotating my hips to stimulate his cock while that tight chamber and stretched muscles responded. Of course, since Mr. Cornell Saturday night, anal hasn't been quite the same issue. In fact, he had taken my ass another time Sunday morning before I left, much to the delight of Mrs. Cornell as she watched and teased my body.
I began fucking on the cock and used my own hands and fingers to further stimulate my pussy, clit, and nipples. I fucked him like that for many minutes, then abruptly got up off his cock and leaned over the desk. He immediately followed suit and plunged his throbbing cock into my gaping hole. Doing that shift without indication from him is purely amusement on my part. By that point, the man will do whatever in order to get back into a hole for more fucking. He may have the power in the office and the men may have me naked but, at those moments, I can have absolute power.
Bent over the desk with him plowing into my ass, he had the leverage and became the aggressor. I pressed back toward him but otherwise enjoyed him fucking me. His hard thrusts caused my hanging breasts to swing wildly. He leaned over me and grasped a breast, trapping it as the other continued to dance to an unknown rhythm. I braced myself against his thrusts and his upper body on my back. But soon, I could feel his cock twitch in my tight sleeve, I felt it swell and pulse, and heard his increasing grunting and groaning. I slipped a hand underneath to strum my clit and pussy, my intention to join him in his imminent climax. When he came, I felt his seed wash inside me as he pressed his cock deeply and my orgasm crashed right after, my anal muscles squeezing and spasming around him as if milking his cock of cum.
I dropped to the desktop and his body followed along with me. For several moments, that was how we struggled to recover. When he slowly, frustratingly pulled out, I felt emptiness and the cool air-conditioned air of the office seep inside my gaping, cum soaked asshole. I gave a shudder and turned to half lie, half sit on the desk top. He had collapsed back onto his chair.
"I don't know what it is... but... you somehow... make this feel like the first time... each time."
I stood up, leaned over him, gave him a kiss on the lips, and said with a mischievous smile, "I intend to please, sir, but every woman has her secrets."
I picked up the lubrication and turned for the door. I stopped before leaving. "Will I be seeing you soon, sir?"
"You can count on that." I smiled and left his office. I started past the next VP's office when I heard, "Abby, can I see you?" I smiled. That was how the afternoon went. Three VP's (men) and four Directors (one woman, Ms. Benson). Cock and pussy. Then I leaned into the final office doorway.
"Mr. Cornell, sir."
He looked up and smiled. "You having fun, Abby?"
"Oh, yes sir, Mr. Cornell." I giggled. It reminded me of Mrs. Cornell.
"Abby, I think you should refer to me a little less formally if we are to be working so closely together."
"Yes, sir, Mr. Cornell." He looked at me sternly. Okay, he was serious. I was leaking cum from several holes including some on my breast and my mouth was slick from Ms. Benson's just achieved orgasm, and he was commenting on what I should call him. "Okay, sir... how about... Mr. C?" I stood in front of his desk as I pulled up my stockings and straightened them. "I can't call you Joe, sir. It wouldn't be respectful."
"Okay... we'll work on that." He studied me and my body. "Was it a rough afternoon, Abby?"
"It was a very good afternoon, sir," I responded with some tiredness showing through but still with enthusiasm. "It appeared you staff was..." another giggle "... was eager to congratulate me on the job."
He smiled. I could see it in his eyes as he looked at my used body. "Is there something you want, Abby?"
"Very much, sir."
His smile grew bigger. It was all a tease, of course. We both knew we'd fuck just like the others and as a prelude to what our new working arrangement would include. No longer would our times together at the office be restricted to after work when others were gone. I moved around the side of his desk, like I had done for so many of the other executives, went to my knees and prepared myself for the cock I had been thinking about even while sucking and fucking the others.
I opened his slacks and worked his semi-hard cock out. Even flaccid his cock was bigger and holding it in my hand my mouth seemed to water in anticipation. I locked my eyes on his as I licked up the length of it, then back down the side, and back up the other side. I gave him a very quick smile before turning my head to take the head of his cock between my lips and suck, swirling my tongue around the bulbous helmet, and gently nipping it with my teeth. I pushed down a few inches, pulled back up and licked around the head more. When I took it back into my mouth the next time, I pushed down and up several times as I worked more than half into my mouth and to the entrance to my throat. I pulled back up, licked it as I focused on my next actions, slid my mouth over and down his cock, back an inch, and down further until I had his cock head in my throat. I pulled back an inch, again, and pushed down further to take more of his thick cock into my throat. I felt it touch the point where the nasal passage was blocked, concentrating on relaxing and not panicking. I pulled up, opening the nasal passage, getting some air, then back down taking more.
When I pulled off, I still hadn't managed to bury my nose in his pubes but I was getting closer. Practice. It was what I said to Mrs. C. It was what I did at home with the cock dildo I purchased on-line. I was going to do this for him. Practice and time. I would.
I pressed down and down. I was almost there. Mere inches... maybe not just a couple but still getting so much closer. And, he noticed, too.
"Ooohhh... so... close... ohhh, Abby... that's... feels sooooo... good."
I pulled back gasping. His cock and my lips were covered in my saliva. "Which hole, sir? Which hole can I have your cum in this time?"
"My choice, then? You don't care whether it is pussy, ass, or throat?"
"Always your choice, sir," I quickly responded. "Others may have me, sir, because it is the way of the office. But you are the one I truly desire to satisfy in every way you imagine."
He stroked my cheek as I knelt before him, my breasts heaving, no longer from catching my breath but in excitement and anticipation. I had been fucked repeatedly, I had orgasmed multiple times, but this was the man and cock that truly filled me and satisfied me. So, I watched him in anticipation of what he would choose. Where would he fuck me this time?



"Pussy, then. I had your ass yesterday morning, didn't I?" I nodded, rose, sat up on his desktop, and lay back with my knees and feet raised, my messy pussy exposed and opened for him. He stood, let his pants drop to his feet, and guided his cock to my pussy, up and down my slit to coat the tip, then to my hole where he pressed forward. He slid several inches in, pulled back, then pressed nearly all of his 11 inches into me, my well used pussy giving him plenty of lubrication and loosening. Even with the previous fucking, though, his cock opened me more and I moaned at the feeling of his cock filling me. As he began slowly fucking me with long strokes, "Kind of obscene, isn't it? Talking so casually about which of your holes I would fill this time?" His eyes were watching me as he continued to use long, smooth, and easy strokes of his cock into me. I continued to moan, relishing in the feeling. He leaned over, kissed each nipple, then kissed my lips and our tongues probed each other's mouths.
He became more urgent in his fucking. Minutes later he was slamming into me harder and faster. My body shook with each impact of his hips into mine. My breasts moved wildly on my chest. I looked into his eyes which were fixed on mine. I squeezed my vaginal muscles, using the practice of holding Ben Wa balls inside and squeezing on them as if using a stress-relieving ball in the hand. He sighed and moaned as I squeezed, released, and squeezed. His face was past smiling, though, fully intent on the pleasure that was rising higher and higher within him. Me, too. His cock felt sooooo good. But he HAD to cum. That was the reason for the clenching of my muscles. My pleasure wouldn't be complete if he didn't cum, too.
I felt his cock swell inside me, twitch and jerk, and pulse as his cum rose through his shaft and my back arched as my orgasm crashed through me at the feeling of his climax beginning. I gasped and moaned and pleaded with him to fill me with his cum, something that was irreversible by the moment the words fell from my mouth. He rammed hard and deep into me, our pelvises crushing together, and his cum shot hot and thick into my pussy.
He leaned over me, my arms wrapping around his neck, pulling him tight against my body. I needed his body against me, even his clothed upper body against my nakedness... I needed it. We kissed, we panted, we gasped at the last remnants of our orgasms ebbed from our bodies.
Only then did we realize the time. I needed to hurry to be dressed and off the floor by the time the workers were scheduled to bring furniture and equipment for assembling my new office. I rushed to my old desk as he began pulling himself together. I took a quick shower, bypassing makeup, and was padding barefoot to the stall I use when he came out of the office area. As I finished drying, he stood nearby.
"Everything okay, sir?"
"Absolutely beautiful... wonderful." I smiled. "Abby... this past weekend..."
I jumped in, "The past weekend was wonderful, sir."
"Samantha really likes you. She had a lot of fun and VERY much enjoyed the times you two had. She worried, though, she inserted herself too much in something that is a company situation."
I turned to him in stockings, thong, and bra. I considered him. He was serious. I stepped up to him, reached up on tip-toes, and lightly kissed him on the lips. "Sir, would you give that to Mrs. C for me? Please tell her that she is special, I felt it immediately. Do you know she warned me you were going to offer the position to me?" He shook his head. "Or, that she convinced me to accept it?" Another shake. "As I told you, I was afraid to apply because of my limited experience but she argued the job would be more about who you could trust and work with than experience. She argued that I had already shown I was that person. I accepted her comments because for her to have any knowledge of what had transpired between us had to come from you. I am inspired and emboldened by the obvious love and respect in your relationship. That was why I accepted. I trusted her opinion and your sharing with her. I mean, I would be the woman who would be naked with you all day and be fucking and sucking you. How could I argue with a wife who trusted her man like that? Then, I felt she and I bonded. I truly like her as a person independent of your wife or the wife of my boss. Tell her, sir."
The next morning I was curious to see what they had done for me for a workspace. It was going to be a day like no others but I arrived early, quickly stripped to heels. I purposely left the stockings off. There was no pretense today. Today, I was just a toy for the office. I walked directly to Mr. C's corner and found a larger than normal, gleaming, hardwood desk with executive chair and a guest chair on the side. The desk was backed up to the frosted glass wall of his office just to the side of the doorway. On the desk was a desktop computer, laptop, tablet, and new smartphone. I couldn't imagine needing so much connectivity. There was also an office phone. One of the lights was blinking. The message light. I picked up the handset, hoping this phone would function like the one I had on the other desk. I pushed the button to retrieve messages. 'You have one new message... blah, blah.' Another button, 'Abby, dear, this is Samantha. Joe just told me after we made love what you told him and...' a giggle '... what your day was like and what tomorrow... well today when you get this... will be like. I do hope you won't be too sore.' Another giggle. I do enjoy those innocent giggles. 'I want to thank you, dear. Not just for what you told him but for accepting the position. I just know you're a perfect fit... oh, no...' another giggle '... oh... you know what I mean.' I put the handset down smiling.
I heard a muffled 'ding' of the elevator and looked over. It was still early. I saw Ms. Benson and Mr. Peterson exit along with the floor IT guy. I saw the two executives move to the right down the changing area toward the showers and sinks. Interesting, so she has clothed men talking to her as she gets undressed, too. The IT guy, Jeff, dropped his case at his desk at the front, digging out a few items, and bee-lining it to me.
His eyes scanned my nakedness as I stood behind the new desk, something all women on the floor quickly became very used to and desensitized us to when men look at us outside the office in the process.
"Morning, Abby."
"Jeff."
"Mr. Cornell said you usually get in early so I took a chance you would today, too." He scanned the desk. "I was surprised everything came in yesterday. I got it all setup for you last night but there are a few things we need to go over."
I nodded. Besides looking he always seemed kind of shy, maybe a 'tech-guy' personality thing. I had made a point of approaching and availing myself to him, as a result, and it seemed to relax him around me even if he still couldn't quite bring himself to approach me for sex. So, I made the move myself, again.
"You know what's happening today, right?" He nodded, maybe a bit embarrassed. He was being professional and I destroyed that focus. "Will you be my first?" He looked at me questioningly. "If you need to show me things..." I pointed to my chair. He looked at the chair, my nakedness, and finally my eyes. I stopped him as he began moving to the chair, opened his belt and pants, then settled him in the chair. He was already hard. No surprise there. I always felt he walked around with a hard-on, not having the confidence to approach one of the naked women he worked around which was why I went out of my way for him. Mary had started doing the same after she asked about it. He didn't need the extra stimulation but I knelt down and began licking and sucking his cock. I was familiar with how my body reacted here, that my pussy lubricated the moment I entered the elevator off the lobby. But, even so, sucking him would provide a bit more lubrication for initial penetration for the day.
He was quickly moaning as I sucked his cock deep into my mouth. I pulled my mouth off, stood to kiss him on the lips, turned around to reach between my legs, and settled my pussy over his cock. He gasped as the head made penetration and my warm, moist pussy enveloped his cock. After a couple up and down motions, I was sitting on his thighs. With our joint effort, we awkwardly rolled the chair up to the desk, just that action of movement causing him to gasp. I might need to pay attention so he lasts through the time he needed to explain things.
It was pretty weird. Always before sex in the office had been a focus on that activity separated from work activity. This time, I rose and fell over his cock as he talked, reached around me to use the mouse or touch pad to show me something, having me input passwords and recording them separately for inclusion in a locked file on my smartphone later. All this was happening as more and more people were arriving in the office including Mr. C who smiled widely as he recognized how I was being trained. I learned the PC and the laptop were fully synced so regardless of which I was using it would be same documents updated when they were both connected to the network. The tablet could be synced to just those documents were needed on it at any time. My new smartphone would be connected to Mr. C's so we would share calendar, reminders, and phone calls as he wished.
Jeff was the first to cum inside me but not the source of my first orgasm. After he left with quite a pleased look about him, I stepped into Mr. C's office. "Sir?" He was on the phone but waved me in. He got off the phone in somewhat of a hurry on seeing me. "Sir, I was wondering... this is all so new... should I knock or... what?"
He chuckled, "Abby, you are my life line from now on. You are synced to my life here in the office, right?" I nodded. "No knocking." He thought for a moment. "Okay... maybe if the door is closed. But how often does that happen?"
"Not often, sir."
"Here at the office you are my connection, my stability, the one I am really going to lean on and rely on. Here, you are going to be like Samantha is for me at home."
I blushed, "Sir... I'm not sure Mrs. C would appreciate that analogy."
"Bull. It happens to be what she predicted last night when we talked about you."
"How much do you tell her, sir?"
"Samantha? About you? Everything. We have no secrets, Abby. I don't want you thinking that something happening here should be kept from her." He paused as his eyes travelled over my body. If it didn't happen dozens of times a day, I might blush. "By the way, Samantha wants a call from you tonight. You have her cell number, right?" I nodded. "When I asked, she told me to mind my own business that it was 'girl talk'. I hope you don't mind. I think she might be a bit concerned about how you hold up today. And, to that point..." he pointed out into the large office space. I nodded, took a breath, pinched each nipple to return them to erect, and turned to the door.
I stepped out of his office, looking longingly at my new desk I might not see much of all day, then became very aware of the people looking my way. Mostly men, of course. The women were more discrete, probably because they too felt what it was like to have leering eyes riveted on them periodically. What a strange way to work, but strangely it did work.
The closest one, of course, got my attention immediately. He was one of the senior members of the group and he waved to the side at someone. I glanced over and knew immediately. These two had double penetrated me numerous times since I gave up my ass and it became known I actually enjoyed anal. The one I was close to grabbed a visitor chair without arms, lowered his pants and sat down. He was already hard. No surprise, these two probably had this planned since arriving and had been texting about it ever since. Since I was already naked and very ready after fucking Jeff without cumming, I straddled him, eased his cock into my ready pussy and began fucking him while his friend made his way to us from the other side. When he arrived, I leaned into the one I was fucking, reached behind and spread my ass cheeks. How lady-like could that look? Before I felt cock, his finger spread cool lubrication gel over my asshole and pressed inside. These guys knew the drill so I hadn't been concerned but it did remind me to retrieve my own tube from my bag before wandering too far.
As his cock pressed against my asshole, I gasped as my sphincter began to stretch. Like yesterday, it spoke to how constricting the sphincter was. After taking Mr. C in the ass several times over the weekend, it still was a tight fit for any cock trying to enter... at least so far.
As his cock pushed past the sphincter, the other guy gasped and groaned at the feeling of tightening of my pussy around him. I put my hand back to hold the one in my ass for a moment so the muscles could adjust, then released him. When they both began fucking me, the one in pussy being the more restricted, I quickly rose in arousal. As they fucked in and out of my two adjoining holes, my mind wandered to an obscene thought... what would it be like to be double penetrated with one of them being Mr. C's big cock? I pushed the fantasy away to focus on these two. And, they were good. I remained essentially immobile while they did the fucking. Two cocks sawing in and out of chambers separated by a thin membrane of tissue. The stimulation of nerve ending in ass and pussy were shooting back and forth between the two and by other nerves to my clit and the connected g-spot. I love being fucked. I love anal. And, double penetration stimulates me like I never imagined.
In moments, another cock appeared. My face had sagged on the one guy's shoulder when I felt something on my cheek. I turned numbly to find a cock head inches away. My mouth opened without consideration to accept the cock pressing at me. The time with Jeff had been casual and easy, now this. From a casual fuck to air-tight. I felt hands on my breasts, soft hands, female hands, but the person was behind my head.
The guy in my ass came first and the one in my mouth pulled out to take his place. I turned my head to the woman fondling my breast. The woman who wasn't picked for Mr. C's PA position. She leaned down to my ear and whispered, "I applied for the position because I thought I should, not because I really wanted it. I was relieved when you got it. It was too intimidating. I don't know how you do it. I know you will do great." She leaned down and kissed me. "Come find me. I'd love to 69 with you." I smiled as I was being pummeled by these guys and nodded.
Then I heard, "I feel the same way." I turned to find the guy. "Congratulations, Abby." He then pressed his cock to my lips. I opened them and was air-tight, again.
I orgasmed just before the guy in my pussy. My orgasmic convulsing pussy may have set him off. He remained in place as the guy in my ass continued to fuck me and in the process remained semi-hard. When the guy in my ass came, the second in my ass, he pulled out and I stood off the other cock. The one who had been in my mouth pulled me several desks away and bent me over his desk to penetrate me from behind. A woman I only recognized was already lying on it with her legs open. I braced myself on the edge of the desk and lowered my mouth to her exposed pussy with the guy fucking into me. I licked and sucked her pussy and clit then added fingers to probe her pussy and stimulate her g-spot and clit as the cock in my own pussy was ramming into me. The guy leaned over me to capture a swinging breast to maul and to twist the nipple. The woman climaxed as I sucked on her clit while furiously strumming her g-spot with two fingers in her pussy. Soon after, the guy dumped his cum into my pussy. I was so close to orgasm I believed I was going to join them but just as I felt it rise to the peak, he pulled out.
With a frustrated moan of disappointment, I stood and looked for the next. I was tempted to strum my own pussy to cum but resisted. My eyes look for the next fuck and he was right in front of me. A young man I only casually knew stood up. He did something quite different, he led me to an open area and lay on the floor after lowering his pants. He was already hard and I began to think this might be the way of the day. I straddled him on the floor without hesitation, sinking down over his cock easily with the cum already coating me. I began rising and dropping over him intent on his climax and my own. I was curious how many orgasms might be possible but I also anticipated I might lose track quickly. I was focused on fucking him, my head down in that focus, when suddenly someone was in front of me and it wasn't pushing a cock into my face which was the surprise. Mary was right in front of me and she leaned toward me and kissed me with intensity. I looked down and she was, obviously, sitting over the man's face.
She smiled broadly when we broke the kiss, "You're right again, no reason why we naked females can't push our desires, too." She was rubbing her pussy over the man's face. I laughed. This was so not Mary. She added, "I'm going to miss you so much."
As I continued to fuck up and down, I took her face in my hands and kissed her. Then, "I'm not that far away. But...what I would really like, Mary... call me. Be more than a work friend. We don't have to be just the office." Hugged me tight as she continued to grind her pussy into the man's mouth. What a way to firm up a friendship.
The morning continued that way, just as Mr. C had envisioned it. Two more pussy eating, another double penetration, and two more pussies and it was close enough to noon to call for a break. Most went for lunch, anyway, either in the break room, their desks in groups, or out to a nearby cafe or restaurant. Me... I kicked off my heels and went into the showers. I cleaned up, then sank to the floor with the hot water raining down on me. I hadn't noticed her standing at the entrance to the shower room.
"Will this be too much?" Sara asked. She was dressed, ready to go out for something to eat presumably. "You want to join a few of us?"
I shook my head. "No, ma'am. Thank you, though. I have some protein bars in my bag. I appreciate it, though."
I dried off, worked my hair but skipped the makeup, found my heels, and walked into Mr. C's office. "Anything you need done before this starts up, again, sir?"
He looked up and smiled, then pointed at a chair. "Sit, Abby. Relax for a while. How are you doing? Too much?"
I chuckled. "Sara asked the same thing. No, sir. I'm discovering I have an even larger appetite for sex than I imagined. You may have unknowingly hired yourself a slut." I followed that with a nervous giggle. Was that the kind of thing you admitted to your boss even if you were fucking him?
He leaned back and studied me. "Not unknowingly, dear. Samantha and I agreed, we think it is just one of the truly charming things about you. You have an innocence that comes off you even as you may be oozing sensuality." He smiled at me. It was the same smile I found directed to his wife and me over the weekend. It was the smile that told me he like me as me and not because I was his naked personal assistant. "Or, as you just called it, slutty. This was Samantha's idea built off your comment that you couldn't be restricted. You were correct, of course. Just another thing about you, being very intuitive about people and their reactions."
"Mrs. C? Her idea for me to be gangbanged through the day? So, when I call her tonight, I can blame her for soreness."
He laughed. "Yes, you can. Of course, she might offer to come to you to provide soothing massage to your abused holes." I flushed at the mental imagery. My nipples firmed and he noticed. "She is quite taken by you, too." I blushed at how obvious my physical response had been.



I stood and walked around the side of his desk. "Sir, may I suck you?" He looked up at me, smiled, and turned his chair. As I knelt before him and opened his slacks and take hold of his long, soft cock, I wondered what it was that after all the fucking that morning and knowing all the fucking in the afternoon, I felt this desire, this longing to make love to him through his cock. Mrs. C had identified it during the weekend and had encouraged it. She, of course, felt the special nature of the man and she recognized the relationship between him and me and she welcomed it. The two of us, as she put it, could do wonderful things for him in support and guidance. My expressed request and his response could have been surprising but my request was only heartfelt, not manipulative. His response was understanding, accepting and not dominating. I had no idea what any of this meant. I knew, though, it was going to be an interesting journey.
His response to my tongue, lips, and mouth was quick. I soon had 11" of hard cock to make love to and I did. At times, it was slow, at other times it was fast, hard, and urgent. After many minutes and the sounds of the office becoming busy, again, I raised up to better align my mouth and throat to his rigid rod. I pushed my mouth down over it, taking inches into my throat, pulling back and breathing through my nose and pressing back down a little further. Over and over I did that, each time taking a bit more down my throat stretched by the width and thickness of him.
He stroked the side of my head and face, "God... that feels... so... amazing." He gasped, sighed, and moaned. "You almost... have it... all. I can't... believe... you... are getting... so close."
My eyes told me I was inches from pressing my nose into him. But not today. I pulled back and off, gasping, my hands both grasping his cock and stroking two-fisted up and down it as I gulped down air. "I will... sir. Some day... you'll... shoot... directly down... my throat." He started flexing his hips and body going tense. I leaned back down while continuing a two-fisted stroking while taking the head into my mouth and sucking like a vacuum. He came in great spurts of cum that forced me to gulp noisily to take it all.
I licked him clean and teasingly licked my lips. He stood and I assisted him in dressing. I turned at the door. He was watching me. I lifted my breasts and kissed each nipple. "You know what we haven't done, sir?" He looked with a smile that acknowledged something sexy was to follow. "I suspect you'd enjoy a titty-fuck." I blew him a kiss, turned without waiting for a response, and walked out into the open room to begin the afternoon segment of the day.
The afternoon was much like the morning. Less anal. Definitely less anal. There really weren't that many of the men who sought anal. There were some who would do it as part of a double penetration but Mr. C, Mr. Peterson, and a very few others were alone in actually initiating it. Sara was a welcome respite as where the other women until a man would come up and fuck me while I ate pussy.
Mary grabbed me late in the afternoon and pulled me out the glass doors and turned for the showers. She stripped, kicking off her heels and rolling down her stockings, then pulling me into the showers. She turned on one on the wall and another on a post, turning both heads up to fall on the same spot on the floor. She laid down on the wet floor and pulled me over her face. I happily joined her for a 69. The shower was creative since the they were for the women and that would keep us free of interference. We enjoyed a peaceful mutual pussy eating fest to mutual orgasms.
It was close enough to quiting time for most of the people so I dried off, located my heels, and made my way to Mr. C's office. I stopped at my desk for the lubrication I left there earlier and stepped into his office. As I did, I was spreading the gel over my breast but mostly on the insides of them. He looked up, saw what I was doing, and seemed mesmerized by the sheen left by the gel. I could tell by his face that he was instantly horny and probably instantly rock hard. Just the way I like an 11" cock.
He motioned me over and I confidently walked right up to his knees as he turned his chair to face me. His hand went between my thighs and I opened them further for him. As his fingers gently caressed my pussy just cleaned by Mary's tongue and lips and the shower, he looked up.
"How was your office celebration, dear? Are you sore from all your fun?"
I smiled. The many memorable images of the day's activities flashed behind my eyes. It ws quite a celebration, indeed. And very much fun. "Not at the moment, sir. I suspect the soreness will come later. Certainly by tomorrow."
He slipped a finger into my hole and his thumb moved to my clit. I was wrong. My clit was already tender and still engorged but I stood still without reaction and enjoyed that he was touching me.
"I see you were serious about the titty-fuck."
I flushed. I was so ready to please him. "Have you ever before, sir?" He shook his head. He inserted a second finger into my hole and I unconsciously squatted slightly on his hand. He smiled at the reaction and a third finger easily slipped in.
"I do so enjoy your body, Abby." I flushed. God, how I wanted to cum by him, his cock, his fingers, anything. But my intention was to make him cum by something new. "You know I tell Samantha everything." It wasn't even a question. He told me that before. But I nodded. "She'd very much like to hear what you do for me, how you give me your body, how I am able to use your body. You are quite the woman, Abby. I always suspected Samantha tolerated what happens in the office and that was part of the reason I restricted my activities. But you... you she actually encourages me by her questions and her prodding. You made quite the impression on her over the weekend. None of that was planned, of course. I was just going to offer you the job. But something happened between the two of you. And, the rest... well... the rest." He gazed at me, "Are you sure you don't mind her involvement?"
"I am positive, sir. I like Mrs. C very much. I enjoyed her... company and... well, the rest, as you said."
I knelt before him, pulling his fingers from my pussy in the process. I worked at his belt, clasp, and zipper. I had him stand and pulled his pants and underwear down hi legs. His hard cock sprang out as his underwear was pulled away and my eyes opened a little wider. After experiencing every other cock out there over the last two days, his was the one I longed for, anticipated, ached to have somehow. I had thought abou this, how this would be done. The first time for me, too.
First, though, as always, my lips parted and went to the shaft of hard flesh. My tongue traveled over one side, then the next. I took the head between my lips and sucked before taking more into my mouth, soon into my throat. I heard him moan and lost awareness of anything around us which could seem weird in an office environment late in the day but our strange office conditioned me to focus, focus on my work when there were the sounds of sex around, focus on sex when there were others around doing work.
With his cock slicked by my saliva and the insides of my breasts slicked by the lubricant, I rose high on my knees, lifted my breasts and trapped his cock between them. I moved up and down with his cock trapped between my breasts and he saw the action that would be easier for him and he began thrusting his hips as if fucking one of my holes. Soon, his fucking became more aggressive... as if really fucking my holes.
With each thrust, he began to moan more and more. I lowered my head, my chin to my chest so that at the top of each thrust his cock head slid over my tongue and into my mouth for a quick suck. The feeling for me was strangely erotic though not terribly stimulating but this was for him, like giving a blow job. It was for his pleasure and for the experience of something new and different. His thrusts became urgent, fast, and powerful. I recognized it and the sounds for the pending climax they were announcing. I squeezed my breasts tighter, my mouth open and tongue out but I occasionally looked up at him, too. His eyes were closed and he was lost in the act of fucking and his climax rushing to overtake him. I focused on the cock head as it thrust up from between my breasts to my mouth, then retreated to be lost, hidden for a moment between my breasts. When he came, he continued to fuck wildly. His cock spurted streams of cum. The first one shot into my face, some into my mouth, the second was consumed between my breasts, and the third flew into my left eye, my forehead and scalp. He continued to thrust as the last of his semen leaked out.
He collapsed back into his chair and I followed him, taking his cock into my mouth and sucking the remnants off, then licking up and down the length to clean it of the cum smeared onto it from my cum-soaked breasts.
I sat back on my heels and asked him if he liked it.
"Wow... I really came."
I wiped a finger under my eyes, pulled the cum there to my lips, "I noticed, sir." We both laughed. He leaned forward and kiss my lips with his cum on them. He commented how much his wife was going to enjoy hearing about this. I smiled.
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CHAPTER 7: MRS. C
"How are you doing, sir?" I had just walked into Mr. C's office and took a seat in one of the visitor chairs in front of his desk.
"You tell me, Abby. How am I doing today?"
"Pretty well, sir." I scanned the tablet resting on my bare thigh. "We look to be ahead of schedule on reports and replies. I thought your meeting downtown and your meeting downstairs went well. And, you only have one meeting remaining, that is a video meeting with the west coast at 4:00 our time." After a moment of silence, I looked up. "Sir?" He was leaning back in his chair with a pleasant smile on his face.
"Sorry, Abby, just a lecherous old man enjoying his assistant. But, if we're ahead at all, it has more to do with your efforts."
I closed the tablet and set it on the edge of his desk. I ignored the comment. It was, after all, my job. "Well, sir, you're not lecherous, you're appreciative... and thank you, sir... and you are definitely not old. Some people may seem old at 51 but not you, sir."
He shifted his eyes from my bare body and looked out the door still holding the 'appreciative' smile. "I like it, Abby. It was a great idea of yours."'
In the month or so since I took the position of his PA, I had not only filled the position fully, like his big cock filled my holes, but I had suggested several modifications to the office rules. Besides the increased pay for providing sex in the office (if we thought about that too hard, it could cause me to think we were just a bunch of skilled, educated call-girls so it isn't thought about too hard), an allowance was added for stockings which are quickly ruined by being on our knees frequently during the day. Compared to the salary it was a minor addition but appreciated by all the women. But then I suggested a major change, this was to the dress standard for the women. It was a major a shift, and though he could have made the change on his own, he sought and get approval from his staff. Director level and higher women, like Ms. Benson, could be fully dressed in respect to their authority; manager level, like Sara, could cover their breasts, pussy, and ass with bra and panties. The rest of us would still remain exposed BUT we could add sheer lingerie like baby-dolls and covers as long as our bodies were fully on display.
"Thank you, sir. I think it was popular all around. The women appreciate the variety and I think the men find it appealing. Nudity all the time can become desensitizing, if you understand my meaning."
He smiled as his eyes moved from my face to my breasts to lower as I slowly and carelessly uncrossed and recrossed my legs. Today, I was fully naked, not even stockings and heels. The contrast from other days seemed to have had the effect I was hoping for.
I retrieved the tablet, opened it to check the time, found the 4:00 was an hour and a half, away. He interrupted me getting up, though. "What is your schedule like?" I told him I was just taking care of reports and revisions he had marked. "Good. I would like you to join me here for the 4:00 meeting." I assumed I would be off camera and expressed that to him. He smiled. He pointed under his desk.
I smiled broadly, stood, went around the side of his desk and leaned against him to kiss his head as I rubbed my bare breasts into the side of his face. I like those meetings.
* * * *
I shook my head as I rounded my desk after leaving his office. I reached into my lower desk drawer for a sanitizing wipe and cleaned the seat of cum leaked from my pussy. I then grabbed a tissue and gave my pussy a swipe for good measure. As I began working on revisions for another report, my phone rang. I blankly looked at the office phone that didn't have a light blinking. It was my office cell. "Alliance Corporation, Abby Thomas speaking."
"Is this a bad time, dear?"
"No, Mrs. C, it's always good to talk to you." I looked back at the office phone. "I think Mr. C is available, though."
"No, I want you, dear. Joe goes on about how wonderful you are with words and structuring them. He says you can make his letters and comments sound like he actually knows something." I laughed and told her it was a huge exaggeration. "Yes, perhaps, but I think he was also serious. You know I am on several charity boards." I nodded dumbly. "I've been asked to give some fund-raising speeches and I'm terrified not only of public speaking but that my words will make any sense. Can you help me?" I asked by when and she said by tomorrow so she could practice.
I told her I was swamped, but then added, "Ma'am, send me what you have. I'll take a look at it tonight." She tried to protest but I insisted.
I went back into Mr. C's office a bit early for the video call. "Mrs. C called, sir."
"The speech?" I nodded. "I hope you don't mind. You really are very good at that kind of thing and she is so nervous AND she trusts what you say."
I stood alongside him at the desk and his hand casually settled on my bare butt, slid down and up the inside of my thigh. I parted my legs slightly, just enough for his fingers to tease my pussy. It was a casual, comfortable part of our interaction.
"It's about time for the call, sir." He looked at his computer monitor, saw the time and pushed his chair back from the desk. A smiled spread over my face as I crawled under his massive desk as he rose to undo his pants and lower them. He rolled his chair back in, his pants down past his knees and his long, thick, and flaccid cock lying between his thighs. I got myself comfortably in position with a hand holding his cock and my head between his spread thighs. I licked from his ball sack to the cock head on the underside.
"Remember, Abby, no sounds. If there is a period I can put it on mute, I will let you know." I assured him I knew. He added, "Yes, well... remember last time... you tried to take all of it down your throat and gagged. You banged your head against the bottom of the desk."
I giggled. "I remember, sir. You said others looked at each other wondering what that sound was. I'll be more careful, sir." It was a game. A teasing game. The idea was to keep him hard and throbbing through the call without actually cumming. It meant my paying attention to the changes from his cock and his hand touching my head if I got carried away. His climax after was amazing and guaranteed the need of a shower for me.
It was a tricky thing for me. One of the things I learned about myself working in the office was how much I truly enjoyed sucking cock, the different sizes and shapes and the different tastes. Mr. C's just took the experience to a whole different level for me. Sure, part of that was the size but an equal part was the man it was attached to. A few times at his home on a weekend day I could lie on the couch with him as he watched some sporting event: golf, baseball, football, whatever. My head would be on his abdomen and his cock in my mouth, my hand and fingers playing over the shaft and his balls. Mrs. C would roam in and out of the room (not really a sports fan) and occasionally sit next to my butt. As I lazily sucked her husband, she would just as casually caress my body which was usually naked when I was with them. There was little difference between the office and their home: I was generally undressed to some extent and freely gave sexual favors to either or both of them at any moment. Under the desk was entirely different: not at all comfortable and his cumming wasn't intended.
I didn't pay attention to the meeting. If there was some part of it that would require my attention or assistance later, he would review the issue with me. I just spaced out what was happening above me and played with the shaft that brought me so much pleasure. Whether under his desk or on this couch for a prolonged session of cock sucking, two words seemed to come to mind: love and worship. The feeling was that I was making love to it or I was worshiping it. His wonderful cock filled my mind, eyes, hands and mouth and all else ceased to have relevance. When I zoned into those times, I was truly happy and content.
* * * *
The morning of two days later. I came out of Mr. Peterson's office with a smile on my face and cum in my asshole. It was only 9:00 but I had already had quite an Executive start to the day. First, Ms. Benson wanted her pussy eaten. I brought her to an orgasm and was caught by Mr. Peterson. He, of course, took me in the ass. He has his own tube of lubrication in his desk just for the occasions when I am available.
I was sure to have several more encounters during the day and it had the feel of a very good day. "Good morning, sir. How was your evening?"
Mr. C looked up, smiled that knowing smile as he recognized the signs of my body and the flushed tone of my chest, neck, and face, not to mention the smile on my face. He leaned back and gazed. I raised up on the toes of my high heels and dropped down to jiggle my large breasts. My large areola seemed more pronounced drawing attention to the erect nipples in the center.
"Peterson, huh?"
I teased him, immediately. I knew that look and inquiry. Peterson would have loosened my ass with his smaller cock. I gave him an innocent little girl look and rotated my shoulders just enough to get my breasts swaying. He was watching the play. A smile grew on his face. I ramped it up one more notch. Unlike most of the women in the office who now wore a sheer negligee of some kind nearly every day, I wore them only as another choice. This day I was wearing black heels, black lace thigh-high stockings, and black lace choker around my neck that gave the feel of a collar. So, to tease Mr. C a little further, I turned my back to him and made a show of smoothing my stockings up my legs by bending at the waist. It, of course, presented my ass to him while my breasts hung and swayed beneath me. I looked back at him from that position and winked.
I knew he had a 10:30 call scheduled and I saw him check the time. I wondered if he was weighing a possible blow job during the call versus a fuck now. Why not both? I didn't verbalize that but sent a mental message to him which wasn't possible but... what the heck... maybe.
I smiled when he rose and reached for his desk drawer. I shook my head and told him it wasn't necessary. I could see it on his face, 'right, Peterson'.
I stepped to him, turned my face up and leaned into him to kiss him on the lips. I wondered if he could taste Ms. Benson still on my lips. As we kissed, my fingers were busy working loose his belt and pants. I let his pants fall and slipped a hand into the top of his boxers to grasp his marvelous cock. I loved my life: a good job at a successful company; a great boss; and a wondrous cock to play with.
I slowly went to my knees, my free hand pulling his boxers down while my other hand maintained hold of his cock to bring it to my lips and tongue. I licked and sucked it, opening my mouth wide to take the bulbous head as it began to engorge. I would glance up his body occasionally with a playful twinkle in my eyes. When he was sufficiently hard, which didn't take long knowing what was coming, I stood, bent over his desk with my breasts and face on the desktop, and reached back to spread my ass cheeks. I immediately felt the head of his cock at my puckered hole. Even if we have fucked many times now like this, the initial penetration is always still a struggle for his size and the natural resistance of the sphincter.
While holding my ass cheeks apart for him, I implemented all the tricks I've learned in taking his big cock up my ass. I calmed my breathing and mind; I relaxed my body, especially my ass; and, I gently pressed back toward him. I felt the head stretch the tight sphincter muscle slowly, at first. It was resistant but trained by now to ease itself open with patient application which my pressing back aided. I felt the sphincter stretching and opening. I gasped and a slight whimper escaped my lips as his cock spread me further but he knew even the whimper wasn't negative but anxious anticipation. When his cock pressed through, I groaned loudly and he paused ritualistically for my sphincter and ass to quickly adjust. Then, I pushed back a little more and that was his signal. After my push took several more inches inside, he pulled back slightly and pressed further, back and forth, inches more each time until pulling back was pulling many inches and pressing in was a long, smooth thrust up my ass.
I raised up to my elbows and he began thrusting in long and deep strokes.
"OH... GOD... YESSSSSSS." I was gasping and moaning. I turned my head back toward him, "Have... you... been... able to... take her... yet?" I gasped out.
"Sam... antha?" He groaned back. I nodded. He released a stuttering laugh. "No... no... she is... happy... to have... you for... that." I released a strangled laugh in response and thought, maybe I'll be able to convince her of what she is missing. And thrust my ass back to meet his stabbing cock.
I used fingers to assist my orgasm and joined him at nearly the same moment. As my orgasm took control of my body, my spasming asshole gripped him tightly and he joined me. He filled my ass with cum and I collapsed onto the desk with him resting on top of me supporting himself on his elbows.
After recovering somewhat, "Thank you," he softly uttered as he kissed my bare shoulders.
"You're welcome, sir, but I should be thanking you for the way you make me feel."
He chuckled, stood, and eased his long cock from my playfully clenching asshole. "Yes... that... always. But I meant for being you." I stood, turned and looked at him not understanding. I quickly sank to the floor to suck and lick his cock, then he handed me a hand towel, one of several he now kept in the bottom drawer of his desk. My asshole gaped so much after he fucks me that cum just flows out. I spread the towel on a chair in front of his desk, sat, and demurely crossed my legs but my chest and neck surely showing the blotchy, flushed evidence of our activity. He pulled his pants up and took his seat behind his desk. "What I meant was, Samantha has been accepting, even encouraging, about the activities of the office. We participated in some very discrete swapping and sharing and our sexual life is very active, as you have seen. But... she has been... unenthusiastic of a female assistant I might enjoy fucking regularly, though she had encouraged me to have an assistant to take some load off my office life." I watched and listened. This was interesting. So, there was more to his not being too active in the office besides his intimidating position. He softly smiled and he may have seen the wheels turning in my head. "You... you took her fancy from the start. As I said, I don't hide anything from her. Perhaps because what I was able to communicate to her was what we talked about more than how we fucked, she found you intriguing. I found I was attracted to you and that was a warning sign so I became reluctant to meet with you very often for a while. Samantha kept asking about you, though."
He looked embarrassed. "What are you saying, sir?" I asked to quickly break the moment of awkwardness.
"I'm saying, thank you for being you, the person you are. Samantha is very taken by you. It makes our relationship possible but... it also means she feels a desire for her own relationship with you. You've said you don't mind that, but do you really not mind her inserting herself?"
I smiled and squirmed a bit in the chair, not from awkwardness of his comments but feeling his cum still leaking from my asshole. "I like Mrs. C, sir... a lot. It's not what I expected, true, but I enjoy her."
He nodded and I took that response as a conclusion to our talk. I got up and stepped closer to the door. I was wrong, though.
"Abby," he called to me. I turned, holding the hand-towel in my hand which I would take to the shower area and drop in the used towel bin. "I also meant to thank you for the effort you put in with her on her speech." I asked if he was going to go listen to her. "No, she knows I have a conflict." Conflict, I thought. That puts the speech in the middle of the afternoon. "I bet I've heard it a dozen time, though." He said it with a prideful smile. "How about you, Abby. She didn't say anything but I think it would mean a lot to her."
"You wouldn't mind, sir, if I took a couple hours off?"
His appearance changed before me, as though some tension had been released. "Take the afternoon off... and don't claim it. She is very nervous but excited, too."
* * * *
"Abby!" She exclaimed it loudly enough for several people at the side of the conference room of the hotel to turn around and look. "What a surprise, dear. Why are you here?"
"You, of course." I looked around at the gathering audience. "I was so impressed by what you were saying in the speech I had to come hear it for real."
"Impressed... you're the one who made it impressive." She grabbed me and hugged me tight. "And, thank you... again."
"Nonsense. I just played with the words, you had the ideas. Anyway, I thought a cheering section might be nice." Just then she was called to get ready. I found a seat where she could find me. When she took her place at the podium, I gave a little wave to get her attention and gave her two thumbs-up. She smiled and proceeded to deliver a great, impassioned speech. And, by the applause, very well received.
After, I waited in the wings until well-wishers were finished. It took a while. She was bubbling as she crashed into my open arms. "You were magnificent, ma'am. Did you hear that applause? Of course, you heard the applause. It was wonderful." She beamed, then pulled me to the elevators and the bar downstairs. We were celebrating.
After several drinks, she leaned into the small table. Her eyes were still lit with excitement but there was now an element of mischievousness, too. "Do that thing." I looked back at her uncomprehendingly. "That thing... what you did at the club to Joe's friends."
Ah, I thought, that thing when I took off my bra and panties and flashed. "Ma'am... that 'thing'... I only did that because you wanted me to."
She nodded as she gazed into my eyes intently. "Tell me something, Abby dear. You told Joe that night you accepted his offer that you'd do anything for him."
I nodded, very curious where she was going. "Yes, ma'am... anything that I could and wasn't breaking any laws."
"Well, not serious laws anyway, right?" I smiled. Flashing could be included in that. "You did that because I asked." She studied me. "Because I asked or because the boss's wife asked?"
I studied her in response. This was right to the point Mr. C brought up only hours ago about her inserting herself. Rather than threatened or concerned about the question, though, I smiled. "I liked you from the start, ma'am. Yes, because you are married to the boss is the reason we came to know each other but not really the reason I have responded to you. I could easily have maintained a business approach that night with Mr. C. I found myself responding to you, too. I didn't feel forced or threatened. It was you I was responding to." I smiled, "Just this morning, Mr. C asked if I minded you inserting yourself into the work relationship. It was asked in regard to assisting you with the speech but I also knew there was a deeper implication."
"And, what did you respond?" she asked.
"That I liked you... a lot. It's not what I expected, true, but I do enjoy being with you. You're a sexy woman, ma'am. I enjoy experiencing that in a non-office way. I enjoy pleasing women in the office but there is little casual and soft about it there." I looked down at my fidgeting hands. Suddenly, I was nervous I was divulging into too much intimacy. I glanced up, "Maybe I'm saying too much."
She leaned further into the table, reached across it and took one of my hands. "No, dear. I can't explain it, either. I've talked to Joe about it." She smiled that way he does. "He and I have no secrets like that." I nodded. "I feel the same way, did from almost the moment I greeted you. You excite me, Abby. Joe and I have always been passionate and you seem to increase that for both of us." She hesitated. "I am old enough to be your mother..."



I put my other hand over the one she had on mine. "I don't feel that way, ma'am."
She smiled, her entire countenance relaxing. "So... I don't suppose I can get you to call me Sam or Samantha like everyone else?"
I shook my head. "No, ma'am. No matter what else he and I do together he is still the boss. No matter what else we do together you are still his wife. I don't want to slip in front of others." She watched me and seemed to be waiting for something. I thought I knew what it was. I pulled my hands back and discretely unfastened two more buttons of my blouse. I then said, "Excuse me, ma'am." I pushed my chair back and walked toward the restrooms with my purse. Thankfully, I had brought one large enough.
As I stepped from the small hallway to the restroom and into sight of her, I felt my breasts sway and jiggle with each step in the heels. She put up and a hand and I stopped. She touched her chest. I took in a breath and undid another button... than another before she nodded. My blouse was undone below my sagging nipple line. She pointed toward a group of business-looking men wearing suits at a far table. I walked out of my way toward them. I believed she intended for me to merely walk past them to see their reaction. I decided to give her more to watch. I walked to the far side of their table so she could see everything I did then leaned over the edge of their table to lower my head closer to them and lowered my voice. I asked them if they happened to have attended the charity event upstairs. They replied they hadn't.
"God, you wicked woman!" She exclaimed it but in a lowered voice as I joined her at our table. "When you leaned over their table, I thought your boobs were going to fall right out."
"I'm the wicked woman? You're the one wanting me to do this." I winked at her and we both laughed.
She gulped the rest of her drink and signaled for the bill. "There's something else I want you to do." I was going to follow her home.
I parked outside her side of the garage and followed her into the house from there. She led me straight to the master bedroom where our clothes seemed to fly off our bodies as if we had stepped into a stripping vortex. We pulled back the cover and I had her position herself in the center of the bed. I crawled up between her partially spread legs but spread them much further as I approached her. I leaned over her, my breasts grazing over her body until I could kiss her fully on the lips, our breasts pressed together. I kissed her hungrily until she began moaning and pressing her body up into mine. Then, I began kissing down her body, her neck, shoulders, chest, breasts, and nipples. I focused on her each nipple for some time, licking and sucking them before lightly taking them between my teeth to chew and pull. At the next increase in response from her, I continued my journey down her body over her stomach and abdomen. I splayed her legs widely but avoided her clit and pussy for the moment, instead kissing and licking along the outside of her most sensitive parts.
I bent her legs and pressed them up to expose her anus. I probed it with my tongue, just a touch, and heard her gasp as I touch it before her pussy. When I released her thighs her knees remained bent and splayed to the sides opening herself to me perfectly. I stuck my tongue out flat and licked from the bottom of her pussy to the top in long, slow licks with only slight pressure as it moved over her lips and the clitoral hood.
I listened to her reactions, the gasps, moans, and mutterings. If the sounds diminished I changed, if they remained and increased, I continued. I wasn't in a hurry. I wanted her to orgasm. She wanted to orgasm. Sometimes, though, a long, steady journey is a deliciously tormenting experience when there is time for it. It was late afternoon and there was no rush.
Her pussy was drooling as I lapped at it and she raised her hips up to meet me as if seeking more contact. Time to change. I formed a small 'O' with my lips and encircled her clit. I sucked the clit and hood into my mouth and used my tongue tip on the hooded clit. I wanted to produce sensation and let the stimulation, arousal build before directly attacking the sensitive clitoral nub. When I was ready, when I could feel she was very ready, I used a finger to pull at the skin to expose the nub from under the hood while still inside my lips. My tongue flicked over it and I sucked, again. I heard her moans and gasps increase, broken mutterings flow from her lips. I moved my tongue around the nub, then licked it like a small penis. I could feel it become engorged inside my lips and I continued alternatively sucking. Finally, I let my teeth contact it... softly, teasing... she gasped and her hips rose up off the bed.
This wasn't our first time. I knew some of the things she liked, what her body responded to but bringing someone pleasure was adding something knew to what consistently brings pleasure.
While still sucking on her clitoris, I slipped a finger into her pussy. She sighed and I slipped a second finger in almost immediately. This was a woman married to a man with a wide 11" cock. Of course she enjoyed her pussy being penetrated. I avoided the temptation of too much stimulation on her clit too soon, so I continued soft licks combined with sucking as a third finger joined the others sliding in and out of her very wet pussy. As her body began thrashing against the stimulation, I used the thumb of my other hand to massage her clit as my lips and tongue moved from pussy to clit, back and forth as my fingers continued moving inside her pussy.
She is a very vocal woman and that brings pleasure to me. I could sense by her body and her sounds that she was rising to an orgasm. With my thumb on her clitoris, I moved my fingers inside her in search of her g-spot, that area inside her pussy that surrounds the urethral area. I curled two fingers inside her up towards the belly button and behind the pubic bone. Using a 'come here' motion with the fingers, I stroked over the area and she went rigid, her hips struggling to rise. I used the weight of my arm with the hand stimulating her clit to hold her somewhat in place. I continued the three-prong attack to finish her. The g-spot stimulation is direct access to the root of the clitoris, the portion of the clit inside her. As she climaxes under my mouth, around my fingers, and under my thumb, I slow all the motions but continue just enough to prolong the orgasm through several peaks. The g-spot/clit stimulation is too much for a few women in the office but perfect for Mary, Sara, Ms. Benson, and, very definitely, Mrs. C.
"So, here you are. I would ask how the speech went but it seems immaterial at the moment." Mr. C's voice. After her orgasm, we cuddled, caressed, and talked. Eventually, though, she wanted to return the favor to me. She was an eager student to learn more about girl-girl sexual pleasuring. Insisted on a 69, though. Since I was on the bottom, my ability to see or coherently speak was very limited.
I felt Mrs. C's lips leave my pussy, though her fingers remained inside me. "Joseph... is it that time, already?"
I heard his laugh. "Clearly. I was planning on going out to eat as a celebration, but... will you be long? Maybe I should order somethng in, instead."
Mrs. C raised her hips and her body and looked down between us. "Will we be long, Abby?"
I chuckled, "Remember the g-spot... you'll have me there soon enough."
Mr. C chuckled in return, "No hurry, you two. I'll order something in a bit." Then, "Don't bother dressing for dinner..." We both giggled before our giggles were muffled by pussy.
We went down the stairs holding hands, a warm glow still enveloping our bodies from mutual orgasms. Our heels clicked on the marble tiles of the foyer. They were all we decided to wear... in keeping with Mr. C's suggestion. We didn't even bother to wipe our face of cum juice. Something extra for him when we kissed him. Just then the doorbell rang and Mr. C appeared from the dining room. He pointed at me. What? I was naked. I looked to Mrs. C for help but she had slid alongside him, a mischievous smile like his on her face. They were off to the side and would be hidden by the direction the door would open. He stepped forward and handed me three bills, two twenties and a ten. I looked at them and sighed as the doorbell rang, again.
A thought came to me as I stepped to the door and I wondered briefly how these teases came to my mind so readily. I opened the door wide enough to be exposed, gasped and jumped behind it while exclaiming, "OH NO! Sorry... I... I was expecting someone else... you came sooner than I thought." It was a young man wearing a ball cap with 'Great Wall' embroidered on it. Chinese food, apparently. He stammered a description of the order and the name. I nodded at hearing 'Cornell'. I partially stepped around the door so half my body was again expose and tried for a smile that appeared nervous or embarrassed rather than the tease I actually felt. I glanced and found his eyes fixed on the one breast exposed around the side of the door. I handed him the bills but purposely let one slip out of my hand. It fluttered to the floor away from the edge of the door forcing me fully to expose myself. All planned to tease, of course. As I bent over to retrieve the bill, I glimpsed how my breasts hung and swayed, knowing he was fixed on the same view. I stood fully exposed to him as I again handed him the money and took the two bags of food from him. He stepped backward still looking at me and stumbled on the first step, thankfully not falling. I closed the door with my hip and smiled at Mr. and Mrs. C.
"Well, that should ensure eager deliveries from that restaurant." They both laughed.
Dinner was spent with description of Mrs. C's speech and my glowing praise of her performance. Mr. C beamed throughout. My admiration of the man jumped to a new level. Two naked women sitting on either side of him and his full attention was on hearing about his wife's success. I watched the two of them interact, the looks their eyes sent to each other, the soft touches of fingers on hands. This was the kind of love that might be portrayed in 'Hallmark' movies. The kind of love after so many years most people couldn't consider real. And... somehow... I was welcomed into it.
We left a mess on the dining room table: emptied styrofoam containers and wine bottles. We took him upstairs and ravaged his body for hours bringing him to two climaxes. Mrs. C enjoys watching me take his cock up the ass but I also really enjoy it as she attends to my breasts and pussy. The second time was properly in her pussy after the two of us teased his marvelous cock back to hardness. A work day night. The first such night I spent with them.
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CHAPTER 8: THE STAFF MEETING
"Good morning, Abby."
I was bent over small piles of sorted documents for Mr. C's staff meeting at 10:00. I glanced over my shoulder while remaining in position. I gave him a big smile. I had hoped this would time out like this. "Good morning, sir."
He came around the side of my desk as I sorted the last of the documents in the piles. He pressed on the jeweled end of the butt-plug I decided to add today. "Love your outfit, as always."
I stood and turned, quickly scanned the room past him, and gave him a kiss on the lips. Despite all the sex in the office, personal relationships weren't common and I was still concerned about how others might perceive the relationship growing with both him and Mrs. C. My outfit... despite the change in dress code that allowed Director level women (only Ms. Benson, currently) to wear covering bra and panties, manager level to wear a bra that allowed exposure of the nipples, and all women to wear very sheer negligees and gowns that fully exposed them underneath, I still tended toward the previous standard of fully exposed. Now, instead of being the norm it was starkly contrasting. Today's 'outfit' was white lace garter belt, white sheer stockings, white high heels, and a white lace choker. And, yes, the clear jeweled end of the butt-plug.
He turned to enter his office as I returned to the sorting. I distributed the documents around the conference room table, made sure the flat screen was on and ready for anyone who needed it to link up for a presentation or something to share. I would attend the meeting but would sit just behind him. I then returned to his office and poked my head inside.
"Anything I can do for you, sir? The conference room is ready for your meeting."
He waved me in. "I've been thinking about your dress code ideas." Pillow talk. I was always nervous about presenting too many ideas for fear of overstepping the relationship but that was where my relationship with Mrs. C came in effectively because I always discussed with her first. She knew her husband. I sat in a visitor chair opposite him, slowly crossing my legs to flash him my bald pussy. I could feel the moisture developing and frequently wondered at such times if he could detect it. This was one man I was always ready to fuck. Thank God Mrs. C was supportive.
"You're bound and determined to alter the office, it would seem," he continued with a chuckle. "I think you are right." He slid a handwritten page to me and I began scanning it. "Does this capture all the points you made?" I told him it did. "Good. Would you please clean it up, make... four copies and have Peterson, Pam, and Dan come in for a quick meeting?"
Moments later, I brought the copies into his office and saw Ms. Benson and Dan walking together whispering. Probably wondering what the unscheduled meeting was about. Mr. Peterson was the last to enter and Mr. C passed to each of them a copy.
"Another change to the dress code?" Ms. Benson muttered it rather than actually asking the question. She was in the latest modified dress code of bra, panties, and stockings. There was a smile forming on her mouth.
"Yes," Mr. C responded. "It's been pointed out to me," and everyone looked at me as I stood just to the side of Mr. C whose hand was lightly stroking the inside of my left thigh, "that everyone on the floor is horny to take the job and enjoy what happens but the policy has always been chauvinistic and it doesn't have to be." When it was clear they all had scanned, read, and digested the implications, "Anyone have concerns, objections, or questions?"
Mr. Peterson looked directly at me when he answered, "I think you are correct, Joe. This makes it fairer. What about the sex?"
Mr. C quickly responded, "This doesn't change anything but dress, though I suspect the implication on sex will become more balanced, too." They all nodded. Dan, the HR Director asked about timing. "This is Thursday... I suggest it take effect immediately for those allowed more clothing and Monday for those allowed less."
Ms. Benson was all smiles, "Thank you, Joe. You know every woman here understood and accepted the conditions of employment. And, you are correct that everyone, man or woman, are sexual-minded, but I think this will help in holding onto more women."
She was, of course, referring to the turn-over of women after a couple years in the office. The new policy allowed for being fully dressed whenever promoted to manager or higher positions. But that was only part of the changes. There were major changes for the men, too. The new policy provided for: women AND men newly hired would be naked for the first three months; three months to one year women could add heels, stockings, thong, and sheer nightgowns, while men could add sandals, thong and open shirt. One year to two years, women could add panties and bra while men could add boxers. At two years, men and women could be fully dressed. The final statement on the policy reinforced that the policy change did NOT change the sexual interaction aspect of the office and was still encouraged. Privately, though, it was accepted that the blatant sexuality of the office might be affected.
HR was to immediately issue the new policy with the immediate affect on women and become effective on Monday for the men. They were the most impacted but it was agreed they would deal with any objections by transfers, if necessary. I personally didn't expect any. My experience had been that most men who would be subject to the change already privately felt the policy was unfair to women.
When we were alone, Mr. C asked, "Will this change your approach, Abby? When I hired you, I gave you the option of deciding whatever dress you wanted."
I leaned over him for a hug while being sure to press my breasts into the side of his head and face. "No, sir. The office, and Mrs. C, has brought out the exhibitionist in me. Even if I were the only one, it would be thrilling to be naked for you."
"For me?"
"Always for you, sir." He smiled and checked his watch. "We have time, sir." Without seeking a response, I sank to my knees and swiveled his chair to face me. I undid his belt and pants, dug out his long, hardening cock from inside and quickly took it into my mouth and, after only moments, into my throat. A long semi-hard cock like his slipped into my throat and, as it hardened fully, I could feel it expand and lengthen there. We may have time but not too much time.
I stood, leaned into him for a kiss, then turned to lean over his desktop. With a look over my shoulder and my ass pointing at him, I asked, "Which hole do you fancy this morning, sir?"
I gave my ass a little wiggle and parted my feet further. My ass was filled with the butt-plug which was probably sparkling before his eyes and my pussy was probably parted slightly with the moisture of my anticipation evident between the lips. When his fingers took hold of the butt-plug's jeweled end, I sighed. I wasn't surprised in the least. What was once a fantasy for him was now something we shared as often as vaginal. He got plenty of vaginal fucking from Mrs. C and I was happy to relieve her of it, since she was too nervous to try it. I pulled open his desk drawer as he worked the plug out of my clenching ass. I gasped as the plug, the largest of the three I bought when I first started, stretched my hole and came out. I could feel the air rush inside as he took the lubrication from me, spread a generous amount around and inside, then felt him stand up behind me. There was a pause as he coated his cock, then I felt the bulbous head touch the space between pussy and asshole. I sucked in a breath, released it slowly, and relaxed in anticipation.
As the head stretched my asshole and began entry bit by bit, I moan. I pushed back slightly toward him. It filled me, stretched me, and seemed to consume me as it moved moved ever deeper with each new push. I supported myself on bent arms and when he was fully inside me, I felt him lean over me to grasp a wildly swinging breast. I groaned and gasped as his thrusts became more forceful. I noticed movement outside the office door, looked up to find the VP of Marketing stop but turn away back in the direction of his office. I smiled and pushed back to meet Mr. C's thrusts. The sound of moans and grunts and flesh smacking together filled his office. I could feel his cock swelling, engorging itself with blood and the initial pulse in preparation of semen shooting out. At this point, he leaned his body onto my back and I made my own body more rigid to support him as his other hand reached under and between my legs for my dripping pussy. Fingers slipped over my wet lips and engorged clit while his hand continued to maul my breast and nipple. He switched hand locations so the other breast was stimulated and my clit and pussy continued stimulation. He was a good lover; a considerate lover.
I felt his cock pulse and his release of semen shoot into my ass. The sensation was the final stimulus to send me over the edge to my own orgasm. I cried out, my legs wobbled but held, my head hung from my neck as I lost focus of everything else around me but the cock spurting inside me and my body's spasming, shaking, and ass and pussy clenching repeatedly.
After a moment's rest, he held me tight at the waist and moved us back with his cock still embedded in me. With one hand to steady his rolling chair, he sat us down. His cock buried deep in my ass I shifted slightly and opened my legs so my knees were outside his legs. His hands immediately responded with soft caresses of my heaving breasts and oozing pussy, his cum locked inside my ass by his cock. I leaned my head back and we kissed. It wasn't a casual 'thank you for the fuck' kind of kiss, but a 'thank you for including me in your life' kind of kiss.
That was when we became aware of a presence at the door, again. Mr. C called out, "Jason, what do you need?" I turned my head to the door to find Mr. Sorenson, the VP of Marketing, again. Mr. C didn't removed his hand from my breast or his fingers from my pussy, his softening cock still lodged in my ass.
"Sorry, Joe, Ms. Thomas... I know the meeting is in a few minutes but I wanted to give you a heads-up on something we need to discuss." He handed a sheet of notes and I took it from him and held it for Mr. C to scan... his hands were occupied, something that caused me to blush at the blatant display before the VP at a serious moment. It was regarding one of the most important outstanding projects, the Greater Mountain West project. I leaned back and whispered to Mr. C that this was the project that had a very healthy profit margin and he had argued for a reduction.
Mr. C nodded. "Greater Mountain West... what's the issue?"
"We aren't low. Close... maybe a point, but we aren't low. And, you know how Harrison is."
Harrison is the CEO of Mountain West Consolidated, a huge development company covering much of the mountain west states. Mr. C nodded, again. "Yes, I know. It seems I also recommended a margin a bit lower than you decided to go out with." Embarrassment. It had been Mr. Sorenson's decision, largely based on strong recommendation from his group because of concerns about a widely known difficult customer to deal with. They agreed I would make copies of the notes and the staff would discuss it as part of the upcoming meeting.
After Mr. Sorenson left, I eased off Mr. C's cock with a soft sigh escaping my lips. He lightly held my hip as he sought the butt-plug and reinserted it into my ass. I turned and smiled at him. Didn't want any dripping cum down my thighs during the meeting, apparently. As I reached the door, he called out.
"Abby." I turned. "I don't know how you remember all these details but you can see why I need you." I thanked him and he continued, "You should think about college. I think you could be running your own company."
"Thank you, sir." I squeezed my anus and felt the plug and his cum inside. I smiled devilishly, "For now, sir, I am quite happy to be serving... hmmmm... underneath you." He shook his head while cleaning his cock, then getting himself together. "Fifteen minutes, sir."
I cleaned up Mr. Sorenson's notes and printed eight copies for the meeting. I was headed for the conference room to distribute the notes when I saw Ms. Benson coming to the conference room. I stopped at the door and waited for her. She was fully dressed in a sharp business dress skirt cut well above the knees and white blouse. Her dark bra was evident underneath. I held the notes in my left hand and fumbled with my right to unbutton one more button of her blouse.
"Just because you are able to be dressed does not mean your inherent sexiness can't be displayed a little."
She laughed. "I guess you're right. Thank you, Abby." I looked at her questioningly. "Everyone knows who it was that influenced this change. There are a lot of women who wasted no time in getting dressed."
I smiled. "I kept thinking about all the good women leaving after a couple years because they got tired of the exposure. Turnover can ruin an otherwise good group."
She reached out and took one of my nipples between her thumb and forefinger and gave it a little tug. "What about you, Abby?"
"Oh, no, ma'am." I leaned close to her. She didn't release the nipple. "I've discovered I like being touched, groped, stared at, and... well, fucked." She laughed a little too loud and covered her mouth. I confided, "I wonder if I will ever get tire of being this way."
We saw other VP's and Directors headed our way and she helped me distribute the documents to the folders I already had placed at each of the eight chairs that would soon be occupied. As I was finishing, one of the other VP's caressed my bare ass as he passed behind me. I looked up and smiled at him. In any other office, this would have been unthinkable.
Mr. C called the meeting to order and I took my seat along the wall behind him but not directly behind him so I was still visible. He got the meeting going with the Greater Mountain West project. He had Mr. Sorenson review the project for everyone, then went into the concern and discussion of risks before ending with asking for ideas for action, if any. He ended with, "As you are well aware, Joe, Mountain West Consolidated has always been reluctant to put others into a bidding war so it is difficult to get a new price into them. Even if they were to accept it this time, they probably would feel compelled to go to the others for new prices."
"I don't think I heard a recommendation in there," Mr. C commented.
There was a pause. Nobody else was venturing in. This was a marketing/sales situation. "You've had some success with Harrison, haven't you, Joe?"
Mr. C was silent. I could tell he was weighing something. Then, "I have... managed to use my knowledge about him in the past, yes." Another pause. "This would be a sweet project if we managed it properly to avoid the risks of dealing with them contractually."
"I've talked to Pam about that."
Pam leaned into the table, looked at Mr. Sorenson, then turned her attention to Mr. Peterson before turning to Mr. C. "I can have our best team reassigned to take the project, Joe." She looked past him to me, "Especially if we can get an assist from Abby from time to time."
Mr. C spun in his chair to consider me. I shrugged my shoulders and added a nod. Anything for the team. He turned to address Mr. Sorenson, "I need to think about this, if I think there is something I can do without creating any other issues. Mountain West has been a good client in other projects. I don't want that jeopardized in the process."
The meeting continued with several other issues for discussion, several times I rose to whisper into Mr. C's ear with a detail he missed. It was funny. This was far from the first staff meeting where I was naked with them, but this time, now that so many other women were now dressed, I felt much more aware of my nakedness as I bent over near him and my breasts hung and swung below me. I glanced up and saw Ms. Benson watching. She gave me a private smile. I think she understood what I was feeling.
As the meeting moved into the routine part of the agenda, Mr. C stopped and motioned me next to him. I was ready but still nervous. "This is a day of firsts, it would seem. Earlier, we introduced a major revision to the dress policy and I think it was about time for the change. We all understand why it was made." I stood along side him and he put his arm around my hips, his hand softly stroking the other side. He looked up at me and I nodded. His hand slipped onto the back of my thigh, I parted them, and his hand slid inside my thighs and up to my pussy. I was sure the others could see his fingers playing over my pussy lips because every eye around the table was singularly focused there. Eyes began flicking from there to me to Mr. C. This was new. I had attended many of their meeting always dressed in the way that exposed me but nothing had ever happened in the course of the meeting before.
My hand had found its way to his far shoulder and as he rolled his chair back from the table, I slid my had over his shoulder, back and other shoulder. I then went to my knees on the carpeted floor and crawled under the table.
"Abby and I talked about this group... all of you. All of you have enjoyed this young woman's body and mouth and she expressed that she has enjoyed each of you, as well as everyone else in the office. She has been a very popular woman in our 'stress-relief' activities." I heard comfortable chuckles of agreement around the table as I sat on my heels below the table. "This originated by her idea, by the way. She thought this group might benefit from shared experiences like the people in the larger room do as most of you enjoy these activities in your offices even if the walls aren't entirely private. Any objections?"
I recognized Mr. Sorenson's voice, "You mean... a blow job while we meet?"
Ms. Benson qualified it, "And eat pussy?"
It seemed strange and normal at the same time that these high-powered executives used such familiar and coarse language.
"That's the idea, yes," Mr. C continued. "We flipped a coin and decided she would go clockwise." There was a pause and I assumed there was a shared look with Mr. Peterson on his left. "The question we didn't decide was if she just mouth each of you in turn or concentrate on a few to reach climax." I put my hand on Mr. Peterson's knee and he twitched in surprise though he knew I was there. "So, who votes for her moving around the table a few minutes at a time?" I didn't hear anything but several of them did move slightly. "Okay, then," Mr. C responded. "Just move around the table, Abby."
I couldn't help it, I giggled. What might I possibly find myself doing next for the company? "Yes, sir."
Nothing more needed to be said. Mr. Peterson slid his chair back, opened his slacks, pushed them to his knees and rolled back. I noticed the same movement by the others from my vantage point under the table including Ms. Benson who pulled up her skirt and pushed her panties to her ankles. I smiled as I looked around me: six exposed cock in varying states of firmness and one shaved pussy. Mr. C hadn't moved but I guessed he considered this a gift to his staff. I was available to all of them (and the others) all day but this did feel different.
Before I even took his semi-hard cock into my mouth, Mr. Peterson sighed and gasped as my hands slid up his bare legs to grasp the cock at the base. The group was quieter than I could ever remember them and I suspected their attention was on Mr. Peterson's reaction. A funny sigh-moan-chuckle escaped his lips as my tongue licked up his cock and my lips encompassed the helmet of his circumcised cock. After what seemed like no time at all there was a double-tap on the underside of the table which was our prearranged signal for me to move on to the next person. Mr. C would give me about three minutes with each person.



When I arrived at the stocking clad legs of Ms. Benson, I lifted her feet and fully removed the panties. She opened her legs wider and slouched in her chair to put her butt at the edge. She gasped as my lips took her hooded clit between them and my tongue immediately flicked it. I generally avoid direct stimulation to the clit so soon but this was a different situation. Her gasp was quickly followed by moans as I slipped two fingers into her wet pussy. After a moment, I pulled my fingers out and used them to open her lips as I shifted my tongue to lap at her pussy and probe into her exposed hole.
After what must have been about 20 minutes, I moved past Mr. C back to Mr. Peterson but I stroked up Mr. C's covered thigh to his crotch and patted it as I then retook Mr. Peterson's cock into my mouth. It was then that I heard the conversation move to staffing levels and the question of need for hiring. They discussed other site needs and the other floors of the building before Mr. C asked about their office. Ms. Benson's voice answered, "Dan and I have discussed possibly adding one position in the Project Group." A discussion started.
I pulled my mouth off the cock I had been sucking. "Sir?"
"Abby?" Mr. C clearly wasn't expecting a contribution to the discussion from me.
"Yes, sir... sorry but..." my voice sounding odd even to me from under the table, "... well, sir and ma'am, I think it might be prudent to hold off for a bit. What I am thinking is the new dress policy might affect the... what did you call it sir?... the 'stress relief' activities? Anyway, I think if Ms. Benson and HR tracked productivity over the next few weeks we may find that to be true."
"What are you suggesting, Abby?" came Mr. C's query from above.
"If we gain even a half hour by each in the group out there, there will be an effective gain of more than a person and that is without the drop caused by training a new person." I giggled, "And the possible disruption of a new naked body out there." Everyone chuckled at the comment with full understanding of what it suggested. My mouth resumed covering the cock I had been working on and the reaction from above indicated to the group that I was done.
Mr. C, "Dan, that sounds like a good plan. Will you take the lead and work with Pam on tracking that for the next few weeks?"
I only paid half attention to the rest of the meeting. I began sucking and stroking more diligently and managed to get two cocks to shoot into my mouth before the meeting ended. When it did, I was in for another surprise.
Mr. C pushed his chair back and signaled for me to come out. I stood next to his chair and his hand went behind me and between my thighs, again. He stroked my wet pussy. "Well... is this new meeting change hold any interest to continue?"
Mr. Peterson responded quickly, "Absolutely but if I am correct only two actually got off."
Mr. C looked up at me as his finger slipped into my very wet pussy. "What do you think, Abby? Suppose you can stick around for a while to help the rest of them out?"
"Ooooo... yes, sir!"
He left. I turned my attention to the executives around the table. There was a pause until Ms. Benson pulled her skirt to her waist and climbed onto the table and scooted down to me with her knees bent and spread wide. I looked hungrily at the spread pussy before me and had to lean over the table to get to it. That, of course, was an invitation and made clearly when Ms. Benson drew attention to that fact. Mr. Peterson was on his feet and at my butt as he was the closest. I was momentarily surprised when his cock thrust into my pussy, but who brings a tube of lubrication to a staff meeting? Maybe next time he will.
He fucked me hard, pushing my mouth into Ms. Benson's pussy with each thrust. I wrapped my arms around her upper thighs for stability and concentrated on the pussy at my mouth. I used my thumbs to open her lips and pull back the hood to expose her clit. I alternated from sucking on her clit and probing her hole with my tongue. All the while, I was being slammed by a cock.
Ms. Benson fell back onto the tabletop gasping and moaning as I added fingers into her pussy. Mr. Peterson slammed hard into me and I felt his cock pulse a moment before it climaxed, filling my pussy with cum. He was pulling out of my pussy but I continued tonguing and sucking on pussy and not disappointed when another cock quickly filled my pussy with a strong, deep initial penetration. Even if I wanted to glance back, I couldn't because Ms. Benson's thighs were clasped around my head as she raised her butt off the table and began shaking. I curled my fingers and began stroking her g-spot as I sucked hard on her clit. She exploded against my mouth, her legs flexing open and closed around my head, her stomach and legs shivering and quaking.
I dropped my head, my mouth slipping from the wet pussy, my nose sliding through the lips until my forehead resting there as my own orgasm rose within me. I slipped a hand underneath and stroked my clit furiously and burst in orgasm, my pussy clenching in spasms around the cock driving relentlessly in and out.
After he came in me, I was encouraged onto the table on my back, my knees raised and my butt pulled to the edge of the table. Another cock pushed into me and my upper body was pulled to the side of the table where another cock was waiting. I opened my mouth and moans escaped before being muffled by this new cock. Then it was a stream of cocks, enough that I was sure the two men I had sucked to climax under the table had come back for more. I was limp when it ended, a steady succession of cock quickly, urgently fucking my pussy or mouth.
I was assisted to a sitting position on the edge of the table. My heels had fallen off at some point and my stockings had slipped down my thighs unevenly. Glancing down I saw a small pool of cum already formed under my gaping, used pussy.
I swung my leg over to the side of the table in an attempt not to slide through the cum and found Mr. C standing ready to assist me. "Have fun?"
I gave him a tired but real smile, "Ohhhhh... yes, sir. I think I might have been successful."
He chuckled, "I know you were by the satisfied looks on their faces." He handed me a wet-wipe and paper towel and the two of us cleaned the tabletop. He wanted to talk to me about the Mountain West project. He stopped, though, considered my appearance and added, "Maybe you'd feel more comfortable after cleaning up?"
I thanked him and told him I wouldn't be long. I took a direct route for the doors and the showers. On the way, though, Mary intercepted me. She wasted no time in adding her bra and panties to her negligee outfit. By the time we were face to face, several others from the group also gathered.
Mary bubbled, "God, Abby... that was something." I must have shown my puzzlement. "That gang bang in the conference room. We haven't seen anything like that since..." she looked around at the others, everyone wearing smiles, "... since we all gang banged you on your promotion. And the executives, too." I gave them an embarrassed smile. I hadn't considered that the whole room could see what was happening inside the glass-walled conference room. I leaned into her and whispered that we needed to get together... private time for us. She blushed but promised we would.
When I returned to Mr. C's office, he looked up and smiled. "Feel better from your shower?"
"Yes, sir. Thank you. A shower and new stockings can make a whole new girl."
He laughed. "When that's about all you wear, I suppose." I had taken a chair opposite him. I sat straight backed so my breasts stuck out and my legs were crossed, though I used the slow, exaggerated motion to allow him to glimpse my pussy. I decided before that if I am going to be blatant in my dress (undress) I may as well be blatant but still giving off the impression of being discrete. Quite a trick.
After looking over my body for a moment, he seemed to remember he wanted to talk to me. "Right... okay, I've been thinking about what Sorenson said about the Greater Mountain West project and Harrison. Harrison is a tough bird. He still maintains much of the power but his two sons are essentially running things. As I said, Harrison is tough, but... he has a strong weakness. Everyone does."
"What's his weakness, sir?"
"Women to be blunt." He went on to describe that the old man likes women but has to be discrete about it because of his wife. Mr. C said he stumbled on it by accident but has used it in negotiation periodically by first arranging a hooker, then it escalated to higher class call girls and escort services. The problem, he said, was that the man continued to want more in the experience which ran it up to the escort level. Mr. C didn't see how we could get the opportunity to negotiate without appealing to the man's vice. And, since each time had required something about the woman that was a new intrigue for the man, Mr. C was especially concerned.
"Did you want to talk to me so you could suggest I do it?"
"I didn't..."
"I'll do it, sir."
"What? No... I didn't... I think you should think about this..."
"I have, sir. Just now. This will help the company, right?"
"Well, yes... but..."
"This will be a very profitable project that will be good for bonuses and shareholders, right?"
"Well, yes... but..."
"And... most important... this will make you happy."
"Abby, my being happy has nothing..."
"It has everything to do with it, sir. I would have thought you would understand by now that I truly meant it when I said I would do anything for you. It's the reason I am virtually naked more often than not. Mrs. C commented how much you like it."
"You and Samantha talk often?"
"Only sometimes... girl-talk, sir."
"Hmmmmm... how do I argue with girl-talk?"
"Exactly, sir."
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CHAPTER 9: THE NEGOTIATION
First Class! I never... ever... expected to ever fly First Class. But, here I am, sitting next to the very smartly dressed Alliance Corporation CEO. Of course, I think I am pretty smartly dressed, too. Mrs. C assisted with that by taking me shopping. Let's face it, my normal office attire would have gotten me arrested well before getting on the plane.
"Okay, sir... I think this works best if you introduce me at the beginning of the meeting as who I am, Abby Thomas, your Personal Assistant, blah, blah. At some point during the break, you find a way to drop of few hints... however you want to do it, I'm fine. After all, if this works, I am f-ing three guys," being careful about my words on the plane. I look up to him, "Four if you'll join in." I smiled hopefully. He chuckled.
He seemed to blush, too. I thought that was sweet. I think he was finding it embarrassing that we were planning how to use me sexually to get a project. It meant he respected me. It meant I wasn't just a floozy. Not that I really thought that of him but it's nice to have the validation. Besides, crazily, Mrs. C was so turned on by all this. She made me promise to relay every sordid detail. I think the coming weekend will be interesting. She's already made plans for me to spend the weekend with them. Girl-talk. Sordid, sexy girl-talk. And, despite the teasing, Mr. C doesn't mind. It generally leads to two naked women clambering after his body.
He grasped my hand. "It's not too late to change plans." I shook my head while holding his eyes with mine. "I'll make it up to you... somehow."
I leaned over and kissed his cheek, "You do about every day," while thinking of his cock and friendship with him and his wife.
"I didn't mean THAT."
"I know... but I do."
We drew looks as we made our way through the airport with our carry-on. It might have been our difference in age: father and daughter or... Part of it undoubtedly was my outfit which I thanked Mrs. C for. The dress was form-fitting, sleeveless, with a hem at mid-thigh. The bodice opened in front to dare anyone to not look at the cleavage presented. Mrs. C has pushed me to bras that cover and support my E-cup breasts but not quite enough support. The light dress material did little to provide any support so my breast had their own little dance going on. The outfit was finished with matching thong, thigh-highs, and four inch heels. I had leaned to a garter belt for the effect if the dress was removed later but the dress material seemed too clingy and I wanted a smooth look without the belt or straps showing.
We were greeted on the baggage level by one of the sons, Tony Harrison. We shook hands on introductions but I also stepped up to him, made sure my body touched his lightly, and kissed his cheek. It wasn't planned. It certainly wasn't a business greeting. It planted a seed of interest, though.
We were greeted outside the conference room by Mr. Harrison and the other son, Robert. I provided both with the same greeting, now feeling locked into it. In the conference room, though, I only shook hands with the others included in the meeting to be sure a distinctive impression was left with the Harrisons.
Mr. C made a point of including me in the presentation to reinforce the image of me being an integral part of his office. Of course, this was mostly for Mr. Harrison and his sons. The meeting was going well but I knew the real turning point wouldn't be occurring in the presentation but during the breaks and... if it got that far... later. At the breaks, when Mr. C stepped out with the three Harrison men, I mingled and engaged the others. That was easy with the men but the lone woman had a less positive reaction to the cleavage on display.
After the final break, Mr. C stood close to my side and whisper, "The three of them will be joining us for dinner at the hotel." I looked at him a little nervous. "Then... it's up to you." More nervous.
I almost didn't hear the rest of the presentation. My mind kept going to what I had gotten myself into. It seemed to me that the activities in the office... okay, and with Mr. and Mrs. C privately... was one thing but with strangers? My desire to be more explicit in the office despite changes to the code and my willingness (also desire?) to engage with everyone and anyone in the office even if it meant working overtime to keep up had me on occasion wondering about the term 'slut'. Was that me? Did I want that? Did it matter?
Then, I heard the applause and expressions of thanks followed by chairs rolling back and papers gathered. The presentation was over; the meeting was over. I gathered myself quickly and joined Mr. C to thank each of the attendees for the opportunity to present our position. Then, the awkward moment for me. The three Harrison men came last. I checked the doorway to verify we were alone. I shook their hands after Mr. C, then leaned forward to give each a kiss on the cheek and whispered, "I do look forward to dinner later and spending more time with you." The looks I received were engaging.
After being dropped off at the hotel, checking in, and finally in our room which was really a suite, I was finally able to say, "I'm going to take a shower, sir, before getting ready for dinner." He placed both roller cases on the king bed and unzipped them as I slipped out of my clothes and stepped into the bathroom. I quickly turned around, though, "Sir," I said with a throaty tone, "the shower is huge."
He looked my way as I stood naked leaning on the door jam. He smiled, "Huge, you say?"
I put my hand out and wiggled my index finger. "Huge... like something else..."
I stepped into the shower space, got the water temperature perfect, and toyed with the settings between soft micro-droplets, an invigorating rain burst of freshness, a relaxing rain shower, and an all-over gush spray like a fabulous waterfall. I settled on the relaxing rain shower just as Mr. C stepped in and wrapped his arms around me and nuzzled my neck. I pressed back into him as the water gently fell over us. His hands began a soft caressing and fondling of my stomach and breasts and my hands slipped behind to caress his hanging cock. As my fingers glide over his water slicked cock, his hands glide over my wet body. His cock quickly stiffened at my touch and I turned in his arms, pressing my breasts into his chest and my hips into his, feeling his hardening cock pressing and growing against my pelvis. With my arms around his neck and his around my body, we kiss under the warm water with kisses that grow from touches of lips to increasing desire, passion, and hungry need.
I sank down his body, alternating between sucking and licking the streaming water from his body with kisses until my lips and tongue encounter his nearly hard cock. I kiss the head before taking it in my left hand, holding it up to kiss and lick down the underside before doing the same up one side and back down the other. At the base, again, I lift his balls with my right hand to suck and lick them, taking each in turn into my mouth to suck and roll with my tongue.
I released his balls, lower the head to my mouth and engulf it between my widely opened lips and into my mouth. He gasped and moaned and staggered to the wall next to us where he leaned with his hands gently on my head as I mouth him in and out, my throat taking more of his cock with each inward move. It wasn't long, though, before he gently grabbed me by the shoulders and raised me up. He pulled me into his body and I felt my erect nipples pressing into his chest. He kissed me passionately and we were both panting when he broke the kiss and turned me and pressed me into the glass wall of shower. He nudged my feet and I eagerly spread them wide while wondering which hole he intended to invade. He doesn't spread my ass cheeks, though. He lowers and probes with his cock at my pussy and we both shift in small motions until the head of his cock sinks into my pussy. When he thrusts deeper, he presses me against the glass and, with eyes open, I gaze at the image reflected back to me through the long mirror over the sinks and counter. My breasts are plastered against the glass so even though the heat of the water has fogged the glass my nipples and squashed breasts are clearly visible.
I cry out as his cock sinks deep, fully inside me and the head presses on my cervix before glancing to the side and deeper. I hear him grunt as he drives hard and urgently into me. One of his hands drops down and around my lower body, his fingers finding my clit which he strokes and presses and pinches between two fingers. I groan and thrust my hips back at his powerful thrusts. The shower is a mix of our moans, groans, gasps, and grunts but also of the falling water and the squishing sound of our bodies as he impacts my ass.
I feel him. A magnificent feeling of being full of big cock and to feel it swell and pulse inside before spurting its cum as he presses deep inside. Not a moment later I orgasm, my pussy convulsing around his pulsing cock.
"Sir, what do you think?" He was nearly dressed but busy with his tie, his suit coat draped over a chair. I was standing holding two outfits. I had brought two for the one night stay. I could have worn the same dress from the meeting to dinner. It wouldn't have been wrong, but I brought two more with one for the travel back the next day. I held the two outfit up on hangers. One was another business suit with mid-thigh hem. The other was a mini-skirt and buttoned short-sleeved white blouse. I stood in black lace bra, thong and stockings.
"You're still ready to go ahead with the plan?"
I dropped both on the bed and walked up to him. I ran my hands up his chest. "I am, sir. Nothing has changed in my mind. If they go for it after dinner, it'll be a great win."
His hands had found their way to my hips. "In that case, I suggest the mini and leave buttons undone on the blouse."
I smiled, spun on my heels and hung back up the dress and finished dressing. The mini-skirt covered the lace tops of the stockings when I stood. I knew they would be peeking out when I sat. The blouse was unbuttoned nearly to my nipple line to provide plenty of visible cleavage. He smiled approvingly and offered his arm.
Dinner was going great. I was seated between the two sons and had them engaged the entire time. I would notice Mr. C and Mr. Harrison in aside conversation and sometimes with hushed comments while watching me. Harrison's seemed quite intent on me. After the main course and ordering after-dinner drinks, I watched as Mr. C made several motions, winks, and smiles at me. He was trying to send a message with subtlety and I finally got it when he used his head to indicate Mr. Harrison followed with a nod. I pushed my chair back, touching both sons' shoulders as I stood and excused myself with a smile to Mr. C and a quick glance to my chest. He nodded with a smile of recognition.
I scanned the exquisitely appointed women's restroom. It seemed empty. I took a deep breath and exhaled slowly to calm myself. I was about to take my dedication to Mr. C to a whole new level. I stared into the mirror at my reflection. Was their truly nothing I wouldn't do for this man, if he asked? He didn't really even ask for this. Not really. There had been a hint but I had followed it and made the offer myself. I could easily just left the hint hang. My fingers moved to the buttons. Two more buttons undone and the thin blouse gaped open to expose my bra underneath. And what about Mrs. C? She's gotten me to do this very tease twice before. My breasts were always something I was self-conscious about and she had turned that into flaunting. With my blouse pulled from my skirt and fully open, I see a smile form on my mouth. Mrs. C has been encouraging of my transformation. Between exhibitionism, threesome in their home, weekends with them, and encouragement to satisfy her husbands desires she was nervous to fulfill herself, she has helped to break down some of my boundaries. So, here I am. About to give these men the impression I may work for Mr. C but am also his slut. Though kind of true, it had always been something of an office secret.
Suddenly aware again of my surrounds, I quickly pulled the blouse off, reached back to unclasp the bra and drop it on the counter. I glanced at the door before lifting my breasts and muttering, "Here we go boys." I slipped the blouse back on, button up to my nipple line, then hiked my skirt up and pulled the thong down and stepped out of it. I stuffed the bra into my purse, considered the thong and had a different thought. I stood straight and appraised myself. I rotated my shoulders and saw the freedom my breasts had under the thin, loose material. I then released one more button.
I heard some voices outside and quickly picked up my thong and held it in the hand holding the purse. As the door opened, I leaned forward as though checking my lipstick and noticed the free movement of my breasts, the two women entering did, too.
I walked deliberately through the tables while being sure to slightly exaggerate my walk in the heels. I was aware of stares from tables as I passed but my attention was on our table. I had the full attention of all four men as I approached.
I caught the look on Mr. C's face as he mouthed, 'WOW'. I didn't need to look down, I could feel my breast saying and bouncing with each step as I approached. Mr. Harrison and his sons had been attentive to my looks before but that changed to something approaching lascivious. I stopped at the table near Mr. C so I was facing Mr. Harrison. I leaned over, one hand on the table and the other on Mr. C's shoulder. I had all their attentions.
"I had the impression you were about to propose something before I excused myself," I said loud enough for all of them to hear. I was well aware my position not only caused my breasts to hang within the thin blouse but for the blouse to gap open further as a result. I wasn't sure how much breast they might be able to see, if even the nipples came into view, but I was sure they gained significant view of my breasts. I sneaked a glance at Mr. Harrison, then his sons, to find eyes glued to my chest.
Mr. C seemed to have a bemuse tone in his voice when he responded. "We were talking about where we might continue the evening with a few more drinks. What sort of place would you suggest?"
I looked from Mr. C to Mr. Harrison. He seemed to have to force himself through sheer will power to take his eyes from my chest to my face. I stood and stepped around Mr. C to bend over next to Mr. Harrison. While moving, I shifted my thong from against my purse to my other hand. "Put out your hand, sir." He looked at me puzzled but did as I requested. Grasping the skimpy article of clothing by the narrow band at the side, I allowed it to dangle over his hand a moment before dropping it.
His hand closed around the material and for a moment was speechless, his eyes pointed down at his hand. Had I overplayed this? No. Without looking up, he muttered, "It's so wet..."
Again, just loud enough for our table to hear, "Yes, sir... and so am I." He looked up at me as if we were the only ones there and waited expectantly, hopefully, for something more. "Might I suggest we have some additional drinks in our suite upstairs? I think we'll find that much more comfortable and open to explore opportunities."
He nodded numbly and abruptly pushed his chair back from the table. Mr. C signaled for the check as I took Mr. Harrison's arm and we made our way slowly out of the hotel restaurant. We stopped outside the restaurant by the lobby to wait for Mr. C. I found the sons right behind us. Mr. Harrison had recovered by that time and playfully held the thong by the strap as I had held it butt now holding it toward his sons.
"Are you gentlemen in a hurry tonight?" I asked as my fingers undid yet another button of my blouse. There was now only one button remaining before disappearing into my skirt.
One of the sons responded, "We have all the time we... ahhh... we need to explore... what you... as you said... explore opportunities." I saw Mr. C standing behind them with a big, appreciative smile on his face. I smiled and hooked my arms into his and his father's arms. The effort more fully opened my gaping blouse. At that moment, an older couple was exiting the restaurant. She looked at me with shock and disapproval written over her face. He, however, glanced back several times while moving his wife in front so as not to see him. I winked at him and he looked away quickly, embarrassed at being caught looking.
Once again, I slipped my arms inside those of the two sons as we moved to the bank of elevators. As such, my blouse was again spread open further and my breasts swayed and bouced freely. The two men made no bones about looking, either.
Behind me, I heard a brief conversation between Mr. C and Mr. Harrison: It went something to the effect that he, Mr. Harrison, believed I was his associate by the comments and document reference support I provided. He asked if all this was flirt and tease or real. Mr. C responded that I was indeed a unique woman and he assured that, though I enjoyed flirting and teasing, I also enjoyed following through. How was it Mr. C found such a slut (a slut am I?) to be his associate? His good fortune, Mr. C responded.
It was almost 10:00 as we stepped into the elevator. I was laughing at something one of the sons said when I felt a hand on my shoulder as Mr. C pressed the button for our floor at the top of the hotel. Mr. Harrison said, "Joe says you like a challenge." I glanced at Mr. C, his face was neutral. I assured him I did. He smiled, reached out and unbuttoned the last button. His sons immediately tugged the tails of my blouse from my skirt and he finished unbuttoning the last buttons. My blouse was slid off my shoulders and I stood topless in the elevator among the four men. He looked at Mr. C as he openly fondled a breast, "One of your associates... this is far better than the last times." He then looked at me. "Do you think you can close the deal for your boss?"
I smiled and turned fully to him as my fingers worked the clasp and short zipper of the skirt. As I pushed the skirt over my hips, "If you allow me, I am sure I can provide an outcome that will be fully satisfying." Skirt dropped to the floor around my heels. He looked over my body as I stood naked in the elevator except for thigh-highs and heels. I stepped up to him, pressed my breasts into his chest, put on my hands on the sides of his face and kissed him. He took me in his arms and I reciprocated by wrapping my arms around his neck. I felt hands on my body as we kissed until the ding indicated our arrival at our floor.
I boldly stepped out of the elevator with the men following behind. I led the way down the hall to our room, nervous all the way that someone was going to suddenly come out of their room. Nobody did. I stood to the side so Mr. C could use a keycard to open the door. I saw, to my relief, that he had my purse and clothes. He softly touch my bare hip and gave a look but we were well past the point of turning back.
Mr. C fixed the drinks and I served them. Each of the men freely touched me. When they were all served, Mr. Harrison said, "You know what I've always wanted, Ms. Thomas?" I shook my head. "To be entertained by a woman masturbating." The comments about Harrison were true. He was a cold, hard man, not at all like Mr. C. I steeled myself, though, and avoided looking to Mr. C. We were past assurances and I didn't want to give the man the idea I wasn't ready to satisfy him.
I turned the coffee table so I could lie back on it facing him. Once settled with my legs spread wide and my shaved pussy opened to his gaze, I began by fondling my breasts, tweaking my nipples before sliding my hands down my body and between my spread thighs. I slid my fingers along my pussy, up and down, then through the lips, up and down. I was very wet and, without having to penetrate my hole for moisture, I stroked the outside of the clitoris. I was progressing much faster than I would to another woman but I knew what I could tolerate and wanted for this situation. My other hand left my breast and plunged into my hole. With my pussy and clit being stimulated, my eyes flicked open. I was nervous about seeing the men, wondering what they were going to be thinking of me. A slut, he said. Their eyes, though, were just full of lust as they focused on my fingers and on my body. Mr. C, though... Mr. C's eyes were on me, not my fingers or body. He was watching me, his face soft, warm, and caring. I kept my eyes on him for a moment before giving him a slight nod that I was okay. He returned a smile that seemed to release some relief in him.



I increased my efforts. If he wanted to see a woman orgasm while masturbating, I would give him that. I curled my fingers to stroke the top of my vagina, the g-spot, while my other hand stroked and pressed my clit on the outside. My hips rose off the tabletop as my arousal increased and I allowed the sounds and utterances to flow from my mouth.
About the time I could feel my orgasm about to crash over me, though, my fingers driving inside me were pulled away and lips covered my pussy, a tongue moving between my lips. I raised my head, surprised and curious, it was the older son. Something touching my cheek diverted me, again. I turned my head to find an average sized cock inches from me. At the verge of orgasming, I opened my mouth without thought and it was driven into it. I heard Mr. C comment that I deep-throat, though he didn't say the obvious to me: I can deep-throat him so this cock would be no problem. The younger son shifted onto the tabletop with me. I saw now that he was completely naked like me. Straddling me now, he began fucking my mouth which I kept open as the head moved through my mouth and over my tongue and through my lips I kept around the shaft. The head just reached my throat but not far into it. As he began fucking my mouth and my pussy was being eaten, I came. I exploded, actually. I grasped the head between my thighs and held it tightly to my pussy as I struggled to keep my mouth and throat open for the cock ramming in and out.
I could feel the cock in my mouth swell and pulse. I knew he was about to cum. Then, the mouth was gone. At that moment, another cock was thrust into my dripping pussy. I groaned around the cock in my mouth as the other cock was powerfully rammed fully into me.
As one cock began spurting cum into my mouth, I felt myself being pulled to the edge of the table for him to better fuck me. The action pulled me from the cock in my mouth and the last of the cum landed on my upper face and forehead. He used my hair to wipe his cock, then backed away.
The son fucking me increased his tempo and I raised my hips to meet his strong thrusts. My hands found their way to my breasts and nipples and my eyes locked on his, but out of the corner of my eye I noticed movement. The older Harrison was getting ready by removing his pants. Satisfied this was going the way we had hoped, I refocused on the one fucking me. I reached out with one hand to lay a hand on his shoulder while the other continued to squeeze a nipple and fondle the breast. His eyes flicked from his cock going in and out of me, my fingers on my nipple, and the lust-filled look on my face with his brother's cum on it. I clenched the pussy muscles around him and rotated my pelvis for different penetration angles for stimulation of both him and me.
My arousal was increasing fast. I slid my hand on him to my groin and stroked my clit. His eyes watched and I heard his grunting and panting increase. I squeezed around his cock and felt a sharp jerk and pulse.
"Cum inside me." He grunted and slammed in. "I'm... I'm almost there. Are... you ready? Cum... cum inside... me." He was slamming into me like he was trying to break through a barrier but Mr. C had changed my vaginal canal forever and this cock just moved in and out without butting into the top. I was close, though. I locked my eyes on his, "CUM! NOW!" And, he did. He exploded in a stream of semen shooting into my pussy. He grunted and groaned and slammed his cock as deep as he could while I raised my hips to meet his final thrusts and shook with another orgasm.
He collapsed forward onto me but was quickly moving. I opened my eyes to see the senior pulling with a hand on the son's shoulder. The man was also naked now and his cock was hard, though quite small. As the son pulled out and the senior's gaze became fixed on my open pussy hole, I had a moment of concern. Two quick orgasms and now the most important one has come to fuck me. I should have planned this better. I should have held off on the last orgasm. I wasn't used to being manipulative, though. I was used to just being used in whatever order or need the person chose. His voice broke me out of my brooding.
"On your hands and knees, girl. I like doggy style." I smiled to myself as I rolled on the tabletop to assume that position and spread my knees wide. A dominant man with short-comings in this department probably would want a position that subjugates the woman in the manner he was using it. My smile, though, wasn't only the recognition of what he was doing, but it also gave me a way out. I'd never faked an orgasm before. Never wanted to. Never felt I needed to. To please this man, however, I wanted him to feel his fucking had stimulated me, at least as much as his son had. On my knees and face hidden, I prepared myself for acting as his cock thrust into my cum-soak hole.
Later, "That was quite the performance," Mr. C softly commented as he came up behind me and cupped my breasts as I mixed new drinks for the Harrison men.
Without turning, I responded equally softly but with alarm, "Was it obvious?"
"Only to me, dear... only to me and only because I am so intimately familiar with your real orgasms. The look on his face after he came was perfect." He put his hand on my hip and stroked up my side. "How are you doing? Is this going to be a problem?"
"For us, sir? Never. I knew what this was about. Doing it doesn't change it." I backed into him and rubbed my ass up and down. "Will you be joining in the next time?"
He chuckled. "No, this is them. If you're up to it... after they leave?"
I giggled, "Sir... you should know better..."
We had a drink, then I refreshed their drinks and began sucking the Harrison men back to life. They fucked me on the coffee tabletop as before, this time all taking me from behind on my hands and knees. I was sure the men enjoyed the sight of my wildly swinging breasts. The senior was first and I used my fingers on my clit to bring myself to orgasm with him which seemed to please him immensely. When they were done... they were done... ready to leave. They insisted we walk them to the elevator which had more to do with seeing me, naked and freshly fucked with cum on the insides of my thighs, in the hallway. By this time it was quite late and the risk of encountering anyone else was very small.
When the elevator doors closed and they were gone, I turned to Mr. C. "What do you think, sir? Were we successful?"
"We? You. And, yes. Harrison gave me his acceptance while his sons were still using you. He was quite impressed. It seemed to convince him we would do whatever it took to take care of business." I reached up and wrapped my arms around his neck, kissing him and holding him tight with an overwhelming feeling of satisfaction and fulfillment. He cupped my bare butt, "You do enjoy being naked, don't you?"
I looked at the large window in the elevator alcove and saw our reflection clearly against the dark sky outside. "I really do, sir."
He chuckled as he slid my arm inside his and led me down the hallway, him dressed without the suit coat and me in only stockings. "You don't seem inclined to wear any clothing in the office." He patted my arm, "And everyone is appreciative." I just smiled.
He offered another drink but I wanted the bed. And, not to sleep. He may have gotten undressed and slipped into bed thinking that was the plan but I cuddled up to him, pressing my nakedness against his while kissing him softly, passionately, and softly, again. I rested my arm on his chest and my chin in my hand and gazed at him in the soft light of the city lights from outside.
"I have a serious question, sir." I could see him nod to continue. "I feel like my life is about perfect. I don't want to lose any part of it and I want to be sure I am being the best possible PA you could have. So, I want your honest, constructive evaluation and recommendations for focus and improvement. Can you do that for me, sir?"
"Where is this coming from? Did something happen to concern you?"
"No sir. I just don't want you to have any." I pause, "Or Mrs. C, sir. I mean she's critical in all this, too, right? I want to know if you or she has concerns."
"I can do that, Abby. But, to be honest... no... I commit to openly talking though I am not sure you'll hear much negative. You seem to be on top of everything for me."
I raised up and looked at him with a different smile of relief and hunger. "Speaking of which..."
I slid down his body while leaving behind a trail a kisses down to his soft cock. He moaned as I took the head into my mouth, then, "Ohhhh... Abby... speaking of... what? What did I say?"
I giggled around his cock, "On top of everything for you..."
"Do you have a limit? Haven't you had enough tonight?"
"Silly CEO-boss... as you said before, that was them." I sucked a few times, then, "This is us." He gasped as I took his cock deeper. His cock steadily grew in my mouth as his mind and body responded to my obvious desire and intentions. I licked along the entire length, licked his balls, mouthed his balls, and sucked the head of his cock deep into my throat. When his cock was rigid hard in its full 11 inches, I crawled up his body and straddled his hips. His hands came up to grasp my breast as I reached underneath for his cock, rise up over it, align it to my hole, and sink slightly.
"Ahhhhh..." I gasped in a long exhaling of breath as I felt his cock open my pussy wide, stretching it even after being fucked. I looked down after taking about half of his cock into me. I found him smiling up at me. "What?"
"That just sounded... I don't know... like real satisfaction... enjoyment."
"Hmmmm..." I rose up and sank down further leaving a few inches of cock still outside. "You know... I hope... how much I love and cherish you and Mrs. C as people and friends and how much I respect and am devoted to you as a boss..." I rose up and plunged the last inches into me, his cock head glancing off my cervix. "Sir... I do love you cock."
I began grinding my pussy over his cock, then rotating one way before reversing in the other. The feeling of fully stuffed by his cock was tremendous. I began lifting and lowering on it and he pulled me forward into a long, desperate feeling, consuming kiss. My hips were thrusting up and down over his cock. We were both moaning and groaning loudly and I thought we might cum just from that but he pulled in tight and rolled us. Now on my back, he began to powerful thrust in and out. My breasts went wild on my chest from his strong, forceful thrusts.
I began wrapping my legs around him but he intercepted them and placed them over his shoulders and he raised up on his hands and feet to thrust even harder and faster. I was gasping for air and so near an orgasm but I desperately wanted to cum with him. Then, he shifted, again. He pulled us to the foot of the bed, pulled me tight against his pelvis as he stood up. My legs wrapped around his waist as he staggered back against one of the walls... the open glass door out to the balcony. He leaned against the glass door and began bouncing me up and down on his cock. God! I thought he was already so deep inside but this...
I came like an explosion. I held tightly to him, my arms around his neck and legs around his waist as I shook and convulsed in orgasm. My eyes opened to find the sleeping city below us shrouded in deep darkness but tiny lights were flashing in behind my eyes.
He walked us back to the bed where he dropped backward and rolled us onto the bed where he again began furiously fucking me in long, strong, and fast strokes until he too erupted with cum washing over my pussy filling it with as much cum as the other three men had together. Or... at least it felt that way.
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CHAPTER 10: GIVEN MORE
"OH FUCK! Oooooooooo... OH GOD... OHHHHHH FUUUCCKKKK"
I was deep inside her flexing thighs. Mrs. C had begun orgasming minutes ago but I kept at her. Her hands and arms were flying, smacking the bed, her head was turning side to side, her hip rose and dropped, her legs flexed at the knees and dropped back straight, and her thighs were flexing together and apart. All the while she cried out with words and sounds.
I was stretched out on my stomach inside her legs. I had two fingers in her drooling pussy, not fucking her with them as much as concentrating a strong, aggressive action on her g-spot. My mouth was covering her clit, the thumb of my other hand pulling back the hood to expose the throbbing, engorged pleasure nub which was currently firmly between my front teeth while the tip of my tongue flicked at it furiously.
She's been orgasming in a steady sequence of rising peaks since the first one crashed over her. I'd never tried doing this before. For one thing, the office isn't conducive to spending this kind of time. Mary, sweet Mary, might permanently lose her mind with that very sensitive clit of hers. But, Mrs. C, I'd come to realize how much she enjoyed the dual stimulation of g-spot and clitoris.
Her hand landed on my head. They had been flailing about or mauling her own breasts but occasionally came to rest on my head. So far, she hadn't exerted any effort to push me away from her convulsing body... but I was waiting for it.
Her thighs closed around my head and her hips rocked side to side as the shouts and cries continued between gasping and panting. Then, I felt it... she pushed at my head as her knees pulled up and her rocking increased. I pulled my fingers and mouth away. She immediately curled into a fetal position on her left side while her body continued shaking, shivering, and convulsing. I crawled up behind her and spooned into her, pulling her in against me with an arm around her shivering body. I kissed her upper back, shoulders, and neck while lightly stroking her arm, side, and hip.
"God, Abby... I thought I might go crazy..." It had taken her a couple minutes to calm enough to get those few words out. She pressed back into me and raised her arm to allow my hand to slip underneath and cup one of her breasts. I simply cuddled her, my hand on her breast simply holding her, not fondling or stimulating. I waited with occasional kisses to her shoulder and neck.
Eventually, minutes later, she relaxed her legs and rolled over to face me, our faces inches apart. For a moment, she gazed into my eyes, then pursed her lips and I moved slightly to give them a kiss. She smiled and sighed contentedly.
"Thank you." I shrug. "No... not that... though... wow! No, I mean thanks for coming into our lives. Joe and I have talked about it. What you've done for Joe is startling and that has been wonderful for me. It feels like I have my man back." I start to deflect, but she interrupts. "Later." She spun around and bounced out of bed. "I'm hungry... aren't you hungry? Orgasms like that make me hungry. Does that happen to you? Isn't that funny?" I just watched with a bemused smile. "We're staying in, staying naked." She looked at me and clapped her hands. "Come on, girl! Up and at 'em. I want to see those boobs bouncing!" I chuckled and rolled to her side of the bed and bounced out of bed, too. She smiled as she watched my breasts.
"I'm home... where are you two?"
It was hours later and we were sitting on chaise lounge chairs sunning naked on the back patio. The back yard wasn't really private but we decided it was private enough if we stayed where we were. We were also sipping wine.
"In back, Joe. You're late."
He started apologizing as he approached the French doors, but stopped. "Whoa... the most beautiful site possible to come home to..."
Mrs. C smiled at me and giggled. I love her giggle. "Nice recovery, Joe." He came around in front of us and made no false pretense of not inspecting the naked flesh in front of him. My ankles were crossed and remained that way but Mrs. C dropped her feet off the side of her chair and stroked her shaved pussy. "She ravaged me, Joe. Most of the time you were gone... ravaged me. Three orgasms, I think. Who can count under those circumstances." She reached across the narrow separation between our chairs and rolled one of my nipples. "Can I keep her, Joe? Locked in the bedroom with me? Can I, huh, can I?"
Mr. C smiled at his wife and winked at me. "Once again, dear, no. I need her at the office, too."
She crossed her arms under her breasts and pulled up as if upset but kept her legs open. "Oh, pooh." Her face reflected how much trouble she was having keeping from smiling. "You just want her mouth, pussy, and ass near that cock of yours."
He stepped between our chairs and sat on the edge of hers, putting a hand on each of our bare thighs. He winked at me. These two were so playful. I loved being included. "Of course I do, dear. Just like you want her near your pussy." Mrs. C couldn't hold it back any longer and laughed as he slipped his fingers up to our pussies. I open my legs eagerly, of course. "Speaking of which..." I thought, speaking of which? "Have you talked to her?" Talked to me about what?
Mrs. C glanced at me before responding, "No, of course not, we agreed to do that together."
"What's going on you two?" He told me to be patient and assured me it was good. We had reservations for dinner.
I had just showered and drying my hair in the foggy bathroom of the guest suite when I heard a knock at the door which was partially open. I'm usually naked around them, anyway. Why close the door? I called out and Mr. C appeared at the open bathroom door. He handed me a small package and told me it was to be worn for dinner. He left and I continued with my hair.
* * * *
"It looks like a remote, Joe. You're giving me a remote?"
"For the vibrating egg I just gave Abby," he replied with a devious twinkle in his eyes. "But don't show it or use it until she agrees." She reacted with the same devious twinkle.
* * * *
Dinner was great. Of course, it was. He usually takes us to some of the best restaurants in the city. He shared, laughing, how his golf partners didn't want to leave the club because they were hoping 'that woman' might show up again. Mrs. C looked at me and wiggled her eyebrows. I smiled.
The waiter, again, showed up and stood off my left shoulder. He was doing that a lot and there was no mystery to any of us as to why. My attire was the result of urging from the two of them. My black mini-skirt was tight and short enough that the lace of my dark thigh high stocks was just visible as I sat. The white sleeveless blouse was loose and just sheer enough to hint at anything underneath which happened to be my nipples as I was not wearing a bra by their strong urging. The loose fit of the blouse assured that my large breasts had freedom to move on their own and was increased by the gaping resulting from leaving the buttons undone to the point below my nipples. Standing at my left shoulder allowed the best downblouse view due to the way women's blouses button. I could only pretend I wasn't giving him (and others) a display of my breasts.
We each bypassed dessert and opted for an after dinner brandy. After the waiter retreated with our order, Mrs. C exclaimed it was time and she couldn't wait any longer. I was confused, then remembered the earlier comment about saying something to me. Mr. C reached into his jacket and extracted folded sheets of paper. Sitting at a table for four with Mrs. C and I on either side of him, he placed the folded sheets on the table with his hand on it, moved it to me, and kept his hand on top of it saying it was the result of deliberate consideration and hopeful intention.
Even more confused, I took the sheets and unfolded them but held them close as our drinks arrived. It was two pages. It was written formally. The first line was really a heading in bold: Proposed modification of the Personal Assistant agreement between Abby Thomas and Joseph Cornell, CEO of Alliance Corporation. I looked up to find he and Mrs. C holding hands and watching expectantly. I pressed on by first scanning the top page.
"I don't understand," I mused almost to myself, "there are only minor modifications here about my time spent in the office and accountability of my duties. It suggests that I am only accountable to you, sir. I thought I already was." He just nodded and waited. Although that expectation was certainly true, my employment agreement was still set around the normal office hours which was a part of all such agreements. I saw nothing affecting salary or benefits. He nodded to the document. Okay... two pages. I turned to the second page.
Again, a bold heading for the first line: Proposed PERSONAL & PRIVATE Personal Assistant agreement between Abby Thomas and Samantha Cornell. I looked up at her and found a look of intense anticipation. I looked over at him. They both waited. I again scanned the document... maybe more than scanned this time. It briefly and loosely suggested an arrangement quite similar to mine with Mr. C but with Mrs. C to assist her in organizing, scheduling and coordinating her increasing community activities and assisting her in the performance of the duties of those roles. Very similar to what I was doing for Mr. C, basically anything he wanted me to do from filing and word processing to assistance in management, sales and negotiations. How would I possibly manage doing this for both of the them? Though loosely structured, there was much more. There was a substantial additional salary separate from Alliance. There was an offer of a work desk in the large office they shared in their home. In their home? Then, a few lines further... the offer of a bedroom suite across the hall from their own master bedroom... the suite I used when I spent weekends filled with play and sex. I looked up, again. They wanted me to live with them? Still, they waited. The offer of a new car for my personal use as well as for my duties. Blah, blah, blah. More words but of little impact... basically assuring of my freedom to live a life.
I took a sip of brandy... and another. I looked up. "You want me to live with you?"
Mr. C laughed, "That's the part that grabs you?"
Mrs. C took over, "That was my idea. You've spent time with us, already. You feel like part of us. We know you and trust you... I'll say it... we love you. You've made such a difference in our lives. We hoped you feel the same way." I nodded numbly. I did but this was a lot to take in. She went on, "Okay... I'll say it... I need help. I'm not Joe. I know that. But, he pushed me to get active, to use some of our money to help others, help the city and region. Turns out I like doing it and I have had some success and that speech you help me with increased calls for my participation and involvement. Abby, I need help... your kind of help... the way you help Joe by keeping his schedule, organizing him, proofing what he does."
We talked about it while having another brandy. She was right about how we felt about each other and the trust and respect. And, I have really enjoyed assisting her and having her bounce thoughts and ideas off me. Finally, I leaned forward and fixed a look on each. "I am honored... blown away... by the offer. To work closely with both of you would be... wonderful. How does it all fit into a day, though?"
"That's why you live with us," Mrs. C responded. "Look... Abby... when Joe and I started talking about this possibility, what first jumped out at us was that you are a young woman with a life just beginning. We get that. That's why we tried to make our idea as attractive as possible. But, as much to entice you, we wanted to be fair and build you a nest-egg for your future. We don't want to take over your life. It would kind of be like working in politics... always involved but without the politics." She smiled. "We understand this is temporary... you're young and will want to seek other options and opportunities. Until then, though..."
I looked seriously at both of them... again. "I feel like I would be a serious third-wheel in your relationship... an intrusion."
He laughed and put his hands on top of Mrs. C's and mine on the table. "Seriously? The way the three of us carry on together?"
"That's the other thing," Mrs. C offered. "The way you sex the two of us... we're excited to see where things might go... if you were really a part of us."
Maybe she could see my coming response from my face. She leaned over between herself and Mr. C and dug something out from her purse as I gave it a final consideration. I mean, really... I felt closer to them than I did to anyone, I loved working with each of them, I trusted both completely, and respected both fully. Besides, that guest suite was nearly as big as my apartment. I picked up the pages and scanned the second sheet once more, a smile easing bigger and bigger on my face as I did.
"How could I say, no?" A split second later... that egg I was still curious why he wanted me to put into my pussy exploded in furious vibration. I gasped. A low moan escaped but I couldn't begin to worry about any nearby tables hearing. My hands dropped the pages and grasped the edge of the table as I sagged forward, my mouth open with another gasp and sigh. Just then, the waiter returned, noticed my reaction (probably by gaping blouse, too), and asked if I was alright.
"Excitement, I think," Mr. C responded. I sure couldn't. "I think she is just overwhelmed. We offered her a new position. I think we'll get her home."
Home. FUCK. I forced my head up and plastered a smile on my face that I hoped was convincing. "Yes... a good... idea. Sorry..."
Mr. C asked for the check and Mrs. C rose to assist me up. After only a couple steps toward the entrance, I mumbled, "Can you turn that thing down a few notches? I might... ooooooo... I might..."
Mr. C appeared and took my other arm. Mrs. C brightly but softly announced, "I think she might actually cum right here."
"Maybe you should turn it down."
"No way. Let's just get her outside."
Fuck. I was definitely going to orgasm. They better hurry. They did. I staggered between them like a drunk. The large egg shape with a flexible antenna tail sticking out of me had apparently become wedge next to my g-spot when it suddenly became active... and it must have been set on high. The sensation immediately exploded inside me and hadn't let up since. My abdomen almost ached in desperate need to cum and I could barely concentrate on anything but that sensation including walking and the high heels didn't help much.
Reaching the car, I leaned my butt against it as Mr. C dug for his key fob while Mrs. C supported me. It was then I noticed a very devious smile on her face. Her hands moved to my gaping blouse, pulled it completely out of the skirt, unbuttoned the remaining few buttons before leaning over to kiss and suck each nipple. My brain struggled with a short conversation.
"Let's get her into the car before she starts wailing." "No, here, I want her to do it here." "Samantha... are you sure? Someone might come out any time." "She's an exhibitionist, Joe. She's just learning how much of one. We don't know what boundaries she has. She doesn't know. She's done everything we've suggested." "Okay, what do you want to do?" "Take off her blouse. I'll work on the skirt. But, hurry. I think she's going too explode like she never has."
God. They're going to strip me in the parking lot of a nice restaurant. They intend for me to orgasm in public... at night but a lit parking lot... ohhhhh... I'm sooooooo closssssse. I need... to cum... fuck... everything... else... I just... neeeeeeeeeed... ooooooooo... TO CUM!
A moment later my entire body shook and quaked. My legs sagged so both of them had to grab me and keep me off the pavement of the lot. I heard the start of a scream that was quickly muffle which made my gasping, panting breathing more difficult. Lips and tonuge were working my nipples while fingers were adding stimulation to my clit. It seemed I couldn't stop orgasming as wave after wave of the sensation crashed over me as the device inside me continued and was augmented by the touches outside me.
I woke in the backseat of the car. I was naked except for my stockings. What happened? I remembered in the next moments the dinner, the offer, accepting it, and then.... I pushed against the seat to look out as we passed the gate into their residential community. My words came out in a slur.
"What... what happened? Why am I naked?"
Mrs. C turned around, restricted by her seat belt. "You had quite an orgasm, dear. We'll explain everything in the morning."
The answer seemed to satisfy me as I let my head drop back. "Okay," I responded numbly.
* * * *
"Yes, sir?" I saw the light on the phone system blink off indicating Mr. C had hung up from a call followed by his voice calling my name. I rose from my own desk, grabbed the tablet to take any necessary notes or calendar checks, and moved to his open door. This morning I had opted for white: white lace choker, white garter belt, white sheer stockings, and white strap heels. While every other woman in the office opted for more covering, I remained nearly naked. Some days I was completely naked, including barefoot. I think Mrs. C was right about not yet understanding my boundaries. I really enjoyed exhibitionism.
"Do you need something, sir?"
"You."
"Oooooo..." I put my palms on the desktop and leaned forward. His eyes predictably moved from my face to my breasts as they hung and swung from the motion. He loved that and I knew it.
A huge smile covered his face. "Not that... not now, anyway. You do tease me." I took one of the guest chairs in front of his desk and readied the tablet for business. I crossed my legs as if I could be demure like I was dressed.
"It's not a tease, sir, when I will eagerly give it." He smiled as he nodded.
"This is about you not business." I closed the tablet and waited. What about me, I wondered. "I just got off the phone with my personal lawyer. You're free of the apartment and all your belongings are loaded and on their way 'home'." He emphasized the word home for significance. My own smile formed on my mouth. Whatever was coming, besides more work, excited me. Especially after what they had done to me at the restaurant recently. He slid a set of keys and fobs across the desk. I caught them and looked. He continued, "Your old car is being picked up as we speak and this car will be in the same spot in the parking lot."
I looked at the fob insignia. "A Lexus?"
He smiled, again. "What should I say? Your car needs to fit into my residential area or you deserve a really good car?" I was stunned. "Both are true."
"I don't know what to say, sir. I don't think all of this had really sunk in."
"Well... wait until Samantha gets finished with you." I looked up from the fob puzzled. "I suspect there will be clothes, etc. involved." I had no idea this was going to happen. I imagined using their guest suite like I had on weekends.
"I really don't know what to say, sir. I do know what I can do, though."
"What does our schedule look like?"
"An hour and a half before your call to New Jersey." I put the tablet on the other chair and stepped around his desk. As I did, he rotated his chair and I went to my knees, opened his slacks, took out his flaccid, magnificent shaft of pleasure, and smiled as my mouth moved forward to meet it. I held the shaft up and licked from the base to the head as if it were a gigantic, obscenely shaped Popsicle. Then, I licked down one side and back up the other. I paused, the stiffening cock in my fingers, my nipples erect, and pussy becoming wet. I looked up at him, "Is this going to work, sir?"



"It already is."
I giggled. "Not this," I responded with a kiss on the thickened head, "me living with you?"
"You're concerned?"
I nodded. "The last thing I want is to mess things up between you and Mrs. C."
He traced his fingertips over my cheek. "You really have no idea how much you do for us, do you? It was our idea, an idea that was really somewhat selfishly motivated. Our life has become very exciting with you in it."
I took his cock back into my mouth and, with more deliberate intention, worked it deep into my throat. In moments, it was rigid and his groans indicated a choice was needed. I pulled my mouth off his cock and began stroking it as I looked up. I stood slowly, opened the top right drawer of his desk and took the ever-present tube of lubrication from it. As he watched, I spread some on his cock and my asshole. I turned and leaned over the desk, my ass pointed at him.
"I want you in my ass, sir." I looked at him over my shoulder. "I want that feeling I get that I am yours... that you know I will do whatever it is you want." He stood, grasped my ass cheeks and spread them. His cock slid up from my pussy to my asshole and back down several times. I sighed at the feeling of imminent penetration there and sucked in a breath as I felt it press at the puckered hole. I grunted and groaned as he slowly worked it past the tight sphincter and stopped. I groaned as that area eased and adjusted. I looked back again as I eased my hips back further onto his cock. "I feel that way about Mrs. C, too, sir."
"I know you do, dear," he stated as he thrust hard nearly all the way into my ass. "That's one of the reasons the three of us are so good together."
I was getting fucked hard and deep. I must have really turned him on with the talk. I sagged to my elbows on the desk, my nipples grazing the desktop as they swung beneath me. I was oblivious to everything but the feeling of his cock sliding in and out of my tight ass, my stimulation rising to a fever pitch. Then, voices penetrated my mind but I chose to ignore them.
"Oh... sorry, Joe... should I come back?"
"Nonsense."
"She is hard to resist, isn't she?" Ms. Benson's voice.
"Too hard. But then I decided there really was no reason to resist." Several grunts. He smacked my ass. "She likes being fucked. Needs to be fucked." Grunts. "This... comes from her." Grunts. "And a hell of an assistant."
A chuckle from Ms. Benson. "Her mouth and tongue are pretty wonderful, too."
Then they talked business as I came on his cock. A piece of fuck-meat. A shameless slut who didn't care who saw her. But I wasn't only that... and they all knew that.
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CHAPTER 11: THE VIDEO
"Ms. Thomas?" I was stopped at the gate into the club community where the Cornell's lived.
"Yes, sir."
He smiled. "I'm not sir... just Al." Al was probably in his early 60's being a security guard for a bunch of rich people. I didn't see a gun as he stood next to the guard shack by the car. Probably had a hot-line connected to the police which was undoubtedly safer for him, too.
"Yes, sir."
He paused. "Don't see many like you around here. Politeness and respect seem to be out of style. Anyway... Mr. Cornell alerted me you would be arriving. He's one of the nice ones." He affixed a sticker to my windshield and handed me a magnetic card for the gate when it wasn't being manned.
Mrs. C was standing at the front door as I drove up. Al must have alerted her. She came out and stood next to my open window. She pointed to the remote on the visor that I hadn't even noticed until then. I pushed it and the far left garage door lifted. She walked behind me as I drove the my very new car into the garage of my new home. She waited as I gathered my purse and computer bag, then I followed her through the garage to the door into the house. We'd used this entrance before when I was them, of course.
She led me through the house along the familiar route to upstairs and the bedroom I would be using. I was expecting boxes but there was nothing out of place. I looked around puzzled and she laughed. Mementos were on end tables and arranged around the sitting room. The bedroom itself and huge closet was also decorated with my things and clothes hung up. My toiletries, etc. were in the bathroom. I looked at her puzzled.
"Oh, dear. You worked all day. I couldn't have you bothering with unpacking. I don't know if I got things where you want them but you can take care of that over time." I was stunned and gave her a big hug.
"What can I do?"
"Nothing for now," she said. "Joe is picking up meals for a quiet night home. It is a work night, after all." I smiled. This was all going to be so strange to combine Mr. C with work and home and adding Mrs. C.
"There must be some house rules or expectations? I mean, what happened on weekends was play; what about normal, everyday living?"
"Don't fuss yourself, dear," she came back with. "I know you. You'll help out around here; it's part of who you are." Then, she suddenly looked at me and a smile and look of awareness came to her. "Ohhhh... I bet you're also wondering about what to wear. Joe has his rules for the house and you've elected to remain basically naked even with the revised policy. Yes... remember Joe tells me everything and I tell him everything. So, around here... do what you want. You like being naked and we like seeing you naked. But, Abby, although you're a wonderfully exciting, sexy, arousing young woman to both Joe and me, that's not all you are to us; that's not the only thing about you we love. You have a wonderfully well rounded personality with wonderful ideas and thought and ideas and a contagious sense of humor and that surrounds a very actively sexual person. We love all of you, dear." She pulled me into another hug that was warm and inclusive. She whispered into my ear, "We want you here and we want you to want to be here. If this is your home, relax and act like it is your home."
"Thank you, ma'am." I kissed her. Not on the cheek.
She smiled, "So... you know my name is Samantha or Sam..."
"Yes, ma'am." She chuckled. I explained, "I am absolutely certain I am not submissive, ma'am. Mr. C has said the same as well as many of the VP's and Directors. With all of them I use 'sir' or 'ma'am' as respect for positions. I realized along the way that I use it with you two because I have a deep desire to please you both. I'm not sure what you'd call it. I don't know how to explain it more clearly."
"You don't have to explain it," she responded with hands softly holding my face. "Now... for dinner... let's surprise Joe with negligees."
"Ma'am, I don't..."
"Oh, yes you do." She led me to the other side of my closet where a wide variety of negligees hung on soft hangers. "I thought of a way you can wear something and still be exposed." I smiled as I fingered the very sheer garments.
Not many moments later, we heard the garage door open. She nodded as I picked up the drink we had prepared and strode to the opening to the dining room. As he entered the house, "Good evening, sir," I said as I held the drink out to him, then took the bag of food from him.
Just then, Mrs. C came out and welcomed him with a kiss, then stood back next to me. "Damn," he uttered. We both giggled. I wore a floor length gown tied at the bodice. It was very sheer and exposed the fact that I had nothing on underneath but my heels. The bodice was loosely tied (Mrs. C's idea) and displayed a deep cleavage of bare breast and chest. Mrs. C wore a similar gown but semi-sheer that hinted more than blatantly exposed her nakedness underneath. She admitted she hadn't been much of an exhibitionist and the idea of dressing like this with the lights glowing and drapes open made her a bit nervous but very excited, too. And, she knew Mr. C would like it very much.
Mr. C's eyes wondered over his wife's and my body throughout dinner. We made it an early night. And... I didn't sleep in my new bed.
The next night Mr. C had the game of the week on ESPN when Mrs. C came into their large family room from behind. "Have you seen Abby, dear?"
I didn't hear anything from him but I felt his hand leave my bare breast, rise up and point down. I was lying on the sofa next to him with my head in his lap sucking his cock exposed through his loosened slacks. I heard her walk around the sofa, then, "So... I should have known..." I smiled around the cock in my mouth. I wasn't working hard at sucking him but rather just enjoying the feel of his cock in my mouth while I teased him with my tongue and sucking while he watched the game.
"Are you really interested in the game, dear? I thought we could show Abby the video," she suggested.
"You mean THAT video?" he asked.
"Yes. I think she'd find it interesting. Abby, dear, you can watch the TV while doing that can't you?"
"Yeth, mawwm." It's hard to talk with a big cock in your mouth.
I re-positioned myself for a better view of the large flat-screen on the wall as his hand returned to my bare breast. The video started with credits and Mrs. C sat on the sofa by lifing my legs and settling under them. Her fingers roamed between my legs and I obligingly opened them to allow better access to my pussy as he was fondling my breast and rolling and pulling on nipples. I am naked as much in the house as I am in the office and the two of them are not at all shy about taking advantage of it.
I missed most of the credit... even the title... but was drawn to the appearance of the female porn actress leading her partner through a door into what appeared to be an apartment. They kissed and felt each other up. My attention went from the cock I was sucking and the video. I was waiting for the action to really start and wondered why Mrs. C was so interested in showing the video. I didn't really need the stimulation and I hadn't thought either of them had with me around, either.
But then... my eyes opened wide as I stared at the screen. My mouth had stopped moving or sucking on his cock. For a moment, I lay there staring and not quite believing what I had seen. I waited for verification. Then, I got the verification as the camera seemed to finally settle on the man involved. I pulled back with his cock falling from my mouth.
"You!" I turned to look at him, "That's you!" I turned to Mrs. C who was smiling. "Ma'am... him... that's him." She just chuckled as I turned to Mr. C, "You... oh... my... God... you fucked a porn star!"
He didn't say anything. Neither of them did. They didn't have to. It was all up there on the screen as he slipped the same cock I was sucking into the hairless pussy of that porn star. He didn't allow me any more distraction, though. His hand pressed my head down and my mouth opened wide to take his cock back in. I began sucking and moving my mouth over his cock... the same cock I was watching on the screen... going in and out of that pussy. When the camera went in for a super closeup, I could almost feel it myself from the many times it had been inside me and all the while Mrs. C's fingers played over me.
When he came in my mouth, his cock was in my throat. I felt the pulse preceding his climax but risked holding it in my throat as the first spurt went directly down my throat. I pulled back gasping, some cum escaping my mouth as he delivered the next spurt. It was another first and very exciting.
I was still licking his cock in a more idle manner as the movie ended with a climactic ending of Mr. C cumming on the face and tits of the actress. Mrs. C never stopped playing with my pussy the entire time and had three fingers jammed inside. She grabbed the remote with her free hand and the screen went dark.
"Bend over the coffee table. It's your turn, Abby." He just came. What did she have in mind now? As I took the position she requested, my bare ass pointed at her and knees spread wide in preparation... of what I still wasn't sure. "This is something I've wanted to try for quite a while now. And, I think only a slut can manage it. You are a slut, aren't you, dear? You are our slut?" I nodded. Even more confused of what she was intending. But, as ever, ready, willing, and trusting in her as much as I was in him.
I felt her fingers return to my dripping pussy. She shifted to her knees behind me and it soon felt like three fingers were again moving in and out. I glanced back over my right shoulder and found her intent on what she was doing, her eyes fixed on her fingers moving in my pussy. I noted Mr. C stroking his limp cock in his hand.
Then, she shifted and added another finger, four fingers moving inside me, opening me wider and, with all the manipulation while I sucked Mr. C, those four fingers moved easily in and out as my pussy opened more.
Her fingers came out. When they returned, they felt bigger. That was when it hit me. Fisting. She wanted to put her hand inside me. God. I should never explored porn sites with her for ideas.
I felt her opening my pussy wider and wider as she worked her fingers in to the knuckles at her hand. I groaned as my head sagged and dropped to the tabletop. "Oh fuck..." I moaned.
"Almost there... just... a little... bit..."
And she was in. Or, rather, her hand was fully inside with a sudden push through like jamming a ball or apple up inside. At one moment I was being stretched wider and wider, a feeling of intense stretching, then the stretching feeling gone but feeling stuffed. Her hand inside me! What a slut! The office truly had opened a world unknown, unexpected, unanticipated to me.
"I did it!" she exclaimed from behind me as I leaned over the tabletop gasping. "Look, Joe!" Her excitement at achieving it drew a boisterous laugh from him.
"I think, dear, the wonder is that she managed it without screaming."
Mrs. C giggled as her hand began moving inside me. She opened her fingers and wiggled them as her hand turned and rotated inside my pussy, her fingertips stroking the walls in every direction. She pushed deeper and I felt her fingers at my cervix. I gasped as a fingertip caressed the tight opening before bumping that spot only Mr. C had reached, another erotic spot located at the cervix. I moaned as she probed, hitting that spot over and over. Then, I felt a finger probe the cervix opening, pressing at it, rotating, and pressing. I moaned more as I felt the opening giving and her finger continue to probe and press.
"Ohhhh... Goddddddd... what... are you... OHHHH FUCCKK!"
Her finger gained entrance, slipping just the tip past the opening. My breath escaped me as her fingertip flexed. She pressed harder and more finger passed in before she pulled part way out and pressed by in.
"Joe," I heard her say as I gasped and moaned, "I'm fucking her cervix."
"That's why she's moaning so much."
Something bumping my forehead, nose, and eyes. I opened eyes to find a very hard, massive hard-on. I raised my face with an open mouth dutifully and it passed through my lips into my mouth to the entry of my throat. A hand in my pussy, a finger in my cervix, and a massive cock in my throat. I couldn't concentrate on any particular stimulation as they each seemed to overwhelm each other for attention.
"I have an idea, Joe," she commented as if she was about to suggest something for dinner.
I felt him lean over my back, his cock driving a bit further into my throat in the process. Whispers were exchanged and, though they were just above me, I registered none of it as my body was building to an explosion point.
Suddenly, the cock was pulled from my throat and mouth. I gasped for air and nearly came when she changed position while keeping her hand in my pussy which caused new contact inside and the heel of her hand jamming against my g-spot. A moment later I felt my ass cheeks spread and my asshole being probed. OH FUCK. Her hand in my pussy and he's about to penetrate my ass?
It was tight... very tight... and I cried out as the bulbous head of his cock stretched and abruptly drove past my sphincter. He was inside my ass... she... her hand was inside my pussy... I had never felt so full! I exploded in orgasm. My mouth gaped open but no sound escaped as it seemed there was no air left in my lungs. My entire body quaked. They never stopped, though. Her hand and fingers began moving, again. Then it hit my... her fingers were stroking his cock as it moved through my ass. Her fingers in my pussy were stroking his cock in my ass!
Her fingers moved with his cock at times and again bumping my cervix. I shivered, again. Minutes passed... I had no idea how many really as my body reacted to all the stimulation as they performed their strange, obscene, and very erotic and stimulating hand-job-fuck.
I was being pummeled by hand and cock. My head and upper body had collapsed to the table, my ass obscenely presented to them for their use. And use they did as I felt him stiffened and jerk and pulse in my ass and her hand, sensing the same, began stroking faster and more firmly as he fucked harder and more powerfully. All the while the actions of both separated only by that thin membrane between the two chambers.
I felt him explode, a strong stream of cum propelled into my ass. She must have felt or sensed it as she seemed to try to grasp his cock to stroke it. That was when I came, again. She wasn't done with me, though. Even as her husband was still releasing the last of his cum into my ass, her hand left the cock and probed for my cervix, finding it, and slipping a finger back inside. This time, though, she pressed more firmly to drive the finger inside. The orgasm I was already riding spiked even higher. I cried out. As the cock pulled from my asshole, I collapse further but her hand and finger remained as she continued to fuck my pussy and cervix, her knuckle bumping that spot deep inside and the heel of her hand pressing on the g-spot. I continued to experience peaks of glorious orgasmic surges until I lost all ability to support myself.
I was barely aware of her hand pulling from my pussy and being rolled over onto the rug. My awareness came back slowly. My head was resting on someone... my body was being softly and lovingly caressed and stroked. Mr. C cradled me on his lap on the floor. Mrs. C lay next to me lightly touching and stroking me.
I looked from one to the other. I opened my mouth to speak... then tried again. "That was so... fucking freaky..." A smile grew on my face as the feelings surged back to awareness. "God... that was amazing!"
They both laughed. Maybe partially in relief...
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CHAPTER 12: THE OFFICE CHANGE
Months passed and there were even fewer employees who fit under the dress code to be mostly naked. Sex was still an active part of the day but there was a subtle shift as people moved into offices, the break room, and even into the locker room by the elevators. With the change in blatant nudity evident, people were shifting from blatant sexual acts. I, however, continued with my preference of nudity in the office and willingness for being fucked or giving blowjobs anywhere and everywhere. I loved it. I loved everything about the overt exhibitionism the office allowed me. It seemed I couldn't get enough of it and I was fucked several times a day at work, blowing or eating several others, and enjoying the sexual attention of Mr. and Mrs. C at night in our casually sexual life.
All that seemed to threatened to crash to a stop.
"Sir? Is something wrong?" I entered his office unannounced as was my practice. He turned from the window he stood before, allowed his eyes to slowly, appreciatively, moved down and up my body, and gave me a smile that lacked his usual. I was dressed. Well, as dressed as I might be in the office: white heels, sheer white stockings, garter belt, and a string of costume pearls hanging between my large breasts. It was one of his favorites, drawing attention with white to all the 'best parts of a woman' as he liked to tease me. And, given my joy of using all those parts for the delight of others, I took no offense to the tease.
He put his arms out and I knew something was indeed wrong. I stepped into his arms at the window and into his embrace. A hand slid down my bare back to my butt. As I pressed my hips into his, though, I did not find the hardening of his massive cock. Something was quite wrong.
He parted his body from mine enough to look me in the eyes and to allow his hand to go to a breast. The act seemed to happen without thought or intention. His hand touched me as he did whenever my body came close to him but there was no sexual hint to the act this time. Something quite wrong, indeed.
"We're being sued... I'm being sued." He moved to his desk and plopped down into the chair. I watched in something of shock. This man had control of everything. I had never seen him like this before. I took one of the guest chairs in front of his desk and slowly opened and crossed my legs as I often did to tease him. He seemed to be looking at my face but his focus seemed to be on something a long way beyond me. I had never failed to draw his eyes to my shaved pussy before.
I mentally ran through the risky projects I was aware of and he saw my mind working. "No... not project... internal... within the office." I looked back at him in confusion and stunned amazement.
"Sir... sexual harassment? We all knew what this office was. We all agreed to it without intimidation. We could always leave or take a transfer. Sir... we all signed a contract AND a nondisclosure. Sir..." My thoughts shifted. Then, awareness. "Candace?" He nodded.
She had been acting differently of late. She had been in the office long enough to be fully dressed. I had seen her go off with men to the break room. I knew she was still sexually active. It didn't make any sense. What could be her basis for suit? Couldn't she be sued in return for breaking the NDA?
"It's a gamble for her but she doesn't need a sound basis. She's gambling I won't want what we've been doing in this office to go public. She's gambling the Board and the public would predictably respond with outrage. She's right. If I fight it, everything comes out in court. Even if the court finds her without cause. If I sue her, the same thing happens. She knows I am stuck. She also knows my bigger concern might be the people out there who will be exposed as being part of it."
I sighed. "She's right about that, too. That would be your greatest concern... the people who followed you into this with trust." He nodded. He asked me to call a meeting of all his staff for a time as quickly as possible given the schedules. Human Resources, Dan, would be critical.
I stood next to Mr. C as his staff entered the conference room and took their seats. Most of them bypassed the look on Mr. C's face and initially focused on my exposed body, a regular sight but one not ignored. I was, of course, the only one naked. This time, though, that fact was not stimulating to me.
Mr. C didn't waste time. He explained the situation and the obvious ramifications. The group was stunned but quickly responded with calls for immediate legal retaliation. Calmer consideration took over as the implications of action sank in. Finally, Mr. Peterson offered, "We negotiate. We find some common ground for keeping this quiet."
Dan, HR, added, "We invite them in for a meeting. We immediately change our policies. No requirements for nudity, partial undress, sexual activity. We make the immediate change and bring them in. If her gripe is truly harassment, show her legal team it wasn't our intention."
Ms. Benson blurted, "She can't work here."
Mr. C leaned back. "I'll setup a meeting here... without our lawyers. We'll try talking this out, first. We won't fire her, though. That would send a message of retaliation. Suggest she take some time off from the office... with pay. Suggest it is for her own good... make it sound temporary."
Within the hour, anyone in partial dress was fully dressed. There was a lot of grumbling as the day wore on and there was no sex. Mr. C's experiment seemed to have been true. Sex among co-workers was an ideal tension reliever and the attitude of the office reflected the lack of having it.
I walked into Mr. C's office to confirm the meeting with Candace's lawyer. He looked up and leaned back. "I thought there wasn't to be any nudity."
I smiled and gave him a bit of a bounce to jiggle my breasts. "The new policy eliminates the REQUIREMENT for nudity or partial nudity. It says we should dress as appropriate." I held out my arms, "This is how I choose." He chuckled.
"You know I'm not complaining but when they come in for the meeting you have to be dressed."
I gave him a pout, "Oh pooh..." He chuckled, again.
When Candace strutted into the open office area with her lawyer alongside her, she received immediate and unveil looks of scorn from her former co-workers. The lawyer was a man no taller than she, more than a bit overweight, balding, and wearing a poorly tailored suit. Not impressive. Maybe he was better than he looked... some people were. Maybe his fee was all she was willing to gamble with. They were right on time as they strode down the center of the room for the conference room where Mr. C appeared. I watched from my desk as they shook hands. His face reflected the hurt when he greeted Candace.
I waited as planned. This was intended to be an introduction for all to be familiar with the situation. Mr. C's lawyers didn't like it. They were worried about giving too much information that could be used or explained. Mr. C had respected Candace... disappointed now but he didn't want to hurt her. Everything I learn about Mr. C brings more to appreciate and respect and love.
My interoffice phone buzzed. I answered and stood, taking the prepared files off my desk. When I entered the conference room, closing the door behind me, the lawyer gave a double take when he saw me, then continued to stare. Candace grew angry by the reaction and blurted out, "There's the slut."
I stopped next to Mr. C and bent over at the waist to place the files in front of him. I was careful to be positioned so I directly faced the lawyer. As I was bent over, I felt my unencumbered breasts hang and swing. I was dressed as requested but dressed specifically for this meeting. I wore the shortest pleated skirt I had without panties. On top I wore a blouse tucked into the skirt but completely unbuttoned. Thigh high stockings that weren't covered by the skirt and heels completed the outfit. When I stood upright, my large breasts had parted the blouse and were in full view. I looked at the lawyer who couldn't take his eyes from my exposure and replied to Candace while looking at the lawyer.
"Yes..." I chuckled, "I guess I probably am a slut. I make no pretense or apology for liking sex and being an exhibitionist. Though I would have liked my jobs here, anyway, the policies Candace is referencing made the office perfect for me." I walked to the lawyer with one of the files and bent over alongside him, one breast swinging out and grazing his cheek. I could see the tension in him to resist turning his face into my breast flesh. In that moment, I knew what I would recommend to Mr. C. I stood and resumed my position next to Mr. C. "But everyone here is a slut in some form. Everyone here came into the office to experience freely given and received sex without complications or connections. Sex is used around here like some places use exercise breaks or meditation rooms. Yes, there were requirements because to be here meant everyone would participate. AND..." looking directly at Candace, "... everyone freely and eagerly participates."
The lawyer stuttered and I smiled as I looked down, then apologized and pulled the blouse over my breasts. "Sorry, I do sooooo enjoy the feeling of braless." Mr. C's hand stroked my leg behind the cover of the tabletop. That was the signal not to push too hard or too far.
The next meeting was set a week later. This time, though, it was arranged for the meeting to be with only her lawyer and Mr. C., expressed as another attempt to possibly negotiate an equitable solution for everyone. When the lawyer stepped from the elevator, he was greeted by Marie who volunteered for the role. She was dressed impeccably, quite a contrast to the bra and panties she still had enjoyed wearing (not being quite the blatant exhibitionist I was). She led the man to Mr. C's office and closed the door quickly behind him. He had stopped in his tracks upon entering and the closing door nearly hit him.
"Thank you for agreeing to come. Mr. Cornell was called away on some urgent family matter. Nothing else would have kept him from this meeting." I had convinced Mrs. C that, after weeks of experimentation alongside me, it was time for her to show her husband just how much she loved everything we had been doing. That translated into a full day of the two of them fucking and loving We all felt that qualified as an 'urgent family matter'. Knowing Mrs. C, I had no doubt of her success and the eventual fucking during the day in various other rooms of the house.
What caused him to stop, though, wasn't just my sitting behind Mr. C's desk. I stood from the desk and walked around the side to greet him. I was naked. Nearly so, anyway. I wore another white outfit of heels, thigh-high stockings, and lace choker around my neck.
"You... you're... you're naked," he stuttered out.
"Yes, sir." I held out my arms for effect, "This is the way I enjoy being dressed for Mr. Cornell in the office. He enjoys it, too. I hoped you wouldn't mind and would appreciate the experience of what this office environment really was." I extended a hand to the couch as I moved to a chair opposite it across the small coffee table. He sat as I did. I gave him the same move Mr. C enjoyed: a slow and deliberate opening and crossing of my legs that fully exposed my shave pussy for a long enough look to appreciate. His eyes were riveted on that spot until it disappeared, then nervously looked up to find me smiling. "It's okay, sir. There isn't harassment here. When a woman exposes herself in open nudity or... what I just did... it is merely part of what we are. When a man exposes himself with a hard cock, it is validation of mutual desire. Everyone here has the same interest, the same openness, to sex and the body."
He cleared his throat several times. "Well, clearly... uhmmm... clearly not everyone... surely not everyone feels the same..."
I stood, again opening my legs for a peek, and retrieved a file folder from the desk. The folder was an inch and a half thick. I measured. I brought the file to him and bent to offer it to him. He fumbled it as my breast hung and swung in front of his eyes.
I retook my seat. "I know, sir, you've taken the responsibility to represent her interests in this suit. I have been made aware by attorneys that you may not even care about the validity of the suit... you represent her regardless." His eyes met mine and I could see I had hit the mark. Gerald Olsen. Our research indicated he was a modest lawyer doing modest legal affairs but his reputation was one of ethical representation and working hard for his clients. "That file, sir, contains voluntary statements from nearly everyone in the office who had contact with Candace. When I say 'contact', I obviously don't mean work related but sexual contact."
He opened the file and began skimming the sheets inside. Sheet after sheet and he began to take in more of what was presented on the sheets. He began looking up at me as he turned the sheets, his eyes frequently dropping to my breasts or body.
"Are they all like this?" He hadn't penetrated half way through the file. "This isn't what she said."
"I'm sure," I assured him.
"She said she felt trapped by the environment, forced by management and peer pressure, afraid of losing her job... this all suggests something different."
"Yes, sir. Those sheets... testaments to Candace's participation... tell how much these people found her not only involved in the activities but her openness and willingness. You may have noted the frequent references to her action generally being about her pleasure. She rarely merely gave head to a guy or ate a woman's pussy. Those acts would reflect someone interested in giving pleasure. She insisted on being pleasured." He looked me in the eyes. "That, sir, is not the impulse of being forced or coerced."
He dropped the file on the coffee table. "I don't think I need to read more of these." As he considered me, I could see his eyes traveling more freely, less embarrassed by looking. His eyes moved from my breasts to my face. He smiled, "So... this is negotiation? What are you suggesting?"
I uncrossed my legs and this time his eyes moved quickly to the V between them. I allowed him a good look. I rose and moved to the couch next to him. I took his left hand and moved it to my bare thigh as I placed my right hand on his clothed thigh.
"I imagine that about now you are fantasizing about what it would be like in your office." He visibly tensed and I felt his leg tighten. He didn't deny it so I pressed on. "Do you have a woman or women in your office?" He nodded. "Do you tell them how pretty they are or what you like about their body or how attractive or whatever they are?" I smiled. "Of course not. Many of those things could lead to what Candace is saying about our office, isn't it? Of course it is. But, we have that freedom. Can you imagine what men here might say to me?" He shook his head but was clearly hoping I would tell him. "They like my large breasts. Not a surprise, huh? They like to see them swing and bounce. They comment on how wet my pussy always seems to be any time they touch it... which happens a lot. I like it. I like that men find me sexy and arousing. I like that I turn men on. I like to give pleasure and to receive it. People here do and is why they took the job. Just like me they like sex. Just like Candace."
I opened my legs and slowly slid his hand up my thigh until it was almost touching my pussy. I looked into his eyes. "You think my pussy is wet now? I bet you're wondering how it would be to work in an office with women who were like us."
"This is part of the negotiation? Shouldn't we negotiation something, first?"
I smiled and moved my hand higher up his legs to his crotch and felt his hardness inside his pants. "Think of this as our 'understanding each other' phase. I trust you to work with me."
His fingers were shaking as they moved inches closer to my pussy. I shifted slightly and contact was made. His fingers twitched but remained. I leaned into him to kiss his cheek and whisper, "So... what did you find?"
"You... you are... wet..."
I kissed him on the lips. "That's because I am turned on. This is very erotic, don't you think? You're the lawyer of someone who wants to sue us and I am naked with you in our offices. There are people working just outside that door. People who might here us if..." I stroked his hardness. It wasn't large but it was hard. "It feels like we shouldn't do this but... but I want to. I want to do it with you... to show you what all this is like. You might understand us better, then. Do you think that might happen?"
He nodded numbly. I put his other hand on my breast and it squeezed the flesh on contact. For a moment I let him play with me, his fingers along my pussy and his hand fondling my breast. I kissed him, again. Then, with our lips touching, "I want to suck you. Can I suck your cock? I want to feel it in my mouth, on my tongue." He nodded.
He seemed a bit dazed as I slid from his hands to kneel before him. I worked his belt and zipper, tugging his pants from under his butt to expose his average sized cock. I took it in my hand and smiled up at him. I licked up the underside as my eyes kept contact with his. Then I shifted, turning my attention to take his cock into my mouth. I sucked and licked the head before taking it deep into my mouth. I heard him gasp and moan as my mouth worked down and up over his cock. I felt him tense and his cock pulse. I quickly pulled my mouth off while keeping a hand slowly moving up and down over it. I licked my lips.
"Mmmmm... I like this but... but what would you like? What would you really like?" He looked shell-shocked. This was a proper, ethical man. No way was he going to blurt out his desire to a naked woman like me when harassment was the word of our meeting. "Mmmmmm... I could keep doing this until you give me your cum. Or... you could have may pussy... or ass?" His eyes opened wide at the suggestion of my ass. I gave him a smile and took his cock back into my mouth and fucked it down and up several times. "You seem like quite a proper man... straight-laced experiences." He was holding his breath, allowing it leak out of his lungs before gulping a great volume back in. "No woman has ever given you her ass, have they?" He shook his head, his eyes wide in shock, disbelief, or anticipation.
I kissed the head of his cock, stood, bent over to allow my breast to hang for his view while reaching for his hands to pull him from the couch. His slacks slid down his legs to his feet. I slipped his jacket off his shoulders and arms, his tie loosened and off, unbuttoned his shirt and pulled his undershirt over his head. He had a pot belly and his muscles were soft but his body showed the remains of what must have been a much more athletic person. I kissed him on the lips, my tongue sliding over his lips, my breasts and erect nipples squashed against his chest. He moaned into my mouth as my hand snaked between us and I gave it several more strokes.
I helped him out of his shoes and pants and underwear pooled at his feet. I led him closer to the desk, then moved around the desk to open the side drawer for the ever-present tube of lubrication. I moved around to his side of the desk and handed him the tube.
"Cover your cock, then around the outside of my asshole... and push some inside." His mouth fell open and he gazed at the tube in his hand. The poor man couldn't believe what was happening to him. His mind had to be a swirl of conflict. He had come here to discuss a harassment suit. He found himself with a busty, naked woman. He had his cock sucked hard. Now... now he was about to fuck her ass? But this was real. She was in front of him leaning over her boss's desk with her hands spreading her ass cheeks. He'd only ever heard about fucking ass... how tight it was... how much more stimulating it was. Could he not do it?



I knew he was confused by the turn of events from when he planned for this meeting. I also knew he was overwhelmed by what we were about to do. It was all working to my plan, though. Mr. C might not have been as convinced as I was about this but he also appreciated the very real effect I had on men... and women.
Patiently, I waited with my asshole opened to him. Finally, it happened. I felt the cool gel pressed over the tight opening, then a finger pressing there. I nearly chuckled when I heard, "Just push a finger inside with the gel?"
I looked back over my shoulder. His eyes flicked from my asshole with his finger poised there to my face peering at him. I nodded. "Push one finger in, then add more lubricant and push two fingers in." I smiled over my shoulder. "Don't worry... I like it."
His eyes refocused on my asshole and his finger finally penetrated inside. It stayed there, just inside, for moments as if he couldn't believe it. Then he pushed in further and sawed it in and out before pulling it out, adding more lube, and pushing two fingers in. He was involved now. His fingers moved smoothly in and out until I told him to use his cock. He quickly pulled his fingers out and placed his cock at the same hole. I felt the slight resistance of my sphincter but only slight as it was more used to Mr. C's giant slamming into it. For effect, though, I gasped as the cock head opened the sphincter and popped inside. He groaned and groaned again as I used the muscle to grasp his cock inside me.
"OHHH... GODDDDDD... I... I... I can't... believe... Ohhhhhh..."
He mumbled and stammered and groaned and gasped. At the same time, though, his actions began with more awareness and confidence. He pulled nearly all the way out before pushing smoothly back deep into me until his hips smacked my ass. I tightened the muscle as he pulled back and released it as he thrust back in.
"Lean over me and use my body... however you want. Squeeze my breasts, pinch my nipples, stroke my clit and pussy... anything... touch me... grope me anyway you want."
It was like I had unlocked something within him. He rested his chest on my back and his hands roamed and groped over my body and his fingers pinched and twisted and probed. I wasn't sure I would cum doing this but the excitement of seducing him, blatantly exposing myself to this stranger who intended to bring suit against us.
Before I could, though, I felt his cock inside stiffen and twitch. His entire body tensed and he grunted as he slammed repeatedly up into my ass until he sent cum into me. I squeezed hard around his cock as he spurted his seed into me. He sagged against my back, his hands and arms coming out to brace himself. As he recovered his breath, He slowly stood and eased his cock out of my clenching asshole.
"Oh God," he exclaimed. I looked over my shoulder, again. He was staring at my ass. I smiled. I was sure he was staring at my gaping asshole and his cum beginning to leak from it. He looked up, saw me, and gave an embarrassed smile. "That was amazing. I never imagined... never thought..."
I stood upright and kiss him on the lips, my hand stroking over his cock slick with his cum from my ass. "I'm glad you enjoyed it. Simple sex is such a wonderful diversion, don't you think?" He bent to grab his clothes but I put a hand on his arm. "Don't... not yet. Now we negotiate. Let our nudity be our symbol of openness to work something positive out." He was awkward, but he nodded and retook his seat on the couch while I retook mine on the chair opposite him. He reached into his case for a pad of paper and covered his crotch. I didn't bother.
* * * *
Mr. C had just called me into his office. I was completely nude and padded in barefoot. The entire office seemed to understand that the intention of the new dress policy was for everyone to be dressed. I took the policy wording literally and continued to focus on the word 'appropriate'. Given my job and responsibilities to Mr. C (not to mention Mrs. C), being naked and accessible seemed very appropriate.
He looked up and shook his head. He knew I was naked, of course. We came to the office together and I immediately stripped at the locker I always used. Maybe he somehow thought I might take the hint from the others in the office and follow them. He knew better than to think I was a follower, though.
"What am I going to do with you?"
I chuckled and rotated side to side to cause my breast to swing, "You could fuck me, sir. That always works for both of us."
He had news, though. Mr. C had received a call from Gerald Olsen, Candace's attorney, he added as if I might need a reminder. He convinced Candace to take the offer settlement I offered. It was much less than she hoped for but he confronted her with the reality; that her case had little merit and it could only create harm. It was agreed that the money would be the only outcome for her, that she would be required to sign a confidentiality agreement that would contain severe penalties for her if she ever breathed a word about this office. She would be given a good recommendation because her work had been good.
"Sir, that's wonderful!" I thought for a moment, then added, "I assumed she would come back with a counter-offer."
Mr. C's eyes smiled and he allowed them to fall to my breasts before responding after a moment of thought. "You apparently made quite an impression of Gerald Olsen." He winked. "He wouldn't say how but he complimented you in the way you represented the cause of the office. I think there is much more to Gerald Olsen than meets the eye."
"I agree, sir. He is a more effective attorney than his resume projects but more importantly he is a man who wants to see the right thing happen and sometimes that is a conflict for his client. He wants to work on the right side of the law, sir."
He nodded and his eyes twinkled, "I agree and I had a thought..."
* * * *
After the settlement with Candace was finalized and Candace became an after-thought to us, there remained a big question: what was all of this going to mean for the office?
I surveyed the entire office. Everyone seemed to be taking the conservative approach to the fallout of the Candace situation by wearing clothes. A few women flaunted the risque edges of what was thought to be expected by following my example earlier with unbuttoned blouses and short mini-skirts. I was still the only one basically naked. As I met with each member of our office, my continued rebelling through my nudity seemed to give them hope the office could return in some form of what it was. We really were a collective of sex enthusiast.
I presented my findings to Mr. C and his staff. They were unified in sympathy for the universal position of the office but there was now a legal issue staring us in the face. Mr. C had interrupted the negativity of the discussion with an idea that, if it might work, he would take to the Board. That led to the day I looked up from my monitor to find Gerald Olsen striding through the office.
"Mr. Olsen... what a surprise," I blurted out as I quickly stood up from my desk. I quickly peeked into Mr. C's office. "Sir... uhmm... Mr. Olsen is here..."
He rose up from his desk and quickly closed the space to the door where he stretched out his hand. "Gerald! Wonderful. So glad you could come." I was still confused. This meeting wasn't on his schedule. He looked at my reaction with a laugh, "Do you think I am completely helpless without you, Abby?"
Mr. Olsen remarked as his eyes scanned my body covered only in heels and stockings, "Tell me, Joe, does Abby even own any clothes?"
"If she does, I think we should send a team to steal them from her closet, don't you think?" They both laughed. I smiled and pondered. Though Mr. C has tolerated my insubordination in dress, this was the first time of sounding like it might continue. They met privately for an hour. Several people came to me for any information because they all knew he had been Candace's attorney. It was easy for me to plead ignorance. I didn't know.
When the door opened, Mr. C led Mr. Olsen from his office and stopped in front of my desk. "Abby, Gerald has agreed to come work with us as an internal attorney focusing on employee issues and needs both professional and personal." I looked up at them stunned. He turned to Mr. Olsen, "It was her idea, really." He turned to me, "You see my dear, I am able to act on good ideas on my own." He laughed at his tease at me and moved to his office before saying over his shoulder, "Gerald, Ms. Thomas will detail your first assignment."
Mr. Olsen stood not quite knowing what happened. "Geez, he can act fast." I just smiled and stood.
I took his arm in mine and hugged it to my bare breast. "I know you haven't officially started, yet, but I hope you can give me an hour or two of your time?" He nodded. "Mr. Cornell will assume I have properly outlined the first issue for you to focus on... and it really is very important. He will also assume I have effectively provided you with motivation for working here." I raised my arm and pointed toward Marie. Several people spotted me and sent the word across desks until Marie stood, saw me waving at her, and moved toward us as I moved Mr. Olsen to the conference room. Since Candace's threat, all the offices had their glass walls frosted for privacy, including the conference room. The general office might have stopped dressing so exposed but that we didn't stop the sex entirely.
When Marie strutted into the conference room, Mr. Olsen gasped. Marie was wearing a see-through blouse unbuttoned... not tucked in... her C-cup breasts flashed into view frequently, including as she held out her hand to shake. Her skirt was a micro that barely covered her ass with no underwear.
We heard him mumble, "I thought you would be the only one..." We both laughed and took chairs at the table. Marie looked inquiringly at me and I nodded. A smile forming on her face. Before she sat down, she unclasped her tiny skirt and slipped off her blouse, dropping them onto the chair next to her. "Damn...," he muttered. As if already used to seeing me naked, he seemed to focus on Marie's bare chest with pert, erect nipples. "This really is what it was like..."
It wasn't really a question, more of a statement of amazement. "The difference now is that full nudity has become a matter of anxiety and now occurs behind closed doors." I stood and Marie followed my lead. We each stepped around the table to take chairs on either side of him after pulling his chair from the table so we formed a tight grouping and he had full view of our bodies, including our shave pussies as we refrained from crossing our legs or pressing them together.
We talked for a while about the original office policies, the revised one, and what we were comfortably left with now and wondering if it might have to go away entirely.
He leaned back in the chair gazing at us but in deep thought. His elbows resting on the armrests and fingers steepled at his lips. After a few moments, he pulled his hands down. "What you were doing was bound to come to an end. It's frankly amazing it lasted as long as it did. All it takes is someone who becomes disenfranchised or opportunistic, like Candace. It was built around secrecy which is always a mistake. The better approach is to be open and upfront about it, though that will take some heat in the community or business world. I don't think you can have requirements of dress and participation like you did. It has to be open to participate and what the environment will be like when hiring someone, but the actual participation should be left open."
I looked at Marie who looked at me. Smiles grew on both our faces. Marie said, "So... you think it's possible?"
His attention wavered from us to our breasts and pussies. He smiled, too. Our excitement and eagerness was obvious to him. "This isn't just talk... this is the first project to work on... you want a modified approach... legally protecting everyone and the company..."
We both nodded and stood, our legs parted, our shaved pussies already glistening with excitement and anticipation. "Sir... under such an office situation... would you be a participant?" Marie and I asked in alternating effort.
He nodded, then his hands rose to touch our bare hips. We stepped close to either side of him and hugged him to our bodies. He stammered out his response, "I... I'm not really... what you'd call... experienced."
I kissed his cheek and Marie joined me at the other cheek. I stroked his chest and belly inside his jacket. "You were just fine last time, sir. And besides, we are experienced."
He smiled sheepishly. His hands moved up our backs and back down onto our butts. We pressed into him on either side. "I think this may just be a wildly fanciful dream, but in case it isn't... I really want to live this experience out. I mean... I've not even really started and two young naked beauties are pressing into me. It has to be a dream."
I reached up and turned his face to me and kissed him hard and long on the mouth. When I broke it, Marie did the same. My hand slid down and over his cock under his pants. It was already straining in hardness. Marie slid to her knees and undid his belt and pants. He sucked in his breath as she reach into his underwear and grasped his cock.
I whispered into his ear, "All you have to do is find a way to preserve what we had here safely for the company and us."
He gasped out, "Of fuck...," as Marie took his cock into her mouth, "... consider... it done."
I joined Marie as I pushed him back onto the chair. Our combined mouths and tongues battle over his cock. A calmness washed over me that I hadn't felt since this whole Candace thing started. I had the distinct feeling that Mr. Olsen would be successful and we'd have our slutty office back. Just to be sure he remembered what was important and what was at stake, Marie and I would tease and torture him with our mouths and pussies, holding his climax at bay until it was impossible to delay it further. It would be a memorable climax. And... we'd have our office.
THE END



            Office Fun Ch. 01: Beginning

            Mature Patty's new job as secretary may expand.

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/office-fun-ch-01-beginning

Title: Office Fun Ch. 01: Beginning

Author: ikeman48

Category: Exhibitionist & Voyeur

Description: Mature Patty's new job as secretary may expand.

Tags: milf, slut, office, exhibitionism

Series: Office Fun Ch


CHAPTER ONE: BEGINNING
"Oooohhhhhh ... fuckkkkkkk."
Bob laughed from behind me. I glanced over my shoulder as another tremor ran through my body. "What's so ... funny?"
With a chuckle, "You, my dear. I remember the first time when you said you had never used that word."
"Well, I hadn't. Oh, Bob ... you have the nicest cock."
"Thank you. I'm quite fond of your pussy ... and ass ... and mouth, too." He got a chuckle out of me that time.
I was leaned over the desk in his office. The president's desk. The company owner's desk. I was stripped down to my sheer black thigh-high stocking and heels. My long black hair was clipped away from my face to cascade over my shoulders when I stood. Now, strands of hair fell everywhere and swayed like my breasts as he thrust his cock into my pussy from behind. I could feel the juices from my pussy on the insides of my thighs. He wasn't the first to fuck me today, but, as I often felt, he was probably the best. His cock was long and thick and he used it with the same confidence and ease he used in running the company.
I was close to an orgasm. Lately, it wasn't unusual for me to have several before he climaxed. The first time that wasn't the case. We had both been without our spouses for a number of years. But, he quickly rediscovered the staying power he said his wife had honed into him and now I was the lucky recipient.
Just as I thought I was going to crash into my orgasm, "Mike!" I turned to look behind to see the door to his office was partially open. Mike, the newest and youngest whiz-kid who filled in as both product designer and website designer came into view. Bob made it a point to know everyone in the company by name and some personal facts. "Mike, are you rushing off to something important right now?"
Mike stuck his head fully into the office he might never have entered before. "Ahhhh ... no sir ... I was just going to see Miss Mason about some supplies." He chuckled, "I see she's busy, though. I'll just come back ... um, when she's not."
Bob never missed a stroke, his long cock pulling out and sliding back inside me until the head bumped deep inside. I had the feeling he was personally deepening my pussy as his cock didn't impact me inside nearly as often.
"Mike ... Miss Mason is Patty. I'm Bob, not sir. Remember?" He must have given some physical response because Bob continued. "If you aren't rushing off somewhere, you can help here. She's going to orgasm soon and it might be a big one. You know how she likes to make sounds, right?" There was nothing verbal, so his response must have been a nod. I looked back over my shoulder and saw the nervous but intense look in the young man's expression. "Why don't you come over here and stick your cock in her mouth. That should muffle her a little, don't you think?"
I heard Mike chuckle, "Yes, sir! I mean, yes, Bob."
I wasn't positioned well for a cock at both ends, so I dutifully pushed back against Bob and turned to the corner of the desk. In less than a moment, Mike appeared with his jeans opened and dropping to his feet. He had a nice average sized cock. I used one hand for support over the desk and the other to hold the new cock. I mouthed and licked it to lubricate it, then engulfed it into my mouth. The young man gasped and moaned as his cock head came to the entrance to my throat.
I could count on Bob doing something like this to heighten the experience, some unexpected addition to what was happening. When his fingers wound underneath me and trapped my clit, my reaction was exactly as he predicted. I orgasmed wildly. My body shook and both hands were required to stabilize myself, Mike's cock still deep in my mouth, my nostrils flaring with each breath. As predicted, I cried out with moans and gasps and groans liberally mixed in. Even 'muffled', as Bob called it, I was sure many outside the office would have heard my response.
Of course, that sound wasn't anything new for any of them.
* * * * *
It had started innocently enough. I was busy at my workstation at the end of a busy Wednesday. The office was quiet, already an hour past closing time, and it was now just the president and me remaining in the office.
My workstation was a custom designed and fabricated cell especially for me. It was like a donut in the middle of the five offices lining the two walls with an opening into the donut on each side. I had a phone, printer, computer and two monitors, and personal filing for each of the managers spread around my circular work area with a copier on the back side. I could easily turn in any direction to face and respond to any of the managers when they stepped to their door to say or request something. There was a coffee room/conference room that balanced the office arrangement. At the front of the office were the four development and design guys. Their open office layout separated the front door from the executive offices. At the back was a door that exited our small office building to the larger fabrication building across a parking and truck access paved lot.
I worked for a small manufacturing company specializing in custom office furniture and workspace equipment. It was mostly desks, cabinets, credenzas, work tables, etc. It involved wood, particle-board, and metal fabrication. The front office had the president, Bob Hansen who was the son of the founder (I only knew him as Mr. Hansen); Stan Jacobs who was the head of sales and marketing; Jim Williams and Dan Booth who were sales dealing mostly with showrooms around the region; and, Marty Adams who was head of product development, design, and the website.
This was the kind of company operation that had no walk-in business. Everything came in through website or showroom orders. We had the occasional vendor sales people coming in but most of them dealt directly with our production manager, Bill Clancy who had his own office in the fabrication building and all those visitors were limited to Wednesday so he could manage the interruptions in his day.
I handled all the letters and official correspondence for the company, data input into the computer for new orders from either the website or showrooms, which directed the appropriate group to take action. Some orders were standard designs already in the system and went directly to fabrication and some required a modification, or even a new design completely, which needed to be handled by the development group and possibly design approval by the customer. It was mostly shuffling electronic data with some filing, copying, and correspondence. The managers all handled a lot of their own correspondence and were equally adept at moving orders and data through the system, if needed.
I heard Bob shut down his computer, gather his things, and turn off the lights in his office. Then, I realized there was no sound and found him standing just outside my workstation. I glanced up at him, keyed a few more lines into the data sheet and closed the program and computer. I pushed back in my chair and sighed.
"Long day, huh?" He was one of the nicest guys I had ever known. To be honest, though, everyone in the company seemed to emulate this man's attitude to the company, the work, and each other, which influenced how others responded.
I smiled, some of the tiredness finally allowed to take hold of me after separating myself from the work. "Getting into that showroom in Denver appears to be paying off." He nodded with a smile. He had to be talked into that venture, which he thought was outside our circle of influence, but he was pleased to have been proven wrong. Inwardly, he was also pleased that this secretary was so aware of what had caused the sudden influx of orders and interest. He loved it when a hire proved so beneficial.
He was just standing there awkwardly and it made me nervous. There was something on his mind but I didn't know what so I didn't know how I could ease his issue. I turned in my chair to face him and waited. He was in his early 40's while I was 36-years-old. He had been widowed for seven years to my divorced five years. Two very awkward people in dealing with idle chit-chat socially. He was very real as a person and insisted from day one that I call him Bob, just like everyone else did.
"Patty, the world is a very difficult place with the current attitudes regarding sexual harassment, especially in the workplace. Don't get me wrong, I fully agree that men need to be more considerate of the women they work with and ..."
I smiled at him, "Bob, relax, what's on your mind? I promise I won't scream harassment, you're too nice of a guy to mean anything negative so just spit it out."
His shoulders sagged as he took a deep breath and let it out. "I'm really out of practice with this stuff." He gave me an awkward smile, then seemed to gather some strength of purpose and pushed on. "We're both single due to no choice of our own and we go back to empty homes ... I was wondering ... would you care to join me for a casual dinner tonight, maybe a drink or two?" I wasn't looking for a new relationship. I was wanting to explore who I was without the girls around. This was completely new to me. I told him exactly that. He nervously pushed on carefully, "No, I understand and I didn't mean to sound like I was asking you for a date, though ... Anyway, maybe just friends passing some time together? No commitments or entanglements. Just office friends."
I smiled, "Office friends. You're my boss, Bob." I watched him and he had a look about him that looked real with the disappointment. Maybe sometimes it really sucks owning the company. "Not a romance." He shook his head, encouraged that I was now carrying the idea. "Okay, thank you, Bob, I think I would enjoy that."
We agreed on a place and I told him I would meet him there shortly and to order me a red wine, maybe a Merlot. He left looking much more spritely than the way I had seen him standing outside my workspace.
* * * * *
We laughed and drank. The thick steak and potatoes he talked me into certainly helped balance the wine I drank and for the first time in a very, very long time I was having a great time interacting with a man. For a long time during the evening, I reminded myself that he was my boss, the owner, in fact. As easy and laid-back he seemed, it still seemed like a potentially dangerous situation for an employee who had been with the company for only about six months. But, the more we interacted, the less that potential seemed to be real. He shared details of his wife's illness and death. They had been unable to have kids and it was something they both regretted, but managed to not let that regret come between them. I felt happy for him. Not for her death, obviously, but for the life they shared together.
I found myself sharing my own story, though I was reluctant because it might seem like a downer in comparison, he gently prodded it out of me.
Raised in a proper, conservative home, Patricia Mason (me) was taught morality, propriety and the role of the woman in the household and marriage. With old-fashioned ideas of the woman taking care of the house and the man providing for the family, it all seemed to clash with the world-view I encountered in society around me, my high school experience, and the media. My rebellion after high school resulted in first becoming pregnant, then getting married to the father. I was only 18-years-old. I followed the obvious leanings of my family in finding a role in raising the twin girls, keeping the house, and supporting my husband. My exposure to the business world was non-existent but also unnecessary. As it turned out, my husband advanced in his career quickly and often. He ended up traveling for work and was gone for days at a time and frequently for days each week. I settled into my own life with the girls and developed a functional and loving environment for them, whether their father was home or not.
When he gave me the divorce papers five years ago, I was stunned and unprepared. I thought our lives were nearly ideal but that was only my narrow perspective from the home. That was also reflective of the fantasy I had created for myself and the girls with the increasing absence of my husband. He had found another woman, a younger woman who was more exciting, sexual, and adventurous. Of course, the other woman didn't have twin girls to raise and wasn't stuck in the house all day with no job or contacts with the world. The divorce was contentious. I didn't share more about it than that, but my lawyer was a pit bull who seemed to have a personal vendetta against men who discarded caring wives and their own families. It turned out in the legal discovery that he had not only done well in his career but very well. I ended up with a supportive alimony, child support, college fund for the girls, and the older car with the house.
I mused to myself, lost for a few moments in the red liquid in my stemmed glass. After the girls left for college, I sold the house and downsized to a townhome. Four months before the girls left for college, I finally ventured out of the home to find a job in preparation for the rest of my life. I discovered many things, not the least of which was I was completely awkward and bewildered with men in dating and social situations. But, that wasn't all bad, either. I was not in a hurry to venture anywhere near another serious relationship, but I became increasingly aware of other needs, needs that my husband had satisfied with another woman or women other than me. And, that seemed, somehow, to make my needs more intense and demanding. But the internal quandary of wanting to experience the sexual excitement I had been denied all those years, but avoiding the trap of another relationship, made the process of discovery more difficult than I imagined.
His hand reached across the table and touched mine lightly. "As much as I am sorry you experienced all that, I am honored that you shared it with me. You were an anomaly to me when you showed up for the interview. There were certainly other women who were more experienced ... hell, experienced at all ..." We both laughed, we both knew I came to him with almost no experience to show for myself. "There was something about you, though. I am pretty good about my feelings about people and I felt there was a lot more to you than what could be put down on a resume." He looked a little embarrassed and I knew I was by the way the conversation had gone, the depth, the sharing, and the emotion. "I'm glad I took that chance, Patty."
He seemed to realize how late it had become and we were soon making our way through mostly empty tables to the door. We stood awkwardly just outside. I saw his car to the left and mine was on the right. Neither of us seemed to know what to do next. Do we say 'goodnight' and how?
Finally, I surprised myself. I turned to him and stepped very close to him, "Bob ... are we still just friends? Friends who maybe understand each other a little better?" He nodded. He might have been holding his breath. "Would you ... would you like to come to my house for another drink? I don't know what I have there, but ..."
He put his index finger to my lips. It felt so intimate. It was only a finger. "I'd love to. I don't care what you have there as long as you are." He looked at me intensely and I shivered. "Still just friends." I told him to follow me, but I wasn't sure my legs were going to carry me to my car. I felt like a school girl instead of a mature woman who just sent her twin girls away to college.
It didn't matter what I might have had in the house to drink. I never gave us the chance to look for it. I opened the front door and held it for him. When he was in and I closed the door, I turned him around and wrapped my arms around his neck. I kissed him with all the passion that I regretted not having for the past five years. He returned the kiss with his own passion and we melded into two lonely, love-lost people suddenly finding themselves thrown into the only welcome comfort and understand either had known in too long a time.
When I broke the kiss while gasping for air and my heart beating as if I had run a race, I gazed into his eyes with yearning and fear. I spoke the only words I felt were safe at the moment, "Still just friends?" He nodded numbly, his own breath as ragged and desperate as mine, a cautious smile spreading over his mouth, his eyes not leaving mine.
I took his hand in mine, brought the palm up to my lips and kissed it. "I want to do this, Bob. Tonight, we're just friends. No commitments. No entanglements. We both need this maybe, but I know I really do." He pulled me in and kissed me. My hands went to the buttons on my blouse and the buttons started opening as I continued to look at him. He shed his jacket, his tie, and began working on the buttons of his shirt. I dropped my blouse in the entry, kicked off my low heels, and started walking backwards toward the stairs to the upstairs. His shirt was off, too. He was pulling his undershirt over his head as he followed me. I stopped as my heel struck the bottom step. "I want you to just fuck me, Bob. God ... I've never said that before."
I turned to go up the stairs, my fingers working the clasp and zipper of my knee-length skirt. Halfway up I paused just long enough for the skirt to fall to my feet. I felt his hands untangle the skirt from my feet. I looked back at him as he discarded the skirt behind him, his belt loose and working his zipper down. I turned and continued up with my fingers working the clasp of my bra, then discarding that at the top of the stairs. I turned around to walk backwards into my bedroom. He had shed his slacks, stopped to remove his socks. Somewhere he had kicked off his shoes, too. He was standing three feet away in his boxers. I looked at him. I really looked at him. He was probably 5' 11" tall and 180 pounds, relatively toned and athletic looking. He was indeed attractive or maybe it was because he was about to fuck me. His brown hair was cut short and didn't show any hint of gray. As I was looking at him, he was also looking at me. I stood before him in my pantyhose and panties. I was 5' 6" and 125 pounds with a trim, if maturing body. My hair is long, wavy and dark extending past my shoulders. I know my breasts aren't as perky as they once were, but a jiggle in the breast is sexy, right. That's how I make myself feel better, anyway.
I closed the gap, kissed him, and took his hands in mine. I led him into my bedroom walking backward while looking him in the eyes with confidence I didn't know existed in me. Next, to the bed, I kissed down his chest, my fingers working his boxers over his hips as I finally knelt in front of him. His cock was already at half-mast in anticipation. I glanced up at him as I grasped his cock and held it to my mouth. I kissed the circumcised head, licked the first drop of precum, then slowly pressed my mouth over it, sucking, pulling back and pressing back over it. He stepped out of his boxers at his feet and lifted me up, pulling me into him, his hardening cock pressing into my abdomen. God! What a feeling ... a hard cock pressed into my flesh.
He guided me back to the bed and with a gentle push, I fell onto my back. He reached for my pantyhose and panties, stripping them from my hips, legs, and feet. I turned, reached for the top of the covers and pulled them and the top sheet down to the foot of the bed. I settle into the center and held my arms out to him. He ignored them. He moved between my legs and I gasped. His hands slid up the inside of my thighs and the higher they went, the more my sighs turned to gasps. His lips took the place of his hands as my legs seemed to open at the touch of his hands. His lips and tongue touched each thigh and moved higher each time he moved back and forth. I could feel his breath on my pussy, which is sparsely covered in hair. His breath sent a shiver through my body, but the first touch of his lips on my pussy lips sent a shock wave through me.



I put my hands on the top of his head and raised my hips to press into his mouth. "Oooohhhhhh ... Bobbbbb ... no ... nobody ... has ever done this ... before to me." With that, I felt his tongue stiffen and press at and into my hole. I cried out and nearly orgasmed then. I raised my head and applied gentle pressure to pull his head up. He looked up at me and I looked back at him through my heaving breasts. "I need you, Bob. Please ... I'm sorry ... it is lovely ... but ... I need you inside me ... please."
He crawled up over my body and kissed me, his hard cock poking against my groin, bumping my clit and pussy lips. He moved his lips to my breasts, sucking my nipples, and I moaned, again. I felt his cock moving over my slit and looked down between our bodies. His hand was rubbing his hard cock along my slit, the head of his cock was slick with my juices and I moaned, again. My head dropped back and my pussy was penetrated in the next instant. I cried out, my legs wrapping around his hips, my arms around his neck as he completed his first deep thrust into me. God, I felt I had gone to heaven. Instead, I orgasmed. I orgasmed at the first penetration. My arms shook and my breath stopped in my throat.
As my senses returned, he was slowly, gently stroking into me. His cock was large. Having experienced one man in my entire life, I somehow felt all cocks were the same. They aren't! Bob was huge in comparison. It was longer, thicker, and it filled me deliciously. I felt each stroke in and out, his cock sliding into my pussy, the walls clenching and gripping with marvelous feeling.
"You're amazing, Patty." He stroked harder and more intensely and a new orgasm was building inside me. I felt him thrust hard into me and hold, then pull back and thrust hard. He was getting close and I used my legs to pull us together, mashing our bodies together. "Ooooooooooo ... I'm ... I'm going to cum ..." He paused, "Do you want me to pull out?"
"God no! Cum in me, Bob! Give me your seed. I want to feel you cum in me." And he did. This time we climaxed together.
* * * * *
I went downstairs to investigate what I did have to drink. I returned with two glasses of a white wine. As I re-entered the bedroom, he said, "You're a beautiful woman, Patty."
I held the glasses out to the side and did a little turn showing my naked body. I laughed, "Thank you, but I think that might be a function of having just being fucked."
He laughed, too. "Perhaps part of it, but the other half is that it is true."
I gave him a glass and I settled in next to him against the headboard. We talked about nothing, then I looked at him, "You've done that before. It was amazing."
He smiled, then, "Can I be honest about something?" I nodded, of course. "My wife loved sex. She couldn't get enough sometimes. And when she orgasmed hard, her face had this ... like a look of ecstasy. It was amazing." He turned my face and kissed me. "I never thought I would ever see that look, again. You, Patty, had that look. It's the most beautiful thing in the world to see."
He was quiet for a few moments and I waited. There was something else, something he was weighing saying or not. He shifted so he could look at me directly. "Thin ice here ... can I be honest about something else?" I told him he might as well since he's already fucked me. We laughed. "I said she loved sex. It was something more than that. When we had sex, she sometimes got a look or attitude that shined out of her like her soul was on sexual fire. Then, I knew we'd be fucking and sucking and fingering for a long time." He looked at me intently. I furrowed my eyebrows asking him what, then ... my eyebrows rose.
"You're saying ..." He didn't say or do anything. I looked down at our feet and played the feeling back in my head. "Can I be honest with you? Very personally honest?" He nodded his encouragement. "I'm scared by the feeling I just experienced." I glanced at him. "It was so intense. I never felt anything like that before. I told myself I would release myself to experience and find myself. My girls are away and safe. I have a job ... thank you ... and a comfortable house. It's time for me to be just me for the first time in life. And I feel this ... this amazing feeling, toe-curling crazy, amazing. So, I'm scared." He asked about what. "How can I feel anything like this again without a relationship? How can a person be this intimate and not form entanglements, commitments, complications? I did that, it didn't work. I know ... that doesn't mean the next one won't be better. But what if it isn't? Isn't better?" I was on a roll and couldn't seem to stop. Poor Bob. He got fucked but now he has to listen to this crazy woman. I went on and on until he stopped me with a kiss.
He pulled my head to his chest and stroked my hair with one hand and my bare back with the other. He whispered over and over, "You'll figure it out. Let yourself be. You'll figure it out."
* * * * *
I must have fallen asleep on him. I woke up with the covers pulled up to my shoulders and the light off. It was 2:11. I glanced next to me. I was alone. The house outside the bedroom door looked dark. I pulled the covers tighter and slipped easily back to sleep.
* * * * *
The next day at work, Bob and I had a normal amount of interaction. He asked me three times if I was all right. I assured him I was and thanked him for the evening and his understanding. I couldn't get out of my head, though, everything we had talked about. I also couldn't get out of my head the feelings I felt that night, the amazing, exciting, shattering feelings of the experience. Sex had never been like that before. I remembered the things he said about his wife. And, I remembered the things I told him in response. I was in turmoil and confused and conflicted. I left work on the dot to avoid another situation of talking and sharing.
* * * * *
Friday morning, I felt better, more like myself. He told me to relax, to let myself be, that I would figure it out. I had to trust that. That night was 'just friends'. It wasn't about work or a commitment. I arrive to work with my usual energy and drive to conquer my little part of the company world.
Late afternoon Bob poked his head out from his office, "Patty, can I see you for a minute?" I was feeling good. The day had been good. My drive and energy were unbelievable. I was done with everything I had and even assisted the two sales guys in setting up travel reservations.
I turned and smiled at him, "Of course." As I walked into his office, he was holding the door for me and closed it after me. Then made his way behind his desk. I sat on one of the visitor chairs in front. "What's up. What can I help you with?"
He smiled, "You had a good day today." It wasn't a question. I just nodded my agreement. "I can tell with you. Some people try to appear how they think I might want them to appear about how things are going. Not you." He laughed. "I appreciate it, too. You're open and honest, Patty. I value and trust that." What was up? What was he leading up to?
"Bob? What's up? You never close the door. Is something wrong? You're not firing me, are you? Did Wednesday night complicate things?"
"No ... Patty, wait ... no." He was almost wringing his hands. "This is another sexual harassment situation."
I smiled, more relaxed, "You going to ask me to dinner, again? That wasn't harassment." He chuckled with me but nervously.
"No ... well, if you want ... forget it, one thing at a time." He got up and took the other visitor chair next to me. "Remember the discussion we had after ..."
I smiled, "Yes, I remember after we fucked. Bob, I've had trouble not thinking about it."
"I figured, me too. Remember what I said about my wife and what you said after that about yourself?" I nodded. He was serious about something. "Do you still feel that way?"
"About being scared because I think I'm going to want more sexual experiences like we shared but I don't want entanglements right now? Yes. I've been doing what you told me. You told me to relax, to let myself be, that I would figure it out." I chuckled, "I haven't figured it out so far."
He looked at me intently. "Just how strongly do you still feel about those things? Was it the flush of just having sex or is it still with you?"
I stared into his eyes. I could pretend and be frustrated by trying to deal with it on my own or I can be honest with him again and hear what is churning in his brain. That wasn't even a choice. I had already opened myself up to him, I had confessed my despairs and followed that with my desires that society might say are supposed to be private.
"The feelings aren't just strong. The more I try to figure it out the more desperate the feelings seem. You know what I thought about doing? God, why do I share these things with you? This is my workplace. You're my boss. I must be crazy but you are so ... patient, understanding, considerate." I gasped and put my face in my hands. "I'm a mess. I'm sorry."
"No, you're not. Talk. Finish your thought."
I looked at him. I sucked in a deep breath, blew it out slowly, and went with it. "What I thought about doing ... seriously thought about doing ..." I looked at him, "I thought about going to bars to pick up guys. Random guys."
He stated the obvious, "That's not very safe. Don't do that, okay?"
I gave him an exasperated gesture.
"I have an idea." I looked at him. "Don't yell sexual harassment, okay?" I smiled at him remembering the last time he said that. That ended pretty well. "Rather than bars, do it here."
Do what here? What was he talking about? Then, "In ... the office? With you?"
He laughed. "I know you said I managed pretty well the other night, but no, not just me. I'm not sure I can really do everything you might need." I shifted in the chair. I knew my skirt rode up my thighs and I shift again and it slid up further. I was getting hot and excited even if I still wasn't comprehending. He had a sexual solution and, frankly, that was all I need to begin getting wet in anticipation.
He continued, "What if ... just a what if ... you were to fuck all the guys, suck them off, dress sexy and tease them."
"You mean like a company slut or whore?"
He shook his head. "I don't like those names. But sort of."
I squinted at him, "How would that work? Wouldn't it be chaos around here?" What was I saying? I was concerned about the function of the office? I wasn't objecting to being a plaything? Plaything. "You mean like an office toy?"
He smiled. He saw it too. I was working on it. I wasn't shocked, my response wasn't an immediate, no. "I like that. You're certainly not a slut or whore, at least not the way they sound." His eyes were twinkling. "You know what's interesting?"
"I haven't objected." He nodded.
"Think about it over the weekend. It might be an answer to your desires and quandry. If not, no problem. If you are still curious, come to me Monday. I will not ask you." I nodded.
Could that even work? How would it work? Could I do that? Is that what I think I need now? Talk about exciting!
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CHAPTER TWO: IT STARTS
He told me to think about it over the weekend. Think about it? It was like he thought I might not after suggesting such a thing to me late Friday. And, just what else was I going to think about? Nothing else. As Sunday evening came, I wondered if I had thought about anything all weekend except for his suggestion, his proposal. The words rang in my head all weekend, "What if ... just a what if ... you were to fuck all the guys, suck them off, dress sexy and tease them."
My mind spun around on the same questions: Could that even work? How would it work? Could I do that? Is that what I think I need now?
All the while I knew it was the most exciting idea I had ever heard. The girls were out of the house, I had a new job with a bunch of great guys in a small company, and I was wanting to discover a life I had always been denied. My sexual response to fucking Bob had been the confirming exclamation point, if I ever needed one.
When I walked into the office Monday morning, I didn't know if I had consciously made a definitive decision in my mind. I dressed for work like I almost always did: conservative blouse, knee-length skirt, pantyhose, bra and panties (not necessarily matched), and low-heeled shoes. I greeted those who were already in the office as I always did. Nothing outwardly could have seemed different that morning. Inwardly, though, it was as if I was moving on some kind of cruise control. I don't know that I could have even verified that I saw all the traffic lights or stop signs along my route from home.
It was the same as I entered my workstation, dropped my purse and lunch, turned the computer on, took my phone off automatic messaging, leaned over the back edge and started the copier and printer. Then, without a thought I was in the doorway of Bob's office, softly rapping on the open door.
"Bob, can we talk?"
He smiled, "Of course. Should the door be closed, or ... won't that be necessary?"
I turned without response and closed his door. We might be informal in the office, but if a door is closed it is treated as private. I stood for a moment with my hand on the doorknob, then turned and took the same chair I had used Friday. Neither of us said anything for a few moments. It could have been very awkward but he was very patient.
"Bob ... I thought of nothing else all weekend. You know ..." He nodded. Yes, he knew and he had probably been holding his breath all weekend. On the one hand, he was probably wondering what I might decide, and on the other hand, hoping he didn't drive me away from the company.
I peeked at him and he saw it. He beat me, apparently not able to be that patient in silence. "Patty, I shouldn't have said what I did. I don't want to lose you. I don't want you to leave because I made a stupid suggestion that rose from you confiding in me your deepest desires. I was out-of-line."
He thought my quiet was because I was upset; that I was disappointed in him? "Bob, no, no ... my response is YES, but there are things I ... we ... have to understand."
He looked back in amazement. He had prepared himself for anger and retribution. I said, yes, though. He was still wrapping his head around the answer. He looked at me carefully as if he was trying to verify what his ears told him. I nodded and smiled.
He recovered admirably. "What understandings? You think you can do this?"
I smiled, diverting my eyes as I blushed intensely. "Do I think I can do this? I don't honestly know. What I do know is that I WANT to do this. You know my story now, Bob. Yes, I confided in you my deepest desires that night. I liked that night, Bob. Not just the fuck, though it truly was amazing, but that I chose to do it. I realized I needed to do it. It had been a long time and the experience I had was limited, but you also know I am hungry for more experiences." I smiled shyly, "As you said, better here than strangers from bars."
His smile was broad and the confident, controlled president was back. I just knew he would support me in everything. I also had confidence that once we really began he would challenge and push me to experience more and more. It was what I confided in him, which drew all this out into his proposal last Friday. We discussed the questions of how in an office this idea could work. Who would be involved, how is it would be controlled? The office is so small, it isn't as if something like this could be hidden for long. There were five managers in the office, four guys up front, Bill Clancy as a manager in the shop, and the 20 guys working in the shop. What were we even talking about? The idea is exciting, but how could it be practical, manageable? There were a lot of questions.
Bob was a problem-solver, though, it was how a small company like us competed in a larger market. He saw opportunities and how someone like us with flexibility and speed could take advantage of those opportunities when a larger company was still trying to see the opportunity. He was sitting in his classic 'Bob thinking' pose, as we called it. Turned slightly to the side, his fingers steepled to his lips, his eyes focused on something far off through the window.
He turned to me, "We start small and work it out as we go. At some point, you're right, it will be too much to control and we have to manage it with rules and understandings. If you're willing, let's start out just between us as a teaser for what will come. Before we extend it. I will have to have private, confidential conversations. I suppose there is still the risk of harassment claims even with the guys." I nodded. I was putting myself in his hands. I suddenly saw this as a great risk for him like for me. I could go somewhere else for a job and he would protect me even if the company was slapped with a harassment claim. Or, he could settle it and I would still be here. But, the company was his and the risk was to the company in any claim.
"Whatever you think, Bob."
"Oh, my dear, be careful. You might not believe how I might think." I laughed with him. It was interesting. In that moment, I knew I was past the self-doubts. Whatever his thoughts might come to, I wanted to experience things.
"I'm trusting you, Bob. How's that for a downer? I'm putting my trust in the guy who loved his wife the way you did." He smiled. I could see it in his eyes, touché. I called his bluff and he knew it.
"Are you ready?"
"Now?"
"Why wait? Maybe you want to lock that door now." He watched me intently, studying my eyes, facial reaction, body reaction. I stood and moved to the door. I stopped at the door with my fingers at the knob. Seconds ticked by as I stood there. My fingers turned the lock and I returned to the chair. His hand came up to stop me from sitting. "What did you call it last Friday?" An office toy, I responded. "Yes, I like that. Let's see what we have here, then."
I put my arms out and turned slowly in a circle where I stood. He smiled. "Yes, very nice, but I meant really see. Remove your blouse, Patty."
I sucked in air with a gasp. He really was starting. My hands were shaking and it felt like my knees might collapse, but my heart was racing with excitement and instantly I felt wetness between my thighs in my pussy lips. My shaking fingers moved to the top button and they worked down the front of my blouse until I had to pulled the blouse from my skirt to finish unbuttoning it. My blouse was fully open and my hands moved to pull it off my shoulders and down my arms. I dropped it onto the adjacent chair. On my own, I turned around, again, for his appraisal.
"Yes, very nice, Patty. Remember, though, I've seen you naked, already."
"Yes ... but not in your office. You can't believe the difference it feels for me."
He smiled reassuringly. "Now, your skirt."
My fingers were shaking again as they worked the clasp and zipper at the side. I glanced at him, saw him watching intently, and pushed the garment over my hips and let it drop to the floor. I stepped out of it and dropped it on the chair. Again, I turned around for him. I was standing in my bra, pantyhose, and panties. I had kicked my shoes off with my skirt.
"Pantyhose. You had pantyhose on last Wednesday, too." I nodded. It was all I wore. "That won't do, Patty. Pantyhose isn't sexy. Take them off." He opened his desk drawer and came out with scissors. "Cut them up as a ritualistic commitment to never again wear them."
I even smiled as I did as he said. I pushed the pantyhose down, having to sit to remove them from my feet. As I lifted one foot, then the other, I was sure he could see the wetness on the gusset of my panties. I stood and cut the pantyhose into small pieces, dropping them into his wastebasket in the process. I stood in my bra and panties. The panties were cotton briefs and the bra was a basic soft cup. I knew what he was going to say before he did.
He was shaking his head, "Not sexy, Patty. You are, don't get me wrong, but we can't be having you running around her in bra and panties and not having them be sexy." Running around in my bra and panties? "Is that what you own?" I nodded. I've been divorced and being a mom for five years. "We're going to take care of that today. I know some shops at the mall my wife loved and frequented. If they are still there. I'll check."
"Bob, I can't ... I mean, I can't afford to change out my whole wardrobe."
"I wouldn't ask you to. I will buy you some new things, then if you decide to continue, I'll give you a credit card to use for more and other expenses resulting from what the guys might suggest. I have a feeling they will have suggestions." I blushed at the thought of him dressing me and the others having ideas of how I might dress for them. He saw my blush but didn't give me time to get too nervous.
"Now, off with the bra and panties. We'll definitely find you much sexier items than that to tease everyone with."
I wasn't sure what was going through my mind, if anything, but my hands reached behind me and unclasped my bra. I shrugged it off my shoulders and down my arms. I then pushed my panties over my hips and down my legs. I was about to crouch down to pick them up when he stopped me, again.
"Patty, turn your back to me, part your feet about a foot, and bend over to pick them up without bending your knees." God, I'd heard about this move. I didn't think I could get any redder, but I think I did. I moved as he instructed, then, to truly give him what he wanted, I glanced back as I was fully bent over. He smiled widely.
I stood before him, again. I turned to him, again. He was enjoying this. I was wetter than I think I might ever have been without being touched. I stood before him in his office and was completely naked. Just outside his office were the sounds of people beginning to go about their work. I was watching his face as I stood before him and we both listened to the sounds outside the door. Someone asked someone else if they knew where I was and I shivered. He saw it and smiled.
"Exciting, isn't it?" I nodded. I was dripping wet. He stood, unbuckled his belt and loosened his slacks, pushing them to his knees before sitting again. He didn't say a word, just sat in his chair turned to the side. I looked at him as he watched me. It was obvious what he intended, his big cock even semi-hard exposed. I walked around his desk and knelt at his spread knees. I looked up at him. I had a smile, too. I was really going to do this in his office with the clatter and chatter of people outside this office.
I took his cock in my left hand and moved my head to it. I licked the underside and kissed the head. I wasn't an expert in sucking cock or any kind of sex, really. My husband had been intent on climaxing, not playing or experimenting. But, since he left us, I have watched my own preference of porn videos and stories.
His cock quickly grew in my hand and mouth. Like last week during our first time, I marveled at the size of it compared to the cock I had my only experience with. I pulled my head back and turned to his desk. I started opening a drawer and looking inside, then another.
"What are you looking for? Condoms?"
I stifled a laugh. "We didn't worry about that the last time. My tubes were tied after the girls were born." I continued to look, "A ruler ... or tape measure ..."
He shifted and opened a drawer on the other side. He handed me a tape measure. "Is this how your brain always works? In the middle of giving good head and your mind wanders to needing a tape measure for something?"
I glance at him as I reposition myself at his knees. "Don't be silly. This is all about your cock. You might say I have been sort of fixated on a thought since the first time." His cock had softened slightly and I sucked and stroked it more to achieve full stiffness, again. "I was curious ... don't worry, I'll get back to sucking you ... I'm naked here, right? After experiencing this wonderful thing, I did some checking. Amazing what you can find on the internet. I was right. The average American penis is about 5.6 inches erect. That fit with my thought of my ex." I extended the tape along the underside of his penis. "Mmmmmm ..." I looked up at him with a lusty smile. "I knew this felt good. You're over 50% bigger ... about 9 inches."
"Is that good? I mean for you?"
"Did you ever think maybe it was why your wife like sex so much?" I raised my eyebrows. He chuckled, but I was already devouring his cock, again. When he came, I made an elaborate show of swallowing and licking my lips. "A lot of cum, too." I stood up in front of him. My pussy was dripping with need, my nipples were tight, hard pebbles on the end of my breasts. Then, he did something I wasn't expecting.
He stood up and fastened his slacks. The frustration was evident in my body and facial response. He stepped up to me and kissed me on the lips, his hands roaming down my naked body, fondling my breasts, and slipping a finger into my very needy pussy. He brought the finger up to his lips and had me watch as he sucked it clean.
"I think you've been absent from out there long enough, don't you? Do you want them to start speculating, already?"
I shivered as his hands touched my body. My pantyhose was gone, but I dressed in the rest of my clothes. As I buttoned my blouse, he judged which one could be left open without blatantly showing my conservative bra. "We'll get you some bras that allow more cleavage exposure." He just smiled. When I opened his door, he called out to me, a little louder than necessary, "Patty ... we'll need to review that information more thoroughly this afternoon."
A couple guys in the area heard him and glanced my way. Now seen, I had two guys headed my way looking for help or supplies. I wondered if they would be able to smell anything different from my wet pussy. Whether the guys noticed or not, my fingers were a bit shaky as I opened the supply drawer.
* * * * *
Bob made it a point of interacting with me far more that morning than normal. And every time he did I wondered if he would want me in his office for more of the same, but it always had something to do with a project, a company account, or some more trivial thing. By lunchtime when he came to his door, I looked up quick only to find him smiling and indicating he was running out for a minute. I was flushed and I could feel it.
I sat with some of the guys in the lunch/conference room for lunch. I was spaced out, my mind sorting through the spider web of thoughts, ideas, and emotions. The guys would say something to me and wait, then repeat it. Sometimes, I heard it on the repeat, other times it took more.
"Are you okay, Patty? You seem really distracted today." I assured them I was fine, just a lot going on. It was a put-off and maybe they knew it but they let it go if they did.
I was bent over the table wiping it down as I routinely did after lunch in case the room would be needed for a group meeting. My back was to the door as I stretched over the table when I felt a pair of hands placed squarely on my ass cheeks. I jerked at the touch, then heard the voice, "You have a nice ass, even in that skirt." The words were almost a whisper and they were spoken next to my ear as he leaned over me. He took my hand and led me to the other end of the table away from the open door. He pressed the front of my thighs into the edge of the table and applied a little pressure on my back. I felt myself moving forward, my hands reaching out to support myself as I leaned over the table.
"I love what you are doing, Patty. It is so very hot. YOU are so very hot." His hand slid down over my butt, down the back of my thighs to the hem of my skirt, which I felt rising up my legs. I sucked in air and gulped it in a lump down my throat. Cruise control. What else made me do it? My skirt up at my waist. I opened my feet to shoulder width if they moved an inch. I was holding my breath now, waiting for the next touch, anticipating it, wanting it ... needing it.
His fingers brushed lightly up the back of my bare thighs then rotated inside as they neared my panties. I gasped as the finger of his right hand pressed into the gusset of my cotton panties, sliding along my pussy. His left hand moved across my ass and a finger slid inside the right leg hole and pulled the gusset to the left exposing my pussy directly to the touch and stroking of his right hand. When a finger slid easily into my soaked pussy, I gasped and moaned, moving one hand quickly to my mouth to muffle any further sounds.
His lips next to my ear, again, "I can't wait to feel your pussy around me, again." I groaned. "You want that, too." I nodded. "What do you want? Say it."
"Yes, I want it. YOU. I want YOU. I want you inside me, again."
"What are you becoming, Patty?" I groaned a little louder this time.
"A office plaything, a toy."
"What does that mean? What's an office plaything, a toy?"
"God ... fuck me, please!" It was whispered but so deeply it surprised even me that it came out with the desperation I felt.
His finger was jammed deep in my pussy. "What does it mean to be the office plaything?"
"You fuck me in the office. They fuck me. Everyone fucks me in the office. I'm here for all of you to use."
He turned me around and held his finger up to my face. I took his hand and put the finger in my mouth. He had me feeling so wanton and he knew it and he was enjoying my frustration. I pulled his finger out and let go of it. I looked him in the eyes and shocked myself if not him, "I wish I was sucking my juices off your cock." I turned to the door, smoothing my skirt as I went.
I almost bumped into Bill Clancy. "Bob, can I see you for a minute?"
I had stepped back when Bill turned into the doorway. Bob winked at me as he led Bill out, "Of course, Bill, something wrong in the shop?"
* * * * *
The afternoon was torture. I went to the women's room three times in vain attempts to dry my leaking pussy. If I was reacting this way now, what was it going to be like when/if the whole office was involved? Would I just get used to it?
"Patty?" I looked back at Bob's office door. "Could you bring that account file in so we can finish the review we started this morning?" He didn't even wink. I turned bright red. He said it in a normal conversational tone that almost anyone could hear. Of course, it wasn't unusual for me to take a file into one of the offices for review. Nobody was going to think anything of it. Not unless they saw me blushing severely ....
I grabbed a file from the drawer. I didn't even look to see what file I grabbed. I tried to compose myself as I stood and walked to his office. He was leaning against the front of his desk, his hands resting on the desktop as I entered. I actually started to hand him the file but his hands never left the desktop. I flushed at my silly action. The file meant nothing, simply a ruse to have me come to his office.



I tried another attempt to compose myself. My fingers floated to the top closed button on my blouse and undid it.
"I think you REALLY want to close the door ... and lock it." His voice startled me. I looked up at him, then quickly behind me at the wide-open door. I flushed, again. Beads of perspiration were already forming from the blushed state I seemed to be constantly in.
I returned to stand about five feet in front of him. "I'm a wreck ..." I looked up from my fingers on my blouse to his face, "I had no idea I would react so strongly to this." My fingers continued to work on the buttons. I was down to the waistband of my skirt and I pulled the blouse out. "I considered that I might chicken out sometime in this first day." I slipped the blouse off and dropped it on the chair. I reached behind my back to remove my bra. I was going to be naked, it didn't matter what order I took my clothes off. Not only that, but I wanted to be completely naked in his office, again. The feeling this morning was amazing. I didn't just want to lift my skirt to be fucked. I wanted to be naked and fully exposed to him. "But ... I never expected this feeling of desperate, all-consuming need and lust."
I loosened my skirt and let it drop to the floor. I pushed my panties down and picked them both up. I stood before him naked and needy. He stepped up to me, his hands on my upper arms, sliding them up and down my arms as he looked into my eyes. My eyes. I was naked and he fixed my eyes with his.
"We'll take it in steps, Patty." He kissed me on the lips, his hands now wandering my back and ass. "You're an amazing woman. I have a theory that plays into all of this. I just never thought I would have the chance to actually test it out."
He was fondling my breast and kissing my neck like I needed any foreplay. I moaned out, "What theory?"
"Later." He put a slight amount of pressure on my shoulders and I sank to my knees. I freed his lovely nine-inch cock (I measure it) and began sucking it. I felt him prying off his shoes and wiggling his feet out of his pants. He turned his tie to the back and opened his shirt, leaving it on, though.
His moans and the flexing of his hips told me I was doing well, not to mention the hardness of his cock in my mouth. The head of his cock hit the spot in my throat when the gag reflex took over. I committed right there to investigate deep-throating. He had a lot of cock to use it on.
His hands pulled me up. "You've taken my cum into your stomach once today. This time I want your pussy." I smiled. Finally! I moved past him and leaned against the desk. I looked over my shoulder and he chuckled. "Yes, that will do just fine this time." I smiled back at him. This time. There will be many more times.
He moved his cock head along my wet pussy, found the hole, and pressed the head firmly at the opening. He reached around and took a breast in his hand as he held my hip with the other. When he pressed forward, I gasped and let a long, deep groan flow out of my throat. He pulled back and pressed more inside, back and more inside. God! I love his cock! He only had about half inside me but his thickness was already giving me the feeling of being full as it opened my passage further with each advancement of his cock. When I felt his hips against my ass, his cock was touching me deep inside.
He started a smooth, easy rhythm of stroking in and out, his hand continuing to fondle my breast, the fingers occasionally adding pinching and tweaking to the nipple. I was so needy when I walked into his office, it didn't take me long to feel an orgasm rising quickly. I pressed back hard against his thrust, finally finding his rhythm and magnifying his thrusts with my own. My arms collapsed to my elbows and my head hung to the desktop. My orgasm broke over me and I muffled my cries with biting my lip then covering my mouth with a hand as my body shook. My head lifted and dropped, my back arched, my toes curled into the carpeting. My legs shivered and my pussy spasmed around his cock. He stopped moving inside me. Instead, he leaned over me, both hands fondling my breasts as he held his cock in place, his lips kissing my shoulders and back.
As my breath returned in gasps, I pressed my body back up and he resumed his stroking into my sopping pussy. I was so wet from my previous need and now my orgasm that his plunging cock squished as it moved inside me.
His lips were near my ear, again. "I'm getting close, Patty. You feel so good around me. I can feel your walls squeezing me and relaxing as if milking me."
"Cum for me, Bob. Give me your cum. Fill my pussy." And he did. He seemed to cum and cum, huge spurts of cum one after the other.
He was leaning over my back. He was still stroking his cock in my pussy. He whispered, "Do you want to cum, again?"
I chuckled, "I'm afraid to. It's weird to hear the others out there when we do this. As you know, I can be vocal." He chuckled and pulled slowly out. I turned around quickly, his cum and my juice leaking from my pussy to my thighs. I took his cock and guided it into my mouth. "Let me, please." I sucked and licked all our mixed juices from his cock. I then stood and stepped into his open arms. We kissed, then, "Thank you, kind sir. You brought a suffering damsel much-needed relief."
He laughed, then reached for a box of tissues for me. "You might need these."
I smiled and looked between my spread thighs. "No 'might' about it." A long, thin string of cum hung from my lips. We both laughed.
* * * * *
It wasn't long after I finally got fucked that he took me shopping before the workday was even over. I left my car at the plant and he drove. He went straight to the mall and our first stop was a shoe store. He wanted me to select three pairs of heels and one of them had a neutral sandal-type strap shoes. He asked if I thought I could walk in 4-inch heels and I told him I would learn if that was what he wanted me to wear.
I got excited all over again as we walked into the store and a young man in his early twenties came to help us. While in the car in the parking lot, Bob had me remove my panties. I was understanding that exhibitionism played largely in his sexual play. So, when the young man directed us to chairs and removed my shoes, then measured each foot, then discussed the type, style, and color of shoe I was interested in, my skirt had slid up my thighs with each movement. When he left to retrieve the shoes for me to try on, Bob leaned his head next to mine.
"Exaggerate your leg movements when he returns. Let's see what he does as you skirt rises higher." I shivered and looked down at my skirt to find it was already at mid-thigh. Then, Bob must have decided not to trust nature and moved my skirt further up himself. He smiled at me as the young man returned.
I ended up with three new pairs of shoes and the young man got quite a view if the wide-eyed look was to indicate anything. Bob said exaggerate, so I raised my knee much higher than necessary each time he slipped a shoe on. I was sure he had several glimpses of my glistening pussy.
The next store was similar to Victoria Secret but smaller. He said it provided more customer service and I wondered what that meant given the intimate nature of the garments they sold.
A woman, older than me and perhaps Bob's age, came out from behind a counter next to the door. A younger woman moved to greet us and the older woman waved her off.
"Mr. Hansen?" We turned to the voice. "It is you. I was so distressed to hear of your wife's passing." She gave him a heartfelt hug and kiss on the cheek. I stood stunned next to him. This was where his wife had purchased much of her intimate apparel. She remembered Bob from over seven years ago? She released him and turned to me. As she did, I saw her appraise me from head to shoes. "And, who is this lovely woman?"
"Mary Worley, this is Patty Mason. She is ... my ..."
Wow, he was at a loss for words. I never thought that could be possible. I put my hand out, "Nice to meet you, Bob has said lovely things about your shop. He insisted on bringing me here." I looked at him and back to her. "I work for him ... kind of girl for any job kind of thing around the office, I guess. But ... well ..." I looked back at him wondering how much to say about the reason for him bringing his employee to her shop of intimate apparel. He gave a nod. "Bob and I have reached an agreement and I desperately need your help with my clothes ... everything."
She looked at both of us with a face of intense curiosity and I could see she wasn't letting it go. "Agreement?" She gave me a lusty smile. "And what kind of agreement does a president of a company and his employee come to that leads them to my shop of intimate apparel?"
I didn't look at him this time, he just boldly moved ahead. "We don't want to demean her with a nasty title, but generally we agreed in principle she will act as an office plaything aside from her other duties."
Her mouth dropped open and her hand rose to cover it. Then, she burst into gushing, taking me in her arms and pulling Bob alongside. "That's the most outrageous ... and completely erotic thing I have heard." She looked at me carefully and seemed satisfied since I was acting on my own. "I'd ask how such a thing came to be, but it isn't my business and I can see this is your free-will." She stepped back and walked around me. When she stopped, she was still appraising me, but spoke to Bob, "You dog, you. I can tell you, though, she would approve of your selection. She is lovely, we need to peel back outside covering to let her true beauty and sexuality come out." She looked at him as though something just occurred to her, "I assume you have already confirmed ..."
He laughed, "Oh, yes! I think she surprised herself how sexual she really is." I blushed, again. I was blushing a lot.
"And she blushes. Wonderful! Sexual but still innocent enough to blush." She took my hand and Bob fell back behind us. She turned to him, "What are you thinking?"
"A week's worth of everything for now. Short dresses, short skirts, sheer blouses, semi-sheer blouses, thigh-highs, panties, bras, throw in a black baby-doll, and white sheer floor-length, both sheer, of course."
I was shocked. I thought this was going to be a few things. She held my arm tightly and gazed over the store, then called over the younger girl. She gave her instructions on what to collect in sizes, colors, and styles. She turned to me, "Oh, dear, this is going to be so much fun."
Bob interrupted her enthusiasm, "Mary, you can relax just a bit. I will be getting her an account here for anything else she might need or desire."
She squeezed my arm, "He just knows how a woman likes to feel sexy and desired." She held up dresses and skirts to me, then shook her head. She called out to the younger woman and told her they were closing the shop early. The young woman smiled and ran off to lock the door and put the closed sign up.
"Okay, now we can do this right. Strip out of those clothes." I looked at her in shock and appealed to Bob who just shrugged his shoulders. "Come, come ... it will be so much easier."
Cruise control. What was happening to me? My fingers were unbuttoning my blouse like they did in Bob's office. Soon I stood naked in the middle of the shop. I glanced at the front of the store and could see some people walking by along the interior hallway. It wasn't completely private, but she wasn't giving the time to react. Bob handed me a pair of the 4-inch heels and I slipped into them so the height would be correct, though I doubted anything would be that long to reach the floor, much less my knees.
Standing in the middle of the shop she had me put on stockings of various types and sizes until Bob was satisfied with the height of my legs and the way they hugged my leg shape. Panties and bras were the same. Various types of bras for cleavage, just for display, sheer meant for visual appeal and not for support. Panties were the same: lace, bikini, thong, sheer. The dresses and skirts didn't even reach my mid-thigh. I was led to a chair in front of a mirror and told to sit. I looked at everyone. I was bare breasted sitting in the skirt without panties underneath. I looked at them and they only looked at me, then Bob indicated with his head to the mirror. I gasped. I could see my pussy lips. I tried harder to pull the skirt down and it just covered me. With these skirts, I would have to keep my legs crossed. The blouses were sheer or semi-sheer. My nipples showed both in color and the nub pressing at the material. With a bra underneath, the bra was evident. The negligees were stunning, too. The black baby-doll was open from the breasts down with a pair of matching sheer panties. The white floor-length was fastened just below the breasts. When I walked, the gown gaped open and flowed around me. When I stopped, it gathered around me, again. It was very sheer and my body was evident underneath regardless.
By the time we left the store, I had spent two hours naked or nearly so in the shop. I had no idea how many people might have glanced through the window and stopped at seeing a naked woman using the middle of the store as her own fitting room.
Bob took me to dinner and I took him home, again. We stopped at the plant for me to get my car and he followed me, his car nearly overflowing with my new clothes. At least a week's worth, anyway.
* * * * *
"So ... tell me what this theory of yours is that you never thought you'd have a chance to test out, but then here I came into your circle."
We had just fucked like very horny rabbits for the past 45 minutes. He moved me through more positions than I had ever experienced before. Almost all of them I wanted to focus on more. We ended up with me on top in the cowgirl position facing him. I thought his cock went deep into me before, but with me on top, it seemed to go even deeper still. It felt like my cervix was bruised ... deliciously, though.
I was lying on his chest, my hands supporting my face about six inches from his. We were kissing a lot. I had thanked him for the millionth time for the clothes and he told me for the millionth time that it was required if I was going to be able to properly carry out my other responsibilities. Those responsibilities were still largely undefined, but the general context was clear. How we got to that point and managed it ultimately was the undefined element.
He reached forward for another kiss, then, "It would be easier for me to concentrate on presenting the theory if you weren't so distracting with your pussy muscles."
I giggled. He was still inside me and I was trying very diligently to use the Kegel muscles I trained for with the birth of the girls. I always thought they would come in handy, though my ex never seemed interesting in prolonging sex. Bob on the other hand ...
"Are you complaining about my pussy?"
He stammered a moment before he saw my teasing. He wrapped his arms around me and that kiss was truly something. I then sat up so we could look at each other better. I continued to tease him with muscle flexes and gentle rotations of my hips. He was becoming hard, again.
His hands came up to my breasts and I smiled. If I tried really hard, I might find something I didn't like about this man ... maybe.
He started laying out the theory. Turned out it wasn't his at all, but a study he read somewhere, probably a men's magazine at some point, he confessed. He expounded for a while but finally summed it up:
"They believed that there was a special synergy when men and women work together and that synergy is stronger the closer they relate to each other. Each gender fully compliments the other, and in the end, the group benefits as a whole. That can effectively be realized by rewarding the departments with opportunities to enjoy themselves and get to know their fellow employees in a most intimate way. That builds a strong foundation and unity within the group."
He looked at me to gauge my response, then continued, "This isn't something made up. This was tested and researched. And the reported results were astounding. There was less bickering. Less gossiping. And, less jealousy." He paused, "In truth, the study models were not quite what we have here. They involved more widespread sexual interaction in larger organizations."
I smiled tolerantly, "How would anyone get away with that in a larger organization with more widespread sexual interaction?"
"I know. But, I've thought about what we are trying to do here for you ... and for us. Think about it without just the sexual release. We've been concerned with how do we manage the sexual interaction. As you said, wouldn't it just fall into chaos? Maybe the key is to not have it be thought of as a free-for-all. What if it was presented as an incentive, reward, bonus, job-well-done? It could be our own model. Everyone feels included and everyone feels very satisfied." He smiled and pinched my nipple. "Most importantly, everyone gets laid."
"I like that part."
"I know you do. But, seriously, there have been numerous other studies, not like these, that shows a correlation between employees who receive great sex regularly and being highly productive and happy in their work setting. It's practically common sense, isn't it?"
I tried to put on a look of sincerity while sitting on his cock in my bedroom. "I know exactly what you're talking about and I agree wholeheartedly with your philosophy."
I ended up laughing and he grabbed my arms and rolled us over so I was on my back and him between my legs, his cock still, somehow, well inside me and I realized how hard it had become. I put my arms around his neck and kissed him long and passionately.
"In all seriousness, it does kind of make sense. That might be the tact to take with this. A rotational reward, incentive to encourage productivity and performance. It would be interesting to see the results."
He looked seriously at me, "Are you teasing me?"
I giggled, "No, not all. I'm sincere. Of course, maybe its just that your cock is in my pussy ..."
"Well then, we have to talk about it again tomorrow when I am not fucking you."
I kissed him, again. "Whatever you say, boss. Now ... can you just fuck me, again?"
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CHAPTER THREE: THE MANAGERS
Bob and I did talk about the office fun concept and how it might effectively be implemented with control. His idea and rational, in all honesty, was growing on me. The idea that using readily available sexual encounters inside the workplace could improve the workplace setting and dynamics among those in the office had a certain appeal. Sex, me, could become the common bond between everyone, management, and workers, striving for improvement and productivity gains by putting my availability to those measurements. The initial thought was a measurement system by individuals, but I reject that. My 'rejection' caught Bob by surprise but I was really getting into the whole idea and the flaw of that measurement I saw was it would create jealousy and bickering and conflict between individuals. By measuring the larger groups, individuals could compensate for each other with their specific, unique talents and strengths. That was where the true improvement of the enterprise would come into play.
We were sitting in his office discussing what we thought might come down to the final policy, which was very much along my idea of group measurements. I was already naked except for stocking and heels. Over the week, my work attire had slowly changed to include some of the clothes he had purchased Monday night. At first, it was my regular blouse and skirts, but with an extra button or two opened. Then, I added the sexy underwear and allowed the bra to show when the blouse gaped open. I added a semi-sheer blouse and finally a short skirt. By that time, I was attracting a lot of attention and interest from everyone in the office, which was, of course, the whole idea.
On the following Monday, Bob called a meeting with his top managers: Stan Jacobs, Marty Adams, and Bill Clancy. They were meeting in Bob's office and I knew the topic of the meeting was his idea of implementing Bob's idea for bringing the company together like never before. But, before that could move to the next step, he needed to know what his managers thought and get their input on how it would be received. Most importantly, he needed to understand any negatives that could become insurmountable.
* * * * *
"Are you serious, Bob?" Stan Jacobs, Marketing. "Aren't you walking right into a sexual harassment suit? How can you even think you can propose something like this to a woman like Patty?"
"Let me get to Patty in a minute. For now, just react to the idea. Take away any sexual harassment issues for the moment, just think about the idea of motivation and bringing the entire office into a common reason for striving to the same goal. We do a great job right now for such a small, quick moving group. But, think, just for a moment... if sales and operations and development and design were all dropping their age-old biases and conflicts to achieve goal after goal. And what is the motivation to totally change those inborn behaviors? Sex. They get laid. They get sucked. They get it however they want it."
He looked over the three men that managed the people and functions of the company. He waited for reactions, objections, approval, anything. They remained quiet. He knew it wasn't that they were afraid to express dissension, they didn't work that way.
"The studies are there. The problem with the studies for modern companies in our liberated society is... so what? If employees who receive great sex regularly are more highly productive and happy in their work, how is a company supposed to influence that? Hire hookers to pay their employee's visits at night? What about the female employees? Companies can't go around spending money on sex for their employees. What would that make them, pimps?"
"Okay... listen, Bob, it's not that I disagree with you." Marty, Development and Design. "I've read the same things. It has something to do with stress and allowing them to focus, to free their minds to more creative approaches." He shook his head. "Okay, let me ask this... if we all agreed and could figure out how to present it and manage it... Patty? You're going to approach Patty with this? She's too sweet."
Bob smiled and they saw something coming. "What have you noticed about Patty this week?"
"Yeah... something is happening, for sure." Bill Clancy, Plant Manager. "I'm not in the office as much as you guys, but it seems every time I am, she's gotten hotter looking."
Stan, "So, what aren't you telling us, Bob?"
"Are you guys in wholeheartedly to make this work?" They all nodded. "Your concern is Patty?" They all nodded. He smiled and walked to the door. "Patty, we need you in here to help settle an issue."
I turned to Bob's voice as he stood in the doorway of his office. I knew who was in there. I knew what they had been talking about. For a week, my mind had spun with the thoughts of what they were talking about. For a week, Bob and I had been meeting and... coming together. Repeatedly. This was what it was coming down to.
"Yes, sir." I stood and moved purposefully to his office door he was holding for me. I smiled at him and he winked at me. This was the first day I was wearing the full outfit and it had caused quite a stir in the office.
I followed Bob into the office and stood at the side of his desk as he took his seat behind his desk opposite the three managers who were watching me intently. My outfit, if not me, had their attention and made them wonder what was happening.
"Patty, I have been discussing with the managers the idea we have been working on. They seem to have some concerns."
I smiled at him, then turned my attention to the managers. "What seems to be the concern, gentlemen?"
"Wait a minute." It was as if they all were speaking as one. "The idea you both have been working on?"
I moved to stand alongside our boss, his hand moving familiarly around my waist and sliding up and down my hip. I smiled at them. "Yes. I am as much involved in this as he is. It was my expression of need that caused him to consider such a bold idea. We talked about how it should be handled. I think we worked it out. What do you guys think?"
They were quiet. Bob stepped into the quiet. "Patty, will you show them?"
"Of course. That's what this is all about, right?" He smiled knowingly. He didn't know it would come down to this, but he wasn't surprised, after all we had put into it together that I would step up.
Standing alongside Bob, the men watched with disbelief as my finger rose to the button between my breasts and slipped it through the hole and my blouse gaped open a little more. The guys were now understanding even if they were still not quite comprehending how or why.
I slipped my semi-sheer blouse off my arms and held it out to Bob, "Will you hold this for me, boss?" I was playing him in the process of this and he loved the confidence I was displaying. He smiled up at me.
Quickly, I unzipped the skirt and shimmied it down over my hips and legs, dropping it into his lap, too. I was standing in my semi-sheer bra, panties, and thigh-high stockings and heels. I came out from behind the desk and around the back of the guys, my fingers sliding across the shoulders of each. I stopped at one and turned my back to him and pulled my hair up. He turned around to watch me.
"Would you undo my bra, please, Stan?" His fingers were shaking as he worked the hooks on the little bra. I slid it off and dropped it into the lap of Bill. I returned to my place next to Bob, my hands cupping my bare breasts, my lower lip sucked into my mouth. Bob turned in his chair and I turned away from him. His hands went to my sides and he inched my panties down and until they dropped to my feet. I moved them with my feet away from the desk, turned my back to the men and bent over with straight legs and feet parted to pick them up. I heard their gasps as my now clean-shaven pussy and asshole came into view.
"We're not complaining, Patty, but... how... why..."
"God... you're even more beautiful than I imagined."
"You two really think this can be managed? Because right now you sure have our attention."
I smiled at Bob, then at them. "We're glad to hear that. As to 'how', 'why'... well, the boss was attentive enough to recognize a desire of mine and together we saw a way to take advantage of it. That might still be mysterious, but a girl deserves some mystery, right?" They nodded. I had the sense they would nod no matter what I said at this point.
There was a little more discussion and this time the other men were far more active in the positive effort of working out managing the boss's idea. All the while, I stood next to Bob's chair and his hand was caressing my nearly naked body. When I felt his hand slip to the inside of my legs and up my thigh to my wet pussy, I watched as all three men froze, all conversation stopping, and their eyes flashing from the fingers playing on my pussy to my eyes looking for any negative reaction. When they only found me reacting as a willing recipient and my legs opened further, they all relaxed and smiled.
Bob, unabashedly, slid a finger into my pussy, then added another, sawing his fingers in and out. Each downward motion exposed the juices coating his fingers. The men gasped and sighed at the site and the obvious enjoyment I took while they watched, though I blushed deeply.
"Gentlemen, does this resolve any concerns you had about her willingness?" They all nodded. "Good." He looked up at me, his fingers still inside me. I couldn't believe how I felt at the moment being obscenely handled in front of the other men, but he had talked to me about this part of it. I had imagined, unrealistically, if/when I sexually interacted with someone in the office that I would be in a closed office or the conference room. He insisted that wouldn't be the case. Part of the sharing and bonding of experience would be the openness of experience. If an office or conference room was used, it would be with an open door, but that it would also occur in the open, at my workstation or in the open-office area of the designers.
I was brought out of my musing by Bob's fingers jamming up into my pussy, his thumb thrust against my clit. I moaned and my hazy eyes returned to Bob. I knew what the look referred to and I nodded.
He smiled at me, then turned to them, "I don't think it would be fair to end the meeting for now without some relief for them, do you, Patty?"
"I certainly don't. Gentlemen, if you'll push your chairs back a bit..."
I moved around the desk, Bob's fingers slipping out as I turned. I moved to Marty, the first in line, my fingers working his belt as I knelt in front of him. He gasped as I lowered his zipper, reached inside, and exposed his already hard cock. I peripherally noticed the other men loosening their pants and lowering them, stroking their cocks in anticipation.
As I moved down the line, sucking their cocks and taking their seed into my mouth and swallowing, the men came to accept the reality more and more until their hands were all over my body while I sucked the last man, Stan, into my throat. Hands and fingers were on my breasts, back, stomach, hips, and on and in my pussy. I was moaning with a muffled effect as the last cock erupted in my mouth.
As the men gathered themselves to leave the office, I returned to Bob's side but I was far from relaxed or content. My body was now on fire. I was flushed with sexual energy and need. I stood with my thighs squeezed tightly together to feel pressure on my oozing pussy and clit.
Bob's voice pulled me out of my trance, "Bill, could you hold back for a moment?" I realized the men were about to exit. I moved quickly to the door and kissed Stan and Marty deeply before they did, thanking each for the gift of their cum. They both looked at me with smiles.
I moved up behind Bill, my arm around his shoulders as he stood in front of our boss. "Bill, we have a different situation with your people." He glanced at Bob, then at me and his eyes couldn't be stopped from dropping to my bare breasts pressing into his arm. "The office provides a more casual encounter situation to act this effort out. The plant is... well... not that at all. You have 20 guys out there and it is not somewhere Patty just hangs out."
Bill was nodding his head, "I still can't get my head around this happening; yes, we have to worry about safety, too. You're right, this isn't going to happen out on the floor." Then, he looked up at us as if the implication of the comments sunk in and looked into my eyes, "You mean you're going to include them in all this?" I think he was surprised.
I responded before Bob could. "We can't not, Bill. Even if any of us thought we didn't need to, which none of us do, it wouldn't be right. They have as much to do with the company's success or struggle as anyone in the office. They need to feel as much a part of the same team as anyone else. What applies to the office has to apply to the shop." I saw him looking at my breasts and I hadn't realized the talk had caused me to start fondling my own breasts. I pulled my hands away, a little embarrassed. "Sorry, this is just so damn exciting."
Bob chuckled but picked up on what I was saying. "The point is, Bill, we've got nine guys in the office and they will probably be staggered. We have to keep in mind that Patty really does have a real job here." He had joined us and was stroking my bare back and ass. "Meeting and exceeding our goals will take everyone's complete effort and that also includes the work she does around here." In front of Bill, he pinched an already erect nipple. "Even if she was of the mind to just fuck all of us all day, we need her doing her job, too." I gave them a pouty face at that and they both laughed. Bob left it with Bill that he should think about how the shop personnel might be managed. He agreed and slipped out the door so it wouldn't expose me.
I turned to Bob and there was lust in my eyes. My nipples were erect nubs standing out on the tips of my breasts and I could feel the wetness between my thighs. Bob took both of my nipples between his fingers and pinched them, then pulled them away from my breasts as he leaned in to kiss me. I gasped and moaned into his mouth.
"Is our plaything feeling like she desperately needs to cum?"
"Please! Please, just fuck me... right here, right now."
He chuckled and squeezed my nipples more. "No... not now. And, I don't want you getting yourself off, either. Don't touch yourself the rest of the day, okay?"
"Why? That's cruel. I sucked them. I need something now."
"I'm going to notify them that we are having an after-hours meeting in the office tonight."
"Tonight... the five of us?"
He nodded. "After everyone is gone we'll give you your relief out in the office, throughout the office." It hit me what he was saying. This wouldn't be in one of the offices or the conference room. This would be out in the open. That's how he wanted this done, out in the open, not hidden. He wanted everyone to know it was happening, seeing each other as they shared in the rewards as they shared in the effort to succeed. I shivered.
* * * * *
The rest of the day couldn't have gone any slower. I went about my work squirming in my chair with wet panties plastered to my pussy. Several times I went to the ladies' room to pull my panties from between my lips. I used paper towels and tissues in vain attempts to dry myself.
I was busy sorting through a file when I heard an increasing commotion in the office. I glanced at the computer monitor to see it was the end of the day. The one sales guy who was in the office passed by and said goodnight. Several of the guys from the front area came back to say they were leaving.
That was all it took for me to feel my nerves were taking over, again.
"Is everyone gone?"
I nearly jumped out of my chair at Bob's voice behind me. He apologized for startling me and I said I would walk through the office to make sure. I hadn't understood how much this was going to affect me. I needed the opportunity to walk through the office to divert and calm myself. Everyone was gone and I made sure the front door was locked. As I walked back to my workstation, it sunk into me... I was about to be fucked by the four managers of the company and not in a private room. It was going to happen here, in the open office. Bob was initiating me as much as the managers. Four of them... wasn't that a gang bang?
I jumped again when there was a sharp knocking on the outside door. I turned around to find Marty carrying three bags in his arms. I walked quickly to the door, fully aware that the flimsy bras Bob had me wearing now provided much less restraint. I unlocked and opened the door, taking one of the bags from him, then relocking the door.
He waited for me, "I'm still getting used to this whole thing, Patty. I hope you don't think we're being rude when we stare, but it has been a shock to our systems to see your transformation in dress and now to learn about the plan."
"Don't be silly. I have a feeling Bob has intended all along that exhibitionism was going to play a major role in this for me. I'm still getting used to the reality of it. It's one thing to intellectualize it and an entirely different thing to internalize it."
We found the other three in the lunch/conference room. The bags were carry-out from a nearby Thai restaurant and three bottles of wine. The food was spread out on the conference table, two bottles were opened and place within easy reach of anyone. The food served the purpose and we talked mostly about the company, at first, then it shifted to lighter topics. None of the topics was office sex.
When we were finished with the food, it and the mess was cleared away and the wine was brought out to my workstation. It was the central point of the office. Bob took me in his arms from behind and looked at his senior managers.
"This is a truly unique opportunity for us, gentlemen." His hands moved off my shoulders, down my arms, and around my waist. "You've had a little example earlier of what this opportunity could provide for all us in the company." His hands moved up my front to cup my covered breasts. "After that example, do any of you question how including everyone can bring the entire company closer together?" His fingers began unbuttoning my blouse. The men were watching his hands, my body, and my reaction. I maintained a look of temptation fueled by my own arousal.
"We got together and talked among ourselves, Bob. We also feel exactly what you were talking about." They nodded together as Stan relayed their agreed upon thoughts. "And, we agree wholehearted with your philosophy." My blouse was now pulled out from my skirt and being removed from my arms. They watched intently as Bob's fingers remained busy at my back and my semi-transparent, lace bra sagged as the hooks were opened. He slid the straps off my arms and I was naked from the waist up. Bob returned his hands to cup my bare breasts, his fingers taking my nipples and teasing them. "The level of intimacy that will be shared with the entire group will be a bond that will cut through petty differences and tribal bias. As outrageous as this idea is, it stands a very good chance of achieving your goals."
Bob's fingers were working at the zipper to my skirt and it soon was pushed off my hips and pooled at my feet. I stood before them in semi-transparent, lace bikini panties, sheer black thigh-high stockings, and my 4-inch heels.
My facial expression didn't change. I never flinched during my disrobing by our boss. I corrected them matter-of-factly, "This outrageous idea, gentlemen, will only achieve the goals if the goals cease being Bob's and become ours, all of ours. If we haven't all bought into this, all we're likely to achieve is all of us getting laid."
The look on their faces was incredible. At the moment I said 'getting laid', my panties joined my skirt at my feet. My shaved but juicy pussy was on display to them. Bob's left hand left my left breast and nipple and slid down between my legs. I spread my feet invitingly to his touch and felt his finger slide through my lips.



Bob moved to a position alongside his managers. "An incredible woman, gentlemen. She is willing to give everything she can to make this a much better and more successful company. That is exactly the commitment we will need from everyone."
I moved to refill everyone's glass with the last of the wine. Each of them now touched me as I moved among them. "If it doesn't happen that way, gentlemen, I'm off the table... so to speak."
They all understood and the commitment was obvious and assured. Bob shifted his full attention to me. "In that case, may I present our plaything, our toy for office fun." I smiled and gave them a little, naked curtsy. "You, my dear, are about to become very busy around here." I smiled lustily. I've been waiting all day.
The men converged on me with far less uncertainty than they had shown me before. Though Bob remained just on the periphery of the small group, the other men had me encircled, their hands touching my bare skin everywhere. I turned to Marty and leaned my head toward him, hardly able to move my body with all the hands stroking me. He saw my intention to deliver a kiss and accepted eagerly. The kiss became passionate while hands fondled my breasts, stomach, butt, and thighs. When a hand wound its way between my thighs, I spread my feet wide to encourage the contact.
Marty broke the kiss and Stan moved in, then Bill. My pussy was drooling with pent-up need and anticipation. My hands were on shoulders, which had the added effect of further making my body available to them. I hadn't noticed anyone taking their clothes off, but I had a hand lowered and a cock placed into it. My hand automatically started stroking the cock, which was already partially hard. I broke from the encompassing hands and sank to knees in front of Stan's cock. I smiled up at him. He had removed his shoes, pants, and shorts. He had removed his tie and was in the process of unbuttoning his white shirt as I finished licking the length of his cock and took it into my mouth. I sucked on the head, licking the first drops of precum.
My peripheral view noticed that the other men were now also undressing around me, shoes being kicked to the side, with slacks and shorts being dropped onto my workstation. With Stan's cock in my mouth growing by the moment, my hands were moved from Stan's to cocks on either side of me. I glanced up at each side and found Bill and Marty also unbuttoning shirts. Soon they were as naked as I was. I pulled my mouth from Stan's cock to move to the side to Marty's. After moments more, I moved past Stan to take Bill's cock into my mouth. While sucking the men, hands found their way back to my breasts and another between my thighs, two fingers sliding effortlessly in and out of my dripping pussy. I knew the fingers belonged to Bob since I had the others in my mouth or hands.
The fingers left my pussy and I was being encouraged to stand. I was moved to the edge of my workstation from the outside of it and pressed forward until I was bent over the ledge with my hands pressed onto the work surface. I looked over my shoulder to find Bob smiling at me as Stan moved up behind me, one of his hands on my hip as the other one moved his hard cock over my open and wet pussy lips.
I moaned loudly at the touch of his cock at my pussy as it slid up and down along my open lips. Bob had encouraged me to wait, to deny my need until later and this was the later. Finally, I was going to get the relief I had desired since the morning session with these same managers. At that time, I gave them relief with my mouth. Now, we'll all get relief.
I found myself holding my breath as I felt his cock slide over my hole and pause there. It seemed an eternity but was only a fraction of a moment before my pussy was opened further by the cock pressing in. I sighed long and deep as it slowly entered me, stopped, pulled back slightly, and pressed in further. Several times with the cycle it was repeated until his hips pressed against my butt.
Since my husband left those years before, Bob was the only other man until now. And, there are two more who would be using me this night. Then... much more after that. I was ready to climax just from the thought of it all finally happening. After all our talk, after all the speculation, after all the intellectualizing of this, it was becoming physical. Finally.
His cock was fully in my pussy. He pulled it out and thrust it back in. This was a fucking and I anticipated and wanted nothing else. I was hotter, more aroused, and stimulated than I could ever remember being. I found his rhythm and pressed back firmly as he thrust into me. I suddenly found a cock in my face. Bill had climbed onto the work surface and had his cock at my mouth. I opened wide and it was pressed inside. Soon, even this became a fucking. Both ends were being fucked but their strokes and thrusts were erratic. Sometimes they thrust in at the same time; other times, Stan thrust into me as Bill was pulling back and his next thrust crashed his pubic area into my face.
While they were ravaging my two ends, hands were fondling my swinging breasts and pinching the nipples. My orgasm was rising fast and when it hit I cried out with cries muffled by the cock in my mouth. My arms sagged under the twitching of muscles and my abdomen abruptly pressed into the ledge. I righted myself with shaky legs and arms. My pussy walls were spasming around Stan's cock that triggered him to climax, sending his seed into my pussy with loud groans and moans, his cock driven deep as his hips strained against me. Bill in my mouth moaned a moment later and I pulled my mouth back to suck on the cock head just as his seed sprayed into my mouth. I sucked him hard to drain the last of his cum as my pussy seemed to clench around Stan's cock almost on its own.
When the two cocks pulled from my opposite holes, I staggered after losing the pressure on my body that held me in place. I felt hands grab me under the arms and secure me tightly. I looked up and smiled at Bob.
"God, that was good!" I looked at Bob and Marty with a lusty gaze not diminished in the least by the two cock that ravaged me or by my orgasm. "Okay, you two..."
Bob looked up at Marty and returned his gaze back to me with a determined smile. "Let's give our toy a DP and see if that sates her."
Marty seemed unsure how that was going to happen and waited for Bob to direct it, though his eagerness to participate was clear. Bob entered my workspace and pulled out my secretarial style chair without arms. Bob rolled it out into open area in front of the area of offices, looked at me and smiled. I looked at the windows in the front wall and our parking lot and entrance beyond it. But, if it gave me pause, it seemed to affect Marty even more. It was dark outside and the entrance to the plant area did not have much night-time traffic, despite the possibility. I reached for Marty's hand and walked us both to where Bob was already sitting in the chair, gently rotating it back and forth.
I knelt down for him and sucked his cock hard. I motioned for Marty to come alongside, then alternated between the two cocks until they were again hard, the delay and indecision now forgotten. I stood in front of Bob and made my evaluation of the chair being able to support the weight of Bob and me, but that was lost as soon as his hands came up to my breasts and took the nipples in his fingers, pulling me until I was forced to spread my legs to straddle his lap. I shrugged, but more an expression to myself than intended for him. He held his rigid cock vertically and I supported myself with one hand on his shoulder and the other resting on his chest. I lowered my bottom and he directed his cock's placement accordingly. My pussy felt his cock head and I made a minor adjustment to feel it at my opening.
I smiled down at him, bent my face down and took his mouth with mine. As I kissed him, I lowered my cum-filling pussy over his larger cock. I fucked him with several strokes until I had him seated deep inside me. Bob looked around me to find Marty.
"There's a small plastic bag on my desk from the drug store." Without further explanation, Marty walked quickly to retrieve the item in the bag. He was already removing the cap and squeezing a generous amount of lubrication onto his cock head and smearing it down its length. He then applied a dollop to my asshole and worked it in with his fingers. I watched Bob's eyes as this was happening and he nodded to me. He had taken my ass earlier, but it was the first time and this was going to be different. Even though Marty's cock was smaller than Bob's, having Bob in my pussy at the same time was going to make this very tight. But, I bravely smiled back.
The touch of Marty's hand on my waist gave me a start. His hand shifted to my butt cheek and spread me, his cock head moving in to touch my puckered hole. Bob's hands shifted to my hips and held me steady as Marty pressed harder at my other hole. My mouth fell open, my breath was held in my lungs, and my eyes closed as the cock head pressed against my resisting opening.
Bob pulled me into his body and whispered into my ear, "Relax, Patty. You are going to feel fuller than you ever have and it is going to be wonderful."
I grunted back, "Did you... before... with..."
He nodded and I felt it. "Yes, and she loved it. We did some swinging..." I nodded as if it mattered.
I breathed out slowly and as I did I pressed back with my muscles inside to open my tight hole. I gasped and groaned as the head spread my sphincter until the cock head was inside. I put my hand back to pause Marty. My head sank into Bob's shoulder, my body shuddered and I pulled on Marty's leg to continue. He pressed and stopped, pressed and stopped. Then he pulled back and pressed further. I groaned throughout the entire process.
Once both were seated deep in my holes, they began smooth motions in each. Soon, they found a rhythm that worked for both of them, their cocks moving in and out alongside each other separated only by a thin membrane.
Bob's voice came to me as I continued to gasp and moan at the incredible feeling of stimulation and fullness.
"You're doing so good. The key to any gang bang is relaxation. You're doing great."
Something inside me swelled with pride and accomplishment. He had brought me to so many new experiences and released new and ever-increasing stimulation within me and this was another. He had been correct. I could never have imagined the feeling of being so full of cock and the more I let myself go with it, the more the stimulation shot my arousal to a height I also hadn't imagined. I was going to explode soon and it was going to be hard.
"Oh my god..." I gasped while they fucked me harder, sensing my approaching orgasm. Then, the hands of the other men were touching, groping, and teasing me wherever they could find the skin or breasts or nipples.
Bob's voice encouraged my arousal and ultimate release. "That's it. Let it all out, our sexy toy, our office toy, our fuck toy... There's no need to hold it in. Release it."
And, I did. It was shattering when it hit me. My moans turned into cries and I screamed out my release. My arms were tight around Bob's neck and my face buried in his shoulder when my body went rigid, then seemed to sag like a rag doll with loose stuffing. Though my body collapsed as if without the strength to move, it shook and spasmed as if independently of me.
My face buried in the shoulder grimaced and my eyes flashed open and closed tightly as if they couldn't decide what they wanted to do. My pussy gushed my fluids over the cock inside it and probably onto Bob's thighs and the chair seat.
From around me, I heard the voices of the other men as the two stroking more urgently into my holes also reached climaxes. "Holy shit... that was amazing. Have you ever seen a woman orgasm like that...?"
A feeling of satisfaction and new expectation settled over me as Marty pulled out of my ass, but I was held securely in Bob's arms and his cock still inside my pussy like a secure anchor for my being. This was just one other experience. There was going to be so much more, too.
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CHAPTER FOUR: THE OFFICE
As I was printing and collating nine sets of forms, the office personnel filed along both sides of my workstation coming from their offices around me and the open work area in front. Bill Clancy came in the back entrance from his office in the plant. It was an early meeting I was asked to schedule on all their computer calendars as a mandatory meeting with Bob Hansen. I occasionally smiled as someone greeted me or commented on my outfit as they walked by. My focus though was on getting the forms ready and waiting for when they were needed in the meeting. It had probably seemed like a normal Monday to them.
This day I was wearing a tight, short, black skirt that molded to my mature curves and ended at mid-thigh. My blouse was semi-sheer white so the sheer white, lace-trimmed, bra underneath was visible underneath. Underneath my skirt was a matching sheer white, lace-trimmed thong. My thigh-high stockings were sheer black with lace at the elastic tops. My shoes were 4-inch, shiny black patent leather with stiletto heels. I had sparkly, silver necklace and earrings. Bob dictate my dress just for setting the mood in the morning before the meeting. I came in a little late when we knew everyone else would already be in the office. My arrival created the stir he intended. They were still getting used to the dramatic change in my appearance.
The door to the conference room was partially open. They were 20-some minutes into the meeting with Bob doing most of the talking but several of the other managers also adding some affirming comments. The topic of the meeting was the same as the one with managers. I was leaning against my workstation idly listening to the meeting progress. When it got to the part where the discussion went past the realm of theoretical and studies to the idea of implementation, the atmosphere in the room changed.
I heard one of the sales guys blurt out, "What's Patty going to say about this." I was sure the managers were probably having a difficult time keeping a straight-face.
Bob asked them not to worry about that for the moment. Did anyone have an issue with the idea? Nobody did. They would have to sign forms, everyone, protecting the company from harassment claims and complete confidentiality. Everybody agreed.
"But, Bob, what about Patty? Is she on board with this?" That everybody, managers, and others, had the same concerns about me pleased me tremendously and reinforced the feelings I had for them all.
Bob came to the door and I handed him the sorted forms, harassment claim protection, and confidentiality, and returned to the meeting. I knew he would have them passed around the room, each person, including the managers, would be instructed to review them and sign them. Bob told them that as an extra-legal precaution, he was going to have me witness the signature. "That should satisfy your appreciated concerns about Patty."
That was my cue. I began to get undressed. If the meeting hadn't gotten to that point of agreement, I would have stayed out of the meeting. The guys in the meeting still didn't know my participation, only that some form of sexual motivation would be involved.
When I was down to my stockings, jewelry, and heels, I lightly knocked on the door. From inside I heard, "Everyone signed the forms? Good." There was a pause. "Everyone, keep your forms and Patty will come in to ask for your understanding and witness each one. "Patty... we're ready for you."
When I entered, I swear all the air in the room was sucked out by the men gasping all at once. I stood next to Bob at the end of the table and made direct eye contact with each of the men in the room. Except for the managers who were already privy to what we were doing, everyone had looks of shock and disbelief on their faces.
Bob put his arm around my waist and I comfortably leaned into him. I stepped forward and in front of Bob so I had their attention like I wouldn't have if I was standing in the corner.
"Yes, me... I know you thought of me as a nice mom-type. I also know you have noticed a change from me recently and this is why. I want to assure everyone this is wholly the result of my desires getting expressed in a mutually advantageous manner." They were relaxing to the idea as I received a spattering of applause and cheers with good-natured laughter. "I can also say without question that hearing the concerns for me pleased me tremendously and reinforced my intention here."
I reached to my right stocking top and pulled a pen from it and held it up. They all laughed. I moved to the first man, Ted, one of the designers in Marty's group. I bent over the table next him, my breast hanging and swaying slightly in the process. It was an intentional move and he looked, but, "Ted, my eyes are up here." Everyone laughed, the expected nervous awkwardness slowly easing from the group. "You signed both documents, I see. Did you understand them?" He nodded his head. "Do you have any questions regarding them?"
He looked from my face to my breasts and down to my exposed pussy next to his shoulder. "Ummmm... only... well, Bob... Mr. Hansen... he seemed to indicate we were going... I mean, are we really going..."
I leaned into him with my hand on his neck as I kissed his cheek. The entire room was silent. The question was never finished, but the question was very obvious. "Yes, Ted. You are... as is everyone, if you want." I took his form to sign as the witness and said, "Ted, you can touch now." He was tentative, but he reached out and cupped a breast as I finished witnessing his two documents. I then moved behind him, my hand gliding over his shoulders to move to the next man and repeated the same thing around the table, then to each of the managers standing around the room. They were a little more familiar, as I was sure the others would soon become.
I finished up standing next to Bob, again. I made an elaborate show of replacing the pen in my stocking top. Bob shook his head and said to the group, "I don't know about you, but she could have had a knife there I wouldn't have noticed."
The conference room was emptying but there was a big question not yet asked or offered until the youngest guy in the design group stopped the flow. He waited for Bob and me to exit the room, "Okay, boss, so I'm just going to blurt out the question everyone else is wondering... how is this supposed to work?"
Bob moved me forward with a tap on my butt. I walked into him and kissed him on the lips, his hands finding my bare back and butt. I parted our faces, "We can go back in the conference room, your desk, or right here. Using offices or rooms will be without doors closed. Out in the open is just as good.
There is a cocky confidence in some young males and this one had it. I also recognized that he wasn't much older than my own girls. He took my hand and followed the other three designers into their open work area. Their area was an open space between the management offices and the front door where desks and tables had been arranged with computers, monitors, and reference material organized around them.
Once in the area, I lined the four of them up and went down the line kissing them. The next time, I opened their belts. When I got back to the first, again, he had his jeans open and down to his knees. This was really beginning. I knelt in front of him, pulled his underwear down and stroked his cock. It was soon growing in my hands and mouth so I moved to the next one who had his cock out and stroking it himself. The others followed suit. The line I had formed had morphed into a tight semi-circle so I merely turned to move from one to the next. When I returned to the first, again, he had removed his shoes, socks, and pants. He was in the process of pulling his shirt up over his head. His cock was hard and he encouraged me up to my feet.
I glanced at the four and to the side where the managers and two sales guys were gathered to watch. I smiled, this didn't appear to be the start of improved productivity. I put my arms around his neck as he pulled me in. We kissed, then he encouraged me onto the desk. I sat down and lay back on top of the papers already spread over the surface. He spread my legs and gazed at my wet, open pussy. He slipped his cock in without any further hesitation or consideration. I moaned as his cock moved smoothly into my wetness.
"God, you're wet and feel so good around me."
I smiled up at him. "You feel pretty good inside me."
He pulled back and thrust deeper. A hard cock appeared at the side and I turned my head, one hand taking it and pulling it down to my mouth. I opened and took it inside, concentrating on the head for a moment or two before taking it deeper. He seemed content to let me suck it and I assumed he was waiting for his turn to fuck a different hole.
The guy fucking my pussy moved my legs to his shoulders and he bent them back toward me as he leaned in. He fucked me with strength, determination, and youth. It was marvelous to feel a young cock and all that energy behind it and I knew he wasn't new to fucking. I slipped my free hand between our bodies and applied some added attention to my clit. When I felt his body tense and his cock pulse and jerk in my pussy, I pressed hard on my clit to time an orgasm with his. I moaned in satisfaction as he grunted and pounded rapidly, then held himself rigid and deep inside me. His spurts were powerful and mixed his cum with the juices flooding from my orgasm.
The man in my mouth pulled out and took his place next to the man still gasping with his cock in the last throes of climax. When the other one pulled out, the next one offered his hands and pulled me off the desk. He kissed me on the lips, then turned me around and bent me over the same desk surface. I went flat on the desk, my breasts flattening on the papers. He moved his cock to my dripping pussy, coating the head with the juices escaping, and pressed his cock in. I grunted as he penetrated me completely in the initial thrust. I looked over my shoulder and found the one who had just fucked me. I called out to him. Puzzled, he came to me and I grabbed his softening cock and squirmed to the edge of the desk to suck him.
Once I had him cleaned with my mouth and tongue, I looked at Bob standing a little way off, "Thank you for fucking me. I was told a good slut cleans the cock that satisfies her." Bob smiled. The young man looked shocked at first, then smiled lustily.
When the four youngest men of the office were finished with me, all using the same desk for support, I stood on shaky legs and kissed each of them, thanking them and saying I looked forward to their cocks many times in the future. They were pulling on clothes as I remained in only my stockings, after losing my shoes during the fucking. I could feel the cum of four climaxes oozing from my pussy making my inner thighs slick with the wetness of their cum and my juice.
Bob walked up to our group and clapped them on the shoulders, shaking their hands. "Well done." He turned to look at me but still talking to them, "Well, guys, what do you think of our experiment now?" They all talked at once, thanking me, thanking him, confirming the dedication and commitment they all felt to have this available going forward. Then, sweetly, they each came to me, thanked me, and kissed my cheeks.
I walked with Bob back to the offices as the designers straightened themselves up and resumed working, though glancing back at my retreating ass. There was a tap on my shoulder and I turned to find one of them.
"Patty, you dropped these." He was holding my heels. I kissed him, again.
Bob patted my ass, "I think this is going to work just fine. How are you doing?"
I allowed my hand to subtly stroke over the front of his pants and the hard cock underneath. "I'm doing wonderfully." I giggled, "I feel like my pussy is squishing. But, I am ready for next two." I turned to him, "Thank you, Bob." He only smiled and handed me to the sales guys who took me into one of their offices.
They unbuckled their pants and dropped them to their feet. I moved in front of Jim, quickly taking his semi-hard cock into my mouth while taking Dan's cock into my right hand. I slowly stroked Dan's cock as my mouth slowly stroked Jim's. After several minutes, I switched, taking Dan's cock in my mouth and using my left hand on Jim. I moved back and forth several times until each was grunting with their arousal.
I pulled back after sucking Dan, "You want to cum in my mouth or..."
They looked at each other as if it mattered what the other wanted. Dan said, "The... ah 'or'. Patty, do you do anal?"
I stood up and pulled them shoulder to shoulder and leaned my naked body into them. "Yes... as a matter of fact, I do." I looked from one to the other, "You each want my ass or would you like to double me?" I raised my eyebrow and stepped back, then walked out of the office, into my workstation, opened a drawer in my desk, and returned with a tube of lubrication. "You guys need to shed some clothes."
There seemed to be a bit of uncertainty about how they were going to go about the DP, though. There were several options when in a bed but in an office? Remembering what happened the night with the managers, I arbitrarily indicated for Jim to rest against the edge of the desk while I applied lubrication to his cock, then gave him the tube as I kissed Dan. He was very generous with the lubrication, a large amount spread over my asshole, then pressed inside with one, then two fingers. He pulled me back to him and the fingers were replaced by his cock head pressing at my tight, puckered opening. Once he managed to force the head of his cock past the restriction of my sphincter, I moaned loudly and he began sawing back and forth, each time pushing his cock a little further into my ass.
This still felt awkward and I began wondering if I had it properly figured out. Jim hefted me up and sat abruptly on the desk and I sank down completely on his cock, which released a gasp from him and a cry from me. I wondered how long it would take for everyone to get used to these new sounds emanating from various rooms and locations throughout the office during the day.
Jim was sitting on the desktop and I was planted on top of him, my legs on the outside of his. Dan approached us while stroking his cock, his gaze shifting from my face to my crotch. He momentarily released his cock and spread Jim's legs, which spread mine even further. Dan placed his cock head at my pussy still oozing the cum of the four designers and moved it over the length of my slit. I glanced down at the obscene display and shuddered involuntarily. With a cock up my ass, my legs spread wide, and my pussy pulled open and leaking the climaxes of the previous fucks. I watched as Dan placed his cock head at my pussy, moved it up and down to locate my hole, then pressed forward. The position made it awkward, forcing him to press upward as much as forward and the presence of Jim in my ass made the fit tighter. I gasped as he penetrated me and moaned deeply as he pressed his cock deep with several thrusts.
Jim's cock in my ass wasn't moving much given the position he was in, but that didn't seem to eliminate his arousal as Dan's cock pressed firmly along this cock through the thin membrane separating the two chambers. The way Dan was fucking into me caused me to move up and back into Jim, which did cause him to move in my ass despite his inability to cause much of the movement himself. Dan's fucking was also angled such that his pubic bone impacted my clit with stunning regularity.
I was gasping for breath as my orgasm rushed higher and higher. My own body's reaction to the fucking numbed me to what else was happening until I felt Dan thrust hard and deep into my pussy, then again and holding himself there, his body straining, his mouth releasing sharp grunts and gasps. The next thing I felt was his seed pumping into my pussy, the throbbing and jerking of his cock plainly felt in the tightness of the space. That sensation was all I needed to crest my own orgasm, my arms going around Dan's neck to hold on while Jim's arms snaked between our bodies to keep me against him.
I was still shivering through the end of my orgasm as Dan pulled his cock out. I collapsed back against Jim, but he was only beginning. Our position was still awkward and he was intent on some serious fucking. He pressed forward, both of us standing on the floor at the same moment, his cock still lodged inside my ass. I looked over my shoulder almost afraid to question what he might have in mind, but it was relatively tame. Keeping us joined, cock-to-ass, he turned us around so I was now facing the desk and I bent over, supporting my body with my arms as he now had the freedom to plow strongly and deeply into my ass. My head hung from my shoulders as he thrust into me. I glimpsed an obscene sight and struggled to focus for confirmation, then groaned loudly as I recognized globs of spent cum pumping out of my pussy with each of his deep and powerful thrusts into my ass.
When he climaxed, I joined him for another orgasm. I collapse onto the desk, papers and folders scattering across the desk and onto the floor as my body and arms flailed in the throes of orgasm.
* * * * *
I was refilling the second to the bottom paper drawer of the copier. I had decided to make the most of my new reputation in the office by refraining from bending my knees as much as possible when I needed to bend over. The effect wasn't lost on people. I felt fingers on the back of my thighs, which continued up and wound to the inside of my thighs to touch my pussy.
"No panties."
I turned around to the voice. "As one of the managers, do you disapprove, Bill?"
He laughed, "No, I don't, but even if I did, I would be outvoted. Could I have a word with you and Bob?"
I finished filling the copier drawer and followed him into Bob's office.
Bob smiled at my entrance, "I have to say, Patty, I do like this look you have." After initiating the office guys into the new office motivational policy that morning, I had elected to not get fully dressed. I put my blouse, skirt, and heels back on but left my bra and panties lying on the surface of my desk. I played coy and inquired what look he was referring to. "First off, you still have a well-fucked looked about you. But, also, your nearly unbuttoned blouse gives very nice views of your gorgeous breasts and your nipples are teasing through the fabric." He looked at Bill, "I also understand your pussy has on occasions peeked out as you bent over... how was it put... indiscreetly, but lovely."
I shrugged my shoulders. "I figured I had been fucked throughout the office while basically naked. Too late for modesty."
He laughed, "And modesty we are not encouraging, either." He then turned to Bill for him to lead in whatever it was he had.
What he had was wanting a discussion about the shop. We knew we couldn't be doing this in the office and not have those in the shop finding out and we had never been inclined to try to keep it a secret. As was stated before, they are as critical to improvements as anyone. We had been at a bit of a loss, however, considering there were 20 guys out there. He disclosed that he took into confidence the three supervisors in the shop. After their initial shock of what was proposed, they were equally shocked that it was going to include the shop personnel.
Bob, "Why? Why was that a shock? We've always striven to be fair... office and shop."
"There's a difference when cultural difference is so strongly ingrained. They know it, Bob, but it is just part of a shop guy's DNA to believe the office is thought of as more important."
I could tell it bothered Bob. He had worked so hard to cut through the stereotypes for the betterment of the company. I broke the quiet, "This is a positive for you, Bob." He looked up at me. "Think about it. We were already going to make this company wide. Everyone. What better way to reinforce the concept of inclusivity than what we can do with this." I looked at Bill for reinforcement. "Could this be the knock-out punch to the perception between office and shop?"



Bill smiled, "Well, if not a knock-out, it will put it on the ropes."
That made Bob smile. He was a large, physical guy and he related to those analogies. The question, then, was how to implement it and that had always been the issue. The numbers were staggering.
Bill saw the hope in his boss's eyes and the sudden realization that we still didn't have the solution. He pressed forward, though, "My talk with the supers might have the solution, though. Like I said, after they got over the shock and we started talking, the ideas became very realistic. After all, this was Patty they were thinking about. You're like everyone's sister or cousin out there. Well, not for long maybe...", he laughed. "So, Patty, what do you think about using two days, morning at the beginning of the shift and afternoon toward the end of the shift. There are 20 guys, so a half on one day and a half on the second, then half of those in the morning or afternoon?"
I looked at Bob and smiled, "Five guys morning and afternoon. I did you four before and these six this morning. This will work!"
Bob looked at me, "You know, saying the numbers has me concerned. This is a lot. I understand the excitement, but... can you keep this up?"
I smiled at them both, "Do you really think anyone is going to complain if it does become too much and I have to taper it back? It isn't like it will stop completely. It might slow down, but... in the meantime... I'm not complaining." They laughed.
We very quickly came up with the schedule: since Wednesday had to be avoided, Tuesday and Thursday in the shop; Monday and Wednesday in the office.
"I suppose you're wondering about Friday?" They both nodded expectantly. "There might be some managers getting randy by then." I smiled and walked out.
* * * * *
At about the end of the day, Bob came up behind me and he had the designer group with him. He said they had an interesting idea going forward. I thought to myself, that didn't take them long.
They suggested since my body was going to be seen frequently, anyway, that I be given freedom to dress any way I wanted. I would need appropriate clothes to travel at least to and from work, but in the office, I could decide how I wanted to be dressed... or, as they emphasized, undressed. They suggested I could have a bra and pantie day, micro-mini-dress day, only stockings day, negligee day, etc. I could tell Bob like the idea, too. I could see another shopping trip in the near future. That new credit card was going to get a workout.
Bill was in Stan's office and popped his head out upon hearing the conversation.
"I couldn't help but overhear... we were talking about equal consideration, earlier... I usually come in to pick up the mail for the shop. Why don't you bring it out dressed however you are that day, but not on Wednesday." We all laughed. "After we initiate them into this, of course."
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INTRODUCTION:
This is a fantasy/science fiction story. It revolves around the adventures of two separate people who have found themselves somehow transported to an unknown planet called HOR. The planet, events, people, and animals are all fictional and imagined to create an erotic series of adventures.
HOR is an undiscovered planet to Earth scientists. Where it is is unknown. HOR is similar to Earth, though it is also quite different. While its society, culture, races, and interactions are established, they are starkly primitive compared to the development on Earth. HOR has vast desert, vast oceans, dense forests, imposing ranges of mountains, and bountiful fields for food. What it doesn't seem to have is mechanization on a grand, wide-ranging scale like Earth. What happens, what is grown, what is produced is largely on the backs of people. As a result, the societal structure is largely that of a feudal society, if compared to Earth. Warlords wield vast power over regions as long as they can hold power; large cities have formed where commerce has thrived and councils of powerful and influential men have formed alliances; nomads roam the vast territories in-between in caravans perhaps similar to the Silk Road in Earth's past.
At the heart of it all, who has power and who doesn't, is still strength or money. Strength in the form of armies and being able to wield that army to a purpose or money to pay an army to do the bidding or provide protection. At the heart of the armies are expendable men to die; at the heart of accumulated power through money are expendable laborers. In large cities, people may seem free but are enslaved to an existence as in Earth's feudal times. Elsewhere, slavery is more open. Commerce is openly displayed in produce and products and in people. Women in the remote regions populated by nomads or controlled by warlords could as easily find themselves as slaves as not. Male slaves make up heavy labor needs and the expendable first waves of battles. Female slaves make the service group, light labor, and sexual gratification of the predominantly male population of the planet.
It is onto this world and these conditions that two from Earth, one female and one male, have found themselves separately. How they got to HOR will be unknown. If there is a way to return to Earth it too is unknown. How they will survive will depend on each of them separately or perhaps together.
CHAPTER 1: ARRIVAL
Catherine James had risen quickly in her career with the US Marines. An unlikely candidate for the Marines, she holds multiple Masters and PhD degrees in Mechanical Engineering, Environmental Engineering, Bio-Medical, and Nursing (during a period she was bored). Having been raised on a Montana ranch and growing up outdoor doing hard work with her brothers and father, she was also identified in the genius category. She left the ranch at 15 years old when she graduated from high school without hardly trying. She had her first Bachelor's degree, Mechanical Engineering, two years later. At age 24, she found herself bored with school and degrees. While she loved the ranch life, being outdoors, and working in any weather, her father insisted she find something to make use of her skills and intelligence. She wasn't sure her decision to join the Marines satisfied that but it at least followed in her father's footsteps as a former Marine.
Physically, she was a natural for the Marines. She was trim and athletic with a 5' 9" body at 120 pounds that was used to hard work and heavy exertion. She could shoot a weapon from the back of a horse or hundreds of yards from a high branch in a tree. She was used to walking or leading a horse for miles through dense forests or mountainsides in search of strays. Her mind gave her an edge in anticipating demands and expectations. She left the training phase of the Marines at the top of her class in every aspect but the most physical measurements of brute strength that some men would still best her at.
During an early tour of combat, she was pulled back to the States for a special assignment. Intelligence analysts had detected a possible site containing the production of weapons of mass destruction. She was attached to a special Marine unit tasked to infiltrate the region and make an assessment of the site. Her analysis had been so thorough and convincing, it led to the site's destruction by drone attack. After rejoining her unit on the combat assignment, she excelled there, too. The Marines soon developed a special task group commissioned for combat potential and reconnaissance with heavy requirements for scientific analysis.
Catherine James was quickly promoted to a Captain rank. Though fully qualified in combat and tactical maneuvers, her rank and primary directive were science and evaluation. It was on such a mission in the mountainous region of eastern Afghanistan that everything would change for her. Data intercepts by overhead spy aircraft were detecting troubling streams of information and data suggesting the development of more WMD and plans for using them. Buried inside deep tunnels and caves of the mountains, the site was all but invisible to airborne surveillance. Her task group was sent in for detection, evaluation, and recommendation. They were landed undetected just over the border of Pakistan for a long hike to the valley where the site was expected to be. The terrain was difficult and would not be expected.
Reaching the designated point position overlooking the valley, they waited for two days in the changing conditions of heat during the day and freezing at night. On schedule, all but a group remaining for guarding the exterior left for a switch of personnel that would give them about ten hours. Using suppression devices on their weapons, exterior guards were eliminated and five of the team, including Captain James, entered the caves. Inside, a half dozen more people were killed in a short battle and secured. She moved quickly through the facility, marveling at the ability to live and work in such conditions with generators to maintain state-of-the-art computers and equipment inside a mountain. Using her own much more sophisticated state-of-the-art equipment, she downloaded and analyzed the threat of development, moved to the entrance of the cave, and transmitted it all up to the spy plane for quick transmission to HQ. Her assessment and confirmation at HQ determined an immediate threat and orders were made for destruction. Drones were not practical so explosives would need to be planted by the team.
With her primary assignment completed, Captain James moved back up the mountainside to a determined over-watch position to cover the team after securing the explosives. After scanning for anything moving or unusual, she rested her weapon, removed her backpack, and stored her equipment securely inside it. It was then that she spotted it. A glint of light down the dirt road. She used a scope to determine the source and communicated to the team that a line of four or five vehicles was approaching, the thick dust being kicked into the air making it difficult to accurately see the vehicles. She estimated 15 minutes. The team leader gave the order to set charges for 25 minutes, hoping to catch some entering the caves when it exploded.
Captain James took her weapon and scope, leaving her backpack for only a moment to shift around a boulder to a better vantage point to the approaching vehicles, set her weapon down, and...
"Captain James, status on the vehicles?" The question over the unit's comm was clear. "Captain James? Ma'am?"
The team leader hustled everyone out after assuring the charges and explosives were set. Up the side of the mountain, the team found the over-watch location and Captain James's equipment, but not Captain James. There was nowhere for her to have gone and not be seen by the team. Communication back to HQ indicated that even the spy planes above had lost contact with her. One moment she was in position, the next she was gone from their screens. The Marines have a long history of not leaving a team member behind. But... when they just disappear...
* * * *
Catherine James had the strangest sensation. She moved only a few steps to the side as she checked the surroundings. She was about to reach for her scope when... the view before her became blank, not black or blurred, just blank... and she was falling. At least that was the sensation... falling and falling a long way though she had no physical senses associated with falling like wind rushing past her face, hair floating, or the ground rushing toward her or her surroundings rushing past her. Yet, she felt she was falling.
She didn't remember much of anything. There was that sensation but then nothing. The next thing she was aware of was a very different environment. The surroundings were barren, the mountains she had been in were gone, even from the horizon. In their place were tall plateaus of vertical rock faces. When she began turning to survey her location, she was stunned by what she found. A large lake below her. But what stunned her was the appearance of two moons in the sky, each impossibly large and close to the world she found herself on. Her mind raced for an explanation but there wasn't one... there couldn't be one. This was impossible. Shouldn't a moon that large and so close tear this world apart by its gravitational effect? Her inner voice questioned her thinking 'this world'. What did she mean by 'this world'? This isn't Earth? How could this not be Earth? But her inner voice laughed in response... this doesn't look like Kansas, Catherine. Quoting Dorothy now? Get a grip, she chided herself. But she did have a grip, though a tenuous one, perhaps. Sherlock Holmes said, 'Once you eliminate the impossible, whatever remains, no matter how improbable, must be the truth'. It seems impossible that she wouldn't still be on Earth, but those moons... this isn't Earth. Therefore... if she wasn't on Earth... where was she?
Then she heard noises. Voices, sounds of wheels on dirt, perhaps animals. She watched in the direction of the sounds just over a rise of sandy windblown land. She looked around her in search of her weapons and pack. They, of course, were not there. She did have the handgun strapped to her right thigh and extra magazines, some with bullets for it, others for the long-gun weapon she did not have. She started walking toward the sound, soon seeing a line of wagons pulled by some form of ox-like creatures. As she got closer, she was spotted and the line of wagons stopped. She waved to them in hopes of finding help. Her attention on the strange beasts, the old wagons, and the people walking alongside and behind the wagons held her attention a bit too much. She saw that lines of naked women were strung behind the wagons, tied to a common rope, their hands bound before them. If she hadn't been so shocked at the sight, she might have reacted better to the sound behind her.
When she woke, her head felt like it was split open. Her vision fluctuated between blurred and focused. She knew the signs of a concussion but her medical training assured her this was a mild case. She was jostling from side to side and bouncing up and down. She was in the back of one of the wagons otherwise filled with what she deduced as trade goods. Her view out the back of the wagon was a line of naked women secured to a rope fastened to a ring in the wagon floor. The first woman in her view was talking to her but seeming to not want to draw attention to it. Catherine didn't understand a word she said. She didn't recognize the language as anything she had ever heard. Then, the woman yelled something and the wagon stopped. A large, fat man in a loose-fitting shirt and trousers appeared at the rear of the wagon and unceremoniously pulled Catherine from the wagon by her foot. She landed on the trampled sand and instantly recognized another startling thing: she too was naked.
She was marched to the rear of the line of women, trussed up with rope like the others, and secured to the rope. She was barefoot and naked. She saw nothing of her clothes or equipment. Clearly, by looking at the men in charge of this caravan, such things would have held no interest but curiosity to them. Before she thought too much about any of that, though, the wagon began and she was forced to stumble forward after the other women. She could only wonder what God-forsaken place she found herself. She didn't dare wonder what fate lay ahead of her.
The caravan stopped after several hours alongside a large lake. She decided she hadn't been unconscious long after all. The lake was the same she had viewed earlier just from the opposite side. She watched the line of women released from the ropes, then they moved with purpose but no joy in tasks of setting tents, making fire, and preparing food. She was jolted by the strikes of rope across her back and butt with angry words of some instruction she didn't understand. Another woman rushed to her and led her back to where others were establishing tents. The women talked in hushed tones to her but she might as well have been deaf for all the good it did her.
Catherine James had never encountered a situation that seemed more hopeless, but she had never been one to give up on hope. Somehow, someway, a way out of this would become evident. In the meantime, she had to find a way to fit into the structure, to not stand out. She quickly understood, these women were slaves. And, she understood enough of her own country's history to know slaves who draw the wrong attention didn't survive long.
That became very clear the first night after dinner. As the women cleaned up after the men finished eating, Catherine was grabbed by the hair and pulled to a group of men lounging before the largest tent. She was placed in front of them as they appraised her. She didn't understand the words but the tone was clear. A woman found along the route was a free prize. More words were exchanged and a man turned her around before them. He swatted her butt, squeezed her large 34D breasts, and held out her long, dark brown hair. More words. The man kicked her feet apart so they were spread more than shoulder width. Then, a hand was between her legs, a finger penetrated her dry pussy. She cried out, partially in surprise but also from the rough, calloused finger probing inside her. The one fingering her said something, the others laughed. The men opened their loose-fitting trousers, exposing their cocks. She was pushed forward and to her knees. She understood her plight even better. A new slave... was she worth anything to them?
She wondered the same thing: was she worth anything as a slave. Only to her, the question she posed to herself was if she wanted to be worthy as a slave. The answer was obvious to her, though. Did she want to be a slave, treated like one, used without regard like one? No, of course not. What she had to do, though, was survive. She had to survive for that opportunity hope told her would come with something better... escape or something.
She crawled forward to the man in the center of the group, the fattest one, the one on the most comfortable pillow who she assumed with the leader. She held her eyes, then thought better of it. She wasn't enticing this man, not like a man she was hooking up with, both of them driven by a temporary need. This was different, very different. She remembered the other women diverting their eyes from looking directly into the faces of men. Slaves. Of course, slaves don't challenge or assume anything close to an equal status which was implied by that gaze.
She focused on the exposed cock of the man, instead. It was uncircumcised and limp. It wasn't particularly large but as she got closer, she smelled him and wondered how long it had been since he bathed. The odor was strong and musty and no man would get closer to her like this. Not normally, anyway. She hadn't been shy about sex, but within the unit, it was restricted. Outside the unit, though, she satisfied her needs as greedily as the men probably did. She tried telling herself this was just another encounter. It wasn't working. This wasn't just another encounter. This wasn't her choice. These men had no intention or inclination of giving choices. These men took what they wanted from these women... from her now, too.
She lowered her face to the cock intending to impress her worthiness to be kept for a while longer among them. She feared the alternative wasn't merely being released. She lowered her open mouth to the cock to touch it with her tongue but she gasped from the odor and her throat clutched in revulsion. She pulled back and coughed to open her throat for breath. She regretted the action immediately. The man swung his open hand at her, connecting with the side of her face, and knocking her to the ground. The man who had brought her to them provided several lashes with his rope over her bare body. She first cowered from the lashes, then forced herself to endure the rope striking her back as she crawled back to the reclining man. She immediately engulfed his limp cock between her lips, tasting the odor or at least the dirtiness that produced the odor. Pushing past the sensitivities of her former existence, she pushed herself to accept her new existence for the chance of something she hoped would come.
She sucked the man greedily now. Ignoring everything else, the odor, the other men, the man behind her with the rope ready to lash out, even the other people and slaves in the camp who might also see. If she was to be a slave, none of that vanity concerns could matter. She pushed her mouth down over his cock and sucked her way back up to the head. The cock became hard quickly, the man releasing gasps and moans of pleasure from her effort. Another hand, she didn't know which man, touched her ass, then slid a finger between her legs to her pussy. He said something and the men chuckled. She knew what he had said, not the exact words, of course, but she knew her actions and resignation to her situation had resulted in her arousal. The man had felt that arousal, her wetness, at her pussy. Instantly, there was a change in the air among them, like sharks sensing blood in the water.
The fat man she was sucking put his fat hand on her head and pushed down slightly. She took him deeper into her mouth but he wasn't that big to enter her throat very far. Another man was now at her ass pushing her thighs apart, then she felt a cock probing her pussy before driving forcefully into her without any regard for her. A slave, she reminded herself. Survive. She pushed back against this new cock and the man behind her grunted as his cock was suddenly deep inside her. The man she was sucking grabbed a handful of hair and used it as leverage to fuck his cock with her mouth as the man behind her grabbed her hips to combine his thrusts with pulling her hips back against his thrusts. This was a brutal fucking, a fucking intended only to achieve their satisfaction.
The leader climaxed in her mouth. She felt the stiffness of his cock grow, the pulsing before the jerking of cum released in her mouth. Three strong spurts of cum nearly filled her mouth. She swallowed and she did it with exaggeration in her action so the man would know it. He grunted his release like an animal himself, sighed when he was finished, then pushed her head to the side. Another man was crab-walking to her, his cock exposed before her. Still being fucked from behind, she moved as well as she could to take this new cock with her mouth. His sigh and gasp as her mouth encased his cock reinforced her efforts and resolve. The man behind her clutched her hips tight and thrust mightily into her, holding his cock deep inside her as his cock spurted his seed deep in her pussy.
When that cock pulled out of her pussy, a new one, already hard, replaced it. This one was larger but she had no idea who the man might be. It was just another cock. She thought she remembered eight men in the group but she knew there were more in the caravan. Hopefully, she thought, the other slave women were pleasuring them.



When the next two men started with Catherine, the leader of the group said something and the men shifted, both pulling out of her. She was left gasping and confused. Not understanding the language or cultural expectations was a massive disadvantage for her. Even without understanding the words, she quickly understood the intention as one man lay on his back on the ground holding his hard cock straight up. She crawled to the man and threw a leg over his hips to straddle him. She was about to grasp his cock to align to her hole when the man behind her abruptly thrust his cock into her cum-drenched pussy. At first, her confusion intensified until she noticed the leering smile on the man's face below her. The cock in her pussy pulled out and when she hesitated was swatted on the ass. She grasped the cock below her and sat down slowly over it. The man behind her was in more of a hurry than that, though, and roughly pushed down on her shoulders to seat her completely on the cock. He then pressed her forward. She felt the hands of the man she was on pull her ass cheeks apart and a cock pressing roughly and forcefully through the resistance of her sphincter. Even cum soaked, his cock felt dry in her ass. She cried out in pain as both men began brutally fucking her adjacent holes. The more she cried out, though, the harder they seemed to thrust into her.
A strange thing happened, though. Strange to her, anyway. The cries coming from her as the two men pounded mercilessly into her changed from mere pain to... somehow, it changed to rising pleasure. She was being brutally fucked by these primitive men and her body was betraying her in the basest of ways. In moments, she orgasmed. The cries from her became those of a banshee. The sound surprised even herself. Her body's reaction was equally surprising to her. She orgasmed in the past, yes, but not like this. Her arms and thighs quivered as the nerves bounced within her body. She shivered and quaked. Her pussy and asshole clenched and spasmed around the cocks inside and they responded in climax almost immediately.
More men came to her, giving her verbal orders and becoming frustrated at her slowness to respond. She received many slaps of hands or lashes of ropes for her lack of response. Not understanding the words but seeking visual clues of their wishes slowed her. She was sure she was viewed as 'slow' or 'dim-witted'. Perhaps, they even decided it was why she was found stranded by herself. Perhaps, she was merely left by a frustrated owner who didn't even want the bother of trading her. She knew her immediate survival depended on being around people. She had to learn the ways if not the language to hope to survive if she escaped.
All three holes were taken by the men after that. She lost track of the number of times she was penetrated one hole or another. It lasted for hours on end. If it was only the eight men, they used her repeated by each. When they stopped, had their fill of her, she was unceremoniously dragged and dropped among the other slave women, secured by ropes, again.
In the morning, she ached. Her pussy, ass, and jaw ached from use by the men. Her breast seemed to have been of interest to the men as they were intent on mauling her hanging, bouncing, swinging breasts while being fucked. Her nipples were sore from pinching, twisting, and pulling. When the caravan began moving, she struggled to keep pace while tied in the line of other naked slaves. This was her life? Abuse in one form or another?
She seemed to be singled out and she didn't understand why. There was a lot she didn't understand but there were lines of naked slaves besides her. At every stop along the route and every overnight camp, it seemed she was pulled into groups of men. The first night was with the group of men in charge but after that night it was groups of every other kind of man, men who drove the wagons, herded the animals, kept the lines of slaves moving behind the wagons, and rode along on animals as guards. Those last men were the fiercest of them all. Those men, the guards, were rough and barely controllable by the men in charge. She feared for her survival with those men.
The night she spent with that group was the worst experience of her life. The men rotated through the night as they took turns guarding the edges of the camp. Every hole in her body was filled with cock and cum. She would pass out while being fucked and come to still being fucked. She couldn't fathom the purpose of such abuse.
Four days in the caravan and on this god-forsaken plant felt to her like a lifetime of misery. She felt nearly broken but her stubbornness and will to resist being defeated, trademarks of her previous life, and quick rise within the male-dominated world of the Marines, rose to the surface. It was a sudden shift in her and it didn't go unnoticed. The lead men seemed to have been watching her intently. When she willed herself into control and resistance, it seemed to cause noticeable reactions in them. She willed herself to do what needed to be done and in so doing she would find a way to survive until something better happened.
On the fifth day of marching behind the wagons with that frighteningly large moon sitting on the horizon as a constant reminder of where she wasn't, something did happen. Something very much unexpected.
Scanning the surrounding landscape as they traveled had lost her interest long ago. After long nights of being used by men for their pleasure, Catherine could barely manage to stumble along with the line of other slave women, much less pay attention to the surroundings. But her attention was drawn to the murmurs cascading down the line of wagons and connected slaves. She didn't understand the words but she did understand the heightened interest and maybe concern in the tones of the voices. She followed the gaze of the others. Something had their interest ahead of them. She moved to the side with the other slaves and gazed ahead, peering into the raised dust and beyond. Ahead and well to the side coming down a hillside to the left was a single figure. It appeared to be a single man astride another strange-looking beast and he was on a path to directly intersect the caravan. The interest in this development wasn't idle curiosity, however. She noted that the wagons slowed and grouped closer together, the slaves were bunched tighter behind the wagons they followed, and the guards who were intended to protect the caravan had angled inward to be closer to the caravan as if the caravan might be some protection for them. None of the guards were moving to intercept this lone intruder. One man? This was something to pay attention to.
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CHAPTER FIVE: THE SHOP
I decided to take everyone at their word. The following day, Tuesday, I came into the office and greeted everyone as I normally did, though the greeting I received back was much more attentive and sweet. I dropped my purse and bag on my workstation surface and went about turning on all the machines, changing phone messages, etc. I stood in the center of my circular workstation and realized I had eyes from many directions on me. There was no reason for anyone but me to know that I might act so quickly to a suggestion made last night. But, they were anticipating... or hoping.
I looked around at everyone and just then Bob walked in the front door and stopped in his tracks at the sense he had walked into something. He spotted me standing, saw my fingers move to my blouse buttons, and smiled as he proceeded through the front area, past me and into his office. But, he only dropped his backpack there and leaned against the door jam to watch along with the others.
I opened my blouse, pulled it from the skirt, and slid it off my shoulders and down my arms. I carefully folded it and turned to check the reaction. I wore a black lacy bra to enhance the cleavage look. I smiled at seeing the attention I was receiving. I undid the clasp and zipper at the side of my skirt and dropped it to the floor, folding it, too. I stood in match lingerie of black lace, the pantie being a bikini style. My thigh-high stockings were sheer black with lace tops, my heels were black patent-leather with 4-inch stiletto heels.
I left my workstation and walked up to Bob and lift a finger to his chin to close his mouth. "I thought they had a good idea, today could be bra and pantie day."
A few minutes later, Bill Clancy came in through the back door and stopped in his tracks as he took in the view of me sitting at my monitor in bra and panties. "Now, that's what I am talking about." I turned and smiled at him as he knocked at Bob's door and went in. Bill reappeared in the doorway and caught my attention. I went into Bob's office and stood alongside Bill. There was no time like the present to introduce the rest of the company to our motivational plan and the quicker the better, actually. If we could beat the rumor out to the shop, it would further enhance our honest intention to present a non-biased approached.
We agreed to do it the exact same way we did it with the office guys, though Bill warned me that the shop guys would likely be more playful than the office guys were. I just smiled. I remembered that all this got started when I confessed a hunger for more after having had sex with Bob one night. He recognized that hunger in me as being real when he joked about picking guys up at bars. It felt like it took no time and here I was getting fucked multiple times a day by my co-workers. And, he was right, of course; it was much nicer in a controlled environment with guys who cared about me.
Assembling the documents for signing this time was much more than last time. After collating the 20 sets of documents, I waited for the text from Bob indicating that all the shop personnel were assembled in the employee lunchroom. Bob and Bill were going to present the same information to them in the same way and undoubtedly get the same skeptical, unbelieving reaction. But, Bill was sure they would ultimately play along in the same way the office guys did. All he needed was for the supervisors to positively react and the others would follow, and the supervisors were already in on the idea.
When I got the text, I gathered the documents, a pen tucked in my stocking top, and moved through the back door. I elected to walk from the small office building to the shop building across the paved surface separating the two while in my bra and panties, but NOT naked. I was still getting used to all of this. Bob was right that the exhibitionistic element was a huge turn-on, but naked outside walking across an open paved surface was more than I was ready for. As I made my way across the 30 feet of paved surface, though, I wondered if anyone's reaction to seeing a woman carrying a stack of papers while in bra and panties would really be much different than see her naked.
But, if I thought walking across the open space was weird, entering the quiet, empty shop was more so. The shop's layout had the delivery and shipping bays near the office building and the employee parking and entrance on the opposite side so the lunch room, lockers, and showers were on the far side of the building. Bill had taken me on a couple tours of the shop since being hired so I moved along the bays to make my way to the other side where the employee meeting was taking place, all the while expecting someone to catch me, which was weird because they would be seeing much more very shortly.
Once, again, I stopped alongside the partially open door to the lunch room and lightly rapped on the door indicating to Bob and Bill that I had arrived. The first thing I heard was, "Sorry, Mr. Hansen, but... you're shitting us, right?" There were nervous reactions from others to the bluntness of the challenge, but the laughing response from Bill and Bob eased their tension.
Bill's voice in response was easy and casual, "I know exactly what you are thinking because I had the exact same reaction myself when Bob presented the idea to his managers, though perhaps not in the same words." There was more light laughter. "But, he convinced us the same way he is going to convince you, but the forms have to be signed."
With that, he came to the door and took the forms from me with a wink and smile. He whispered, "And, I still have trouble believing it." I smiled and agreed with him.
I stood outside the door in my lingerie feeling aroused and very naughty.
It occurred to me as I listened from outside how well Bill handled the discussion and comments. Bob was there for reinforcement of the bizarre idea, but this was Bill's group and he was in control of it. I listened as he asked if everyone had finished reading and signing the documents, covered a few more skeptical questions, then made the final declaration that the forms required a witness and I would be doing that. They were still wondering who and how all this was going to happen with when I pushed the door open and stepped into the room.
I glanced at Bob whose face was an encouraging smile and nod. It was only after taking a deep breath after a couple steps into the room to take my position alongside Bill that I realized how deathly quick a room of 22 men could be when they are shocked into disbelief. From somewhere in the group came, "No way." "Patty?" And suddenly a lot of murmuring.
The room was made up of six round tables with four chairs around them. Right now, they were mostly filled with the workers. Along the wall to the shop was a line of three vending machines and a counter, sink, refrigerator, and two microwaves. On the opposite wall from me was another door that led to the locker room and beyond that a small shower room that I was told didn't get much use except for the occasional situation when someone had plans for right after work.
Bill went through the same explanation that was given to the office guys. I would move from one to the other to verify the documents were signed, that they understood them, and finally to witness each. As Bill made the last comments, Bob came up behind me and undid my bra. I slipped it off my arms onto the nearest table, then shimmied out of my lace bikini panties. Bill nodded to me and I took a breath. I was about to wade into 20 men while naked. I didn't need any verification, though, I was wet before I left the office.
After going around to each of the workers, checking documents, asking the same questions, and witnessing 20 times, I had been felt up, fondled, and probed enough that I almost came by the time I left the last man. My legs were shaking by the time I rejoined Bob and Bill at the front of the room.
Apparently, there had been a discussion or decision made about how the group would be divided. The meeting broke up and 15 of the men rose and filed out of the room giving me nods and smiles. The remaining men finally stood and moved forward from a variety of different tables as Bob and Bill also left the room.
One of them stood slightly ahead of the others, "We were asked to draw numbers." He looked around himself, "We got lucky to be first, though nobody really felt they lost. We all get our turn, right?" I nodded. Hesitantly, he asked, "This is for real? You're really wanting to do this with all of us?" I nodded and assured them I really was more than good about it. "All of us in the shop, the office, and managers, too?" I nodded.
"I assure you, I am. What Bob said, I believe. This is a win-win-win. You guys get laid; I REALLY get laid; and the company should show improvement if we all want this to continue. We all win."
They didn't need anything more than that. The next moment I had five pairs of hands on my body and soon the simple, safe touching moved to more intimate touching and probing of my body. My feet were spread wider as hands and finger moved between my thighs as I kissed one, then another, and another of the men.
I stroked the front of the pants of two men directly in front of me and found them already hard. "Somebody better get undressed now."
That resulted in a flurry of clothes coming off and tossed onto and off nearby tables and chairs. Seeing the cocks coming into view, hard and rigid, I saw no reason for spending time sucking on them. I wanted to be fucked and my sense was they were much of the same thought.
I stood before them, a dripping pussy and erect nipples displaying my own arousal. One man stepped forward and bumped me back into one of the tables. His hands around my waist assisted me to sit on the table, my legs being lifted into the air and spread as he moved between them, his cock aimed at my open pussy. He looked down at my pussy and then at my face. I smiled and assured him not to worry about foreplay, I needed to be fucked. He smiled widely at the directness of my instruction. I sighed at the touch of his cock head on my pussy as the others crowded around the table to watch closely and to touch my willing body. His cock moved up and down my spread pussy lips until it was placed at my hole. He glanced at me and I nodded my eagerness. He pressed forward and I gasped at the initial penetration of his cock past my opening, my pussy grasping the new cock.
My head and shoulders were curled up to watch him enter me, then fell back as he continued to press smoothly into my well-lubricated pussy, his cock expanding my pussy at the same time my pussy walls clamped around the invader. He paused, pulled back slightly, pressed forward and brought another gasp from my lips. When he was fully inside me, a soft sound like a purr rumbled from my throat.
Someone took my hands and pulled them above my head, clasping them in one of his, then lightly stroking with his fingers down my arms to my armpits and my sides. Two others covered my breasts and nipples with their mouths, tongues circling the nipples, lips kissing and sucking. Another set of fingers snaked down my body to capture my clit. It felt like every erogenous zone on my body was being stimulated at the same time. These men knew what they were doing. They mixed gentleness with rough, tentative touches with aggressive thrusts and fondling.
My back arched on the tabletop as my orgasm was already cresting. So much stimulation at once from so many locations, all the while a cock was fully and aggressively pounding into my pussy, stroking my walls and slamming deep inside me. I gasped and cried out as my orgasm neared peak. Then, as if orchestrated, the cock inside me came out and I felt an emptiness of absurd proportion, all fingers, hands, lips, and tongues pulled away from me. I was gasping for the orgasm that was just a moment away from realizing. My eyes flared open, searching, and pleading silently.
I heard a soft, "Shift clockwise."
Everybody shifted. The man on my left at my breast moved between my legs, placing my calves on his shoulders and slamming his cock into my gaping and drooling pussy. The fingers, mouths, lips, and tongues all shifted, likewise. My body rocketed back up in stimulation, quickly regaining the effects that had put it on pause for those moments. Soon, I was gasping with the same desperation and need. The stimulation of my nipples made them feel even to me to be little tight nerve ends on my breasts. My clit was throbbing from the attention and sending jolts of arousal throughout my body. The light touch on my arms, pits, and side was a combination tickling and sensory caress. The new cock in my pussy slammed at me with the same energy.
I was at my peak, again. Another moment and I would explode. I was half anticipating they would let me down, again. They all paused one after another and I groaned my frustration of anticipation of another stop when they suddenly all took me over the edge. The cock inside me erupted with a heavy spurt of cum, my clit was pinched, and each nipple twisted. I groaned, moaned, and cried out as I climaxed in extraordinary rapture.
My body shook for moments and when I focused on the men, again, they had again shifted. Nobody was in the same location and a new cock was in my pussy. He didn't stay there long, though. He fucked my pussy deep and rough, then pressed my legs towards me further to expose my ass. I felt his coated cock press at my asshole. He searched my face and I nodded my approval. He smiled and pushed the cockhead past my sphincter. In a moment, he was fucking my asshole with the same energy. The man in a position to stimulate my clit was also working my empty, but messy pussy. His fingers moving from my pussy to my clit provided welcome lubrication to my throbbing clit. The other men resumed the attack on my other parts.
They switched like this until each of them not only came in my pussy or asshole but successfully brought me to five amazing orgasms.
They assisted me into a chair, one getting me a bottle of water and another draping a shirt over my upper body. I was bleary-eyed and dazed. Sounds were coming from my mouth and I could hear sounds from them, but nothing was making any sense. I was securely supported in the chair by two of the men, one kissing my forehead, the other stroking my shoulder and arm.
As my eyes began taking in the scene around me, I found Bill standing in the doorway. He had a gentle smile on his face as he watched his guys attending to me, then begin dressing for the start of their workday. Bill came and sat with me at the table as the guys filed past, kissing the top of my head, and voicing their thanks.
I looked at Bill with fatigue showing across my body, "Wow! Those guys worked me like they were porn movie regulars."
Bill laughed, "Maybe just from watching too much porn."
One of the guys came back in and went to the lockers, returning with a towel he handed to me. He winked, "You might want to bring some towels... you know, for times like this." I smiled and thanked him.
* * * * *
I did use the shower room and felt weird the entire time. It was an open shower area with three shower heads on each side, completely open. I had the feeling that I was doing something nasty, like taking a shower in the boys' locker room, which I was, I guess. It also dawned on me that everyone in the company now had seen me naked, so being in their showers wasn't going to expose me any further.
I slipped on my heels and carried my stockings, bra, and panties as I exited the lunch room and walked through the shop to the other end so I could cross the paved lot to the office building. That walk through the shop was anything but discrete and quiet. What guys weren't working in the area I passed, moved from their workstation to form a line of appreciation with clapping and whistles. At the far end, I turned and gave them an elaborate curtsy.
* * * * *
I turned from my monitor at the sound of Bob's voice. "Bill reported you got quite a workout this morning. Are you okay? You need some rest time before..."
I smiled as I leaned back in my chair, my legs parting slightly in the casual pose. "Before the next round, you mean?" He blushed and nodded. "No... I'll sleep well tonight, though."
He sat on the edge of my station, "You know I am going to be asking you frequently just to be sure... are you still wanting to do this?"
I spread my legs wide and ran a finger through my pussy. He could see it start to glisten right before his eyes. "I appreciate your concern, Bob, both as a boss and a friend." My other hand rose to a nipple and I fondled it before realizing I was doing it. I blushed and looked at him shyly, but I didn't stop what I was doing. "To be honest, I didn't really understand what this was going to fully entail. Neither of us did. It was just very erotic and arousing. I said I want to change and have the cock I was denied and you had the idea to accomplish that." I pulled my finger from my pussy and lifted it to my mouth as our eyes locked on each other. I exaggerated the motion of sucking my finger. "It is a lot, I won't lie about that. Almost every day is multiple partners, but... and this will make me sound like a wanton slut... I love it. It's what I wanted... so thank you."
He laughed, "There are 26 others who are thanking you!"
He turned to go back to his office but turned around. "By the way, is this a new dress code for you?"
I laughed, "Well, I liked Ted's idea that I could choose my attire and switch it around to be interesting. I started the day in 'Bra and Panties Day' and switch by mid-morning to 'Naked Day'. Is anyone complaining?"
"Oh, Hell, no!"
* * * * *
I returned to the shop an hour and a half before quitting time. I was still dressed in my 'Naked Day' attire which meant I had my heels on. The guys in the office enjoyed the wanton-me very much. After being in the enclosed space of the office for hours, it felt very sensual just to be walking outside across the open space of the paved lot. I had already scoped it out and there were few lines-of-sight where I would be visible off the company property... but still.
My walk through the length of the shop created the same reaction as when I left in the morning. My hands weren't empty, though. My clothes were in the office but I was carrying the mail that was directed to the shop. That meant the mail was being delivered later than normal, but I was combining two activities. I was doing my bit for improving productivity, you might say.
I dropped the mail on Bill's desk and he shook his head. I asked what, "It's hard to believe it's that time of day already. I'm going to give it some more time before talking to Bob, but the singular focus I have seen in the shop today has been astounding. Even during breaks guys are talking about problems and solutions." I smiled. "I don't know, Patty, but this might really work." His eyes moved over my body. "I hope you are ready because these guys really want this to continue." I moved to his side, parted my legs, and indicated with my eyes. He tentatively moved a finger to my pussy, pulled it back and licked the juice off it.
"Yeah, I'm ready!" I smiled. "When I am standing in my bedroom thinking about what outrageous outfit to wear and I am already getting wet. I can't believe I talk this way to you guys." I left his office, giving my bare ass a little extra motion.
I was joined between Bill's office and the lunch room by who I assumed were the next five guys. I put my arms out and took two of them to a chorus of hoots and whistles from the other guys on the floor.
I was already naked so I watched and waited for them to join me and they didn't keep me waiting long. They formed a tight circle around me and I saw, again, how one or two guys seemed to take the lead, the others willing to follow. I sank to my knees and moved from one cock to the next with one in my mouth and two in my hands. I finally focused on two of them to get the party going.



It wasn't long before I was being assisted to my feet and bent forward over the nearest table. With my breasts pressed into the tabletop, I spread my feet wide to give the first one access and he took it. With one hand on my waist and the other guiding his cock up and down my pussy slit, he found my hole and press forward, his hand on my waist holding me to the table as he pressed in. Back and forth, pushing and pulling, his cock moving in, pulling out, and moving further in. I moaned softly as he worked his cock deeper into me and I heard him making similar sounds.
Once he was seated deep in me, I looked to the side and found another hard cock near the table. I motioned him to me and I wiggled my body across the table to take his cock in my mouth. After a while, the man in my pussy was thrusting hard and grunting. I thought he would cum first, but the man at my mouth suddenly pulled from my lips and I knew he almost lost it but wanted my pussy, too.
I felt thick fingers at my clit and flipped my head around to find a different man on his knees intent on raising my arousal. I pressed my hands into the tabletop as my orgasm rose and the man fingering me pressed hard against my clit as the cock inside me spurted into my pussy. That sent me over the edge and my orgasm joined his. I cried out as he moaned and groaned and grunted with each spurt of his cum.
The next man just replaced the previous one. He stepped up behind me and slipped into my drooling hole. The third man asked me to flip over, which I did with the help of the last two to stabilized the table as I turned. Each one came in me and I came again on the third fuck.
The last two were big, strong guys, maybe the biggest I had seen in the shop, and they took dramatic action. Whether they had done it before or had merely worked it out between them as the others fucked me, I wasn't sure.
One lifted me onto the table, his cock working its way into my pussy. The other guy moved me to the side so my head overhung the edge. I opened my mouth wide obediently and he slipped his cock into it. After fucking me at both ends for a while, the one in my pussy moved my legs up to his shoulders and grabbed me under the ass. The one in my mouth told me to grab his biceps as he held me under the shoulders. Then, everything went crazy. They lifted me this way and moved to the side so I was suspended in the air, held by these two men, their cocks in opposite ends of my body.
They developed a kind of one-two rhythm and I swung back and forth between them. My pussy was fucked and the one in my mouth moved back as my body and mouth followed him. The one fucking into my mouth and the guy on the opposite end duplicated the retreat and fuck motion over and over as my body went into a natural swing between them.
Then, they stopped. I wondered, unable to ask, what they were mumbling to each other about because my body and mind were truly fucked up by that time. For a few moments, I hung in the air with cocks stationary inside me, then they awkwardly began moving, again. This time it was together, both cocks thrusting into my opposing holes, then pulling back and thrusting back in. I orgasmed multiple times before I felt them both erupt, filling both holes. I had cum dripping from my pussy and from my mouth as they continued to fuck me for moments before stopping and easing me back onto the table. I lay gasping. My legs were draped over the edge of the table while spread wide and leaking the cum of four men.
Cum was pooled in my eye socket from what had escaped my mouth and I felt some running down the side of my face and into my hair. I was limp and exhausted as they lifted me to a chair. They steadied me as one of them gave me a bottle of water. I was still breathing heavily between gulps of water.
As I got some control of my breathing, I looked at the table and started giggling.
We were all sitting loosely around the table sipping water and enjoying the moment. My giggle surprised them. "What?"
"Sorry, it's not what we did or you." I indicated the tabletop with my head, "I wonder what the cleaning crew is going to think happened here?" We all laughed.
* * * * *
A month later and I am in the conference room with Bob and the managers. Today, I decided, was 'Negligee Day' and I wore a black, sheer baby doll that was closed only at a bow just below the breast. At some point during the day, I didn't bother putting the matching pantie back on. I was seated on one side with Bill Clancy. On the other side of the table was Stan Jacobs and Marty Adams. Bob was at the head of the table.
We had just reviewed the productivity and quality number for each group covering the past four-week period since the implementation of our experiment. The numbers were reviewed several times to be sure, but they appeared to be correct. Our experiment was working. The meeting was scheduled for after-hours to ensure privacy while discussing the numbers and an honest appraisal of what was happening. As it turned out, concern wasn't warranted. The feeling of pride and accomplishment of a four-week period of success was turned toward me.
"Patty, you can't know how good this makes me... us... feel. What you have given to this company is beyond words." Bob was being effusive and it didn't feel right.
I put up my hand to stop him. "I appreciate that, all of you. I assume there is a raise coming with those thanks." They laughed, checked with each other, and nodded. Not that I ever doubted it. Bob had long said that I would be included in a generous profit sharing. "But, you know it isn't just me. I think I am the carrot. Everyone in the company was motivated and that made the difference."
Marty laughed, "Yeah, they were motivated to be able to continue chasing that carrot. You're one hell of a carrot to be chasing, Patty."
I smiled demurely, curious given the situation and my next words, "Thank you, but all this talk about carrots is getting me hungry for something else long and hard."
We ended the meeting with another management gang bang.
* * * * *
After the meeting, I went home for a quick shower and to put on nice clothes. Bob was taking me to a nice restaurant... again. Our dinners and time spent together were becoming more frequent and natural.
I looked across the table at him and found him gazing at me, a gentle smile on his face. He had a way of sensing when there was something on my mind. I nodded.
"I heard from the girls last night."
He nodded, playing it careful, "How are they doing?"
"Good." I glanced up at him, lowered my eyes to the wine glass in my hands. "They are coming home for a long weekend soon."
He nodded, again. "That's wonderful. It's been quite a while, hasn't it?"
I nodded this time. I looked at him and blushed as I formed the words to put to him. We'd always told each other we were 'just friends'. It had become a part of us, a tease we shared.
I cleared my throat and took a sip of the wine, "They want to meet the man who has created such a change in me." I looked up at him. "I tried to push it off, to dispel it as something in the phone call communication, but they know me better than that." He was watching me closely, his eyes boring into mine as if he were trying to read the thoughts inside me in case the words didn't come out.
Then, he gave me a way out, "One man caused a change? Maybe it was twenty-six."
I bore my gaze back into his eyes and I saw it there. The corners of his mouth rose an instant and recovered, his eyes grew misty. I smiled with another blush. With all the things we had done in the past month, how does he get me to blush?
"No... it is one man."
He smiled back.
THE END
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CHAPTER 2: MASTER
The man who had at one time been Andrew Frank gazed down on the approaching trade caravan as he slowly and carefully made his way down the sloping hillside. These caravans, like much of the actions of people on HOR, were consistent and predictable. It seemed to him to be a general lack of imagination and forethinking that failed to adequately consider or anticipate problems and danger. This world, as a whole, was primitive and violent, yet so many failed to think past the primitive instinctual reaction that mere numbers are meaningful and protective.
But he wasn't interested in challenging the caravan. Not this time, anyway. His only intention was to resupply before the train reached the rendezvous oasis where caravan trains waited to travel across the most dangerous part of the route together. Safety in numbers, again. His needs were simple but he knew the best bargaining occurred before the caravans were settled and the masters were rested and feeling safe and protected. He smiled openly as he watched the guards retreat to the caravan instead of intercepting his path. These men lacked real skill in combat, though their number could present him with a challenge if it came to that.
As he often did, he glanced over his shoulder at the impossibly large moons in the sky now behind him. He was often curious why he did it so regularly. Was it as a reminder that he was on this primitive planet and not on Earth? Was it merely a focal point when his mind unconsciously wandered to consideration of what had become of the events of his past life when he left? Or, was it the magnificence of the spectacle like the view of staggering, snowcapped, jagged mountains? All were probably true at different times.
His past life... he had been on this rock for three years. Three years and he had no better idea how he came to be here. Three years and he had no better idea if it was possible to return to that life he had been taken from. That life... December 1864... a farm boy growing up in Ohio, the first of his family to finish school and go to college, even if it was an appointment to West Point due to contacts his uncle had with a politician. When war broke out, he had asked to be assigned to the US Army's 10th Ohio Cavalry Volunteers. Though ranked as a Lieutenant initially, war and death had a way of rushing promotions and he soon became Captain leading a cavalry platoon with the 10th Ohio. A skirmish outside Waynesboro, Georgia, in December 1864 altered his life forever. They had bumped into a line of Southern defenses as both sides readied for what would become known as the Battle of Waynesboro. The skirmish was small units of both sides until the order came down that the way needed to be opened. Captain Frank rode behind the Northern line gazing intently across the open field at the men blocking the way of their main army unit. Captain Frank was well-known and regarded by his senior officers. He was known as a somewhat brash young officer who had an intuitive eye for analyzing a battlefield situation and took bold, aggressive action. As he surveyed the opposing line and the officers on the other side, he found the weakness he was looking for. He ordered heavy volleys after assembling his unit for a charge. He had a knack for finding the point in their lines where a cavalry charge collapsed a weak spot, this one volunteers on the west end that was ill-prepared and organized. Such a charge usually resulted in other units on the line rotating to block the charge which opened up several other openings.
The tactic worked the same way in this case. The outcome was dramatically different, at least for Captain Frank and the men of his unit who followed him without hesitation no matter what his orders. He was at the point of the charge, as usual, his hands filled with pistols blazing rather than the ceremonial lead of a saber. A cannon explosion ahead of him forced him to leap his horse through the cloud of dirt midway between the lines, which he thought might be advantageous. How more imposing than to have a leaping rider crashing suddenly from the cloud. The skirmish was quickly won as the Northern line charged after the cavalry charge.
Men died and seemed to disappear in battle all the time in that war. Hundreds, if not thousands, of combatants, died in major conflicts. Many men injured by cannon or volleys of bullets were unrecognizable. Others were trapped underneath other dead. What was different in the case of Captain Frank was that his men followed him in the charge, several almost alongside him as he leaped through the cloud of dirt. Captain Frank, though, never came out the other side. His horse did. They even found his hat and pistols, but the man... impossibly disappeared.
That was three years ago. Captain Andrew Frank found himself dazed and disoriented on HOR, though he didn't know where he was at the time. Captured and enslaved by a warlord's passing army, he was stripped of his unusual garments and given the loose garment of the enslaved warriors. At the time, he was 6' 1" tall and 190 pounds, and a youthful but seasoned 26 years old. The army he found himself in used slaves in the front lines, the initial probes against the opposing forces. He was to find himself in a brutal world where battles were fought as if it were the times of Roman armies and weapons of lance, blades, and arrows. Desperate to survive in the hope of returning 'home' and relying on the same intuitive sense of the battlefield around him, he did survive. Initially given a rusty, dull sword that didn't slice into flesh as much as break bones, he fought with a brutality that surprised even him, all the while scouring the ground for better blades and weapons.
As in the war he disappeared from, his bold, decisive actions and success on the field drew the attention of higher and higher commanders. He was equipped with better protection and better weapons when they saw men who were assigned to follow him did so in brash probes and charges into the opposing lines. Something else was happening very quickly, too. It happened quickly enough that those around him didn't much notice the change for he was only a slave intended only to sacrifice himself in the scheme of the battle plan. He bulked up to 240 pounds of raw, savage, powerful muscle. The rapid change in his body caused him to ache constantly, a feeling he wasn't completely sure wasn't the result of battle or like the growing pains of his youth on the farm. And, he didn't understand why. His physical appearance was quickly so imposing that other slaves gave him a wide berth and deference, while the experienced warriors and commanders began noticing him, either as a possible tool or competition. He was left with the only possible explanation that HOR's environment and the protein peculiar in the largely wild diet of the army induced muscle growth, agility, and strength in his Earth body that wasn't occurring in those around him.
Eventually, he acquired his freedom. After a series of battles, he became regarded as a threat in the ranks, sold into the service of another, and accepting an assignment thought to be a suicide mission: infiltrate a warring stronghold and assassinate the battle leader. Despite the bulk and power his new body displayed on the battlefield, he found he had surprising agility, stealth, and the ability to leap higher and further than ever before, something he attributed to gravitational effects on his body of the large moons. After several days, he returned secretly and stood at the foot of his sleeping commander who awoke with fright at the shadow of the looming, massive warrior. Shedding light within the tent, his commander found him standing holding the severed head of the opposing commander and his gleaming sword. The head Frank presented to his commander; the sword he kept for his own.
Frank quickly became a feared but much sought-after weapon for both delicate and blunt actions men of power thought necessary to further appetites for power and control as a mercenary and assassin. On a brutal planet where death and control of others was the way of power and survival, Captain Andrew Frank became Goran, already a legend who brought death along with him.
So, it wasn't the appearance of a lone rider on the rise alongside the caravan that caused the attention but the recognition that the lone rider was the one many never wanted to meet personally... the man only known as Goran.
Catherine James's attention was drawn to the singular image descending the sandy slope just like every other set of eyes, free or slave. Even though she didn't understand the reputation of the man's appearance, his image and carriage were imposing, threatening, and intriguing. As the caravan slowed and the guards collapsed closer to the wagons, the man drew closer, coming up from behind the line of slaves Catherine James was attached to. She turned as she walked to appraise his approach despite the realization that the other slaves and most of the men diverted their eyes as if not looking at him might negate his presence.
So much was different about this place that she found it hard to be surprised for long. The animals pulling the wagons were like oxen but not quite as she was used to on Earth. The animals the guards rode were something like a horse but bulkier like a bull. What this man rode was entirely different and everyone shied away from it. Her attention was first drawn to the beast, which she was reminded of an American bison on Earth with several exceptions in size. It was half again as large with a shoulder height of nearly 10 feet and head to the rear length of about 13 feet. The legs were thicker and stronger looking. The head was as massive in proportion as she remembered but it had a main and tail similar to a horse. The horns were curved as she remembered but these were about 3 feet long. The hide was sleek and shiny like a magnificent horse from rear to head missing the shaggy hide at the shoulders and head.
If his ride was imposing, the man was equally so. He looked like a bodybuilder actor from a barbarian movie set. But this was real she had to remind herself. He wore tight hide pants and thick hide boots. A thick belt held several knives while another was strapped to the side of his calf. Two large swords were strapped across his back, the straps crossing his chest that were like massive slabs of beef. It might be a cliché of biceps the size of her thigh, but his were. Fibers in his muscles could be seen quivering with slight movement under the skin. It appeared that he might not have any visible body fat. He rode the beast bareback, his left hand wrapped in the mane. Under his left thigh was strapped a 10-foot long lance with a glistening curved blade pointing backward. Under his right thigh was a long recurve bow and arrows. Behind him was strapped several large packs. She had the impression the animal might not even notice the weight it carried.
As he moved casually, confidently along the line of wagons, he moved closer as if inspecting the contents. Catherine James noticed with amusement how the man crowded the guards tighter and tighter against the caravan line. As he approached her position, she noticed everyone had diverted their eyes. In her short time on this barbaric, brutal planet, she had been abused and dominated by man and slave and she had no understanding of the extent of her condition. Now, there appears a stranger who causes all of them to react in deference (in plain fear?) to him. Her subconscious reacted with delight at the turn of events for these people and a laugh escaped her throat as only she gazed up at the intruder and verbalized her curiosity, "Who are you?"
His head snapped down to her and she immediately recognized her mistake. She dropped her head but nervously tracked his movement by watching the lower legs of the animal. When the man passed, the slave in front of her turned and glared at her, a guard on the other side lashed out with his whip on her bareback and softly uttered a warning or threat... she didn't know which.
With the train now at a stop, she moved to the side to see ahead. She saw the intruder sitting astride his beast looking down on the leader sitting in his wagon. There were murmurs along the line of the caravan but still within the levels of deferential tones. She smiled, again. One man can cause that reaction? Who is that man that draws such a response? She stepped further out of line to see ahead. She found him pointing back down the line, the leader turning to look at something, then animate talk, gesturing of arms, shaking of heads. The intruder suddenly turned away, then was called back. Then, it occurred to her... they were negotiating, bartering for something but what could the intruder have to offer and what was it he was needing?
When the leader jumped down from his wagon and walked alongside the intruder who remained on his animal, the entire line of people shrank away from them as far as they could. Catherine held her ground, impeding the movement of the slaves in front of her. She was not only curious, her natural character not to back down from any situation rose strong within her. She wasn't a slave... not in character. They might treat her as one, but she would rather die than lose herself like that to men such as those in the caravan.
When they stopped alongside her, she impulsively took a step back, but immediately regained her original position, tugging the rope to force the next slave to yield some position. She not only held her ground but looked up into the eyes of the intruder and ignored the leader as more words were spoken. A guard approached her hesitantly and she responded by tensing her naked body in preparation of feeling the lash fall on her back, again. It didn't, however. To her shock, and equal shock to everyone else around her, the rope at her wrist was cut and unwound from her body. She looked from the loose rope at her feet back to the intruder who held a faint smile at the corners of his mouth while his eyes held a menacing look over the guards nearby. His hand extended down toward her as he leaned over the side of the beast. Startled by the apparent offer, she reached her left hand up, grasped his wrist as he grasped hers and a combination of her leaping and his pulling, she found herself astride the animal behind him. It happened so fast and easily. On Earth, she could not have anticipated a movement like that being successful and nobody around them could believe it, either.
He turned the beast and walked it 100 feet from the caravan before turning again to point in the same direction as it. Soon, the caravan began moving, again, and the beast moved at the same pace in the same direction while men, guards, and slaves glanced tentatively at them. Catherine James tensely wrapped her arms around the waist of the intruder, her naked breasts pressed into the sheathed swords strapped to his back as the beast moved casually beneath them. Her entire focus was on settling herself on the beast without falling off while considering what had just happened might mean for her. If what had just happened was a shock, the next thing sent a jolt through her body.
Without turning or changing his composure, the intruder she was holding onto softly spoke, "Don't overtly react and don't utter a word." Wait, she thought. She understood that. English? He spoke English! "You are my slave, now. They will not harm you further. I will explain everything but in private. For now, you must take my word for it that you do not speak except for two words: Ai Sar. In Horean, that means, Yes Master." He felt her tense behind him. "Trust me. It is better to be my slave than a lowly slave sold in the marketplace." He waited a moment, then, "Do you understand? For both of our safety?"
She looked at the muscled shoulders and back before her and felt the strength of his body under her arms. So... she was still to be a slave. She would have to be patient to see what that would mean. As he said, though, to be a lowly, common slave to be bartered and sold as an object... to be his has to be better, doesn't it?
"Ai Sar."
Andrew Frank smiled and the tension that had built up in his body released. This was a terrible risk to take. He had survived this long by not caring about anyone but himself. But how could he ignore her when he realized she was also from Earth? If they were careful, this might just work. If she wouldn't cooperate, though, he would have to think only of himself, again. He hoped he could do that. He hoped she could accept the terms.
The caravan leader passed the word among his people and she could see immediate deference provided to this intruder she was now attached to. As he rode up and down the line of wagons and slaves, he barked out orders to the guards and those driving the wagons. She smiled inwardly at their reactions as they quickly corrected their position in line or place guarding the line. She also noticed with satisfaction the looks the other slaves gave her when no man was watching. Their jealousy told her enough. She was better off no longer being one of them.
That first night they were camped separately from the others. The beast had settled between them and the gathered caravan. She was told the beast might seem asleep but would react to the slightest sound out of place. They had eaten food supplied by the caravan and were settled at the fire.
He started, "I told you we need to talk. You may speak now but keep your voice lowered. Nobody is to hear us speak English."
She nodded. Then, "Ai Sar." She gave him a shy smile. Her easy use of the term surprised her and pleased him.
He asked her to describe herself, her background, what she did... everything. She did. It took a considerable time. He listened intently, seeming surprised at some points, curious at others, and smiled at still others. In the end, he asked many questions about the United States in 2019, about the outcome of his war, and was pleased to be able to ask about military strategy and how it had changed. He conceded there was too much to consider at the moment but he was very interested in hearing about jungle warfare in Viet Nam and the tactics the Native Americans used. She could see how those might fit with the current situation.
He looked intently at her. "So, you speak other languages?"
She nodded. "Spanish, Arabic, and Chinese. Three languages representing some of the most populous regions."
He nodded, thinking. "Yes... good... smart." He looked up smiling, "You will pick up Horean easily, then. Good, very good. We cannot use English except like this."
"May I ask why you didn't want me to eat the slave food?"
He nodded, still thinking about everything she had told him. And, he knew there was still so much more to learn from her. "Yes... slave food... they add an herb for slaves intended for the marketplace. It makes them compliant so they accept their fate better." He saw the look on her face, "Yes, this is a brutal, harsh, and unforgiving planet."
He then shared with her his story. She marveled at the description of war at that time, his description telling her the feeling of it that no book ever came too close to.
In the end, she murmured, "Andrew Frank." It just felt good to repeat an Earth person's name.
He looked at her sharply and in a firm, commanding voice warned her, "No! My name is now Goran, but you will not use it, either. What is my name?"
"Sar... Ai Sar." Master... yes Master.
He nodded. "My name... Goran... I assumed it when I won my freedom with that assassination. That act was so bold, so cunning, so mysterious to everyone, they called me Goran. The closest in English would be Demon. I liked that. I liked that others whispered that. I have won an advantage when others encounter me thinking I am a demon. That is the way of this world. Find advantage and take advantage." He looked over the woman who knew herself only as Catherine James and came to a decision. "I think you will be named, Cat. I think it will suit you. Short for Catherine... something for you to hold onto. But I believe your body will react as mine did. Have you noticed anything since being here?"



She had. She had more stamina, endurance. She felt stronger. She moved quicker when she had avoided something falling or moving toward her.
He nodded with a smile. "Yes... yes, indeed. I believe there is a protein in the meat and beans here that seems to react to my body in this way." He held out his arms as if to show his massive chest and shoulders. But she had already noticed many times, especially when sitting behind him with her arms around his body. He had put on 40 or 50 pounds of raw muscle with nearly no body fat. "And, as you say, I can run forever. And you saw how easy it was for you to jump onto my borsin. Where they come from, that is what they are called. Anyway, I think that must have something to do with that." He pointed lazily toward the huge moon now barely visible on the horizon. "Everyone else, those born here, anyway, seem to be immune to the effect. The gravitational difference from our world, I think." Then he smiled broadly, "But you are the scientist, aren't you? I will leave that analysis to you."
"Ai Sar." She smiled back at him.
"Cat... yes, it will be appropriate, I think. In Horean, it means something similar as it does to us. I think you might be like a cat... quick, nimble, strong, and fierce. Not a pet... a predator."
Yes, he had ideas. He never wanted a slave. A slave would be a burden. In the city or village or even in the caravan, a slave can take care of you. But the way he lived... what he did... no, a slave would only have been in the way, a liability. But, Cat... Cat could be different.
"Were you trained? I suppose not if you have been here so short a time."
She looked at him, squeezing her eyebrows together in curiosity. "Trained? Do you mean abused repeated? Then, yes."
He laughed. "Abused? No, no, you can't be abused, Cat. You are a slave and you will always be a slave." She looked aghast with puzzlement. "You have been marked. If you didn't feel it, it must have been done while you were unconscious. Low on your back, just above your pretty ass... a tattoo. You are marked as a slave." She reached around and felt her back. There was nothing to feel. It was just ink in her flesh. "It is why we have to be careful... very careful. You must be an exceptional slave to avoid... well, if you are not, others may see it as a weakness in me and that can lead to challenges to my reputation... and possibly my life. And you would still be a slave... if you lived."
Over the next days, he trained her in the ways of being a slave by the expectation on HOR. She was careful to never speak unless he determined it was safe for them. She found his assessment of the Horean language to be correct. It was easy for her to pick up. She paid close attention to conversations and practiced every chance she had with Goran. She thought his name even if she couldn't utter it. She learned that he had bartered for her by giving his services to the caravan to protect them across the wasteland. Caravans typically gather together in groups of three or four before crossing to reach the cities of interest to them. However, if this caravan were to cross before the others, they would arrive at the market and realize advantage... the advantage of being the only sellers for a time.
It seemed that knowledge somehow preceded them. The knowledge that Goran, the Demon, was overseeing the caravan. Riders would be seen in the distance, but none ventured to challenge.
Those from the caravan found Cat's transformation striking. From a lowly slave with no training and seeming stupid and brainless, she morphed before their eyes on the journey more and more into an owned slave. Goran preached the Horean rules expected of slaves and she realized how a slave could impact her Master's honor as well as her very life:
• Slave Rule One - All Freepersons are to be addressed as either Master or Mistress.
• Slave Rule Two - Serve Every Master or Mistress as if your wellbeing depends on being pleasing... because it does.
• Slave Rule Three - While a Freeperson may not always be right, they are, by definition, never WRONG. Slaves always have the last word in any disagreement... the words "Yes, Master".
• Slave Rule Four - Jealousy and Possessiveness have killed more slaves than disobedience.
• Slave Rule Five - Slaves do not use the first-person pronoun. There is no "I", "me" or "mine" in a slave's vocabulary.
• Slave Rule Six - Perfection of service and submission is the goal; only excellence is tolerated.
• Slave Rule Seven - The collar carries the honor of the owner. The slave's attitude can make it as light as a feather or as heavy as a mountain.
• Slave Rule Eight - Slaves possess nothing not given to them by their owner, including their name. What is given can be taken away.
• Slave Rule Nine - The merest whim of the owner is the highest law. Lawbreakers are punished.
Cat was also instructed in the expected positions of a slave. Two were given as primary for her:
• Presentation: This is the first position a slave is taught. It is the general position of a slave when resting. The slave kneels before the Master or Mistress. The head is held high, but the eyes are downcast. The knees are spread widely so that the inside of the knees is a space as wide as the shoulders. The shoulders themselves are back with the spine straight or slightly arched. The breasts are thrust outward. The hands are placed on the thighs. The hips rest on the feet, which are turned in to take the weight off the arches. If the slave will be getting up and down often, it is permitted to change the position of the feet so that getting up and down can be done gracefully.
• Confined: This position is used when a slave is to be confined for some time while chaining them to a ring or restricted. Slave rings are common on HOR. Most rooms have several. This position is generally like presentation in general form except that the wrists are crossed behind her as if bound. When used for discipline, it is not unusual for the Master or Mistress to leave the slave in this position for quite some time, the slave chains used might be those "of the mind" but a well-trained slave feels as confined as if by iron links.
Goran treated her well, even around others, but her status could not be questioned or challenged. Failure on her part could be seen as weakness from him. Everything he was, how he lived, how he survived was based on the perception of what and who he was. If that should be challenged....
In the week it took to cross the wasteland and separate again from the caravan, Cat improved in every aspect of her new role of Goran's slave. Along with her continuous training in language, history of HOR, description of society (especially the small city they were approaching), and general slave behavior, Goran gave reference to a future that could be different but it all hinged on the perception that would be created in the weeks and months to come. And her role in that perception was to become the ideal personal slave that turned the heads of other owners, Free people in general and created an example and jealousy from other slaves.
Her arrival on HOR had been an intense shock to Cat's core of her being from the start. The forced confinement, abuse, and frequent forced fucking challenged everything she had come to believe about herself: strong-willed, independent, intelligent, and a strong leader. Those first days had beat her down, as was the intention she supposed, to make her compliant for any use of her that might be profitable for someone other than herself. A lowly, common slave to others for the rest of her life? The idea had seemed worse to her than the idea of death on the God-forsaken ground of HOR.
Then Goran came as if as a mirage of dominant independence and self-assurance in a world of subjugation, barbarism, and cruelty. She had marveled at the way his mere arrival had caused a commanding reaction. Merely seeing that gave a rise to her suffering soul. What followed by him taking her from the caravan continued to give her pause in reflection. For the first time since arriving, she felt safe though he had made it clear she was still a slave and the mark on her back guaranteed that would always be true on HOR. He also made it clear that if their future should be bound together depended on the perception of her as a slave and not just a slave but an exceptional slave. What jolted her psyche, though, was how she took to the training he led her through and how she adapted to her role. For a short time with him, she thought what she was doing was playing the role expected of her only to avoid being returned to a slaver, only to survive longer, to buy time for... something. What she quickly came to understand, however, was that something changed within her she could never have accepted or anticipated from her character. Her response to the training and Goran was not out of being forced or fear, role-playing, or any intention of biding her time. Something inside her was responding to the man... the dominance, the strength, and his assurance of a future and that he would protect her in return. What truly rocked her psyche on reflection was that she had submitted without conscious thought.
The training wasn't only about language, rules, positions, history, and society. It was also about a key element of a personal slave... sexuality.
The first night she was with Goran she nervously anticipated that he would take her in the same manner she had been abused since arriving on HOR. He had instructed her to stand before him alongside the fire and he gazed on her body. He instructed her on how to stand before a Freeman, as himself. Her legs were to always be parted to shoulder width, her hands hanging to her sides, her head up but eyes down, and her shoulder back to make her breasts even more prominent. He had smiled and complimented her on her body and quick, ease acting on his instructions. Her breasts, he said, were magnificent. Of all the slaves he had witnessed on HOR, he wasn't sure he had ever seen such a fine body, especially her breasts.
She had been naked since arriving and being naked had ceased to be a concern to her relative to the other concerns she had for her survival. Then, standing before him as directed, hearing his compliments, and seeing his open and intent gaze on her, she felt more exposed than when she was led through the camp of men. With her eyes downcast, she saw how her nipples had reacted, which caused her to realize how her entire body was reacting. She had been fucked and abused repeatedly in the caravan and, yes, she had orgasmed but only as a natural reaction to the fucking, not a psychological, emotional, desire reaction. For the first time since arriving, she felt the desire of anticipation, not dread.
When he announced she would share his hide bedding and blanket, she made the assumption... she was wrong. He held her securely in front of his body, his arm around her. Nothing more happened. His naked chest against her naked back, she felt his breathing slow. She slept soundly and securely for the first time in... in a very long time. Over the next days and nights, it was the same. He instructed her and gazed at her body. In the light of day while in 'presentation' position before him for lessons, she knew she was exposed to him between her thighs. Her concentration became difficult and with that difficulty, she noticed her body was reacting to him, to his presence, to his gaze. Her nipples were hard, her pussy lubricating without being touch. When she rode behind him on the borsin, she pressed her bare breasts into his bareback, breathing deeply to feel her nipples move over his skin. She had to tell herself not to allow her hands to move over his stomach.
The third night with Goran opened her to the new world she was being taken into. By the light of the fire, he had her present herself in the standing position. She was aroused. She knew it and she was certain he could see it in her. Her nipples ached they were so hard. Her pussy leaked her lubrication. She had wondered if he just didn't want her, but she knew by the way he looked at her, gazed upon her that it wasn't he didn't want to. No, he was waiting. It hadn't occurred to her until that moment of standing before him with her body screaming to him to take her that the waiting too may be part of her training. Standing before him with her pussy all but drooling for him to enter her, she perhaps needed to not only know and accept her desires but to also know and accept that her desires were not important. Her Master's desires were. The slave rules and history and the submissive positions and accepting her naked exhibition through the positions and daily activity all became a building aphrodisiac in her mind that signaled her body.
Goran was leaning against one of the packs when he motioned to her to come. "Undress me, Cat." It wasn't a question or suggestion or invitation. It was a command. It was a command she immediately responded to. She took the several steps necessary and dropped to the ground at his feet. She removed his boots, then crawled to loosen the belt and the tight, hide pants. When she pulled on the waist, he raised his hips and the pants slid over his hips to expose him. She gasped, her eyes becoming large and her mouth opening without a sound escaping. Finally, words were formed.
"Master... you... it... my god!" She looked up into his face. He was smiling sheepishly. His cock was limp but huge.
He chuckled at her reaction. "Whatever it is that affected my body... it affected all of my body, it seems."
She smiled at hearing the words but her gaze was fixed on his cock. She abruptly recovered and removed his pants, folding them carefully and placing them and his boots on the other pack. She returned and retook the kneeling presentation position with her knees spread as required. She was unconcerned about her exposure, being exposed was now her life, her knees required to be spread to make her pussy visible to him was suddenly exciting. Her hand began reaching for his cock, hesitated in the air between them and she searched his eyes for permission, finding it in a nod of his head.
She lifted his cock, slowly sliding her hand under it, then wiggling on her knees closer to his side for her other hand to join the first holding his cock. She held the member up with her left hand and stroked up the length with her right. It grew quickly showing his desire. She glanced sideways at him as she lowered her head to his lap. She licked the head, kissed it, then licked down the length and back up to the head. She opened her mouth and took the head between her lips, heard him gasp and groan, and sank her mouth over it. She pressed down, sucked up, and repeated it several times. His cock grew by the moment with her sucking and stroking. She noisily slurped the head of his cock as she pulled off it and look down. With both of her hands holding his cock, there were still several inches not covered and her hands no longer entirely encircled it.
Goran touched Cat's chin and raised it to look into her face. "Are you prepared to please you Master, slave?"
Her smile was lost in the lust infused on her face. "Ai Sar!" She continued stroking his cock with both hands, marveling at the size of it. "How will you take me, Master?"
"I give you permission to choose."
She didn't hesitate. She swung her leg over his body and straddled his hips. She leaned forward, rubbing her breasts and nipples into his hard chest as she brought her mouth to his hungrily. They devour each other's mouths and lips in passion. At the same time, Cat moved her drooling pussy over his hard, long, thick, throbbing cock. He gasped into her mouth as her pussy moved over him up and down, back and forth. In need, he reached around her and raised his cock when she was at the top. She gasped as the head penetrated her hole. She cried out in joy as she pushed back on it, taking more and more into her body. His cock stretched her and filled her as she had never experienced in her life... on Earth or HOR.
She looked between their bodies, saw the disparity of her large, supple, hanging breasts swaying and his expansive, hard, chiseled chest and stomach. She also saw, despite the feeling otherwise, she only had half his cock inside her. It had to be over ten inches long and two inches thick. She looked up. His eyes were glazed in lust as she knew hers must be reflecting to him. He was allowing her complete control of this first joining of their bodies. She wondered if he had been this patient, this considerate of all the slaves he had fucked on HOR. She felt she was different with him...
She sat upright, her pussy still almost half a foot above his body. She arched her back as she settled another several inch down his cock. She had glimpsed porn videos on Earth in the privacy of her room. She had seen cocks like this... dildos like this... and wondered what it might feel like. Now she was finding out. His cock head bumped into the top of her pussy. Crazed with lust, she had to have it all, she had to please him... him... Goran... Master. OH, GOD! What was this she was feeling, consuming her with desire and not just lusting desire of his cock but also submissive desire, a desire to be his and to be his completely? Had this submissive woman always existed within her but contained by her strong resolve and determination, had it been dormant but fertile waiting for the one man who could bring it out?
She moved her hips over him. His cock shifted inside the tight sleeve of her pussy as she pressed down. Her shifting allowed another inch, then another and another until her hips were on his hips. She cried out into the night blackness. It was a black night, the moons on the other side of the planet. The fire ebbing down to glowing coals and otherwise only a gazillion stars in the night sky. But her body felt like it glowed as an orgasm of shocking intensity began to consume her.
When her shaking, twitching, spasming body slowed, she was held upright by his hands on her breasts. She found her own hands entwined in her long hair, still alternately pulling and squeezing her head in response to the intensity of her body's release. It had felt as if her body should have exploded, ripped apart at seams that didn't exist. But she was still astride his body, his cock completely embedded inside her pulsing, quivering pussy. He was like a marble column inside her. He had not climaxed but she had exploded around him.
She leaned over him, searching his eyes and face in the flickering light of the dying fire. It rushed up through her, again. This feeling of complete submission to this man, this feeling of wanting... no, needing to please him, needing to be his. Did her orgasm before his displease him? She would never have worried about that before. She had always been a determined, strong woman in a man's world and never concerned herself with the feelings of men above her own. Now, though, with him... Goran... yes, Master. 'Ai Sar', she said in her head.
"I am sorry, Master."
He moved a hand from one breast to stroke her cheek. He was gazing into her eyes. No, she thought, he was gazing directly into her heart, her very soul. He smiled. "Why are you sorry, Cat?"
"I should be pleasing you and, instead, my pleasure came first."
Her body continued to move up and down on his cock slowly and smoothly. His hand still on her breast shifted to pinch and twist the nipple. His fingers on her cheek moved to her lips. She opened them and sucked his finger into her mouth. They both sighed. They both felt the rebuilding of intensity in the moment.
"You are correct, slave. There are masters, many of them, who would have you punished for experiencing pleasure before his." He removed his finger from her mouth and lightly held her chin between thumb and forefinger, pulling her forward to his face. They both felt her pussy move up his cock in the process until he kissed her, giving her his tongue and taking hers in return. When the kiss ended, "But, I am not one of them. You must be my slave, Cat. It is the way. But... inside... you are still Catherine James and I am still Andrew Frank and, in another time, and place..."



She leaned forward covering his lips and stopping him. "Ai Sar... but here..." She began fucking on his rigid pole aggressively. She didn't stop or slow until he filled her pussy with his cum and she reveled in another consuming orgasm.
The next morning Goran stirred with a deliciously erotic dream. In the haze of the last remnants of his sleep, he believed it to be a dream revisiting the pleasure he enjoyed with Cat's body the night before. The chill of early morning brushed over his body on a light breeze. He was uncovered, Cat was no longer cuddled in his arm, but he continued to feel a ragingly erotic stirring rising in his body from his loins. Pushing sleep from his mind he realized what it was. His hand moved down his naked body until it encountered her bobbing head consuming his throbbing cock. His mind awake, his senses now aware of what was happening, his body quickly reacted to both physical and mental stimulation and he climaxed powerfully into her mouth.
Cat continued to lick and suck on the head of his cock as one hand holding it as if she feared it may go away. She toyed with it with her lips and tongue and fingers. She did so happily until Goran's hands encouraged her to again lie alongside him, pulling the blanket over them to ward off the morning chill as the warming sun began making its move into the sky.
Goran stroked her back, pressing her nakedness against his, and sighed. "It would appear there is much that has changed for women in the 150 years that separate our times."
Cat snuggled into his side, soaking up the warmth of his body, and savoring the glow of pleasing him. "Very much changed for women, Master. Women gained their independence, the right to vote, to work without a husband's permission, and some sense of equality, though there was still much to be accomplished there."
"Well, you were strong enough to lead men, become educated, even fight in your wars. You were undoubtedly a model of the independent, strong, and intelligent person women could be."
"Yes, I suppose you are right."
He squeezed her against his body. "Yet, here you are."
She turned her head and gazing into his face. He was being gentle. He has come to recognize what her life had been like in 2019 on Earth, the advancements and wonders that existed then compared to his life in 1864. A change from 2019 to 1864 would be a shock. Finding herself on HOR... She then realized he has been sensitive to the shock this must be. But as he said, here she is. There is nothing that can be done about that now. She was here. She was marked. But at least she was with him, someone who was sensitive to what he had also experienced in some ways.
She kissed his chest, then raised to look directly into his eyes. He was watching the move intently. She smiled shyly, then rose to her knees and assumed the presentation position. With her head up, but eyes cast down toward him, her shoulders back thrusting her large breasts toward him, her knees parted to shoulder width, she saw his eyes move from one place to another before resting on her face.
Still smiling, "Ai Sar, here I am."
"And, what are you?"
"I am a content woman," she said.
"And a slave?" he asked.
"Yes, a slave," she said. "Your slave, Master. That is why I am also content. Because I am your slave. We have talked of freedom and liberation sometimes when it is safe for such a thing. And, yet, I feel that somehow, though I am slave, I am the most liberated, the freest of women on HOR, and more liberated than I have ever been, even on Earth. For the first time in my life, I am free to obey, to love, and to please. I don't have the expectations of parents and family, of commanders above me waiting for me to fail, of a society seeking strong females to point to as liberators for all females. I only have the expectations of you, my Master." She looked up into his eyes for him to feel her honesty and openness, "Ai Sar. You make me content in what I am... your slave."
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CHAPTER 3: OWNED
The travel through the wasteland proved to be uneventful. Though riders were spotted along the way, it did seem that word had somehow preceded the caravan and even a group of marauders did not wish to attempt an attack on a caravan with Goran leading the way.
Once the caravan had reached the relative safety of the other side, as if they had traversed a treacherous open sea, Goran left Cat with the borsin while he finalized the negotiation for his services. Since the caravan wasn't attacked, nobody was killed or taken in the process, and nobody lost any goods, he was entitled to the maximum of their agreement. Cat watched him inspect an array of swords, which seemed curious to her. He already had two crossed over his back and several daggers. How many did he need? Cat watched from her location with the borsin she stood beneath gently stroking his neck with both hands, his head lolling and gentle sounds escaping him. She couldn't hear well and many of the Horean words were still unfamiliar to her despite the rapid learning she had achieved in the short time with Goran. She watched as he carefully examined various swords, tested them for weight and balance, and occasionally glancing back to her in the process. Finally selecting one, he also selected lengths of sheer material, shoes made of hide, and a bag of coins to complete the transaction.
The caravan was settling in a clearing for the night while Goran desired to continue with the remaining light. He wanted to enter the next small city well in advance of the caravan. He only confided to Cat that there was negotiation he wanted to enter before the caravan added to the demands on certain merchants and craftsmen.
When they made camp for the night and settled after the meal, Goran handed Cat a thin bag made of some kind of hide and the hide shoes she saw him receive. The shoes were more like sandals with straps. She looked up from her presentation position in front of him as he lounged near the fire. Days were consistently hot, which dictated his desire to be shirtless and her to be naked. Though nights would cool, the fire and blankets were sufficient that more clothes were rarely ever needed for the region she had been exposed to so far.
She opened the bag and pulled out yards of fabric, very lightweight, very sheer fabric. "You became a scientist, a soldier, and commander in your life. Was your mother ever successful in the instruction of sewing?"
Her fingers were inspecting the fine fabric. She could see her fingers underneath even in the dark by only the light of the fire. But the fabric was fine and well woven. She looked from the fabric and sandals to him, "For me, Master?" She smiled. She remembered Slave Rule Eight: Slaves possess nothing not given to them by their owner. Her smile broadened. She was given something to wear even if it still revealed her. "Ai Sar. Though I was more of a tom-boy than the girly-girl she wished for, she was able to sit me down long enough to learn sewing and cooking."
"If your sewing is as good as your cooking ... Your first garment, to be worn when I direct in the cities. Remember that I said I wished for you to stand out, to attract attention as an exceptional slave?" She nodded. "This garment should reflect that. I envision a garment that attaches at the neck in front, leaves your breasts exposed, drapes around to your back at the waist leaving your slave mark showing. Below the waist should be flowing and exposing." He could see her eyes gleaming in the light of the fire and he smiled and held out his arms to her. She quickly replaced the fabric into the bag and crawled into his waiting arms. "I can see by your eyes you already have a vision of what you will create. I know it will please me."
She nearly purred with delight. She kissed his chest and rubbed her erect nipples into his skin and moved her dripping pussy over the tight hide pants he wore. There was no rationalizing it. No explaining why or how the change in her had occurred. All she knew was that she truly was content in her position with him ... she was a slave to this man and it was like a fulfillment of herself. Her life experience and training contradicted what she felt. A woman dedicated to strength, independence, and intellect ... now fully content to serve a man ... but this was certainly not just any man.
She had tried to wheedle information out of Goran in anticipation of what a city, even a small one, might be like on HOR. His descriptions didn't prepare her for what she encountered as they entered the outskirts. He assisted her down from the borsin. She was wearing the sandals on her feet and nothing else. She walked alongside the borsin as they approached a gated entrance to the city, walls of about the height of the borsin surrounding the city. Goran, mounted atop the borsin, drew attention from everyone. She had not seen a similar animal in the days of travel and by the looks of the people they passed, they hadn't, either. The guards at the gate watched him approach, hardly noticing the slave next to the borsin, as Goran glared at them from high above as if to dare them to challenge their entrance. They didn't but diverted their eyes to less threatening visitors.
Cat had to control the delight she felt by the looks of apprehension she saw in the eyes of men as Goran made his way to a stable, which seemed entirely inadequate to restrain his borsin if it had any interest in even leaning against the fencing. Without bridle and reins, the stable master had no idea what to do with the massive borsin. Goran assured him that if it was fed, it might not feed on the other rides in the corral. Goran could barely contain himself from laughing at the look of fear he received back. The borsin, of course, was a grazing beast.
After Goran dropped the packs and weapons from the borsin, Cat was to move it into the corral. The man working the stable watched in fear as Cat attempted to move the mountain of stubborn flesh, pulling its main, pushing on its flank, and swatting its hindquarters. She stopped upon hearing Goran's voice after only moving him halfway to the enclosure. He did not appreciate being put into fencing.
"Having trouble, slave?"
"Master, this borsin is the most obstinate creature ..." He walked up to it and stopped in front. It lowered its head for petting, then calmly followed Goran into the corral. Cat was flapping her arms in frustration. "How do you do that, Master? For me, it is like moving a boulder stuck in the ground."
"These beasts, Cat, are quite intelligent. Force isn't always the best way."
They each picked up the packs and equipment, Goran taking most of the weight, and headed down the street. Although Cat was rapidly picking up the verbal Horean language, she had not been exposed to the written form so the signs in front of the building meant nothing to her. She merely struggled down the street in pursuit of the much faster Goran. She was sure she looked quite the sight, naked and weighted down by weapons and small packs. People watched them but not nearly so much her as naked slaves were a common sight even in the city streets following their masters discretely and quietly. Cat didn't feel either discrete or quiet as she grunted and panted under the load hoping that one of the nearby buildings would be their destination.
Goran stopped outside a building that was four stories tall. Cat was intrigued by the city. On the one hand, many buildings appeared well built and finely crafted. The streets were smooth and well cared for. The walkways along the streets and in front of the buildings and shops were paved with bricks. There were street lamps, probably fueled by oil. There was glass in the windows. There were signs of modernization happening but none of it seemed to go in the direction of advanced weapons or transportation. Many of the city people were finely dressed in gowns, trousers, shirts, and capes. And there were also many naked slaves about. The scene seemed to be a paradox to her.
At the edge of the walkway before the tall building, Goran turned to her. "What are you?"
"I am a slave." He offered a faint smile and she realized he was warning her that she must be careful regarding her actions and behavior.
She followed him inside. There was a counter and a wall with cubbyholes and a large ledger on the counter. It reminded her of a movie depicting old hotels. She was correct. Goran dropped his load and moved to the counter. Cat placed her load alongside the packs and assumed the presentation position without being asked. Goran asked for a room.
The innkeeper looked around him, noticing not only a slave but the pile of items. He carefully inquired, "Traveling long?" Very long. Glancing at the slave, he added, "All the rooms have slave rings to secure the slave." Cat glanced up, slave ring? Secure?
Goran didn't turn around, merely added, "Thank you, but it won't be needed."
He had asked for a room on the top floor. It would offer the most security. Once in the room, Cat asked, "Slave ring, Master?"
He pointed to the floor at the end of the bed. Bolted to the floorboards was indeed a heavy steel ring. "Many slaves are secured by their owners." He didn't add anything more.
"May I ask about the borsin? I haven't seen another like him. How did you get him?"
He walked to the window muttering about which direction it was pointing. He looked out and called her to it. She stood at the window in front of him. He put one arm around her naked body and pointed over the other building. "See those mountains in the distance? The snow-capped ones ..." She nodded while feeling his hand grab a breast and begin fondling it. She leaned back into his body and sighed. "That range is thought to be impenetrable. On the other side, though, is another life, if you will. A different group of people, very secretive and independent. All who have tried to cross it have died, either by exposure to the mountains or ... well, mysterious circumstances." He chuckled. No longer needing to point, both his hands were busy fondling and stroking Cat's breasts and stomach down to her pussy. She groaned at the attention but she also was interested in the story.
"But somehow you managed to penetrate the impenetrable?"
He chuckled and pressed her against the window panes, one hand loosening his pants. "Penetrate ... I like that word. Don't you like that word, Cat?"
"Ai Sar, very much." She gasped as she felt his hard cock press against her ass, then move lower between her parted thighs to slide along her wet pussy lips. The bottom half of the window was open to let in the air. Her breasts were pressed into the upper half. She glanced down and could see people moving about the street. When his wonderful cock penetrated her pussy and drove much of it into her in the first thrust, she cried out. "OH ... GOD ... YESSSSSS ... MASTER!"
He thrust twice more to become fully embedded in her pussy. She was panting, loving the feel of his massive cock buried inside her. He pinched her nipples to get her attention, "Are you still listening to the story you wanted?"
"Oh God ... (gasp) ... of course, Master."
He slowed his thrusts but continued moving inside her. "Where was I then ... aaah, yes ... the people beyond the mountains had sent an emissary to seek my assistance in a small matter. Well, a large matter. One of the warlords here was moving a small army to support an effort to conquer the mountain and discover what lay on the other side."
Cat gasped and panted as she moved her pussy over his cock as much as he was thrusting into her. "You ... they ... oh, yes Master ... ughmmmm ... mmmmmmm ... they wanted ... you to stop ... them?"
He thrust in hard causing her to cry out her pleasure. He pressed hard, "Cum on my cock, Cat. Give me your orgasm in front of the window. Cry out your orgasm and let all those people see and hear what a sensuous slave you are." He thrust hard, pressing her into the window and she cried out over and over. Slowly people below began looking around for the source of the cries until more people assembled and began pointing up at their window.
"OH GOD, YES MASTER! YEEESSSSS! FUCK YOUR SLAVE, MASTER!" Her orgasm was shattering. Goran wrapped his arms around her and held her tight as her body quivered and quaked. She went limp and he pulled out of her and carried her to the bed. He wasn't done with her, though. He stripped off his boots and pants, then lay on the covered bed and pulled her to him. She looked at his raging hard cock and straddled him, sitting down on his cock. She shivered with resurging lust.
He put his hand on her hip to indicate that she should make it slow. "My story. No, they didn't intend for me to stop a small army. They wanted me to instruct them in fortifying their defenses against the army. In the end, half the army was destroyed and the people didn't lose anyone. To those of the army who left with their lives, they believed the mountain had defeated them as if it was possessed by spirits. It was taken as an omen that the mountains were impossible to pass."
Cat was slowly fucking him up and down, her arousal increasing quickly as was Goran's. "What did you do, Master, that made them think that?"
He pinched her nipples as his eyes seemed to focus on something very far in the distance and Cat knew he was deep in the memory of what happened. "We had just enough time to prepare. Many of the people were in the snowfields high on the mountain. Others were on the cliffs over the only possible canyon route into the mountains. We set a landslide at the back of the army. The people felt panic and acted a bit too early but it was sufficient. I intended to trap the entire army. Then, from far above, snow began moving by prying large chunks of the ice loose. From that height, a massive avalanche resulted and covered the portion of the army trapped by the landslide. I worried about the army behind the landslide but ... they turned and fast marched back. There is now a legend about those mountains being haunted and possessed."
Her slow fucking motion kept them aroused but in check. "So ... the borsin ..."
"Yes ... the borsin ... I was taken over the mountain to one of their villages. Cat, you should have seen it ... there were great herds of those beasts. They were wild, though some were able to be used. Men had to exert dominance over the borsin and, if he was successful, it was his forever and only his. There is some connection. I said they were intelligent and they are. The borsin isn't tamed or domesticated, Cat. He just honors me with his obedience. To put a bridle or saddle on him would be to dishonor him."
"But, Master, how did you and the borsin get back over the mountain if the pass was blocked by rock and ice?"
He laughed, grabbed her, and rolled them over. She wrapped her legs around his hips as Goran began fucking into her. He kissed her, "It turns out ... there was a very easy route hidden further up the range, a series of deep, hidden canyons and a long cave leading through the mountain."
"Master, you said there is a trick. I want to be able to control the borsin, too."
He smiled devilishly, "There were women who rode them, but I am not sure you would like how they won the borsin to them."
Before she could pursue that with more questions, though, he drove his massive cock deep into her and gave her something more intense to focus on.
After fucking her to another screaming orgasm and finding his release, they ate. Then he enjoyed her more in the comfort of a real bed. The walls were thin and their antics were heard over several floors. Not that Goran cared. Goran wasn't the sort of man who cares what strangers thought. And if Goran didn't care, Cat certainly didn't.
The next day was spent moving from shop to shop where Goran searched for particular items of interest or need. One of the first shops was a sword craftsman. While Cat knelt out of the way in the presentation position, she tried to listen to the conversation. Cat had carried the new sword Goran had bartered with the caravan for his services. They often talked in hushed tones as if they were in the presence of something special and perhaps that is the way someone like Goran or a sword craftsman reacts with fine swords. Goran laid one of his swords alongside the new one on the counter. His sword was massive in comparison, a thick gleaming blade with a slight curl and wider toward the end before tapering to a point, again.
She heard Goran's final instructions, "I want a similar hilt and guard but the diameter should be slightly smaller. The butt end should bear my symbol. The shape and balance of the blade should be the same but to scale to the shorter length. The edge should be honed to slice paper." Goran turned and gazed at Cat as if trying to decide something else. Finally, he drew his dagger, moved her head forward and down, and slice off a length of her long dark hair from underneath where it wouldn't show. "Lastly, braid this hair and fasten it to the guard of the hilt. If you can add some flashy stones at the end, it would be perfect."
The craftsman appraised the sword, asked if he could hold Goran's for reference, and nodded his acceptance of the task. Then, "This is a gift, then. For someone special?"
Goran looked the man in the eyes, "Yes ... very special. It must be worthy of a smaller warrior." The man nodded. Except to appraise her on entering his shop, the man had paid little attention to Cat.
At another shop, Goran had Cat hand the craftsman the ring of black metal. Goran indicated the locations he wished the metal to be engraved with his symbol. The craftsman then measured her neck, his hand touching her breasts casually as if he was appreciating a finely carved sculpture. Indeed, owners of fine slaves rarely objected but considered it a compliment for owning a slave worthy of attention. Goran merely stood and watched as the man not only measured and considered Cat's neck but touch and felt other parts of her body.
Finally, the craftsman offered, "Sir, perhaps such a slave might also be adorned with other items. Perhaps dangling jewels from nipple clamps. Breasts like these ... such a rare thing to encounter. Some further decoration might enhance the specialness of this creature."
Both men were now holding a breast. Her nipples hardened instantly. Goran tried to hold back a smile forming at the corners of his mouth, but she noticed it before it was pulled down. He was enjoying her experience as a piece of meat. Their time together had largely been alone. Cat was experiencing what being a slave in this society was really about. Goran broke the moment and suggested the man have samples for his consideration when they returned.
After turning for the door with Cat submissively following behind, Goran stopped and half turned. He looked into Cat's eyes, then to the man. "You've given me something to think about, though. Can you tell me if there is an ink artist?" The man smiled and gave direction.
As they walked along the path given to them, Goran asked, as if to no one in particular, "Why would you have a collar?"
Cat immediately responded as she had learned of the Horean ways, "To show I am owned."
"What of a collar like that being made for you?"
She had to fight off a smile, "That men would know who my owner is."
"A collar can be removed, though." It wasn't a question. It was something in all this she had maybe pushed out of her mind. As a marked slave, a collar could easily be traded for another. Her downcast eyes almost didn't notice that Goran had stopped and turned toward her. They were standing before another shop. "But ... what of an inked mark?"
He didn't wait for a response. He turned to enter the shop. She had to scramble to follow after the impact of his words hit her. An inked marking would be permanent. The ink isn't decoration or demeaning ... the ink is commitment.



The artist carefully duplicated Goran's sketched symbol. It depicted a horned demon with crossed lances behind it, all in black. The eyes and mouth were brilliant red and yellow-red flames rose from behind it. It was about three inches in size and very prominent ... just above the sparse pubic hair on her mound. Goran stood stoically as the artist worked, frequently seeing him stroking Cat's pussy lips, even inserting a finger on occasion.
The artist spoke as if Cat hearing him wasn't significant. "She must be a valuable slave to mark her like this."
Goran's stoic face broke with a wink to Cat, "You have no idea."
Back on the public street, Cat stood proudly in view of all those who passed. She couldn't help but openly display her nakedness but especially her mark. Goran stood alongside her as if deciding where to go next. He was merely giving her time as she openly enjoyed displaying herself.
She murmured for only him to hear, "Thank you, Master, you honor me."
He turned to her and softly responded, "This is a harsh world we find ourselves on, Cat. You honored me with your unconditional acceptance of an impossible life compared to the one you had taken away. As long as we are on this world, we are stronger together." Her fingers moved subtly to touch his thigh covered in the tight-fitting hide. He chuckled, "Perhaps we should return to the room ... before you try to mount me in the street." She blushed deeply, the change in her coloring very evident even on her deeply tanning skin. Her body and mind had become voracious in her desire to please this man with her body. The 21st-century woman was indeed a very proud and slutty slave.
"Head and shoulders out the window." They had just entered their room and Cat began clawing at Goran's clothes before his command.
"Master?" The question came out of her mouth before she could stop it. "Ai Sar."
She quickly moved to the only window in the room, raised the lower half of it, and leaned her head and shoulders outside. She braced herself with her hands on the window sill and frame, looking down at the street below when someone pointed up at her. Another small crowd began forming. Could it be that some of those same people had witnessed the early scene of her being fucked noisily?
She felt ridiculous with her naked upper body hanging out the window. That is until she felt Goran behind her. She opened her feet past normal shoulder width and he plunged his ready cock into her pussy.
"Are you always with a wet pussy, slave?"
She giggled in between gasps as he rammed his cock deeper. "Ai Sar ... for you ... because of you."
"You are indeed a good slave." He slapped her ass, causing her to yelp between her moans becoming louder and louder.
"Thank ... you ... Master!"
Her head sagged down as her passion rose, her mouth agape and a mixture of groans, moans, and gasps tumbling from her open mouth. She caught sight of her breasts swinging and bouncing wildly from the aggressive fucking. She also caught sight of more people standing below watching, talking, and pointing. Several slaves in gossamer outfits seemed to be watching from behind their fat or old owners with envy. Other slaves were being mauled by owners as they watched. She might have wondered if some were beginning to expect this form of entertainment, but an orgasm was taking charge of her body and mind. She cried out, her head rising sharply upward as if to send her orgasmic cry into the sky above. She felt his seed flood her pussy and she sagged against the frame of the window, Goran's strong hands holding her firmly on his cock.
"Master, you seem to enjoy exhibiting me like that to the people below who might be passing, don't you? You enjoy exposing me, displaying my primal lust while you are hidden behind the reflection of the window."
He had pulled her into the room and carried her to the bed where they were cuddled, her body half spread along his side, her leg draped over his and her arm across his chest. He chuckled, "It hasn't seemed that you minded too much as long as I was fucking you."
Her hand slid down his body and over his flaccid cock. "You could fuck me anywhere, Master, and I would be a happy slave." She softly stroked his cock, not for arousal but as she thought things. "It is hard to believe I have become accustomed to being naked among strangers." It was quiet for some moments. "Master, you said I should be an exceptional slave, a slave that other owners might desire and other slaves might envy." He nodded and shifted his head to be able to see more of her face. "Well ... I was thinking ... you know how I shave you in the morning? What if I shaved, too?"
He chuckled. "I hadn't noticed your beard starting ..."
"No ..." She held out her arm to show her underarm and raised her leg to show her sparsely covered mound. "I haven't seen any woman shaved ... it would make me different. And ... it would expose my pussy even more."
He shifted more, "Is this another 21st-century thing?" She nodded and giggled.
He watched her shave her armpit and pubic hair using the same straight razor and cream she has been using so expertly on his face on mornings when he wanted a clean look. He remained naked, too, and they talked more about the 21st century and the habits of women in that age. He was kneeling in front of her to get the full view and her foot frequently pressed against his cock, stroking it, which he found quite sensuous. He continued to marvel at this woman who impossibly found her way into his life. On Earth in another time, he wondered if they would be a match, but here under these conditions, they seemed to be the perfect match. He never tired of watching her. Her body was magnificent, and with seeming acceptance of her fate after he took her from the caravan, she carried herself with a prideful and flaunty attitude that might seem challenging in another slave. That attitude could be construed by another owner as to be prideful, independent, confident, and strongly self-aware rather than submissive, demure, and hesitantly seeking direction. He knew the strength and intelligence in Cat and he had plans for applying them as her body continued to adjust to HOR as his did. Already he could see how her body was changing, losing fat with increased muscle. The key was the protein in the meat, he was sure of it, and he made sure she got plenty of it even if slaves were not normally given such good food.
When she was done, he inspected her new look closely. His fingers glided over the soft, smooth skin of her pussy. He smiled as a finger rubbed on either side of her lips and a third slid gently between her lips. "You are truly exposed now. That is the reason why it is shaved?"
She watched his fascination with the new look as he fingered and touched the pussy that she had essentially made his to use as he wished. She understood a normal owner/slave relationship would likely be quite different and that theirs was based in part on an underlying common connection, but she nonetheless believed in her very being, her soul, to be his ... owned. The slave mark on her back had sealed her fate on this world, but his symbol just given her on her upper mound, prominently displayed now without distraction by hair next to it and the collar she knew she was soon to receive like all other slaves would define her not just as a slave on this world but his slave. And being owned by a man feared by others held its comfort.
He had a thought. He would show off this magnificent creature in the fanciest pub in the city. They cleaned up from their fucking, then asked to see the gown she had been working on. He dressed in a shirt that loosely hung on his body. He sat back and watched her align the filmy garment and drop it over her head and down like soft haze descending over her body. It secured around her neck with a looping strap that crossed in front of her between her stunning breast before quickly expanding into the gown. It hung loosely to a point about her ankles. She turned to show that her slave mark was not covered and her ass crack was just peeking above the material. As she spun and took a step toward him, he noticed what she had done. The gown wasn't a full piece of material covering her lower body but many strips fastened to a band at the waist. A breeze entered the open window and the filmy gown fluttered, opening and closing easily. He smiled ... exceptional, indeed.
He left the room with a dagger strapped to his right calf and carrying one sheathed sword rather than wearing it. On the way to the pub, they would stop at the craftsman preparing the collar. It would complete the look nicely, he thought.
The master craftsman consigned to fashion the collar to Goran's specifications presented it to Goran for inspection. Goran nodded his approval and showed it to Cat. It was made of a highly smoothed and shiny black metal she was not familiar with. It was one and a half inches high and bore the engraved symbol that appears on all of Goran's weapons and inked just above Cat's pussy, a horned demon over crossed lances. Having it approved, the craftsman approached Cat, instructing her to raise her long hair out of the way so he could fix it permanently to her neck. While he worked, he quizzed Cat:
"What are you?" he asked.
"I am a slave," Cat answered.
"What is a slave?"
"One who is owned."
"Why do you wear a marked collar?"
"That men may know who owns me"
"What does a slave want more than anything?"
"To please my Master."
"What are you?"
"I am a slave."
"What do you want more than anything?"
"To please my Master."
Completed with the task of fixing the collar on the slave, he looked at her owner, nodding as he stepped in front of Cat. He gave her the command to assumed the presentation position. She sank immediately to her knees, keeping them apart, her ankles turned so her butt rested on the insides of the foot, her head up but eyes downcast and her back straight and shoulders back emphasizing her breasts. As part of his collaring ritual, he finished with:
"What is the duty of a slave," he asked.
"Absolute obedience," she said with confidence and pride.
"What are you?"
"A slave."
"What is your duty?"
"Absolute obedience."
He left Cat in her position. He reached out to fondle each breast and roll the nipples between his fingers. He turned to Goran as if it didn't matter what was said, "A magnificent slave, sir. I have wealthy patrons who I know would be interested, if you might consider selling her." Goran must have given him a warning look, Cat thought, for the next words couldn't tumble from the craftsman's mouth fast enough. "I meant no disrespect, sir. It was merely a business consideration ..."
Goran's commanding voice cut off the man, "Come, slave."
Outside on the street, for Goran always walked in the street to present fewer options for attack, he stopped to appraise her. He liked the collar. Normal collars were of plain iron. When he saw the ring of metal at the caravan, he knew it would be perfect for Cat with her dark hair and eyes. He could see something in her eyes. Something was off. He asked what.
"He said sell me ... as if it was nothing. I guess I knew intellectually in the caravan that was the expected outcome, but ... to hear it so casually suggested ..."
He gave her a subtle smile and touched her hand, "I am not selling you ... but ... I am feeding you. Come, I hear this place has entertainment, too."
Cat's mood lifted instantly. Yes, she was a slave on this planet and there was nothing that could be done about that, but she was a slave to a man who had bonded to her purposefully because of a connection that was literally beyond this world. And that connection was proving more than merely both coming from Earth.
Slaves are not allowed to sit at tables, even with their masters. Slaves stand alongside their masters or kneel in the presentation position, as Cat was next to Goran. Goran was, however, breaking another of the accept rules by ordering two plates and giving one to Cat. Normally, slaves would be given a meal specifically intended for slaves and was often a gruel composed of odds and ends found in the kitchen. Goran knew Cat needed the protein enzymes found on this world if she were to reach her possible physical enhancements as he had. While traveling alone, it wasn't an issue, but he was determined not to waste any time in providing her with the nourishment she needed. He had plans for their future.
Slaves also were not allowed to consume fermented drinks but Goran slipped his goblet to her discreetly. He had insisted on a table in the corner where he could not be approached from behind. Even if he placed himself in a position without a retreat, he preferred his chances in a head-on confrontation. His larger-than-normal sword sheathed on the table and his size generally were deterrents to give brawling types pause in including him in any disruption. So, isolated as they were, it was easier to break a few rules regarding slaves to enhance Cat's evening.
When the entertainment was to begin, Goran pushed his chair back and offered his lap for Cat. She smiled impishly, anticipating a better view but also idle attention to her body by his freely roaming hands. With her right leg across his lap and her left leg draped in front of him, she had opened herself to his touch. She wasn't disappointed as the hand of the arm around her waist immediately fondled her breast and the hand casually resting in her lap parted the strands of her gown to idly caress her pussy lips and clit. She purred softly at his touch.
One of the owners in the room offered his slave to dance for everyone. She was dressed in a filmy outfit that covered her completely but was sheer enough to imagine what was underneath. She moved in sometimes fluid, other times jerky ways that suggested a performance of effort but not commitment.
Cat softly inquired of Goran, "Master, I don't get the dance."
"It is a dance often taught to slaves to entertain." He sensed he had not satisfied her question. "It is intended to entice free-men with her body and movement. See how the free-men in the room are intently viewing her body as it moves."
"Is she doing this dance well?"
"Well enough if I were to compare to other times I have seen it. You don't agree?"
"It is not for me to critique a dance I don't know, Master. I have not been taught it."
He laughed, perhaps too loudly, "Why would I when I can enjoy the way you dance for me around the campfires."
Cat blushed. Her dances around the fires were frequently between fucking sessions that might be more reminiscent of a beast rutting his bitch than a man and woman. "They are not dances I was taught but a movement that flows from my soul to yours, Master." There was lust in his eyes. How primal they lived, lust so quickly and openly displayed between them. She wiggled her ass on his hard cock, a finger pressed into her pussy. She gasped and moaned openly.
"Quiet!"
It was a commanding, threatening admonition from the table in front of them. The man, large but soft in expensive garments, scraped his chair against the wood plank floor with an obvious intention of adding physical effort to his verbal. Goran instantly grabbed the sheath of his sword with one hand and the hilt of the sword with the other while encircling Cat in the process. The other man, seeing those quick actions and the image of the man making them, immediately calmed himself to diffuse a confrontation he couldn't endure.
The man, softening his voice and manner, offered, "Your slave, sir, has a bold manner of speaking for a slave."
The room had gone quiet. Even Cat noticed a couple of armed men who now appeared to her to be enforcers (bouncers in her time) touch their weapons but did not want to confront Goran, either. With the change in the man's tone, Goran relaxed his grip on the hilt but left his hand casually resting on it.
Goran spoke clearly, "What you call 'bold' is only reflective of the spirit to match a man like me. For me to take a slave, she could not be meek and useless." He had just made a judgment of every slave in the room in her defense. Perhaps, she thought, being exceptional in his view was not the same as being a 'perfect' slave in other's view.
Cat noticed others in the room craning necks and shifting positions to see who was speaking this way. Soon, she heard a collective murmur and words that included mercenary, assassin, the demon, and even his real name, Goran. They had been seen publicly all over the city so some might already have made the connection. Those who might have been close enough might also have noticed and recognized the medallion Goran wore, a tightly fitting leather strap around his neck with a metal oval bearing the same symbol she had inked on her mound. She remembered asking him about it. It had caused him to hesitate in replying as if the answer had more meaning than was easily expressed. She had related, though, to his words in the answer. He had been a slave put into battle by a warlord, a slave intended to die, supposed to die with the hopes of taking some of the enemies before he did. He was merely a tool, a weapon. He had vowed that if he survived, somehow, and have the choice, no man would ever look at him with an assumption of how he might act or his allegiance. When the whispers started about him being a demon, he embraced it and put the image prominently near eye level for any man to consider. It had become both a deterrent and something of a challenge to any warrior who thought he could assume the legend by combat. Though he bore the scars of combat, none had been successful.
Goran whispered into Cat's ear. She smiled and nodded. He responded to the man but clearly enough to be considered by the entire room. "I do not hold my slave to some of the confines of your society and expectations. I have chosen to enable parts of her spirit while also holding control. She knows where those lines are. To judge her as a slave is to judge me as her Master."
The man starting the exchange was quick to concede, "I meant no disrespect to you or your slave, sir. I apologize for causing any impression of the kind."
Cat watched Goran's reaction and it sent a chill even though her. A smirk formed on his mouth but it reflected open contempt for the sniveling concession and retreat by the man. He nudged Cat off his lap and addressed the larger group in the room, done with the man in front of him. "I will have my slave demonstrate the difference between precisely moving as instructed and expressing what her body and soul feel." He looked into Cat's eyes and softly instructed, "Dance as if for me alone, as if everyone here were me and like at our fires you were enticing me to ravage you."
Cat shook slightly. What she had done at their fires was personal. Her dances were indeed intended to entice him. The dance might be to initiate the evening of savage sex or between bouts of being fucked senseless, giving him time for recovery and to assist in stimulating him for more. She physically and emotionally couldn't get enough of his monstrous cock and that was what her body expressed when she danced for him like that. Could she do that for a roomful of strangers? Could she do what he said and transfer the people she saw with the image and impression of her Master? To please him, she would have to. But not only to please him but to honor his declaration. He had publicly put her performance above any other taught to slaves during training. For her to fail would be to shame him.
Cat moved to the center of the room where the other slave had danced. As she moved to the opening, she took the other slave by the arm and pulled her into the very center. The slave looked for her owner's reaction, but Cat gave her a firm command to stand perfectly still in the center and not to move regardless of what she did. The slave's attention was immediately transferred to Cat. Cat had called up her experience as a commander in the Marines, a voice and tone she hadn't used since arriving. Cat would initially use the slave as the fire to dance around, then improvise.



There was no music, but there wasn't around the campfires, either. In the beginning, she moved gracefully, smoothly, her arms, legs, and gown flowing and gently twirling as she moved and spun around the slave. The slave stood still but very self-consciously. But Cat changed it soon. She twirled quickly, her arms and one leg thrust out as she bounced up and down on her toes to spin faster and faster, her dress of strips of sheer material flying higher and higher. As she spun, she reached out to touch the other slave, she dropped her other foot to twirl further around her, spinning and touching more. Cat raised her leg high as she arched her back, her long hair hanging behind, her breasts thrust into the air. She kicked her leg higher and heard the collective gasp. She twirled and spun around the slave and stopped in front of a new group in the audience and kicking high as she spun. Another collective gasp. Others in the audience began straining to see what had caused the gasps. Eventually, she had presented her clean-shaven pussy to everyone in the room. She wasn't nearly done, though.
She caught a glimpse of Goran and found him smiling. He hadn't expected that. It wasn't part of her dance but he chuckled knowing how much she felt her shaved pussy would bring attention. She was right. Of course, she was right. When hasn't she been?
Cat changed the dance, again. This was the part Goran knew so well. Her body moved as if she were part snake the way her body, arms, and legs moved. She took long steps with her body dropping to a deep crouch, spinning and coming up with her ass first and then her upper body. Then, she would leap, her legs and arms outstretched, her breasts heaving and bouncing. It was better around the campfire, though, there she was ...
It was as Cat heard his musing from across the room. She had been dancing in the gown Master had allowed for herself. It gave an illusion of her movements and exhibition, but not enough. She reached high into the air, directly before the slave. Her hands came down behind her head and, with a pull of the tie, her gown fell like a feather to the floor. Cat reached out teasingly to the slave, her fingers caressing her face, dropping to her shoulders, and sliding over her bare breasts. The slave didn't take her eyes off Cat, now mesmerized by the teasing given to her. Cat could see her breasts rising and falling, the woman's mouth open, sucking in air.
Cat now moved in ways merely to expose her body. Bending over to swing her large breasts, then dropping her head further to look into the crowd through her spread legs, her hands caressing her thighs higher and higher until she slid her fingers through her glistening pussy lips. She moved around the poor slave, slinking her body against the woman, her hands caressing. As a finale, she did a vamp walk around the slave before stopping in front of her, taking the woman's thigh between her own, slowly grinding her pussy up and down the woman's skin before taking her face in her hands and kissing her with passion almost ... almost ... as if it were her Master.
The crowd was hushed. Cat hadn't noticed. She was entranced in the act, in her performance, in her desire to please Master. But when she pulled away from the gasping slave, a wet slick line down the slave's thigh was clear for all to see. At first, there remained silence, as if so charged with the spectacle they hoped more would follow. When it didn't continue, the room erupted in applause, free people and slaves alike standing. Cat took the other slave's hand and twirled her into her arms for a final kiss that left the woman gasping.
Cat quickly scooped up her gown and worked her way through the crowd to her Master who was standing at the table, dropping coins in payment for the meals and drink. Amid the steady noise, she stopped in a standing presentation position and anxiously asked, "Are you pleased, Master?"
He took her by the arm and pulled her to the door. Outside, where it was quieter, "Pleased? I need to get you back to the room to fuck you. Damn, Cat ... every cock in that room had to be hard. Slaves are getting used tonight."
Cat giggled. Pleased she was successful, she stood still when he moved to go down the street. He turned when she wasn't with him. His eyes asked the question. She responded, "Master, what are the rules about using a slave in public?"
He looked into her eyes in the faint light of the lantern hanging nearby. "There aren't any. An owner can do as he pleases with a slave. But ... it is not considered ... appropriate as a public display. It rarely happens." He saw the look in her eyes. She had enticed a roomful of strangers. She had aroused herself in the process of displaying herself so boldly ... as evidenced by the pussy juice she left on the other slave's thigh. He glanced at the narrow passage between two buildings and made his decision. She wanted more exhibition thrill, more adventure, more boldness ...
He pulled her by the arm into the passage. Within steps they were lost in blackness, none of the lanterns along the street penetrating the passageway. He turned her to the side of the building and loosened his pants. Cat parted her legs widely in anticipation and gasped when that marvelous cock was driven nearly completely into her depths in the initial penetration. Goran fucked into her hard, dominatingly hard and forceful. Every day it seemed to him that Cat proved the two sides of her being to him in overt and subtle ways. She was transforming herself willingly into a complete slave, but she was also capable of displaying the strength and intellect that would always still be a part of her and should always be a part of her. He rammed his cock into her to show her he was the Master she desired him to be. He had plans but the Master/slave would now need to be maintained.
Her body shook under his onslaught into her pussy. He marveled at how her body had become such a sexual organ for him ... and herself. She seemed to be in a continuous orgasm that built, crested and rebuilt as he fucked her. Her moans and gasps filled the narrow space. When he heard people approaching along the walkway, he clamped his hand over her mouth but never slowed his fucking. One man hesitated and tried peering into the space. They couldn't have been more than 10 feet apart and he never slowed his pounding. Cat had turned her head, her eyes wide as she peered at the man who apparently couldn't see them. It only heightened her orgasm more.
She climaxed hard, her body shaking with the effect of his fucking and the experience of the night. It was made even better when she felt his cock swell and pulse, then send his seed deep into her. Yes ... so much better ... she again satisfied her Master.
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CHAPTER 4: GORAN'S PLAN
The next morning Goran carried the two large packs to the corral where the borsin was still behaving himself. Cat struggled under a larger load of other items. They were leaving as soon as Goran made two more stops at craft shops. He hefted the packs onto the back of borsin and secured them. Cat was to secure everything else and meet him with the borsin who he talked firmly to about cooperating with his slave. Cat was surprised by the reaction from it as it looked sideways at Cat as if to say he would only because Goran wanted it. Cat shook her head. How was she going to get the borsin to respect her will?
Cat needed a ladder leaned against its side to properly secure everything, paid the stablemaster what was owned from coins Goran gave her, then walked with the borsin down the street. She was again only wearing her hide boots, otherwise naked. They drew many stares and she wasn't at all sure if it was the borsin or her. And, if it was her, it wasn't that she was naked, but was it her ink over her mound or her bare pussy? Either way, she stood out as Goran had wanted.
When they caught up with Goran, he was standing in the middle of the street. Cat had been with him long enough now that she normally saw him without really seeing him. Now, walking the busy street with the borsin alongside her, an image she would never fully appreciate from another's perspective, she saw him, her Master, Goran, as he was really. He was standing with his feet comfortably apart but with a tension in his legs able to spring to either side or backward or forward in an instant. His thick hide boots on his feet and tight hide pants on his body appearing as though they had somehow been applied to his legs layer by layer. A dagger was secured to his right calf. A thick belt around his waist held a longer dagger. His upper body was bare but for the two large swords in harnesses across his back. And, of course, the medallion at his throat. She saw a man that seemed comfortable but closer examination showed her how the muscles over his body twitched and vibrated as his eyes scanned around him constantly, his entire body always prepared to move instantly to any discovered threat. It was the way of his life. A man who makes his living as a sought-after mercenary and legendary assassin has a list of known enemies and an awareness of those who would seek to make a name for themselves.
Cat now defined herself as a slave to Goran on this world and it wasn't with reluctance. She proudly served him and honored his care with obedience. But their Master/slave situation was different from most. She was given the freedom to speak her questions and curiosities. Slaves normally remain quiet until given specific permission to speak or are asked a direct question. She was also free to initiate sex. Cat was not USED for sex. Sex was a comfortable and recurring part of them.
Both items Goran held in his hands were covered in cloth wrappings. Cat inquired, "The new sword is one, but I didn't realize you had another item to be made, Master."
He touched her cheek as he moved past her to secure the two items to the packs with his lance and his covered bow and quivers of arrows. He smiled teasingly at her as he leaped impossibly onto the borsin's back with the aid of pulling on the mane. Reaching down to grasp her hand to assist her up, "Gifts... in case of someone worthy of being trained." It was a puzzling response but she was being propelled into the air to land behind him. She wondered what kind of training lay ahead.
Goran didn't stop the borsin for hours... many hours. They had left the roadway a long time ago and were moving cross-country. Cat wondered how he knew where he was going and concluded it must be an innate directional sense acquired with enough travel through the wilds without the benefit of GPS or maps.
The borsin was moving steadily up a hill. They had been moving for much longer at one time than they ever had before. Cat understood his desire to leave the city behind and he frequently stopped on hilltops to search behind them for anyone following. Finding none after those hours, Goran seemed to relax somewhat.
Cat ventured to allow her curious mind to verbalize her questions. "Master, where are we heading? You seem intent on getting somewhere."
He stopped the borsin on the hilltop. "Hmmm... not so much intent on getting somewhere as resuming the journey I had been on before crossing paths with the caravan and encountering you. Finding you created a detour I had not anticipated. We will make up some of the delays and then rest... it will be explained by HOREAN time. Expectations might be set for a certain date but that is always a rough expectation. It is understood that you might arrive early or late." He chuckled, "So, nobody arrived early..."
Catching the meaning, Cat finished for him, "Always late." He was scanning the immediate surroundings as he always seemed to do when a good vantage point presented itself. His hand absently caressing her hand lightly holding his hard stomach. She sighed at the gentle touch from this hard man. "Where are we headed then, Master?"
He pointed ahead. She leaned to the side to see around him better. She saw a wide valley, a meandering river, thick and dense forest on the opposite side, and rising hills into the distance like waves on a sea. Exactly where in all that she had no idea. He chuckled and pointed her attention further. On the horizon was a ragged line of snow-capped mountain peaks. She had looked at them before... from the room... "You are going back to see those people? Where the borsin came from?" He nodded and wouldn't offer more details but set the borsin steadily moving, again.
That night, after settling the borsin and starting supper from the supplies in the now bulging camp pack, Cat noticed Goran standing pensively between the camp and the gently flowing river where the borsin drank and grazed on the grass. She walked up and stood next to him and felt his powerful arm drape around her shoulder and pull her tight into him in an easy, natural action. She could see nothing that should hold his attention so fixedly so she remained quiet. He suddenly released her and spun around, walking deliberately to the camp and specifically to the packs and gear. He had muttered only three words, it is time. But to himself or her?
As she followed him, by curiosity rather than direction, she paused to stir the pot heating over the fire containing her latest stew variation. Goran preferred a thick broth, more like a gravy, so the mixture had a lot of heating to boil away water and to permeate the meat chunks with added flavor.
Goran held the last two wrapped bundles from the city. He handed one to Cat who looked at him questioningly. It was heavy in her hands. With a flick of his head, he motioned her to open it. She unwrapped the heavy cloth, which was a blanket. She laid it on the ground to expose its contents, already anticipating what it was by its weight and rigid shape but uncertain about its implication. What she found was the sword Goran chose from the caravan. The blade sparkled in the light and looked as if newly crafted. The hilt and guard had been retooled. She looked up to him and he again used only a motion of his head for her to take it up. It felt heavy in her hands but not as heavy as his swords when she had held them for him. She looked at him, again, still uncertain about what was happening and he gave another reassuring look. She gripped the hilt in her hand, her right hand high near the guard and the left lower. The hilt was sized perfectly in her hand. She then remembered him telling the craftsman to retool the hilt slightly smaller in diameter. As she turned it in her hands, she noticed the butt of the hilt. It contained Goran's symbol and the braided hair from her head and the sparkling jewels he requested. It felt like a fine weapon but the marking of his symbol seemed to make it his and not a gift as he had told the craftsman.
With one hand shifted under the broad surface of the blade and the other under the hilt, she offered it up to Goran, "A beautiful weapon, Master. It will be a treasured gift, I am sure." He didn't move his hands, however, as she offered it to him. He just smiled. Confused, her eyes flicked from the weapon in her hands to her Master and back and forth before settling on the gleaming blade. A gift... but it bore his symbol... the same symbol on the butt of his weapons... marking it as his... but a gift...
"Master?" The only explanation hit her. The only explanation? There should be another... shouldn't there? "Master... me?" His smile changed, softened somehow. "But, Master, I thought there was a rule against slaves using weapons except in domestic tasks."
"There are unwritten but accepted rules that I violate regularly it seems. This will just be another." The feel of the blade in her hand immediately became different. It was a gift from her Master but it was a gift with implications of use and purpose. "I told you, Cat, I imagined a future but it was dependent on you... on you being able to accept and thrive in your allowed role in this brutal world." Her eyes looked into his as her hand tightened around the hilt in unconscious response to his words. "You have exceeded any expectation I could have established. This world is harsh and demanding on any woman, much less one unprotected. You have quickly established yourself as my slave, an exceptional slave, that will be remembered in that city we just left. Now, we can begin implementing my plan."
His plan was stunning. He described the future he envisioned while eating. Between bites and chewing, he talked and explained, and addressed issues. She listened intently with little interruption through her eating, then as she cleaned up after. In short, his vision was a partner. Until he met her, he had never considered the possibility of traveling and trusting in someone. But finding her and hearing of her background and training, the image of what might take hold. The way she adapted to him, his wishes, and the role he established stunned him. How this physically strong, commandingly confident, and highly intelligent person transformed herself to comply with the only role available to her was a testament to the determination and willful internal strength residing within her. It was then that he knew it was possible and his thoughts turned seriously to what he wanted.
He stood by the light of the blazing fire and indicated with his hands for her to join him. "If you are willing to take this step with me, I think your body is."
She stood perplexed, "My body, Master? What about my body?"
He chuckled, "Just like me. I was clueless, too. Your body has been achy, your joints sore. Your entire body has been feeling like you can't loosen up after a night of sleep or a long time on the borsin. Your appetite has increased sharply, you crave meat and beans over anything else, and your thirst seems to be unquenchable." She nodded as he identified all the things she had been silently putting up with over the weeks. It had concerned her that she might be weaker than she believed and the harsh life of HOR was taxing her. There was another explanation. "I didn't notice my body changing, either. It happened so quickly that most around me didn't notice, either. I was watching for your change, though. Remember I mentioned it when we shared our backgrounds?" She nodded. "Look at your thighs, your calves, your biceps, your stomach." She began inspecting herself closely in the flickering light of the fire. "You've seen yourself without seeing. You weren't looking for a change so you didn't see any."
He was right. But of course, he was right. He had been watching for it the entire time believing it would happen to her as it had happened to him. Some proteins or enzymes present in the food supply of HOR reacting in some way to their Earth bodies. What she saw of her body now, stunned her.
He stepped forward and put both hands on her shoulders. "What I propose will be very dangerous, Cat."
She looked him in the eyes with strength and determination. "Perhaps not any more dangerous than being a common slave."
He nodded with acceptance of her position. There was much training to be done. He was pleased that she already was training in the use of combat knives and her hand-to-hand skills were excellent, though of a nature he was unfamiliar with. She had called it martial arts. He saw the value in the movements. While he trained her in the use of the sword and lance, she trained him in the movements of martial arts.
They avoided villages and cities while keeping a general heading for the distant mountain range. The further they moved toward the mountains, the more hostile it became. They traveled for weeks. Many miles were spent with her walking alongside wielding her swords with two hands and one-handed. She gained equal ability with both hands holding the blade until it was an extension of her arm. The blade would move without effort, much like a baseball player swung his bat at a sliding curveball. When Goran decided to enter a city, the weapon was a part of her.
They entered the city with her walking alongside him and the borsin. She was a slave. Though the sight of a naked slave looking the way she did now drew some glances of curiosity, the stares, and attention when to the rare sight of the massive borsin and the imposing armed warrior on top of it. Despite Goran being heavily armed, they passed through the defensive gates barely challenged. Goran didn't look at the two guards, he merely uttered the name, Sandini, and passed through without hesitation.
Once Goran was off the borsin at another stable ill-suited to containing him, Cat quietly asked as they gather up the equipment, "Who is Sandini, Master?"
"Someone who sent whispers out to me." Whispers? she asked. "Few are rarely bold enough to speak his name, much less mine. So, the word is sent out with people whispering to one another. Surprisingly, it spreads quickly. I hear of his wish to meet and he hears of my agreement. It also opens the door for my arrival." His eyes were cold when he spoke of it, however. This was not a social meeting.
"First, we have other business to attend to." He peered down the street. He wore his two swords crossed across his back as usual with his long dagger on his belt and a shorter one strapped to his calf. "This is a dangerous city, Cat. I can't have you wearing weapons, yet... but keep them close." She nodded as he picked up the two packs and she gathered up the rest of them. It was then that it occurred to her that the load didn't seem as heavy as it had before.
Their first stop was a tailor. Goran was greeted warmly by the man. He had been a customer before. Goran ordered another pair of leather pants for himself, then turned to Cat. When he ordered a pair for his slave, it set the man back.
"Pants for a slave, sir?" He had been looking at Cat when he said it, but when he looked back at Goran, he stuttered on. "Meaning no disrespect, sir. I've just never had that request before."
"We will be spending many days... weeks... mounted." Goran winked at him, "I wouldn't want the insides of her thighs to become too chafed. What good would the slave be, then?" They both laughed, though the man gazed on Cat more with obvious appreciation.
"You know, sir, it is against the rules for slaves. If the wrong people see..."
"Don't fear, friend. They will not be worn by her in the city." He then turned to Cat and winked, "Would it help if she showed her appreciation?"
The man smiled widely and nodded. His eyes were now like laser beams focusing on her exposed body. Goran held him off until measurements were taken and his promise to have all of them ready by morning. He agreed eagerly and began measuring. On Cat, he was concerned about covering her slave marking. Goran convinced him it was a very poor job and better covered. What he wanted was for the front to dip down exposing his symbol located on her lower abdomen. The man wasn't sure about how he might do that, then said the belt needed to be level but he could have a cutout to display his mark. They were agreed. All the while, the man was on his knees in front of her inspecting the mark but his fingers were roaming a little further down. Her legs had opened, of course. She is a slave, after all, and slaves must allow such contact if her Master wishes. And, for this order to be completed... he wished.
Goran moved to block the doorway should anyone else decide to enter while Cat moved to her knees in front of the tailor as she loosened the tie to his loose pants. She dropped them to his feet and for only a moment considered the rising cock before her. The sight was a contradiction of sizes. The man was large in stature and quite fat. His cock was quite small. She took the cock in her hand and the size was reinforced immediately. Her one hand nearly covered it and as she lowered her head to take the cock head into her mouth, her mind flashed on the contrast with Goran's magnificent cock that her two hands didn't cover. This cock almost seemed to be lost in her mouth as her Master's cock passed through her mouth into her throat. It had taken her effort to take her Master fully and deeply into her throat and it was a feeling she found he enjoyed greatly.
It wasn't long before the man was wavering on his feet, grasping for the counter as his arousal peaked. Cat had been sucking for mere minutes when she felt his balls tighten and his cock pulse. The man gasped and grunted something about Minera. Two weak spurts of his cum and he was done, pulling his already shrinking cock from her mouth and hand to retrieve his pants. He did, however, have a very satisfied look on his face when they left.
The next stop was a cloak store. Goran purchased two identical cloaks with hoods. They could be fastened with a tie around the waist or simply at the neck. Goran didn't explain their purpose. The last stop before locating a room for the next day turned out to be a store specializing in weapons of various sorts but Goran's interest was in bows. Curious, Cat thought, he already had a very fine bow and noticeably larger and stronger than any of the bows displayed. It took him quite a while to hold, feel the balance, and test the draw strength before he narrowed his search. All the while, Cat remained to the side in a standing presentation position drawing no attention from the craftsman or other men in the shop except to casually appraise her body. Having shaved pubes had had the effect she hoped. The uniqueness attracted attention away from Goran and gave an impression less threatening.
Goran tested two bows at a makeshift target range. When the transaction for the bow, a quiver of arrows, and extra arrows was complete, he nodded to Cat. This was new. In the other city, her favors were not given. This city had different expectations regarding slaves.
Goran gave Cat a subtle nod and flick of his head toward the man. Cat demurely stepped toward the man who appraised her more intimately before leading her behind a curtain draped across the back of the shop. The ease at which she followed the man for him to do with her whatever he might desire surprised her. Giving herself up to Goran had settled into her comfortably, almost naturally. Now, she was barely reacting internally to other men having free access to her body at the discretion of Goran with no input from her. This was not something they had discussed or been explained or warned was coming. Additionally surprising was that she not only was accepting of these new encounters but that she was so calmly accepting them. The only conclusion she could draw was the depth of her submission to the will of Goran... her accepted Master... something that may have started as a means to survival but now had become something so much deeper than she might have expected.



Cat was prepared to give the man everything... anything... to assist in completing whatever the transaction was. Instead, the man pulled her before him and pressed her against a workbench strewn with arrows in various stages of completion. Arrows dropped off the back of the workbench as her arms braced her upper body against the aggressive urgency of the man. Although she would have had her legs opened once her balance was gained, the man was kicking her feet outward as he pressed her stomach into the edge of the bench. With one hand firmly planted on her back as if needing it to hold her in place, he fumbled with his other to loosen his pants.
Cat relaxed. Though she would have been a willing and eager participant, the man was of the mind to use her as a hole for his seed. Perhaps, that has been his only experience. It was also a reminder of her early experience on this planet as a new and lowly slave. Goran rescued her from that existence.
The man behind her rubbed his cock against her pussy lips. She knew she was wet and ready but the brutal approach was still intimidating. After giving head to the previous man, Cat's body had reacted with a desire for Goran's attention when they found their room. As Goran had mentioned with intrigue, Cat always seemed to be lubricated and ready to be penetrated. In Cat's mind, it was her Master who stimulated her physical reaction. But this man didn't bother himself to see what the potential might be; he had a slave given to him for the moment and he was going to make use of it.
The man dumped his seed into her pussy in short order after some aggressive and jerky thrusting into her. Pinned to the counter, she had little movement to assist so she endured it. When he pulled out and stepped back, she quickly turned around and dropped to her knees in front of him. She shocked him when she took his softening, messy cock into her mouth and sucked it clean before assisting him with his pants. She looked up at him from her knees and sent out a thought she couldn't verbalize, see what you might have experienced if...
She walked from behind the curtain to take her position behind her Master. As she passed him, she rolled her eyes and he fought to control a smile that wanted to form on his mouth.
Once they were finally in their lodging room their equipment and new purchases were dropped on the floor by the door. Cat went to her knees before the bed taking the presentation position. She softly said, "Master...?" He smiled. He had recognized the frustration building within her from the two experiences with the men. He stepped before her, his crotch at eye level for her. An excited smile formed on her face and her hands moved to loosen the belt and tight pants. She flicked her eyes up to meet his, "Thank you, Master."
He shook his head, something he seemed to do a lot in response to her. He had been prepared to make allowances if she could only manage to perform as a clumsy, reluctant slave until he could find a suitable situation to save her in this existence. Instead, she had accepted the challenge it took to remain with him, and now he saw how their partnership, as it was forming into, could balance delicately between apparent submissive slave and worthy combatant partner. He dropped his weapons from his body as she was singularly focused on his pants, which she had quickly dropped down his legs and her mouth around his hardening cock. He smiled broadly as he heard a deep satisfied sigh of contentment escaping her when his cock head became encased by her lips and mouth. It was as if it were a pacifier giving her comfort.
She alternately sucked and licked his cock with loving passion. Her eyes closed as her mouth and tongue moved over his cock, it almost gave him an impression of devout worship. He knew that was how it felt. She approached both making love and fucking with singular devotion and attention to his experience. He sighed deeply himself feeling the front of her throat on his cock head before she pushed his cock down her throat. She had a word for it, deep throat, and she had practiced long on his cock until she had mastered it. She brought knowledge and practices from the future of Earth that stunned him. Yet, here she was on her knees as his slave.
He encouraged her up, his cock sliding out of her mouth reluctantly. He shuffled to the bed with her in front of him. He struggled out his boots and pants as he watched her move into the center of the bed, her legs parting and flashing her hairless, glistening pussy. She was right... without hair, she had exposed her womanhood completely.
Finally naked like her, he moved between her widely spread knees. He stopped to gaze at the woman before him. Her legs spread, her pussy glistening with her juices of anticipation, the lips of her pussy open with an occasional pulsing as if winking at him, her tight stomach and body that has responded to this world like his body had, her large breasts heaving with her excited breath, the nipples sitting proudly erect as an additional display of her willing offering, and the face that reflected the lusty eagerness of what was to come. As if needing any more enticement, she grabbed her knees and pulled her legs back towards her, pivoting her pussy up and spreading herself even further before his eyes. He shuffled forward, his hand guiding his cock to the gaping pussy before him, all of it occurring without thought or plan as if cock and pussy were of some unique magnetic properties to be brought together. When cock head opened pussy, they both gasped and sighed as if beginning a duet of experience.
He inched his cock forward, spreading her pussy as he did. Her pussy clenched around his cock as if merely being inside wasn't enough contact. Her eyes were closed, her mouth gaping open, and each inch of penetration brought a gasp and sigh from her mouth. He had used inch-long movements and was halfway in her when her eyes opened. The eyes looking up at him were like a gateway to her erotic soul, revealing the fiery lust that resided there. Her lips moved as if forming words but nothing came out as he continued to move in small movements in her.
Finally, the words boldly escaped her in a desperate plead, "Master... please... fuck me..." Her pussy was a warm, wet, pulsing, clasping sleeve around his cock. Already he could feel his own rising need within him. He smiled down at her: such a lusty woman she was.
He toyed with her a moment longer, moving his cock inside her only inches at a time. She shook her head from side to side. Her mouth opened and closed, knowing she had already made her plea to him. Her need was great and he knew it. The fuck she had received was completely inadequate for her... it served the man but not her. And, she did her duty, receiving the man's seed while denied her satisfaction without comment or complaint. She understood the role she served. But she had needs, strong needs that matched his own. So, as her eyes focused on his eyes, pleading with them rather than her voice, he slowly pulled his cock until just the head remained inside her clenching pussy. Her eyes continued pleading. He moved a hand to press the thumb down on her clit. She gasped and her eyes closed... only for a moment, but when they did, he thrust fully into her, their bodies impacting with a smack. She cried out. He began fucking her hard and fast. Each thrust brought gasps, moans, and grunts from her. He could see her body and face begin to tense and shake as an orgasm rose within her. He continued, which was only moments until the need that had built up inside her exploded out with piercing cries and a quivering body.
His cock was the most magnificent sexual tool she had ever experienced and he knew what to do with it, at least for her. Cat relished sex with him. She had become a willing, greedy slut for him. Being given away to other men was new since he had taken her away from the caravan, but she never lost sight of the fact that a slave, even his slave, was subject to potentially random and casual use in demeaning and degrading ways. He had prepared her, though. Different regions of HOR were even more primal and barbarous where men took what they wanted and assumed favors from slaves in general. His words had been to prepare her, not to seek her acceptance. At the root of her psyche, it had stunned her to realize how accepting she responded to all of it. She didn't understand if her accepting attitude had something to do with a reaction of something of HOR that inertly affected females or if there was a latent personality in her that had been hidden and suppressed deep inside her. She also understood that Goran was acting with the role allow for him and allow independence of action and movement. He assumed the persona of brutal, violent efficiency that stood out in a world of brutality and domination. Maintaining and affecting that persona was his survival. His plan for her had evolved to transform her into a two-headed viper; she could be a distracting, compliant slave who oozed sexuality, or she could be a worthy weapon alongside him in conflict. The plan, ironically, seemed to also heighten and deepen the feelings between them. It would always be Master and slave, but it was different, too.
It was that difference that she felt when his cock drove into her. It was that difference that exploded within her body. He didn't slow or hesitate in his wild fucking as her body shook in response to her orgasm. She wanted to pull him into her arms to ride out the quaking of her body, but he remained in a position over her to thrust deep and hard into her. Her orgasm seemed to explode, then crest anew as he continued his assault on her. Orgasm after orgasm as she cried out in delirious wonder.
With her body quaking uncontrollably underneath him, he abruptly pulled out. He didn't think she even noticed. She was a quivering mass of muscle twitches and bouncing legs and arms. Her eyes had rolled back to only show the whites. Her open mouth took a breath in jerky, gasping pants. He rolled her over onto her stomach and lifted her hips into the air. Her knees moved underneath her instinctively but her upper body and head remained pressed into the bed. He thrust back into her pussy and her body quaked, again. He fucked her from behind with a primal energy that amazed even him. Holding onto her hips, he slammed into her drooling, pulsing, hot sleeve that seemed to grip his cock tightly even in her semi-conscious state.
He leaned forward to force his hands between her body and the bed. He pulled her upright in front of him as he continued thrusting into her, his hands moving from gripping, mauling her breasts to rolling her nipples to moving one hand down her body to strum her clit, all while holding her sagging body against him. A constant flow of gasps, moans, groans, and grunts came from her mouth and throat. Her arms hung limp at her sides and her head lolled back or forward.
His mouth next to her ear, he grunted out, "What are you?"
"Your... slave... Master."
"What is the primary duty and the deepest desire of a slave?"
"Absolute... obedience... and... to... please... you... Master."
"You wish to please me, slave?"
"Ai Sar!"
"Then, cum now!"
He was sure in her state she was functioning purely on the subconscious level. The words came out jerky not because of thought but between grunts and gasps that interrupted her response. But, still, her response was immediate and heartfelt. And, she exploded into orgasm at the command as he released his built-up need and semen into her greedy pussy. Spurt after spurt powerfully shot up into her body as her pussy flooded his cock and cum with her overpowering release. They were like two wild beasts, their cries and groans like howls into the air signaling their mating.
He gently lay her down, still embedded in her, his cock seeming to refuse to soften inside her still clenching pussy. He held her tightly against his body, his fingers lightly stroking her breasts, nipples, and stomach. He held an extraordinary woman in his arms and he thanked whatever gods existed on HOR for putting them together.
Cat was disoriented when her eyes fluttered open. The room was mostly dark except for the flickering glow of a couple of candles. Outside the window were darkness and a welcoming coolness to the night air. She turned in the bed in search of Goran. She found him mostly dressed and putting on the harness for his crossed swords.
"I thought I might have to wake you." He smiled. "You were amazing, Cat. You bring out a response from me I have never experienced with any other." He sat on the edge of the bed and touched her cheek with surprising gentleness for such a man. "I would have liked to remain with you in my arms, but..." he stood, finishing the securing of his weapons, "we have been summoned."
She rolled out of bed, moving quickly to the washbowl on the table. Wetting a cloth in the water, she quickly cleaned herself, as inadequate as such cleaning was. "Santini, Master?"
"Ai... I am not sure what to expect, Cat. I have never had a slave with me, before. He likes to have a party before getting down to business. There will be his closest and trusted advisors and commanders. There will also be lots of drink, food, and slaves to enjoy."
"I will be one of those slaves, then, Master?"
"Quite possibly."
They approached the main gate to Santini's compound within the city. She was wearing the gown that flowed around and behind her as she strode to keep pace with Goran. At the gate, the guards stood in front as if to block their entrance but meekly stepped aside without a word uttered.
Inside the compound walls, Cat uttered in a hushed voice, "Did they know you, Master?"
"No. I've never seen them before. They are new, at least at the gate. They only knew I was coming."
Cat chuckled under her breath, "Pretty weak security, Master, to let The Demon stroll through the gates heavily armed and unescorted." He only smiled.
He didn't break stride but was quiet as his eyes scanned the surroundings as they approached the main building blazing with light from inside with additional guards at the main door. "If this is anything but what it is supposed to be, take my dagger until you can acquire one of their swords." This time, she smiled. She had felt she had proven herself in the training. Now, she knew he believed it, too.
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CHAPTER 5: SANTINI
"The great Goran now has a slave in tow? I heard the talk but didn't believe it. Someone might think The Demon has gone soft, lost his edge."
Goran and Cat had just been led into a large room ornately decorated with fine tapestries on the walls, brightly lit with lanterns, and large pillows arranged around the room with low tables near groups of pillows. Relaxing on the pillows were a dozen men presenting a variety of impressions: some advisors, some warriors, or leaders of warriors. At the head of the room on a raised platform two steps above the main floor was a large man relaxed in a throne-like chair. He was dressed in a fine silken robe with gold-colored trimming along the edges. He was a large man but even the flowing robe didn't hide the obvious fact that his wide body was not of strength but from a life of enjoying the luxury of food and drink. All the men held goblets they drank from. And, scattered throughout were naked slaves scurrying about filling goblets, delivering food, or in the process of being mauled in the clutches of a man.
Three slaves attended to the man on the throne-like chair and two armed guards stood rigidly behind the chair, one on either side. The guards wore sheathed swords at their sides while the other men seemed armed only by customary ceremonial daggers on their belts. There were, however, additional guards outside the door and a small army in the compound.
If the comment was intended to elicit a telling reaction from Goran, it didn't happen. Instead, Goran stopped in the middle of the great room and all clinking of cups and chatter stopped. The room, despite its size and the number of people in it, became tensely quiet. Cat stood slightly behind and slightly to his right, her head up but her eyes cast down so her attitude might not become challenging by making eye contact with any of the men. Any challenging attitude would be provided by Goran alone... unless the situation changed.
They stood unflinching in the center of the room; Goran's focus centered on the large man but his eyes flicking peripherally around the room. Unlike the other men in the room, or outside in the compound, Goran's image was one of a man prepared to do battle at any moment. Cat had learned that The Demon presented various images depending on the situation and this was one. He stood boldly, dressed in tight leather pants, heavy boots, and a naked upper body. The two swords harnessed to his back, a combat dagger at his waist where the palm of his right hand rested casually, and a smaller dagger strapped to his right calf. If he were truly entering combat, he might also be carrying a lance, long ax, or bow with quiver. Goran was an expert in all weapons of HOR if they could produce death.
As the quiet in the room grew more intense as Goran stood immobile but like a snake coiled in preparation to strike, it was the voice of the man in the chair that broke first. "I meant no offense, Goran. Please, join me for food and drink."
Goran still didn't move but a wry smile formed at the corners of his mouth. His hand tightened on the dagger and men shifted nervously on the pillows and the guards standing behind the men shifted with new tension. Finally, the large man laughed and waved to the side where two male slaves brought out another chair, not nearly as large but a chair nonetheless. Goran did not sit at a lower level than any man, even if that man might be considered a king or warlord.
Now seated next to the man with the others spread out below them, Cat took her place at the side of Goran so she could watch the two guards behind her Master as they had planned. For the first time in such a meeting, this time Goran felt somewhat protected by Cat's attention to what was behind him. Slaves were meant to be impassive and unassuming until directed. Cat's unique training from Goran was to appear to be a model slave in every way so she could be an unnoticed and vigilant set of eyes for him.
"You requested this meeting, Santini. If you think me soft, have your men touch their swords."
Cat tensed and positioned herself near his side to quickly reach across his body if he stood to grasp his dagger. She became very aware that her stronger body and very low body fat might flash her intentions with muscle-flexing so she tried to hide her readiness by leaning forward while presenting a goblet of drink before Goran as her eyes watched not him but the two men behind.
The man nervously laughed, putting on an air of control before his men despite the tension everyone in the room but Goran seemed to show on their faces and in their bodies. "Again, please... I meant no offense. Can't two old friends tease each other?"
Goran finally took the cup offered by Cat but she saw his face flinch at the mention of them being friends. Part of the training he had been drilling into Cat, beyond weapons and strength development, was in regards to the work he did and the men he dealt with. The men who hired him paid handsomely for him to deal with an adversary or threat. Such men could just as easily see him as a threat and pay others to deal with him. He trusted no one who needed to pay him for his services. And, there were few he held in high enough regard that payment was not required. But this man... Santini... was near the bottom of trust.
Goran tried to get the conversation to focus on the reason for being requested. Santini held to common practice, however. He wanted to party, to entertain his guest, first. He insisted on being the good host but Goran understood a more devious motive of this practice common on HOR was to wear down the other person with drink, food, and slaves so negotiations of terms could be more to the host's favor. Goran had experienced this practice many times and knew better than to consume too much but to consume enough to not insult the host. What was new this time was bringing his slave and what the expectations would be for Cat to perform to. He had suggested perhaps that she not participate, even remain outside the compound or city. She countered that it was unlikely word had not spread to anyone interested in his actions for any reason that he had been seen with a slave in tow. To do anything else would hinder his ultimate plan for them. That the conversation occurred only reinforced the fine line they were walking. Master/slave was paramount to the plan.
Throughout the talk, Santini had eyes on Cat. He tried to get any information from Goran about her: where he got her, where she came from, even if she was for sale. Goran gave him little except to put an end to any consideration that she might be for sale.
Santini clapped his hands and five naked slaves moved into the center opening and began to dance in unison. Santini wanted Cat to join them but Goran didn't intend for her to be put in a position where she would appear in any way less than the other slaves just because she didn't know the moves the other slaves performed. Instead, he waited for them to end their dance, then motioned for Cat to perform for them. Unlike the other slaves, she was not entirely naked, though she was still very exposed. Her exposure though seemed more enticing in some ways by the sheer material she wore.
Cat moved into the space vacated by the other dancers. As in the pub, her movements started slowly and gracefully, allowing her body to flow with her mind. As she continued, though, her body twirled and spun with arms and legs swinging out and her unusual gown swirling up around her. She felt the movements the way she did at the pub and around their campfires. The look on Goran's face, the smile on his mouth, the twinkle in his eyes all encouraged her. Goran was taking her into a new phase that included a measure of self-determination and control in her life alongside him but whatever Goran added to her life would always be in orbit around the central force that was her being a slave to him, whether he might desire it to be different didn't matter more than the perception left on others. So, despite what he might give her or allow her, she would always be the compliant slave fully intent on obedience and pleasure. The look from him was everything and she no longer wondered why she felt so content by receiving such a simple expression from him.
As her dance shifted to more suggestive to purely blatant in attempts to duplicate movements and poses she had witnessed at strip clubs with the men from her units, she loosened the tie at her waist and neck, the gown swinging out and held by her fingers until she released it to have it flutter through the air before softly floating to the floor. The gown, as designed, had stolen everyone's attention for a split moment. When their focus returned to her, it was with her bent over peering through her legs directly at Santini, her hands caressing up her inner thighs until her fingers slid over her pussy. She rolled onto the floor, her hips and shoulders and breasts still undulating as she parted her legs obscenely wide before them, her hands now moving over her abdomen to her pussy. Just as the index fingers of both hands slide through her gaping, wet pussy lips, she drove them into her hole before throwing her legs in a twirl to bring her to her knees facing Santini and Goran. She crawled with all the slinking, enticing grace of the cat she was named for. Her breasts swayed beneath her, her mouth slightly open with her tongue sliding over her lips, her eyes intent on the two men in chairs. When she reached the steps rising to the platform with the chairs, she stopped, her body flowing into the presentation position, her chest heaving and her hair wild on her head and cascaded over her shoulders, back and front.
For a moment, it was quiet until the room erupted as it had at the pub. Cat didn't think it was all that good. She didn't think of herself as a skilled exotic dancer, but it was different from what slaves were taught to perform.
"Goran... she is a magnificent creature! And she has no hair there. What an interesting idea you had for her." He looked at his slaves, their public hair on display, and said, "I like it! It exposes them even more. It takes naked a step further. Was that your intention?"
Goran didn't respond. He didn't need to. He knew this man would have already decided what Goran intended by it even though Goran knew it was Cat's idea all along. And, that idea had indeed been along those lines.
Santini continued in his arrogant manner, "What an interesting slave. An imaginative dance. I have to have her. What do you want for her? Surely, in your line of work, it is a burden to drag a slave around."
Goran glanced with increasing irritation, though he knew from experience this was the way this man was. "She is not going to be sold. I would think you have enough slaves, already." He looked out at the other men lounging on the huge pillows to find many of them mauling a slave. In several places, a slave was being ravaged between two men. Santini was a man of excess. It was said his appetite for more wasn't limited to slaves, pleasure, and drink but also included an expansion of his region of influence and control. And, throughout the region, he exerted that control ruthlessly.
Goran was musing to himself why he even bothered responding to Santini's request... was he expecting anything different from him? He sighed silently in resignation, though. As much as he despised the man, he wasn't ready to make him a full-out enemy that would require him to be constantly wary when he traveled through the region, and Santini was situated exactly where Goran needed to pass through or add many days to his journeys.
"Santini," Goran blurted out as he half turned to the man, "can we discuss business now so I can take my slave to my bed? It has been long several days of travel at your request."
Santini's gaze was transfixed on Cat, though. Goran wondered if this was the time that the tension between them would erupt. Goran negotiated hard with Santini, sometimes in the hopes that Santini would wish to save money and turn to another mercenary. Slaves are not generally property that cannot be readily purchased or traded among owners... at least negotiated. To flat out refuse to even negotiate, though...
Cat felt the tension rising between the two men seated before her. When she saw Goran shift his position in the chair to put his feet solidly under him for balance and his hand moving to the dagger on his belt, she shifted her own feet so her butt rested on her heel rather than the sides of her feet. The presentation position puts the slaves in such a position to make them defenseless to quickly rise to escape or defend themselves. If Goran's next move was to launch his dagger in her direction, she would be ready to catch it.
Santini's next move, though, de-escalated the tension while still pushing his position as warlord before the men in his court. He opened his robes to expose his naked body underneath. Cat saw the soft roundness of a body very used to enjoying the taste and pleasures of excess while having others do his work for him.
"Then, at least allow us to experience the pleasures of her."
The tone made the request less of a request and more of an expectation, but it was de-escalating. Goran glanced at Cat and gave her a simple nod. Cat didn't think Santini even noticed Goran's approval as the man's gaze seemed blatantly fixed on the juncture of her open thighs. She fixed her eyes on a spot on the floor beneath him and shifted her weight forward. If there was a proper way for a slave to respond in a situation such as this, she hadn't been instructed in it. She moved in a way she felt would present the most submissive way possible... she crawled.
Cat glanced up at Santini's face as she approached his knees. He was watching intently so she didn't want to also glance over at Goran. She felt she must appear fully committed to responding as directed. She diverted her eyes from his to his cock as she moved between his spread knees. He was a soft and round man, nothing like Goran. His attitude toward others oozed privilege and contempt. She also understood how such a man could be dangerous when he has the power and control of other men to do his bidding.
She reached out with both hands, one taking hold of his soft cock and the other slipping underneath to cup his ball sack. The touch of her hand immediately brought a rising of his cock. Her hand wrapped softly around it and covered it completely as she gently pulled on the member as her other hand carefully massaged his balls. She lowered her lips to the tip of his cock, kissing it, then pushing her hand down the hardening cock to expose the head from the foreskin. As she took the head into her mouth and sucked on it, her tongue playing around the surface as she sucked, the cock grew quicker and she pushed her mouth further down the length as she released it from her guiding hand. The effect drew moans and gasps from the man and she inwardly smiled.
Cat knew from Goran's hours and days and weeks of instruction and training that many of the ways she brought sexual pleasure to him were unusual on HOR. The sexual pleasure on HOR was a male activity and the female, usually, a slave was merely a means to that pleasure or release. The action was the same as any other of nature's creatures... the man penetrating from behind while standing or kneeling. Rarely was it an extended activity and rarer still was it female dominant or initiated. Cat had experienced that with the men in the caravan and the times when she had been given to shop keepers as additional compensation. When she had sucked off one shopkeeper, it had produced the stunned effect and quick release caused by an unusual practice. A similar effect was happening with Santini.
Now that his cock was fully hard in her mouth driving up and down the length, she debated taking him fully to climax or giving him her pussy. She heard his voice and decided to prolong the experience for him and slowed her sucking, pulling her mouth off and licking the length of his cock and down over his straining balls.
"Oh my... this slave... of yours... is... very talented. You have... trained... her well... Goran... Are you sure... I... can't have... her? She could train... my other... slaves..."
Goran didn't bother answering, he had already made it clear. Cat shifted to her feet, pulling her mouth from the man's cock. She turned around and now glanced at Goran as she did. He gave her a wink and she noticed that he was rejecting Santini's slaves who persisted in attempts to tempt him to use them. As she turned and backed into Santini and reached underneath, grasping his cock and holding it vertical to sit on, she noticed that others of the men were also watching intently what was happening. She sighed as his cock penetrated her pussy and she sat down over it until she was sitting on his thighs. She began moving up and down, Santini slouched in his massive chair as she fucked him, his gaping mouth producing a steady stream of gasps, moans, and groans with utterances that were unintelligible.
His cock was small and felt unimpressive inside her but Cat put on a performance that may have been worthy of an award in another era and planet as the Adult Video News (AVN) Female Performer of the Year. Playing up to the dominant male ego of Horean men was not only expected of a slave but critical in this case as Goran sought an upper hand in softening Santini. In any other time in her life, she would have died rather than subject herself in this way but these times were anything that her life had been and there was something strangely empowering about what her sexuality brought to her now under Goran's guidance and control.
Cat rose and fell on the cock of this man with a far bigger ego than his cock or appeal but to look at Cat would not be evident. She matched the man in sounds of passion, her hand resting on his knees as she leaned forward to fuck him as aggressively as men on HOR had fucked her. In her way, she was using him as an object, subjugating him for their purpose, though his mind would be fogged over to that realization.
When the big man climaxed soon, unsatisfyingly for Cat, he was slouched and sprawled on the chair so he was barely still sitting on it. When Cat stood up, the man's cock slipping out of her unsatisfied pussy, her eyes penetrated the faces of others in the large room with unbridled need and open sexuality. Even with other slaves pawing their bodies on the large pillows, the other men in the room had their eyes only fixed on her. She turned her gaze to Goran, her Master, still in the chair next to her. He had rejected the other slaves' attentions and offerings. His face exuded pleasure in how she had handled the situation and she saw him consider another opportunity to impress. His eyes flicked to the scattered men below, his eyes asking a question. The look in Cat's eyes and the devious smile that formed on her lips in response told Goran everything he could need to know about her devotion to him and her commitment to what might need to be done. She was without hesitation or concern for personal image. She was his and would do whatever needed to be done.
His nod was so subtle even she might have missed it if she hadn't been watching and expecting it. Her shaved pussy glistened with the residue of Santini's cum as she stepped down from the platform with seductive strides worthy of the best vampish performance to entice the other men. Other slaves, naked like her and trying to please the men, were ignored or pushed aside. Several of the slaves gave her looks of disdain while others seemed to express relief. As much as she might feel sorry for these women and their situation, she had pressing concerns that affected Goran and her.
She stepped to one of the pillows and tugged it out from under one of the men, then dragged it into the center. She stood looking around the room, trying to catch the eye of each man directly, before dropping to her knees and then to all fours. She wiggled her ass as an invitation. It didn't take long for one of the men, a burly man with a thick beard, to dump the slave on his lap, drop his loose pants, and kneel behind Cat's presented ass and open legs. He pounded his hard cock into her and plunged in with a smack of their bodies. He was of average length and size, still nothing like her Master, but likely more satisfying than Santini had been. What a slut, she thought. Expected to fuck an important man, which should be demeaning, and her real reaction is being unsatisfied when he climaxes too soon. Then, being offered to the rest of the men, she compares the cock that penetrates her with the cock of her Master who thrills her body every time. As the man now fucked her like he would any slave, her mind hit on a question that has recurred many times lately: if there were a way to return to Earth, would she even want to if she could remain here with Goran? She believed it was a moot question and made the commitment to Goran all the easier.



Cat shifted her weight to her left arm and motioned with the other to the men around her. She opened her mouth wide as she used her hand to motion a man to her head. When one made the connection, dropped his pants, and presented his hard cock to her, she engulfed it into her mouth, pressing forward until her nose was touching his coarse pubic hair. The man in her mouth groaned at the warm, moist feel of her sucking mouth on his cock. Soon, he added grunts as he began fucking into her mouth. He was no bigger than the man in her pussy so even fully in her mouth his cock never passed further than the entrance to her throat, which she kept open while breathing primarily through her nose. Her dedicated practice to deep-throat Goran was an uncommon skill on HOR.
When the man fucking her from behind climaxed, releasing his sperm into her pussy, he unceremoniously pulled out and was replaced quickly by another man. The same would happen in her mouth. Soon, she had had several men filling mouth and pussy, and more were waiting. By the end, when the last man had dumped his cum into her, she collapsed onto the pillow that had protected her knees throughout the gangbang. Both her mouth and pussy leaked semen. She rolled off the large pillow to her knees as she rose to her feet. She walked deliberately, though a bit wobbly, to Goran without a further glance to the men who were again lounging on other pillows and being served a drink by slaves.
Arriving where Goran and Santini sat in chairs, she obediently resumed the kneeling presentation position. With her spread knees, she was very aware the leaking cum from her fucking was dripping to the floor below her. She discretely looked up at Goran who had been in deep conversation with Santini. When his eyes made contact with hers, she used her tongue to obscenely pull cum from her lips and the corner of her mouth. Her lips smacked as she brought her tongue inside. Goran struggled to hold back a smile of amusement.
It was dark by the time they left Santini's compound and wound their way through the narrow streets back toward the stable where the borsin was corralled and the room Goran had rented for them nearby. Along the way, Cat asked, "What did he want of you, Master?"
"Bartle."
Hearing the name caused Cat to stutter step. Goran saw it and quickly turned, stepping into her, and pressing her body again covered by her enticing gown into the nearby wall. He kissed her hard and muttered through the kiss, "Shhh... not another word about it until we are out of here. A place like this... there are ears."
A few steps later, Cat had something else to say. "Master... I would like a bath when we get to the room."
It was visually important for him to stay a step ahead of her, but he slowed and spoke over his shoulder, "A bath? It's late, Cat, and I..."
"You have your need. I know, Master, I felt it pressing into me back there." She softly giggled. "I saw that you rejected the other slaves, Master. My body is a mess from the other men... I want to present a clean body to you, Master."
Cat had carried several buckets of freshwater up to the community bathroom to clean herself in the small tub. As she washed away the remnants of her gangbang at Santini's, she remembered moments of the experience. She had achieved several good orgasms but the men were an uncaring group, wanting only their release. That was, of course, the norm on HOR. Men used women in general but were especially uncaring with the slaves. But as she washed away the stray cum from her body and dipped her fingers into her pussy to clean it out as much as possible, her body began to tingle, her nipples harden, and it had nothing to do with the coolness of the water she sat in. After being ravaged by a dozen men or so, her jaw ached a bit from the many cocks she sucked and her pussy was a bit tender, but she yearned for a truly good fuck. Her body's arousal spiked as she anticipated Goran's cock and it wasn't just its much larger size. He was a caring lover... yes, a lover. He would have to be her Master and the connection of love would have to be hidden privately between them... but it was the real bind between them.
Cat entered the room, her body cleaned with drops of water still clinging to her skin, the small towel available inadequate to soak up all the moisture. She gasped when she saw him standing by the bed. He was naked and no matter how often she saw his body it overwhelmed her, even from the back. His back spread like a huge fan, his waist and ass were tight and narrow, his thighs and calves were knots of muscle. When he turned to face her, she gasped, again. She dropped into the kneeling presentation pose; her eyes fixed on a sight that instantly opened the floodway in her pussy. His magnificent cock stood proudly erect and completely distracted her from appreciating his muscular front.
She softly beseeched him, "Master, your slave has cleaned herself for your pleasure."
He grasped his cock and slowly stroked it before her, "This is what happens when I think about you, Cat." He stepped until he was directly in front of her. "How do you propose taking care of this?"
Her hands reached out and replaced his. She wrapped both hands around the shaft and leaned forward to lick the remaining portion above her hands, loving both the image of such a cock and the anticipation of feeling it inside her body. A smile curled the corners of her mouth, "I have many ideas, Master."
Cat took the head of his cock into her mouth, coated it with her saliva, removed one hand and pressed her mouth over his cock, pulled back, and removed her other hand as she pushed back down the length of it, back and forth until he moaned at the feeling of his cock head entering her throat and being pressed deeper down her throat. He gasped out, "What do you... have in mind... my lusty slave?"
She pulled back, removing his cock from her mouth, licking her saliva off it, then looking up at him with lust-crazed eyes and spoke with a tone of command far beyond what should be in a slave's voice, "I will suck you and swallow your cum. Then, I will bring you back and I have a special request of you, Master." He looked down at her as she licked his cock between speaking, his vision fogged by his reciprocating lust for the specific pleasures he so enjoyed when he rejected the other slaves earlier. "I want you to take my ass, Master."
That wasn't a casual request for Cat. She had not been a sexual prude on Earth but the idea of taking Goran's large cock was a daunting idea but one she had been pondering. She wanted her submission and commitment to this man to be complete. She wanted another way to show him everything about her was his: every hole in her body was his for pleasure; she would fight alongside him, and she would be an extension of his will in any manner he would need.
He reached down and lifted her chin to gaze into her eyes. He chuckled, "Your ass? Another 21st-century thing?"
She kissed the cock in her hands while holding his gaze, "Actually, probably a 20th-century thing. But it was often a sign of commitment or domination. In this case both: my complete submission to your domination." She licked the length of his cock in a teasing way as she formed the next words. "You wanted an exceptional slave in the eyes of others. Another situation like tonight... if I were servicing three men at the same time..."
"Cat... you saw the looks when you pulled another man to your mouth the first time. Then, it was like a frenzy. I watched the other slaves, too. They saw what was in their future. Exceptional, indeed. First, shaved. Then, two men at once. Now, three men in three holes? I suspect word will be spreading about my slave..." He pondered for a moment, "It's done on Earth..." She nodded, shyly. "Won't that hurt?"
She nodded, again. "But, if you are gentle, the muscles will adjust... even to your size."
He shook his head, but she understood it was in wonder to her offering, not a denial. She resumed voraciously sucking his cock. She knew he was in desperate need after watching her being ravaged at the hands, or cocks, of the other men. She took him deeper and deeper until she again had his cock stroking into her throat. She felt his cock swell and pulse. She held it in her throat for a moment longer, flexing the muscles of her throat around it, before pulling back as his cock began twitching followed by a violent jerking as she positioned the cock head at the opening of her throat. Never before had she attempted that but was another new experience she had earlier decided to add for him. His climax was almost painfully constricted by her mouth and throat. The first spurt of cum spewed down her open throat and she gulped to keep from choking as she breathed through her nose between spurts of cum pouring down.
Goran staggered momentarily, using his hand on her head for balance as his climax rocked his body and mind, his head sagged back on his neck, his mouth gaping open as he gasped for breath. He looked down finally, marveling again at the woman kneeling before him as she sucked like a vacuum to pull the last of his cum into her mouth. After licking and sucking any last remnants of his climax from his cock, she stood and guided him to the bed, only to return her mouth, lips, and tongue to his cock. He gasped and groaned at the feeling of her attention, his cock beginning to soften but only for an instant before being stimulated to remain semi-hard. Within an amazingly short time, she was rising above his reclining body and straddling his hard cock. His mouth was opening and closing, gasping for breath, like a guppy out of water. She sat down on his cock, her pussy plunging down the length of it, then fucking him, bringing gasps and sighs from both of them. He only watched, curious of what would happen and how but also transfixed by her large breasts swaying, swinging, and bouncing before him like a sexual hypnotic spell.
When she pulled off him and knelt on the bed pointing toward his feet, he saw his glistening cock with her juices and watched her lay her head and chest on the bed, her hands spreading her ass cheeks to expose her puckered asshole. She was serious; she wanted to do this.
He rolled to his knees, then moved up behind her, his glistening cock in one hand as the other grasped her hip. He aligned his cock head to her closed hole and hesitated.
"Do it, Master. My entire being is yours. My body is for your pleasure and discretionary use. I will stand beside you against any foe."
He had a moment of wondering which one of them might have been more dominant if they had met on Earth in her time, but they weren't on Earth and it wasn't her time. He placed his cock against the puckered hole and pressed forward. It was like pressing against her thigh at first, then he saw her asshole push outward and his cock began stretching the opening into her. She grunted as his cock stretched her open until the head was suddenly past the sphincter and lodged tightly inside. Her hand moved from one cheek to his thigh and he understood the intention for him to pause. She was gasping, panting, her face turned on the bed showing her eyes tightly squeezed, her mouth gasping for air, her nose flaring to taking in air, too. He felt her ass pulse around his cock, the tightness was intense and he doubted this was going to work.
It took Cat many moments to gather herself, to control her labored breathing, and ease the impulse to push him out of her hole. The few times she had given her asshole to a lover before, the cocks were so much smaller and much thinner. This felt every bit like sacrificing herself but, in her mind, it was not a sacrifice as much as an ultimate gift, something that hadn't been experienced by him or practiced on HOR.
When her body had relaxed around the massive pole just inside her, it came to her mind as an after-thought, a sudden realization that the pain had dissipated, that her ass was clenching around the head of his cock as if milking it, as if attempting to entice it further inside. She took a deep breath and pushed back against him tentatively. With her hand still on his thigh, she pushed back, pulled, and pressed again. She took inches more each time. She remembered the first time he fucked her pussy and how that had felt. This was so much more intense. She took another deep breath, released her controlling hand on him, and pressed back hard.
He saw and felt her release of control over the situation. Her hand off him, his cock sinking several more inches inside her, he took her hips in his hands and took control. He had never imagined the fucking into a sleeve so tightly wrapped around his cock. If he hadn't just been brought to climax, he was sure he would have already been spurting cum.
Cat had never orgasmed from only anal penetration before. If she did orgasm while being fucked in the ass, it always seemed to be from stimulation of her clit by herself or her lover. This was completely different. She was a limp rag doll underneath Goran. Once he got going, he fucked her ass like the demon this world thought he was. Her mouth hung open, drool leaking out unconsciously, her head and upper body pressed into the bed surface, his cock driving into her ass in long, strong strokes. Her first orgasm shook her, her eyes rolling back in her head leaving her in a blank, shrouded impression of her surroundings. When her eyes rolled back and her vision slowly focused, he was still pounding into her ass. She was registering nothing but the erotic stimulation emanating from her ass into her pussy and up through her body. Her entire body began shivering with another orgasm approaching when she felt his pile-driving cock swell and jerk inside her ass. She felt every spurt shooting inside her, seemingly flooding into her bowels... and she orgasmed, again.
When she came to, her first sense was his body pressing tightly against her back, his arms wrapped protectively around her. He must have sensed or felt a change in her breathing or body. His question came to her softly and with concern, "Are you alright, Cat? Did I hurt you too much?"
Cat pressed her ass into his soft cock and hips while wiggling against his powerful chest. She breathed in and released a satisfied sigh. She turned in his arms, "I am completely yours, Master. Do you desire to use me, again?"
He sighed contentedly, held her, and rolled onto his back and pulling her with him so she lay along his side, her arm crossing his chest and her leg draping over his thigh. He stroked her back gently from her shoulder to her butt. "I desire that you sleep, now. We have much traveling to do and as much planning."
She wanted details. It was her old self still wanting some measure of control, but she instantly released the impulse. She snuggled into him, secure in his arms. He would divulge what needed to be when it was safe. As her eyes drooped, she did wonder what Santini's mission request was. She also wondered if Goran had accepted it...
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CHAPTER 6: SANTINI'S JOB
"Master?" They were riding the borsin and were half a day from the city containing Santini's compound. Cat thought it was safe to ask the question. "While I was occupied with Santini's advisors and leaders, what did you learn the man wanted from you?"
The answer came as a single word and Cat felt the tension in giving it, "Bartle."
"You said that before, Master, but what about Bartle? And, wasn't he the one who gave you your freedom before you could be marked?" He grunted. "You didn't accept the mission, did you?"
His curt, abrupt response quieted her for the rest of the day. "It's complicated. I have to think, Cat."
After a day of travel, Goran busied himself with the equipment packs while Cat got a stew started over the campfire before playing sumo-wrestler with the borsin to wipe him down and get him to the river to drink, then back near the camp. She was muttering about the stupid, obstinate borsin when she returned to finish the stew. Many of the words she used in English gave a clear indication of her time in a forward Marine unit.
The light was fading when they were finished eating. Goran told her to practice with the bow before she lost all the light. She wanted an explanation but could still hear in his manner that he wasn't ready. Perhaps, he was still working out what needed to happen. She moved to the weapons leaning against the packs and took up the bow and quiver he gave her that was made to his exacting specifications. He had allowed her to compare hers to his. Hers was a foot shorter but otherwise seemed to be identical except she felt the draw on his to be heavier by the size proportion. He had commented that her bow had a draw strength comparable to what a Horean male would be using. That was when it hit her how much stronger she had become in the time she had been on HOR and especially since she had been with Goran and he paid attention to the nutrients she got in her diet. She had arrived on HOR as a 5' 9" athletic 120 pounds with 17% body fat, well within the athletic range for women. She felt she was now 150 pounds and less body fat. Goran felt her body had transformed like his and she had easily added 40 pounds of muscle distributed over her body while losing 10 pounds of fat that made her muscles stand out. That she was most often naked had caused her to become used to others looking at her and she had failed to appreciate how imposing her body appeared until Goran stood her in front of a full mirror in Santini's elegant residence. Although her body growth hadn't appeared to increase or decrease the size of her D-cup breasts, the underlying chest muscles had firmed them significantly. She remembered the stunned expression on her face as she gazed at the woman in the glass as if it couldn't possibly be herself. She had gone as far as parting the sheer gown to flex her thighs and calves, appreciate the six-pack definition on her abdomen, the increased width and thickness of her shoulders and lats, and how her biceps and triceps jumped out on her arms. Only then had she remembered how much easier it had become to handle the full packs that the borsin carried as massive saddlebags.
Goran had stressed the need to be an expert in multiple weapons. The fault he found with most Horean warriors and fighting slaves was a tendency to specialization. They may be proficient with the sword, lance, or bow, but seldom with all of them. Various combat situations lent themselves to the efficiency of one or another, even the use of the dagger. And, she learned that the use of the dagger wasn't merely thrusting it into the body but effectively placing it to cause the most damage inside. A well-placed thrust from just below the ribcage up into the chest cavity could quickly kill by penetrating the heart without getting caught up in the ribs. Every day was another lesson in the unique art of killing. It always reinforced the brutality that existed on HOR.
She had moved into the thick forest next to the clearing at the river that was their camp. Goran had wanted her to practice her weapons out of sight if there should be anyone possibly near enough, though she doubted anyone could be the way he continually watched. He stood behind her in the trees and called out targets: a knot in a tree 30 yards away; a hanging piece of fruit; a tree 50 yards away and barely visible through multiple trees in between. Out of 3 dozen shots she had only missed on one, a hanging piece of fruit the size of a medium cantaloupe at 40 yards, the equivalent of an ill-advised headshot. After retrieving all the arrows but the one miss, she returned to the fire where Goran was stirring the coals under newly placed wood as darkness quickly draped over them.
"You're ready... if you don't freeze at the critical moment."
Cat stared boldly at the man next to her. "I've killed before."
He answered without turning to her, "Yes, I know you have. I don't want you to forget, though... it is one thing to kill from a distance with a bullet and something else at arm's length by slicing up someone you look in the face at." He paused and turned his attention to her. "Sorry, Cat. I am not doubting you. I have trained many men and none have responded to it as you have. It's just... that first up-close kill... it's the hardest."
"You're right... I know... I've felt that, already." He jerked his eyes to hers. She had never told him that before. "It was a sentry. I could feel his blood on my fingers after I cut his throat." He looked at her with new understanding and approval. He learned some details about her almost by accident. She did not brag about her accomplishments, experience, or talents. He nodded without saying more. Being humble about yourself kept you honest and desiring improvement.
He began talking about Santini and Bartle. The short answer was Santini wanted to kill Bartle, the warlord in the adjacent region. They have long been fierce rivals, which led to the longer answer. Santini has long had visions of expanding his region of influence and control. In his mind, he saw himself as capable of ruling like a king. It has been the presence of Bartle that has limited his ability to seek that dream. Bartle, on the other hand, is a warlord out of necessity to constrain the aggressive nature of Santini. As Santini holds control by wielding power through fear and threat, Bartle has established a near utopia in comparison. It might resemble an efficient socialist society in which everyone pulls their weight and receives equivalent rewards. His army is largely volunteer, though he encourages several years of service as young men followed by reserve availability in the case of a regional threat. Where Santini is feared by the people in his region and enjoys a life of riches while the people are left struggling from his taxes, Bartle lives modestly in the heart of the largest city living not on taxes imposed but on the assets of the several enterprises he continues to effectively manage with his twin sons. His position of leadership was thrust on him in a time of threat from roaming mercenaries and nearby warlords seeking expansion into a thriving region.
Goran paused and in the flickering light of the campfire he gazed out beyond the river, in the direction Cat knew to be the jagged, snow-capped mountains now shrouded in the black of night. She sat patiently and waited. As much as Santini wanted to expand his influence and increase his wealth by the addition of a thriving region like Bartle's, he was also consumed by the lust for riches rumored to be beyond those peaks that have rejected all attempts in the past. His vision is to amass a massive combined army to probe the mountains in search of a way over. It's as if he thinks the land on the other side will yield riches just lying on the ground waiting for someone to claim.
When Goran fell silent, again, Cat ventured a question. "But, Master, you said the draw of mystery surrounding what lay beyond the mountains all but died out as all expeditions failed miserably in death on the slopes. Why is he so determined and confident?"
His initial response was merely a chuckle... a sad, weary chuckle. "Ironically... me." He wearily stretched his body out alongside the fire and put his arm out. Cat eagerly slid into the inviting embrace, stretching her naked body alongside his. She almost purred in his arm and waited for him to continue in explanation.
Santini believed that Goran had either discovered a way to the other side or was taken there in some favor-for-favor arrangement Goran was known for sometimes accepting as payment for a service provided. He also believed that the borsin Goran rode was an animal from the other side. Though merely speculative on Santini's part, he was correct, of course. Goran had tried to brush the speculation off as more ridiculous fantasy over legends and that the borsin was only discovered and captured in the far northern wilderness, another region of untamed mystery that was forbidding because of the long, harsh winters and fierce inhabitants who lived in small individual groups except when they would band together to harass and drive off anyone entering with guerilla-style warfare. He wasn't appeased, however. Even if that could be true, he argued, a similar borsin would have been reported.
"I have always considered Santini to be brutal, blood-thirsty, treacherous, and singularly focused on his ego. I underestimated his thought process. Underneath his impulse to achieve his goals by reckless, impulsive use of his army is a mind capable of thought. It makes him more dangerous than I had considered."
Cat snuggled into his side but she was highly interested in what he was saying. "So, if he wasn't satisfied by your response..."
Goran chuckled. "The bottom line is he needs me so he wasn't about to be too offended. He knows I might be the only one who can get close enough to Bartle and capable of assassinating him and surviving. He also knows that if I have been to the other side of the mountains, I am the only one. No, he needs me and that was how I could drive the price so high." She shifted up to look questioningly at him. He laughed. "No, I have no intention of killing Bartle. He is one of the good ones, but I have to figure out what I am going to do. I can't just walk away with Santini's down payment and not be hunted myself... more than I already am, anyway."
He warned Santini it was a dangerous and intricate venture being asked. He would need time to get a lay of the city and compound, then plan, and verify the plan. He assured Santini he would get word to him after the next full moon (the smaller one). Santini wanted to attack after Bartle was found dead.
"Master... I thought Bartle had two sons. Wouldn't leadership transfer to one of them?"
"Santini is counting on the twins to conflict for control and power. He thinks the chaos of the bickering sons will leave them defenseless. He might ordinarily be correct, too."
"Ordinarily, Master?"
He pulled her back into his side and stroked her bare body. "Yes... ordinarily. I have to think of a way to keep that from happening. First, we go see Bartle. Then, we need to make a trip."
She realized what he was up to. "We're going to be working with Bartle, not against him." Goran hugged Cat tight. But Goran had taken Santini's money, Cat thought. How was he going to manage this?
At the first pre-dawn sounds of the HOR birds, Cat slithered under the furs covering the two of them. She took pride and pleasure in bringing him to an early climax to start the day and, as far as she was concerned, starting her day swallowing a load of his cum could only be topped by his cum in her pussy. As strange as all this seemed to her when she considered her life now, being with Goran like this, his slave, was freeing and satisfying. She knew he trusted and respected her mind and thought process. He thought issues out himself, then brought the issue and his thoughts to her, the two of them working solutions out. But she was always mindful of the primitive nature of society on HOR. She considered that Goran's greater experience with on HOR might require what could seem an irrational path, because HOR was in many ways just that, irrational. Then, there was the trust Goran had in her physical abilities. He had brought out in her what he called the warrior. He honed her skills far beyond what the Marines had required of her as a field leader whose primary responsibility was science interrogation and investigation. The martial arts training she thought she was taking to stay in shape now appeared to have fed a part of her she hadn't comprehended at the time. She took to the training with the sword, dagger, and bow as if it were an extension of herself. The praise and approval she received from Goran with her training pressed her on with untiring dedication.
Later, Cat stopped in her efforts at packing up the camp equipment and watched Goran pull on his hide pants and boots before reaching for his belt and weapons. Deep inside the other pack were the pants he had acquired for her. He caught her gaze, let his weapons drop back to the ground, and pulled her up to stand in his arms. His hands freely caressed her naked back, then created a small space between them to fondle her breasts, a hand slide down to her abdomen, and slipping between her thighs she opened in anticipation for him. His finger slid along her pussy lips, touched her clit, and brought a sigh from her. His finger parted her pussy lips and slid through them, her seemingly ever-present juices allowing the finger to easily part her lips as he teased his finger at her hole. She unconsciously lowered her body slightly to encourage penetration.
The motion of her body wasn't lost on him. When she opened her eyes, he was gazing intently into them. He smiled and kissed her. With one hand, she loosened his pants and pushed the waist below his hardening cock. His hands slid up her body, gripping her under her arms, and lifted her. She assisted with a bounce and wrapped her arms and legs around him, her eyes holding his was lust-filled. She gasped, her mouth opening as his hard cock pressed between her legs. Between them, his hand assisting in directing his cock and she moving her ass over it, she was penetrated, just the head inside her. She knew what was coming and her entire body quivered in preparation. Despite the increase in muscle weight her body had packed on, their combined strength made such maneuvers seem almost effortless to them. Their eyes locked on each other's, a small smile formed on Goran's mouth, and Cat's mouth opened in anticipation. He all but let go his grip on her ass. She fell the full length of his marvelous cock, impaling her deep and powerfully before his grip stopped her dropped as she hit the base of his cock.
Cat's head dropped backward; her eyes open but rolling back until he saw mostly the whites. The drop didn't just jam his cock fiercely deep into her but mercilessly crushed her clit against his pelvic bone.
She cried out, then exclaimed, "OH... FUCK... MASTER!"
Between his hands and her arms and legs, she bounced up and down on the pole she sat on. He lasted a long time having already cum earlier. It was on her second orgasm that he joined her. When she raised her face from his neck with the subsiding of the earthquake within her body, she was surprised to see he had carried her to the edge of the river. He indicated with his chin across the river. Still clenched together, still sitting on his cock, she turned her head. On the other shore was a herd of animals she thought of as 'deer'. They weren't quite the same, nothing seemed quite the same, but it was the closest thing on Earth. And, like the deer on Earth, they somehow held the same peacefulness and intrigue of the natural world.
He moved her slightly so she could feel his cock still hard inside her. "What are you?"
Without hesitation, "Your slave, Master." Whatever thoughts of belongings she might have been musing on before were gone.
"What is your duty?"
"Obedience and your pleasure, Master."
He raised her and could feel his cock was losing hardness. "You are a perfect slave for me, Cat. And, we are a perfect fit." She giggled at that and he chuckled, "No... well, yes, that way, too... but you are a perfect fit in other ways, too. And, soon you will be more."
Cat tilted her head, "More than perfect, Master?"
He smiled as he lifted her off his softening cock. Cum dripped from her gaping pussy as she stood before him. "When the time is right, you will be more than a slave."
After several days of crossing the river, passing through a dense forest, then navigating down across and up a deep canyon, they stopped to make camp. It was early but Goran said they were within a final day of the city containing Bartle's compound.
Cat and Goran cared for the borsin, as always, before setting up the camp and considering their own needs. Goran assisted Cat onto its back and lifted leather, collapsible buckets of water from the lake they stopped at. Cat, being naked, poured the water over its back and brushed the hide to both cool it and to wash out the mix of its sweat and their own from the long ride. After sliding off and gracefully landing on her feet in a crouch, she did the same to its legs, massive chest, and belly. It was a magnificent creature and despite its orneriness exhibited to her compared to its response to Goran she was very much drawn to it. The countless times she had performed this task seemed to be working somewhat in her favor with the creature but she still felt she was trying to get a small, obstinate elephant to cooperate.
Goran was watching with delight. Cat had set her shoulder into the borsin's front leg, her feet several feet back as she tried to muscle the borsin to move out of a muddy puddle that had been created in the process of washing him. She finally threw up her hands in exasperation.
"The hell with you!" she shouted at it. "You can have muddy hooves, then!"
She turned away to find Goran desperate to hold back laughter she could see was filling up inside him. He was kneeling creating a fire ring of rocks and piling kindling inside the circle. His attempts to keep the huge smile from his mouth were about to fail miserably when she strode up to him and stopped with her fists pressed into her beautiful hips and her feet planted determinedly at shoulder width, a posture reflecting her frustration. He looked up at her with all her significant charms on full display: her skin bore a sheen of sweat from her efforts; her heaving chest was a magnet to highlight her large, firm breasts; and, her legs parted in the defiant posture presented her shaved pussy clearly, especially from his position on the ground.
She took several deep breaths, which to Goran, only drew more attention to her breasts. He could see her frustration was at a point that made the time possible. It seemed crazy even to him to suggest. To his knowledge, it hadn't been done in anyone's memory, but there was the legend...
He decided the camp set up and food could wait. He moved to their equipment, pulling her allow with him. He sat on the ground, his back against one of the packs, his legs bent and open with his hands reaching out for her. The tension and frustration that had filled her slipped away as she settled between his legs and leaned back into his body, his hands crossing onto her front. One hand cupped a breast while the other idly stroked her stomach to her mound. She sighed and felt her body drain of the tension as the soft, erotic sensations replaced it. Goran used his hands to soothe Cat. The borsin was a spectacular physical creature of natural power and impression. He had never had a similar reaction to any other creature until Cat. Although different, she exuded a similar impression to him but magnified by beauty and eroticism. Perhaps, if it were any other woman, all this might not be possible.



"You wanted to know about the borsin and his kind." While his hands played over her naked body, she could sense his mind was shifting to a memory of some other time and experience.
On the other side of the mountains he has referred to many times, is a wide valley contained by another imposing mountain range. The valley is lush with animal life, plants, water, and protection. In that valley live a people called Anagor. They are a tribe of ancient origins who at some point in time ventured into the valley. The Anagoreans have defended their valley successfully against intruders, allowing them an existence in relative peace. Perhaps because their land is so plentiful in supplying their needs, they have advanced little over time compared to other regions of HOR. Goran likened their situation to that of the Native Americans who lived simpler lives off the land compared to the Europeans who had advanced significantly with metals and mechanization driven by their need of conquest for resources and power.
The social structure of the Anagor people is similarly straightforward. They are governed by a single chief who may rely on the advice of members who might have gifts of healing, storytellers of history, or accomplished hunters who double as warriors when needed. Ultimately, though, it is the final word of the chief that resolves all matters of action or dispute. The chief is not a position held by descendants of birth or selection by the current chief. As an indication of how in tune and reliant the Anagoeans are with the natural world, the chief is determined by the borsins who roam the valley in herds, not unlike the buffalo of the American West. Not as a test of purely physical strength and dominance but of the purpose of will and heart that the alpha borsin will submit, in a sense, to one man. That borsin becomes dedicated to that man and that man ascends to becoming chief. Many men may try for the honor but fail, some dying in the attempt of exerting their will over such a powerful creature. As a result, only the chief rides a borsin while others ride the common horse-like animals.
One of Goran's fingers had casually penetrated Cat's leaking pussy. She had lifted her legs over the outside of his to fully open her body to his hands. His hands fondled her breasts, his fingers rolled her nipples, stroked along her pussy, and penetrated inside it. The movements were casual, familiar, and unhurried. His intimate touch was assumed as was her acceptance of the touch. She sighed without drama but of an open release of the comfort and awareness it gave her of being his. The warm sensations in her body had nothing to deter her mind on his words, however.
"Master, you just said 'only the chief rides a borsin' but you ride a borsin."
"Yes. I was being pursued by a small army after killing a small warlord. The man I did the deed for had underestimated the power structure, however. Leadership was immediately transferred without strife or struggle and not only did a war ensue, but I became hunted. I retreated into the mountains, sure they would retreat. They didn't and I was forced to fight them off using guerilla tactics of ambush, attack, and retreat. As I retreated higher and higher into the mountains, my position of the higher ground soon gave me a superior advantage, allowing me to kill warrior after warrior, one at a time. Eventually, the remaining did retreat. I later found that episode added to the legend forming around my name. I had been wounded numerous times, however. I was still only a man despite the stories that grew around my exploits. I decided to retreat over the mountains for a time to heal properly... if I could since it was believed to be impossible. As it turned out, a single man didn't attract attention like a moving group or small army attempting the crossing. I was dazed and weak when I found myself wandering in the lush valley and was eventually captured by embarrassed Anagorean hunters who were supposed to have been guarding against anyone crossing." He paused, clearly revisiting the event in his mind.
When he took up the story, again, he chuckled. They allowed him to heal, even assisting it with treatment and their medicines. But... they were healing him to test him. He was put out into the valley with the tribe watching from a distance. He was told he was being tested... live or die, it was not the judgment of the herd. It would be later that he would learn the tribe used the same process for determining their chief. He was quickly challenged by several males but he was looking for the alpha who stood just behind a group of younger males who may have been trying to show some influence on the herd or, at least, the single females. When he came out of the herd riding the alpha, it caused quite the turmoil. Only the chief rides the borsin, yet here was an outside accomplishing the same. Goran spent time with the tribe as they debated what the sign meant. In that time, he learned from the storytellers much about the tribe and their system. As he understood the conflict posed by his accomplishment, he offered a resolution. He would take the borsin as his as a sign of his allegiance to the tribe but he had no desire to challenge the current Chief for leadership.
Cat was holding her attention to every word, but her hips were moving over the two fingers penetrating her pussy and soft moans escaped her mouth as those fingers and the ones on her nipples continued to tease her with gentle arousal. "So, you became a brother of sorts to the tribe." She felt his nod. She thought about the story, then, "There is only being a physically strong man to take control over such a borsin? I was hoping there was a way I could gain more control from him as you do."
He lifted her back from his body and loosened his pants, then pulled her up as his legs came together. She raised her hips in anticipation and excitement. She lowered her hips onto his stomach and reached between her legs for his now exposed, hard cock. She raised it slightly and slid her body down to impale herself. She sighed at the welcoming feeling of being filled once again by him, his cock sliding into her tightly clasping pussy wet and yielding from the teasing of her body. She started moving as if to fuck him, but he held her in place. As he wishes, she thought, so she clenched her pussy muscles around his cock as if gently sucking or milking it.
"I think there is a way, but I don't know you are going to like it. While I was with them, I spent time with the storytellers, the historians of the tribe, to understand them. They were so content to live a simple and primitive life, even by the standards of HOR. They were content to have developed tools only to the extent they needed. Their weapons were primarily developed for hunting. They hunted the borsin but only what they needed to supplement for food and clothing. Their development into metal and mechanization was limited and primitive. They were well behind the rest of HOR but were isolated and protected by the mountains." He flexed his cock inside her and she sighed at the feeling of him. "But, to your point... among their stories was of a time long ago, before any who now lived, when the tribe was led by a Chief and Chieftess, a man and a woman who had control of borsins." That had Cat's attention and she pushed down on his cock hoping to hear more. "According to the stories, she was believed to be the only one but she had the same control as the man and rode her male borsin. The storytellers were convinced by the description of the woman that she wasn't strong enough. How she managed it has been a mystery."
He thrust into her. Still lying with her back to his front, his fingers worked over her clit as he thrust his cock awkwardly into her pussy. She gasped out, "But... Master... a mystery doesn't... help me."
He took a nipple between his fingers, pulling on it, twisting it as he pressed and stroked her clit while his cock moved in short, jerking motions inside her. "It may not be such a mystery, after all, slave." Calling her slave was like calling her slut and it sent a shiver through her willing body knowing both terms were very appropriate for her now. "Do you know the term 'dropping' as it applies to a horse?"
She nodded, "The penis... slides out... of the sheath..."
He thrust harder into her. She responded to the words, but more of her attention was going to the cock in her pussy and the fingers on her nipples and clit. "Have you noticed my borsin when you are cleaning him?" She nodded. She was confused by the line of questions. What did that have to do with anything? "Have you noticed him doing that when I clean him?"
She stopped her movements on his cock. He continued to move in jerky movements inside her pussy and stimulating her, but she froze as her mind began making connections. "He's just acting like a male... but..." She froze in thought. Her body had been quickly rising to an impending orgasm but her thoughts now had thrown a wet blanket on those impulses. She shifted forward and drew her feet back. Awkwardly, she turned on his cock until she was facing him. Even if she was now more interested in pursuing his thoughts, he was the one to initiate fucking so it was still required of her to continue. She positioned herself to more aggressively fuck him. With her knees under her, she raised her hips and thrust back down over his cock. Her body responded to the cock filling her pussy and embedding deep inside, but a portion of her mind was also working on his words and meaning.
She settled down on his cock, her hands on his shoulders for support, and searched his eyes and face. "Master... you're suggesting... that's crazy, isn't it? His cock is the size of my arm!" Her body quaked and her pussy spasmed around the cock inside her. And, she knew part of that reaction was the mental image her mind produced for her. She searched his eyes and face, sure she would find some indication that he was teasing her, but she found nothing to suggest it. He honestly thought that was how that woman long ago had managed what no other woman before or since had... maybe never even considered.
The thought was too much for her. Cat's eyes closed as she began fucking Goran with an intensity that matched the (absurd?) image solidly formed in her mind. He raised his hips to meet her downward thrust over his cock. She was a wild woman it seemed to both of them. The inhibitions she had carried with her from that 21st-century existence were nearly completely gone. She would stand brazenly in a crowded village, town, or city while naked and vulnerable. She would fuck or suck men as she was directed by her Master with eagerness and devotion to the task. Goran knew she was capable of any directed task whether that of a slave or standing alongside him as a warrior. Soon, he would release her so even she would understand who she was on HOR.
For now, though, he fed the erotic image now formed in her mind. He fucked up into her downward thrusts to drive her arousal to a fever pitch. With both hands, he pinched, twisted, and pulled her sensitive nipples sending jolts of arousal through her body as she ground her pussy and pelvis over and against him, filling her pussy with his cock and grinding her clit against his pelvic bone. A normal slave became merely a vessel for release by a master or other man. Cat had become a seductive, arousing, sexual creature who took a man to incredible heights of release as she sought her incredible highs.
Cat felt Goran's cock twitching and pulsing inside her as she slammed her body down the length of his cock, feeling the biggest cock she ever previously imaged filling her pussy as she thrust down and the incredible feeling of her muscles clamping on the cock as she pulled up in preparation of slamming back down. Her body was electric with a surprising orgasmic charge that was also mentally originating. When she slit her eyes, she saw her Master underneath her... not the borsin. She had no idea how she might fuck a creature so big, but the idea her Master had put into her brain wouldn't ever be appeased now. It was an impossible idea but an impossible idea given to her by her Master. And, that made all the difference.
It seemed her hips were moving in a blur over his cock. Her pussy was spasming, quaking, clenching over his cock. His cock was jerking and pulsing inside her. They both felt every bit of it together. When they came at the same moment, it might have sounded to anyone else like two crazed, wild creatures.
For many moments, Cat collapsed on Goran's chest, his hands and arms securing her to him. All either of them could manage for those moments was to gasp and pant for air as if they had just completed a marathon in personal best times. By the time she felt recovered enough, she sat up, her hands on his wide, solid chest. She moved her pussy over the cock that had slipped out of her and lay flaccid under her oozing pussy lips.
"The borsin... you were serious... you think that's the key."
He smiled broadly and nodded, "The idea of it fired you up, didn't it?"
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CHAPTER 7: THE BORSIN
The next morning, Cat's attention didn't seem to be able to move from the borsin for more than a few moments before she found herself gazing at him, again. She had a fitful night, even securely in Goran's arm. Her mind replayed images of the borsin over and over. But the real thing grazing just beyond the camp area was more imposing than anything her dreams had tried to imprint on her brain. She remembered her first impression when Goran had ridden the borsin on an intersecting path with the caravan. She had been fascinated by the borsin, but she has since become more familiar with it while caring for it and riding behind Goran on top of it. Her first impressions still held as she again looked at it with a whole new curiosity. Much like the American Bison on Earth in general shape but much larger. It was half again as large being 10 feet high at the shoulders and 13 feet long from head to rear. The legs were thicker and stronger. The head was as massive in proportion but it had a beautiful, long mane and tail more similar to a horse. The horns were massive, curved like a Texas Longhorn, and about 3 feet long. The hide was sleek and shiny like a magnificent horse. It was the long mane and their increased agility on HOR that allowed them to swing and jump the 10 feet onto its back. They rode it bareback and Goran controlled it as much with thought and pressing his knees into its side than using the mane as a rein.
Suddenly, there was a voice right behind her. "You can't get it out of your head, can you?"
Kneeling at one of the packs and stuffing camp gear into it, at least when she wasn't gazing at the borsin, she rocked back on her heels without taking her gaze from the magnificent creature. He was right, of course. "It seems like a crazy idea, Master." Her next words surprised even her, "His body is massive and deep but his underside is still a good 5 or 6 feet above the ground." Goran smiled. He wasn't surprised. Put a challenge before Cat and her mind just naturally went to work on it. They were talking about a possible explanation to a legend that might only be a story but, if it was the key, he knew Cat would be too intrigued by the potential. Of course, if this worked, Goran had something more in mind.
Cat stood and slowly turned to face him but her eyes were unfocused, fixed on some distant place far over his shoulder. Her words came out like a mantra intended to convince herself. "It's just another male with a cock... just another cock... think of it like that... just another cock... subdue him like I have others for you... just another cock..." She turned, again, to face the borsin and Goran stepped up to embrace her from behind, one hand fondling her breast and the other sliding down her stomach and abdomen. Normally, she was so fully compliant to him that his touch would hold her in place until he released her, but this time she stepped purposefully away from him to the borsin's head. He lowered his head to her and she clasped her hands on either side of him and softly gasped as his snout and her face came together. The full impact of his enormous size and the intention she was considering hit her. She pulled back and looked into each of his eyes, an action that required her to flick her gaze from one to the other.
She couldn't read anything in his face, but did she expect to be able to? He seemed passive and at ease, perhaps quieter than normal. She had come to sense that his being obstinate was something of an act to aggravate her. It seemed that he was so responsive to Goran and he was letting her know she wasn't the same as him. The borsin seemed calmer now, though. Perhaps Goran was right more than she had believed about the creature, that he, or its kind, were that intelligent or intuitive with a human when they cared to be.
She took a couple of deep breaths. She had no idea what she was truly intending to do. Treat him like any other male? It's just another cock? Really? This thing was bigger and heavier than any SUV from her time. Its cock was bigger than her arm... maybe like Goran's muscled arm. What was she thinking?
The spell of doubt and uncertainty was broken, though, not by anything her mind could conjure up to reinforce her resolve... but by the borsin itself. His massive tongue came out of its mouth and swiped over her face. With her in shock at the unexpected show of intimacy, he lowered his head further and licked each breast, the wide, rough tongue teasing each nipple with a prolonged rubbing. The action of the borsin sent a chill through her. Maybe Goran was right about these creatures. Maybe they were very intelligent and intuitive. Maybe there was more to gain a connection beyond pure physical strength and will.
She gazed deeply into the wide-spread eyes of the borsin and filled with a new feeling of potential. She pressed her forehead into the space between his eyes and took a huge breath, taking in the musky smell of his hide, feeling the bursts of air expelled from his nostrils onto her upper chest. She slipped to the side of his head, her arms wrapped around his neck, sliding along his body with her arms expanding as she moved to his shoulders, one reaching up and the other down under his neck to his front leg. She took a step back with her left hand still in contact with his side and bent slightly out of curiosity and anticipation. She expected to find the sheath encompassing the huge cock and wondering how she would entice it out but instead found herself gasping as she saw inches of the exposed cock head showing and much of it slowly but steadily slide out from the sheath. A couple of feet of limp cock hung from the sheath, her eyes wide open in stunned amazement at both the size and the apparent understanding and willingness of the creature.
She chuckled, maybe understanding a bit more of the complexity of these borsins a bit more. She glanced over her shoulder at Goran who was quietly standing at the side, his powerful arms folded across his powerful chest, a playful look in his sparkling eyes. Cat's hand slide down the side of the borsin until it was on the underside as she moved towards his hindquarters. She took a deep breath and bent over, again. This was going to be awkward. His chest was 5 feet above the ground, his belly more, though she noticed with interest for maybe the first time... the first time it was significant to her. As she moved alongside the dangling cock-flesh all sorts of thoughts crashed inside her head, bouncing off each other and causing her to hesitate just a moment. He was so huge and powerful and she had become so accustomed to it that she took it for granted, forgetting the looks of shock and concern expressed by others at seeing him and outright fear when they brought him into their proximity as in villages and small cities. And now this? Her mind was actively working out how her 5' 9" frame would fit underneath him at his crotch? But that was what she was doing and was going to do. By standing slightly off-center, she wouldn't need to bend at the waist or crouch to accomplish what she had already accepted doing: give him a blowjob. Except for those men who took her forcefully, aggressively, that was how she enticed the men her Master directed her to please. She was different than most slaves in that regard... as in other ways, too... but it had always been Goran's intention that she would be considered unique, exceptional. She had never failed him and she wouldn't here. Though he had never once directed her to perform this, it had always been obvious to her there was some other significance to the act. Her resolve reinforced by the thought, she carefully and gently reached out under his belly with soft, reassuring stroking of her hand.
She was surprised by the softness of the belly skin as though there was less of the short, protective hair the rest of his body was covered by. Though her hand was moving along his belly, her eyes couldn't leave the dangling shaft of cock. Even as she gazed, more inches of cock slid out from the protective sheath. There was over 2 feet already exposed. Her mind was in a daze, but her hand didn't seem to be so. Her hand dropped to the hanging length of flesh and slid down it to the head of the cock. Her other hand reached out as she turned to it and lifted the massive cock up in her hands. The borsin shifted as if steadying himself but wasn't shying away.
The dazed feeling in her mind shifted to singular focus and curiosity. The cock in her hand seemed to have an erotic presence, existence, and reality beyond its attachment to anything else. Her hands gently wrapped around it felt it firming, expanding, lengthening. As the girth expanded, her fingers opened, encircling less of the shaft. The head of the cock seemed to lengthen toward her face as more of it slid out of the sheath and it hardened in her hands, transforming from the limp mass of flesh she initially held to a hard, weighty shaft like stone. She had no idea what a Bison's cockhead might have looked like, but for some reason, she was expecting this to look like a horse with a flanged, mushroom-like head. Instead, it wasn't like that or a man's with a bulbous helmet but a slightly tapered end that increased from the couple inches at the tip to the 3 and 4 inches she held in her hands. Her left hand, about 6 inches from the tip held 3 inches of circumference while her right hand 1-1/2 feet from the tip held a 4-inch circumference.
The cock was hard, rigid, and the head seemed to have moved to her with a mesmerizing effect on her. There had to be at least 3 feet of rigid, hard, erect cock outside the sheath. She could feel the weight of it in her hands. She could feel the pulse of blood coursing through the shaft as if it could somehow become even harder, even more, erect than it already was.
She stood just to the side of the borsin and there was nothing else in the universe but that cock, that massive pole of borsin flesh in her hands and inches from her face. There was no thought. There was no longer any consideration, justification, or motivation. There was no several-ton borsin attached to it. There was no rationalization to assist Goran. There was no expectation of her Master, even unexpressed. There was only the cock.
Her mouth opened even before her head began moving. The tapered head touched her parted lips and they closed around it. She was immersed in a sensual experience: her nose filled with the musty smell of the borsin; the smooth but firm shape between her lips; the enormity of the shaft in her hands; and, the psychological imprint on her mind. Her tongue explored the tip between her lips and an involuntary shiver passed over her body. She was giving head to a borsin roughly the size of a personnel carriage back home.
She felt some liquid on her tongue and pulled her mouth off slowly. Yes, precum, he was reacting to all this. Of course, he was, he was as hard as a rock. A smiled had formed on her face as she returned her open mouth to his cock. Instead of just taking the tip between her lips, she pressed her open mouth over the tip, closed her mouth, and slid down the length until she felt the tapered tip at the back of her mouth. Compared to the length still in her hands, her mouth had very little of it inside, but the further her mouth passed down the shaft the more stretched her lips became. She had trained herself to pass Goran's large cock into her throat and she had no illusions that she could pass this one very far because of the quickly expanding width of it, but as she pressed harder against the tip, it passed the entrance to her throat and moved down it, her lips spreading extra-wide in the effort.
She pulled back gasping from effort and controlled breathing with only her nose but pressed on, obsessed with sucking the cock to climax now that she had started. She worked the first 5 to 6 inches with her mouth, tongue, and lips. She pressed the cock into her mouth and sucked like a vacuum while pulling back with her tongue swirling around it. She was lost in the effort. Goran shifted position to watch from the side and the borsin shifted its front hooves and grunted with blasts of air driven from its nostrils but none of it distracted her effort if she recognized any of it at all.
She felt it with her hands, first. The huge cock swelled within her hands, then pulsed, her right hand further back feeling it first, then her left hand. She pulled back on the cock so only the tip was inside her mouth, but she was unprepared for the explosion that would erupt. The borsin's climax filled her mouth before the first spurt of cum was complete. She gulped in shock but gagged as more continued to spray her mouth and throat. In a protective reaction, she pulled her mouth completely off the cock. The last of the first spurt sprayed over her lower face. Cum was pouring from her mouth and nose, dripping onto her upper body and breasts. She gasped for air, her eyes wide in shock when the second spurt sprayed her face and hair. She flinched, lowering the head of the cock, and spraying her body. She started with a giggle that grew into a full laugh of delight. She moved the cock head back to her mouth as she began sucking and licking the spent cum. Feeling more pulsing in the cock, she prepared herself. The third spurt was weaker, only by comparison to the others, and she managed to gulp most of the cum obscenely.
She sucked and licked the head of the cock, almost like she was hypnotized by the experience. The massive cock softened in her hands. When she released it, it hung from its sheath and slowly began receding inside. For a moment, she stood fixated at the sight of that massive organ disappearing inside the creature. When she finally turned away to face Goran, she was rubbing her cum-soaked body. Her hands glided over her chest, breasts, stomach, abdomen, and between her legs as though the cum was some exotic skin lotion not to be wasted.
She looked Goran in the eyes. He had seen lust filling her eyes many times before, but never like this. Her eyes seemed to reflect lust-filled flames burning inside her. Her words surprised him.
"When will he be ready, again?"
He shook his head, dumbfounded. He was surprised she went through with it. Instead, she was curious about more. "How would I know?" He wanted to ask more but was afraid of sounding like he wanted her to do more. To him, this was only an experiment: was this how the Chieftess had gain control?
She turned back to the borsin and muttered, "I have to try..." Its massive head lowered to her, its tongue coming out to lick her messy face. It was a gentle action and Goran thought she might have already won over the borsin, but that didn't seem to be her reasoning. There didn't seem to be reasoning involved. She pressed her head to the animal's head, "I have to try..." The borsin seemed to nod his snout into her head, easily pushing her around by the slight effort of his head. She giggled, unapologetic and without any embarrassment about her actions in front of Goran. "You want to try, too? Do you agree with me?"
Cat looked around the camp area and spotted some scattered boulders along the shore of the river. Goran's eyes followed hers. There was a large flat-topped boulder about 4 to 5 feet above the surrounding ground. She turned the borsin's head and moved toward the boulders. Her words were quite un-slave-like.
"Master, would you get some blankets or hide-coverings?"
Goran stifled a laugh. He didn't want to interrupt the moment, interrupt what was occurring between her and his borsin. He smiled as he did what she had requested. A meek slave could not attempt to win over control of such a creature. A meek slave could not have won over him to become the partner he now had.
As he spread out layers of covering over the surface of the rock, "Are you sure, Cat? What would keep him from impaling you into your chest?"
She turned to him and kissed him hard. "I have to, Master." She looked into his eyes. "It's something I feel. It feels like it is supposed to happen. I know, just know, this is how the Chieftess won control." She looked back at the creature and muttered, "I think I know how to control the depth. He's going to stretch me, though. But... I have to..."
When he swatted her butt, it was all she needed. The feeling of destiny inside her was intense, the most powerful guiding feeling she had experienced considering what she was about to do which was still hugely intimidating. As dangerous physically as it was, there was a psychological need to pull her forward into the action. She couldn't explain it but there was a critical need for this, she was sure.
The borsin followed her as if anticipating what was about to happen. It was impossible not to be constantly aware of the animal's presence even when it stood quietly. As she stood next to the boulder with the hides spread over it, she turned and touched the borsin on the side of its massive head. She didn't attempt to talk to it, just looked it in the eyes and took a deep breath. Before she could climb onto the covered boulder, Goran stopped her.
"Cat, are you sure about this? I think you have already achieved a level of connection with him."
"This has to be the way that chieftess accomplished it, Master. If she was a normal-sized woman who you said would be smaller and less powerful than me, she had to do something that was fully female. What might have caused her to try it is lost in time." She touched the side of his head, not so unlike the way she had just done to the borsin, and looking as deeply into his eyes, too. "You've described your vision for us, Master: partners, comrades in arms, a dynamic duo." She smiled. He wouldn't get the reference to Batman and Robin, of course. "Is it appropriate to show so much concern for the welfare of a slave, Master?" She smiled teasingly.
He took her in his arms and held her tight within his powerful grasp. "You know you are not just a slave to me."
She smiled, "And I thank the gods, as they say here, that our paths crossed that day. But I think I have this figured out. Don't worry, Master, I have no intention of dying on a borsin's cock. Though... if I was to have to die..."
He took both nipples in his finger and squeezed causing her to suck in a deep breath. "You are such a slutty slave."
As she turned to crawl onto the boulder, his tightly pinching fingers pulled her nipples and breast flesh until they released. She smiled back to him, "Ai, Sar."
As she took position on the top of the boulder, she knew Goran was right about the effect she had already achieved with his borsin. It was no small fete to give the beast a blowjob and she shivered at what she was positioning herself to try now. But the borsin was already following her lead and it might be questionable if she needed to go this extra effort. Something inside her, despite Goran's attempt to appease her otherwise, told her being able to do this would have major significance. And, if this helped in realizing Goran's vision, how could a slave stand in its way? She'd give her life for Goran and there were many ways she had considered how that might happen as he trained her for battle... being impaled by a cock was not one of those ways.
She lay on her back, the height of the boulder put her within a couple of feet of the belly of the borsin. With her legs spread wide, Goran encouraged the animal over her. She was cast into shadow immediately by its bulk. She felt the massive cock bump against her crotch and she raised her head to peer down her body. She bent to the side in what might have been a side crunch but she intended to get her hands between her legs to grasp onto the cock head. She wiggled down until her crotch was firmly pressing against the cock head, then moved the massive head along her dripping pussy. Goran's cock was large so she wasn't too concerned about the beginning of penetration... it was later she had to be careful about it.



There was no way Goran would be able to hold the borsin from moving forward if it wanted to. Cat needed to act quickly in the next critical steps. With the head pressing at her crotch, Cat raised her feet and firmly pressed them into the borsin's flanks. This served two purposes: it spread her legs very wide to get outside the belly area; and, she could use her feet and legs for leverage against wild thrusts. Her legs couldn't stop a big thrust but her legs pressed against him would slide her in the same direction of the thrust. At least, that was her plan.
She took a deep breath, the borsin's cock head pressing in her crotch, and her feet firmly in place on his flanks. She raised her hips and guided the tip along her pussy until it sank into her hole. She groaned and the borsin shifted his hind hooves in response. It was probably just a matter of the feeling of her wet, warm pussy suddenly enveloping his cock tip, but the effect was to jam several more inches of cock into her. She realized how alert she would have to be and wondered if it was going to be possible to maintain that awareness. The several inches of cock inside her already felt like the size of Goran. She relaxed the tension in her legs slightly and the borsin slipped several more inches into her. Cat allowed her head to fall back to the hides covering the rock as she wiggled down and the beast pressed toward her. She didn't know how much she had taken and she doubted it was very much compared to his length but she felt a fullness she couldn't believe. Every movement of his cock stretched her pussy more. She gasped and groaned and panted with the effort.
Soon, very soon, she cried out when the borsin pulled back and thrust. It was a natural response to what was happening and Cat was somewhat prepared with her feet and legs tensioned but even the tension in her legs and slipping on the hides didn't entirely solve the issue. The cock jammed deep into her with the thrust. At the same moment, her pussy felt like it was going to be split wide open by the circumference she was now taking and the head of his cock slammed into the top of the vaginal cavity. She cried out in pain, pain at her pussy opening and pain inside. She pressed her feet against the flanks, desperate for a moment, a few moments, to adjust to this pole jammed inside her. A man could be told, but this...
Somehow, the borsin stopped. Cat panted as her body seemed to be screaming and, at first, she didn't fully register what was happening... she was just thankful for the moments for her body to adjust, to slowly relax, and accept the size of cock lodged inside her pussy. As that adjustment allowed her to relax, though, her mind caught up. Goran talked about a connection with the borsin, a mental link that existed between him and it. Cat's hands moved to the sides of the borsin, as far as she could reach, and stroked it to express her thanks. This simple moment, this apparent moment of connection convinced her... this was the way the chieftess connected. And, at that moment, she raised her hips off the rock to better align her pussy on its cock. 'Fuck me'. It was a thought, not verbalized. The borsin pulled back and thrust back in. It still took several more thrusts for the feelings through her pussy to evolve from searing, tearing pain to overwhelming stimulation, but it did. Cat wouldn't be able to even identify when the transfer occurred but she found herself flexing her legs to take more and more of the brutal cock as her pussy opening and vaginal chamber adjusted unbelievably to the onslaught.
When her first orgasm crashed over her, she still maintained some control. Her body shook and quivered but her legs remained relatively firm. The borsin's thrusts had inched Cat more than a foot from her original position on the rock as her feet and legs served their purpose. Throughout her orgasm, the borsin never stopped his thrusting. Every thrust struck the top of her pussy and every thrust seemed to adjust something inside her body to allow more of the cock to enter her. Even after her orgasm subsided, she was only semi-conscious of anything else but the overwhelming feeling of that massive cock filling her, rubbing her pussy walls that were clamped unbelievably around it, every fiber of her ultra-sensitive nerve endings being constantly stimulated as the cock move in and out.
Goran moved to the side of them. He felt a bit like an intruding voyeur to be so fascinated, to want a better angle to see what was happening, to satisfy his apparent arousal at seeing Cat so consumed in her orgasmic experience. His personal experience with Cat was more stimulating than any woman, free or slave, he had ever experienced. Seeing her with other men as an offered slave, as was the tradition on HOR, aroused him every time. Seeing this, though... this was somehow so much more.
She crashed into her second orgasm. She was getting weak, fatigued by the stimulation and the wearing effect of the orgasms. Would she be able to hold enough awareness to add her control to avoiding this cock from ramming its way right into her chest cavity? That moment of concern coincided with the hoped-for reaction from the borsin. She first heard a deep rumbling coming from the chest cavity above her head and followed by jerky motions from its haunches, and a trembling of its body in general. To Cat's hazy mind, it resembled the event leading to an earth eruption, before the ground opened up and spewed its hot fluids out. She giggled at the comparison, which confused the onlooking Goran. Cat understood that the eruption was close and the comparison in her mind of a volcanic eruption might be very appropriate, but she was beyond being able to do more about it than maintaining the tension in her legs, a desperate effort to avoid internal damage.
Cat felt the giant cock inside her swell unbelievably inside her. She cried out, not due to some increased pain but in the anticipation of the culmination of this crazy mating she undertook. It never occurred to her to push with her legs to ease her body partially or fully off the pulsing member. If she had thought about it, if she had been capable of thinking about it, it might have seemed prudent but she probably wouldn't have, anyway. She now wanted the full experience and more than her own experience she wanted to give the borsin the experience. That was what this was all about.
So, when she felt the swelling of the cock and the pulsing of it, her mouth opened and her eyes closed in anticipation and concentration. But when she felt the flow of cum through the cock, her eyes shot open in the recognition of what was about to happen. Volcanic eruption seemed very appropriate, indeed. With a violent jerk of the cock and deep rumblings from deep inside its chest, the borsin climaxed. The initial discharge of cum seemed to Cat to be a fire hose suddenly opened at full pressure. It filled her vaginal cavity and it had only started. Cum squirted out from around the pulsing cock from her pussy, spraying cum out several feet. She was gasping as a third orgasm crashed over her with the sensation of being washed with warm cum from the inside out. The second and third eruptions of cum were the same and left her utterly exhausted, her feet finally sagging from the haunches of the borsin as she lay limp on the boulder, her legs splayed and hanging off the sides while impaled by a massive pole of flesh.
Through the haze the experience left her in, she knew she would never forget the experience... and... she knew she would be doing it more.
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CHAPTER 8: PREPARATION
"I don't understand, Master." Cat was sitting behind Goran on the borsin as they left the small village. "That man you met with was Bartle? You just met with the man Santini paid you to kill?"
Goran chuckled, "Yes, Cat. That was Bartle. And the two men you so expertly occupied to give us time to talk in private were his sons."
* * * *
Cat had had no clue about what was happening the previous night and it had all seemed very mysterious to her from the beginning when they left the borsin in a secluded part of the forest so thick it managed to hide even something as big as it. They had entered the village on foot, Cat was naked as slaves often are while Goran wore a hooded cape that did nothing to hide the size of his frame but did hide his features. The pub was nearly empty at the late time when they entered. Shortly after, as if the others had been waiting outside for their arrival, three men entered with two taking a small table near them as the third stood examining the interior of the small establishment and appraising everyone inside it.
Goran was sitting with his back to an outside wall at a small table. Cat was kneeling in the formal presentation position at his side. She had been instructed not to make eye contact with whoever approached Goran so her eyes were fixed on a prominent knot in the wood planking of the floor in front of her. After carefully considering the room and everyone in it, the man took a seat at the small table opposite Goran. Cat heard the table creak as both Goran and the man leaned forward across the table and clasped forearms in a manner that was different than she had seen before and made her think was a greeting of friendship.
"The word on the wind was that the great Goran had a slave in tow. I refused to believe it. The demon I knew wouldn't risk the distraction or liability."
The words from the man were delivered quietly and Goran's response was the same. "This one is special." It was quiet for a moment, then, "We need to speak privately."
"I assumed so. Is it bad?"
"Very ... but I think manageable." It was quiet, again. The other man indicated to the two he entered with, "Will they allow you to be left with me?"
"Yes. I expected this potential ... they will watch that nobody follows. A distraction would be good, though."
Goran chuckled and a small smile formed on Cat's lips. "That won't be a problem. Now, slave."
Cat shifted her feet to allow her to rise smoothly and she began her seductive dance from the table, twirling and grinding between the tables and drawing attention in the opposite direction of the door. When she looked, Goran and the other man were gone. The two men who entered with the other man and the three other men in the room were watching only her. This was Goran's plan. This was the diversion. Her non-plussed reaction to that hadn't even surprised her, anymore. She was a sexual being now. That Goran instructed her to take on all who might be in the pub brought only a simple nod ... and a smile.
Her dancing around and against the men, teasing them, and enticing them, was brought to a sudden stop when one of the men seated at a table grabbed her wrist. She looked down at him, then scanned the rest of the room to find all the others watching with interest what was about to happen. She wasn't looking for help, she was looking to be sure she had all their attention. She had no intention of pulling away. Her job was to provide a diversion. Instead, she sank to her knees in front of the man, her hands stroking up his heavy thighs. Being used to a man of Goran's stature, these men were rather unremarkable to her, the only thing of importance to her was that her hands, once sliding up to the man's groin, detected a hardening cock underneath the loose pants he wore. She stared at the spot of her interest and licked her lips, an action that inspired the man to quickly and clumsily fumble to loosen and open the pants. As he raised his hips to lower them and expose his hard cock to her, another man appeared behind her, his hands stroking her bare ass. With a cock now deep in her mouth, she rose to her feet, bent over at the waist, and wiggled her ass invitingly to whoever was behind her.
Cat inwardly smiled, such power a slave could have over men.
She felt the hands behind her firmly grasp her waist and a cock head begin probing at her pussy. Her groan was muffled by the cock in her mouth as the man sank into her hole and pressed in. He also groaned and muttered about her already wet cunt. Other hands soon appeared on her naked body, hands stroking her back, fondling her large, swinging breasts, or squeezing her nipples. As the man behind her continued to thrust at her pussy, she was pulled off the cock in her mouth and her head moved to the side where another hard cock waited. It was thrust into her open and waiting mouth and soon the cock in her pussy pulled out leaving her with a momentary feeling of emptiness and loss but that was quickly relieved by another cock driven into her sopping, open hole.
The transitions were awkward and clumsy but effective. Cocks rotated in her mouth or pussy and hands on her body. She orgasmed at one point before any of the men and had to hold onto the waist of the man in front of her to maintain her balance as her body shook. But the men never let up on their assault. Soon after, though, her mouth was filled with cum and her pussy was, too. And the assault on her continued. The men laughed about showing what happens when a slave is left alone. It almost made Cat laugh except for the cock deep in her mouth.
It was shortly after that when one of the men filled her pussy with cum and pulled out that she took matters into her hands. She let the cock in her mouth fall out as she stood in the midst of them. Trying to take some measure of control while still maintaining the attitude of a slave, she encouraged one of the men onto the floor. Bewildered by the request, he nonetheless complied. Before, a slave who made such a request could seem too bold, so she quickly straddled his hips and sank her pussy down over his hard cock. They both groaned, she with a little more theater than his honest reaction. She then leaned forward on his body and pulled her ass cheeks apart to expose her asshole. Goran had effectively made her a three-hole slut with his big cock and she had little concern now about offering all of them at the same time now. But, as the next man pressed his cock against her asshole, she realized the difference between being assaulted and a caring man doing the same thing. With her pussy already full of cock, the one pressing at her asshole felt huge and he showed little of the concern Goran had used. But she was soon full of cock, one in each of her holes: pussy, asshole, and mouth. Once the action was established, the men found it wickedly enticing. They continued using her three at a time while shifting as one came in her body.
Unknown to her or the men, Goran and the other man had returned and had helped themselves to more of the local brew. They sat at a table against the wall and watched as Cat was ravaged by the five men.
Goran's companion commented, "She doesn't seem like a common slave, Goran. And, I have to admit I am still surprised a man like you has taken on a slave."
Goran smiled slightly as he watched. He didn't see her being ravaged as much as she was directing herself being ravaged. Cat had described what was happening to her as being 'air-tight', something he had not heard of on HOR. She had introduced a new experience and the men were being consumed by it. In a way, he had a feeling of pity for the next slave the men came across where they had free rein over.
"She is not a common slave." But that was all he confessed.
Bartle nodded and turned his gaze on Goran. "I see it now. Her body ... the confidence and attitude she is hiding behind the submissive act ... what time is she from?"
Goran chuckled. "First, her submissiveness is only an act to others. But you are correct friend, she's from 2019." Bartle gasped.
* * *
"But, Master, if that was Bartle ... Master, Santini paid you to kill Bartle." He didn't respond and Cat mulled it over a moment in her mind. "You never intended to honor the mission. That will make you a wanted man of a powerful adversary."
"Yes."
"I sense Bartle is more than just the man who gave you your freedom."
"Also correct. And, Santini's mission for me was more than just an assassination. Santini would intend to use the assassination as the confusion to create the opportunity to attack Bartle's territory and expand his own. Ultimately, Santini intends to amass an army to cross the mountains and take the riches and treasures legend says are there for the taking."
"That's where the borsin comes from, right?" He nodded. "Are there riches and treasures?"
He chuckled, "Not those kind of material riches and treasures."
Cat squeezed into Goran's back. "So, this has always been about stopping Santini and protecting the Anagor living on the other side."
"And Bartle, too. Yes."
"What do we do, Master?"
He smiled. He knew she was ready. He had noticed an increased aggressiveness in her attitude along with the changes in her body. Her body had certainly changed in the same ways so he anticipated the aggressiveness, too. "First, we get rid of the men following us." She was surprised by that statement. But she probably shouldn't have been. Goran had taken his money, so Santini would certainly want to know Goran was following through. "They've watched us since we left Santini. They've seen us in our approach with Bartle's territory and our meeting last night. Now, we try to get them all to report back to Santini so we can go about what we need to do."
"So, this was all planned. You and Bartle have a plan, already?" Goran stopped at a small river for the borsin to drink and rest. Cat slid off, followed by Goran, his weapons at the ready. "Master, I sense there is more to Bartle than the person who gave you your freedom for you to take on this risk."
He hesitated before answering. "There are few of us." That was confusing. He turned and stepped close enough to hold Cat's shoulders. He glanced down her naked body, an action that was involuntary but always pleasing. "He is one of us ... from Earth. He's been here long enough to have grown sons from a HOR wife. He was from the 1960s on Earth." He smiled as he seemed to reminisce about something. "I always thought he was from the distant future from me ... now you. Anyway, he was an idealistic entrepreneur of that time with ideals about community and shared opportunity. Those ideals were being talked about then but not yet accepted in the business world. When he found himself here, he took the opportunity head-on. He found his business and management skills to be highly advantageous. He established small businesses and grew them. As his influence quickly grew, he implemented his idealistic views of shared effort and shared benefit."
"A classless society?"
Goran laughed, "Not entirely. No, not on HOR. As you found, slaves are still assumed. The people assume the need for a ruler, of sorts, and Bartle has accepted that. But he has essentially eliminated abject poverty and the huge gap between the classes. I have found no other territory where the general people are as devoted and trusting as with him in control. The downside, if you will, is that Bartle puts resources back into the people rather than building up an army to secure his control. From inside, he has no threat. The people enjoy life like no others in terms of innovation and comfort in life. There are others outside, though, who would like to take his territory away. Santini has been the most determined. It was why I accepted the meeting in the first place. I anticipated his intentions."
"And the Anagor on the other side of the mountains."
He smiled, "Them, too."
"What is the plan then, Master?"
"Once we are not watched, we go to the other side. Bartle needs reinforcements."
"How will you do that, Master? You said the Anagor were not warring people."
He smiled and looked deeply into her eyes. "Not the Anagor. And, I'm not ... you are."
That confused Cat, especially the part that she was going to do something to provide reinforcements for Bartle, but at that moment 5 riders approached. She looked anxiously at Goran but he was calm, as though he was expecting them. Their horse-like creatures stopped well short of the borsin who dwarfed every other creature. The other men had swords attached to their waists. Goran drew one of his swords from the sheath attached to the creature and leaned on the hilt, the point slightly penetrating the soft ground of the forest. Cat stood next to the borsin in a way that could be interpreted as submissive to her Master but was intended to have her within reach of her sword sheathed above her head.
The men talked for several moments. They had witnessed them enter the village and the pub, though they had not witnessed what happened inside or who the hooded man being Goran had met with. Goran explained dismissively the man was his inside contact, the man who could make it possible for him to gain entrance to Bartle's inner compound. The men were supposed to get the details: the when and how. Goran laughed. The how was for him to know. The when was all Santini needed to know. He gave them the when, then he gave them something more.
"Tell Santini my contact has influence on the movements of Bartle's men. Santini should be aware in making his plans that my contact will influence moving part of Bartle's army to the North in the ruse that he has learned Santini has begun moving a force there to surprise." The North region is particularly fertile and would be a tempting prize to acquire.
One rider left immediately to deliver the message. The other four paused. There were more words. They were told to keep an eye on Goran's movements. Goran shrugged as though it meant nothing to him other than an inconvenience. Once back on the borsin, they moved on quietly with the other men some distance behind.
"Master, we cannot go to the mountains with them following."
He chuckled. "Stating the obvious, Cat."
He didn't offer more regarding a plan, a way to get back to their original plan. Her immediate thought was brutal ... kill them. The thought ... or her comfort with it ... surprised her. Then, it occurred to her that he might be testing her like he so often did. Not testing her in the ways of being a slave or about HOR in general but how far she really might have developed in becoming a real partner in his violent life on this brutal world. And, with that perspective, her thought about the solution didn't seem out of line.
"Master, may I offer an idea?" He privately smiled and grunted a response for her to continue. Her suggestion, she thought, was fitting for a Horean solution for a moment like this. In a firm and confident voice, she suggested that they stop early to water their rides, someplace remote, even more remote than their current surroundings. Goran could offer her to the other men as a sort of gesture, conciliation, but more to divert any lingering suspicions that might be harboring or even instructed by Santini to maintain. She continued with more detail for the critical moment. At the precise moment, the first man pulled out of her and the second began moving to position himself for a turn would be the moment when Goran could come up behind one of the other distracted men. That would be an easy kill and relatively quiet with a dagger. The fourth man might react quicker to the disturbance but the two occupied with her would be slower and confused.
Goran smiled. He had trained her in the use of the weapons of HOR but this was the response that indicated she was truly ready to use them.
"A solid plan. There is a risk at that moment."
Her body pressed into his back, he felt her soft chuckle more than hearing it above the sounds of the five animals clomping with heavy steps, especially the borsin they were astride. "As you have often drilled into me, Master, there is always a risk of danger and conflict for you, and therefore me, on this world. It is why decisive, and often violent, pre-emptive action is required. Your plan requires us to visit the other side of the mountains. Santini cannot know that. You gave these men the opportunity to leave."
Goran ran his hand along her naked thigh to her hip behind him. "I meant there will be a risk for you with two of them."
She altered her tone to reflect a submissive, docile slave, "Whatever do you mean, Master? A compliant slave? They won't even consider me a threat." Although her breasts were pressed into his back, she only had a single hand on his hip otherwise as she sat behind him. He patted her thigh, recognizing and accepting the validity of her assessment.
They had curved their path until they were moving generally north as though considering battle schemes while Goran was leading them to a location that suited the purpose of working with Cat's plan. By mid-afternoon, they reached a swift-moving narrow river where they dropped from the borsin knowing the other men were not far behind. Cat stood next to the borsin at the edge of the water as though tending the creature while Goran took up a position anticipating the others. A steady roaring sound came from the downstream direction telling Cat that Goran had selected a place where heavy rapids or a waterfall was just around the bend. It was indeed perfect.
As they all rested, Goran made a casual offering to the other men. By casually offering his slave for their enjoyment, he established an air of normalcy and comradary when the expectation might be anything but that. Despite her body's physical appearance, Cat was still able to present the image of a meek, submissive slave responding to her master's commands. This was her idea, her plan, and it was being played out around her. And, as it began to unfold, Cat was somewhat amazed at the calmness of her approach to it. The commanding, intelligent, and independent woman of the 21st century on Earth was still inside her, but she had become, accepted, being an outwardly submissive-appearing slave. She had been given to many men in many situations but all for a purpose, to further a plan, to achieve a goal. This situation was incredibly different but, also, the same. She was that slave-girl, that object for enjoyment and pleasure without regard for herself. But, now, she was also being that 21st-century woman, at least in part, but a 21st-century woman honed by training for adaption to a brutal world. She had become molded, hardened, and sharpened by Goran into a tool, a weapon. And, this was a fitting application, a culmination of all that training and preparation. She would die ... or she would be elevated.
Cat meekly stepped to the four men. Naked already, of course, she stood in the presentation position, her feet at shoulder width, her arms at her sides to fully expose herself to the men. Her bare pubes were like a magnet for their eyes as seemed to be a universal reaction. The men stepped forward, surrounding her quickly, all of them working at their belts and ties of their clothing as they jostled each other for position around her. As pants began falling to their feet, she went to the ground in the standard, unimaginative position ... on her hands and knees. It was the typical position to take a slave, at least initially. Fucking a slave was more often than not for the expectation of relief for the man than prolonged pleasure and mutual enjoyment. If this were to go as past times had, she would expect to be fucked from behind several times before she rolled to her back. If she had more control, as she used in the pub, she could entice them into using more of her holes. This wasn't one of those times, however. This was a pure diversion. She was going to be fucked merely to divert their attention, to cause them to let down the guard they should normally have around a man like Goran.



She had no problem being used this way. It was, actually, her idea. She understood the attraction she provided. She understood her position in this world even if Goran held her in a higher position. The time when she would be seen higher than a slave had not yet arrived. That time was to come. But for that time to come, she would be used as a tool as needed.
Goran understood the appeal. He was standing back from the swarm forming around Cat. For him, it was well beyond the simple physical appeal he saw playing out with these men. He had reacted similarly from the start. There had been something about that particular naked slave bound in line behind the caravan wagon. It was that physical thing that had him focused on her when she mumbled her English words. He knew he had to save her from that life of abject servitude, but he had no idea what he would do with her. That evolved. Now, he stood watching the scrum as the four men attempted to be the first to fuck her. Every time he set in motion a situation such as this, he reacted with ... jealousy? ... at least concern and question. His admiration for Cat's ability to accept the role marked on her body for him had always impressed him. If she had been playing the role initially, she was well past that now. She was his in every way. There appeared to be nothing she wouldn't do ... even give a borsin a blow job if it helped. When his theory of their Earth bodies developing on this world proved true by her body changing, thickening, strengthening, he had walked a fine line with her training. She needed to be a slave. He wanted her to become so much more. The time of transition would soon arrive ... or kill them both.
For now, though, his body and mind were heightened with the expectant energy that the coming moments required. In the moments after Cat had proposed her plan, they had talked through the potential or likely actions and reactions. Goran's initial strike would be clean ... chaos would ensue as it always did with violence. He hoped Cat's estimation would prove correct ... that even the men closest to her at that moment would discount her presence. Slaves on HOR were no threat.
Kneeling on the ground on all fours, Cat teased with shakes of her bare ass. After a flurry of clothes being shed by the men, one of them grabbed her hips. She spread her knees further and felt a cock head probing her exposed pussy. These were typical men of HOR with little, if any, consideration for a slave. Anticipation of this very moment, though, had Cat's pussy well lubricated. The man's cock pressed forward, spread her pussy lips, and sank into her easily. She heard him gasp as she clenched her pussy walls around the thrusting cock. His hard thrusts began immediately. Her breasts swung and swayed, performing their enticing dance beneath her.
Cat turned her head up to look another man in the face. "Sir ..." She opened her mouth wide, her eyes fixed on him. He got the message and moved in front of her. Supporting herself with one hand, she reached up to guide the waiting hard cock to her lips before returning that hand to the ground for the stability she needed against the hard thrusts from behind her. The thrusts into her pussy drove her mouth over the cock in her mouth. The result was being fucked on both ends as the two men found a rhythm, both men thrusting deep at the same time. She grunted and gasped at the use of her mouth and pussy, the same sounds coming from the men.
Another man knelt beside her and captured her bouncing breasts in his hands, groping them, pinching the nipples. She now had three of the four men actively involved with her, concentrated only on her. Between gasps for breath, she realized this was working far better than she had envisioned. She hoped Goran recognized it, too.
Goran stood with a growing smile on his face. Cat's plan had been unselfish. She was being consumed by the three men with the fourth standing transfixed just outside the scrum formed around her. The fourth shifted his feet in anticipation of somehow joining them, his hand stroking his hard cock in preparation. The reality of Cat's plan was far more effective than she had anticipated. He had seen the effect before, though.
Goran slid to the side carefully. His hand slid the dagger attached to his waist from the hard leather scabbard. As careful as Goran was to move silently, it was one of the other animals that alerted the fourth man. Something caused a reaction from behind him causing the fourth man to turn his head. He saw Goran had moved, found him approaching from behind, and defensively spun on his heels to confront him. Even in a normal, combative situation, the man would have been anxious about confronting the legend on his own but now his weapons were discarded on the ground with his clothes. He glanced at them, then at Goran, then behind him at his comrades who were oblivious as they enjoyed the slave.
Goran saw the fourth man's reaction to the sound of the animal. Cat's plan had appeared to be working perfectly up until that moment. There was so much to admire about Cat and her plan was one such thing with her unselfish use of herself for distraction. But they both were well aware from their individual experience even on Earth that even the best plans could be destroyed in a moment by something outside of their control and that was exactly what had just happened. An animal's innocent movement to a fresh patch of wild grass had kicked a loose rock that startled another animal. It was an unimportant sound, but a sound that caused the man to check on it. That idle glance backward, though, indicated the well-thought-out plan required some improvisation. With the dagger moved behind his hip, Goran shifted further to the side opposite the man's turn. As the man noticed Goran had moved and began turning in the other direction, probably in curiosity, Goran took the moment of being hidden to strike.
Almost as if Goran and Cat were being tested by Karma, the third man who had been fondling Cat's breasts stood to move next to the second man in an attempt to present his hard cock to Cat's active mouth. As he did, though, his attention was drawn to the sight of the man securely wrapped in Goran's powerful grasp, Goran's arm wrapped over the man's lower face muffling any sound, and the man sagging as Goran drove his dagger into the side of the man from below, the blade entering the man below his ribs and driving unobstructed deep into the chest and piercing the heart. A simple twist of the dagger magnified the damage already caused.
The third man shouted an alarm as Goran held the dying body in his grasp. After sounding the alarm, the man rushed to the pile of clothes and weapons on the ground and Goran discarded the limp body to the side, pulling one of his swords free of its scabbard and facing himself between the remaining group with Cat and the man turning with his sword drawn. Goran was prepared for the first reaction from either direction but saw the confused cluster still engaged with Cat so turned to face the immediate threat of the man now armed.
The men fucking Cat's pussy and mouth couldn't immediately react. Cat was prepared, though the action had occurred earlier than her original plan. She had also heard the animal moving, felt the distraction around her with the shuffling of feet and the mumbled reaction as Goran acted. Cat, for her part, had grasped the man's hips who had his cock in her mouth, holding him tightly with her mouth fully over his cock. It had served to bring him to the brink of climax. The man behind her had been pumping his cock powerfully into her pussy, his hands holding her hips securely to aid his deep thrusts. So, when the alarm had been sounded, these two men had been slow to react. It was the first sound of clanging steel from the violent impact of swords that turned their attention away from her even as their bodies seemed reluctant to disengage from her gripping holes. But when the men did pull their attention, and cocks, from her, she reacted with swiftness and decisiveness far quicker than they. She dove through the air like an Olympic gymnast, curled, rolled, and rose to a crouch next to the discarded body of the fourth man, his sword still encased in the scabbard.
As her two fuckers reached their swords and turned defensively, they found their comrade blunting a powerful cross-body blow that sent him staggering. But their attention was turned quickly to the unexpected vision of the slave woman who had previously seemed so submissive. Naked, she was in a deep crouch, a sword held vertically in her two hands over her right shoulder and carefully moving sideways to put herself between them and Goran who was pitched in his battle. The sight of the slave was difficult for the men to come to terms with. They had been fucking her only moments before as a submissive, compliant slave. Their eyes took in the naked body, her deep crouch displaying her sex and allowing her large breasts to hang slightly on her chest in their way an enticing and disconcerting image. But the pose, the deep crouch, the position of the sword in her hands held confidently and knowingly ready to strike, blunt, or parry represented something entirely different. As the two men parted separately before her, they became increasingly wary and defensive as they saw the look slowly grow on her face: a menacing glint of clarity in her eyes; a tight snarling smile on her mouth.
In moments after, Cat would reflect on the moment of facing off with the men and the training from Goran snapping into motion as if all she had to do was slip the safety off her assault weapon in her previous life. There was no hesitation. There was no fear. There was no thought or decision. There was the only reaction, physical reaction, and mental reaction; reaction to the posed situation of the two men before her.
The clang of steel on steel behind her calmed her. That clanging reassured her and relieved her of one concern: she was protecting Goran from being blindsided by these two. She didn't turn but knew she needed to move to her right to prevent the man on that side from gaining a path to Goran. When she moved, he charged forward, his blade swinging forcefully but wildly. She easily parried the blow by ducking and angling her sword so his blade glanced off and over her. She spun in her crouch, her blade staying low as the man was caught with his body twisted, her blade slashing through his thigh muscles and fracturing the femur. The man howled, his blade pressing into the ground for balance. The other man had moved, too, but was limited by the move Cat made to stay underneath. Instead of rising to blunt the next man's attack, she stayed in the crouch and kicked her leg outward as she spun again, this time sweeping the leg out from under the next man. She rose to her feet, the sword again in position in both hands to parry, blunt, or strike. She checked the first man to find him still struggling to gain his feet with a badly cut thigh wound. Turning her attention back, she found the other man rolling to his hands and knees, his eyes reflecting blind rage undoubtedly at being bested so far by a female slave.
Cat quickly appraised her situation. Her clear immediate threat was from the enraged man getting to his feet. She turned fully to him, her body angled so her left foot was forward and her ready sword held high at her right shoulder. She moved toward him decisively as Goran had instructed: this is no time to act with reaction to an already obvious threat. She shifted her feet forward, keeping her balance, keeping her body flexed, balanced, and ready to strike.
The man seemed to be appraising his situation as well. His eyes glanced around to all the others: one comrade probably dead; another engaged in a defensive reaction to a fierce onslaught of flashing sword-play; the last weakly stumbling, his sword used more as a crutch than a useful weapon. Then, there was this slave who had quickly wounded one and was now approaching him with scarily calm confidence. Without intention, he had become the reacting combatant, left with the mentality of spotting an offensive action in time to react to it. As a result, and also without intention, his movements were halting and stuttering, shuffling his feet to keep some distance and all the while in movement backward away from the other action. He saw in the slave's body a slight easing of tension and he thought, for a moment, he might have the opportunity to flee the scene. It was at that same moment that his backward moves bumped him into something, something sizeable and unyielding. His initial thought was a tree by its rigid firmness against his back until he heard and felt the loud snort of air and glanced at the curving long horns on either side of him. Their legendary beast had come up behind him and he was pressed into its massive head.
Cat had moved with deadly force and efficiency. As she stalked the slowly retreating man, a faint smile formed over her mouth at the sight of the borsin slowly approaching the same man from behind. Whatever thought the man might have had for his retreating would soon evaporate. Cat continued to carefully approach, her feet firmly planted and balanced with each approaching step, the sword in her hands steady in her grasp, her arms, legs, and body taunt for the need for suddenly striking. When the man bumped into the borsin's massive head, the inevitable was clear to her and she prepared. With a might grunt and snort, the borsin thrust his head forward, the man propelled helplessly toward her. All she needed to do was brace her feet and body, extending her arms and the sword to thrust cleanly through the man's body.
She stepped to the side, allowing the man's momentum to continue past her as she pulled the sword from his twisting, stumbling body. At the moment the sword pulled free, she resumed her crouch with the sword raised, focusing now on the remaining man she had already wounded. He was badly limping from his leg wound but was bravely resuming the fight. He was not in any condition to effectively fight but he understood better than Cat the expectations of battle on HOR. He understood there could be no prisoners, no survivors, none left to tell tales. He limped forward with sword raising, more stumbling uncontrolled than a threatening charge but the look in his eyes told his will if not his ability. It was almost a mercifully quick ending with a parry and backward thrust as he stumbled past her.
Goran stood casually at a little distance. He had dispatched two of the men, then he watched with a casual appraising as Cat handled the other two. When she turned finally, he was standing with his hands folded over the hilt of his sword, the point pressed slightly into the ground. When she spotted him, she was struck by two things: the casual nature of his stance and the wide smile on his face.
She shook her head as she wiped the blood off the blade as she approached him. "Master, you could have lent some assistance."
He shook his head. "I didn't want to insult you by interfering." She shook her head but joined him in a laugh.
Goran's solution for the bodies was simple: the bodies were pulled out into the fast current of the river. Although dead bodies tend to sink, at least until gases form in the stomach, the current was sufficient to carry them downriver where they would be further battered by the rapids or waterfall they had heard earlier.
They inventoried the supplies the men carried, discarded what they didn't need, and consolidated what they could use. Cat rode one of the animals ... her ride. The other animals were strung behind her.
Goran fell quiet and Cat could see he was wrestling with something. She left him alone to work his thoughts. The next day it was clear by their movements where they were headed. Cat couldn't resist the question, though.
"Master ... you said your plan with Bartle required you to bring reinforcements. We are going to the mountains ... I thought you said the Anagor didn't involve themselves with the problems on this side."
He nodded. "They don't. The Anagor aren't the ones we need."
After another day of hard riding, Goran stopped in the middle of the afternoon. They had reached the base of the mountains next to a cascading stream falling from the mountain snows higher up. They would camp there before using the secret passage the next day. The decision puzzled Cat. The timing was critical if they were to bring the reinforcements Goran was still being mysterious about.
After they secured the other rides and made camp, Goran confided to Cat that he hadn't been entirely open about his intentions when they reached the other side of the mountains. He was still fumbling with his words, something he was rarely prone to do. Cat knew him to be an exceptionally confident, direct, and self-assured man. Cat's intuition told her it was about something that involved her.
Just as Cat was about to question him about it, he surprised her by taking her into his arms, powerfully lifting her as he crushed her mouth with his as if his deepest desire was to devour her in his love, passion, and lust. She allowed her mind and body to instantly be diverted from inquisitiveness to being consumed by his passion. She wrapped her legs and arms around him, holding herself against him as his hands left her. She smiled through the now consuming lust they shared as her lips and tongue attacked his mouth and face. This passion, this lust, could consume her body and soul instantly. Her reaction might have shocked her earlier but quickly became an accepted reality of what he was and the power he had, the power she accepted and desired.
Goran fumbled out of his boots, prying them off with his feet, and opening his tight pants. His hands returned to her bare ass and when he felt her relax her grip on him with the return of his supporting hands, he lowered her until the head of his cock pressed against her crotch. He slipped an arm further underneath for support as the hand moved his cock, stroking along her exposed pussy, rubbing back and forth until his cock sank into her ready and wet hole. He sighed as his cock slipped inside her. She gasped, eager for the familiar feel of his large cock piercing her pussy. She pushed down to take more of him into her. She pressed her face into his shoulder as she moaned and gasped. Between the two of them, each with strength magnified by HOR, she felt secure and at ease as her body began moving up and down on his hard, throbbing cock, his pubic bone occasionally jamming into her clitoris on the downstroke.
Goran awkwardly sank to his knees, landing with a jolt that sent a shockwave through Cat's clit and body. She hung on as he tilted to the side and they rolled to the ground. She untangled her legs from around him as he settled flat on the wild grass with her riding on top of him. She pushed her upper body to sit over him. She ground her pussy over his cock and groin as she gazed down at him, her eyes seeing only him through a lust-hazed tunnel vision. His face had several days of growth on it, his eyes were slit as he gazed up at her into the bright afternoon sky, his mouth slightly parted by the gasps he steadily emitted, but both his eyes and mouth also showed the same joy and happiness she also felt from being with him.
She fucked him harder, relentlessly, and when they both came, she settled down over his wide chest, her pussy massaging his cock as if it too relished the feel of it being inside. She purred with contentment.
"Hmmmm ... you're magnificent, Master ... your cock consumes me."
He chuckled and the movement of his cock inside her caused her pussy to clench around him. "It's a joint experience, Cat. A joint effort that is the magnificence of the experience." He stroked her bare back lightly with the tips of his fingers, his hips slightly flexing to create small movements of his cock in her flexing pussy, an action he was very familiar with by now with her, an action that could keep him hard despite just cumming. He slipped fingers under her head to raise it enough to look into her eyes. "I told you I don't think of you as a slave."



She stretched her head forward to kiss him and sighed as she did so, a combination of his words and the movement in her pussy. "Yes, Master." She smiled and pushed back, his cock moving deeper. "But I am your slave, Master. I would not have survived. I would not have adjusted to being a common slave that could be used and abused by any man. I would not have been able to accept that. But you ... you were different from the start. You taught me to be the best slave because I had to be for both of us. But there was always something different." She was quiet for several moments, her thoughts bouncing around in her head as her lips kissed his chest and shoulders. "I don't understand it so I can't explain it. Though I could not have accepted being a compliant slave before, I will always be your willing and obedient slave. You may give me my freedom and self-will, and I will be grateful, but I will still be your slave. You have taught me to be a warrior, more of one than I was ever before. I am yours in complete compliance, Master. I will fuck who you want and fight who you want alongside you."
Goran never lost his hardness and her words of commitment, and the dedication underneath, made him harder and filled with need, again. He rolled them and assumed the dominant position above her. She wrapped her legs expectantly around his waist and locked her ankles. Her hips rose off the ground as he thrust aggressively into her cum-filled pussy. She gasped with every powerful thrust as his cock filled her, his magnificent cock sending her closer with every thrust closer and closer to yet another wild orgasmic high. She knew what to expect and she released herself to the experience. Any fuck from her Master was thrilling but the second and third or however many after were mind-blowing for her. After the first fuck, he lasted longer and was able to fuck her in multiple positions if he wanted before cumming, again. So, she surrendered her body to him to be used and to experience being used in a prolonged fucking.
Goran gazed down at Cat as he drove his cock into her. He debated on turning her over and fucking her ass but he enjoyed watching her facial reactions so much as she orgasmed that he contented himself to that pleasure above the tightness of her asshole. Her pussy, her ass, her mouth ... Cat drove him crazy with lust regardless of the hole he found himself fucking. He watched from above her, her magnificent breasts bouncing back and forth, side to side. He watched her face, eyes squeezed shut with intense pleasure, her mouth open in an 'O' as she panted and gasped and grunted and cried out with each of his thrusts. He watched as she orgasmed several times before he once again filled her pussy with his climax.
Once he climaxed, again, he rolled them to the side so she rested on top of him, her pussy still filled with his cock. It was several moments, several long, long moments, before either had more desire or need to utter anything more than contented, satisfied sighs.
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CHAPTER 9: CONTROL
Goran's cock softened and slowly inched from Cat's flexing pussy walls. She lay purring on his body. As much as she loved the feeling of his hard, throbbing cock filling her pussy, the feel of it naturally deflating and crawling out of her like an escaping snake was somehow special in its own way. Both of them seemed to lay breathlessly, trying to not move, instead each trying to hold onto the feeling after their shared coupling and climax.
Goran lightly stroked his fingertips over Cat's back. They both could feel that only the head of his shrinking cock remained inside her twitching pussy lips. To Goran, it felt like her pussy was trying to suck his exhausted cock back inside her.
Goran kissed the top of Cat's head and softly teased, "My compliant and obedient slave ..."
"Yes, Master," she giggled and couldn't resist wiggling slightly, rubbing her nakedness against his, feeling her nipples against his body, his cock moved slightly just inside her pussy. He was the best of masters. The occasional use of the term from his lips would send a shiver of desire and excitement through her as it did then. Her pussy tightened around his softening cock but his tease seemed to have an effect on him, as well. His cock moved ... slightly ... though his body hadn't. She purred and squeezed with her pussy, again. His fingertips continued to lightly caress over her back.
"What about him?"
She raised her face off his chest and looked at him, saw him flick his chin in the direction to her right and behind her. She didn't think anyone had followed them; they had made sure of that before approaching the general area of the passage through the mountains. She turned her head while trying to hold her lower body still so as not to lose the cock head still inside her pussy. All she saw was the animals but her eyes stopped on the borsin.
She turned back to Goran, "Your borsin, Master?" She blushed. He loved how she could still do that though she had become so sexual and blatant about it in her role as a slave. Being naked and exposed among people as a slave was natural for her now. Being available sexually to whoever he offered her to had also become presumed. But the borsin ... he well remembered the intensity of the few times she had fucked the beast to gain similar influence he had over it. "Master ... I ... I have been concerned ... afraid his cock might loosen me too much to satisfy you." She gazed into his eyes. She again felt his cock move inside her and she squeezed it.
He reminded her of the times when she had fucked the beast after encouragement from him. He reminded her how her pussy would be obscenely gaping from the borsin's cock plunging into her, its cum draining out of her used pussy afterward like gallons of cum had been inside her. She shivered with the memories and graphic imagery. She also felt Goran's cock grow hard inside her, expanding and growing, filling her pussy, again.
"Remember how it always excites me to see you taken by the massive beast? Giving yourself to him? Giving yourself to him compliantly for me but also because of the massive, world-shattering orgasms you have? Remember how it takes you time to recover your senses after each fucking by him but how your lust seems to be ignited for my cock, again? Remember how I greedily fuck you, again? Your pussy is awash with borsin cum, filled with it even minutes after, but your pussy clamps around my cock nonetheless... like it is now."
"I want to always satisfy you, Master."
"And you always do, Cat. Even after that log has reamed you, your body recovers quickly."
Quiet a moment, she gazes into Goran's eyes, then over her shoulder to the borsin. The animal has moved closer to them, as though it had heard and understood their conversation. And, in a way, maybe it had as there seems to be some non-verbal link established between them with it. She sees the beast has dropped, its pussy-challenging cock hanging long and imposing beneath it from the sheath. Cat is unconsciously moving back and forth over a very hard cock as she gazes fixedly at the borsin stepping closer and closer, its massive, hanging cock bobbing and swinging beneath it with each step.
Goran flexes his hips up at her, driving his cock deep into her already cum filled pussy. "There is something I need you to do." The comment brought her gaze back from the borsin to him. He again sees the lust-crazed look in her eyes. "We need to locate the alpha in the borsin herd ... and for you to fuck it into submission." Her eyes went wide and for a moment she stopped moving on his cock. When she realized she had heard him correctly and a moment for thought, a smile creased her face and she resumed fucking on his cock.
Suddenly, her mind was filled with the images of somehow being underneath a wild borsin ... the wild, alpha ... of the herd she had yet to see. She imagined seeing something like the buffalo herds of the old west but with even larger creatures. The thought ... the image in her mind ... drove her into a frenzy. The idea seemed impossible but so exciting, at the same time.
She brought them both to another exquisitely shared climax. Without collapsing on top of Goran, though, she sat up straight, his twitching cock deeply buried inside her.
"The overwhelming force you promised Bartle was never going to be men, what it?" He shook his head with a smile. "But, Master, how would that be possible? When I have fucked your borsin, it was always with a boulder to use to position me. Besides, though your borsin might not be truly tame, it is not the same as being part of a wild herd. How could such a thing be done?"
He smiled. "I've been giving that some thought." He pinched her nipples. "Pull yourself off me, slave. Let's give my idea a try ..."
As she slowly stood up, his cock easing out of her clenching pussy, cumming dripping out of her open hole from their prolonged activity, a soft groan escaped her lips. As she turned and saw the borsin again, her thought was, 'Easy for him say ... he comes up with the plan, I have to carry it out.'
The borsin stepped forward as she approached him. He lowered his massive head, his nostrils flaring as they explored the scent in the air. She moaned, again, as his attention focused on her lower body. She felt the air on her crotch as he exhaled and his snout bump into her body. When his tongue came out, she opened her legs wider, compliant even to Goran's beast. She shook visibly as the massive tongue covered her pussy region, the tip of it pressing along her dripping slit. The animal raised his head with its tongue sliding up her naked body until it covered her face. It snorted, blasts of warm air shooting out from its nostrils and blowing her long hair out behind her like the wind when riding on top of him. She reached up, taking his massive head in her hands and pressing her head into his ... and shivered with the emotions and physical sensations coursing through her.
Cat didn't even have to look; she knew from the several times she had been with him before at Goran's urging. She stepped alongside him, her hand dragging along his lowered head and neck, then up along his shoulder and chest while he stood in place. She would have to duck her head to go underneath but not to see what she anticipated finding ... his cock was fully dropped and hard as a post sticking out from his body. She reached out with both hands and lifted it. She kissed the end, her tongue coming out to poke at the hole at the end. Curling her tongue and pressing, it entered the hole an inch. The animal's stomach sucked in and a loud snort came in response from behind her.
She felt a tug on her arm and her fixed focus was broken. She had, again, become consumed by a cock. She pressed her eyes tight and blinked several times. Goran and his borsin. How many times have their cocks sent her to a place where there was nothing else of significance ... where she was lost in the lust of the pleasure they would bring her?
He stood alongside her with a folded hide and two sections of rope. She released the cock and out of the corner of her eye saw it rigidly bounce in the air. He spread the rope on the ground about three feet apart, then placed the folded hide over them, all of it underneath the borsin. She noticed one end of the rope sections had a loop tied into it, then another loop tied about 5 feet from that end with more rope extending beyond. She looked from it to him, not understanding, but she followed his instructions without question or debate.
She lay on the hide with one rope just above her hips and the other at her shoulders so it would be under her arms. Goran threw the loose end of the rope over the animal, threaded it through the end loop, then back over the animal, and threaded again through the other loop. That was repeated on the other rope section. Then, he stood back, taking both ropes into his hands, and pulled hand-over-hand, taking up the slack in the rope until, with a jerk, she was pulled a foot into the air under the borsin. Suddenly, she understood ... he would get her into position but she would have to get herself penetrated. The thought made her shiver. A fleeting thought wondered how this would work with an alpha male in the midst of a wild herd, but she trusted Goran to work it all out and she also thought his alpha borsin might somehow be instrumental.
With half-foot and foot surges into the air, Cat found herself to within a foot of the underside of the beast and his massive cock pressed between her body and his. Her hands grasped the ropes at her shoulders and her feet found the spot on his flanks at the joint and she pressed herself away as she craned to the side to see with her hands holding the tapered head. She pressed with her legs until the head was free between her thighs. She took a deep breath as she slowly released tension in her legs and felt the tapered head pressing against her crotch. She moved it up and down, tilting her pelvis for additional assistance until she felt the cock part her pussy opening. Despite having just been fucked twice by her Master, she well understood how full she was about to become. She released more tension in her legs, the cock head sinking into her pussy, and she cried out. There was a feeling of stretching of her opening, but her cry was not out of pain but of delirious fullness like the first time she had been penetrated by Goran, a simple act that solidified in her an acceptance of him as her Master.
She slid her body down over the hard pole of flesh, her knees bending outward as more and more of the shaft sank into her. Her head hung back, her mouth open but without breath, as more and more cock penetrated her body until she felt as if it surely would be coming out of her open mouth. This feeling was far beyond the several other times she had fucked the beast. Hanging in the air underneath, she could easily swing back and forth, the resistance being her restraining legs, the very real resistance of the tight fit of her pussy over the cock, and the head of the cock butting into the upper end of her vaginal chamber.
When her eyes flickered open as she gasped and grunted, she saw Goran shifting for a position, holding the ropes securely as he braced his lead foot against a partially exposed rock. The borsin stutter-stepped, the cock jamming further into her, filling her as her upper pussy bounced off the head of the cock. Cat stiffened and trembled, grunting and gasping as she erupted into an orgasm ... but only the first. Fucking Goran twice might be enough to fatigue a girl but she knew the extreme limits the borsin would take her, especially on top of what Goran had given her.
The borsin movements never stopped. There was no pause, even hesitation, at her orgasm. There was no indication that what she experienced affected the beast except, perhaps, the violent convulsing of her pussy around the tightly impaling pole inside her. She hung onto the rope and kept tension in her legs for a minuscule of control of her situation. But that measure of control was limited in effect. Her effort was effective only in keeping the massive cock from driving through the top of her vaginal passage. The head repeatedly bumped into the top as if probing for deeper penetration. Amazingly, that seemed to be what happened. She took more and more of the cock each time she was fucked by it and as long as she remained penetrated.
Goran marveled at how Cat's body took the beast's fucking. What started as a means for her to gain some measure of connection with the animal had turned into a deeper connection beyond the control of its behavior. That evolution was what gave him the idea of how to assist Bartle against Santini. He watched and marveled. He was sure of it. He had managed to physically exert control over the borsin but her influence over it went deeper ... literally. But was the influence she might have over the herd's alpha be enough to also influence the rest of the herd? That was what would be required.
He wished, as he watched intently the cock disappearing into Cat, that there was some way of showing her how much of the cock was going inside her. He knew she wouldn't otherwise believe it.
Cat quickly was moving from orgasmic bliss to orgasmic delirium. It had happened before but this seemed different. As she hung beneath the animal, her body bouncing off the cock ramming into her pussy, her insides numbing and adjusting to the assault. Her orgasm had slightly abated but didn't end as the cock continued to plunge into her non-stop. The borsin stutter-stepped forward as if it was trying to gain more urgent penetration. The sharp, abrupt movements jolted her inside, her legs stiffening in response which pushed her along the cock only to move back down it with violent impact into the top of her vagina. She orgasmed, again. Never having completely receded from the previous one, this orgasm seemed to take her higher. Her entire body shook violently and she struggled to hold onto the ropes and keep her feet firmly planted against the animal's flanks.
Her pussy was convulsing violently at the peak of that orgasm. She felt every rib and movement and twitch of the cock. Her pussy clamped down around it and the cock swelling inside her made it feel like they were one, her body encasing the cock. Her struggling mind trying to hold onto a fragment of reality slipped bit by bit to the engrossing feeling of desiring to remain a part of the beast, always encasing its cock inside her, always feeling this feeling, always consumed by the delirious mind-altering, bodily addicted effect.
Then, she felt it. At first, she thought it was only her own body convulsing more over the cock, but it wasn't. The cock swelled unbelievably. It pulsed and twitched. The beast stepped to the side, forward, and back. The movements jolted her. His cock jerked, flexed, and pulsed. Then, he came. Violent spurts of cum drove into her body, filling her vaginal chamber in a milli-second of the first spurt, the rest of it forced out around her tightly filled pussy opening, squeezing cum out of her. But it was only the first of multiple explosions of cum shot into her, each raising her body's response higher and higher into and through multiple orgasmic peaks of her own.
She desperately hung onto her consciousness, though her arms and legs were limp, hanging only by the ropes and the cock impaled inside her.
Goran slowly released the rope a few inches at a time. Though Cat's arms and legs hung limp, her chest rose and fell in great gasps as her lungs filled with air from the exertion she experienced from the fuck. As her body inched down from the great beast, his cock inched out of her pussy, obscenely dribbling cum along with it. When the last of the cock pulled out of her and bounced upward, still hard as before, a river of cum poured out of Cat's pussy.
With Cat on the ground under the animal, Goran pulled the rope through the secondary loops and tossed the loose ends over the animal, then pushed into its side to encourage it to sidestep away from her. He then knelt at her side and pulled her into a partial sitting position to hold her into his chest.
She sighed, "I think ... your ... idea ... worked." He laughed and held her tight.
* * * *
"Oh my god, master! I had tried to imagine what it would look like, but ... this ... this is so much more!"
The journey through the canyons, tunnels, and pass would take most of the day so Goran had them moving before first light in the morning. As they broke into the open on the other side, high above the wide valley between the two mountain ranges that made up the lands of the Anagor people and the range of the borsin, the view was overwhelming to Cat. She had hiked in the mountains before on Earth, both for pleasure and on missions. But this ... a massive valley stretched before them and North and South as far as she could see. When told of the home of the borsin where Goran's animal came from, she envisioned a depiction of 'the wild west' with herds of buffalo. The image history can provide in photos and reenactments for films could do nothing in comparison to the reality before her.
The valley was wide and lush with tall grasses and several rivers and lakes filled with water. Trees lined the rivers and encircled the lakes. The mountains behind and across the valley were equally imposing, pushing high into the sky like jagged, sharp teeth as if looking into a shark's mouth. Nearly all the peaks were snow-capped with possible glaciers visible in the passes, the probable source of the water. To the north, she could see rising columns of smoke from some source just over a rise. Goran identified them as a village of the Anagor. More such villages were scattered through the valley to the North, all working together and under the general direction of a common chief. He had told her they lived much like the plains Indians of North American had. Developmentally, they were far behind the other Horean people on the other side but the mountains gave them protection in isolation.
To the South, though, was the view that truly held her awe. The valley floor seemed to be a dark, swarming mass ... the borsin. The ground seemed to be alive, they were so thick. The herd had to be miles away for their shapes were indistinct despite their massive size.
Cat was riding one of the other animals they took from the men earlier. She was well below Goran sitting atop his borsin. She heard him say, "Is it like I described to you?"
"Oh, Master ... more, so much more." They sat quietly. Cat continued to fill her eyes with the images below and in front of her. She could hear Goran shifting and the borsin responding with slight movements. She knew he was scanning their surroundings, an action he performed constantly, always aware and prepared. "Master, you said when you managed to take control of your borsin the people here would make you chief, that the current chief was very old. Why didn't you just stay here?"
He nodded thoughtfully as his eyes took in the scene before them now that he was satisfied after scanning above and around them. "I wasn't ready. I still had much to learn about this world and ... and I felt I had some inequities to try to balance if I could. This is a peaceful place ... I was a violent man brimming with a desire to take my rage out on others. It even took me a while to focus that rage on the most appropriate targets."
"Men like Santini?"
"Yes. Eventually, I saw I could use my reputation to gain insight into how I could help the good people here like Bartle." She looked up when she heard him sigh heavily. His shoulders sagged uncharacteristically, heavy with the thoughts that took him at the moment. "There seem to be too many men like Santini and too few like Bartle." She nodded in her reflection of the comment: why should HOR be any different than the Earth in that regard. Greed and the pursuit of power.



Then, just as suddenly, the sullen mood of the moment was broken by Goran. They moved down the slope to a spot where he directed Cat to secure the four animals. He indicated over his shoulder. She turned to find two riders on the same animals watching from a spot high above. They made no move to intercept them. Even if they were too far away for good visual identification, that Goran was riding a borsin was all they needed. She saw them raise their hand in salute and Goran responded. The animals and supplies were being left for the people.
With the animals secured, Cat reached for the extended hand from Goran. As she settled in behind him on the borsin, "It's time, are you ready?"
She leaned to the side to see around him at the massive herd in the distance. As she did, her bare nipples hardened and rubbed across his back. Ready? The mere question sent a shiver through her body and her slave body went into full slut-mode instantly. Her heart quickened, her breathing became shallow, and her pussy began drooling. She was by now used to how her body responded to words from Goran. She was no longer embarrassed by it or confused. She was truly his completely. Her body had accepted that before her mind had really accepted it. Her mind now had nothing to do with her bodily reaction and compliance. And, her mind no longer provided any hesitation or argument. If she was to be used for his or anyone's pleasure ... so be it. If she was to be used as a bartering tool ... so be it. If she was to be a weapon supporting him ... so be it. Nothing mattered, only being his.
So, when she gazed into the distance at the herd, her eyes searched for the one particular borsin among them all that would be the alpha, the dominant, the male of all males in the herd. That was the one she was tasked to gain control of. That was what was required to fulfill Goran's plan to save Bartle's realm from the forces under Santini. With his borsin, the former alpha of the herd, in combination with this alpha borsin, Goran was sure the remainder of the herd could be controlled. That was his plan. The plan sounded crazy to Cat but how it sounded to her meant nothing. It didn't matter that she would be individually at physical risk in support of a plan that was fully risky. Doing so supported Goran. The arousal in her nipples, the excited shiver running down her spine, the drooling of her pussy were all signs of her mental state. She searched the herd for the alpha, the largest and strongest of the herd not with thoughts of risk but thoughts of gaining its control ... of mating with it.
As they approached the herd and drew close, the magnificence of the beasts became more and more awesome. These super-charged beasts seemed like a cross-breeding of bison and longhorn cattle on mega doses of steroids. The grunting and snorting of the nearest beasts filled the air but our borsin was soon issuing his response to them. He had been the alpha and he seemed to be rejecting their attempts at challenging him. Then, the front of the herd began parting and Cat was sure she was now seeing him, the alpha. He was every bit as big as the one they were riding and just as impressive looking. He moved confidently out from the herd on a direct line toward us. Without any command or action from either Goran or Cat, their borsin moved deliberated forward, too. Both massive beasts stopped with a bump reverberating through the bodies as their foreheads came together. With heads pressed together and the huge, curved horns intertwined, the tension filling the air wasn't just what the humans felt on top but was evident even among those of the herd close by.
Nothing else happened immediately, though. Goran put his left arm out, his right holding firmly to the mane. Cat grabbed hold and slid to the ground, dropping the last several feet followed by Goran. They stood together just to the side and were startled when Goran's borsin broke the stare-down and turned toward them without otherwise moving its body. He gave a simple nod of its head before returning to press his head against the new alpha.
Cat and Goran looked at each other with surprise. They both were now familiar with the mysterious connection that seemed to exist for them to indicate their wishes to the animal but they had never felt anything like it back to themselves. Now they could see that the borsin not only understood what was happening, why they were there, but was now providing his guidance and direction. It also became clear that the two borsin pressed together at the foreheads were more than two dominants acting unyielding. The two alpha animals were now seen in the condition they were, both calm with some form of communication between them. The biggest unknown that existed in Goran's plan for Cat with the new borsin was initiating the intimate contact without getting trampled or stomped. There was more to these beasts than even Goran had recognized.
Goran scrambled for the packs, dropping them to the ground. He dug into the appropriate pack for the hides and ropes that had been used just the day before. Cat stood frozen. Her body was shaking visibly. Her entire body was covered in goose-bumps, her nipples rock hard, so hard they seemed to be begging to be touched, pinched ... abused. She felt moisture on the insides of her thighs. It wasn't merely slickness she felt but steady rivulets of moisture creeping down her thighs. She was frozen and shaking not from any rational sense of fear but super-charged with sexual energy. She now had a sense that their borsin probably had reacted to her needs and concern for the limits of her body even if there was only so much he could do about it in the moment of fucking. Would this new alpha make the same connection and have the same concern? Would he care anything about her in the process?
Goran stood ready to assist and Cat snapped to solving the details of starting. She immediately knew she should take the same action as the first time with their borsin. She would use her hands and mouth first. She would make him cum, relieve the tension and need. Then, only then could she do the rest. For the first time in a long time, her body and mind were conflicted. Her body responded to doing this for Goran, her mind questioned the action ... though it did so quietly.
Goran watched nervously as Cat moved calmly alongside the new borsin, her hand on its side as she approached it just as she had with his borsin the first time. This borsin seemed calm and he prayed to whatever gods might hold sway over this planet. He considered it a good sign when the beast's cock dropped as she approached, feet of cock smoothly sliding out of the sheath and hanging below it before she even got close enough to touch. The animal understood what was going to happen. Goran looked up at the two heads pressed against each other and began breathing, again. Something was being passed between them. His attention returned to watching Cat.
Cat had been focusing on the sheath as she made her way along the beast. When she saw the familiar head of the cock emerge from the sheath, a level of tension and concern in her mind lifted. When that was followed by several feet of massive cock sliding out and hanging underneath, a smile formed on her face and her body ignited to a higher level of desire ... though it might have seemed impossible before.
She confidently ducked below the animal and was confronted by a rising cock. For a moment she only watched as it firmed, hardened before her eyes. She stroked the abdomen above her before she placed both her palms on the underside of the hardened cock and lifted it toward her face. She felt the weight of it, felt the size and hardness. Her hands began slowly moving, one hand remaining near the head while the other stroked down the length. She felt it pulse in her hands. As her hands moved, she moved her face to the head, her lips now pressing against the narrow end. After a series of prolonged kisses on it, her tongue probed out against the large hole in the end. She hardened her tongue and pressed, fucking her tongue into the hole only an inch or so. She felt the cock pulse stronger in her hands. This was repeated for minutes before she opened her mouth wide and took as much as possible into her mouth. She sucked and swirled her tongue as her hands continued to stroke the length of cock she could reach with the end of it in her mouth.
Goran flinched and shifted his weight forward when the new alpha reacted to the attention. The animal snorted and grunted. It shifted his hooves and pressed forward, an action that pressed it harder into his borsin. Despite the shifting, it remained in place with Cat bent over slightly underneath it lost in her efforts with his cock.
Cat was oblivious to anything else happening but the pulsing she felt in the cock. Her mind was attentive enough to gauge the impending climax. When she felt it, she pulled her lips back from the cock and partially closed her mouth. She felt the surge of cum pass along the cock through her hands and the head jerk a milli-second before the mass of white, watery cum shot out from the end. It flooded her face forcing some between her slightly gapped lips. She swallowed, more like gulped, the volume that was forced inside. The rest splashed off her face, momentarily submerging her in cum. She flinched involuntarily, the cock lowering in her hands to spray her upper body. She gasped as the first spurt ended, then directed the cock head at her breasts as the next spurt pulsed in her hands. When the beast was done, she staggered out from beneath it covered in cum that flowed down her body and dripped off her face and breasts. She used her fingers to clean cum from her eyes to find Goran chuckling. She panted with crazed lust as she walked deliberately to him and enveloped him in a cum-soaked embrace and kiss. They would both need to bathe after this was done.
He patted her ass. It was time. Unspoken, was she still up for it? She nodded her head. She wasn't just up for it; she was enthusiastic about it.
Cat looked back at the borsin. Surprisingly, the two alphas were still head-to-head. Goran patted the side of his and the two backed away from each other but only by about a yard. She followed Goran back to the alpha. He watched her intently, his large, dark brown eyes seemed to peer into her being. She stopped beside him, his massive head-turning slight to her, his eyes almost crossing as he focused on only her. His snout rose and gently touched her face. Cat smiled, her hand rising to hold each side of his head, and pressing her face into him, her forehead pressed between his eyes after he lowered his head further. His long, wide tongue came out in a gentle swipe across her cum-soaked chest. She pulled back slightly to gaze at him and his tongue flicked firmly over one breast and nipple. She gasped, her eyes closing for a moment as he repeated it over the other breast and nipple, taking more of his cum from each.
She was still holding the beast's head as she glanced at Goran a few steps further down the animal's side holding the ropes and folder hides. She returned her gaze to the alpha and in a soft voice, "If you enjoyed that, just wait. I want to do more for you, just ... just try to be gentle with me ..."
She didn't think he might understand her but they didn't begin to understand what the peculiar communication was or how it worked. Her words were more for herself, encouraging herself, convincing herself about what she had already committed to doing.
After having successfully experimented and experienced Goran's rig the previous day, they were quick and efficient with it this time which was very beneficial on a borsin much less used to human interaction and contact. This borsin was surprisingly accommodating to what they were doing underneath him. The touching of him moments before had led to very satisfying rewards. That was enough for him to allow more contact. Although he was accommodating, he was far from compliant or fully trusting. As Goran cinched her up from the ground into the air and close to his belly and chest and she found his massive cock to align it to her pussy, he stutter-stepped at the renewed touching along with everything else happening beneath him and the ropes. Cat held firm to the cock head, managing to align the tapered head to her gaping pussy with her feet planted firmly against his flanks just as he flinched forward a step. The unexpected action drove the cock through her hands, thrusting it abruptly into her body a full foot. She cried out and her head dropped back, her mouth hanging open and gasping as her heart instantly raced at the suddenness of the penetration. The shock of suddenly being stretched and filled was quickly replaced by the eroticism of her intention and success. This was what they had hoped for, for her to fuck the beast, and it was happening.
She was still recovering from the abrupt, deep penetration and didn't hear Goran's initial command. Then, "Cat! I said to hold onto the ropes tightly." He had brought both loose ends to her left hand. She grasped the ropes and he released them, crouching beneath her, and passing to the other side. He had tossed the ends of the ropes over the beast and her grip slipped, too much happening at the same time with her pussy filled to maximum by the massive cock, the shifting borsin attached to it, and then Goran wanting her to assist him. What was he doing, anyway? He didn't do this yesterday ...
He quickly tightened the ropes, cinching her back up nearer the underbelly of the borsin. Cat moaned and gasped as he did it, each pull of the ropes jerking her and causing the animal to flinch and stutter-step side-to-side or back-and-forth. Each movement jamming the cock deeper into her. She turned her head to peer at Goran from underneath, "Master? Master ... what ... what are you ..."
He tied each of the ends into the end loops of the ropes holding her. When he finished, he stepped back. She was now tied to the beast independent of his involvement. She was independent, riding the beast's massive cock from underneath.
Goran finally responded. "I know we didn't try this, first. We need not only the alpha involved but also the herd. I think this might be the way."
The way for what, Cat pondered. But before she could consider that question further, the alpha made a 180-degree turn. She swung slightly underneath by the bit of separation between her and the beast's belly. She moaned more as the cock thrust into her with each movement from the borsin. To her horror, the beast took several tentative steps. She was being fucked, not by any humping from the animal but by the steps it took. She dropped her head back to find the borsin moving toward the rest of the herd. It abruptly stopped which swung Cat further down the pole of meat inside her. She cried out as the jolt into the top of her pussy sent her into a crashing orgasm. Her tightly filled pussy spasmed around the cock even tighter to cause the animal to slightly buck and grunt and paw the ground.
Cat was just beginning to feel an easing from her orgasm when the animal began stepping, again. To the sides, she could see the legs and hooves of other borsin, then a borsin coming alongside and staying in position, matching stride for stride. She knew then it was Goran to assist in opening a path through the herd.
Every breath she could take was a gasp followed by a moan or whimper. Every step was like a powerful thrust of its cock into her. Every step drove her closer to the next orgasm. It wasn't many more steps before her body exploded into the next orgasm, this one leaving her body shaking with spasms. A few more steps, still in her orgasm, the borsin stopped suddenly and seemed to freeze in place. She felt it at the entrance of her pussy, her opening stretch further as the cock swelled and pulsed as it began to climax. When the cum shot into her cock-filled pussy, it felt to her as if her insides were like a balloon being expanded until she felt the cum pressuring its way around the cock before spraying out from her distended pussy. Her mind gave her an immediate degrading image of what it must have looked like. But the only ones to see were Goran and the borsin.
Cat was panting, gasping for breath, desperate to control not only her breathing but her racing heart. But she couldn't concentrate on anything. The alpha began moving, again. The simple movements began the powerful fucking, again. Her body began building to the next orgasm, again. This whole effort was to ... maybe ... win some control over the alpha, then hopefully the herd, but she couldn't hold any control over even her own body.
She rode underneath, all but hanging onto her sanity, each step of the beast like a powerful, rough partner fucking her with an arm for a cock. She was experiencing one orgasm after another, many on top of each other, and she had by now lost count of how many she might have already experienced. Then, the animal stopped and quaked, a deep rumbling sound that might have been mistaken for the earth-shaking but came from the deep chest of the borsin above her. Cat's eyes went wide as she again felt the cock swell larger. She still felt cum filled from the previous climax though the fucking had certainly squeezed cum out of her abused pussy along the way. When the cock jerked powerfully, it sprayed her insides, again ballooning her pussy to the point she felt swollen, and finally to have it spray unbelievably from her again.
Even as the cock's spewing reduced to leaking large volumes of cum, he began walking, again. Cat groaned and moaned between her gasps and panting. She was too exhausted, too spent, to do anything but endure the motion, to hang on the best she could, to minimize the abuse of the cock ramming into the top of her pussy with her feet and aching legs. Her face and upper body were dripping with sweat. Her lower body and thighs were dripping with cum ... her cum and the borsin's cum.
She had no idea how far they had walked ... or, rather, how far the borsin had walked her. It seemed forever. It seemed they had passed through so many other borsin of the herd they had to be close to the end, but they continued to move. She had no idea how large the herd was, the mass of animals had extended beyond a rise on the valley floor. So, she hung on ... orgasming constantly ... being filled with more cum ... unbelievably, being filled with cum from a cock that never deflated.
Cat didn't even notice her world going black. At the peak of yet another unnumbered orgasm, it just happened.
The first signs of awareness came as sounds, sounds that seemed to be far, far in the distance. Then ... a voice. It too was too far away for recognition. But it wasn't. Not really. "Cat ... Cat ..." Recognition came to her slowly, but that was her Master's voice. Her Master was calling her. She struggled through the fog and the distance, both only in her mind. Her Master ... must respond ...
Goran watched her face. He held her in his arms while he stroked her, caressed her softly. He watched as her eyes flickered under her eyelids. He watched as her lips finally began moving as though forming words without actual sounds escaping. He watched as her face scrunched up in effort and frustration. He watched as she managed to shake her head slightly from side to side.
"Master?" She managed to open her eyes into slits that slowly allowed her vision to focus. She felt the security of his strong arms around her. But she saw his rugged face filled with concern gazing down at her lift into a soft smile at the sight of her eyes opening. She sighed, "Master ... Master, did we ... did we do it?"
His laugh softly bounced her head resting on his chest. "We did nothing, but YOU did everything." He kissed the top of her head and she mewed with contentment at his touch and gentleness. "Yes, Cat, my wonderful, marvelous, beautiful Cat. Yes, I do believe you were successful." He laughed, again.



She was puzzled by the way he said it. Surely, any success would have to be tested. His face flicked in front of him and she turned her attention that way. There stood both alpha males, towering above them and the herd milling behind them. There was something watchful, attentive about the way they stood. She smiled, not entirely sure of the implication, yet.
Goran asked, "How are you feeling?"
She chuckled, "Like fucking a borsin is NOT on my wish list for a day or so."
Goran laughed hard at that. "Well, I think one might be a bit relieved to hear that." They both laughed. He propped her up a little and asked, "How about going down to the lake where you can soak and clean up for a while."
She said that sounded perfect and was in the process of starting to push herself up when the herd's alpha moved to her and lowered his longhorn to her. Cat gazed at the beast's head and eyes and swore she saw something in them. She grasped the horn nearest to her and was pulled up to her feet. The beast then knelt on his front knees, lowering his head to her. The other borsin had never done this. Goran encouraged her. He wants you, he said. She stepped onto the beast's shoulder and eased her sore body onto its back just behind the hump. She hung onto the mane as it regained its standing. She watched as the herd parted before them. Yes, it was safe to say it had worked. She had her borsin.
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CHAPTER 10: EXECUTE
"Father, you're sure he's going to show?" Bartle and his two sons were astride their animals overlooking the open valley just below.
The second son sounded as concerned as the first, "He's a mercenary and assassin, can he be trusted?"
Bartle scanned the opposite side of the valley with a small telescope. Each of his sons also had one, though they were now intent on him.
"I have known Goran long enough to know who the man is. Yes, I trust him. Don't forget he was the one who came to us with Santini's planned attack. He's the one who manipulated Santini to cross into our territory at this exact location. Now, look ... look across the valley. Santini's army!"
"Father, he promised an army to overwhelm Santini's. Where is it?"
"Goran will be here. And, not to quibble but he promised a force, not an army. I don't know why I think that is significant, but I think it is. Now, please, focus. The trench is ready?"
"Yes, father. The trench is ready."
Bartle aims his glass below. The trench is a scar on the ground near them on the valley floor. On the other side, his men are aligned five deep facing the other side. Shifting his gaze across the valley between heavily forested slopes on either side, he finds Santini's combined army. This is a mass of men including his standard army and mercenaries. The men assembled on the opposite side are at least 3 times more. It would be a massacre and more so if Goran had not betrayed the man when he took the job to kill Bartle so the assignment wouldn't be given to another. The leadership chaos might have allowed Santini to simply walk in and take over. As it is, it might be inevitable unless Goran comes through with his surprise force. Although he was trying to calm his sons, in the face of these odds, he was experiencing his doubts.
"Over there ... I see a flash from the sun."
All three of them point their glass in the direction indicated. Up the hill to the left of Santini's forces and slightly behind him they find repeated flashes from a sword being held up and rotated. Goran said he would have a hard-charging force positioned on the flank. The signal would be waving his sword in the sunlight. At this point, he seemed to only be identifying his presence. Bartle could see the man, caped with a hood covering his head, the signature leather pants astride his dark-colored borsin, the only animal of its kind anyone else had ever seen. Even from that distance, he could see the quiet confidence of the man but Bartle couldn't see the force promised.
Then, he heard the other son, "If that is him ... who is that?" He was pointing at the opposite side of the valley. All three had their glass shifted to the other side. In relatively the same position but on the opposite side, they saw the same figure: caped with a hood covering the head, the signature leather pants astride a dark-colored borsin, an identical animal to the one only Goran had been seen with. That figure was also signaling by rotating the sword. Again, Bartle couldn't see a waiting force to be engaged, but whoever that was, they were signaling to each other and Bartle that they were in position. Bartle smiled. As they watched, first one, then both of the "Gorans" began waving their swords in the sunlight. The signal.
Bartle reacted. "The signal. Signal our men." The sons raised and waved the green flags they had been holding in their laps. Commanders at the front of the rows were watching and instantly called out the orders. The men began a controlled reverse march as if retreating from the field. As the men at the rear reached the dug trench, they turned and leaped across. Each line of men followed suit until they were all across the trench, then turned back to face the opposing army.
On the other side of the valley, the move had the appearance of a smaller army suddenly in doubt about facing the impossible odds before them. The commanders laugh among themselves. This will be as easy and glorious as Santini had promised. Throwing caution to the wind, they send their army into a full charge across the exposed valley to bring this conflict to a quick end.
Bartle smiled, again. This should be a terrifying sight. They are severely outnumbered and the charge before them has a devastating appearance, but he has instructed his entire force on the plans laid out by Goran. He shifts his vision to his men and is pleased. Instead of panic, he sees calm trust in the plan. As the last of his men leap across the trench dug only days ago, he gives the next order. Archers dip their prepared arrows into torches held before them and in unison release their flames into the trench. Arrows fly through the air up and down the field of battle separated by about 10 yards. The trench, filled with green wood over dried kindling and grasses, ignites into flame, and quickly billowing smoke rises in front of his men. They can hear the charge slow and stop as the flames and smoke rise into the air.
On the other side, the opposing commanders laugh at the feeble effort they see. They have watched as the other line of men jumped over the trench. It is only a matter of a short time before the fire burns out enough for the charge to resume. They give new orders and watch as their army masses on the field reading a new charge. As they wait, they order small probing assaults through the flames but they are easily beaten back as they jump through the smoke into the waiting spears, swords, and arrows of the opposition.
One of the commanders, a younger leader of a mercenary group hired for this assault, expresses his concern. Sending their entire force onto the field and massed as they are, stopped by the flames, is unnecessary exposure. Santini's commanders discount the younger leader as too conservative. They are going to crush the inferior army standing in the way of taking over this new region for Santini. They will be richly rewarded for success and they desire to get it over with.
All focus is on the line of fire and smoke separating the two forces. Attention is so focused that men on both sides of the fire curiously look into the bright sunlight in search of the approaching storm clouds that are producing the thunder suddenly engulfing them. The men on Bartle's side find no satisfaction as their view of the field is obliterated by smoke. The men on the other side, however, suddenly realize the thundering noise is not from above. The ground underneath them vibrates and shakes as the sound comes from the sides.
The Santini commanders watch startled at the unfolding event before them. One commander mutters a single word, "Goran", at the sight of the man who was supposed to have assassinated the leader of the opposing army riding his massive beast out of the forest from the right. His signature hooded cape is flapping in the air behind him, but the real cause of the thunderous sound is not a single animal, despite its size, but the herd of similar beasts charging in mass behind him. The number of huge animals is too numerous to attempt to estimate and they are headed directly for the assembled army stopped by the flames. As they watch, the men begin to recognize their danger, some freeze in place, others retreat hastily away from the fire line. That is when the horror becomes magnified. From the left end of the field comes another thunderous herd of the same animals led by another hooded, caped 'Goran' riding the same beast ahead of a mass of destruction. The two charging herds pass each other by a mere 20 yards.
The thunderous sound of massive hooves pounding and ripping the ground is pierced by the screams and cries of men with nowhere to go. Some men attempt to leap the fire even while it is in full blaze. The clothing of most of those catch fire but they are met by ready lances, swords, and arrows. The ones who find themselves still standing between the passing herds look around in search of the best route for retreat only to be stunned. Through the fog of dust raised into the air by the pounding herds that ripped the ground and everything else in its path, they catch glimpses of the two herds making big loops at the ends of the field and returning, this time covering more of what was supposed to be the field of battle but suddenly turned into a field of a massacre.
Bartle, his sons, and their men are still confused by what has happened. The cries and shrieks escaping through the mix of smoke and dust amid the earth-shaking thunder have unsettled even the men not threatened. The trench fire soon burns out and the dust fog hanging over the field before them soon dissipates with the light breeze and the settling of the heavier dirt particles raised by the stampede. What becomes evident as the view clears causes a stillness among the men. What is left of a devastating army is nearly nothing but broken men on a field of pulverized ground. Milling across the field is an, until this moment, a never-seen herd of massive beasts and standing in the middle of it all are two riders of those beasts in identical garb of hooded capes, their weapons not even drawn.
Bartle rides through his men and leaps the smoldering trench and stops before the two riders, his sons alongside him, and his men following. Goran and Cat push their hoods back revealing their faces and raise their arms into the sky. Bartle's men see the salute from the two who have saved them from an unwinnable battle and respond with cheers and clanging metal on metal. With their arms raised, the two riders are seen for who they are. Both are bare-chested. One, obviously is Goran, the assassin. The other is the surprise, his beautiful slave.
As the cheers subside, Bartle gives the order for the men to roundup stragglers from the opposing army. He then turns to Goran but his eyes are on Cat, "I had a feeling your slave was more than she seemed."
Goran smiled as he looked over to Cat, "As I have warned you, Bartle, never assume too much about anyone." But then he turned serious. "The commanders left the field before the end." Without bothering to make his next words sound like a suggestion, "Cat and I are going to put an end to Santini once and for all. Assemble part of your men and follow us to his city and compound. His remaining forces should be disheartened by the defeat."
"What are you two going to do?"
Cat answered with a look to Goran, "We are going to confront Santini and his commanders directly." With that, they turned and thundered off the field.
* * * *
Santini was ranting at his commanders in his great hall. His excitement and anger had him out of his throne-like chair and throwing a fit before them. He ranted about incompetence, about stealing his glory, about betrayal.
Goran stood in the shadows listening to the ranting of the madman and wondering how the commanders, men who face danger and death, could tolerate it. He did understand, though. Money. Santini was the man with the money and, therefore, the power. Ultimately, the ending became very simple. Take away the source of the money and take away any reason to resist. He stepped out from the shadows into the view of Santini as he ranted.
The rant stopped abruptly as he spotted the hooded and cloaked figure emerging from the shadows at the front of the towering room. He pointed with his figure over the shoulders of his commanders. "You! Traitor! So, this is all your doing! I paid you to assist me, not hurt me. Do you have no honor? I thought the great Goran was all about his honor!"
The four commanders turned and drew their swords. Goran laughed at it all. "Yes, I suppose it is all my doing, but my honor is safe, I think. I honor my friends, not you." Goran looked at the commanders then. "Your commanders did their job. On a normal day, the battle would have been theirs. In the end, this is all on you, Santini. For riches and power, you would have destroyed a good man and all the good he has done in his realm. You needed to be stopped. It ends tonight."
Santini laughed, "The only thing ending tonight is you, assassin. No doubt you are a great warrior, maybe the best on all of HOR, but are you better than five swords? Is even the great Goran that good?"
"He doesn't have to be. Not this night." The voice came from behind them and they all turned away from Goran to confront it. There they found another hooded and caped figure standing motionless. Cat raised her right hand through the gap of the cape and pulled the tie holding it together. She shrugged her shoulders and the cape fell to the floor. As it did, her left hand holding her bow with an arrowed already notched rose. She was bare-chested in the manner that Goran was often found.
"You ..." Santini looked bewildered. "You're a slave. You were used as one right here the night I hired Goran ..."
Goran spoke, "Don't underestimate her. The only way you survive this night is to surrender to Bartle who should be entering your city now."
"Never!" Santini was back in his rage. "Only a slave ... still five against one. There is no surrender!"
Goran nodded. Cat said, "Santini ..." He turned back to her and she released her arrow. It pierced his heart cleanly ... despite the layers of fat. She immediately and quickly notched another arrow, moving her aim over the four remaining men, daring any of them to challenge her in the same way. Goran had trained her. On this world, you can't afford to wait until you have to stop a blow from steel before acting. She had no qualms about acting at Goran's signal.
Without the man with the money, any remaining resistance evaporated. Goran suggested to the commanders it might be in their interest to command the remainder of Santini's army to lay down their weapons. They did and Bartle entered the city with little resistance. And, once word spread through the city about what had happened, Bartle and his meager army were welcomed by the common people as liberators.
That night was a city-wide celebration. Bartle had his men open the bulging stores reserved for Santini and distribute food and drink. Santini's men switched alliances and listened to stories from Bartle's men about how fairly and respected they were treated. Santini's commanders were locked away in irons to be considered separately another day. The great hall where Santini held court filled with men in celebration and soon Santini's slaves came out of hiding, welcoming the conquerors in their way with the distribution of drink and food ... and themselves. The men eagerly accepted and shared all three.
Cat was lying naked between Goran and Bartle. The ornate throne-like chair of Santini had been destroyed and fed into the fire at the center of the chamber. They were sprawled on large cushions after the two men had vigorously double penetrated her ass and pussy. As they lay spent from shared sex, they found more naked slaves than ever serving and cavorting with the men. Bartle had hoped to avoid a devastating defeat at the hands of a superior army. Instead, he had been given new territory to govern. Goran had given Bartle only one expectation, that this new territory should someday prosper through his leadership the same as his realm. Bartle was a good man with a philosophy of governing quite foreign to barbaric HOR and it led to a prosperity and gratification rarely found among a whole group of people, including the slaves.
Cat was lying on her back, each man lightly stroking her body, her now leaking pussy, her still aroused and erect nipples. Bartle was musing about Cat after Goran had finally confessed her origin. Cat was initially surprised until she found out that all three of them were originally from Earth and at different times.
Goran gave her a nudge, "Go see how you can assist the other slaves in thanking the men." She giggled, sat up and strode away from them with the exaggerated flaunting of her ass.
Bartle propped a smaller pillow behind his back to watch the men enjoy the victory handed to them by Goran and Cat. "She acts like a slave but she clearly is not." It was a statement filled with question, a puzzle he still didn't understand about her. "A scientist, highly educated, independent, and commanding. She was a leader of men in the military. I doubt she took any crap from anyone. But a slave?"
Goran laughed. "You know what happens to unaccompanied women here. When she was found, she didn't even know the language. Her fate was sealed at that moment. She was abused for days and marked. You know what happens. The lowest of slaves. She would eventually have been punished often enough that she would have been killed outright as too much trouble or died in abuse, perhaps while given to an army of men. You know the stories ... armies fucking women one after the other over and over, even as they collapse from the use and abuse, even after they have died from it. That would have undoubtedly been her fate."
Bartle nodded. He had seen it on HOR. It was part of the reason for establishing his unique realm, a place where all people, even slaves, could reap the benefits of striving to a common goal and reward. He glanced at his friend and followed his eyes. Cat had skipped into the throng, as naked as any other slave but perhaps with more enthusiasm for what she offered. Three men dropped their trousers and she disappeared as they engulfed her. He soon saw her with a cock in each of her holes.
Looking back at Goran, he found him smiling. He waited for the story to continue.
With a bemused shake of his head, "She's the most sexual being I have ever encountered. She confessed it surprises her, too." Bartle remained quiet. Then, "Anyway ... yes, a slave but not ... It was a risk for me to take on a slave but I couldn't just leave her to that fate when I heard her mutter English. So, I bartered for her. I convinced her she had to become an exceptional slave; it was the only way to change her fate. If I appeared weak, I could be challenged more boldly. During her training, something seemed to click for her. We became an effective team ... she was a slave in support of my actions. Santini saw it ... heck, you saw it. It was all anyone saw ... a compliant, willing, obedient, enthusiastic slave."
His eyes were still on Cat with the three men. The one in her mouth must have climaxed as he backed away and another presented his cock to her open, gasping mouth. Goran smiled. He never tired of feeling her mouth on his cock.
"I had other plans, though. She was so much more. We trained. Hard. I don't think I have encountered someone so dedicated to improving, getting stronger, and learning. She was going to be a force and that was what I hoped for, her Earth body would react like mine with the enzymes and training. As far as I'm concerned, I've released her. As far as she's concerned, she'll always be my slave. It's a strange relationship, to say the least. She's the best person I could have at my side in any situation. The smartest person I know, even compared to you, and a fine warrior. All inside a beautiful woman who wants to remain my slave." Goran shaked his head, the bemused smile still on his face as he watched her perform with the group of men.
Bartle seized on an opportunity. "Sounds like you might finally be ready to settle in one place. Why don't you take over this realm? It would be nice to have you nearby." Bartle finished with a chuckle but the urgency isn't masked.
Goran looks at his friend, saw the seriousness in the face, but shook his head. "Can you see me settled in a city occupying myself with taxes, development, rules and laws, and settling squabbles between people?" Goran shook his head, again. "Besides, you've prepared your sons for such jobs and both will do well governing like you."
"What will you do, then? You and your woman who wants to be your slave?"
Goran smiles. He sees her partially stand to step over another prone man, settle down over him while another approaches her ass. At the same moment, her eyes seek out his and they both smile before her head is turned to engulf another cock.



"There is an opportunity I think I will look into." He looks back to Bartle. "We'll work out a way to stay in touch, though." They clasp hands in acceptance.
Cat had suddenly never felt so on fire. As she is consumed by men with hard cocks, exploring all of her now gaping holes, she is panting and gasping, her heart pounding, and her body pulsing with energy and countless orgasms. But the fire driving her isn't just the sex around her. She somehow now feels complete. All her time on HOR with Goran has been leading to something. All the training to be an exquisite slave for him. All the training to master his weapons. All the training to perfect her body for strength and agility. All of it, Goran said, was leading to his goal, his vision, his plan, his hope for them. She felt it now. What they had just done together was the culmination of all that. She understood how he saw her, how he felt about her. He was very clear and intentional. As two more cocks spewed cum into her body and her own responded in another orgasm, her heart swelled with her own clear and intentional understanding ... she loved being his slave.
When she knelt among fully sated men, she rose to her feet and jauntily strode to where Goran and Bartle were reclined watching and talking. She stepped up to the feet of the reclined men. Goran stopped in mid-comment, his eyes rising from her shoulder-width spread legs, up her body, and to her smiling face. His eyes locked in on the smeared cum at the corners of her mouth she missed when licking her lips last time, then allowed his eyes to wander down. Her chest was rising and falling with her heavy breathing, he could detect red marks on her breasts where fingers had aggressively fondled, the nipples standing proudly on those breasts were rigid and hard, her flat and hard stomach expanded and contracted with her deep breaths, and her pussy lips were distended and gapped, cum from many men leaking from her and smeared on the insides of her thighs.
He quickly returned his gaze to her happy face. "Are you having fun, my slutty slave?"
Cat gushed back, "Oh, yes, Master! I don't want to neglect you, though. What can I do for you, Master?"
"You and I will have our time later."
She giggled at that. Then turned to Bartle, "What about you, sir?"
Bartle chuckled, "I have enjoyed your talents once, Cat. I think that might be all my lovely wife might forgive."
Goran quickly interjected, "I am sure there are more men, possibly outside, who you could find to pleasure."
She stepped forward, bent over, and kissed Goran. As she stood upright, a dollop of cum dripped from her pussy lips. She backed up a step and giggling said, "Thank you, Master." She turned and jogged through the room for the door outside, her strong, glistening body moving delectably with every stride, her breast bouncing and swaying.
Hours later, the great room had become quiet, except for regular snoring from men scattered around the room. Goran stood and stretch his body. The hours and the drinking had had their effect but it was time. He put a hand out to assist Bartle and they both made their way carefully over and around the bodies, noting the naked men and slave women entwined. The last he saw of Cat was heading out the main door so that was his general direction. Outside, his attention was caught by two men waving arms. Bartle's sons.
"We thought we would watch over her out here. We didn't know how to thank you two for all you did for us." Goran looked down at a mass of naked arms, legs, and bodies. Underneath legs and arms, he found familiar female body parts for good identification. He chuckled and turned to the two men.
"Your father is inside. I think he might want to talk about your futures." They clasped hands and parted. Goran bent to separate limbs to uncover the one naked form he sought. He pulled on one arm as she groggily mustered some strength to partially stand. She pressed into him with a sloppy kiss. "It's time to leave, Cat. How are you feeling?"
"Okay, but ... Master ... I think I might be a little sore ..." Goran laughed and lifted her to hang over his shoulder.
* * * *
Goran led the way through the passages and tunnels of the mountains to the other side. Immediately following him was Cat also on her borsin. Coming out the other side, they stepped their borsins to the side and watched the herd move single-file after them. Below them was the remainder of the herd, about half of the original that did not accompany them on their mission to defeat Santini and his army. Only a couple of the borsin had been injured in the stampede that leveled the field without a soldier of Bartle's army being put to risk. Even those limped along at the rear of the column. Loud signals of trumpeting calls rose from the herd soon to be joined by loud return trumpeting calls.
Cat smiled and reached across the gap between them to touch Goran's fingers. "Your plan worked, Master."
"So, it would seem."
"Tell me something, though, Master ... you said Bartle offered you governing Santini's realm but you told him you had something else in mind. What was the something else?"
Goran stretched his arm out to the North. In the distance, on a rise, was a very large gathering of people, some on rides and one on a borsin. As the borsin continued to stream past in front of them, she saw the one on the borsin, the chief presumably, raise his lance high in the air. As soon as he did, the entire mass of people raised their arms and waved and a short moment later a wild sound of cries and cheers traveled the distance.
Goran leaned forward to look into her face, "I thought it was time for you to stop being a slave. It is your time to be a queen."
THE END
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CHAPTER 1: MEETING
"Mrs. Madison, welcome back. Will Mr. Madson be joining you soon this year?" Old Mr. Carson was always so polite. He has been looking after our cabin in the off-season, such as it is in the deep South lake country of Mississippi.
"No," I sighed, perhaps revealing a bit much more personal frustration than appropriate. "It looks like another summer of quiet and tranquility for me."
Mr. Carson must be close to 80 years old by now but still gets the place opened up for me in the spring, closes up in the late fall, and gives the place a security check periodically when we are not scheduled to be using it. He is shaking his head softly, not wanting to show too much either. With soft eyes he finally comments, "Not good. A man like Mr. Madison needs to learn to relax sometimes before he blows a gasket." Everything with Mr. Carson is mechanically related in his expressions. "It's why you folks bought the place to begin with, right?"
I, of course, could only nod and agree with the man. Sage advice falling on the wrong set of ears. I watched Mr. Carson climb into his ancient pickup truck that still ran smoothly thanks to his constant tinkering. He gave a final wave before driving down the long double-rut trail leading to the gravel and dirt road a half-mile away. This was a secluded location and what we had been looking for those years ago. Just the spot to relax and wash off the stresses of civilization, just as Mr. Carson had said. The lake isn't huge but is large enough to boat on and is said to be great for fishing. The surrounding land is mostly Forest Service land and the nearest private property is a quarter-mile away and seldom used.
I stood on the large front deck that overlooked the lake. Mr. Carson had insisted on helping taking my luggage into the bedroom and the groceries I had stopped for in the closest town to the kitchen. I had a lot of unpacking to do and getting the cabin ready for what looked like another solitary summer.
I loved the cabin, the lake, the boat, and the woods. Mostly, I loved being away from the city. I had even come to associate the cabin with NOT having Harold, my husband, around. The man had been a 'good provider' as the previous generation would say and it sometimes felt like that was when we were living. The man was always working. I mean ALWAYS. Undoubtedly, it was the reason for his success. We had a nice home, clubs, social contacts. But I've come to realize we don't really have a life. Not really. Despite talking about having kids, it never happened. We even talked about adoption but he always seemed too busy to spend the time required for the process.
So, here I was... again... another summer. Amy Madison, 40 years old, and feeling my biological clock ticking to a depressing stop. If I only had a child. I would be an amazing mom. My mom was and I have always been drawn to them with friends. A child to love and mother would be everything to give my stay-at-home with no responsibility suburban life real meaning. I tore myself from the railing of the deck to unpack my clothes. As I moved clothes from suitcases to the closet or dresser, I stripped off my driving clothes for more comfortable loose shorts and tee-shirt.
After stripping off, though, I am caught by my image in the full mirror fastened to the door. On impulse, I strip off my panties and bra. I've just turned 40. What a miserable time for a woman with so many yearnings still consuming her. No children to have ravaged this body and a husband who seems to have no interest in it. Not bad for 40, I think. My white skin is still pale but the summer sun will produce a golden bronze in no time as I always do. My long blonde hair will lighten as my skin darkens. My body is a trim 5' 4" and 100 pounds, a weight I am compulsive in maintaining. My 34-26-36 body is not only trim but still tight from a religious effort at yoga, jogging, and swimming.
Then, there's the rest... the fine points of me. How can they not entice that man? My blonde pubic hair is trimmed so my pussy lips are teasingly visible with my legs parted a bit. My breasts are D-cup and not the D-cups of some women. These are natural. These hang when I bend over, jiggle even in a fashion bra and bounce and sway when I run. Is the man dead, I muse in frustration? Why don't I have a dozen children by now? No, I wouldn't want a dozen, but seriously...
It started easy enough, innocently enough, too. The first few weeks seem to be the busiest with getting the place ready for spending the summer. Getting the real groceries with replenishing all the stock basics for cooking; gas and oil for mowers, weed trimmers, and the boat; opening what will be the vegetable garden with planting and enough care; and airing out and cleaning the cabin from the months of not being used.
I was outside working in shorts and tee-shirt, sweat opening my pores and soaking the shirt. The temperature already seemed to spike... early it seems... and the humidity suggests a possible storm building out in the Gulf. When I went in for a glass of water, I made an impulsive decision. I stripped off my bra before putting the damp shirt back on. Back outside, my breasts were unusually free, it felt freeing to me. At that moment, I committed to myself this summer would have more things that felt freeing for my soul.
My bra drawer became untouched after that except for going into town. That would have been too much. I lived in shorts with tee-shirt or sleeveless button blouses with several of the buttons left undone or old house dresses that I cut shorter. The feeling was wonderful, especially when buttons were left open top and bottom of the old dresses.
Then, another thing happened. I was toiling in the garden at the side of the cabin. I had managed to turn it over properly after several days of effort and busy seeding and planting. Tomatoes, peppers, carrots, lettuce, spinach, and herbs. I was wearing one of the dresses. They were cut shorter so when I knelt to work, the hem wouldn't get in the way.
"Excuse me." A voice, deep and masculine from behind me. I turned in surprise to find a tall, very black man in cargo shorts and shirtless standing at the end of the dock at the shore end. "I don't mean to frighten you, ma'am. I just wanted to introduce myself."
I stood and turned fully toward him. I bent to wipe my hands on the grass, unaware after several weeks by myself how the partially unbuttoned dress might gap as I did it. "You are?" I asked. "I don't think I've seen you around in other years."
"No, ma'am," he confirmed. "I was hired to do a major remodel of the Johnson place down the lake some." I knew the place. It had been several years since I had seen the Johnson family and now wondered if they might be planning to sell it. "I'll be here most of the summer tearing out and rebuilding much of the interior and fixing up the exterior where it needs it." I nodded. Without anyone using the place, it probably needed repairs. "I... ah... just figured... since I'll be around I should introduce myself. They are letting me use the boat and live on the property for the summer as I do the work so I'll be fishing past your shoreline some."
I stepped up to him and extended my hand. He clasped it firmly in the way a powerful man does without realizing it. "My name is Amy Madison. I'll be here the summer, too."
He smiled at seeing me relax. "I'm Ronnie Daniels. I'm a one-man carpentry business." He laughed. "The Johnson job will be great for future references to get my business going." He shuffled his bare feet on the dirt path at the end of the dock. When he did look up, it finally sank into me how much trouble he was having looking me in the face rather than other parts of my body. "Well, I should let you get back to what you were doing and get back to start my day." He turned but turned back again. "May I call you Amy?" I nodded with a small smile pushing to come out. "Amy," he continued with some kind of new excitement, "listen, I'm just down the lake if you find you need anything fixed. I've scheduled the project for eight hours and five days a week. I'm up early, often fishing, and end late afternoon. Plenty of hours of light if you need help." He got uncomfortable, again. "Sorry, don't mean to be pushy."
He turned quickly and I reached out and touched his bare upper arm. I've never felt so much muscle. He stopped. "Ronnie... thank you." He turned back. We stood less than an arm apart. "I do appreciate the offer. It is nice to know there is someone else out here in case." He smiled. His dark skin and the sun made it difficult to know for sure, but I thought I detected a blush.
I watched him climb down into the boat when I saw the outboard motor and wondered how it was I didn't hear him approach. I watched as he pushed away from the dock and quietly maneuver away before I noticed the electric trolling motor as he flipped a lure behind him. He glanced back as I stepped onto the dock to watch him head down the shore toward the Johnson place.
Girl, I thought as I followed his retreating image, what are you feeling?
I found myself back in the cabin for a drink of water. I ended up in the bedroom thinking I could run into the little town for a few supplies. As I passed the full mirror, my mouth dropped open and my eyes got large. I stood before the mirror seeing exactly what Ronnie would have seen. The thin, worn material of the dress was plastered to my breasts with sweat. Even my nipples, unprotected by a bra, were evident. The gap on top revealed expansive cleavage and the gap at the bottom was more pronounced than intended by another button undone somehow and most of one thigh exposed.
I shook my head from the strange feelings coursing through me and quickly shed the dress and panties for a quick shower. Even the shower now felt like a new experience. Oh, I've always washed every part of my body, of course, but my fingers seemed of a mind of their own in soaping and stroking my breast, nipples, and groin. I became lost to any thought. I leaned against the wall of the fiberglass shower unit, my fingers on nipples and pussy. Washing? When one finger, then a second, penetrated my ignored, unused hole, a shiver and flush washed over my body moments before an orgasm hit me like a thunderstorm complete with moanful sound and lightning flashes behind my eyes.
I pushed myself from the wall and leaned my forehead into the wall beneath the spaying shower head. God, how long has it been since I felt anything like that? Years, certainly, but how many?
I dug out fresh panties and a bra. I almost hated to put it on but I was going into the world such as the little town was. On the way back, I wondered what possessed me to add a 12-pack of beer at the last minute. My foot came off the accelerator and the car slowed. I looked to the side of the road at the narrow track leading into the woods. The Johnson place. A warm flush spread over me. What? Are you a schoolgirl, now? I pressed my foot against the accelerator.
I was waking earlier the last few days. I'd make coffee and take a mug out onto the deck overlooking the lake and sit against the cabin wall. There was no conscious planning involved. Still dressed in an old, thin, short nightgown, I sat in the early morning shade. The world seemed to wake around me. The sun getting higher, the birds more vocal, ducks cruising along the shore, sometimes even a deer or two graze between the lake and the cabin unaware of my presence. There was something else I regularly saw, too. A fishing boat would slide into view from the side. In the quiet... and listening for it... I could make out the quiet electric motor before the shape would appear through the brush and trees of the shoreline. Ronnie. Shirtless Ronnie, hard-muscled and black, he flipped his lure at the shore or dragged a lure behind the boat. Without fail, Ronnie would watch the cabin. Could he see me in the shadow as I sat quiet and unmoving? Or was he watching, hoping?
I was masturbating more these days. These days since Ronnie stopped by. I lay on the bed with fingers in my pussy, on my clit, and pinching and twisting nipples. I routinely orgasmed at my own touch. And... and I would routinely cuss out Harold for ignoring me, for not making me a mother, for treating his business rather me like his lover.
Ronnie stopped by, again. It was early evening when he stopped the boat and tied it off on the dock. This was new. He was still shirtless in cargo shorts. His legs, I noticed now, were as muscular as his upper body. I also noticed how his blackness shined as he got onto the dock. He waved. I waved back, a smile growing on my face and a shine coming into my eyes that made me feel like a schoolgirl. I was sitting on the deck with an ice tea. I had a thick, meaty stew simmering on the stove. I offered him ice tea. He was shy, uncertain, but ultimately accepted. I could see him smell the stew wafting through the screen door. I wondered what kind of food he ate by himself so I offered him to eat with me. There is more than a whole family could eat, I said.
"Amy, thank you, but... I'm not dressed... I should at least have a shirt..."
"NO." That came out too fast and too hard. "I mean... a lake is a place for casual and ignoring rules of decorum." I blushed. It wasn't a very convincing recovery.
It was dusk when he left. He insisted on helping clean up. Moving around and near his half-naked body had a predictable effect. I walked him to the end of the dock where the boat was tied. I reached out with my hand on his bare shoulder. He turned and we were face-to-face. I thought he might do something. All night he had watched me, watched my body when he thought I wouldn't notice. I was 15 years older than he was. Standing so close to him, a mere foot or so between us, I could sense his full 6'-2" hard, athletically muscled black body. About 210 pounds of hard muscle. Short black hair and dark eyes that seemed to bore into me and appraise me. Was it any wonder I felt the way I did? This beautiful man and he found me attractive enough to be shy around me.
I put my hand out. I landed on the slab of muscle that was his chest. I flinched at feeling it but held my hand still. "Thank you... for... ah... for stopping and helping." I thought it might happen yet when his large, strong hand rose to touch the side of my face. My head sagged into it unconsciously. He quickly turned and dropped into the boat. I watched him disappear around the point and behind the trees. I returned to the cabin on shaky, unsteady legs. My hands were shaking, too. They fumbled with the remaining buttons of the dress which fell open before I reached the steps up to the deck. Not able to open the screen door with one hand fondling my breast and the other inside my panties, I sank into one of the chairs, slouched with legs open. I masturbated to a noisy orgasm. Yes, it was dark but I was outside... outside masturbating... and it was so freeing.
It was only a few days later that I made my own move. God help me, this was a deliberate move. I planned carefully. I was up early as was now usual. The coffee was ready, so too were two mugs sitting on the counter. I had gone through the nightgowns I had for the cabin, all were older and worn thin. It was the cabin, after all. I had selected the one I wanted the night before. It was an especially thin, very short gown that was nearly see-through with a deep neckline. I had the routine down. We probably both did as he had let slip that he could indeed see me on the deck in the mornings he fished by. At the right moment, I filled both mugs, hip-checked the screen door to open, and marched off the deck, down the worn path, and out onto the dock where I found Ronnie in the boat cruising close.
He stopped the little electric motor and he drifted closer. In the early light, I could see the question in his face... probably a lot of questions. I held up the two mugs, "I thought maybe you'd like some morning coffee."
He drifted closer and I stood my ground at the very end of the dock. With the rising sun behind, I wasn't sure what he was seeing but it was undoubtedly more than he should. Also, the gown was short enough to cover my ass by only five or six inches. His head as he reached for the dock post was at my knee height. With the boat bumping the dock, I parted my feet for balance. Realizing what I did I blushed anew and I saw how his eyes were fixed on not the dock or my face.
"Here," I said as I bent low to offer him the mug. His attention was broken from the hanging hem of the gown to the gaping and sagging gown above. His eyes were torn between grasping the offered mug and the sight before him. I knew because I had practiced it. I knew he had a clear view of my D-cup naturals hanging before him. I might not have been able to tell if he blushed or not but I knew I was and I was pretty sure he could tell.
I set my mug on the surface of the dock and awkwardly sat at the very end with him in front of me. I was pretty sure what I was showing him then, too. I hooked my feet over the side of the boat so he could release his grip on the dock and enjoy the coffee. After a few moments, we got past the awkwardness of what had just happened.
When our eyes could lock onto each other's, "I really enjoyed the other night, Ronnie. I enjoyed your company a lot."
He smiled and kept stealing glances at my body. My thighs had relaxed and parted slightly while holding the boat close and shifting on the hard edge of the dock. I caught him looking between my thighs and at my breasts. I glanced down to see the nipples clearly outlined. I was 15 years older and he was reacting this way to me and it excited me to realize that. Out on the lake, another boat raced by sending its wake to us. It wasn't a big boat and it wasn't a big wake but enough for Ronnie to suddenly react to the unexpected disturbance. He reached out for support and caught my thigh just above the knee. We both looked at his black hand on my white thigh. I moved my free hand and placed it over his before he retracted it. I didn't know why it felt good. No, I knew why and it felt very good.
I pressed his hand against my thigh then pulled it inches higher along my skin. He leaned closer to adjust for my moving his hand. He looked up into my eyes but felt his hand move as my leg moved to the side. He looked down to the surface of the dock to see that my legs had parted further. Without panties on I was giving him the view he had been trying to sneak.
I grabbed the dock post to awkwardly pull myself to standing up. If I had any question about what he might have seen of my pussy before, there was none now. I bent at the waist toward him. "Do you have to rush back?" I asked. I could see the gown hang down to expose my breasts underneath. He was unable to do anything other than stare as my D's hung before him.
He mumbled something closer to a moan than a word. He finally looked up. "No... no, I don't have to rush."
He gave the line and I tied his boat off on the same post. He stepped out of the boat right into me. I didn't budge but trapped him at the moment. My breasts pressed into his chest with only the thin material of my gown separating us. I took his hand and turned to the cabin. After a half dozen steps he stopped.
"Amy... maybe I'm reading this wrong... if so I apologize but... but are you sure?" he managed to get out with eyes that were simultaneously reflecting concern and desire.
I stepped into him, again. I pressed into him and raised my face to his and we kissed. I hugged him tightly, my hands stroking over his bare back. I grabbed his hand and turned back to the cabin. I called out over my shoulder, "Any questions?" There was no verbal response, just him rushing to come alongside me.
The screen door slapped shut behind us nearly hitting Ronnie as I turned upon entering the cabin to again press myself against him, this time with my arms encircling his neck and my lips pressed desperately into his. I kissed him with a hunger that could only come from years of yearning for just this kind of response. He wrapped his strong arms around me and hugged me tight enough to lift me off the floor. That first kiss lasted a full minute if anything. It was the outpouring of hunger and desire. I looked up at him after the kiss and read his eyes. I became shy for a moment and hesitated but he raised a hand to my cheek and stroked it softly. He smiled and gave me a nod.



I exhaled a breath I hadn't known I was holding. Through another blush, I pushed through any thought to reach down, grasp the gown, and pull it up and over my head. I dropped the gown in a puddle at my feet and for a moment panic rose in me as Ronnie fell quiet. His eyes, though, flashed over my fully exposed body. I watched with bemusement and thrill as his eyes stopped on my breasts, stomach, and mound. When his eyes eventually returned to my face, he became embarrassed.
I chuckled, held his face in my hands, and kissed him. "Don't you dare get embarrassed by looking at me. You don't understand how good it feels that a young man wants to look at an older woman like that."
"Older woman... Amy, I don't think you understand how beautiful you are."
I took his hands in mine and placed them on my breasts. "It's been a long time for me, Ronnie. Will you be patient and gentle?"
He grasped me at the waist and lifted me as if I weighed nothing. He kissed each of my nipples and wrapped me in his arms before looking around the inside of the cabin, determining the layout instantly, and carried me to the bedroom. He set me on the edge of the bed and began opening the belt at his waist. I reached out with my hands to stop him. I knelt before him and took over with his belt, then the clasp and zipper of his shorts.
Suddenly, his hands held mine. "Amy, you should know... I'm not like others..."
I stopped him, kissing his stomach. "I don't care, Ronnie. I just want you. I'm not like other women you might know, either. I lack experience and skill." I looked up at him along his hard black body. "Can we just discover and experience?"
He was worried because he didn't want to disappoint me? I've told him how inexperienced I am and he's concerned about his experience.
I opened and dropped his shorts, then while kissing his abdomen above his underwear, I put my hand over his crotch... it would be the first one I've felt in...
"OH... MY... GOD!"
My mouth hung open after that exclamation and my eyes got big. I finally tore my eyes from what I was feeling with my hand under his underwear and looked up at him.
He gave me a shrug. "I tried to warn you..."
I nodded. He did. I just presumed the wrong way. I had no concept of this. I only had an understanding of what I assumed he meant. This... I thought this was like some urban legend or something. I grasped the waist of his underwear and tugged it down. The base of his cock came into view and even that gave me pause. It was as thick as an average man's wrist. I slowly lowered it and not believing the head of his cock didn't come into view. It wasn't a penis, it was a pole. Later, I would come to know it was 14 inches of thick, veiny, black cock.
I never believed anything like it truly existed. I looked up at him almost in shock. "There's... there's no way... no way... is there?"
"I'll be gentle, Amy. It will stretch you but you can take it." I looked doubtfully up at him while his cock hung mere inches from my stunned face. "We'll do at your own pace, Amy. You decide how much, how fast, whatever." I heard his voice and it made sense to take it slow, but still... "Touch it, hold it, feel it." I reached out with a hand underneath it and hefted it up. It had amazing weight... but of course, it did. My fingers wrapped around it and my fingers didn't quite go all the way around. I looked up at him. He smiled. I was naked kneeling before him being naked and my hand around his massive cock. I added my other hand around it and I marveled that there was still black flesh between my hands, at the base and the head.
A shiver coursed through me. I still couldn't believe what I had inside my hands but what was coursing through me was a desire of a new form. I had desired Ronnie before and it had somehow seemed innocent even if it was cheating. This was different. I was desiring a cock, a big black cock and there was definitely nothing innocent about it.
He encouraged me to feel it with my fingers, lips, and tongue. I reached out with my tongue and touch the head. I opened my lips and took the head between them, then kissed, mouthed, and licked my way down the shaft to the base. I worked my way back up to take the head into my mouth. God! I'd not even done this for Harold who had no interest and now I have a massive black cock in my mouth.
I sucked hard, swirled my tongue around the head, and all the while stroking the shaft with my hands. I felt it harden, becoming even thicker, the veins popping out on the surface. Having it in my mouth stretched it and, as I worked on it, I wondered if my pussy could really take it. If my mouth could...
I pulled off and looked up at his body. He was still smiling. I had heard him moan and gasp earlier and I remembered what he said when I confessed that I didn't know what to do: do what feels right, experiment, and pay attention to what I seem to enjoy. His moans had spurred me as did the stiffening of his cock
I gasped, "I want you, Ronnie, but... how?"
He pulled me up and encircled me with his arms, pressing my breasts into his chest and his cock into my abdomen. "Oh... God, Ronnie... you feel so good." I kissed him with passion and lust. Gasping after breaking the kiss, "Tell me what to do, Ronnie. I want to feel you inside me, please... God help me... I have to feel it inside me."
He stepped back and lay on his back on the bed. He held his cock up in the air. I was confused. Making love was only with me on my back. This wasn't making love, though. He said this was fucking. I crawled up onto the bed next to him. Did he want me on top? Then it hit me. Of course. Me on top... I have control to go at my pace, as much, as fast or slow as I want.
I threw my leg over him as though I knew what I was doing. I leaned forward and kissed him, reached under my spread thighs, and held his cock to my pussy hole. I wiggled on it until it sank in a bit and I was already gasping as it opened me. Except for my fingers, my hole has been devoid of touch. I sat back more and the entire head popped inside. I moaned at the fullness of just the head. My eyes were closed and the world ceased to exist beyond the feelings of my body. I pushed back a little further and more of his pole sank into me. I opened my eyes to look underneath and was shocked to see so much cock was still outside. How could I take it all?
"I... I don't think... I can... take it all," I muttered as much to myself as to Ronnie.
He reached up and took both nipples in his fingers. I moaned at the touch and gasped when he pinched them, applying a short twist to each. He flexed his hips and more of his cock was thrust up into me. "Take as much as you can, then fuck me. You'll stretch inside over time."
Over time. Oh, please, yes. Over time means this will happen more. I never knew a cock could feel so good, could make me feel this way, make me feel I have to have more. I pressed down harder and I sank down his hard shaft until it hit me deep inside. Even then there were many inches still outside. I rose and pressed down. He said 'ride me, girl' and that's what I was doing, like a bucking bronco but I was the one bucking. Each bounce hit me deep inside and the total of it all had me on the verge of an orgasm and it seemed we had only just begun.
I erupted so strongly, I collapsed onto his chest, my body shaking, my mouth gasping for air, and my pussy clenching and spasming around the cock inside. When I mostly recovered, I began again. I want him to cum, I wanted to feel his cum.
As my hips flew up and down on his cock, I stared into his eyes, "I want you to cum, Ronnie. I want you to cum."
He grabbed me and rolled us. Suddenly, he was between my legs and he began thrusting powerfully in and out of my pussy. I wrapped my arms around his neck and somehow my legs were wrapped around his waist as he drove his cock into me, pounding against the top of my pussy each time, his pelvis bone jamming against my clitoris. Damn... yes... I was going to cum, climax, orgasm, again! Just then, I felt his cock swell and pulse. How could I not when he was filling my pussy to capacity, each thrust into me was like my pussy clenched around him. When I felt the first spurt of his cum spray into my pussy... I orgasmed a second time.
It was late. He hadn't planned on what had happened. Though there was nobody to check when he began or quit for the day, he was committed to his employer and I respected that. He was on his way down the path to the dock when I called out to him. He stopped and turned. A huge smile breaking over his face. I am jogging off the deck toward him... naked and D-cup breast bouncing and swaying. I crash into him and crushed his mouth with mine.
"I'm cooking dinner tonight if you're interested."
He kissed me back and pinched a nipple. "What can I bring?"
"Just yourself."
"How should I dress?"
I smiled. I wanted to say nothing. But... "As you are is perfect."
He patted my naked butt before parting. I watched him walk to his boat... barefoot, cargo shorts and shirtless. The voice in my head asked as I watched, ' More time, girl... what are you going to do with more time after dinner?' Experiment.
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CHAPTER 2: FAMILIARITY
I had somehow managed to take Ronnie's big, hard, black cock in the morning. On impulse, I had then invited him for dinner. We both knew what I was hoping for after and I had little doubt he was more than interested and willing. At some point during the day, it had also occurred to me that this was Friday and he had said he didn't normally work on weekends but used it for resting and fishing. Might it be possible to hook him into spending the night?
He arrived by boat as always and he surprised me. Either I had made an impression earlier or he wanted to make an impression. He was wearing sandals rather than barefoot, clean shorts that weren't cargo style, and a collared shirt, though the shirt was unbuttoned. I surprised him, too. I heard the outboard, then the boat bump into the dock. I stepped out onto the deck wearing sandals and a lacy robe tied at the waist. I left the tie looser than normal which allowed a lot of thigh to flash as I walked and cleavage all the time. The lace was heavy enough to not make it sheer but did allow hints of my otherwise nakedness underneath. I had decided to bait the hook and set it quickly.
I met him on the path below the deck. I put my hands on the muscle slabs that were on his chest and raised my head to kiss him. He kissed me back hard with a hand slipping between the folds at my legs, cupping my butt, and pulling me into him. Touche, I guess. It appeared we were both intent on hooking each other.
Dinner wasn't amazing but was good lake cabin food: baked chicken, green beans in butter, and brown rice. I cooked much more than I figured for two and was right, a man doing physical labor all day works up a bigger appetite than I was used to and he devoured huge portions with the zeal that brings joy to a cook's heart.
There was also an obvious building of tension in the air. I continuously looked over his chest under the open shirt and I caught his eyes searching for glimpses through the lace or more obvious looks when I bent over to pass him a dish or refill his wine glass, my breasts becoming visible behind the gaping of the robe. Our eyes would meet as we caught each other looking and smiles of recognition was shared.
After dinner, I began clearing the table and he joined right in which was also pleasing. Leftovers went into the old refrigerator, dishes were washed and dried. With my hands in the dishwater and him drying, he frequently stroked my body through the robe as he passed me or stood next to me waiting for the next thing to dry or put away into the cupboard. Halfway through he undid the tie at my waist to move the robe to the side for more intimate touching. While scrubbing a stubborn pan from baking the chicken, he came behind me and fondled my breasts, causing me to moan as I attempted to concentrate on scouring the worn pan. The sexual energy was thick by the time the table and counters were cleared and dishes washed and dried or set aside to dry. I was wiping my hands when he pulled me away from the counter and turned me into his body. I tossed the towel aimlessly over my shoulder as we melted into each other's arms, our mouths hungrily coming together. He walked me backward until I bumped into the kitchen table and to my surprise was lifted to sit on the edge. The robe, of course, fell to each side as he stood from me gazing appreciatively at my body. Then, he surprised me more: he parted my thighs wide and bent to kiss and tongue my mound before moving to my pussy. I leaned back on my elbows as he mouthed, kissed, sucked, and tongued my now open pussy and aroused clit.
"Ronnie," I gasped, "my God ... what ... my god ..." It was all I could get out. Never, and I mean never, have I felt this. Oral sex wasn't done and especially not by Harold. Ronnie pressed even more intently with his efforts at hearing my exclamation. His tongue pressed into my hole, his lips sucked on my lips, his teeth nipped at my lips and throbbing clit. I fell back onto the table surface as my body quivered in orgasm. I cried out, moaned, and gasped uninhibitedly with feelings I'd not experienced.
I calmed slowly to him standing between my splayed legs, one of his large fingers moving gently in and out of my slick pussy, another hand fondling a breast. I looked up at him from my position of lying on the table, "God, Ronnie, that was amazing!"
He smiled, "For a woman who insists she isn't experienced in sex, you are very orgasmic." I blushed under his open gaze and words. "I hope I wasn't too forward or assuming. I wouldn't want to offend you, Amy. You ... you are so sexy ... provocative in wearing this robe for dinner and ... the whole evening ... I've been so aroused by you ..."
I sat up and pressed my face into his chest, kissing it repeatedly. "I love everything you do to me, Ronnie. Be forward and assuming all you want."
"Then, perhaps you can return the favor?"
I was at first confused before the light went on and I pushed him back a step, turned him and this time it was him pressed onto the table edge. I dropped to my knees, undid his belt and shorts to strip them down to his feet. Once, again, his massive cock was staring me in the face. It was a surprise all over, again. How many times would it be before I was used to it appearing? I took his aroused monster into my mouth, sucked, licked, and kissed it. I moved up and down the shaft, sucking the head and inches of the cock into my mouth, even venturing to hold and massage his balls. Another first that he seemed to enjoy. I felt his cock expand, swell, and pulse in my hands and mouth. I have never had a cock cum in my mouth much less swallowed any but this was going to be the time. His moans and the feel of his cock told what was coming and I became even more intentional for it to happen. When he came, I almost gagged on the volume of cum that shot to the back of my mouth into my throat. Some of that first spewing cum escaped the sides of my mouth but I recovered quickly, gulping noisily and sucking every drop after into my mouth and down my throat.
He was gasping as he looked down at me between his legs, my lips and tongue taking up any leftover cum from his cock. "Your first time, wasn't it?" I nodded. "You're a natural cock-sucker, Amy. You're amazing."
Cock-sucker. Shouldn't that be derogatory, negative, nasty? I glowed, though, when I looked up at him with his slightly softened cock in my hands, my tongue sliding over the head in search of stray bits of his cum.
I stood and kissed him, my hand still around his cock. "You make me feel like I want to do these things for you. I love the feel of your gigantic cock. I love holding it, sucking it, fucking it. I love everything you are doing to me, Ronnie." I searched his eyes. "I'm married and I shouldn't be doing these things but ... do you think badly about me?"
"I'm not about to judge. We all have needs," he offered, "and yours haven't been satisfied even if you weren't aware just how much those needs had piled up. If you think we should stop, just tell me. I will think myself fortunate to have been able to share this with you."
I pulled him up and wrapped my body around him. "Stop? Now that I know what it feels like, I couldn't. Now that I know what real sex can be like, I need to feel more."
"And," he continued, "there is so much more you could experience if you let me show you."
There was no doubt. I shrugged my open robe off my shoulders and pushed his open shirt off him. We were both fully naked, black and white bodies aroused and tingling with anticipation despite just climaxing. "Show me, Ronnie. Teach me. I want to feel things, experience things I've missed all my life. Be forward, be assuming, tell me what you want and what to do. Please." I searched his eyes. Was I being an embarrassing, desperate married woman asking too much? "Can you stay tonight? You don't work tomorrow, right? Stay tonight and show me more."
He kissed me to shut me up. He took my hand and led me to the door and out onto the deck. It was dusk, the light in the west casting faint light. The full moon was already high and it would soon take over providing some light. He led me down the steps to the path.
"What are you doing," I asked as we reached the dock. In the heat of passion, I had stepped off the deck naked, but onto the dock?
"Haven't you ever gone skinny dipping?" With that, he pulled me off the end of the dock into four feet of water. I screech out in surprise and the cold water. When I bobbed to the surface in his arms, I playfully slapped his shoulder. I ducked out of his grasp and propelled myself away only to have him grab a foot and pull me back under the water, rotate me, and while grasping both legs pull me to his hips, my legs on either side. His hands quickly shifted to grasp my upper arms and I found myself straddling him. His mouth came to mine and my arms found their way around his neck and my ankles locking around his waist. While one hand held my butt, the other moved his cock blindly along my groin until I gasped at the head sank inches into my pussy.
I pulled my lips from his with a moan as I settle inches further down his cock. "Already? Even in the water?" I managed the words even through the moans.
With one hand now on my hip, he lifted me from under my ass and pressed me down from his grasp on my hip. I had settled a long way down his cock, "Complaining? I can stop." Teasing me now.
"Don't you dare!" I blurted out, mashed my mouth back onto his, and used my own leverage to push down even further until I felt that now-familiar bump deep inside.
He walked us a few steps toward shore, all the while our combined efforts had me bouncing up and down on his hard cock, and our movement into shallower water didn't seem to faze him in the least for our fucking standing up.
I began moaning and gasping as another orgasm was rushing to take over me when I also heard him grunting with increased effort, his cock now pounding deep into my pussy, my clit and pelvic bone crashing against his with jolts of sensuous power. My orgasm crashed over me, my body shaking and forcing me to clasp around his body even tighter. My hot orgasmic juices flowing around his cock might have been the catalyst for his climax because he was soon shooting more cum up into my pussy.
Gasping through my orgasm, I wasn't aware of him carrying me out of the water still joined cock to pussy until I was gently placed on the grass by end of the dock, his spent cock sliding out of my clenching pussy.
"Ronnie ... my God ... you're going to ruin me for anyone else." He smiled shyly. "How many times can you cum?" Talk about a shift in direction.
He smiled more and put his hand out to me. "I don't know. Let's go back to the cabin, dry off, have a glass of wine, and then see what we can manage."
I grasped his hand and he pulled me up. I allowed myself to crash into his body and I pressed my entire length into his. I loved the feel of his hard, muscled body against mine and the feel of his long cock hanging between my legs while still partially hard. I slid my pussy lips along his cock and looked up at him.
"I don't know what's happening to me. I'm becoming obsessed with your body and cock. I can't wait for the next amazing feeling you create in me."
He had fucked me missionary again before joining me in my bed for the night. I woke up at some point when it was still very dark and quiet. Ronnie's presence next to me in bed wasn't natural. In my sleepy state, I jolted awake. Once awake, though, I rolled over to curl into his side, my fingers tracing along the muscles of his chest, just discernible in the waning moonlight. I put a leg over his and was soon pressing my pelvis into his leg, then grinding my pussy on and along it. My fingertips traveled down his stomach to his flaccid cock lying over the opposite side. I carefully lifted it and moved it to my side, my fingers softly caressing it, softly so as not to wake him.
The soft touches weren't enough for me, though. It seemed I couldn't be so near to it without having it more fully. Did all this really start just yesterday morning? I slid down his body until I could use my mouth where my fingers had been. I kissed the head softly, used my tongue to lick the length, and finally took the head into my mouth. With my mouth around the head, I felt movement. The movement didn't come from him, though, but the cock itself. It was growing, lengthening, and thickening. I began sucking harder and pushing my mouth further down the shaft until it was into the opening of my throat. I pulled back, not wanting to gag, and focused on working the cock with my mouth.
Moans began coming from Ronnie but I still believed he was asleep, but he was becoming more verbal and his breathing becoming more labored. Suddenly, I felt a hand on my head, not stopping me, though. He groaned as his hips rose, a sharp flex of his hips driving his cock deeper in my mouth. I moaned around the mouthful of cock with the feeling of swelling and pulsing in my mouth and against my tongue. I pressed down on his stomach to hold the cock in my mouth as the pulse sending cum up his cock. I pulled my head back slightly waiting for it to fill my mouth, preparing to gulp and suck out every drop from him.
After being sure I had all of his cum, I moved back up to curl back into his side. My head on his shoulder, I felt his breathing slowly relax.
"Couldn't sleep, huh?" came his voice through the darkness.
"Mmmmm ... I can now ..."
He fucked me in yet another position first thing in the morning. I left the bed with him still sleeping and went into the bathroom. He was waiting for me when I came out, pressed me against the bed, and nudged my feet wide. He came up behind me, his cock sliding over my pussy, finding my hole, and pressing insistently inside. I was braced on my forearms, bent over the edge of the bed, him holding my hips as he drove his cock long and deep and hard into me. I cried out into the early morning with another orgasm and was rewarded with another massive load of cum filling my pussy.
I collapsed on the bed and felt his cock slide out of me as I did. I rolled onto my back and looked up at him shaking my head slightly. "Is it you, me, or us that we're fucking so much?"
He posed as though thinking, then, "It must be you. I was over there quietly jerking off until you showed up."
I got up and pressed my body against his. "Blame the woman, huh?"
He laughed, "When the woman is as sexy, beautiful, desirable, and enticing as you ... yes."
Mid-afternoon and several more fucks later, "Do you suppose the Johnson's would mine if you showed me what you are doing there?"
"I can't imagine why they should," he replied. Then a funny smile formed on his face. We were sitting on the deck with ice tea, still naked as we had been since after dinner last night. "I'll take you over on one condition." I tilted my head. "You go naked."
"Out in the boat?" I exclaimed. He nodded. Yes, it was Saturday and there were more people at the cabins and probably a few more using the public boat launch at the forest park but ... I nodded. It surprised me when I did it. Was there anything I wouldn't do at this point if this man asked?
I was very much aware that I was naked and he had put his clothes back on and the very awkwardness of getting into a small boat flagged that fact more. My legs spread wide in making the transfer from dock to a very tipsy boat, my pussy very much on display to him and my D-cup breasts hanging and swaying in the same process. Even riding down the shore to the Johnson place, the boat making slight bouncing on the small waves of the lake caused my breasts to jiggle and occasionally bounce. I was facing him and he seemed to enjoy the view very much. My eyes were continuously scanning the lake. I'd hear a boat in the area and turn to look, not that there was anything I could do about it except bend over in a vain attempt to disappear.
Once at the other dock, I got out and stood fully exposed to the lake holding the tie-off line as he gathered his things, tilted the motor up, finally got out himself, and pulled the boat onto a spot on the shore where that had been done many times before.
He took my hand to lead me up the small slope to the cabin he was working on. After a few steps, his hand released mine and it found its way around my waist before slipping to my hip and butt. It always felt so good to be touched by him and our fuck-marathon over the past day had him very comfortable in touching me and my yearning for his touch.
There was an older Ford F-150 pickup near the house with sawhorses and lumber of various sizes and uses neatly organized in the yard. The steps and deck surface had recently been replaced and half the railing was missing, the other half now of new wood. Inside the cabin it was similar. Some parts, walls, and floor were torn out and others with new construction.
"Do you have help?" I asked. I was impressed by the work being done but I wondered if anyone was able to do everything required. It was the weekend so I was comfortable that nobody would suddenly appear to work. Besides, at this point, I was obviously trusting this man I barely knew very much.
"I do," he replied as he moved a piece of wood with his foot and looked around at his work. I could see the pride he felt in his efforts. There is something to be said for a man who works with his hands and muscles and derives pleasure in it. "I'm a carpenter by training so I mainly do work with wood. If it was my place, I would probably be confident to do other things, too. Partly to save money, I suppose. But, yes, I have friends in the business who specialize in sheetrock, electrical, and plumbing. They come out when I am ready for them."
I had wandered off 'inspecting' though I didn't really know the fine points of what I was looking at. I only saw what I thought was neat work that looked good. I was impressed by how neat the place looked. Clearly, he cleaned up after each day to stay on top of the mess. I walked up behind him and slid my hands around his waist, my hands finding exposed skin under his open shirt. I stroked his stomach and up to his chest.
"I'm impressed, Ronnie. Truly, very impressed. The Johnsons will be, too."
"Thanks, Amy, I appreciate that."
He took me deeper into the cabin. It was much larger than mine. One of the bedrooms looked done with remodeling, another was in the process with studs showing where wall surfaces had been removed. The largest bedroom, the one he was using apparently was untouched. The bed was neatly made. There were no clothes scattered around, though the hamper was brimming full.
He looked at me shyly when my eyes returned to him from the bed. I stepped into him, my hands sliding the shirt from his shoulders and arms. I reached up and kissed him, once again enjoying the feeling of my nipples pressed into his hard body. I broke the kiss and kiss his shoulder and chest as my fingers opened his belt and shorts. I looked back up as his shorts dropped off his hips to the floor.
"How about a change of scenery?" He looked at me questioningly. "In the past 24 hours you've fucked me inside and out at my place." He smiled. I kissed my way down his body until I was on my knees before him, my fingers inching his underwear down with my lips trailing behind kissing the flesh being exposed. Exposing the base of his cock I shifted to kissing and licking it, following the waistband down exposing more. It was exceedingly slow but it was having the desired effect of incredible teasing for him as his cock quickly was firming and expanding.
With his underwear on the floor, I took his cock in my mouth. After several moments, I pressed hard to take it to my throat. There was plenty of cock here to fill my mouth and most of it would be outside. Another thing I had heard about but wasn't sure was real was deep-throating. He assured me it was very real. He said some women can take incredible lengths of toys and cock into their throats. I had tried a couple times but my gag reflex was my issue. He had one simple word: practice. One word and I accepted it. One word and the implications were glaring when really considered ... like written in neon lights. This wouldn't be a weekend tryst ... we were here for the summer and the otherwise unspoken expectation was accepted by both of us.



I pressed harder, pulling back and pressing again, taking more of his length into my mouth and beyond the entrance of my throat. I was aware of exactly the location where my gag reflex would kick in. As I approached it, I focused on relaxing, thinking intently about what it might feel like with this thick cock pulsing in my throat. It seemed to work as I press further and further down his cock. But there was a moment of panic as my breathing became labored and there was no air to take in. I pulled back gasping. There was so much more available but I had done it.
With his cock hard and my chin wet with saliva from my effort, I stood while wiping my chin with the back of one hand and still holding his saliva slick cock with the other hand. I pressed my body into him and we kissed, holding his cock between our bodies.
"You don't have to do these things, Amy," he said with wonder between kisses.
I looked up at him while stroking his cock. "I want to, though. I want to give you every experience I can in return for all the experiences you're giving me."
"What I am giving you?" he exclaimed. "As I said, Amy, before yesterday morning I was jerking off to appease my desires. You've given me everything."
I smiled, "Then I want to give you more of everything."
I pushed him back to the bed. He was a smart young man. He wasn't going to continue arguing. He moved into the center of the bed and I followed to straddle him, raise his cock and sit down on it, taking his full length in one action into my very wet and ready pussy. We didn't stay in that position long, though. In this very short time, he had encouraged me to be more aggressive in what I wanted but he was still very much the lead. He eventually rolled us so he could very aggressively thrust his cock into me. My legs wrapped around his waist so I could lift my hips into his thrusts, his cock continuing to bump into me deep inside.
"Wait," I gasped. He stopped, suddenly concerned. "I want to see. Vanity." I continued through gasping breaths. "I want ... to see ... how much ... cock I am ... taking now."
He chuckled and raised his hips after I released my legs from around him. I craned my head to look down between our bodies. "Push in," I said. "Push in... as far as you can... until you bump me."
He thrust and held himself there when he impacted me inside. "Only a couple inches," he offered. I gazed up at him. It had been twice that yesterday. "Soon," he offered. "Soon you'll have all of me." There it was again. Another simple word that spoke volumes about our expectations for us. This was merely the second day into what could be a summer together.
I spent the night in the Johnson place with him and something about it made the rest of the day and night and the next morning seem more intense. He was unrelenting and somehow managed to fuck me more than he had the previous day. Two days and I had more orgasms than I had in my life otherwise. Oh ... what a summer this was going to be.
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CHAPTER 3: PREGNANT
What happened to my period? After weeks of fucking in the morning and again at night on his workdays and seemingly throughout the weekends, I had been anticipating a necessary timeout for my exceedingly regular menstrual cycle. But... it hadn't arrived. Days late, I began to worry. A week late I was worried enough that I told Ronnie I needed to be gone a few days. I had to think.
I left the cabin for the largest city in the region for a hotel I've stayed at before. It wasn't unusual and Harold certainly wouldn't be concerned if he noticed the credit card billing there. Summers at the cabin were wonderful but by myself... well, a girl needs some pampering, too. At least, that would be what I would say this time if asked. The first stop I made upon entering the city, though, was a drug store to purchase two different brands. I had lunch in the hotel restaurant, mostly to build up my courage.
Upstairs in the room, I used one test, then the other. Both gave the same result: pregnant. Both claimed to be 99% accurate. I quickly check the web, Mayo Clinic, and found it is rare for a positive result to be wrong. Pregnant. Damn... I'm pregnant. There's no rushing home to get Harold to have sex, either. This baby was black. At least the father is and most likely this baby will be given how dark Ronnie is.
I wanted a drink. I needed a drink. But... I'm pregnant. I really shouldn't drink, anymore. What am I going to do? I have to think. Do I go home and talk to Harold? Do I talk to Ronnie? I know I can't abort it. I've wanted a child for so many years and here it is, given to me. A surprise, unplanned certainly, but... but a child nonetheless. My hands were on my stomach. Right here. A child.
It took two days in that hotel, ordering only room service, avoiding everything and everyone. This was my decision I finally came to accept. It had been my decision years earlier to stop using the pill. That decision at the time had been selfish without consulting or discussing with Harold. Manipulatively, I thought if Harold ever did have sex with me that maybe I would become pregnant and I would get my child. It wasn't Harold but Ronnie but it was still only my doing even if I had completely forgotten after all this time about the lack of protection. I hadn't wanted protection and Ronnie wasn't planned, no more planned than this pregnancy.
I finally did come to conclusion. I wouldn't tell Harold. Not now, anyway. Yes, eventually I would have to but he expected me to spend the entire summer at the cabin. Telling him now or much later... what difference would it ultimately make? What would Harold's reaction be? Divorce, possibly, maybe likely. It wasn't even just fucking some man; I was carrying his child even if it wouldn't be his child, at all. Divorce? Possible. This child perhaps means more to me than Harold at this point of being ignored by him. My father had left me a trust when he died. It wasn't a huge fortune but it was plenty to carry me... and the child... if needed. I remembered he gave it to me in trust so Harold couldn't get to it. How wise it seemed now.
Ronnie. Eventually, Ronnie is going to become aware just from changes in my body but this wasn't going to be something I wanted him concerned with or feeling responsible for. This was me. I already started thinking of him as the donor, not the father. He would know by my appearance by the time I would leave the cabin after the summer, even if I stayed a little longer. I would make it clear to him, though. In the meantime, what was done is done and I would make the most of summer with him for as long as he wanted me.
I had ideas already for how to handle the pregnancy under various possible outcomes of the conversation with Harold I would manage regardless. I had no concerns about that. I wanted this baby. I would have this baby. White, black, or green, I would have this baby. This baby was mine.
* * * *
The morning after my return to the cabin I was a bit nervous. I didn't know why I was nervous. Nothing as far as Ronnie knew was different. At the routine time, I filled two mugs with coffee and walked off the deck and down onto the dock naked. I was going to pick up where we had been before I fled. I looked down the shore and smiled upon seeing the fishing boat quietly making its way along the shore under the power of the electric trolling motor.
I squatted down at the end of the dock as Ronnie coasted in and he grabbed the dock post. My knees were spread in an unladylike manner as I reached forward to hand him one of the mugs.
"Good morning, Mr. Daniels."
He smiled and his eyes were riveted between my thighs. "Good morning, Mrs. Madison. Very nice to see you, again." He still hadn't looked up. I wasn't being shy about teasing him and he wasn't about to be shy in enjoying it. I sat down on the edge and hooked his boat with my feet. Finally, he looked at me. "Everything okay?"
I smiled. Although things weren't the way I had intended them to be, I could honestly say I felt everything was indeed okay. There were going to be tense moments regardless of how Harold took the news. But that will be then and it isn't now.
We talked easily about the progress he made in the past few days. Then he blurted out, "Did you masturbate?"
I shook my head, "No, we promised not to. You?" He was the masturbator between us. He shook his head. "This should be interesting," I suggested.
He smiled lecherously, "Seeing you naked on the dock, even at a distance, got me revved up with renewed desire for you." I parted my legs, again, and he didn't miss it. He leaned toward me and slid a hand between my thighs until his fingers found my oozing pussy. I spread my legs wider, leaned back, and moaned as a finger found my hole.
He removed his hand and tied the boat to the dock post. I smiled at him, "You have time?" I asked teasingly.
"I'll make time," he replied. God... I love this eager, comfortable assumed willingness that we each are ready to fuck at any time.
He took the lead. He climbed out of the boat, helped me up, and led me to the grassy area just off the dock. He gave me a kiss and an order: "Hands and knees." I shivered with pent-up energy. I knew from experience with him this was going to be a hard, powerful fuck and it was exactly what we both probably needed. I dropped to the ground assuming the position with knees spread wide, my breasts hanging below me, and my pussy slick with my ready juices.
When I said I had to leave for a few days and convinced him I would be back and nothing was wrong, he had been the one to tease that we do not masturbate in our absence. It seemed funny at the time. It was only a few days. But even as I sat in the hotel pondering the options of my future I felt the powerful need rising within me. I had changed significantly in my time with Ronnie and that change was also reflected in my consideration of options and my ability to stand on my own with a baby if it came to that.
I felt his cock at the entrance to my pussy and I couldn't wait, I slammed back on my own down his shaft. My breast swung from my own action and I giggled. It wasn't my breasts swinging, it was the desperation I felt to be fucked. Years of not having sex with Harold and it was a regret, a loss of something that almost seemed unfamiliar. Now... Ronnie, you big cock stud... after a few days, I of him I was so needy I might have fucked the bedpost.
Ronnie slammed the rest of his cock into me and I felt his hanging balls slap me. Yes, I was taking his entire length and only the last fraction of an inch now bumped me deep inside. He leaned over me, one hand holding my hip and the other mauling a breast as he plunged his cock in with a force that caused an audible smacking of our flesh.
"Amy... I've... never... known... a woman... like you." Ughhh, was my only possible reply under his assault, his wonderful, delirious assault. "When I... thought... about you... oh oooooo... so often... I would... be... instantly... hard... painfully..."
Any more mutterings from him ended when I cried out, my pussy clenched with an iron grip around him and I skyrocketed to orgasm, my warm juices flooding him inside me. His pounding into me never stopped but for a moment of recognition and stutter in his motion. He fucked me through my orgasm, holding me tightly to his body which aided in keeping me from collapsing.
When I calmed, he pulled out completely so fast it seemed air swept inside my gasping pussy and I was sure it was spasming, flexing as if in a vain effort to locate the missing monster that is so pleasurable. My arms gave out and my breasts and face fell to the grass but he was already flipping me over to my back, throwing my legs apart, and in the process of thrusting his rigid pole back in. I cried out, again, when that penetration drove completely in with a single, powerful ravishment. My mouth opened as if to allow a rush of air to escape from that powerful penetration.
"OH... GOD... RONNIE!" I cried it out, my body bucking under him with each nearly violent crash of our bodies, my breast flying over my chest, the muscles of my thighs and hips and stomach bouncing, too. "OH... FUCK... OH, FUCK!... FUCK... ME... FOREVER!"
When it happen, it was a surprise. This was so powerful I didn't feel the subtle indications. I didn't feel the swelling or pulsing of his thick cock, I only suddenly felt the cum spraying my insides, filling my pussy. This time, even as I erupted into another orgasm, I thought of my womb, the egg already penetrated by his sperm, now being washed again by thousands more sperm on a journey for an egg that is already fertilized. I wrapped my arms around Ronnie's neck and held him tight. I'm pregnant. God, yes!
This wonderful summer was back to normal just that fast. I stood at the end of the dock, boldly naked in the morning sun before the rest of the lake, as Ronnie readied to return to the Johnson place and a day of labor.
"Can you come over for dinner tonight?" I asked standing over him. My legs were parted and I knew my pussy was still leaking his cum onto the sides of my thighs. I could feel it.
He smiled up at me, his eyes taking a long moment to be torn from gazing at my pussy leaking his cum. He smiled wider at seeing my amusement when our eyes finally met. "Yes, definitely. We might even manage to eat..."
I chuckled as he pushed away from the dock. Yes, indeed. Perhaps I should plan to keep dinner warm for a while longer tonight so we can satisfy this other hunger, first.
Our routine fell back to what it had been. I met him on the dock naked with coffee in the morning (and a fuck) and I met him naked in the evening for dinner (and at least one more fuck).
We had our favorite ways to fuck but he occasionally spiced it up with challenges like fucking me on my hands and knees or cowgirl at the end of the dock while other boats were whizzing around the lake in the early evening or weekend afternoon. His challenges generally involved some form of exposure, exhibition.
One day, he came up with a new one: bring him lunch in my boat... naked. I was to arc out into the lake before approaching the Johnson dock. I was nervous.
The Johnson boat Ronnie was using was an aluminum fishing boat with a small outboard and smaller trolling motor attached to the stern. He sat holding the tiller in the back with the heavy marine battery place toward the front with a longer lead just for balance. My boat was a fiberglass model with larger outboard capable of pulling a skier. It had a center console and moved pretty well. The motor didn't run slow enough for effective trolling speeds. It was a fun boat, not that Harold used it much. I would take it out cruising but, though skies and rope were in the shed, skiing behind it was a rare venture, especially since I was usually at the lake by myself.
I was busy making sandwiches with leftover pot-roast but was still wrestling with what he had asked. I somehow felt it was very different from walking around outside or even going out onto the dock. There I could always retreat to some protection if someone got too close. Out on the lake without any clothes...
The basket of food was on the dock and I was removing the cover from the boat, then lowered the lift so the boat was in the water. It was always awkward for me to get into the boat by myself and the idea of doing it naked and leaving the security of the property made it worse. I did it, though, using the reverse thrust to move smoothly away from the dock before shifting forward and easing the throttle up. With sunglasses on the combat the glare and nothing else but sunscreen, I looked down the shoreline making out where the Johnson dock was, then scanning the rest of the lake carefully. My deepest fear was kids out joy-riding. If I was spotted by adults, fishermen perhaps, I'd be very embarrassed; if it was kids out having fun, I'd be mortified.
I took a deep breath, shook my head to remove the negative, fearful internal thoughts, and turned the boat to the center of the lake. I pushed the throttle higher slightly and bounced over the waves caused by winds coming from the south. Maybe a storm was brewing out in the Gulf we'd need to deal with in a few days. I didn't need to look down, I could feel the effect, but I glanced down, anyway. My D-cups were bouncing vigorously with each crash over a wave. The air rushing past, largely from the speed of the boat, sent my long hair trailing behind and stiffened my nipples. There were other boats out but nothing close and the sensation I felt suddenly turned to exhilaration. Married to a conservative, Southern executive all these years had conditioned me to those attitudes in life. The swimsuits I owned were one-piece or conservative two-piece. Here I was not bothering with either. It was freeing, energizing, exciting. Ronnie was thrusting on me experiences I wouldn't have dared consider.
Ronnie was standing on the dock as I coasted up to it. He heard me out there and came to look, the smile on his face so large it might have threatened to split his face. He grabbed the bowline as I swung bumpers over the side. His fingers fumbled with the line being attached to the dock cleats as his eyes paid more attention to my swinging breasts than what he was doing with the line. I handed him the basket after securing the stern line to the dock. He placed it on the dock to assist me, pulling me into a kiss as one hand cupped a breast with all the familiarity of a lover who's been enjoying another's body daily for many weeks.
I was beginning to wonder, not negatively, if we were going to make it off the dock when he parted and pulled me behind him after grabbing the food basket. He was excited to show me what he had accomplished since my last visit. One of the bedrooms was converted into a study/office and he had completed the installation of pine paneling. Pine was the natural choice to go with the abundance of it in the forests. He was excited to show me and I was excited for him. He was a good carpenter and he rightly deserved to have pride in his work. I hugged him from the side as he explained the details of the work. His arm around me, my naked body pressed into his bare upper body, ideas of sex were pushed aside by his excitement to share this with me.
Moments after eating, though, our paper plates were dropped to the deck floor and Ronnie pressed me over the rough split log railing of the deck. Nudged my feet further apart and I eagerly complied. I wiggled my butt back and forth at him as I heard him drop his shorts to his feet. I sighed at feeling his cock head touch my oozing pussy (it always seemed to be oozing with lubrication and ready for him) and gasped at the initial penetration. He reached over the railing and under me to grasp my breasts as he first eased his cock a little deeper, then pulled back slightly before thrusting fully into me. His hips smacked my ass and I moaned. To think I only took a portion of his cock initially and now had his cock banging away in me.
I heard a boat approaching on the lake and glanced up to see a water skier being pulled directly toward the property. I glimpse peripherally, Ronnie waving at it before he pulled me upright, his cock still moving in me. He told me to wave. I numbly did.
"You... oooooo... fuck... you... know..." I gasped out not completely.
"A friend of mine. The... ugh," he grunted, "the plumber... friend."
I heard whooping and calls coming from the boat and waves from the skier. They could see us standing... see us fucking. I was too close to an orgasm to truly care, though. In fact, the added exhibitionism element at being seen fucking took me over the top. I cried out, probably loud enough to be heard.
After, sitting in his lap, he idly fondled my breast and nipple. I kissed him lightly, still calming from our joint climaxes. "They knew, didn't they? They knew to come by and look."
He pinched my nipple, the action drawing a shudder of renewed arousal... already. "Yes. I hope you don't hate me for it. You've been so responsive to adding exhibitionism... I thought it might be effective." He raised my chin with a finger and kissed me, then looked into my eyes. "I was right, too, wasn't I? It sent you over the top."
I nodded. I didn't want to admit it but it was true. There was a part of me that was nervous about what he might do next. A small part, though. The rest of me was exhilarated and anticipating.
The next thing came that weekend. Ronnie wanted to try water-skiing. He said it had been a few years since he had done it but I knew he was athletic and would catch on again quickly. Saturday afternoon and it would be a good diversion from the frantic fucking that made up our weekends. Not surprisingly, though I acted like it was, he convinced me to run the boat for him naked. I generally remained seated which didn't make my lack of covering obvious. I could easily have been in a bikini unless I directly faced someone.
We were crossing the middle of the lake and Ronnie was doing great on two skis. I spotted another boat on our right and moved to the left to allow plenty of room for us. I was putting most of my attention on Ronnie in the mirror besides checking the surrounding lake for traffic. If I had paid more attention to the other boat, I might have recognized it as the same one from the other day. Inexplicably, Ronnie fell. I powered down and turned back. I saw him holding a ski up and knew the signal that he wanted back in the boat. I threw the boat into neutral and reached over the side for the skis while forgetting about the other boat. I then threw the rope ladder over the side for Ronnie as I moved to the stern and began pulling in the tow rope. I felt the boat rock to the side as Ronnie climbed in. I was focused on coiling the tow rope on the floor to allow it to be played out without knots. It was only then that I heard the gurgle of another outboard nearby running in neutral.
I turned to find Ronnie at the side the other boat was approaching on, reaching out to keep it from bumping too hard into my boat. I was caught between a desire to somehow cover myself and get the rope out of the water so it couldn't get wrapped around one of the propellers.
When I finished, I stood with my arms over my chest which was wholly inadequate given the size of my breasts. Ronnie wasn't sympathetic. In fact, he had this all planned, anyway. Ronnie reach back and pulled me next to him as the other boat rocked next to mine. Inside were two young black men Ronnie's age. They, too, were dressed only in swimsuits and their young, toned builds were also on display. Not displayed as much as I was but being pulled in front of them basically killed any ability to hide.
He introduced the two men as friends going back to childhood. They were the guys who did plumbing and sheetrock work. As embarrassing as it was to be naked before them and obviously not their age, they made the effort to not make it any more uncomfortable than necessary but I completely understood the difficulty they had in keeping their eyes on mine. I didn't blame them and found it flattering when their eyes wandered down my body to check out the naked white woman in front of them. What talk there was revolved around teasing Ronnie.



It was a short-lived exposure, thankfully, and once back at the dock, we tied the boat up under the lift cover but didn't bother lifting it out of the water as I assumed he'd want to take me out naked again before the day was over. I strode off the dock ahead of him, suddenly spun around in front of him once touching the grass, and slapped (playfully) his shoulder.
"Honestly!?" I exclaimed. "You planned that, didn't you? You planned your friends meeting us out there. You planned on them seeing me naked." I turned away and turned back to him. He didn't know if I was really mad or not. "It's one thing for exhibitionism at a distance... but bringing your friends up close?"
He looked properly humbled but added in his defense, "I'm sorry, Amy. I didn't mean to offend you or embarrass you too much. It's just... it's just that you've responded with such excitement, arousal the other times."
"Damn you, Ronnie..." I said as I crashed into him, wrapping one arm around his neck and the other pressing into the top of his swimsuit to grasp his flaccid cock. His cock didn't remain flaccid long. My breasts pressed into his bare chest, "What are you doing to me, Ronnie? You do these things... lewd things, rude things, embarrassing things... but you're right, they excite me, arouse me. I can't help myself, anymore."
I removed my hand and add the other to open and release his wet suit. I slip his hardening cock between my thighs and begin stroking it with my ready pussy lips. I raised up on my toes and he took the hint, grabbed me by the waist, and together I hopped and he lifted. I wrapped my legs around his waist, reached around, and aligned his cock to my hole. He eased me down over it. We both moaned.
I kissed him, then held his gaze, "Don't you dare think of me like your slut." I used my arms around his neck to rise and settle back down. "All of this excites me beyond my understanding, but I couldn't stand it, Ronnie, if you thought of me like that."
"Oh, God, no," he responded quickly as he thrust up with his hips. "Amy, no! You said you wanted to experience everything you've missed and you've been turned on by each thing so I keep ramping it up." Weird... he looked so chastised, yet he continued to fuck me standing up. "I'll stop. No more."
I stopped my movement. "Don't you dare! I love this. Your challenges and outrageous ideas have me horny all day when we're apart. I just need your respect."
After everything, I've experienced so much with him... and it has blown my perception of what sex could be like... he fucked me with energy and strength of purpose I was startled by. Startled but taken to another overwhelming orgasm.
"So... you really found it arousing to be exposed to my friends? Embarrassing but arousing?"
Ronnie had carried me to the deck still anchored on him by his cock. On the deck, he sat on an armless rocking chair I leave out when it doesn't look like rain. He was casually rocking back and forth as I sat in his lap with his cock still stuffed up my pussy. The rocking had the delightful effect of keeping him from going completely soft and keeping me aroused.
I nodded. "I admit it. I don't understand it, but I admit it. Being exhibited to two men I didn't know should be negative, humiliating. Definitely not what a good conservatively raise woman should feel, I don't think." I leaned toward him, the chair rocked and his cock moved inside me. "You've caused a change in me, nasty man."
"Says the woman who can't seem to keep my cock out of her pussy or mouth."
We both laughed. True enough.
His fingers took my nipples and squeezed. I flinched slightly to the delicious small pain. He was thinking. Now what I wondered. Finally, he looked me in the eyes as his hands massaged my breasts and nipples. "Have you ever... thought about... imagined... wondered about..." He paused as if building the nerve. This was another step and after my reaction after what just happened he was reconsidering. To encourage him, I squeezed with my pussy muscles. He felt it and smiled. "What about multiple men?"
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CHAPTER 4: MORE GUYS
Ronnie had carried me to the deck still anchored on him by his cock. On the deck, he sat on an armless rocking chair I leave out when it doesn't look like rain. He was casually rocking back and forth as I sat in his lap with his cock still stuffed up my pussy. The rocking had the delightful effect of keeping him from going completely soft and keeping me aroused.
His fingers took my nipples and squeezed. I flinched slightly to the delicious small pain. He was thinking. Now what I wondered. Finally, he looked me in the eyes as his hands massaged my breasts and nipples. "Have you ever... thought about... imagined... wondered about..." He paused as if building the nerve. This was another step and he was wondering. To encourage him, I squeezed with my pussy muscles. He felt it and smiled. "What about multiple men?"
There it was. He had shown me to his friends, now he was imagining sharing me. I stopped the rocker and searched his eyes. Was he serious or was he teasing me to shock me? I felt his cock grow inside my pussy, felt it lengthen, felt it thicken. What an amazing feeling to have a cock inside you and have it big enough that you can feel it change as the man it is attached to becomes aroused. Of course... that very arousal means the idea of sharing me with his friends does excite him. It's more than a tease, then.
I clench my pussy around his growing cock. "Why would you want to have other men... fuck me?"
He kissed my nipples, then, "You're an amazing woman, Amy. You're excited by new things and experiences. This woman you are now after this summer... this woman was always inside you, just held back, trapped, imprisoned by expectations and societal convention. You've tried so much and loved it all, every new step. This is another progression... from weekends of fucking the same man to more fucking in shorter time frames."
I released my resistance to rocking and raised up and dropped back down to add to the motion. Yes... the idea excited me, too. Why? For the very reason he just explained, I suppose. A natural progression to everything else that I've allowed to happen... wanted to happen.
I clenched around his cock as I raised to the very tip of the head and slammed back down, smacking his thighs at the bottom. He groaned but continued to watch my facial reaction. My body was answering but he was wanting more. I appreciated that about him. Yes, he pushed sometimes when I wasn't prepared like exposing me to his friends in the boat but he had us separated and me safe. I leaned down, my hips still moving on him, his cock again rigid inside me, my pussy a swamp of new lubrication and spent cum.
"They... if we... do this... your friends... they... will be... respectful? They... won't treat... me like... a slut?"
He took my face in his hands and kissed me, then peering into my eyes, "They will... ugh... treat you... as someone... important to me... someone I respect and... lo... hmm... care about... tremendously."
God... he almost said the word I've been fighting to hold back myself. Before the summer is over, I can do this for him, for myself before all this ends.
Over the following days, we talked about it much more. We talked without his cock being inside me, without the possibility of our fucking influencing the discussion. That qualification of how we approached the final decision was as much him as me, another indication to me as to just how much his attitude about me was so much more than merely being a fuck-buddy.
We settled on a weekday evening. Ronnie would coordinate that both of them were assisting him on the same day. I would show up with a picnic-type dinner, Ronnie would be sure to have beer available. Ronnie's thought was the weekday evening managed the time better to eliminate a potential expectation of the activity going beyond my comfort range. I appreciated that, too. Then he added, a twinkle in his eyes, that I show up by boat and naked. I was almost always naked here at the cabin and it had extended to trips out in the boat. It seemed the only time I had clothes on anymore was when I left the property for shopping. I agreed. Another nervous thing but an exciting thing. If I was going to fuck them, why not show up naked?
On the appointed day, I busied myself with cooking so I wouldn't dwell too hard on what I was about to do: the wife of a conservative Southern business executive fucking three black men. Figuring all men like fried chicken, I prepared a pile of it after running into town (moments of wearing clothes). To go with the chicken, I peeled and boiled potatoes for potato salad and baked some cornbread. That should keep their fingers active with something other than my body.
I had the boat tied alongside the dock, placed two cardboard boxes of food on the floor of the seating area in front of the console, and stood on the dock giving this one more thought. It barely occurred to me any longer that I stood exposed, naked on the dock as there were likely only a few fishermen on the lake during the week. Still, I was naked, and the breeze blowing humid air over my body reminded me of that fact. Not only naked, though, about to take another huge step in sexual experience. My... what a summer this has been. And pregnant. I hated for the summer to end for what I had waiting for me when I returned to Harold and the conversation waiting for me there. That was then, though, and this was now. I carefully stepped into the boat, released the stern line, then moved to the bow where I released that line and pushed back, out, and away from the dock. I turned the ignition, heard the soft gurgle, used reverse, then turned the wheel as I set it forward, increasing the throttle slowly.
A short distance from the dock, I turned the wheel again to make a deep loop into the lake before heading for the Johnson place. If he was watching, Ronnie would be pleased.
Approaching the Johnson dock I reversed the motor to slow my approach and quickly dropped the bumpers over the side, bow, and stern. The sound brought Ronnie out first, then the other two. Ronnie was jogging down the path to the dock as the other two stood on the deck. He tied off the front line, then moved to the stern as I held the boat close.
"You did it," he said as he passed me to the stern, "I was expecting you might decide not to."
I looked to the cabin as I stood to hand the boxes of food up to him. "I figured, if I was intending to fuck them, anyway... what the hell..." He laughed and waved the other two guys down.
I had one foot in the boat and the other on the dock as Ronnie held my hand for support when the guys arrived. With my legs open and my breasts hanging below me, I heard a muttered, "God damn" with their first confirmed recognition of my nakedness.
The boxes sat between us as Ronnie re-introduced us. It was an awkward moment. I was naked, they were bare-chested, and they didn't understand why. I stepped over the boxes and bravely gave each a full hug and a short kiss on the lips. They moaned at the feel of my naked body pressing into them, making sure to press my groin into theirs in the process. Despite my initiating the hug and being naked they didn't seem to know what to do with their hands, maybe especially with Ronnie being there and not understanding why Ronnie was so casual with the woman he's spent the summer with flaunting her body.
Ronnie laughed at the apparent awkwardness, told them this was all planned and we were going to have a very enjoyable evening after eating. I blushed profusely as he came up behind me, pulled me to his body, and fondled one breast while slipping the other down my abdomen. I parted my legs slightly as a finger pressed down to stroke my clit and pussy. Two sets of eyes watched intently and it was a long moment before they rose to verify the reaction on my face. Aside from the blush, what they found reflected there was arousal and acceptance.
The eating was primal. The conversation was stilted. They were all obviously extremely hungry but their minds were solidly fixed on what Ronnie had said about having an enjoyable evening. My being there naked allowed only one possibility to them. It took a while before I stopped blushing. My mind was preoccupied, too. With the coming evening certainly, there was security in only one man but I trusted Ronnie.
Eating was a frenzy; cleanup was merely throwing everything back into the boxes. Ronnie took my hand and stood me up. Again, Ronnie openly fondled my naked body in front of his friends. He clarified the obvious and I reached a height of arousal that was again new.
Ronnie whispered in my ear. I blushed, again, as the exact moment arrived and he was asking me to initiate it. My own hand unconsciously rose to fondle the other breast, I fixed my eyes on each of the other men, then turned, stepped to the railing, and bent over it, my feet spread wide. Not another word was said, though there was plenty of sounds: gasps at the final acceptance of the evening seeing my invitation, chairs being scraped on the wood floor as they rose, buckles and zippers opening and falling to the floor. Ronnie appeared next to me, his hand stroking my back, his head straining around to kiss me. I turned to receive his kiss as one of the men pressed a hard cock to my pussy. I groaned into Ronnie's mouth as the head of another sizable black cock opened my lips and pressed inside. Another hand grasped a hanging, swinging breast as Ronnie penetrated my mouth with his tongue and the cock in my pussy pulled and pressed until I felt his hips against my ass and it moving deep inside.
I moaned. I gasped. I sighed. I broke the kiss and hung my head over the side of the railing. I didn't know which of the other two men was inside me and that sent a shiver through, too. I was being fucked aggressively and I didn't know who it was. I only knew it wasn't Ronnie, the only other man I had ever had sex with besides my husband, the man who impregnated me, the man I was consumed physically and emotionally with. How would I give him up? There was no choice in that matter. For now, though, all I wanted was to experience yet another level of sexual high.
After both men had fucked me from behind, dumped their cum in me, and brought me to two wonderful orgasms, Ronnie turned me and led me to a chair where he sat, turned me to face the others, and sat me down on his cock. My legs were outside his, the view of his black cock disappearing into my white pussy unobstructed. They had taken fresh bottles of beer and sat fixated by the scene before them, a scene more obscene and blatant than they could pay to view at the most liberal strip joint. They watched and I watch them, my arousal and stimulation rising by the performance I was shamelessly giving. Ronnie wasn't fucking me; I was using his long cock to fuck as I rose to the top of his glistening black pole only to slam back down the full length. The intense look of their eyes on what I was doing, the cock showing and disappearing, my breast bouncing and swaying, my mouth uttering words I never use surrounded by moans and sighs, all combined with the physical stimulation of Ronnie's big cock stretching and filling me to bring me to a third glorious orgasm.
I fell back against Ronnie's body, his hands around me for support as I allowed my body to completely sag held not only by his hands but his cock, and my legs still lewdly spread outside his. My slowly focusing eyes fixed on the two men in front of us. I gave them smiles and my own eyes lighted on their now mostly flaccid cocks between their casually splayed legs. Not quite as large as Ronnie, they would certainly qualify for big black cocks and similarly thick. I had just been fucked by three unusually large black cocks and none of us looked like we were done. Maybe a short rest for me.
One of the guys offered me a beer. I almost reached for it but remembered. Pregnant equals no alcohol. I asked for water, not having any desire to lift myself off the cock inside me.
It wasn't very long, though, before one of the guys stood, took my hand, and pulled me off Ronnie's softened cock. Even softened his cock was long enough to remain inside me and, when it slid out, a long stream of cum from the three of them followed. The sight should have been embarrassing, instead, it was stimulating.
We moved inside to the bedroom where I knelt with three black cocks around me. I moved from one cock to the next, licking and sucking not only the flesh but the combination of spent semen and juice from each. A shiver went through me with the conscious recognition of the slight taste difference between them. I was very used to effectively cleaning Ronnie's cock of our climaxes while working his cock hard for another fuck. Tasting three different men was new and extremely erotic.
It didn't take much effort on my part to have them hard, again. I was moved onto the bed on my back where I eagerly opened my legs wide in an invitation to whichever man might take the initiative first. It wasn't Ronnie but he was next to my head with his cock touching my cheek. I turned my head with an open mouth and he pressed into it. Soon, I felt another cock on my other cheek. I released Ronnie and turned my head with an open mouth to welcome this other cock. It continued this way, back and forth, while the third man fucked me vigorously.
When cock and pussy mutually climaxed, Ronnie turned me and raised my hips. This was familiar and I got my knees underneath me as Ronnie plunged mightily with his long pole into me. Before me were two cock, hard and waiting for my mouth to open which it did as I gasped at Ronnie's powerful thrust. The cock that entered had fresh cum on it and I greedily sucked it off, taking the cock deep into my mouth and throat.
"Damn... I'm... she's... I'm in her throat," he stuttered out between gasps.
The cocks switched in my mouth, this one thrusting in. I was prepared and opened my throat to his efforts. I played with my throat muscles around him and received deep groans, moans, and grunts as he essentially began fucking my throat. This was slightly new. I had fucked Ronnie down my throat but this one was not controlled by me. Nonetheless, he was considerate, giving me ample time to get breaths between deep penetrations. When I felt him pulse in my throat, I pulled back to have my mouth filled to overflowing with cum. My resulting orgasm caused my pussy to spasm around Ronnie which brought him to climax, too.
I collapsed on my stomach, Ronnie's cock slipping out of my swampy hole. I received multiple kisses on my head, shoulders, and back, and expressions of thanks and gratitude. I felt the bed moving and someone settling down alongside me. I opened my eyes to find Ronnie. He kissed my nose which felt exceedingly loving and reassuring. I shifted enough to drape an arm and leg over him.
"What's happening," I mumbled with an awareness that we seemed to be alone.
"I called it a night. It's well into dusk and will be dark soon. You still have to motor back down to your place."
I raised my head to focus on him better. "Do I have to?" He smiled. He had spent weekends with me at my cabin where I felt secure. "Go see your friends off. Put the remaining food in the refrigerator, then come back to bed."
"Yes, ma'am." The 'ma'am' was a tease but he moved quickly to comply. We fucked twice more that night between periods of sleep before the sun came up. I declined breakfast in the morning, choosing to be in the boat and gone before the other guys arrived for the new day's labors. I figured it would be easier for all of us. I knew it would be for me. It was an amazing night of debauchery but I knew embarrassment would surface if I were to face them in the new day.
We were on my deck in the rocking chair after dinner and our second fuck of the evening, the first after dinner. I was sitting facing him, his wonderful cock still deep inside me, my body resting on his, my head on his shoulder. He softly rocked us back and forth, that simple action moving his cock inside my pussy to keep us just aroused enough that recovery was only a pause before taking up another position. He has teased me that I am insatiable. Of course, I can legitimately give him the same tease back.
His fingers lightly stroked from my ass cheeks to my neck. I could have purred (if I could) at the sensual feel of his fingers on my skin with his cock gently moving inside me.
"When do you have to leave, Amy?" he muttered in my ear.
It was a question we'd avoided successfully but summer was coming to an end. Evidence was everywhere with back-to-school sales and surrounding cabins being used less and less even on weekends. It was a conversation I had dreaded because it also signified a much more difficult, tense, and probably anger-filled confrontation to come when I returned home and confessed my pregnancy.
"A couple weeks. There's no firm time but there is something that needs my presence at home."
"I'm sure," he mumbled. "Home."
I raised up and looked into his eyes, holding his gaze with mine. "Ronnie, you've given me the most wonderful gift I've yearned for since getting married." Damn! His eyes reflected confusion. Yearned for? Why did you admit that? As far as he knows, he gave sex and friendship and he knows by my admission I was too naive to have yearned for anything. "I won't forget you or this summer, Ronnie." I mashed a kiss and ground my pussy over his cock. Divert him.
I could tell my belly was rounder. If he noticed, he had been a gentleman and assuming a little weight gain didn't mention it. Soon, it would become more pronounced.
"You've shown me such wonderful sexual things," I blurted while still trying to divert his thinking about my saying too much. I was blushing, again. I had his cock in my pussy, naked on the deck, but I was about to ask him. "Is there one more thing I could experience?"
Mission success. He was definitely diverted. He smiled that lecherous smile that told me he was thinking something I might never have dreamed of doing. I've seen that smile a lot over the summer.
He chuckled. "There is something I'd love to try. My first time, too." I raised up and dropped back down, the action causing the rocker to move adding that feel, too. "Anal." I pulled my head from his shoulder and stared at him. "Everything you experienced with willingness and eagerness, all of it has been outside your experience or consideration before. Everything but missionary, that is. Anal, it's one of those taboos, isn't it? Like fucking a black man?"
"You know I don't feel that way and never did," I replied defensively.
"I know you didn't," he responded and adding a quick kiss on my lips. "But... I bet your Harold does."
Wow, did he plan that? What a sneaky maneuver to getting me to agree...
It didn't happen immediately. No way was I about to try to get his pole to be the first into my tight hole. Instead, the next morning he had a shopping bag for me when he arrived by boat as he had been doing every morning since the first time. And, like most of those other times, I was naked on the dock waiting with coffee for us to share. I tied the bowline to a dock cleat and he joined me sitting on the end of the dock, our feet dangling in the still, cold water of morning.
I put down my mug and opened the bag. I didn't even know where in the region he might have had to go last night to find these things. He nudged me with his shoulder and suggested it might be easier to go at my own pace by myself. Inside the bag were three sex toys and a tube. The tube was sex-lubrication. The sex toys were anal beads that progressively got bigger, a vibrating dildo (half the width of his cock), and a butt-plug that looked huge. All were in wrappings.
We didn't even fuck that morning. It wasn't anything either of us indicated a lack of interest for. God... since the first fuck, my desire for more of his cock has been consuming and led me to every new thing that has brought us to try this. Anal. It seemed, on its face, absurd that his pole could fit inside my asshole much less be pleasurable, at least for me. He professed it would also be his first time but he was so confident and my trust in him was complete.



I was still sitting on the end of the dock fingering the items and considering their use as he puttered back to the Johnson place when my situation hit me. I did. My trust in Ronnie after only the summer months was utterly complete. I always knew, regardless of what he suggested or what we tried, he had me, he had me safe, and he wouldn't let anything harm me. And I was leaving that; I was leaving him in only weeks. For what? He wouldn't be there to protect me but it had to be done, regardless of the outcome. These last weeks weighed on me and I fought to keep it from Ronnie. I chuckled to myself. As he'd taken care of me, I was protecting him from my fears and turmoil. No matter what happened after these last few weeks, at least I could give Ronnie this last thing, this last experience, and share it with him. That was my drive. With the new sun warming my bare back, I was determined to prepare my asshole for his monster cock to fuck it.
That was how I spent hours the following few days. In between preparing to leave the cabin, possibly never to see it again, and the normal activities, I quickly established a routine of progression from anal beads to a dildo. Late the second day I set the lubricated plug on a wooden chair on the deck, lubricated my asshole, and began sitting down over it. This was different, very different from the other toys. The end quickly increased in diameter to large before suddenly narrowing. Getting that large portion inside would be an effort but after my sphincter closed around the narrow end might require more to remove it.
I had taken the anal beads to the largest ball and the feel of the smaller balls so far up my anal passage turned out to be amazing. I wouldn't have believed that stimulation of my ass would be pleasurable but it was. The dildo, much smaller than Ronnie, was also comfortable... relatively. As I pressed down on the plug and my asshole began to stretch and open, the efforts with the other toys had prepared me well. I gritted my teeth as I pressed down to take the wider portion and despite a feeling of potential tearing I was now confident there wouldn't be any. I gasped out a breath I hadn't realized I was holding when the bulb popped inside and I was sitting on the wood seat of the chair. I glimpsed the rocker where Ronnie and I had enjoyed fucks, rose awkwardly and sat in that chair. The rocking motion with my filled ass was amazing. The plug rubbed a spot inside next to my vagina and a shiver shot through me. For some reason I always thought that vaginal insertion was required for orgasm but Ronnie had shown me through oral alone that wasn't true. Could only anal stimulation produce an orgasm? Was that a thing?
The phone rang inside. I rose and walked awkwardly, slightly bow-legged, to reach it in the kitchen. The attorney I had contacted. I heard she was a pit bull in a divorce case and some speculated she might just hate men. I wasn't sure I would need a lawyer but I was afraid I might. I was shocked that she had done research on Harold already and would be doing more. She didn't even know if I would be retaining her, yet. She told me to consider, seriously consider, what I would like for the divorce. For the divorce? She had chuckled, she told me he would only THINK he is in control but she assured me I was. I didn't understand how that could be. I was the unfaithful one, the one who took a lover and ended up pregnant. How did that put me in control? When I hung up, I shrugged it off. She was a contingency, only. I returned to doing what I needed to do, my ass filled with a rubber plug. And enjoying it immensely.
I had taken the plug out after a while but noticed it was getting close to the time when Ronnie might be quitting for the day. I washed all the toys after removing them so I reapplied lubrication to the plug before propping it against the seat of a chair to press it back inside. Then, I anxiously anticipated the sound of an outboard that would announce his approach.
I found walking quickly with the plug in my ass a very strange and still erotic feeling. I arrived onto the dock as he coasted to it. He never failed to admire my naked body and it was another of the things about him that continuously pleased me. After all this time naked with him, he never took it for granted and always gave me the impression of enjoying it.
I tied off the bowline as he grabbed the edge of the dock to step onto it. I stood before him with a huge smile on my face.
"You look pleased about something," he commented.
I nodded hard enough my breasts jiggled which he also enjoyed. "Yes... I have something for you to enjoy." He asked what and I turned around and bent over at the waist and peered around at him. He gasped and stared. "Take it out, Ronnie. I want to feel you in me there. I'm well lubed so just take me how you want to." He hesitated. "We've fucked here before."
I dropped to my hands and knees wiggling my ass back and forth. I heard his shorts drop to the wood planks of the dock, then felt his fingers grasping the protruding end of the plug. I sucked in a breath as he began to tug. I moaned at the feeling of being stretched open as the plug slowly began coming out. I used the strong muscles of my ass to assist and finally felt the widest part of the plug pass and the sphincter closing and pushing the rest out. There was a slight breeze off the lake and I felt it inside my ass proving how gaping the hole must be. I knew it would close quickly but it was now pliable and Ronnie wasn't going to hesitate any longer.
Before I could even glance over my shoulder to encourage him, I felt his cock at the gaping hole. His cock slid in and I felt my ass close around the new intrusion. After the plug, this was a wonderful filling as he slowly moved to press more and more of his big cock up my ass until I felt his heavy ball sack smack my empty pussy. I was moaning like crazy. I wouldn't have believed his massive black pole could fit inside but it was and I was loving it.
My ass clenched tightly around his cock and he groaned. I was sighing and gasping and moaning for us to form an erotic chorus. I pushed back and he thrust forward, our bodies smacking together. He held my hips to pull and thrust at the same time while I added even more effort of my own. The result was a pounding like none I had before. The idea of this had us both supercharged in anticipation and the reality was beyond what I, at least, expected.
I felt him swell and pulse and my ass responded by clamping down harder. He spewed cum in huge volumes or, at least, it felt like it. Only a moment after his first spurt of cum I orgasmed, too. I knew I would. I just knew I was anal orgasmic, too.
Ronnie slowly pulled out and we collapsed to our backs side-by-side on the dock. Both of us breathing heavily and sweating under the early evening sun, I could care less if someone was out on the lake.
"My God, Amy. You orgasmed without other stimulation."
I rolled to my side and rested my head on his shoulder. "I noticed," I giggled. "Thank you, Ronnie. That was amazing."
We had only days left in the summer. I honestly wondered how I was going to handle not having Ronnie to rely on. It wasn't just the sex as it turned out. He was someone very special, someone I truly trusted in every way. In those last days, I came to realize I never had such a person in my life. And, in only days, I wouldn't again.
We agreed this would be our last night. It was still a few days before the end of the week I had set for leaving and when Mr. Carlson would come to close the cabin up for me. I wondered if I'd ever see the place, again. But, tomorrow would be the day when the Johnson's arrived to do a walk-through inspection of Ronnie's summer efforts. It had been 'our' way that Ronnie show up by boat. It seemed a fitting conclusion to our summer with this night the last that would be possible.
Our last night. An old-recipe chicken pot pie is sitting in the cooling oven untouched. As if we both strove to relive wonderful moments of the summer, we've not stopped fucking since he arrived by boat for the last time. I met him on the dock naked more than a little nervous about the increasing but still slight swell of my belly. He clamored out of the boat, we hugged and kissed in plain view for long minutes before he guided me to the dock planks and fucked me missionary. That first fuck of the evening encapsulated everything built up inside us ready to explode and our orgasms did just that. I cried out loudly and he grunted in a mutual release.
After our release, after his cum washed my pussy for what seemed like the millionth time this summer, he was leaned over me slowly moving his still hard cock in and out in short strokes while my pussy flexed around it as if our very bodies were communicating what we didn't dare say to each other.
Impossibly, his cock didn't seem to completely soften or I refused to allow it to as I continually stroked it by hand or mouth and tongue. We seemed to be on a one-night journey of remembrance through position after position, room after room re-experiencing what Ronnie had opened me to through the summer.
Fittingly, it had all led to this moment when he really should be gone as it was very late and dark with no moon to assist him down along the shore to the Johnson place. But this was our last time, the last thing, the last experience. Anal. I was on my back in bed. This was actually new; we hadn't done it this way. He flipped the tube of lubrication to the side after preparing his cock and my asshole. I shivered, as I usually did, at the touch of his lubed finger at my clenched asshole. It was exciting and taboo every time.
He lifted my knees and pressed them to my chest, presenting my pussy and asshole clearly to him. He pressed his lubed cock head at my puckered hole and pressed harder. Having been opened regularly, it seemed, since that first time, either by cock or toy in anticipation of him, the tight hole opened grudgingly at first with tension but accepted the intrusion without significant pain. He paused, as he always did, when the head penetrated, allowing the sphincter to adjust to the stretch. Then, he pressed deeper and deeper, pulling back and pressing. This position was fascinating for me as I could actually watch it sink deeper and deeper, his black pole into my white body just as into my pussy. Soon he was thrusting deep and hard into my ass. The fingers of one hand began playing over my pussy and clit, one suddenly thrust into my dripping pussy, then a second. Then he suddenly stopped. He leaned to the side and stretched for the bedside drawer but couldn't reach it.
I watched him puzzled, then frustrated when he completely pulled out of my ass, the muscles clamped around him tightly as if my ass was attempting to refuse his leaving. Leave he did, though. This allowed him to reach the drawer and he came back holding the dildo. I was confused. Surely, he wasn't going to fuck with that when he had a hard cock.
He easily re-inserted his cock into my ass, pressing my knees back to my breasts. Then, with a devilish look, he turned on the dildo and lightly pressed it to my wet and ready pussy. As he braced himself with one hand and flexed his hips to thrust in and out of my ass, he used the other to slide the vibrating tip of the dildo over my lips and very engorged and sensitive clit. I moaned sharply at the first touch of it to my clit and gasped even more sharply when the tip left my clit after several moments and was abruptly thrust into my pussy and slid along his cock in the next chamber. Pulling it back, he pressed the tip up as he brought it to the front where he held it for a long moment as I shook and cried out in a tremendous anal-vaginal-g-spot induced orgasm.
He left the dildo inside me gently humming as he very slowly moved his cock in my ass. My eyes slowly refocused as my breathing evened. He was bracing himself over me with both hands on the bed, the dildo shoved deep inside me and remaining despite the continued spasming, opening, and closing in the final moments of orgasmic recovery.
"I thought about... suggesting a... double penetration," he softly said into my face between kisses, "but didn't want... to share you... in the last days we had."
I reached up and held his face and kissed him with all the passion consuming me. "Is... is that... what it's like?"
He smiled, "Without the vibration." I laughed with him
I felt his cock pulse inside me. The vibrator left humming alongside his cock had to be over-stimulating him. "I want you to cum. I want your cum in my ass, again, Ronnie."
He adjusted his support and turned the dildo to the highest setting and shoved it deep inside me. He gave me a look. I was going to cum, again, that was his plan.
It was truly mind-blowing. I thought the high setting could be too much, too distracting but it wasn't. Not like this. He left the dildo alone and focused on powerfully thrusting into my ass. His thrusting with his pelvis striking the protruding dildo move it randomly inside me, often pressing high toward my clit and connected g-spot, sometimes low along his cock, sometimes just deep inside. Our climaxes, when they came, were joint and beyond wonderful. My body quaked and shivered. My pussy and asshole spasmed and clenched hard around the real and artificial phallus inside.
I couldn't bear to accompany Ronnie to the dock this last time. I remained in bed as he sought his discarded clothes and dressed. Several times he seems to notice my slightly swelling belly, but he doesn't say anything. He merely places his hand on my belly, opens his mouth slightly before kissing me, his eyes searching as if willing me to say something. I had decided a long time ago not to.
Now to face Harold and say the things that will likely, one way or another, change my life.
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CHAPTER 5: DIVORCED
It wasn't quite a month since I left the cabin to return home. Now I find myself standing amid rooms of boxes in the very same cabin which will now be my home. In truth, it had always been more than a traditional cabin as people think of them. Though relatively small compared to homes in town, it was insulated well enough for the Mississippi winters which were short-lived in terms of bad weather. Mr. Carlson, of course, had been surprised by my call to reopen it. He asked if I wanted the boat out and I decided, yes, there were plenty of warm days and some hot in the months to come.
I did confess to Harold, though I might have lied considerably when I allowed him to believe my pregnancy was the result of a single encounter. It really didn't matter ultimately to him, though. One night or more, his reaction was predictable, especially that it had been a black man and I carried a black baby inside me. The only thing that kept him from throwing me to the curb was the very thing my pit-bull attorney predicted: he couldn't tolerate the idea of societal rumor and scandal. I was moved into a spare bedroom and limited my contact with friends and associates. A story had to be developed that would be acceptable and his focus was on threatening me sufficiently that a mutual divorce agreement would leave me little.
The story was that we had grown apart. My spending summers alone at the lake would be sufficient proof of that. I would leave the city to live elsewhere, only to return for a shopping sort of visit but not to visit friends. My attorney asked me what I wanted from the divorce if I controlled it. It had seemed like a silly question. She persisted. I listed the cabin and everything there, my car, all my personal things, including some artworks and furnishings I collected, and 25% of everything else. I thought 25% was outrageous given the situation. She insisted on 50%.
The attorney negotiation began in earnest with mine indicating very convincingly that I was willing to take the divorce to contested status and allow it to be public fodder for consumption. I wasn't. I just wanted to get on with life. I had my father's trust waiting and it would get me started. I might need to get a job but it could work. In the end, an uncontested agreement was reached at 35% plus generous legal expenses. Harold jumped at taking the 35% and I was happy to be done with it.
We were now in the 60 days waiting period by Mississippi law for uncontested divorces. I had done the math. After three months of the summer, one month of attorneys, and two months of waiting, I would have a bit more than three months remaining. It seemed impossible that it had come crashing down so quickly and completely. I was, essentially, already an unmarried woman preparing to give birth to a man's baby whose life I had no intention of complicating.
There were small towns scattered around the lakes region and a mid-sized city. I purposely did my shopping in a town in the opposite direction from where I knew Ronnie lived and did much of his work. It wasn't so much I was hiding from him as I had made my decision not to involve him. I knew he would feel responsible and bound by his code to take care of me. He had been raised by a single mother after his father left. He had committed never to repeat that life mistake. I respected that and it reflected on the man he was. He was young, though, and his life shouldn't be hijacked by my mistake.
I had asked Mr. Carlson about someone with a rototiller and compost. I wanted to have a large vegetable garden and wanted to start preparing the ground for the planting whenever appropriate. I woke the following day with the first light in a bit of a daze. I staggered into the kitchen to flip the coffee maker switch and leaned against the counter hoping I didn't fall asleep and smash into the surface. I took a mug of coffee out to the deck, sat in the rocker, and was flooded with memories. The rocker, of course, brought to the surface eroticism I had tried to keep tamped down. I also realized in the cool early morning air that I was naked. I had spent the majority of my time over the summer naked but I had tried to ignore that. That, apparently, was as impossible as holding back the erotic memories.
Through my second and third mugs of coffee... why? Why ignore or pretend? Why ignore and push away the best, most wonderful, and most exciting period of my life? With summer over, the lake was quieter than ever before. I really hadn't spent much time here other than the summer months but I liked the quiet and the peace. The deep South falls and springs were still warm to hot and many winter days are too. I decided then and there I would live the way I wanted to create it. If I wanted to be a nudist like I was in the summer, what was to stop me.
I may have looked like a sight but the idea was not to be seen. I used an old, rusted wheelbarrow I found deep in the shed to haul loads of compost into the freshly turned garden for spreading to seep in during the winter rains. I had laid out a grid of stakes indicating pathways between rows and sections that allowed reaching in for working without stepping on the sections for growing. I was wearing old rubber boots on my feet to assist in pushing the shovel into the ground, canvas gloves a size too big on my hands to ward off blisters, and a floppy hat over my head, my hair tied in a pony-tail. That was it. Otherwise, I was naked. And, it felt wonderful, free, and right.
I was deep in thoughts, memories actually. I could not forget Ronnie. Everything was Ronnie. I touched my stomach to feel the pronounced swell that was quickly turning into the 'bump' and my heart would swell. There were times when I just knew I would hear the boat coming down the lake and I had waited too long to be cleaned up and ready for him. But I shouldn't involve him. It wouldn't be fair for him to feel he should change his life for an older woman with a baby when he was so young and filled with his dreams for work and life.
I was on my knees in the garden and carefully spreading seeds for carrots, lettuce, and cabbage. The work and the thoughts prove to be too distracting. When the sound of tires on gravel finally penetrates my awareness, it is already near the front. Not only am I naked but I confidently did not bring a cover should something like this happen. I walked quickly to the corner and peeked over the deck at a very familiar older Ford F150 pickup truck.
"So, it's true," he said when I walked around the corner. He was looking directly at my belly. "You are pregnant." He finally looked up at me. "It's mine, isn't it? Why didn't you tell me, Amy? Didn't I deserve to know?"
I nodded. "I didn't want to ruin your life, Ronnie." I stepped up within arm's length to him. He saw my swollen belly, not my nakedness. There was no arousal at the moment. "Yes," I continued with placing my hand over my belly, "this is you but the mistake was mine, not yours. You have your own life to look forward to, you don't need to be burdened with this, too. I'll... we'll... be fine. I have some resources."
"Mistake?" He seemed to have keyed on that one word. "Is this a mistake?"
I smiled, stepped up to him, and put a palm against his cheek. "Oh, God, no! It was unintentional, Ronnie, but not a mistake. From the moment I was sure, I was also sure I wanted this baby. Remember, I told you I always wanted to be a mother. You've given me that but you don't need to give me, us, anything more."
He closed the remaining gap between us and pulled me into an embrace. And it all came rushing back. All the emotions, all the feelings of comfort and security, all the absolute knowledge deep in my being that his arms were where I belonged.
He took the hat off and kissed the top of my head. "You don't know after all this time how much I love you, how much I ached that you would be going back to him, how much I dreamed of you staying here?" I knew. I knew it all because I had felt all of that, too.
We sat on the deck and talked. I spilled it all to him and he patiently listened and absorbed. I remained naked, he remained dressed. Even as I got up to get snacks and drinks periodically it was the most natural thing that could be. Like the past summer, I was naked without it always being erotic. Like the weekends when we were both naked for stretches of just being together, talking, cleaning, whatever.
I explained what had happened with Harold and that the cabin was now going to be my home. What a perfect place to raise a child, he commented. He explained one of his friends had seen me shopping and, embarrassed, suggested I might be pregnant.
Ronnie said he wanted to formally date me, court me. I got up from my chair and sat across his lap. I took his hand and put it on my belly. "We are way past that stage, lover." I looked into his eyes and gave him a kiss on the lips. His eyes shone bright and I kissed him harder. His hand remained to stroke my belly for a moment before rising up my body to a breast. I moaned into his mouth. I pulled back slightly, our lips still brushing against each other. "You'll be my lover, won't you? My lover and partner?"
He released my breast and pulled me tight against his hard body. After breaking that wondrous kiss, "I want to be your husband, Amy. Will you marry me?"
I giggled. What a proposal. I kissed him quickly and nodded. "We have to wait, though. We have to wait for me to be unmarried." He laughed and stood with me in his arms. I hung on as he opened the screen door. "And what are your intentions now?" I playfully inquired.
He met my eyes, "Consummate our engagement." I thought I might orgasm right there in his arms as a summer of emotions rushed back into me.
He placed me on the bed but I didn't lie down. Instead, I patted the bed as he quickly stripped out of his clothes. His excitement had his clothes going in all directions. All summer we had fucked and seen each other but this somehow felt so much different, so much special.
He took his place on his back obediently. "You want the top?" he asked.
I swung a leg over him and straddled his hips, my hand going between my thighs as I raised up on my knees to get his 1cock vertical. I rubbed my dripping pussy over the head until I felt the head at my hole. I smiled at him as I sat there with the head right at the entrance to my pussy. "You know how long it's been since you were inside me and I want to feel you as deep inside as possible."
The next moment I sank down taking at least half his cock immediately. I rose up and settled back down taking nearly all the rest. The next time I felt him bump me deep inside. I moaned and gasped as did he. Finally, after thinking I would never feel anything like this ever again, I was fully consumed by Ronnie's black cock.
His hands came up to capture my breasts as they bounced and swayed as the tempo of my fucking increased. I was possessed. It was like being desperately hungry and any scraps might appease it and you find yourself at a gourmet dinner. It becomes overwhelming. That was me. I hadn't realized how sex had become a part of my existence until I didn't have it. Having it again, having Ronnie, again... I was taken to some kind of heaven where everything else, but Ronnie below me and me above him, his cock and my pussy, ceased to matter for those moments.
I leaned over him with my hips rising and thrusting down wildly like a dance to the moans and groans and gasps and grunts coming from our two mouths. I was muttering and mumbling and proclaiming with emotions that flowed out of me like I never experienced. His hands grasped my hanging, swinging breasts and it was another connection to before.
When we came, I collapsed onto his chest gasping for air, my hands stroking his powerful shoulders, my lips kissing his chest, and my cum-filled pussy clenching around his marvelous pole.
"You really mean it?" he asked. I pushed up slightly and look questioningly into his face. "You kept saying things like you love me, you're mine forever, you love having my baby... you mean it?"
I smile and mash my lips into his. "God, yes, I mean it."
He had raised his knees and I was leaning back against his thighs while still anchored by his cock in my pussy kept semi-hard by continuous clenching around it. His hands moved from my breasts to my thighs and in-between but spent a lot of time on my belly. We talked, fucked, and talked more. We found ourselves like this, my pussy leaking cum around his cock but still intent on keeping it hard enough to enjoy until we fucked again.
We were quiet, then I asked, "Will getting married change things?" His fingers were playing with my nipples, how, he asked. I blushed and he knew but I said, "Sex... what we started... outside... exposing me... your... your friends..."
He trailed a finger down my body to my pelvis, slipped it between my pelvis and his to press on my clit. I gasped and moaned as he stroked it while pinching one nipple and using small flexing of his hips to move his cock inside me. I felt it grow with his own renewed arousal.
"You want to continue the summer. You want to keep experiencing those things and new things." I nod. "Sex like that is now part of who you are?" I gasp as two fingers trapped my engorged clit and other fingers twist and pull a nipple.
"Yes... I... I want you... always... to be happy... and satisfied. I love what... what we had this... this summer. Oh, God, Ronnie... I want... want to do everything... anything for you. I'll fuck you... all day... or suck your wonderful cock if we're not fucking... or fuck your friends... or... or... hell, masturbate in front of you... or your friends." I leaned over and moved my hips to move my pussy over his cock. "I'll do anything you want... anything... I want you... and... I want you to always, always to be happy." After a moment of renewed fucking, a thought came to me. "We'll probably have to be careful with the baby..."
He smiled and thrust up sharply, driving his cock deep. God... how much we can fuck. He added, "My mom... she'll want her only... granddaughter every... chance she can." We smiled knowingly, agreeably to each other. He flipped us and fucked me with fierce intensity. We came. Then we collapsed in exhaustion but our understanding burned into our new life together.
Two days later was the weekend and Saturday noon put an exclamation point on our understanding of how our life would continue. Or, rather, an opportunity for me to put that exclamation point onto my commitment to our life. I spent much of the morning preparing: baked chicken, potato salad, and muffins. It was food that could be used easily later with minimal fuss.
I heard the crunch of gravel outside, turned the oven down to keep the chicken warm, wiped my hands on a towel, and walked out onto the deck. I was, of course, naked with my long hair tied back in a ponytail. I was admittedly anxious to once again experience one of our weekends of open, uninhibited, and freely developing sex. What I found outside stopping alongside my car wasn't just Ronnie's pickup but two others. I recognized two of the black men exiting the other trucks as the men I had previously been shared with. The other black man, about the same age and build as the others, I assumed and later confirmed to be the other contractor Ronnie called in for specialized assistance on projects. The plumber, electrician, and dry-wall installer all together.
My natural instinct was still to raise my arms to cover but I resisted. This is what I said I wanted and he was giving it to me all at once: sex, lots of it; being shared; and exposure to someone new. I stepped down off the deck to meet Ronnie who kissed me, one hand on my bare ass and the other on a breast. I boldly stepped up to the two men I had already met with a kiss on the lips as I pressed my body into theirs, their hands sliding over my back and butt. I stood in front of the third man as Ronnie introduced him, confirming my assumption before I stepped into him, my arms around his neck to kiss him.
I stepped back to Ronnie who held me in front of him. He brazenly cupped and fondled a breast and stroked my growing belly. He proudly announced, "Amy and I are getting married but we're not spreading the word quite yet." As he stroked my belly, he kissed my shoulder and neck. "She is also carrying our baby as you can see." I smiled and put my hand over his on my belly. "None of that changes her desire for sexual experience, though." Nothing more needed to be said. Their eyes followed Ronnie's hands as he openly fondled my breasts and moved between my thighs which I just as brazenly parted for his easier access.
Finally, though, I turned, kissed Ronnie, and moved to the steps. "Before this starts something we can't stop, I have lunch ready inside. I wasn't warned but Ronnie knows I like a surprise... especially one like this. First, though, we eat."
There was no complaint. How could there be? They were going to be fed by a naked woman who was going to be available to them afterward with the promise of satisfying their every desire. Four men, I mused as I placed plates and bowls of food on the table and thankful that I cooked more than I needed to for leftovers. Hands touched my body, breasts, and ass mostly, as I moved among them and I giggled and smiled encouragement. I knew two of them, those two had big cocks, too. Not as big as Ronnie, but big. I found myself glancing at the third... and wondering. Could four big black cocks be too much?
I was to find out soon enough. Ronnie kept it orderly which I appreciated. He made sure the table and kitchen got cleaned up, first. I did the washing and directing where things went but it would mean I didn't have that mess hanging around. It also meant my body was touched and felt regularly as the men got close and that touching quickly became more aggressive and blatant as they found no resistance from me or objection from Ronnie.
My ass and breast were regularly caressed and fondled with soft sighs and moans escaping my lips. I was enjoying the attention of this build-up to the real sex to follow. If I was getting too aroused to this point, how were the men doing? I dropped my hands into the water and braced myself suddenly when a thick finger was pressed between my slightly parted thighs and into my wet and yielding pussy. I parted my legs wider, gasping and groaning. Other hands were at my breasts and nipples and another soon moved to my front and between my legs to stroke my clit.
"OH... GOD..." I gasped out. "Mmmmmm... ohhhhh... we... I... still... clean... up..."
Someone moved me slightly away from the sink, moved in front of me, and held me securely by the shoulders as the assault continued on my body with another finger added into my pussy. I dropped my forehead onto Ronnie's clothed chest as his friends ravaged me with their hands, fingers in my pussy, hands on my breasts, and fingers at my engorged clit. I shook hard enough in an orgasm that Ronnie and one of his buddies assisted me to one of the chairs where I sagged very unladylike like with legs splayed and fully exposed.
The men finished cleaning up, using towels to place washed pots and pans that remained on the counter to be put away later. I rose on shaky legs when the last of it was done. I moved wobbly but stepped up to each of the men with a smile and passionate kiss. I kissed each long enough for their hands to roam over my bare back and ass. When I finally arrived at Ronnie, I gave him a little more passion, then I said just loud enough for the others to hear but not so loud as to make that obvious, "I like your friends. I like the way they understand ladies first." There were open chuckles behind me. I turned to face the others, grasped Ronnie's hands, placing one over a breast, and, after parting my legs and rising onto my toes, moved the other between my legs and onto my juicy lips. I moaned through a sultry smile as one finger slid between my lips and inside. I settled down flat on my feet to feel the finger deeper which really pressed his hand against my clit.



"Where would my husband-to-be like this party to move to?" I asked by turning my head up to him.
There was no response. Not verbal, anyway. As one, they turned for the door outside as if it had been stated. It was a hot, sunny day with a slight breeze. What better place to fuck an agreeable woman.
Ronnie left his buddies to take me outside as he went for a large blanket we had used before. By the time he joined us, I was on my knees before three naked black men using my mouth and both hands on their quickly firming cocks. I was pleased, too. The third man was big, also, but not quite as thick. Four big black cocks and only little me. I was looking forward to being ravaged by them.
I had expressed concern to Ronnie that my swelling belly would make me less appealing to him. He had laughed at the statement. There is something about a pregnant woman, he had said, that seems to make them especially sexy. The very knowledge they'd been fucked? Taboo reminders going back to their mothers?
With the heavy blanket spread on the grass, I lay back with legs spread, knees raised, and dropped to the side, lewdly opening myself to the men in eager invitation. As before, Ronnie stood to the side to allow one of the other men to be the first. As if in consideration of the new friend, new to me and fucking me, the other two stepped to the side, also. I held my arms out toward him and he needed no further encouragement. He got down between my legs and his hard black meat was rubbed over my slick pussy lips until it sank into my hole. He positioned himself and I smiled up at him. He then thrust his cock halfway in.
I gasped and wrapped my hands around his neck, "Ooooooo... yesssss..." He pulled back an inch and drove the rest into my pussy. He used long, strong thrusts and it felt wonderful, my arousal and stimulation steadily and quickly rising. Being fucked by a new friend outside and being watched intently by two other friends and Ronnie. Oh, yes... exhibitionism, exposure was an exciting element.
My focus went entirely to the man fucking me until I felt something on my left cheek. I turned to find Ronnie's long, black cock prodding me there. I turned with an open mouth for him to slide it in which he did to the entrance of my throat. That encouraged another with his cock touching my head from the other side. I pulled off Ronnie's cock and looked up at him as I was still being powerfully fucked. His smile was encouraging, proud, and excited. I blew him a kiss and turned my head to accept the other cock.
The next man took position between my legs, too, not requiring me to move a bit except to wrap my legs around his waist this time. Cock continued to be offered to my mouth and I continued to accept them and down my throat. The third man wanted me on top, perhaps my favorite position because of how deeply I can feel cock in my pussy. I rode him aggressively making him grunt and groan until he climaxed with the third load of cum pumped into me.
Ronnie stood next to me as I recovered. His cock was right there as I sat up. I kissed the head and angled my mouth to take it inside without using my hands. I strained my eyes up, a distorted smile on my mouthful of cock. I knew, as much as he enjoyed my mouth on his cock, at the moment he wanted something more. He grasped me at my upper arms and raised me up, the cock inside me sliding out. As I stood, I felt the three loads of cum leaking from my gaping pussy.
I stepped up to him, his hard cock pointing at me. I raised up so his cock slid between my legs. I hugged him tight and slid my dripping pussy over his cock, massaging his cock with my pussy lips. I whispered to him, "The best for last."
He whispered back, "No, no... not the last... just the next." I kissed him hard, feeling his cock move along my parted pussy lip and clit. "You're going to get a lot of cock today."
He put me back onto the blanket on my hands and knees. I wiggled my ass in invitation and tease, felt him guide the bulbous head of his cock to my hole, and thrust it in to the hilt. I felt the head deep inside and his balls slap me as our bodies smacked together.
Someone put water in front of me as I gasped for air after the orgasm Ronnie's fucking gave me. The guys had beers and we all relaxed back on the deck in the shade. I was curled in Ronnie's lap as I sipped the water and listened to their comfortable banter back and forth. We were all naked and the comfort shown among these men was impressive. The talk shifted from several topics before settling on business, of all things. Four glistening, long cocks and a leaking pussy were on display and the talk fell to something they all shared a common bond with larger projects where their combined expertise might give them value and advantage.
As the other three shared thoughts, Ronnie whispered in my ear. I smiled, rose from his lap, and went inside, returning a moment later handing him a tube of lubrication. As Ronnie squeezed a glob onto his cock head and spread it over his length, that action (and his anticipation) producing a hard and ready pole, the guys stopped talking. They leaned forward as I bent over the railing and spreading my ass cheeks. As he pressed lubrication on and in my ass, there was a soft murmur around me.
I looked over my shoulder at Ronnie as he placed his cock head at my closed, greasy asshole. "Now, I suppose you're all going fuck my ass..."
He pressed his cock at my puckered hole until the bulbous head popped past the resistance of the sphincter. "Mmmmmm..." he moaned at once being in my tight, clenching ass. "I suspect you are correct... if you wish it."
Wish it? I begged it. I turned my head over the other shoulder and strained to see each of them. They were all stroking their big cocks as they watched. "I love... Ronnie fucking... my ass," I gasped out while struggling to hold eye contact with them. "Please... please fuck... my asshole... too... ooooooooh... fuckkkkk... please..."
There was no debate or discussion or second thoughts or uncertainty. The men stood and surrounded us as Ronnie began in earnest to fuck my ass with long powerful strokes that ended with his balls smacking my empty pussy. Hands began fondling and stroking my body and swinging breasts. A finger found its way underneath to caress my pussy and clit, then suddenly driving to the last knuckle into me. I exploded in orgasm, then again shortly after I felt Ronnie's cock pulse and spew his cum into my ass.
He pulled out quickly, even as my body was still shaking from the second orgasm, my arms weakening so I was not supported by my forearms on the railing. I glanced between my legs to see a long string of cum following Ronnie's retreating cock. It wasn't but a throbbing orgasmic heartbeat that another set of feet appeared behind me and a cock pressing into my gaping ass.
The next two were the same complete with my own orgasms. When the last man pulled out of my ass, it wasn't merely a string of cum following the retreating cock but a flow of cum. The sight was crude and obscene and somehow exceedingly arousing.
I turned around to face Ronnie sitting in the rocker opposite me. My heel happened to step into the puddle of cum on the deck floor under me. I looked down, as the others did, and I blushed. All of that came out of my ass? I gathered myself, tested my shaky legs, and asked if anyone needed a beer. They all did, of course. I moved carefully back inside trying to keep my thighs pressed together until I reached the kitchen to wipe my dripping ass with a rag. I gathered four beers and a bottle of water and returned outside. After delivering each man a beer, and a thank you kiss, I returned to Ronnie. He placed his beer on the floor, turned me around, and pulled me back to his lap. His knees were together so I opened my legs and felt his cock pressing at me as I began to sit. I gasped as he maneuvered me to sit down over his mostly re-hardened cock. Sitting facing the other men I knew they had a clear view of the black cock buried in my white pussy with small movements from the rocking motion Ronnie began.
Ronnie grasped his beer and one of my breasts. "I would never be so crude as to call my future wife a cum-dump," he began. I looked back at him as the men watched and listened. He pinched a nipple and placed the cold bottle on the other one. I sighed contentedly. "But... you seem to be enjoying all this. Am I wrong?"
"God, no," I blurted out between gasps and moans, "you know I love this. I love all this cock and cum dripping from my body. I love the orgasms I get from it." It was quite a feeling to be so lewdly displayed and to profess these desires.
He kissed my shoulder and thrust up awkwardly into me, "Then," he gasped with me, "can we pretend you are our cum-dump to use for the day?"
I dropped my water bottle, positioned my feet under me, and began rising and lowering on his cock, exposing more of the black meat as I began urgently fucking him. "GOD! YES... anything... everything... fuck me... fill my holes... have me drink... you cum down... my throat. Fill me... cover me... with your cum. God... yes."
If I wasn't before, at that moment, for the moment, I became the fuck-slut-cum-dump for four big black cocks. It was a long day and into the night with four big cocks taking their turns in all of my holes, the wait as someone else fucked me allowing them to somehow continue time after time. Nobody could have had a clue how many times each of them came spewing cum into or onto me. Nobody could have a clue how many orgasms I survived as a result.
By the time the other guys left in the dark of night, Ronnie carried me into the shower and held me upright as the cascading water did a sufficient job of cleaning the cum off my body. He dried me off and carried me to bed where I curled into his side, a leg and arm draped over his body and his arm holding me to him. My pussy, ass, and jaw were all tender or outright sore. I felt like I swallowed enough cum that my swelling pregnant belly was because of that.
In the quiet of the darkness, "Was it too much, Amy? Did we overdo it?"
"No," I sighed sleepily, "but... let's not do it regularly." He kissed the top of my head.



            Amy Bred Ch. 06: Married

            Amy and Ronnie accept their love and commitment.

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/amy-bred-ch-06-married

Title: Amy Bred Ch. 06: Married

Author: ikeman48

Category: Interracial Love

Description: Amy and Ronnie accept their love and commitment.

Tags: mature, exhibitionist, pregnant, wife, exhibitionism

Series: Amy Bred Ch


CHAPTER 6: MARRIED
My cell phone rings. It is late afternoon on a Thursday, Ronnie finished his project and arrived early. I was lying on top of him after another delirious fuck, his cock still deeply impaling me. So I don't have to move he reaches to the bedside table and hands me the phone.
"Hello?" I ask. I could see on the screen that it was my lawyer. "Yes... yes... that's it?... Thank you! Thank you so much! Thank you."
Ronnie had been watching me curiously, not knowing who was calling. When I ended the call, "Who was that? What's up with that look on your face?"
I was giddy. I kissed his chest, squeezed his cock with my pussy, then reached up to kiss his lips... hard and passionately. Lying on my stomach now made both of us more aware of my advancing pregnancy and it was an awareness we both took joy in.
"My lawyer... divorce lawyer." I watched his face. A moment of truth of sorts. All the things we talked about, were they real? "I'm a single woman, Ronnie." He smiled broadly and hugged me. "Now what?" I murmured into his chest.
He rolled me off him. That was a surprise but as his cock slid out from my clenching pussy, his smile only got bigger. I sat cross-legged on the bed as he picked up his jeans and pulled something out from a front pocket. He knelt on the bed in front of me as he put his hand out toward me with a small black box on his palm.
"I've been carrying this around with me for a week now just hoping and waiting." I looked at his beaming face and the small box on his palm. I watched as his other hand opened the box and turned it to face me. "Amy, will you marry me?" It was a diamond ring. I gazed at it. My head was nodding enthusiastically before I could get the word out. Of course, I would marry him!
"It isn't very big, I know... someday I'll be able to afford..." But I stopped him with a kiss.
"No, you won't," I said with finality. "No future ring could possibly give me more joy than this one is giving me." I held out my finger and he slipped it on. A perfect fit and a perfect ring.
We fucked several more times but every time facing each other in missionary or cowgirl. It seemed we didn't want to take our eyes from each other.
Talking to Ronnie's mother was interesting. Ronnie and she were too close for us to ignore her feelings after she raised him alone and they fought and scraped together to have the life they ultimately created. Awkward would probably be a more appropriate word description. Awkward not because I was white, definitely. Some because I was pregnant and she might have the same concerns about where Ronnie's life might go with this marriage and this too familiar way of starting out with a family. But also awkward because I was much closer in age to her than to Ronnie. Ultimately, though, she saw Ronnie's love of me and his excitement about the pregnancy, the same excitement I exuded. She also saw the respect and love that filled me every time Ronnie was nearby.
It was a quick and small wedding in a small rural church. Each week advanced my pregnant state and it wasn't something we were the least bit ashamed of. We could have waited for several months, had the baby, and fit me back into a sleek dress. This pregnancy was what made our relationship real and truly possible. If Ronnie and his mother were okay with it, I wanted to stand in front of the small group who would be invited in full disclosure, as it were. I was excited and proud to be marrying Ronnie and having his baby. I wanted both to be celebrated.
I didn't go in a white dress. I went with a fitted pastel in silk and lace. My even larger breasts presented cleavage that Ronnie insisted on when we tried out dresses. The body was fitted to my growing belly and only barely fit after the week between fitting and the ceremony, which was beautiful, what little I actually remember of it. I confess, as many probably would, to being fixated on my husband-to-be than on the minister's words. The minister didn't know me but for the little he gather from our meeting with him. He did, however, know Ronnie well and talked about the man I was marrying to great length and admiration. When the minister delivered the final five words, we had to both lean over my belly to perform the kiss that brought claps and cheers, perhaps the most raucous of the cheers from Ronnie's three friends.
Ronnie has booked a week at a nude resort in the islands. Ronnie's mom argued we should wait for that until after the baby; she, as Ronnie predicted, would eagerly care for it. I politely vetoed that that would be too long because I wanted to breastfeed and naturally wean the baby. Besides, I said, the point of being nude is to be seen and who could be more seen than a very pregnant woman?
First, though, Ronnie has planned a wedding night celebration with his three now business partners after forming a joint venture at my urging. Their constant talk about missing larger projects because regional needs wanted a one-stop place for remodeling projects, I urged them to combine their talents into a single firm. They were skeptical. None of them had the inclination to manage a larger firm or keep track of all the supplies, varied project schedules, or multiple customers. I wasn't always just a housewife, I told them. I had a business degree and experience before getting married. We had yet to finalize the effort but I knew we needed a small office and a storage building for equipment and supplies. I already confirmed my belief that Ronnie's mom would support the effort by caring for the baby enough hours to allow me to manage the office.
After a joyous reception at Ronnie's mom's house with dinner and limited alcohol, Ronnie and I made our exit mid-afternoon. By the time the three other men arrived at the lake, Ronnie had muscled a tub of ice and beer to the shade of the deck and spread several thick blankets and four lawn chairs arranged around it.
Ronnie walked into the bedroom where I stood quietly. He came up behind me, his hands hugging me from behind, both hands covering my eighth-month swollen belly. He looked up into the mirror at my eyes. "Okay?" he asked.
I hugged his hands over my belly and beamed back up to him. "I'm Mrs. Ronald Daniels! I'm going to be a mom! If it's the rest of it you're asking about, you've awakened a sexual being, honey. I love satisfying ALL your desires, ideas, or fantasies. Look," I finished by indicating the vanity tabletop at our side. On it was a large tube of lubrication that I thought would be enough for both this evening and our honeymoon. He smiled in recognition, turned me in his arms, and we kissed. At that moment we heard the crunch of gravel under tires outside.
I was outside first as Ronnie grabbed the last of the items we'd need for outside. I carefully waddled down the steps of the deck to meet them with hugs and kisses. With these three, it was kisses on the lips and not quick ones. Several slipping tongues between my lips and all of them feeling some part of my naked body.
When Ronnie joined us, each of the guys toasted us as newlyweds, although very familiarly with bottles of beer. Still not drinking, being a good girl throughout pregnancy, I was given a bottle of water. Each of the guys toasted with congratulations and memories. Some of the memories became quite ribald in recounting other times we had together and the first time I appeared to them on the dock naked with lunch that was eaten much too fast. We all laughed, I blushed a few times. These were men who were beyond mere friends or work associates or partners. They were all closer, much closer, than that.
We were soon in the chairs. Ronnie only set up four chairs because I always sat on his lap. As in other times, he had me place my legs outside his, then he opened his legs to expose me fully to the others. My swollen belly, full breasts, and glistening pussy. They were familiar with my body but it was still a tease or different than a tease; a preamble of sorts of what everyone knew was to come. And, since everyone knew and everyone was confident in what was to come and that it would all be a free-flowing of activity and experience, there was no rush to begin. We were comfortable talking. They were comfortable looking. And they did.
Once it began, though, it began in a big way. Ronnie eased me to my feet and pointed to two of the men, tossing the tube of lubrication to one of them.
"So," I said teasingly, "you start with a double penetration? Is that any way to treat your new wife?"
He slapped my bare ass as the two men stripped. Over his shoulder as he returned to his chair, "I know what will keep my wife happy."
I chuckled and faced the two men, "Indeed you do, husband."
I asked how they wanted me. I raised my eyebrows. I wasn't sure I have done that before. In fact, I was pretty sure I hadn't. The one who commented, said, "I did a little porn research to celebrate your wedding properly."
I laughed, "Thank you for dedicating yourself to us." That brought a laugh from the others including Ronnie.
The man lay on his back and I straddled his hips. His cock was lubed but I wasn't. He told me to bend over and spread. Lewd but effective. I felt the application of lube at and inside my asshole. I started lowering myself but this was all becoming more and more awkward the bigger I got. Ronnie jumped up and took my arm to allow me to settle down onto the cock with a small modicum of grace. Since there wasn't much fine muscle control in settling down, penetration was more like my collapsing down over his cock. I cried out as I found myself on his hips and the cock completely inside me.
I giggled and looked over my shoulder at the man, "Pardon my clumsiness."
He laughed, "Hey, whatever works, Amy."
I looked over at Ronnie to find him shaking his head. I laughed, again.
The man I was sitting on pulled me back to his chest. He provided small movements in my ass but the real action was to come with the next man. He was now between our splayed legs, his cock at my empty pussy. The guys weren't applying much pressure on my ballooning belly so it was awkward all around but nobody was complaining, especially not me. Once again I had four big black cocks to enjoy. The man at my pussy eased his cock past the lips and into the hole. It was tight but it was always tight with two of these cock in me. He pressed harder but with patience and attention to me. Soon, without much pain, this second cock was nearly all the way in. He leaned into me and kissed my lips.
"You're an amazing woman, Amy," he said as he pulled back a bit and thrust the rest of his cock to the hilt.
I gasped and moaned, then, "I... I'm... I'm a... lucky... woman." Each word coming out after another thrust. I felt the two cocks in adjoining chambers. The tightness pressing all the nerve ends that shot jolts from pussy to ass, back and forth. I closed my eyes, just enjoying the thrill of my body being assaulted for pleasure when I felt something blunt at my cheek. I knew what, just not who it belonged to. I turned my head with an open mouth and wasn't surprised that it wasn't Ronnie. He was, after all, a good host... allowing the others first shots at his new wife. Then I thought with a giggle smothered by a cock in my mouth: I wonder how long in this fucking it will be before Ronnie actually consummate our marriage. Sloppy seconds is a heck of a consummation.
These two brought me to orgasm, then they came in me, the one in my ass, then the one in my pussy. The one in my pussy eased out slowly and I could feel his long cock easing out like a snake. Then he took my hands and assisted me up and off the other cock which felt the same before it came out and slapped wetly on his abdomen.
I found the third man on his back holding his hard cock vertical. I stepped over him and dropped to my knees, a much easier thing to do than the last one. As I sank down over his cock, my pussy opened and cum-soaked making the penetration smooth and easy. I then felt a hand pressing me forward. I glanced back to find Ronnie, of course. So, he was going to take my ass with a cock in my pussy. This was going to be testing. I leaned into the man as far as my belly allowed me. I kissed him and took in a deep breath. Lubrication wasn't needed with cum inside and being opened already. As Ronnie pressed his cock to my open hole, I gasped as he pushed, not past the sphincter but through the tightness created by the other cock against his larger cock. I cried out as he pushed much of it in, pulled some out, and thrust back in.
I moaned and groaned, "OH... GOD... YESSSSSS!" I sucked in air. "God, yesssss... fuck me... make me scream!"
They did, too. My husband's massive cock stroking over the other one in my pussy, both touching off erotic jolts in each chamber and shooting them back and forth along joined nerve ending. My clit was press into the pelvic bone of the man under me by Ronnie's power thrusts deep into my bowels. When he came, it was massive, clearly, this was a tremendous buildup for him. I wanted always to be able to give this to him, give him anything, everything, my entire being. I was his slut-cum-hungry-wife. He would never call me that or think it, probably, but I knew in my heart I was his, entirely his to do and have as he wished. I loved the life he opened up to me.
The guys gave me lots of breaks for water and rest. I felt like a clumsy, lumbering... something, but the guys never once reflected anything of the sort. I was loved, not just sexed, loved by all of them. They seemed to fuck me in every conceivable way. I was sure that wasn't true but I regularly had cock probing at one hole or another. I was fucked singularly, doubled, and air-tight. Ronnie called it quits at 11:00 PM. We had a flight to catch in the morning. I was dripping cum as I walked with Ronnie to their trucks, giving each a heartfelt hug and kiss. They knew this wasn't the last time they'd be invited to fill my holes, especially now that we were a business group.
In bed, officially our marital bed now, I was curled into and onto Ronnie after a much needed shower. "How are you feeling, wife?" came Ronnie's seeking for reassurance.
I stroked a hand over his naked chest, down his stomach, to his resting cock, and down its length. "I am the happiest woman in the world, husband." I kissed his chest. "You have good friends, Ronnie. They take good care of me... and I'm not just talking about the fucking. They are careful and respectful." After a moment, "Honey? I had a thought tonight at some point when I had two or three cocks in me." He was just listening, not sure where this might be going. "I am you slut-cum-hungry-wife. I don't mean that like a bad thing and I know you wouldn't think of me badly like that but... but I am... your cum-hungry slut-wife. And I love it, Ronnie."
He stroked my naked body pressed on his. I could feel his heartbeat quicken. "I love you. I love everything about you. I love that you're cum-hungry, that you love cock to suck and swallow. I love that you love cock in all your holes, that you're hungry for it and eager. But... if anyone calls you that... I'll pound them into the dirt."
"I know, dear." I patted his cock. "I love being your cum-hungry slut-wife because you couldn't think of me that way. You just enjoy that I enjoy those things." I pressed my pelvis into his thigh and my belly into his side. I loved the constant reminder of what we created and have growing inside me. I felt his heartbeat flutter and his cock twitch. I smiled as his hand stroked down my side and along the side of belly. I smiled but there was more. Dare I? Just once more? I really need the sleep. But... can't I sleep on the plane?
THE END
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CHAPTER 1: BEGINNING
My life was a mess. I had the world by the tail and I lost it... big time. My whole life had been geared to the point of realizing success just like I was achieving. From childhood, it was drilled into me endlessly. In athletics or school, there was no other option than to succeed and excel at the highest level. Of course, I knew it was all a farce, but I excelled even in living a farce.
At only 33-years-old, I was being described as 'genius', 'pit bull', and 'cut-throat' all in the same breath by those in my legal community. After graduating at the top of my class from one of the best law colleges in the country, I was aggressively recruited. I selected a top, prestigious firm as much as they selected me. I made waves in each case. If they weren't full-out wins, I negotiated around treacherous legal and social ground to minimize the damage to the client. In the process, the firm reaped rewards, many passing at some level back to me. I was not only on top of my game, but I was also on top of everyone's game. The word in the legal community and within the firm was that I was one of the top up-and-coming legal adversaries.
And, at 33 it was all gone. Lost, forever. As I sat in my nicely appointed apartment that I was going to have to seriously consider leaving, I relived it all for the umpteenth time. To satisfy my demanding parents, then demanding coaches, teachers, professors, and bosses, I maintained a tight grip on the mask I learned to live with from childhood. A mask can only be lived behind, though, for so long before the mask should be modified to incorporate the reality that is being hidden behind it, or... the mask begins to cover more than perceived deficiencies and becomes destructive.
Grace McBride, 33-years-old, 5'-6", 120 pounds on an athletic frame capped with long, wavy, dark brown hair. An attractive woman, a significant element of my success, too. Underneath that attractive charm was the woman I had been forged to become. Grace McBride was never really a hard-driving, dominant, and extroverted personality. That was me in my striving world where people watched me. I had always had quiet, alone times where I could relax, revert, and stop pretending. Everything became so different, so demanding at a level I never managed well. The workload, the always-on demand, the never-ending interactions, and commitments. As a result, my distractions became more intense, more perverse, and more extreme, but I needed something to yield in my life to slow the never-ending cycle.
So, when the wheels finally came off, it wasn't just a crash, it was a stellar obliteration of a stunning, short-lived glorified life. I could blame those demanding on me, the pushing, the driving, and committing, but... I couldn't really. Because I knew that mask was there, I also knew that all my success, everything I had achieved, was because of me using the mask. The same then had to be true about my crash. It was gloriously fatal in its finality to my career, my license, and any standing in the legal community. The question that remained was: was there any recovery? Was there anything a stellar attorney could do when she could no longer practice the law?
It had been a month since I stood in front of the Bar making arguments for the most important and desperate client I had represented... myself. It was all to no avail, of course. The only thing I had trained for, the only thing I had ever focused on, was the law. I was good at it. I was very good at it. But, I couldn't practice it, anymore. In a month, I hadn't moved past those thoughts. In a month, my associates, contacts, and networking went quiet. My searches left me befuddled and empty.
So, imagine the surprise when an unsolicited phone call came to me. The surprise wasn't close to the reaction when I discovered the caller was Andrew Franklin. The shock was a far more appropriate description. Andrew Franklin was known to anyone in the local legal community no matter what significance you were in the community.
"Do you know who I am, Miss McBride?" I assured him I did. People in the community were aware of me; how could anyone not be aware of one of the wiliest attorneys who was near royalty in the community. He had retired only two years ago from one of the highest regarded law firms as one of the senior partners after making his name and wealth. The stunning decision had been widely covered in newspapers, magazines, and online sources. He said he was interested in starting his own small firm where he could choose the clients and cases he felt were interesting or significant. Known as a workhorse for his clients, he had impeccable credentials with legendary success. His renowned legal tricks, maneuvers, and showmanship in the courtroom attracted young attorneys and were studied in classrooms. He was like a modern-day Perry Mason, though few young attorneys might even know what the reference meant.
"I do apologize, Miss McBride, for calling unannounced. I wasn't sure how else to contact you. I would very much like to have a conversation with you about your career."
I almost laughed out loud, "My career, sir? I don't have a career left and, if you know who I am, you would certainly know that, sir."
He did laugh, though. "Miss McBride, I very definitely know who and what you are. I have had my eye on you for quite some time. Since I left the partnership to start my own little enterprise, you have been on the top of my list of people I wanted to join me."
The sigh I released into my cell spoke the volumes I had no desire to actually verbalize. "I am sorry to have disappointed you then, sir. You're obviously too late so can I ask why you are calling?"
He laughed, again. "Because I want to talk to you about your career. You still have an influential and lucrative career in the right situation and I think I have that situation if you are interested in listening. It might not be the one you originally had planned for yourself, but as it turns out it might be exactly what you were meant for."
The thought crossed my mind that he might have discretely left his former firm because he was crazy. I shook my head but agreed to a meeting at his offices the next day. My apartment building (the one I thought I was going to have to leave) was on Parkway Avenue, one block removed from a large inner-city green space. As it turned out, his new offices were in the building across the street and his corner offices on the top floor overlooked that same park. He chuckled when describing where his office was, clearly aware of my location relative to him. It almost felt like fate... maybe to both of us.
From the corridor, the offices of Mr. Franklin's firm were difficult to gain any reading on. There was a heavy wood door on a blank wall missing any of the glass on either side of the door to provide a faint glimpse of the workings on the other side. An engraved sign on the door was almost subdued, Andrew Franklin, Attorney at Law. I knocked on the door and received no response. I tried the door handle and found it locked. I nervously considered I had somehow mixed up the time of day but "10:00 AM, tomorrow" is hard to mix up. My eyes on my hand on the door handle found a button next to the handle. With a deep breath, I pressed the button. I still couldn't tell if anything was happening and was about to search for a fourth option when the door abruptly opened.
"Miss McBride, I presume." I nodded and was let inside. I stepped into a small odd room that appeared like a reception room without a receptionist, just a space with three chairs, a low table with a few neatly arranged magazines, and the Wall Street Journal.
The woman introduced herself as Marjorie Gilbert, Mr. Franklin's Office Manager/Word processor. She was in her mid-40's, about my height, and ten pounds heavier. She explained she had been with Mr. Hansen for 15 years and, when he left the other firm, he asked her to join him. She thought it sounded adventurous and being single was enough for her. She asked me to take a chair and it should only be a moment. She disappeared through the other door. The reception area was modest, even plain, certainly not the finely appointed surroundings of most other law offices that seemed to want to reflect the high rates they would be charging.
I looked in the glass of a picture on the opposite wall and saw myself reflected. I considered the professional appearance and smiled. Yes, that's the person who can still pull something out of nothing. I wore one of my business suits: jacket, skirt, white blouse, and black heels. A few moments later, the other door opened and she was standing holding the door open for me. "Sorry, it took a few moments to gather everyone together, Miss McBride."
I looked at her puzzled, "Everyone? I thought I was meeting with Mr. Franklin."
She smiled disarmingly, "You are, but if you are added to our small team, it could be such a significant change that he wants all of us involved."
So, there really was a job involved in this meeting. I didn't even know what to expect from this meeting and it turns out it might be a job interview. And, on top of that, whatever the job was he had in mind for me could change the dynamics of the group enough that the entire team needed to be involved? I wondered what they really knew about my disbarment since there was no crime involved.
I stepped through the other door into an entirely different feeling environment. The center area was open with a large conference table. Filing cabinets, copiers, and heavy-duty printers were scattered around the outside. A table with a coffee-maker, small refrigerator, etc. was along another. Along the wall with the door I had just entered was a large flat-screen monitor facing the conference table. Along the sides of the open space were enclosed offices, four of them. I was being led to the corner office to the left and I could see the others were already gathered inside. It was the largest office. An office in the center back was glass-enclosed and appeared like it might have been used at one time as a library/conference area, but was now furnished as an office, but appeared to be empty of use. It was large enough to have visitor chairs at the desk, and a loveseat with a coffee table. The other three offices were typical sized but also very nicely furnished.
Marjorie showed me into the room. Mr. Franklin was behind the desk; two men were in front of it at the ends of a row of chairs facing Mr. Franklin. The two chairs in the center were empty and Marjorie and I took those. Mr. Franklin thanked me for coming and hoped it would be to the mutual benefit of me and them. He introduced the other three of his firm:
• Marjorie Gilbert had just introduced herself to me. He explained that he would never have started a venture like this one if she hadn't agreed to follow him. She had been the one he leaned on for scheduling and assistance for more than a decade. She added that after so long in the staid environment of a major law firm, this sounded like an adventure. I wasn't sure what that meant.
• Mark Williams was introduced as a researcher. He began law studies but also developed skills in computers and found more interest and excitement in searching the web. He was in his early 30's, about 5'8", skinny and soft, which fit the description of someone who likes computer life. His hair was over his ears in kind of a messy way. He chuckled at the description of his interest in 'searching the web'. Mr. Franklin added that his skills perhaps went further than legitimate google searches and he had discretely encouraged those skills on occasion.
• Jake Porter was identified as Investigative and security. He was 6'2" tall, 220 pounds, a strong-looking black man, who could have been a football player. His background, however, was in special ops in the army, then private security and investigative work. Mr. Franklin had used him on some special cases before and was now full-time.
I couldn't help but comment on the uniqueness of the group of people. He laughed and commented that they were no more unique than me. I was confused, again.
"Sir, I appreciate the meeting and introduction to your team, but I still don't understand what any of this has to do with me. You know I can't practice law, anymore."
He nodded, but the smile never left his face. He then went into a summary of my qualifications, accomplishments, and legal successes for the benefit of the others but I had the distinct feeling he was telling them nothing they didn't already know and, somehow, it was playing more to me. He settled back in his chair and looked at me after finishing.
"You are a firebrand, Miss McBride. You weren't only one of the sharpest legal minds we've had in our midst in a long time, you were intuitive, instinctive, and gutsy. You could find weaknesses in arguments and testimony and when you did you chewed them up and left them gasping."
I looked at his team, then him. "Nothing like you, though, sir. I used what I had, but I didn't have the courtroom skills to turn a room by standing up. I've seen you do it."
He had a look of humble, whether put on or real, it was there in his manner and I believed it. He was that kind of showman, though.
"You diverted my direction, Miss McBride." I heard chuckles from the two guys. Did they merely enjoy seeing the master diverted by someone or was there something more? "I described you the way the legal community saw you and believed what you were. It is the same image this group had of you when I suggested they take a look at you to join us." He held up his hand, "Don't say it, we all know you were disbarred. That doesn't mean you can't work here, though."
"A paralegal, you mean?"
"I wouldn't put a label on it since that might be limiting and that would not be the intention." He took a breath, "But, back to the point I was working to..." I blushed. He was trying to make a point and I was fixating on my problem. "Would you agree that the image you have purposefully given the world is a hard-driving, dominant, and extroverted personality always in control?" I nodded. I knew that was the image I created and cultivated. "That's not you, though, is it?" My eyes went wide. What did he mean by that? "Deep down you are none of those things, are you? I'll give you hard-driving, you definitely are that. But the rest? In reality, you definitely are not dominant or extroverted. Quite the opposite, actually."
He stopped and it was quiet. Was he waiting for me to deny it? Did he know something, somehow? How? How could someone on the periphery of my career have a better understanding of me than all those I had worked for and with?
As on cue, three laptops I hadn't noticed on the desk were opened. One in front of him and the other two to be shared. They were already up and primed.
"This is not to embarrass you, Miss McBride, but to drive a very important point. What I have in mind for you is very particular to you and will only work with complete honesty and understanding among all of us in this room." I shifted my eyes to the small group: computer research geek, assistant, and investigator. How do I fit in when I'm not a lawyer? "It is interesting when you think about it really. I was interested in you for a year, but we needed to do our due diligence and consider the effects of bringing an attorney like you in the group." He chuckled. "Honestly, that consideration was ruining my mood. A firebrand, win-at-all-costs attorney coming in would require many more cases. What would happen to our nice little group and goals? They'd get lost in another growing enterprise, is what." He smiled and keyed his computer and the others were keyed up, too.
A video. At first, it didn't make any sense. Why were they cuing up a video? I looked closer and felt Marjorie's eyes on me. I leaned forward and saw... it was porn... a gangbang...
Mr. Franklin's voice broke in, "Moral turpitude was what they called it. Unethical behavior. Detrimental to the integrity of the legal profession. Blah, blah, blah... Interesting, isn't it? The vast majority of the citizens don't believe the legal profession has the ethics or morality to be damaged." He looked up from the monitor, "Sorry, I do not intend to make light of your situation."
That was me? That must be me. I had never seen it but I heard about it at my disbarment hearing. How did they get a copy? It was supposed to be sealed if I didn't fight the action further.
"How... did you... get this...?" I turned to Mark Williams, the computer guy. He looked embarrassed, but it passed.
"Mark only did what I asked him to do. You see, Miss McBride, your downfall actually solved my problem in a way. If I could get you on board now, you could use all those skills of yours in support of me, because you couldn't run with the cases yourself. Your gutsy intuition and insight combined with my courtroom tact and intimidation. We all agreed, it would be lethal." I looked away from the scene where I was getting gangbanged. It was hard to look away, though, it looked as erotic as I remembered feeling it. I was air-tight here, completely dominated and used by these men I didn't even know.
"I don't understand."
"Let me lay out my thinking. It took the others a little longer to see it, but they eventually did. You undoubtedly thought you were in anonymous encounters by using strangers but we live in a world where nothing is anonymous. Everyone has a cellphone with photo and video capability. You couldn't have known, of course, you were rather occupied, but there is video over the internet. We found 11 different videos of you. The one you see in front of you got you disbarred. The others made me wonder, though. This wasn't a case of being drunk, wild, and careless." He leaned over the desk and looked at me. "This was a desperate cry from your soul. That's when I started seeing it. The Grace McBride everyone knew was a façade, a disguise you used to cover up what and who you were because that person could never begin to achieve what you had. That's a lot to live with, isn't it?"
I nodded, stunned that this man who never really knew me had cut away all my protection so easily.
"Without a felony conviction you can still work in the legal profession, just not representing yourself as an attorney and all your work must be under the direction of a licensed attorney. In this case, me." He smiled. "If we go there, that is."
I collapsed back in the chair. I was already spent and deflated. I came into this meeting to see what he had to offer and use my mask to impress him with that person. In moments, he had stripped that completely away and I was left with... nothing, actually. My mask was everything.
"Stand up." Mr. Franklin's voice was different. Gone was the welcoming and open voice of earlier, or even the more professional but still understanding voice of a minute ago. This was purely authoritarian. This was dominant.
For some reason, I stood up, my chair edging back a bit as my legs bumped it. I started to say something but he held up his hand. I stopped. My eyes kept falling to the video still running on the laptop. God, that's me. And I felt something new, something different. He knew. He knew what that act really signified, something I could never let come out except for times like those with strangers.
"Remove your jacket." My eyes raised up to meet his. My hands were already slipping the jacket from my shoulders and arms, though.
"Remove your blouse." My eyes flashed something but my fingers were working the buttons. As my blouse opened until I had to pull the tails from my skirt, I felt something new. The flash that my eyes showed wasn't fear or shame or anger. I felt none of that. I felt something entirely different.
I dropped the blouse on top of the jacket on his desk. I stood with only my lace, demi-bra covering my large breasts. He only smiled at me, his gaze not leaving mine.



"Now your skirt." I did it. My fingers moved to the clasp and zipper at the back. I pushed it over my hips and let it drop to the floor. I stepped out of it and placed it on top of the rest. I stood before them in my underwear and I wasn't flinching. What was this feeling?
"Do you even know why you are standing among us in your underwear?" I shook my head. I didn't, but it didn't feel wrong, either. Somehow, strangely, it felt freeing. "You aren't dominant at all. You aren't even extroverted. You've been keeping up a disguise, a façade..."
"A mask." I blurted it out. "All this time I have thought of it as a mask, a mask I had to remain behind at all costs."
"But you couldn't at all times, could you? It was too exhausting to always be in control, to be someone you weren't. That's why you did these things, isn't it? You pretended you weren't sexual but you are very sexual. You pretended to be dominant in your life but you really just wanted someone to take charge of you, to be the dominant one." I nodded. Yes, it was true. All of it was true.
"Tell us how you feel right now... shame?" I shook my head. "Then, take off your bra and let us see your magnificent breasts."
My fingers were behind my back and unhooking the bra before any thought about it came to me. I slid the bra straps down my arms and dropped the bra on the desk.
"Now, how do you feel... shame?"
I shook my head, again. "No, sir. Not shame. Embarrassed, maybe." I glanced down at the others shyly. "But... also..."
He smiled and nodded his head. "Yes, say it."
I blushed deeply. I could feel the heat rushing through my body, my nipples becoming instantly erect... and... my pussy getting wet. My god! What was happening to me? I took a breath and answered him, "Excited."
He nodded. "Are you wet now, Grace?" He stopped saying Miss. I nodded. "How do you know, you haven't looked?"
I blushed more. "I can feel it, sir." God, I was always saying 'sir', now.
"Take them off."
I put my thumbs into the waist at the sides and pushed them down and put them on the desk.
He took them into his hands and daintily held them and smiled. "Not just wet, though... very wet." He unabashedly gazed at my nearly naked body in his office with the other team members sitting alongside me. "Now, I'll ask you again. You are standing here nearly naked; do you know why you are doing this?"
I shook my head, "I've never done anything like this before." He chuckled and pointed to the computer. "I mean besides that."
"You are what is called a submissive. The opposite of a dominant you wanted others to see you as. These times", he indicated the video that had stopped, "was your release to be who you really were. You chose a destructive way of doing it, though." He smiled, "Sit down, Grace." He looked at the others, "Is there agreement?" They were all nodding, smiles on their faces.
Marjorie put her hand on my arm, "We didn't believe it would happen." I asked what. "You're sitting with us naked. He was convinced." She stood up and the other two did at the same time. She bent down and kissed the top of my head, a very personal interaction considering the office. She patted my arm, "I hope you join us." I smiled but turned to Mr. Franklin with puzzlement as they exited the room but didn't close the door.
"I have to confess, sir, I don't believe what just happened." I looked down at my naked body. "Especially, this."
He chuckled, "Who knows what goes on inside ourselves, my dear." Miss McBride to Grace to my dear. He's moved from formal to personal to intimate. "I admit it was a test of sorts, a test of my interpretation and a test of your reaction to it. Simply put, I want to give you the chance to live in the way your being is most comfortable and natural. I suspect there are many forms and variants that could be considered, but I think the simplest and most appropriate for you is a simple role of 'serve and please'. You are obviously able to reverse the roles when in professional situations, but when you need to relax you move to your natural role, the one most comfortable for you. Your natural role, then, would seem to be to serve and please someone in control to release you from those concerns." He studied me, again. "Does that make sense?"
I considered what he said. I had never evaluated myself or categorized the conflict within me. I just fought the conflict. But, yes, it did make sense.
"That would explain my willingness to be sitting here nearly naked?" He nodded with a smile. I nodded, too. "When you told me to stand, it wasn't a request or a demand. There was something in your voice that made it sound like a statement of indisputable action. I was to stand. It was the same thing with each of the other statements until I found myself like this." I blushed, again. "It felt... I don't know... each time it was like more than my clothes were being shed, but the tension, anxiety, and fear of discovery were being stripped away. That's what you mean?" He nodded. I looked at him shyly, embarrassed at how easily he had taken control of me and how easily I had willingly given up control. "So, sir, you have me naked in your office, dare I ask what your proposal is for me?"
He laughed freely this time, "Not to worry, my dear. I propose that you serve as an attorney in this office but not as an attorney. I mean, of course, that you cannot represent yourself as an attorney but you would work as one through me. The idea of combining our skills and talents is exciting. Despite being disbarred, you will be able to perform your duties except for the courtroom where you will assist me at the table but not argue or question. You will do so at my direction when needed so you can focus entirely on the work and not on a disguise." I nodded, it was more than I had reason to hope for. "As to your being naked... that will be how you will be in the office." I looked back surprised. "You will serve and please all of us here in the office. It is what you have craved. It is what is represented by your actions resulting in the disciplinary charges against you. That would be your mantra with us, 'to serve and to please'." I felt my head nod before I even acknowledged to myself my acceptance.
He stood up from the desk and put his hand out to me and led me from the office. We stood in the open room from where the other offices and activities could be seen.
"You will respond immediately to what any of us wants, when we want it, how we want it, and where we want it." I looked to see them all standing in the doorways of their offices listening. "Your life has been a disguise, or mask as you thought of it, to professionally achieve what you thought you had to. That effort consumed your life and being at the cost of everything else. Your efforts to realize some moments of release were ruinous. You gave up control without giving that control to someone who would respect you and your needs. We'll give that respect to you and promise to satisfy your needs."
Nobody had yet physically touched me or hinted at doing so, but I felt my pussy filling with my juices in anticipation... in the desire for something to happen.
"That is, of course, if you accept the offer." He nodded to Marjorie and she brought a folder and followed us into the empty office with the glass wall and large windows to the outside. Marjorie put the folder on the coffee table near the couch and left. "This would be your office. The glass wall is for our enjoyment and your constant understanding of your role. The documents in the folder are my offer to you, the stipulations of your service to the firm, a non-disclosure of what occurs here, etc. I want you to take it and understand it. If you accept, I want to have you start immediately." He smiled. "The following morning of your decision will be fine. I think you will find you will be well compensated even if you were a full attorney. Everyone here is."
He walked me to the large windows and I stood before them in my nakedness. People went about their business below on the street. The large park spread out before me. It was a magnificent office view. "Thank you, Sir." This time, the 'sir' felt different. "I don't know what to say, but...", I looked at him shyly and wondered if this is what a submissive feels like when she is allowed to be one. "Sir, I am wondering if there... might be something... you might... need... from me."
He smiled and, for the first time, his hands went to my shoulders and slid down my arms and back up. On the way back up his hands shifted slightly to the front and grazed the sides of my breasts. His eyes watched me when I flinched at the touch, gasped, and sucked in air. My entire body shivered. He was smiling at my response.
He smiled. "You are very wet right now?" I nodded, almost desperate for something to happen. "Touch yourself and let me see." I parted my legs slightly and two fingers went to my pussy, parted the wet lips, and slipped inside. I brought them up between us and he took my hand gently in his. He brought the fingers to his lips, smelled deep, and licked the glistening fingers. A violent shiver went through me.
He walked out of the glass office and back to his. I followed, the folder in hand, still naked in stockings and heels as the others watched quietly. He seemed to use the last thread of willpower to resist physical action, but he did resist. My breath was ragged with desire and need as he indicated for me to dress.
As I put my hand on the doorknob to the little reception area, he called out to me. "Grace, you will not pleasure yourself unless you decide not to accept. If you accept, you will undress before entering this area. After this moment, you will not be dressed while in this area unless I direct it. Do you understand?"
I turned and smiled at the entire group. "Yes, Sir. I understand." I knew right then, I would go through the motions of reviewing the documents, but there was no way I wasn't accepting this opportunity.
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CHAPTER 2: THE FIRST DAY
The next morning I stepped out of the shower, drying myself, and looked into the mirror after wiping a large circle of fog from the surface. I looked at my body critically as if I was evaluating the finishing touches of a completed outfit. I raised my eyes from the reflection of my body and giggled at the eyes staring back at me. Except for a few items, this was my outfit for the day.
I had done the due diligence as Mr. Franklin said. I reviewed all the documents closely, evaluating not only the general description from the phrases but the nuances of the specific words where subtle changes can be manifest. There were no surprises in the wording, everything was as verbally described to me during the meeting. I had heard the words, but seeing them in print within a legally binding contract I was to sign and have countersigned by Mr. Franklin gave me a shiver. There were no tricky words to obscure the intention. My work would be as needed by Mr. Franklin and the team without the limitation of a title either as an attorney or something less. It clearly spelled out the only limitation of arguing in court and representing myself with a client.
The shiver-producing words were an entire section under a descriptive heading, NAKED LEGAL: I was to remain naked, except for stocking, heels, and jewelry while in the offices; I was to be available for the sexual pleasure of all members of the team at any time and in any way; I was to be sexually available to any member of the team outside of work with the approval of Mr. Franklin; I was to be sexually submissive to the team and primarily to Mr. Franklin who would represent ultimate control; all males would be referred to as 'sir' or 'Mr. last name'; all females would be referred to as 'ma'am' or 'Mrs. or Miss last name'; and, as reinforcement, I agreed to respond at any time, anyhow, anywhere, and anyone, as directed.
Reading the documents and allowing my mind to wander in the possibilities kept me in a state of stimulation. My body was continually flushed with arousal and excitement, my nipples were hard to the point of awareness, my pussy was drooling so I took a hand towel to sit on. The frustration was not being able to relieve the tension building within me.
The benefits package was astounding. There had been no discussion of salary or benefits and I had assumed being given a position where I could spend my days 'acting' as an attorney might compensate for a greatly reduced salary of a paralegal. I was wrong. The salary offer was more than I had previously been making and I was sure that wasn't a random figure. I felt sure he had done his diligence in all aspects of my previous career, including my compensation. Additionally, I was included in an office bonus plan, expense account, and clothing allowance. The clothing allowance surprised me and I made a mental note to ask about that since I wouldn't be wearing many.
I chose a business suit dress with black lace matching underwear, sheer black thigh-high stockings with lace elastic top, black patent leather 4-inch heels, and a string of black pearls and earrings for my first day. I placed the folder with the documents inside a box of personal items for my new office and desk. I would bring more during subsequent days as I decided how I would decorate in keeping with the others.
"Grace! Let me help you with that." I was balancing the box and purse on a raised knee as I tried to press the buzzer with an elbow. I turned my head to find Mark, the research geek, jogging down the hallway. He used his keycard, propped the door open with his foot and took the box from my arms, then held the door for me to pass through. Inside the small reception area, he put the box down on the coffee table and dug into his backpack. "Here, I made a card for you last night. I'll take the box inside and put it on your desk." He had the next door propped open when he turned, "Welcome to the team, Grace. It's going to be awesome, everyone is excited."
I looked at him and blushed, "Thank you, sir. I bet you're excited."
He stammered and blushed himself. "Noooooo... okay, sure, but I meant excited about your legal mind combined with the boss and what we're working on. It's going to be really exciting to be a part of."
I thanked him and it occurred to me how little I really did know about what the small group was working on. I was so focused on the 'other' part of my responsibilities the legal side was barely discussed except for the potential.
I had placed my purse on top of the box Mark took but kept the folder. I placed it on the coffee table and the new key card on top of it. I located the small closet I had been instructed to use. I reached behind my back to lower the zipper as I moved to the closet. I lowered the dress and stepped out of it, opened the door, and found several padded hangers intended for women's clothing. I smiled at the thought of Marjorie thinking of such detail and wondered how she fit into this sexually. I was getting aroused thinking about an older woman. I hung up my dress and reached behind for the snaps to my bra and was in the process of slipping it down my arms when the outside door opened. I turned my head to glance at the door to find Jake standing in the open door. My arousal jacked up another couple of notches at the appearance of the handsome, athletically large black man ogling me. It was too late to cover my breasts as the bra strap dropped to my fingers. I discretely sucked in a breath as I hung the garment on the same hanger as the dress, then turned to face him and the open door. I nervously looked from him to the door. I didn't know when I might be exhibited to others but assumed Mr. Franklin would desire it to be intentional and not accidental. He seemed to recover seeing my darting eyes and stepped fully into the reception room to allow the door to close on its own.
"Sorry, Grace. I didn't mean to... expose you like... WOW! You're stunning."
I blushed (again!?!), "Thank you, sir." My eyes went wide as he strode directly up to me, placed an index finger under my chin, and raised my chin and face up. He lowered his face and gently kissed me on the lips. I felt like the city waterworks had suddenly sprung a leak inside my pussy.
He smiled and stepped to the other door, "Welcome to the team, Grace."
I quickly stepped to him and stopped him with a touch on his arm and I shivered at the feel of his muscled, bare forearm. "Jake, why was everyone so sure I would be here this morning to accept the position?"
"The boss. He showed us yesterday when you followed his direction to become naked in his office before you even had a contract or understanding of the position." He stepped away from the door and put his hands on my shoulders. He was not afraid to touch me. "Grace, I don't know if you have any latent concerns about this or not. It would be natural to have them, but the boss is who he appears to be. You're a brilliant woman and a very sexual woman, which is a stimulating combination released together. You can trust the boss when he says he will fulfill your need to be complete, both your talented legal mind and your very, very sexy body." He winked at me, used his keycard, and disappeared into the main offices.
I turned to the open closet. I closed my eyes and allowed a long moan to escape. I slid my panties down my legs and sought someplace to hang them so they could dry out. That was when I noticed the full-length mirror on the inside surface of the door. I wondered if this was here for me to gain another reminder of what I was doing before entering the office. If so, it worked. I walked to the coffee table, took a tissue, and dabbed at my wet pussy, discarding it in the wastebasket next to the door.
As I passed through the door, I found Marjorie stepping from her office. She stopped and smiled. I awkwardly fumbled with the keycard and folder. She came up to me, took the card from my fingers and slipped it into the elastic of my stockings, then patted it.
She looked me in the eyes and her hands rose to cup my bare breasts. "I've been dying to touch these since I saw them yesterday." She lowered her face and kissed each nipple. I gasped and allowed a moan. I couldn't believe it. It was Marjorie who was the first to touch me intimately. She raised her face to mine and softly kissed my lips and she whispered against them, "I'm lesbian, Grace, and I would love to introduce you to my partner if that's okay."
I shivered. I didn't know what to expect from her, but this level of intimacy was a surprise. "I would be honored. Ma'am." It was all I could think of to say.
She smiled and took my hand and we started for Mr. Franklin's office. "I know she'll be delighted. It has been too long since we had an enthusiastic three-some." I shivered. I thought I knew what I was getting into, but this was... much more.
"Grace, good morning. I see you have decided to join the team", he said as he stood up at his desk. A smile crossed his face as his eyes scanned my nearly naked body. He shifted his gaze to Marjorie, "Thanks, Marjorie." She nodded and left. He indicated one of the chairs on the opposite side and I settled into it. "So, you did what I asked of you?"
"Yes, Sir. I read the documents very carefully and I am ready to sign them."
"Any issues or questions?"
I smiled, "I'm sure questions will arise regarding my duties as we get into this, but... one, yes." I held my hands out to the side, "Given my assigned uniform, what was the comment about 'clothing allowance' about?"
He chuckled, visibly relaxing. "At least, I can envision you going through a lot of stockings on your knees." I chuckled and felt my pussy begin the waterworks action, again. "But, seriously, there may be times when we will want you dressed in... hmmmm... outfits for occasions that would not fall under the description of business attire."
I nodded as if that made some kind of sense, much less that it meant anything to me. What kind of outfits or what kind of occasions?
He watched me sign and date the documents and he counter-signed each after me including the non-disclosure and confidentiality.
"In case you're curious, everyone in the office has also signed the same non-disclosure and confidentiality documents just like you. What happens between us and how we take this beyond the office affects all of us equally." I had been curious about that but wasn't sure I was in a position to push the issue. It was nice to realize he and they were on the same page as me.
"I want you to spend time with everyone today. Mark will assist you in getting your office set up and brief you on some of his activities. I want you to have a feel of Jake's activities in the past and his unique skills. Then, see Marjorie and she will get you started on open cases and clients that may resurface." I nodded, got up, and moved to the doorway. Doors didn't appear to be closed inside the office area. "Oh, Grace..." I stopped and turned at the door, half in and half out. "Did you also do what I asked? Refrain from pleasuring yourself?"
"Yes, Sir."
He smiled, "I suspect you'll find relief soon."
I blushed. God, how can I be blushing while naked on my first day at work when I fully knew what was in store for me. Yet, I did and it was like a rush of arousal and anticipation. I poked my head back into his office.
"Sir... could I perhaps do something for you..."
He was quiet for a moment, looked at his desk phone, then back at me. "I have to make a phone call now that might take a while, but..." He smiled, "Maybe something I've never had the pleasure of, though." He pushed his chair back and looked under his desk.
I caught on immediately. I walked to his side of the desk and crawled into the space where his legs would be. He stood up and loosened his pants, pulled his soft cock from his pants and boxers, and sat back on the chair, scooting it forward. I settled into the small area and took his soft cock in my hand, bringing my mouth to the head. I licked the end, kissed it, and took the crown into my mouth with a gentle suck. I heard a soft 'mmmm' from above and I smiled. I could feel him reaching with his upper body and thought he was retrieving a contact from his computer, then the sound of buttons on the phone.
"Jack! Hey, thanks for agreeing to talk at this time. How are you doing? The firm doing well?" He listened for a while, laughed and, "Golf? Wow, well... maybe I should have stayed where I was. No time for golf lately for me." A lot of laughing. It was weird to be sucking the growing cock of a man on the phone with a business associate but that his cock was rapidly growing with the ministrations of my mouth was satisfying that even with the distraction I was being effective.
"Jack, before we get into that other thing, I want to say that I've hired a new associate. She just started today, but I can tell you she's already getting her hands around things in the office." A pause. "Oh, yes, she's someone I'll have assisting me frequently." I pulled my mouth off his cock. He was talking about me to someone about starting to work for him and I was naked under his desk and giving him a blowjob. "Just a minute, Jack."
He peeked under the desk with the phone pressed into his chest, "Weird, huh?" He scooted his chair back to me and I engulfed his cock to the back of my throat. "Ohhhh... what?.... No, nothing... that was her now. I couldn't feel better about a new hire than about her. I'll tell you, she's going to take a load off me very quickly." I gulped at the comment but didn't release his cock and pushed the head into my throat and swallowed, feeling my throat muscles milking his cock.
Over the next few minutes, his cock became rigid and pulsed. Despite the diversion of his phone call, he was quickly approaching a climax. Then, "Sorry, just a minute, sorry..." He pushed back into his chair and his hips tensed. I followed his slight movement and kept his cock well in my mouth, sucking and stroking it until he erupted in my mouth. He shot two thick ropes of cum to the back of my mouth. I then sucked him dry and licked any residual from the head of his cock.
He pushed his chair back and I crawled out. When he stood, I tucked his softening cock back into his boxers and closed his slacks, zipping him up, and buckling his belt. He put his hand over the mouthpiece and lean forward. I took his face in my hands and kissed him deeply.
Softly, he said, "My God, Grace. That was amazing."
I blew him another kiss as I walked to the door. I turned back to him and he covered the mouthpiece, again. "I see what you mean about needing lots of stockings." He suppressed a laugh.
I was walking toward my new office, a new swagger in my walk when Mark came up behind me.
"That must have been interesting." I looked at him puzzled. "I was looking for you and poked my head into the boss's office. He pointed under his desk." He was watching me closely. I laughed.
"Very interesting, indeed." I put my palm up in the air, "But, I made him cum." He laughed and gave me a high-five. It was almost shocking to me how comfortable I felt with all this. I was naked in the office, just gave my boss a blowjob, and was now walking to my office with another man who must be having similar thoughts.
In my office, I found my box of personal items on the credenza behind the desk. The difference in desks was immediate. Unlike the others, this desk was a glass top on legs... completely open from the sides and front and visible through the top. It appeared they set this office up with confidence they were getting me to occupy it.
Mark had me sit in the chair behind the desk and assisted me in locating all the electronics to the locations I found most convenient and comfortable. Then, he walked me through the computer applications with passwords, network, and directories for the case file, and the directory for my personal files. He did the same thing with the new business smartphone. He then walked me through identifying the various network printers and the personal printer in my office.
All the while he roamed from directly behind me to the other side of the desk depending on the need for privacy as when I established my passwords. At almost any time I glanced at him, though, his verbal attention in providing direction was on what we were doing, but his eyes were often on some part of my exposed body. I had never realized how often my legs naturally parted when I concentrated at my desk, but at this desk, I became very aware of my legs and lap being clearly in view from above. It seemed that I was forever being aroused by the constant reminder of my condition and, with it, the reminder of what I could expect. The anticipation of the next sexual activity I was promised had also done a tremendous job of keeping my body turned on and my pussy in a steady state of wetness.
When we had been through what he had set up for me, he stepped away from the desk and looked down at me, his eyes dropping frequently over my body. It was weird. In almost any other situation, to be so brazenly ogled by someone would have me feeling upset; suddenly, maybe because of the condition I had accepted, I only felt arousal by it. I wondered if I would ever become conditioned to it and it would only be as natural as being dressed. I hoped not; I hoped it would always remain arousing.
I considered Mark. I leaned back in my chair. My legs had crossed as a self-conscious reaction to the exposure. Mark was very much a geeky-type personality but he was not a nerd. He loved his gadgets and electronics and the pursuit of answers, but he was not awkward socially. But, he did appear to have a tendency toward introversion. I wanted him to be as comfortable with all of this as anyone else in the office. I smiled at the thought of what that meant to me.
I stood from the desk and approached him. His eyes wandered over my body as I approached, just like I anticipated. I stepped into his personal space and shyly looked from his chest to his face.
"Thank you, for all your assistance, Mark."
"Uhmmmm... it's what... what I do here. You're welcome."
I put my arms around his neck and pulled our bodies together and our faces inches from each other. "I want to thank you, Mark. You know what Mr. Franklin expects from me... for all of you." He nodded. I could see it in his eyes, he certainly knew but wasn't the aggressive type. "This is my first day." I acted shy, again. Finally, looking back into his eyes. "This is going to become more comfortable, but maybe we have to intentionally break the ice." He smiled and nodded. I felt the least intimidated by Mark and, as a result, I felt the most comfortable being forward with him. Mr. Franklin was... Mr. Franklin; Jake was intimidating in so many physical ways; and, Marjorie was someone I had never experienced or known, a comfortable and outgoing lesbian.
With my arms around his neck, I closed the inches separating us and kissed him. The first was tentative and testing. He responded with a kiss of his own. He took me in his arms with a more passionate kiss and his hands wandered over my bare skin to my butt cheeks. I pulled back and smiled at him. He watched me and any uncertainty previously reflected on his face had evaporated. I smiled at him and my fingers began unbuttoning his short-sleeved shirt. When my finger reached the bottom, they began working on his belt and pants, unzipping his fly, my fingers slipping inside to touch his semi-hard cock.
He was responding by prying his shoes off and pulling his unbuttoned shirt from his body. I sank to my knees as I pulled his loosened pants and undershorts down his thighs to expose a nice average-sized cock growing in hardness in my fingers. I felt it twitch with the first touch of my lips and tongue to it. I took it into my mouth, just the head, and felt it grow. My hands dropped to assist him in removing his feet from his pants. I sucked more intentionally, occasionally glancing up at him. In minutes, his cock was hard and I was feeling my juices running from my pussy. The frustration of following Mr. Franklin's edict to not pleasure myself, being naked, and sucking him while on his phone conversation all had me at a fever-pitch of need and arousal.



I stood up, his cock hard and rigid in my fingers, and moved around him, taking his hand and pulling him to the couch on the other side of the office. I wouldn't have clients I would be independently advising and handling. Having a large couch in my office could only have one intended purpose and I decided it was time to try it out.
As I led him by the hand to the couch, my eyes kept moving to the wall of glass and the exposure to the rest of the office was complete. But, I noticed Mark's furtive looks at the same thing even more nervous appearing than mine. The wall of glass was certainly intended to provide a constant sense of exposure for me, but it also created the same exposure for anyone in the office with me, especially when engaged in this form of activity.
I leaned back onto the couch and swung my left foot to the top of the couch back and my right foot on the floor. He stood next to the couch and gazed at my fully exposed body and a smile spread across his face as he knelt on the couch to lean forward and place a kiss on my wet pussy.
I put a hand on the side of his face, "I appreciate your intention, Mark, but right now I really just want to have you inside me. I really, really want to do this."
He gave my pussy another quick kiss and lick over the length of my slit before moving up my body to kiss me on my other lips. His body covered mine and his cock probed at my crotch as he moved his hips to press against me. I slipped a hand between us and moved it over my pussy, parting the lips and moving it down until it was at my opening. I heard him moan as I sucked in a breath, both of us reacting in imminent anticipation. I released my hold on his cock and wrapped my arm around his neck, pulling him in for a kiss. At the same time, or as a result of that action, his cock head penetrated my wet and ready pussy. He gasped into my mouth as his cock penetrated my hot and wet sleeve grasping and clenching around him.
He slowly pressed his cock fully into me and my legs moved to wrap around his waist, pulling him tighter against me and slightly deeper as I raised my hips into his next thrusts. I gasped and moaned uninhibitedly at the penetration, at the feeling, at finally being given the relief and pleasure my body has been desperate for since yesterday when I was first tempted by all of this. I pumped my hips up into each of his thrusts and I gripped my body to him as I cried out with joyous and thankful gratification in orgasm. I held him tightly as my body felt the waves of sensation wash and crash over and through my body.
When I was again feeling anything besides the amazing thrill of my body releasing, I was aware he had only slowed the thrusts of his cock into my drooling pussy. Without him even cuming, yet, I felt the juices flowing from my pussy down into the crack of my ass. I had felt release but it had not nearly sated the appetite that had built up inside me.
His thrusts renewed my response and my response signaled urgency in his efforts. The moans again escaping my throat were drowned out by the grunts and groans coming from him. I pressed up tightly against him, our pubic bones crashing into each other in our fucking, his pelvis crushing my clit with each energetic thrust. He was amazing. I loved his fucking and my response to him only redoubled his efforts. When he came, he grunted loudly as he thrust deeply into me, holding his cock inside as his body quaked and he gasped with each spurt of his cum into me. I held him tightly as another wonderful orgasm washed over me like a crashing wave in a storm.
I didn't release him for moments after we both had partially recovered. My legs and arms held him tightly as if I claimed him for my own, his spent cock slowly shriveling inside me until it finally slipped out of my messy hole. Only then did I release him. As he stood, I stopped him and pulled his slick cock into my mouth, which I used to clean him of our combined juices.
When I was done, I sank to my knees in front of him and kissed the head of his soft cock. "Thank you, sir."
He encouraged me up, "You forgot earlier."
I dropped my eyes, "I know that now, sir. I am sorry, sir. I am new at allowing myself to be the submissive I am. I will do better."
He laughed and hugged me to him. He said into my ear, "Your intention complied. That you forgot the verbal compliance is incidental, I think. But, I think the boss would say for your complete acceptance of that side of you will require your diligence in complying with it all." He smiled at me, "But, that's him..."
I watched him dress and he told me about the unisex bathroom at the front of the area that had a shower they sometimes used after long days. I thanked him, kicked off my heels and stripped down my stockings, then padded barefoot and completely naked through the office. I was surprised to see it was almost lunchtime. Certainly, this wasn't what every day would be like... could it?
When I came out of the bathroom, Marjorie was waiting with my shoes and stockings. She led me into the reception room and informed me she was taking me out to lunch. She wanted to talk about meeting her partner. If I thought she was teasing earlier, she wasn't.
After lunch, I did the undressing routine, again. As I entered the office area, Mr. Franklin pointed over to Jake's office. "I didn't realize this orientation was going to take all day."
Marjorie was in front of me and struck a stern pose right back at him, hands on her hips and a playful glare at him. I put my hand on her shoulder as I passed, "Yes, you did, Sir. And, on top of it, you're loving that I appear to be the slut you thought I would be."
He laughed and turned back into his office. I smiled back at Marjorie and she was beaming. "You remember that, girl. Slut or submissive notwithstanding. If you give them an inch..."
"Ma'am... if they give me an inch, I'll take whatever more they have to give."
She shook her head but was smiling broadly. "Welcome to the team, slut." I smiled as I turned for Jake's office.
I knocked on his door jam, "Sir? Would this be a good time for you to show me what you do here? You seem to be next in my orientation."
He stood and I was instantly reminded of the physical presence he projected. "Grace, you can grace my office anytime you want." He chuckled. He stood and gazed at my body. With Mark, the same action was his interest in seeing me naked and still not quite believing the luck he had fallen into. With Jake, it was more, much more. With Jake, it was as if he w as actually evaluating my body for what he might like to do with it. It was completely different and very animalistic.
He had me sit opposite him and he went through his background in the military and the private sector, as he called it. He was big into surveillance, investigation, and security. I didn't doubt any of it. Upon quizzing him on how his skills fit into the firm, he asked if I had ever seen the old Perry Mason shows. I admitted I had, though they seemed hokey by today's TV standards. He said that Perry Mason often resorted to a field investigator that sometimes got his hands dirty to dig out the evidence needed for a case. That was his role. The cases the firm would get involved with weren't necessarily going to be the 'white crime' type of thing the large firms handle. They were all rather excited about the idea.
After more than an hour of discussion, it seemed to have ended. With a slap on his knees, he rose from his chair and I did the same. If I thought the meeting was over, however, he made it clear I wasn't leaving his office right away. He came up to me very deliberately and crushed me with a kiss. I admit it, I've experienced enough of my shady encounters that it normally takes more to make me melt, but he did it. I damn near thought I swooned like a silly high school girl. I relaxed in his arms and was instantly ready to yield in any way to this man. And, I think once he felt that, he took complete charge. He lifted him in his arms and pressed me against the wall of his office. My legs went around his waist, my arms around his neck, and I tried to crawl into his mouth with my own but he was doing the same back to me.
I hadn't felt a kiss like that, a kiss with such animalistic energy and control, a kiss that told me I was about to be owned and consumed, a kiss that I would remember even while being kissed by someone else. I ground my pussy into his abdomen and wished I could blink my eyes and all his clothes would fall off and his cock would be inside me. He might have felt the same way.
He walked me to his desk and bent over as if I weighed nothing to him. I released him from the grip of my arms and legs and lay on this desk before him. I looked into his eyes as he pulled his shirt over his head and began working on his shoes, socks, and pants. I raised my legs into the air and spread them wide. I was showing him I was his, to take me, to devour me, to use me.
When his pants dropped, my eyes shifted to something I had never seen in all my gangbangs... a truly lovely and massive black cock. Porn is full of BBC, but it seems it is not a myth. I promised myself... someday... I was going to measure it. I had trouble taking my eyes off it, but the man it belonged to was just as impressive and the total package was far more than a cock. It was already hard, which pleased me. I had that effect on him. Me. The Naked Legal. The office slut.
He came up to me with a smile and appraised my pose. "God, Grace... I pray I never get used to what you are giving us." Me, too. He moved to my spread legs, his hard cock in his hand pressed down to lead his way. I felt this cock head touch my pussy and I gasped. He moved it over my already soaking lips until he was at my opening. I pleaded with my eyes for it to enter me, to thrust his cock deep into me in one massive thrust. My own hands were holding my legs wide open for him so he went to my breasts as his cock remained just at the entrance to my body.
"Please, Jake... sir. Please... just fuck me."
"You want it so badly, Grace?"
"Not badly, sir. I want it all, the whole thing, I want you to take me, use me, consume me with that cock of yours."
"Look right here." He pointed to his eyes. I gazed into them and they were like a deep pool of manliness, dark eyes to go with his dark body. As I gazed into them, he thrust forward. Half of his cock sank inside me in the first thrust. He pulled back an inch and thrust the rest of the way in, hitting me deeply. I cried out in ecstasy. I was full of cock and my pussy was already spasming around it.
He released my hands from holding my legs and told me to grip the edge of the desk. I did and prepared myself. My new grip held me in place on his desk or his strong fucking would have thrust me bit by bit across the desktop. I was groaning, moaning, gasping, and crying out at the fucking he gave me. I came with a piercing crying that could have been heard in the offices below us.
When my body stopped convulsing, he pulled me into his arms, my legs around his waist. I was still in the throes of orgasm, just past the most intense part, as he picked me up, his cock still buried inside me. He hefted me up and let me fall back down the length of his cock. Over and over, raised to the head inside and released to fall over the length of it. He walked me to the same wall and pressed me against it and began fucking me hard and furious. I came, again. God, where does this kind of stamina come from...
As my eyes cleared, I was still in his arms, his cock deep inside me. "So, you think your glass office is exposed?" I couldn't even nod. I knew it was. What could he mean by the question?
He gripped me and walked me out into the main room and lay me on the edge of the conference table. In moments, Mr. Franklin and the others were in their doorway, then moving to the conference table. I was in disbelief as each took a chair and sat down as Jake resumed fucking with the same energy and control. I turned my head to see each of the rest of the team watching as I received the fuck of my life. Each, though, had a pleasant smile.
I looked up at Jake leaning over me. "Cum in me, sir. God, Jake, cum inside me... seed me. I want to feel you."
As if that was all it took, he did. The first spurt of cum made my eyes open wide. I had never felt such cum and it was one spurt. There were two more to follow it and my poor pussy couldn't hold it. He continued to fuck me slowly as he spurt his cum into me. Then, he collapsed on top of me. I heard the others get up and leave us. I knew I was leaking cum onto the surface of the table. I knew I was a sweaty, ragged, and limp body. But, I also knew I had never been fucked like that ever before.
I cleaned Jake's cock of our combined juices and as I did it, I decided this was something I wanted to add to my duties. I enjoyed the act of giving my appreciation.
I took yet another shower before moving on to Marjorie's office. She was waiting for me with her blouse open, her bra pushed up, and her hand between her legs.
"I can't wait until later, how are you at muff-diving?"
I smiled as I knelt before her spread legs as she scooted to the edge of her chair. Her panties were on the floor. "I don't have much experience, Ma'am. But, I know what I like, and... I hope to get the chance to practice." She smiled and closed her eyes.
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CHAPTER 3: JAKE'S TEAM
The times that followed proved to be both surprising and not surprising. I found it surprising how I could become engrossed in the details of a case or client information at my desk or even sometimes while in consultation with one of the other members of the team. But, it was also not surprising how a simple touch by one of them or catching one of them with a lingering gaze upon my exposed body would cause me to instantly become aroused. And, though I could frequently focus around that arousal, the evidence of it would be shown on my body through a flushed response in my skin, erect nipples, or a moist spot left on a chair when I got up to leave. The other indicators of my arousal were like a tease, but the damp marks left on chairs were like a neon flashing advertisement.
As time passed, my workload was increased very quickly from reviewing files and cases (current and past) to active involvement. As my workload increased, I found the sexual interruptions decreased... somewhat. The first couple of days it was like I was being ravaged by everyone. Mr. Franklin confided in me while I was again under his desk sucking his cock while he worked that my heavy use initially was to get everyone past the timid, awkward stage of the new arrangement. And, it had worked. Even if I wasn't constantly being ravaged all day, anymore, I was frequently touched intimately and open discussions were held about what necklaces set off my breasts best or if my pussy should be completely cleaned or a thin patch of trimmed hair might be left above it. They always liked for me to open my legs for that consideration, but they always ended up agreeing I should remain completely clean.
Recent discussions began revolving around possible piercings of my body, which resulted in the close handling of my nipples, clit hood, and pussy lips. Mr. Franklin assured me any body modifications like that would be entirely up to me. Of course, those assurances generally came while I was sucking his cock, too.
There would be several days in a row when I spent my sexual time sucking them while they worked and that included Marjorie, too. That allowed the office to be more effective while still receiving satisfaction. It took away from my effectiveness in the office, but that was dependent on the measurement used. My effectiveness at the office might be high in terms of pleasure provided or low in terms of work completed. The time I spent in the office slowly increased to compensate for the diversion of pleasing the office.
The days when I was relegated to providing oral pleasure left me unsatisfied, though. The combination of taking my office-mates to noisy orgasms, being naked, and being frequently touched and teased left me wanting for my own pleasure release. Several times, Mr. Franklin exerted his control onto me further by prohibiting me from pleasuring myself. The sexual tension within me would build up to a fever point until they would use me in a mini-gangbang at the end of the day, leaving me exhausted and limp, but finally content.
* * * * *
Jake invited me out for some clubbing. I had been with the firm for a couple months and everyone in the firm was very close, especially with me. I had been quietly away from the office with Marjorie, Mark, and Jake before, though, those times were generally for a dinner followed by some quiet one-to-one time together.
Sex was a big part of my relationship with all of them but I didn't regret that or blame them for sex eventually being a part of any time anyone got together with me. I had discovered just how big a part of my very being sex really was. Before, I had the feeling that sex was a perverted outlet for release from all the pretending I was doing in my life. I came to realized through the office that sex was not just a release, sex was a part of me that once revealed in all its glory openly was a big part of me, maybe even an equal part of me. Which wasn't to say I didn't take my legal duties seriously or work at the social connections to understand the others. I did all that with great relish and very possibly because I was being so fulfilled in this current life I was able to give back to them fully in every way.
In quiet alone times, I frequently tried to make sense out of what happened to me and how it all worked out to allow me to feel so worthwhile and fulfilled. Rationally, it didn't make a lot of sense that being given a choice of practicing law without a license if I embarrassed myself in the office with nudity and sexual availability should give me that feeling of contentment. Rationally, being able to practice law again by demeaning myself might give me some satisfaction but be accompanied by resentment that would continue to build within me. Or, if the resentment didn't build, it might take away my feeling of worth and personal value.
Those rational considerations, though, could only consider what someone else might feel, but certainly not me. My office life was not embarrassing, humiliating, or demeaning. Why wasn't it? Who could know? I might try to understand why it wasn't, but why bother when it was what made me content and happy and fulfilled. I would sit in my nice apartment across the street from the office and smile at the reflection of myself in the expansive windows in the darkness of night. I was often in nothing but an elegant, sheer negligee with a glass of wine lounging in a chair in the living room facing the windows. The apartment I didn't have to vacate, after all. Wearing a negligee I was told to expense because it might come in handy at some point, though it hadn't... not yet.
A smile would always grow on my face at some point in the musing, too. Every time. Because, inevitably, those musings would find the fingers of my free hand caressing a breast through the opening of the lovely gown. And, those same fingers would always find their way meandering down my body with my legs naturally uncrossing to explore my always wet pussy.
Jake's invitation was different. Jake didn't suggest a quiet one-on-one evening. He suggested something more noisy and active. He wanted to take me to his favorite club, live music, dancing, nightclub atmosphere. I admitted it sounded like fun and he guaranteed it. He said there was one problem with it, though, and that was he needed to meet with his associates, but if I was willing to take a cab to the club, he would take care of my every wish and need after I arrived. That was too enticing to pass up.
* * * * *
"Did you do it?" The meeting of associates was with the two men he had served with in the service and at the security company. They were now freelancing on their own and also on retainer to Jake and the firm.
"Yeah, man, like we said we would. It wasn't even that hard."
"Yeah, we thought we might be able to intimidate someone along the way, but no such luck."
They both laughed, "Who knew these gangbang parties would be so cooperative." Jake just gazed at them trying to remain patient to get the information. "Okay, so this organizer has a pretty cool system setup. He gets signatures of all participants to document age and consent while marking off identification in case of any kind of suit later on. He's especially careful of the women participants but does it for everyone."
Jake thought about it, "Was it his video that went to the disbarment hearing?"
"No, that was the deal. The organizer was kind of pissed because the woman didn't accept being filmed with her face showing. Someone screwed up on his end. When that happens, they normally give the participant something to cover the eyes to hide their face but allow for oral access. In this case, she rejected it, but nobody caught it at the time. So, his film hasn't been released, yet. He's forced to go frame by frame to blur her face wherever it appears."
"Yeah, he said he almost trashed the video but decided it was too good. You've seen it, right? She's really something."
Jake ignored that, "So, where did the video come from?"
"Well, that was the deal. We thought the leaked video came from the guy somehow, but it didn't. So, we pushed him. Who else was videoing, then?"
"He knew immediately and when he started talking we knew we had the guys. He remembered these three guys who didn't really fit with the crowd that usually signs up for these things. He described them as arrogant, self-important, yuppy types."
"Lawyers, right?"
"Yeah, who better to take video to get another lawyer in trouble than other lawyers."
"So, we pushed on those guys. Though this organizer was busy filming himself, he remembered those three have a great time between themselves, laughing and commenting on the woman. He said he saw them using a phone capturing the action several times, though it was not supposed to be allowed."
Jake asked, "Why didn't he take it away, then."
"Jake, the guy makes money organizing gangbangs and filming it for the internet. This isn't a place where high ethics is practiced."
"Bottom line..."
"We tracked them down by contacting some of the other participants. There were several who had good recollection and weren't happy about the vibe they gave off. You know... everyone was there to fuck a woman's brains out and these three were on some kind of a trip of their own. As you said, bottom line, we got their names and contact information from the organizer, tracked them down, located their offices, and photographed them. We'll have the final report in your email box tomorrow morning. Anything else you need?"
Jake was all smiles, "No. Thanks. This means a lot to me."
"We figured as much. How did this become personal, man?"
Jake didn't get the chance to answer that question directly.
* * * * *
I walked into the club and felt more than a little intimidated. It had been forever since I had ventured into any place like this. And, I was already attracting attention because of the way I was dressed.
I had asked Jake how I should dress for the evening. He put it off that this was after-hours, I could do what I wanted. I told him I wanted to make him happy at which he said I always did and we both laughed. But then he relented and suggested, only suggested, the shortest, full skirt I owned with a semi-sheer, form-fitting blouse. He got his wish exactly after I rushed out to buy just the outfit he described. With it, I added lace-trimmed thigh-highs combined with a matching lace thong and bra. The skirt barely covered the lace of the stockings when I stood.
I spotted Jake in a booth on the opposite side of the entrance near the empty dance floor. Either the band was on break or had not started for the evening. He hadn't noticed me so I walked toward him, noticing the two men sitting opposite him in the booth. Apparently, the meeting went long.
"Am I too early?" They must have been in a deep discussion because I was standing next to the table and took them all by surprise.
Jake recovered quickly, though. He slid out from the booth and took me around the shoulders with a feeling he was suddenly wanting to protect me. He introduced me to his two associates and explained how they knew each other. Tim and Blake. Just first names. They slid out of the booth, too. I shook hands with each of them and I could see by the looks between them that they were dying to say something, but were resisting.
"Okay, listen... you guys take a few minutes and finish up. I'll go in search of some wine." They thanked me and I wound my way through the milling crowd to the bar, half expecting to be felt up with each step.
* * * * *
After I had turned from the booth and stepped away, Jake's friends blurted it out, "She's the one! Jake, she's the one in the video. Damn, I think she's hotter in person."
"True, but she is also a new member of our office team and a brilliant legal mind. You might want to watch your lawyer jokes when she returns."
They looked at each other, then gave Jake knowing smiles. "That's why this is personal. You've gotten to know her and you like her. She might have done the things that got her into ethics or moral trouble, but it was those three who took advantage of it and reported it."
"Yes. Another little note is that where they all work is the same law office where she used to work and was the rising star in the firm."
"Wow... so office politics and jealousy rear their ugly heads." Shaking his head, Blake added, "How many times do we see people doing stupid things because of career greed and manipulation." They all nodded. "Lucky we have such simple aspirations, huh?" This time they laughed.
* * * * *
"Well, it looks like you got through the heavy stuff." Jim and Blake started to get up but I stopped them and suggested they join us for a bit longer. "Jake and I thought it would be nice to get to know each other a little better." I gave Jake a wicked smile and winked at the other two, "And, nobody can shine a light on someone like their friends." Jake appeared nervous and the other two laughed at that while promising to behave and not let out too many secrets.
Joining us for another drink turned into much more. The band started up and the dancers came out in force. Not that I was ever much of a dancer, but Jake had me out there with him in short order to a mix of fast, sexy, and slow numbers. The band was excellent at mixing the tempo and the energy. After a few tunes, Blake came out and cut-in, followed by Tim. After several rotations, I had to call a timeout to rest. Unlike them, I had been dancing non-stop.
We talked and shared. I learned, mostly through the teasing they gave each other, that this was a small group with more in common than being three large and strong black men.
The band started the next set with a slow number to get a few dancers out to the floor. Jake led me out with him. He was a pretty good dancer because I knew I wasn't but he had me looking adequate out there. I looked up at him, "They're more than friends and associates to you, aren't they?"
He pulled me in close to avoid my eyes. "What do you mean?"
"Big macho guys can't stand someone seeing that, huh?"
He sighed. I felt his chest deflate with the release of air from his lungs and his hands tensed just before they relaxed and slid over my body. "Pretty smart, aren't you?" I nodded. He turned us and I caught sight of the booth and the other two watching us and sharing something between them. "Yeah... it can happen if you are lucky enough, I guess. We served two combat tours together. We saved each other's butts just enough times to make it back home. We went into private security work together initially, then I moved on, but if any of us needed ANYTHING, the others would be there without question."
I looked back up at him, "Was that what this job was? Did you need something? You needed something you couldn't go out and get for some reason?"
He looked deeply into my penetrating eyes, then pulled me back into his chest. "Yes. I needed something. Very personal." I nodded. That was all there was going to be, so I nodded, not to my understanding but to my acceptance.
I spoke quietly into his chest, "Do you want to share me with them?"
He stopped us on the floor and held me a foot away, "I didn't invite you here to do that."
"I didn't and don't think that. But, I did think we would enjoy more of the evening after the club. I think you did, too. I was just thinking that we've been drinking, getting to know each other, and having fun. Now I understand how close you guys are so I just thought..."
He studied me. "Would you?"
I smiled coyly, "Only if you ask." I reached up and kissed him. "When you guys came back from a Special Operation, did you ever find a woman to share?" He shook his head, no. "Ever get drunk and talk about it?" He got a nervous, guilty look and gazed over my shoulder to the booth.
He nodded as the music shifted faster and louder and he nearly had to yell, "More than a few times."
I stopped us and pulled his head to mine, "Show them what's going to happen. Make my short skirt fly up. Show them and the club my bare butt and thong."
He did, too. He twirled me and swung me from side to side and my skirt was up as much as not. I was reveling in the feeling of exposure and pleasing him. The following dances with Tim and Blake were preceded by very brief comments between them and Jake. The dances themselves became much more intimate. Their hands found their way to my bare ass cheeks and a couple of blouse buttons were opened to expose more of my bra underneath.
Within an hour, my eyes and body were blazing with lust. In desperation, I told Jake we were leaving or I was going to grab the first three guys I could and take them back to my apartment. He laughed, then wondered given what he knew about me if I was really kidding. To his credit, though, he didn't wait to figure out the answer. He paid the bar tab and we were gone in separate vehicles but meeting at his place.
The others were right behind us all the way. At one point I took off my seatbelt and dipped my head into his lap.
"What are doing?"
I giggled, "Teasing them." He laughed.
We all pulled into the driveway at the same time. I was headed to the front door of his house when he stopped me on the front lawn. He pulled me into him and kissed me deeply, his hands cupping my ass cheeks and pulling me tightly into him. We kissed a long time, then he handed me to the closest man. I went from one to the other. Somewhere along the way, I felt fingers working the clasp and zipper of the skirt. When it dropped to the grass, I started to protest but my mouth was smothered by another set of lips.
Hands wound between our bodies and the buttons of my blouse were being undone. I moaned into the mouth I was kissing. They were stripping me on the front lawn. My bra followed and my thong quickly after that. They all stepped away from me and I was facing the quiet street. I looked in both directions and found nothing moving, only dark homes.
Jake came up behind me, his hands cupping my breasts, "I live in a quiet, peaceful neighborhood and it is way past their bedtimes. Exciting, though, isn't it."
I turned and face them. "Someone grab my clothes, I need to be fucked."
Jake moved fast to open the door before I got their and I trusted I wouldn't be searching the front yard for my clothes in the morning. Once inside, I kicked off my shoes and peeled the stocking down my legs. I was completely naked with three men scrambling to catch up to my state of dress.
Jake led us further into the house to his bedroom. The whole house had the feel of a man. A house that hadn't been subject to the tastes of a woman since perhaps the previous owner. The bedroom was almost spartan with few decorations but the bed was huge, certainly a king-size.
With three impressive naked men awkwardly standing around me, I couldn't help but make the same evaluation of them that at least Tim and Blake were making of me. I was already very familiar with Jake's strongly toned body and I found the other two were similarly shaped. Tim was slightly smaller, but only slightly. Both shared with Jake the kind of body composition that consisted of low body fat and muscles that gave the impression of large-sized, imposing men. My inflamed body and lusting eyes were greedily captivated by the sight that Jake wasn't the only one with impressive manhood.
I had them sit at the foot of the bed in a line. They instinctively opened their legs and the three cocks began rising in anticipation of what the rest of the night was going to have in store for them. I leaned into Jake and kissed him deeply and whispered into his ear.
"Thank you, Jake." He whispered back what happened to 'sir'. "We're not in the office." He said they should be thanking me and I assured him they would be. He chuckled, then I asked if he had any lubrication handy. He smiled and his smile grew wider.



I dropped to my knees to stroke and lick his cock. I took it into my mouth and pressed my mouth against it, raised up, pressed down and up, over and over until I had nearly all of it inside. I lifted my mouth nearly off and took a better breath and swallowed the saliva already forming in my mouth. I pressed down slowly and firmly until his cock head entered my throat, then pressed down with control of my gag reflex until my nose was buried in his pelvis.
I heard the gasps from the men next to us mixing with the groans of Jake. I pulled back satisfied with the hardness of his cock. I moved to Tim and repeated everything but the whispering beforehand.
There was little discussion after that. Jake moved to the center of the bed on his back and indicated for the others to align themselves with him. I stood at the foot of the bed and watched as they lined up across the bed. Jake simply held his cock up in the air. I looked him in the eyes and found his twinkling with playfulness. I looked at the other two whose eyes reflected curious anticipation. I crawled onto the bed and over Jake's legs to his hips. I took his cock from his hand and moved my pussy over the head, smearing my plentiful juices over the head as I blindly located the opening. My eyes scanned from one guy to the next as I held my pussy opening on the head of the cock, a smile growing on my face.
As I slowly sank down the rigid pole, my eyes closed and a deep sigh escaped my lips. I smoothly sank down the entire length until my butt was on his thighs. I raised up slowly and sank back down, relishing the feel of his cock spreading my pussy as his cock pressed deeper inside and how the walls of my pussy seemed to cling to it as I pulled back up. I moaned an animalistic sound purr-growl mix at the image of what the three hard cocks might do to me. I almost came from the thought.
I reached out and grasped a hard cock on either side, stroking my hands up and down. In turn, they reached up and firmly grasped a breast each, not a gentle fondle but a needy and desperate hold.
After a couple minutes of fucking Jake, I internally did an eeny-meeny-miny-moe and moved to Tim on the left next. I went from one to the next while fucking each for a couple minutes. Then, Jake took the matter into his hands and rolled me over while inside me, which moved Blake over further. He began fucking me strongly and commandingly, my legs wrapping around his hips, my hips rising to meet his thrusts. I groaned and he grunted as his long, thick cock pounded into me as if he were punishing me but there could never be any punishment from a cock like his inside my pussy.
We came explosively together with the other two man-handling my breasts and nipples. My legs fell off his body as the last of his cum leaked into my saturated pussy. I was still gasping for control of my breath when Tim took Jake's place between my legs. My body was still a bit numb from the previous orgasm so when Tim climaxed inside me, I was just rising to my next orgasm but he pulled out before quite attaining it. Blake took care of that problem, though. The third fuck in a row was just as powerful and commanding as each of the previous two and I orgasmed first. My orgasm, though, my pussy clenching and spasming around the cock driving like a battering ram inside me stimulated his climax and the third large load of cum joined the other two.
I was spent. Completely spent. My legs fell to the bed as Blake pulled his softening cock from my gaping, leaking pussy. I didn't bother modestly closing my legs to cover the mess they had made of my pussy. I couldn't. I opened my eyes or focused them, whichever it was. I found the two sitting near my feet and Jake standing at the foot of the bed, a wide smile on his face.
I weakly smiled back, "God, you guys... that was amazing!" Tim and Blake both reached out and softly stroked the shin of a leg. I sighed deeply and flopped my arms to the side.
Jake disappeared and returned with four beers. I wasn't surprised he didn't have wine in the house, but I wondered how mixing beer with the wine I had previously would work.
After the beers were finished, I caught them glancing at each other and at my puffy and messy pussy. "What are you guys thinking? Why are you looking at me and those bottles?"
The other two looked at Jake as if there had been an actual discussion I hadn't heard. His smile was indeed devilish. "Trust me for something crazy?"
"Normally, yes, I would trust you completely. But something makes me wonder if I should right now."
He laughed. The other two quietly sat back and let it play out between us. "Have you ever seen any of those porn videos about extreme and weird insertions?"
Now I knew what they were up to. In fact, I had and, if I was honest, it was always a turn-on. So, here we were after drinking, dancing, and fucking up a storm, and the air still filled with a highly charged sexual energy.
I shook my head and their faces deflated, but my words changed that, "I can't believe I am doing this, but... okay. Just add this to the craziness of my life now."
We took the party, four more beers were joining us, back to the bedroom with the previous empties. I stood next to the bed and wasn't sure what they would want me to do for this. Jake took charge and directed me to the center of the bed. He went between my legs and Tim and Blake were at my sides. By Jake's instructions, they lifted my hips high into the air and all the pillows were stacked under my back, which Jake pressured into place with his knees and my butt against his chest. He lowered his face the few inches necessary and kissed my pussy, sliding his tongue along my slit. This surprised and impressed me immensely. For a big, macho guy he didn't seem to have a problem with touching cum with his lips and tongue, especially since much of it wasn't his own.
He picked up one of the empty bottles and slid the length of the bottle along my slit. He glanced down at me with a look that was everything like a boy given the chance to play doctor with a friend who had never, until that moment, been a girl. It was very erotic, another in a growing list, and I glanced up at the other two.
We all turned out eyes to Jake, the bottle in his hand, and my pussy as he turned it so the neck was now sliding along my pussy and between the lips. The end dipped into the hole and he glanced down at me, which wasn't really at me more than focusing past my pussy to my face. I was perversely excited, as they were now, so I nodded my encouragement. He refocused and slipped the neck into my hole. He held it in place, started twisting it to uniformly coat the surface with the goo inside me, and pressed down more. He pulled it out a little like a dildo, then pressed in further, back and forth. The difference with this dido, though, was the sudden increase in diameter once the neck was fully inserted.
We all watched as the neck disappeared into my pussy. My quieter sighs and moans gave way to louder ones when the body of the bottle began to open me wider and stretch me. I looked to the side and found a semi-hard cock pointed at my face. I pulled it toward me and engulfed it with my mouth as the bottle was pressed more firmly and twisted back and forth.
"Oooooggghhhh... ffffuuuuggggggkkkkkkk...", saying 'oh fuck' with a cock in my mouth.
Jake chuckled, "How lady-like..."
Once having the largest diameter of the bottle stretching my pussy, he pressed more of the bottle into me, pulled it out so the neck was inside, and pressed the bottle back in. His other hand found my exposed and swollen clit and pinched it between thumb and index finger as nearly all of the bottle sank inside me. His voice came to me through my own moaning with his fingers still working my clit.
"Look at what your greedy pussy can do."
I turned my head, letting the cock in my mouth slip out and slide along my cheek.
"Oh, God, Jake... it's all the way in."
With fingers on the very end, he twisted the bottle, "Just enough to still hold onto." He looked down at me. "I'm going to push it all the way inside and see if your pussy can close around it." I gasped at the obscenity of the statement. Before I could say anything one way or the other, though, he did and I felt the bottle jam against me deep inside. I cried out, gasping for control. The guys were pinching and twisting my nipples while Jake was doing the same to my clit. He released my clit and the blood rushed to the abused nub and I cried out, again.
He glanced at Tim, "Get me a phone." Oh, God, now what? He held his phone to my pussy and I heard it click as it recorded the scene. "Not quite closed. I can see the dark glass just inside. The office will like this shot..."
They already have a video of me being gangbanged and I walk around the office naked... what's a little more humiliation?
Then, he held up another empty bottle. He directed Blake to get the tube of lube in his bedside drawer and I closed my eyes and groaned. With a beer bottle deep in my pussy, he was going to open my ass now.
He spread the lubrication over the neck of the bottle and I took a bit of consolation at seeing that he only was doing it to the neck. He hefted my hips a bit more vertical and pressed the end of the neck at my asshole. He twisted it and pressed until I cried out with it passing my sphincter. He pressed a little more in but stopped.
He made eye contact with me over my abused holes, "Are you ready to be ravaged by cock?"
"Oh, Godddddd, yyyeeeeeessssssss! Pllleeeeeeesssssss... I neeeeeeed to cccccuuuuummmm!"
He pulled the bottle from my ass and told me to expel the bottle from my pussy. I focused my eyes and muscles and watched as the bottle obscenely appeared from my pussy. With enough to hold onto, again, Jake pulled it the remainder of the way out.
I was gasping for air with ragged breaths and in desperate need of an orgasm, my pussy experiencing an emptiness like never before.
He pulled the pillows away from behind me and held a bottle of beer toward me. I took it as I sat up and looked down at my gaping hole. I guzzled half the beer and looked at them with lusty need.
Jake encouraged me to stand on the bed and moved me to the edge. His cock was hard and ready and I was way past the ready stage. He brought me to his body and I knew instantly what he wanted. I crouched and spread my knees wide. He came in between my legs and leaned me against him as we worked together for the initial penetration. Once he was inside me, I felt his hands under my butt pulling me to him more and I gave a little jump into his arms and my legs around his waist. The jump drove his cock deep into me and bottomed out as he hefted me up to secure his hold of me. I groaned and gasped at the series of abrupt shifts in his grip on me, which had the effect of bouncing me on his cock.
I didn't notice it as I had my arms tightly wound around his neck and my body pressed hard into his as he raised me up and down on his cock, but he indicated for both men to lubricate their cocks and get ready.
My pussy was loose and still very creamy but his cock inside still felt marvelous to me. Part of that might have been the power and strength he exhibited by handling me as if I was weightless, but another part, and I knew it, was that it was Jake.
I was unaware of anything else about to happen, I was just enjoying the feeling of being manhandled and fucked so strongly. When Jake lifted me only halfway up his cock and held me there, I wondered why the hesitation until I felt something probing at my other hole. The cock back there pressed hard and pierce my loosened sphincter to enter me. With cocks in neighboring chambers, I was slowly lowered. I gasped and moaned as the feeling of being full washed over me. Now there were two pairs of hands on my body and they moved me up and down with smoother ease.
I cried out as an orgasm washed over me and my entire body convulsed as I hung onto Jake and my pussy and ass tightened around both cocks. Predictably, if I could have used my brain just then, the cock in my ass exploded. I was still being raised and lowered but the cock in my ass was shooting spurt after spurt of warm cum into my bowels as Jake's cock continued to pound my pussy.
The next cock took its place in my gaping and drooling ass and the fucking continued. When I felt Jake swell inside me and the cock in my ass jerk, I tilted my pelvis on the downward stroke to grind my clit into Jake's pelvic bone. A couple impacts and I was rising to another orgasm as both pussy and ass were again washed in cum.
When Jake lay me on his bed, I was limp and purring. At least, that was what he told me later. Much later, in fact. I woke in his bed to the aromatic smell of strong coffee fighting to overpower the still persistent hint of sex in the air of the bedroom.
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CHAPTER 4: TRAP SET AND SPRUNG
"What's going on in there?" I stopped at Marjorie's office to say good morning when I saw Jake and Mark together with Mr. Franklin in his office.
She came out to the door and joined me in a fruitless attempt to garner any information by staring at them through the open door. They were involved in some heavy discussion.
"I have no idea. They were in there when I arrived about 10 minutes ago. It looks serious, though." She turned from them to appraise my appearance. She stepped back and looked me up and down. "I like it."
"You think it'll be okay?" This morning I decided I would try something different from the norm for my undressing for the office. I had adhered to the written word of the contract section, NAKED LEGAL, which stated: I was to remain naked, except for stocking, heels, and jewelry while in the offices. I thought it might be fun to throw some variety into it. Today, aside from my leather briefcase, I included a sheer white baby doll negligee. The gown tied in front just below my ample breasts, which allowed the bodice to gap open as I moved and the rest of the gown opened to the bottom hem. The gap in front was about six inches at the bottom and the hem barely reached the bottom of my ass when I stood erect. Without the sheer panties, my pussy was clearly exposed, not that the sheer material did much to cover my breasts and nipples.
I did a poor pirouette by spinning slowly on one foot. She laughed, "I like the bare feet, too. It's wonderful, very playful, and still fulfilling the intention of being naked." She stepped up to me and I kissed her on the lips. The entire office had become very intimate beyond the overt sex play.
I had to admit being a bit nervous about making the change on my own and I was relieved that Marjorie like it. It was our norm to greet each other first thing in the morning and the last thing at night. I debated about interrupting whatever the guys were discussing as I approached Mr. Franklin's office on the way to my own. As I came to the doorway I could see inside clearly and they were in a concentrated discussion of some kind, but I decided to just stop and greet them.
I stuck my body into the doorway without entering, "Morning, guys. I don't want to interrupt, I'll catch up with you later." I turned, but Mr. Franklin's voice stopped me.
"Grace, wait... good morning, dear." The others gave me similar greetings and turned to make eye contact. It was Mr. Franklin who continued, "Sorry to push that case motion on you, but did you make progress on it last night?"
"Yes, Sir. I finished it. We can review it whenever you are free."
"Excellent! Sorry, again, for disrupting your evening."
"Not at all, Sir. Just part of the job."
He smiled. He had expressed concern several times about my hours, which were in no small part because of the sexual activities I would be asked to perform for any of them during the day. I saw his eyes, and those of Mark and Jake, travel up and down my body taking in my choice of outfit.
"I like your outfit, Grace. What do you guys think?" They agreed enthusiastically. "You're still visible and very much easily available to touch or more." I giggled. "Excellent. Just for the fun of it, let's sit down and figure out some revision to your contract." I giggled, again. The idea of a contract that restricted my clothing and stipulated my sexual services still seemed crazy. A craziness, though, that still turned my pussy into a glistening sexual organ anticipating use. I turned with a saucy sway to my hips in line with the door to tease them as I headed to my own office.
* * * * *
"Damn, I love that woman!" It was Jake's exclamation that caused Mr. Franklin to consider his rough and tumble associate. "Oh, you know what I mean... I think we all, including Marjorie, feel the same way." They all nodded.
Mark continued the expression of feeling, "Her every action with us is a representation of something that has fulfilled a dream for her. I mean, what she is expected to do here should be crazy... impossible... but she seems to revel in it."
"I agree," Mr. Franklin continued, "I had a feeling about her from the start, but she is all-in. She is as dedicated to the legal work as her reputation indicated."
"And, she genuinely is excited about the other stuff," Jake added.
Mark laughed, "Yeah... and she's sweet in the process."
Jake gazed through the door as the naked vision turned into the office, "Which is all the more reason I'd like to crucify those three on the front plaza of the courthouse."
Mr. Franklin chuckled, "No crucifying. If for no other reason, the courthouse would have cameras recording it all."
Mark looked at each and was instantly very serious, "What if I hacked into the CCTV system and created a loop..."
Mr. Franklin, sensing the conversation taking a dangerous turn, pulled them back to the task. "No crucifying. I have a better, more lasting idea." The other three waited. The meeting so far had been a summary of what Jake's guys had found about the men who had turned in the evidence for the disbarment charges. That they turned out to be attorneys from the same firm started Mr. Franklin thinking.
"Excellent work, Jake! So, we're agreed that the leaked video was edited and that alone is tampering with evidence. And, you two are convinced they would still have the original version?"
Jake laughed in a very nasty way, "They wouldn't be able to help themselves. They'd want to be able to go back and relive it, again and again. They'd want to see themselves doing it to her. Remember, she was the rising star, the presumed next Partner, and they were just attorneys meeting expectations, nothing significant about them. I'm betting each one saved a copy on their laptop or phone."
Mr. Franklin turned to Mark, "Do you have enough to perform your wizardry?"
"Yes. Jake got their names, phone numbers, workplace, and home addresses. All I have to do is be nearby when they connect to a WIFI and have them connected long enough that I can..."
Mr. Franklin laughed and held up his hand, "I think it best that Grace and I don't know in case we are ever asked." The group laughed. Although the laugh might have been mirthful, the looks on the three faces were similar to what they might have been if they had just laid out plans for proceeding with the crucifixion idea.
* * * * *
"What's gotten into you two today?" I was lying on top of Jake whose cock was softening inside my pussy. They had removed my baby doll earlier and we were all naked. I lay on Jake who was spread on the couch in my office. Mark had just pulled out of my ass and was sitting cross-legged on the plush rug. They had just finished with a truly inspired double-penetration.
"What do you mean?" Jake asked the question with an innocence that belied his facial reaction. I sat upon his hips to look back and forth at the two of them. We no longer showed any concern for being fully exposed to the rest of the office through my glass-enclosed office and we comfortably lounged. Jake looked at Mark and he shrugged his shoulders, also with a show of innocence.
"That was like making love to me. Don't get me wrong, it felt REALLY good, but it lacked the hurried fuck we usually engage in here."
Jake continued to try to deflect my question, "A DP that felt like being made love to?"
I laughed and playfully swatted the flat slabs of black muscle on his chest. "Yes! It's always wonderful and I am hooked on this life with you all. But, yes, it was wonder... explosive..." I leaned down to kiss Jake, then to the side to kiss Mark. "But, yes, it was gentle and loving... even as a DP."
Jake and Mark exchanged glances and I was surprised it was Mark who ultimately responded. "Maybe we just realize how important you are to us."
I melted. I leaned further over to pull Mark into my arms and in the process Jake's softening cock slipped from the grasp of my pussy. I then hugged Jake. I was overwhelmed. What a crazy way to find a place where belonging was real.
* * * * *
Days later, I sat at the conference table with everyone else but I was fidgeting awkwardly while we waited for Mr. Franklin to end his phone call. It was his meeting. My fidgeting, though, was due to a very strange sense of discomfort... I was fully dressed in the office. Mr. Franklin had made a point of instructing me to put on all my clothes for this meeting. It seemed too strange as I retreated to the small isolated reception space to pull up my panties, clip my bra in place, and pull on my skirt and blouse, then not leave but return to the office. The others seemed to be just as taken by my appearance among them, too. Although we spent enough time away from the office when I was dressed, this was different.
He finally broke away from the phone and joined us, apologizing for the delay. He explained the reason for the meeting as the most effective way for the team to come to an understanding of a situation and to arrive at a mutually acceptable agreement. As I was completely in the dark, I assumed the others would be, too. But, looking around the table, Marjorie was the only one also looking around confused. She and I settled our gaze on each other and shrugged our shoulders.
Mr. Franklin then launched into a presentation he had clearly spent some effort preparing. He explained how Jake had come to him with a proposal that would be off the books: determining how what happened to me with the Bar had occurred. I straightened up and focused my gaze on Jake.
"It didn't make any sense to me, Grace. It just bothered the hell out of me. We all saw the video. There are heavy shadows, bad lighting, and grainy. How did someone make the connection to you? The only way any of us recognized you was because we already knew it was you."
Mr. Franklin explained what Jake and his associates had found. So that was the job they were helping Jake with. He detailed the events and actions that led to having sufficient information for Mark to assist in the investigation. I looked at Mark.
"You mean, hack? Did you hack into their computers and phones? That's not legal evidence." Mark looked nervous, not used to having me appear unhappy with him so I apologized and turned my attention to Mr. Franklin.
"We don't need to worry about the legality of it. For one thing, they didn't worry about it and, for another thing, I don't think it will be used in court." He described the video Mark found, then cued Mark and it appeared on the large flat-screen at the end of the table. "I don't suggest that we need to see this again, but there are some differences between this copy and what was leaked to the Bar."
He cued Mark and it fast-forwarded. Mark did it several times and each time he was stopping at a scene that was not in the other version and these scenes showed faces of men.
"I know those guys. We were at the same firm. Are you saying..."
Mr. Franklin, "We are. These three were at that last gangbang. Not only that, but they took this video. It's not surprising you didn't notice them at the event, either. What was learned is that when you marked on the agreement form that you didn't want your face shown, it was missed by the organizer. To use the video he took, he had to go through it and blur your face from each frame. It was weeks AFTER you were disbarred that the official video was released after correction. This grainy one was taken with a phone and those three passed the phone back and forth to capture it."
Mark jumped in, "You can see, Grace, how pleased they were with themselves at how they were screwing you literally and anticipating it figuratively later."
Mr. Franklin added, "Jealousy of a successful woman passing them by. They had all been in the firm well before you, right?" I nodded.
Marjorie softly added, "The wounded ego of hapless males. Obviously, present company excluded." Everybody smiled at that.
I looked around the table. "Thanks, guys, but after all this... what?"
"That's up to you, dear."
Mark jumped in, "Jake suggested three crucifixions on the courthouse grounds."
I laughed. It was a good tension breaker until I looked at Jake and saw that it was probably true. "Violence has its appeal. So does giving them a taste of their own medicine." I shook my head more. "I don't want to go to the Bar Association with this and have everyone know I was that petty."
Mr. Franklin said, "Good because I have a much better and satisfying idea." He laid his idea out for everyone. They all watched me because I would have a starring role in his game and it would have to be a good performance. The last time they screwed me in multiple ways; this time I could have my chance in multiple ways. I agreed.
Then, if I thought we were past the serious part, I was wrong. "I wanted Grace to be dressed in the office for this meeting for two reasons. One, I wanted her to possibly feel like the old Grace before all this happened to make her decision of how to proceed. I have to say, dear, I am proud of you. Then, two, I want to suggest something to her and you all. Because of what happened but what I knew of her as an attorney, I presented an absurd employment option to you, Grace. And, you have made the time here the most unique, professional, and satisfying as a result." He looked around the table. "Grace, you've done everything asked of you with professionalism in the legal work and complete charm and willingness in the other." There were smirks and chuckles around the table. But, I waited intently. "I am proposing that we rewrite your contract to delete the section on NAKED LEGAL." He asked for a show of hands of agreement and the others slowly raised their hands.
Jake's voice broke the ensuing quiet, "Wait a minute. That's fine. I always thought of it as consensual. But, boss, are you saying you WANT to make this change or it's up to Grace?"
He looked at me, "Up to Grace. You've been through plenty, dear, enough to send most attorneys into a long depression to lose what they strove for. I thought you might be tired of all this and maybe desire something more normal."
I looked everyone in the eyes. I could see they were all just projecting support and understanding. I stood up, my fingers beginning to work the buttons on my blouse. "Who among you has any interest in my arrangement in the firm to be changed?" Smiles formed on their faces, including Mr. Franklin. Nobody raised their hand. I slid the blouse off, dropping it on the table. I began unhooking my bra. "Who among you has no desire to see my body naked every day?" I held the loosened bra in place as I scanned the faces. Still nobody. I let the bra fall down my arms and dropped it on top of the blouse. I reached behind my waist and loosen and unzip my short skirt and began pushing it down over my hips. "Who among you doesn't want me to give you oral pleasure?" I didn't even scan the faces as my hands pushed my panties off my hips and I stepped out of them. "Anyone not interested in fucking me?"
I leaned over the table and Jake appeared at my butt with his pants loosened. I looked up at Mr. Franklin. He had his answer and I truly believed he was finally satisfied this was what I wanted. And, what I wanted was all four of them fucking me, which was possible since Marjorie bought a strap-on to be used at the office.
* * * * *
It was about two weeks later and a lot had transpired, not the least of which was that I was gangbanged, again, though, this time I was not as enthusiastic and excited about it. I was again told to be dressed in the office and I chose a business dress I often used for courtroom appearances. This was going to be the day. I waited in my office going over a current case, just as I had been requested. I was trying really hard not to peer around the office wondering what was happening.
* * * * *
"Everything ready?" Mr. Franklin was stressing over the minor details now as he sat with Mark and Jake in his office. They assured him all was functioning properly.
Marjorie came into the office from the reception room and went directly to his office. "They have all arrived. They are quite curious why they were each invited."
Mr. Franklin nodded to Mark and he cued up the video and audio feed from the small reception room. With Jake's knowledge of surveillance, the use of audio and video feeds had already come in handy. Mr. Franklin's monitor popped with a view of the room from the corner of the door frame. The three attorneys were occupying the only three chairs in the room lined up along the opposite wall.
"You guys received an invitation, too?" "He said he had a proposition to discuss that could possibly change my life." "So, he's still very active?" "From what I heard, he's got about six cases he has other attorneys chasing their tails over with motions and depositions." "He's only one guy, right? How can he do that?" "Maybe that's what this about, wanting to expand his office." "I heard he already hired someone, but he's the only one to submit motions or appear in court." "It doesn't make any sense, does it? Bringing us all here at the same time? Why would he hire three attorneys from the same firm?" "Because we're good. Don't overthink this."
Marjorie laughed, "Pieces of work, they are. Grace was right about them. Egos went amok."
Mr. Franklin took charge, "Okay, it's time. We don't want that discussion to wander too much into considering if there being here makes any sense at all. Marjorie, I want you to sit on Grace. You two have work to do on the Harrison case, right?" She nodded. "Keep her busy with that. Nothing says busy like being busy."
She giggled, "You come up with that all by yourself?"
He stared her down and she left.
Jake leaned forward and stared his boss in the eyes, "Take a deep breath, boss. You almost jumped all over Marjorie for crying out loud."
He looked embarrassed, "Okay, you're right. I'll apologize to her later. I'm just feeling really lousy about everything Grace went through and then this last stuff to get this nailed down."
"We all feel the same way. She's a saint... a really sexy saint." That broke the three of them into chuckles and they filed out to greet the sheep waiting their turn for the slaughter.
Jake brought the three into the room and introduced Mr. Franklin and Mark. The attorneys introduced themselves and the small talk began, a kind of business ritual before the real issues were engaged. As they milled around the conference table, one of them was caught looking back at the two women huddled in a glass office.
"I heard you hired someone, but..." He stopped and whispered to the others, "I think that's McBride." Their eyes nearly exploded. "Just be cool. Nobody knows anything."
"I'll have her come out later. Please excuse the accommodations, gentlemen, we are a small firm, but we are very agile and efficient." He looked closely at the three, "Excuse me, but... are you okay? You look like..."
"Oh, sorry, we were mugged recently." Their story was that they were attacked, kidnapped, roughed up in the back of a van, robbed, and dumped outside one of the seediest strip clubs known for prostitution and drugs. Before they could gain their feet, they were surrounded by customers who were calling the police to report it.
Mr. Franklin gave Jake a stern look but Jake mouthed, 'not me'. But a smile crept across his face.
"So, I suppose you are wondering why I asked you to come here?"
"You said something about a proposition that could possibly change our lives. Are you looking to expand your firm? I can tell you we are just..."
Mr. Franklin laughed, "Expand the firm with you three? Oh God, no. But, I do have something that could change your lives. Pay attention, gentlemen."
They all sat down around the table, the three on one side. Mark cued his laptop and a video appeared on the screen. The three attorneys were confused why this esteemed attorney was showing a porn video of a gangbang, until... it sunk in. They all looked at each other with a bit of panic, then they collectively gathered themselves.



"Do you recognize this video, gentlemen?" They claimed ignorance. He motioned to Mark, again. The video sped up and stopped. "As I said before, pay attention." When the video started up, again, there were their faces one after another as the video sped up and slowed to the appropriate times.
"Where did you..." Another interrupted, "The video isn't very good, shadowy, grainy."
* * * * *
Marjorie poked my arm as we went through the motion on the monitor. She indicated out into the open area. "It's time, dear. You okay?" I nodded and stood, following her out to the conference table.
"Gentlemen, I would like to introduce my newest associate, Grace McBride. She worked at your firm with you, I believe." They nodded with a bit more fear in their expressions. "Miss McBride, we were just looking at this video. Tell me, please, if you were presented this in court as a piece of evidence against your client, what would your response be?"
I stepped up the table, put my hands on the table, and leaned forward, gazing at the video for a solid couple of minutes. I was being banged fiercely by one of them and someone else had his cock in my mouth while other hands were grasping breast tissue and nipples. I looked down at them with my best courtroom blank face. I stood upright.
"I would object, first. Then, I would argue the video lack the clarity to be effective in identifying anyone."
"What about the woman involved?"
"The same." I turned to the three attorneys, "In fact, that was my argument, but the Bar Associate hearing members said they had been given a positive identification."
"Interesting. Now, how about this one?" He signaled Mark. The screen went black for a moment, then a new video started. I leaned forward, again. I hadn't yet seen this one. They all suggested it might be better if I didn't until the right time. This video was nearly professional quality. It picked up in mid-action. I was naked on my back, one of them was fucking me, another was in my mouth. I was wearing a blindfold that covered half my face but left my mouth available. Everyone was naked. I watched for a long time and I sensed fidgeting next to me, but I refrained from looking. Then, I saw what I remembered. I had been having a very hard time controlling my emotions knowing who it was fucking me but it was the only way to get them on video. I struggled when the cock in my mouth went deeper than I wanted it. I had deepthroated all the guys in the office, but I didn't want to give these guys that. When I resisted, I was slapped on the face and several times across the breasts.
Now I turned my head, "With this video, my client would be screwed." I smiled and stood up.
Jake stood and came up behind me. "You didn't recognize her, did you?" He put the same blindfold over my upper face. "How about now?" I couldn't see anything, but I unmistakably heard gasps coming from all three.
As the blindfold came off, Mr. Franklin continued. "We could have used only the complete original video and finished you. This other was insurance."
"Where did you get..."
"You edited the video before sending it to the Bar Association. That's tampering. But, you couldn't resist keeping the original. In fact, you each wanted your own copy."
"You hacked us?"
He laughed, "It is way too late to be talking ethical behavior. The second was clearly staged with Miss McBride's participation, though this time she can't be identified, but you certainly can. Even your kids could identify you in that one." That brought a look of horror to their faces. "Now you see what I meant by changing your life."
Mr. Franklin laid out several options for them. The videos could always go to the Bar Association and I might win leniency as a result; the videos could just be released online and the fallout could be more devastating to career, family, and friends; or, and the way they wisely chose, the videos would be kept under his control as long as they assisted with cases periodically. The cases would never be getting a guilty man freed but would assist in cases where the power of a large firm could otherwise overwhelm a smaller firm and the guilty party winning. The videos would be used as leverage.
After the men left, defeated and shell-shocked, I heard the story of the mugging. Jake had called his guys to quiz them. He apologized to Mr. Franklin for the violence coming into it.
To me, though, "Once Tim and Blake met you, they were so mad they were blind to the ramifications. To their credit, they protected their faces. They were the ones to notify someone inside the strip joint who called the cops before they could leave. Their wives are not happy they spend time at a strip joint and were wondering about prostitutes." He looked shyly at me and Mr. Franklin, "They said not to worry about the money. They left the credit cards and wallets to be found by the police. The cash found its way to the St. Francis Mission. They were very grateful for the large anonymous donation."
We all laughed and I made a commitment to myself to revisit those two soon. It would be a convenient excuse for another wonderful mini-gangbang.
* * * * *
"Everyone... I want to thank all of you with all my heart, my trust, my dedication, my love, and... my body." They all laughed and held up their wine glasses in salute. We were gathered at Mr. Franklin's home for a group dinner to celebrate the conclusion of putting down 'the three', as they had become known. We all came from work on a Friday night for the celebration, but I had brought with me something special to change into. I was wearing a floor-length, white sheer negligee made of four panels of material attached at the bodice level. Standing still, it looked like a single gown morer than hinting at my body underneath, any movement allowed the separate panels to move independently and exposed my body in tantalizing bare glimpses. Under it, I wore matching sheer stockings and white heels.
I stood at the table while they sat. "Truly, I cannot thank all of you enough. I am not just talking about what just happened, though, now that they are identified, I can confess how much the mystery had bothered me." I moved behind Mr. Franklin, bent, and kissed him on the cheek. "Mostly, I have to thank you, Sir. You gave me the chance at satisfying work nobody else would."
He chuckled, his eyes sparkling, "At a cost, my dear."
I laughed with the others at the obvious reference. "Yes, Sir. But, the cost turned out to be a fulfillment of another part of me I hadn't recognized until you showed it to me." I moved around the table, kissing each on the cheek as I went. "All of you... you so unselfishly assisted me in my journey to the discovery of that new fulfillment." They laughed. "I am serious, though... okay, not about the unselfish part... but you all accepted me, accepted my professional contribution, and... accepted the slut in your midst." With my hands back on Mr. Franklin's shoulders, "Mr. Franklin was right about knowing me. At the time, he probably knew me better than I knew myself or accepted myself. I think, in retrospect, all the stuff about NAKED LEGAL was to release me from my long-time efforts at maintaining my mask that hid the personality I was. I think it was his way of pushing me to consider, forcing me to accept, to experience giving up control of myself to experience the submissive nature he saw within me. It was an effort to show me a way to be happy. He was right and we've all been rewarded." They smiled at me. "Maybe for the first time, I truly feel happy, content, accepted, valued, included, and loved. Thank you."
I looked down at the top of Mr. Franklin's head and smiled. "If Mr. Franklin has no objections, I propose we move this party to the other room... if... anyone's interested." I released the tie and the gown sank in a puddle at my feet leaving me as I often am in the office... stockings, and heels. They quickly got to their feet and followed me out of the dining room with glasses and another bottle of wine.
In the room I considered the family room, I kicked off my heels and held my foot up to Mark who obediently rolled one stocking down my leg and off my foot. I held the other foot to Jake and I shivered when his fingers probed my wet pussy 'accidentally' as he began rolling that stocking down.
I undressed both of them article by article with kissing and fondling in-between. When they were both naked, I was on my knees in front of them and began a back and forth worship of their cocks. There was no rush to this evening. In the office, we are often subject to time considerations of case-loads, pending meetings, and conversations. After-hours became very different, whether together or one-on-one. The others would leave whenever it was appropriate. I was asked to spend the night and I fully expected it might be the weekend, though I brought no other clothing for the extra days.
Once the guys were hard, I devoted some time to deepthroating each while stroking the other. It was partially for them and partially for the viewing interest of Marjorie and Mr. Franklin who were sitting closely on the couch watching intently. Marjorie maybe lesbian with a partner, but she still had a close relationship with him born from their close association over the years.
I stood up between the men, pressing my body against theirs and kissing each. Jake was usually the aggressor in these situations and he, again, took charge. He moved the heavy coffee table from in front of the couch to keep all of us close. He assisted me to the floor and his mouth quickly covered my pussy as my legs wrapped around his head with the first rush of arousal as his tongue pressed into my primed hole. I felt fingertips on the side of my face and I blindly allowed them to turn my head, my mouth opening in anticipation. Mark's cock slipped between my lips and I moved my head back and forth to coat it with saliva for more comfortable fucking into my mouth.
Jake knew I was ready for fucking and didn't delay too long before kissing his way up my body and his wonderful cock bumping against my pussy. I smiled around Mark's cock as Jake bumped his cock against me. It was a thing he did. If it somehow slipped into my hole, fine. If it didn't, he waited for me to insert his cock into my pussy. It was a dominant play; if I wanted his cock, and I always did, I needed to do it. He wasn't being passive, just the opposite, it was a non-verbal equivalent to making me ask to be fucked, and that small action was tremendously arousing, as was the power and strength his body exuded against me but could be so gentle and caring.
Jake fucked me for minutes with strong and controlling strokes as I fucked Mark's cock with my mouth and taking him to the entrance of my throat. Then, in mid-mouth-stroke, my pussy was frustratingly empty. My body cried out in frustration and want before my mind could appease its need. Mark's cock slipped out of my mouth and Jake's filled it fuller and deeper. Mark's cock took its place at my pussy and drove deeply into me with a different feel and motion, one of far more caring and excitement. The stark difference between the men: one dominant in all ways; the other more used to appreciating what comes his way. The back and forth switching between the two was always exciting, like a fine lover who could deliberately and expertly change his approach and effort.
When they both came into my body, it was close to the same time as my own with one in my pussy and the other down my throat. I found it hard to be in the midst of an orgasm with a cock in my throat. Breathing was hard even when I could concentrate so I always pulled back a bit for the cum to fill my mouth but be quickly swallowed. For their part, there was never a concern about holding off to cum in one hole or another of my body. I was there for them to give and receive pleasure. The night would be as long as it would be with the four of them enjoying my efforts.
After they pulled out of my body, I collapse with a contented sigh to the rug, but quickly sat up and looked at Mr. Franklin. The rug was plush and surely expensive. He chuckled and pointed to a nearby chair where I saw a large, folded towel waiting. We'd fucked there before and he was very aware of how my pussy leaked. I crawled to the chair which I was sure they all enjoyed watching, took the towel, and spread it out on the rug before taking up my position again with legs spread and looking to the couch for my next lover.
Marjorie stood and to my surprise completely stripped, then stepped into the strap-on she had brought in anticipation. Though the men would never presume to touch her uninvited, she had not been comfortable in the past and kept her bra and panties on. To see her strip completely seemed to indicate she was also accepting the safety of the group, though it took this long to achieve.
I watched her approach with the dildo obscenely bobbing up and down in front of her soft and curvy body. I remained where I was but lifted my knees and splayed them out to open my body to her. She smiled down at me as she stood between my legs, my gaping pussy in clear view. She knelt and guided the end of the dildo to the entrance of my pussy and pressed forward. As she pressed it in, she leaned forward to bring our mouths together. As she kissed me, the dildo penetrated me further and I moaned into her mouth.
She pulled back and gazed into my eyes, "You are such a hot woman." Her hips were slowly fucking me. "I'm fucking you, but I don't really know what it feels like when your pussy squeezes around the cock driving into you."
I groaned at her words and pulled her face into mine. When I separated us, I whispered into her ear, "You and your partner fuck with dildos, but how long has it been since you felt a real one? A dildo might be a substitute but it lacks in all the real feelings, the feeling of warm flesh sliding inside you, the feeling of its tension when it swells and pulses, and the feeling of cum spurt after spurt going into you. Wouldn't you like to feel that?"
She pulled up and looked questioningly at me. "What are you... not them..."
"No... but Mr. Franklin... you trust him... you've trusted him for so long. You don't have to love the man, marry the man attached to the cock... just enjoy it."
She looked at me, a smile spreading across her face with recognition of the potential. She looked over her shoulder at him and he looked back puzzled. I called him over with one hand. She looked at me and the smile showed her decision. They quietly talked as her hips continued the slow-motion of fucking the rubber cock into my pussy. He quickly finished stripping and went behind her. I heard the murmur of Jake and Mark as they watched what was about to happen. She wanted him to fuck her as she fucked me. It was going to be crazy. It was going to be amazing.
* * * * *
"That was a hell of a closing argument you gave us after dinner tonight." I was curled into Mr. Franklin's side in his bed. The others had left at some ungodly hour. I was fucked several more times by Jake and Mark and I sucked Mr. Franklin and ate Marjorie's pussy before it was called an evening. I saw everyone out, standing outside the front door naked until they were gone. I was spending the night with Mr. Franklin, possibly more.
My head was resting on his left shoulder, my arm spread across his chest, my left leg wrapped around his, and my body pressed tightly against him. We had just finished making love. It was that, too. So much of this is fucking, but there are moments when isolated with one of them that it shifts from frantic, wild fucking and is allowed to be slow but still intense loving. This had been that.
"I hope you meant what you said because that little speech would be taken as an encouragement to continue with what has been."
I turned my head slightly to kiss his shoulder. "Closing Argument... hell." He lifted his head and looked at me. I chuckled, my body shaking into his. "That was my Opening Argument, Sir. I wasn't encouraging them and you to continue with what has been." I snuggled closer even though closer wasn't possible. "I was encouraging them, and you, to go forward, leap forward, boldly and with confidence and assuredness that what would come of the future can only be known if we reach out and grab onto it."
He wrapped me tightly in his arms. "You are a hell of a woman, Miss McBride." He kissed the top of my head. "No offense, my dear, but out of your misfortune has come our great providence."
"No offense taken, Sir. In my way of thinking, Sir, my misfortune was my own providence." I kissed his skin as I settle my face against his body. "Do you desire for me to be your naked servant this weekend, Sir?"
"I desire that very much if that is okay with you."
I giggled, "Sir if you desire it, it is all I need."
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NAKED LEGAL - CHAIR -- A NAKED LEGAL EPISODE
This is an episode in the NAKED LEGAL group of stories. It is recommended that you at least read the original story, NAKED LEGAL, before reading this story to understand the origin of the office relationships and the main characters.
* * * *
The time in the office as the Naked Legal proved to be both surprising and not surprising. I found it surprising how I could become engrossed in the details of a case or client information at my desk or even sometimes while in consultation with one of the other members of the team, all the while essentially naked. But, it was also not surprising how a simple touch by one of them or catching one of them with a lingering gaze upon my exposed body would cause me to instantly become aroused. And, though I could frequently focus around that arousal, the evidence of it would be shown on my body through a flushed response in my skin, erect nipples, or a moist spot left on a chair when I got up to leave. The other indicators of my arousal were like a tease, but the damp marks left on chairs were like a neon flashing advertisement.
As time passed, my workload increased very quickly from reviewing files and cases (current and past) to active involvement. As my workload increased, I found the sexual interruptions decreased. The first couple of days it was like I was being ravaged by everyone. Mr. Franklin confided in me while I was again under his desk sucking his cock while he worked that my heavy use initially was to get everyone past the timid, awkward stage of the new arrangement. And, it had worked. Even if I wasn't constantly being ravaged all day, anymore, I was frequently touched intimately and open discussions were held about what necklaces set off my breasts best or if my pussy should be completely cleaned or a thin patch of trimmed hair might be left above it. They always liked for me to open my legs for that consideration, but they always ended up agreeing I should remain completely clean.
Recent discussions began revolving around possible piercings of my body, which resulted in the close handling of my nipples, clit hood, and pussy lips. Mr. Franklin assured me any body modifications like that would be entirely up to me. Of course, those assurances generally came while I was sucking his cock, too.
There would be several days in a row when I spent my sexual time sucking them while they worked and that included Marjorie, too. That allowed the office to be more effective while still receiving satisfaction. It took away from my effectiveness in the office, but that was dependent on the measurement used. My effectiveness at the office might be high in terms of pleasure provided or low in terms of work completed. The time I spent in the office slowly increased to compensate for the diversion of pleasing the office but I was alone in my apartment just across the street. The two parts of my job, legal work and pleasuring, were my passions and doing either rather than sitting in my apartment alone was natural for me.
The days when I was relegated to providing oral pleasure left me unsatisfied, though. The combination of taking my office-mates to noisy orgasms, being naked, and being frequently touched and teased left me wanting for my own pleasure release. Several times, Mr. Franklin exerted his control onto me further by prohibiting me from pleasuring myself. The sexual tension within me would build up to a fever point until they would use me in a mini-gangbang at the end of the day, leaving me exhausted and limp, but finally content.
Mr. Franklin had scheduled a conference of all of us regarding a client's case that was approaching its court time. We were gathering around the conference table, a laptop primed for reviewing the case on the large screen at the end of the table. I was approaching the table with my hands filled with a coffee cup, folders, and notepads when Jake grasped me from behind. His hands cupped my breasts, fondling them, fingers pinching and twisting the nipples. He leaned into me, his hands on my breasts pulling me into the front of his body and his pelvis pressing into my butt. He kissed my shoulder and worked his way to my neck as his face pushed my long hair out of the way. I moaned at the attention, my eyes closed, and momentarily lost in the feeling. I opened my eyes to find the other three watching and smiling as they got settled.
Mark stopped short of taking a chair and looked at Mr. Franklin who gave him a nod. Jake whispered in my ear between kisses, "We have a present for you, Grace. We decided you deserved a new chair."
A new chair? The one I had seemed just fine to me. I heard Mark returning and I turned my head to see what was so special about a new chair while Jake's hands continued to fondle my body. The chair Mark was pushing out from his office was a bit bigger, not nearly as sleek as the one I had. The seat part appeared to be like any other, but the rolling base contained a boxy section under the seat and above the column attaching to the roller base. It wasn't as attractive or graceful appearing.
Mark caught the look on my face. "Don't judge a chair by its appearance." He smiled.
"Really?"
I looked at Mr. Franklin and he only smiled. Jake moved a chair away from the table and Mark brought the new up behind me. I sighed, recognizing they were up to something with this chair, but I wasn't going to figure it out without playing along.
"This chair screams you, Grace." I looked at him with a look of exasperation. "See anything different about it?" I pointed underneath. "Well, yeah, that, but anything else?" I shrugged, I really didn't except for the ugly box underneath.
Marjorie interrupted, "Mark ...", and she made a movement of her thumb pressing on her curled index finger.
"Oh, crap ... yeah, thanks." He ran off to his office and returned with two items in his hands. They were remotes very much like a TV remote only smaller. He slid one onto the table and held out the other one for me to see.
"A remote chair? What does it do, take me across the office?"
He chuckled and he was joined by the others. "It takes you, all right, but not across the room." I watched him press the power button and I heard a soft hum start up, continue for a moment, then go silent. I looked at him with curiosity turning to new concern. He pointed at the seat, "See anything different about the seat?" I looked closely and commented on the seam down the middle from back to front. "Yes, well, watch that seam." He pressed a button on the remote, the hum returned and the seam appeared to open slightly until a flesh-colored knob penetrated out about two inches and stop.
"Oh, fuck ... sorry."
"No, no ... you're actually quite correct. Keep watching." After a short time, it continued to rise out of the chair and I understood the reason for the box underneath. The box contained a motor with a dildo attached to it. The dildo again stopped once it reached about six inches. It was obscene, a dildo sticking out from the seat. He continued, "It has a variety of settings for our ... I mean your enjoyment." He gave me a devilish grin. He pressed a button and I thought I saw movement. I reached a finger out to it and it was vibrating. He pressed the same button repeatedly and the vibration became more intense. He turned the vibration off and pressed another button. The dildo slowly retreated and then rose back up. Pressing another button several times and it increased in speed. He turned that off and pressed a different button that caused the dildo to start wobbling on its axis.
He looked at me and it was like a kid on Christmas morning. "You can even combine everything: up and down, vibrating, and wobbling."
I looked at Mr. Franklin and he held up his hands in a 'not my idea' gesture. I rolled my eyes.
Mark continued. "When you're sitting in the chair and you feel the head come out, you have 15 seconds to adjust your pussy over it, then it starts to rise further."
I looked at everyone, "You're serious about this?"
Marjorie winked at me, "Mark's the genius behind this. We're just thinking of you, dear. Part of all this was to assure you the pleasure you desired, not just your submission to pleasuring us. We just want to be sure to live up to our end of the bargain."
I rolled my eyes and with a hint of sarcasm, "And I am so grateful for your thoughtfulness, Ma'am." Continuing the sarcasm, "You can't imagine how deeply I feel about that."
Jake slid his hand from my shoulder to my ass and gave it a playful smack. "Feeling it deeply is the key there, Grace." They all laughed.
I looked to Mr. Franklin, "Sir, was there really a meeting intended, or was this just to further embarrass me?"
He chuckled, "Oh, there is a meeting. The other is just a pleasant bonus."
They were all watching. I glanced down and found the dildo out of view. I sat down nervously and waited. I heard the soft hum, first. That was followed by a very gentle vibration in the seat before I felt the seam part and the head pressing against my crotch. I shifted slightly side to side and back and forth until satisfied with my position, then waited. He said it was 15 seconds. Sure enough, I felt the dildo rising, parting my lips further and with a very slight shift, it went into my pussy. I gasped.
Mark leaned forward and was holding a tube of lubricant. "I forgot the lubricant!"
Jake laughed, "She won't need it unless ... ohhh ... she wants it in the other hole."
I gasped and moaned. It was slowly rising and dropping through my pussy. The other hole. Dear Lord ... this could be used in my ass, too?
Mark then went through the safety features programmed into the unit. If the setting wasn't changed in 15 minutes, it would randomly change to another setting or combination. After two hours of continuous use, it would automatically shut off. It could, of course, be turned back on. He smiled lustily. Leave it to the geek to get a rush from a fucking machine for my use.
The meeting began while the chair was set in a slow fucking motion. It rose and fell through my drooling pussy and a thought came to my mind.
"Sorry, Sir, but is everything inside waterproof? I would hate to be electrocuted during an orgasm." I was assured all electrical contacts were sealed and completely safe from electrical problems. Right, so all I really have to worry about is passing out and crashing to the floor.
The meeting began in earnest. The issue was the client's possible testimony or not. I believed we should have her testify. There was always a risk in that, but she so naturally came across as vulnerable it was difficult not to be sensitive and that an aggressive cross-examination could turn against the opposing counsel.
The remote was being passed under the table from one to the other and whoever increased the intensity of the fucking motion had waited for the moment I completed my point. Then, I gasped loudly and my head hung from my shoulders. I gripped the edge of the table while my breathing came in gasps punctuated with moans as an orgasm rose and spread through my body.
"Oooooooo ... fuccckkkkk ... sorrrryyyyy ... ooooooooooooo"
My hands shifted to the arms of the chair as my body went rigid, the pressure on the armrests raising me slightly from the seat, but the dildo continuing to thrust. Then, the movement shifted to the wobble and I exploded in an orgasm. I cried out, my head and upper back pressed against the back of the chair and my arms and legs quaking in tension.
My breath came back in ragged gulps and my vision cleared. They were all watching me slowly recover, a weak smile spreading across my face. I turned my attention to Mr. Franklin, "Sorry for the interruption, Sir." I looked around the table, the remnants of my orgasm still visible on my face and body. "Thank you for the chair. If the manufacturer would like a review, I would be very happy to provide one." They laughed.
The meeting continued without the chair being reactivated. After the meeting, I pushed my new chair to my office, this time it was carrying my folders and notepads. As I was approaching my office door, "Grace, can I see you a moment?" It was clearly Mr. Franklin's voice.
I called over my shoulder, "Yes, Sir, just a moment." I pushed the chair into my office, grabbed the notepad, and retreated next door to Mr. Franklin. "Sir, what should I do with my old chair?"
He looked up at me from behind his desk, his eyes did a quick survey of my body, then smiled. "Put it at the conference table for now, I suppose. So, the new chair seems to satisfy you."
I smiled as I took a chair opposite him. "Yes, Sir, satisfy me, indeed."
We talked more about the client testifying. He still had his concerns. He saw my points about how she came across, but his general rule was to be very hesitant about taking the risk.
"Sir, you brought me on board for my gut instinct on these types of things. I understand your reservation and it would certainly be the normal approach in this type of case. My gut just tells me that the opposition wouldn't be expecting it. And, not expecting it, they won't be prepared to effectively cross without the appearance of bullying. They'll be walking a tightrope unprepared."
He nodded. "Okay, good points. You're right, of course, that is exactly one of the prime reasons for you being here. Your instinct is bolder than my own tendency. Okay, let's talk to her about testifying and see how she reacts."
He pushed back from the desk and leaned back in the chair. I waited. Then he leaned forward, his elbows on the desktop. "A reality check, Grace ... how are you doing here?"
I thought I knew what he meant, but decided to play with him a little. "You tell me, Sir. How AM I doing here? Am I meeting your expectations? Am I fulfilling my duties here to your satisfaction?"
He leaned back and smiled, "You're playing with me, aren't you? Damn, Grace, do you have any idea how easily you can get me hard?"
I giggled, "Then I'm being effective in at least one part of my responsibilities."
He shook his head. "I want to be serious for a moment, please. How are you doing? What you've agreed to do here is hugely conflicting. Just being naked, not to mention the willingness to be available for a variety of sexual encounters. On top of that, a very real job responsibility. I want to remain reasonable, Grace. This isn't slavery or coercion, this has always been consensual. So, are you still good?"
I, of course, didn't need to think about my response. I had been good from the first moment and nothing had happened to change that ... even the chair. He had been right from the start about me. I wanted and needed to be sexually controlled and used. The issue I hadn't solved on my own was how to do it safely. He solved that. There was no regret. I looked forward to each day. And the work was just as he had promised. I had real legal responsibilities without having to maintain that false mask while doing it.
"Sir, I'm good. I promise, I'm not looking backward or wishing anything was different."
He smiled, "Good." He chuckled, "I think everyone will be glad to hear that. Now ... you've been putting in some long hours."
I nodded. "I live across the street, Sir. Both of those doors are always locked. It's not a safety issue. You also need me to fulfill my duties as a professional ..." I smiled, "I mean as an attorney." He laughed at the play on words of a professional being sexual. "Sir, I take the chance you have given me very seriously. I'm not about to let you down."
"You're not going to, dear. Nobody around here thinks otherwise. I don't want you to burn out, though, either."
"Well, I guess that would really be burning both ends of the candle." He laughed, again. Yes, mental and sexual fatigue. What a combination, but the sexual is a great reliever of mental stress.
"In that case ..."
I got up from the chair, "Yes, Sir, it would be my pleasure."
I moved to his side of the desk and he turned in his chair, stood up, and loosened his slacks. I knelt between his knees and licked up the length of his cock. I apparently had teased him hard. The tip of my tongue touched the drop of precum forming at the hole and pulled it to my lips. I pulled the head to those same lips and sucked any remaining precum forming just inside. I sucked the head into my mouth and pushed my mouth firmly down the length of his cock. I pulled up so just the head remained inside and I twirled my tongue around the head, first one direction, then reversing. His moans told me what he liked and I focused on those actions.
I pulled off his cock and kissed down the length of it, lowering my hand and cupping his balls as my mouth approached. I bent further down and licked his hairy ball sack before sucking one, then the other into my mouth. All the while, my other hand was stroking his stiff cock and he continued to moan at my efforts.
I saw a darkening of the room and sensed someone at the door, but the lighting quickly changed, again. Nobody was surprised anymore to find sex happening in any of the offices.
When my mouth returned to the head of his cock, I plunged down rapidly, bringing a gasp from his mouth. I pushed down until his cock head was at the entrance to my throat and he sighed as I controlled my breathing and reflex to take him just inside my throat.
I felt his hand come to my head with gentle pressure as I raised and lowered my mouth, faster and faster. He groaned and grunted and I felt the swelling and tension in his balls and cock. I pulled up to suck ravenously on the head of his cock and a moment later he began spurting his seed into my mouth. I gulped loudly, more for effect than necessity, but I was intent on swallowing all of his cum.
I licked his cock clean as my eyes wandered up to his face. As his eyes opened, he saw me gazing up at him, the head of his softening cock still in my mouth. I smiled around his cock and he returned it to me.
I walked back to my office with a slutty bounce to my steps and a thought singing in my mind, 'I think my first review went pretty well'.
I was oblivious, totally focused on the files and information spread out on my desk and the reports and historical documents on my computer monitors. When Marjorie called out 'goodnight' from my doorway, I flinched. I was surprised it was already the end of another day. One by one they all stopped by to tell me they were leaving. The last was Mr. Franklin.
"Sir?" I called out to him as he walked past my glass wall. He poked his head in. "I wanted to check with you about something."
"Of course."
I had questions about some background relevant information on a case I was covering for him as he focused on the one currently going into court. This one required a routine motion prepared for his signature and submitted by the end of the week. My anal attention to detail left me curious about a few issues I couldn't find covered in the files. He clarified them for me and I made my notes for the file as we talked.
"Thank you, Sir."
"You going to be long?" I shrugged. I did have more I wanted to review. With four people after my body, it was hard to properly manage my own expectations of what I thought I could get done. He walked out to the conference table. He came back with a remote. He pressed a button and the already familiar hum began. I felt the head rise and touch me. I shifted and smiled at him. He walked the remote to me and set it on the desk. "In case you want to experiment with some of the settings ..." He came to my side and I raised my face to accept his kiss on my lips.
The setting he selected was the slow, straight penetration, and low vibration. I wiggled a bit in the chair as the dildo penetrated me deeper. I sighed and refocused on the work in front of me.
I guess it had been 15 minutes since I thought of the slow, pleasant fuck I was receiving because suddenly it changed completely. The settings randomly changed and the new setting made me grasp the desk edge. The new setting was a rapid thrust, wobble, and high vibration. I contemplated slowing it down but my lust was already stoked and I committed to riding this one out.



The wobble was hitting me inside in wonderful places and a crazy, obscene thought came to me. I leaned way back in the chair and I cried out as the wobble repeatedly impacted my g-spot. It was everything I could do not to lean forward for relief but this was becoming a most erotic experience and it was coming from a machine.
My legs shot out in front of me and my toes curled, my hands pressed into the armrests of the chair to keep myself back so the diabolical phallus could continue to do its very fiendish work on me. My mouth opened wide to release a scream that didn't seem to be able to come out. My eyes were wide, my body was sweating as every pore opened and oozed. My legs and arms and stomach all spasmed at the same moment my pussy did. It felt very much like my pussy was attempting to stop the movement of the phallus all by itself. I gushed, washing the dildo and my chair when the scream finally escaped my mouth.
My orgasm didn't abate, though. Neither did the stupid machine under my chair. It had no intelligence to interpret the sound escaping me to slow its abuse of my pussy. It was a machine and it kept on its unthinking, unknowing assault. I gasped and curled as another orgasmic peak hit on top of the one I was already riding.
I fought with myself for any shred of control and awareness to grasp onto. My body was in a constant state of convulsion and spasm. My pussy was clenching and releasing around the dildo. My stomach was clenching and tightening like the most intense curls I ever endured. As the third orgasm crested and broke over me while the others were still tearing my mind to pieces, I groped across the desk, unseeing and almost unthinking, until I felt it, the remote. I pressed buttons at the top wildly until the damn machine finally stopped.
It was many minutes later, though, before my multiple orgasms finally subsided.
I found myself nearly off the chair. The seat of the chair was so wet with my juices, I had nearly slid off and onto the floor. I pushed the chair back from the desk to escape it as if it might suddenly assault me, again. I sat on the floor looking at the demon pretending to be a chair. Assaulted by my chair. Could I ever repeat this experience to anyone? Would they even believe me? I used the desk for support to gain my feet. Located my shoes and stumbled out of my office in stocking feet to the refrigerator for a bottle of water. As I gulped the water, I wondered, 'would the others believe it? But, I knew them, they'd want to watch it.'
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NAKED LEGAL - ACCESSORIES -- A NAKED LEGAL EPISODE
This is an episode in the NAKED LEGAL group of stories. It is recommended that you at least read the original story, NAKED LEGAL, before reading this story to understand the origin of the office relationships and the main characters.
* * * *
"Hey, Grace."
I looked up from the brief I was writing to find Jake filling the doorway of my glass office. I glanced out the glass wall to find a very quiet and darkened office area. I was surprised it had become so late. I pulled my attention from the keyboard and monitor, letting my body fall back into the chair with a long sigh escaping my mouth.
"I didn't realize it had become so late ..." My eyes traveled back to the monitor, though. And, he saw it.
He chuckled and as I looked up I saw the glint in his eyes that I had come to recognize as his teasing of me. "You know, if you didn't screw around so much during the day, you might not have to spend this time at night doing your work."
I leaned my elbows on the desktop and pointed at him. "You mean ... if I wasn't screwed so much during the day, mister ... sir." For a moment I held onto an appearance of defiance, then I cracked a smile and we both chuckled. The truth was, they all knew I was as eager to be fucked or asked for a suck during the day as they were to enjoy the use of my body. I was fucked almost anywhere in the office area by the three men and one woman, Marjorie, when she felt like using the strap-on she kept in her desk for those occasions. Other times, I might be found under one of their desks delivering a blowjob or eating pussy while they managed to carry on a phone call or take care of some paperwork. He was right, though, to the extent that the sexual activity in the office did require me to spend more long nights either in the office or in my apartment after work.
I wasn't about to complain, though. After being disbarred when a video of one of my gangbangs found its way to the Board, I thought I might never be able to practice law, again. Mr. Franklin, the owner, and attorney of the firm found a combination of responsibilities for me to take advantage of all my creative talents, both in the law and sex. He allowed me to practice law in every way like an attorney except in name. He allowed me to do the inside work and he presented it in court. He gave me an "in the office" title of Naked Legal, which also established me as the office sexual toy. I got fucked enough by the four members of our small firm to keep my desires in some sort of check. Of course, the office wasn't the only time I got to spend quality time with them as I spent time with each outside the office as well, including with Marjorie and her lesbian partner.
"I have a little bit more, then I want to proof it before sending it to Mr. Franklin." I tried to use 'sir' for all the men and 'ma'am' for Marjorie, but I NEVER used Mr. Franklin's first name. He was my primary dominant in the office and I held that sacred in the relationship. He saw through the disguise I had shown the world to become successful. He saw the woman who struggled not to show the submissive nature that was my true being. In doing so, he gave me a little world where I could be who I truly was while continuing to use the legal mind he considered brilliant.
I stood up and walked around the desk, my breasts jiggling with each slightly exaggerated step in my 4-inch heels. He watched me unabashed as he always did. Mark, our computer researcher, and Mr. Franklin snuck their appraising gazes of my body, but not Jake. Jake was bold and completely open in his gaze and appraisal. And, typical of my workday, I wasn't hiding much from his or anyone else's gaze. Besides my heels, I was wearing sheer black thigh-highs with lace elastic tops, a necklace that hung between my breasts, and earrings. Besides fucking me, they like me this way ... hence the "naked" part of Naked Legal.
I wrapped my arms around his neck and kissed him passionately. His hands went for my bare back and slid down to my ass. He pulled me into him and I felt his large cock through his slacks and, for a moment, I wondered if I was going to be bent over my desk in the next moment or two.
I looked him in the eyes, partly to see if something was going to happen. When it didn't, I gave him another quick kiss.
"Thank you for digging up that information. It strengthened the brief. I think Mr. Franklin will be able to close out another case in our favor with his usual flare that will have the opposing attorney shaking his head."
He grinned. "You two make a good team ... even if you might wish to be able to be doing that yourself."
I stepped back a few steps and leaned my butt against the desk edge, my palms flat on the desktop, crossing my ankles. "Yeah, well ... there was a time I relished dissecting the opposition and watching him or her squirming, but ... Mr. Franklin is right. I almost destroyed my life by trying to live that alternate personality." I swung my right arm out toward the office beyond my glass wall. "As perverse as it sounds, this is right for me."
He was quiet for a moment but unmoving so I knew there was another reason for his stopping. Then, "Doing anything Saturday?" I shook my head, no. "We all got together and agreed we like when you change your look sometimes. Not that seeing in only stocking and heels isn't amazing! But, you're right, sometimes a negligee or other outrageous outfit adds some spice. I thought I would take you out shopping for some accessories to use around here."
"Accessories?"
"Yeah, not jewelry, though a body chain might work. We'll see what we like. Whatever it is, it will definitely be sheer and exposing." I laughed.
* * * * *
Jake picked me up at 2:30 PM on Saturday. He instructed me to wear a very short full skirt and buttoned semi-sheer blouse with a white lace demi-bra. No panties or stockings. Of course, he wanted me in heels. They all wanted me in heels as much as possible. They insisted they made my calves pop out.
He told me he got names of a couple shops from friends but the first couple didn't satisfy him. They were nice shops with very sexy outfits, but they were for clubbing, not for what we were doing in the office. For our office purposes, they were far too overdressed, which looking at them might be hard to believe.
The third shop he was more confident about and he led me into it with his hand on my elbow with a mischievous smile on his face like a boy who knew he was entering his favorite toy store. Upon entering, it looked very much like the previous ones, but he walked directly to a salesperson who looked around his imposing body at me and smiled while nodding. He motioned to me and I followed them into a separate part of the store and I saw why he had been so confident.
While Jake talked to the woman, I checked out a couple of the racks. Everything was fine lace or completely sheer. The bras might provide some support but they were definitely intended to expose the nipple underneath. The panties, whether pantie or thong, were the same. Everything I saw seemed to have the express intent of exposure above function.
The woman was suddenly moving about the area selecting a variety of items and with an armful, led the way to the fitting rooms. Jake interrupted her, however, to explain that there was no reason for a fitting room. I would try everything on here in the shop. The woman gaped at him. This area of the shop was more secluded but was not private. She looked at me and I gave her a wry smile. Although I didn't anticipate it, I wasn't surprised by it, either. Jake, more than any of the others, loves to expose me whether it is on the dance floor, in the car, or somewhere else in public. He is a physically imposing man and it somehow feels safe with him so I have always gone with it and found it very arousing, which has led to some amazing sexual activity later.
Jake pressed the woman and she relented while emphasizing that she could not give us privacy and others may end up watching. Jake was fine with that. I was nervous and it showed, but I relented to Jake as long as it wouldn't get any of us in trouble. I looked around and saw we were far enough removed from the entrance that I wouldn't be visible from the outside windows, but other shoppers wandering further into the shop would find us easily.
Jake suggested I leave the heels on and remove everything else so the trials could begin. I unbuttoned the blouse, which the woman took from me, and laid on a rack of clothes she apparently didn't feel appropriate for our purposes. I unclipped my bra and she smiled as my breast came into full view and jiggled slightly with the new freedom. When I removed the small skirt, she smiled bigger at finding no panties. She looked at Jake and appraised him for a moment, no doubt trying to understand the relationship of this large black man and a white woman who yielded to his wishes so comfortably.
She arranged several matching bra and pantie sets. Though the office wasn't keen on me being covered very much, Jake saw the titillation of my starting some days out in just bra and panties, especially if they were enticing enough. He especially favored panties and thongs that could be pulled to the side to allow access to my pussy and when he demonstrated that by having me bend over, the woman assisting us not only understood the situational relationship better but became visibly aroused, too. She handed me a set that was very pretty. Both bra and bikini pantie were a highly sheer material with lace flower appliques placed on the top edges of the pantie and scattered over the pantie while avoiding where they might cover the puss or butt crack. The bra was similarly decorated while keeping the nipples exposed. I loved them and Jake did even more. He ended up selecting them in flesh, white, and reddish tones. He said the reddish even captured the reddish tones in my hair.
Another of his favorites was a gown that was fixed at the throat with almost a collar look. The sheer material was attached at the front in a tight clutch that draped down and around my body. The gown ended inches below my pussy and exposed the bottom of my butt cheeks. The back was almost non-existent as it draped from the front to the back. The material was black sheer with sequin threads and fine beaded strings draped from the collar to the sides and scooping to the bottom in front. It hung in such a way that while moving it tended to gather between my breasts, which had quite an erotic effect. It was a lovely gown that I wondered where it could be worn except as an elaborate sexy bedroom gown to tease a lover. Jake was right, though, it was a perfect teaser for the office.
Another outfit he loved was almost a bustier except it wasn't firm or completely around my body. It had sheer covering in front over the breasts and stomach while ending above my pussy with a lacy garter belt around my hips. The back was thin black straps holding everything together. It was intended to be worn with black seamed stocking, though he also selected several pairs of fishnet to go with them. He selected this outfit in both black and white.
Some truly playful items were a body chain the clipped around my neck, clipped to my nipples and clitoris hood, then draped around my body. It covered nothing but gave an interesting appearance of coverage. The light chains in front came together at a ring just above my belly button. Jake found that pulling on that chair applied tension to all three clips simultaneously, which was an instant, pinching arousal for me.
The woman gasped, "My God ... it looks like she might cum!"
When Jake also saw my arousal at the application of the little clips, he inquired about other clamps and was shown some heavy-duty clips on chains that would connect to my nipples. Again, pulling on the chain applied tension on both nipples and sent a shiver through my body. I gasped and bit my lower lip as he slowly increased the tension on my nipples. I looked down as the tension increased to find my flattened nipples being pulled out, my breasts rising slightly as he pulled up on the chain. He maintained tension on the chain and watched my face and naked body as my eyes squeezed tight against the delicious pain in my nipples that sent shock waves through my body that were shivering as an orgasm rose as his free hand stroked down my front to my pussy. I separated my legs, no longer caring that a woman was standing just to the side of me as Jake encouraged me with whispers and touches.
While this was happening and I was nearing an orgasm inside the store, I hadn't noticed a small audience forming discretely apart from us. Jake did, though, and when my eyes fluttered open I glimpsed him looking behind me to the side and that was when I realized I was putting on a show to a small group.
"Oooooooo ... Jake ... sir ... not ... not in front ... oooooooooooo ... yessssssssssss ..." I was embarrassed and aroused at the same time that my impending orgasm if it was allowed to continue, would be in front of strangers in a public place. "I ... Godddddddd ... do we ... mmmmmmm ... want to do this ... here ... now?"
My eyes managed to focus on his, which were smiling. In the next instant, two things happened: he said yes; and, he pulled hard on the chain as a finger drove into my pussy. My reaction was instantaneous. My body shook, my head fell back, and I cried out as the orgasm finally broke over me. Jake's arm wrapped around me and held me tightly to him as my knees weakened and my body shook in response.
I blushed deeply when I heard light clapping from behind me. I found six women of mixed ages and a lone man who was in his 40's, his arm around a similarly aged woman. I buried my face into Jake's shoulder and sighed as the last of the orgasm flowed out of my embarrassed body.
I wanted to get dressed but Jake was indicating to the saleswoman all the items he wanted to purchase. As he did, to my further embarrassment, a middle-aged woman and younger woman approached and stood five feet away. I finally worked up the courage to look directly at them as it was apparent they weren't intending to leave. I gave them a weak smile and could feel a new blush rushing over my face, neck, and upper chest.
"That was amazing, dear." The older of the two was looking from me to the saleswoman, "That is a very creative way to get customers interested in the eroticism of these items."
The saleswoman heard and stepped up, "I'm sorry, that was not intended to be witnessed, I am sure. These are customers, too."
The older woman apologized, but looked at the younger woman who was her daughter, then back to me, now ignoring the saleswoman, "In that case ... would you mind trying on a gown for my daughter so she can see what it will look like? It's for her wedding night. A gift from me to get her marriage started off right." The younger woman was blushing as much as I was. The other people were still gathered, apparently recognizing that something more was about to happen.
Jake turned around and caught everyone by surprise by taking the conversation over, "Of course, she'd be delighted." He caught my eye as his next words came out and I blushed deeper. "I don't think we should have her try on the panties, though." Everyone's eyes dropped to my glistening pussy and inner thighs.
* * * * *
"Are you mad?" he asked. I had been quiet since dressing and leaving the store, both of us carrying several bags of newly acquired "accessories" for the office.
I glanced at him. For some reason, I was much more aware of my state of dress than I had been before. The exposure and exhibition in the shop, not to mention the public orgasm, still had my arousal at a high point. The short skirt allowed my entire thighs to be exposed as I sat in the car with the seatbelt cinched around my waist.
I finally turned to him and smiled, "No, sir. I'm ... just trying to figure out why that experience seemed so powerful. I have been naked for all of you daily, but this was ... I don't know ... so different. What you did should have only aroused me through my embarrassment. Instead, I exploded. It was amazing."
He smiled and chuckled, "Remember those times on the dance floor? Twirling you around so your skirt swung up and exposed your bare ass and pussy? When I had you remove your bra and unbutton your blouse so your magnificent breasts could dance themselves? You almost came on the dance floor." He studied me as I weighed his comments. "You get off on exhibitionism, Grace ... among a lot of other things."
I blushed, again. I was beginning to think he and Mr. Franklin understood my body and its responses better than I did. I was also glad for the pattern on the skirt. The wetness seeping from my pussy might not be quite as noticeable when I stood up.
It was already getting dark. We had spent hours in the shop, more than a little while modeling various negligees for the bride-to-be. She ended up buying two and Jake purchased a similar baby-doll in black for me.
"How are you feeling?" We were stopped at a red light but I could see he was trying to decide if the day was over or not.
"Horny. God, that made me hot!"
He laughed. "I meant, how are you feeling about what should happen? Should I take you home or decide on our next course of action?"
I thought for a moment, then twisted in the seat, raising my left knee to allow it. I knew the action hiked my skirt higher and opened my thighs. That was confirmed when he glanced at me but his attention immediately dropped down to my legs and likely exposed pussy.
"Were you wanting this evening to be just us, or ...." He chuckled and told me to elaborate on the 'or'. "Or ... I've been wanting to thank Tim and Blake for their handling of those attorneys. Maybe it could be a group night?"
He smiled. Jake was perfectly capable of satisfying me, but he also enjoyed seeing me ravaged and his friends had certainly proven adept at doing that. "You want to thank them for beating up those guys?"
"I hope you know I wouldn't ever ask for something like that to happen, but ... well ... it reflected how they felt about me and what those guys did to me. You know what I mean?"
He nodded and pulled his cell phone out, pushed up his contacts, and found Blake. He handed the phone to me. "Tell him to get Tim and meet us at The Club." When I took the phone from him, his hand dropped to my bent knee and slid up my thigh. As I relayed the message to Blake, Jake's fingers were sliding along my wet pussy lips. I leaned against the door and opened my right leg.
I looked at Jake as his finger entered me while driving with his left hand, "You two better hurry or Jake is going to have me exhausted." I knew they would be at The Club in record time.
* * * * *
The Club was a favorite of these guys. It was a civilized place with good, live music, and a comfortable atmosphere. Being here with them was always an experience for me, especially when Jake had dictated my outfit for an occasion like tonight. We had settled into a booth for a drink while Jake relayed to Tim and Blake the outfits we purchased. If they managed to control the drool in their mouths, their eyes reflected it instead. And, it turned me on. I might have occasionally acted like a slut before with my gangbangs, but now it was just me being easily aroused and comfortable with allowing it to show on my body. That's what happens when you are a sex object, and loving it, at the office every day.
The band was getting ready to start the first sessions. I was leaning into Tim as he quizzed me about one of the outfits, getting me to describe it in detail, especially in the description of how my body wasn't covered. I was aware of Jake's hand and fingers stroking my back but didn't think anything of it, just enjoying the feel of his hand on me. He wasn't the only one, either. As I leaned into Tim, he moved his hand to my thigh and lightly stroked his fingers on the inside, not yet moving too high. I separated my knees a little more but his fingers remained close to my knees. They were both just warming me up and I knew it and that turned me on. These guys had become friends, with benefits, yes, but friends nonetheless. They might hope for or anticipate more intimacy later, but there would be nothing crude or rough leading up to it.



Jake gently pulled me back to rest against his chest and I was comfortable in doing so in front of his friends. His hand wound around and cupped a breast. I was watching his friends as he did it. They were watching intently as his fingers played easily over my breast as the band began the first song.
He leaned his mouth next to my ear, "You know what they are hoping will happen tonight?"
I slipped my hand onto his crotch and rubbed the large cock firming up underneath his pants, "And, I think they aren't alone."
He chuckled, "You're hot for it, aren't you?" I nodded. God, was I ever. "Go to the restroom and take off your bra and leave your blouse unbuttoned to the middle of breasts. Leave the bra on the tabletop."
I bumped my hip into him so I could slide out of the booth. I was so hot and anxious for something to start I might be talked into anything he wanted. I knew I was about to be displayed tonight while dancing. No panties and a very short full skirt. With no bra and a semi-sheer blouse opened halfway down, my breasts were going to be dancing to their own beat and may strain for release from the little covering my blouse might provide. As I walked through the tables to the restrooms, a shiver ran through me as I imagined the return walk while holding the bra in my hand and my breasts freed to move.
True to my imagination, heads turned as people noticed what was dangling from my hand, then focused on my swaying and jiggling breasts. I caught several tables of guys watching intently as I walked only to see the disappointment, and maybe jealousy, on their faces as I stopped at the booth with three big black men.
I stopped at the edge of the table and held the bra above it. I looked each of them in the eyes, then, "This is what you wanted, sirs?" I dropped the bra and took Jake's hand to lead him to the dance floor.
Tim cut in after a couple songs, then Blake took his turn. Jake came back for a slow dance and pulled me in close. He didn't blatantly pull my skirt up, but I felt the air different on my ass and knew there had to be more exposure. I pressed my body into him and his groin pressed into me. I could feel his erection pressing into me.
I looked up at him, "Is this going to be a wild night, sir?"
This time when he pressed his cock into me harder, I felt his hand on my bare ass. "It feels that way, doesn't it?" I nodded and reached my face up to his for a kiss.
The next song was fast and he twirled me, then swung me to one side, then the other side. I knew my pussy and ass were on full display. My breasts were bouncing when they weren't squashed into his chest. Every now and then it felt like they might also be fully exposed.
* * * * *
"He said that? You're putting me on, right?" Tim was pushing his buddy.
Blake leaned in to be heard clearly, "I am not kidding you. That's what he said while you were dancing with her. Right there in the store."
"God, can you imagine seeing something like that? A woman who looks like her in an orgasm in the middle of a store with a half dozen strangers watching." He shook his head in wonder as he followed us dancing. "She is a hot woman, isn't she?"
"No kidding. You suppose something will happen tonight?"
"Look at her out there. Have you ever seen a woman more on fire?"
* * * * *
Suddenly, Jake took my hand and pulled me off the dance floor. In mid-song and after the wildest twirl, I was struggling to keep up with him in my heels. He pointed at our booth and then to the door. I glanced back as we passed them and found Tim and Blake getting our stuff, signing the tab, and sliding out of the booth. I saw my bra lying there on the tabletop as Blake rushed back to grab it and jogged after us, the bra hanging from a finger.
The others met up with us at Jake's car. Everyone had a look of anticipation and confusion of what was happening. Finally, I broke the awkward silence, "Okay, Jake's place or mine?"
The three guys looked at each other, then Tim stepped up to me. "Grace, would you consider fulfilling a fantasy?"
I looked at Jake who shrugged. I stepped into Tim and put my arms around his neck, "And what fantasy would that be?"
He looked over my shoulder at Jake, then back to me, "Public sex." I cocked my head and peered intently at him. Jake suddenly appeared behind me, his hands moving my short skirt up over my ass. Tim reacted to the action already starting in the parking lot, "Not here! Geeze, man, there's public and there's dangerous public. This is dangerous public. I was thinking Johnson Park. There are some walking trails and we could get away from the main area, but still be in a public place."
"I don't want to get arrested. I already lost my license, I don't want to get fired on top of it." I stepped back into Jake and gazed at the other two men. I remembered what I had said to Jake earlier. "Listen, guys ... I want to thank you for everything you have done for me personally. I appreciate what you did to help me with those three attorneys. I was really touched."
Blake tried to lighten it up, "Not as touched as they were."
I stepped up to him and kissed him on the lips, "That's what I mean." I did the same to Tim. "I really mean it, so ... if you want to live out a fantasy, you name it."
It got awkward, again. This time Jake broke it. "Okay, then. Johnson Park. Go to the north entrance, I think it is least used."
* * * * *
Jake got us to the park, first. As we waited in the otherwise empty lot late at night, "You're going to spoil those two, you know."
I smiled in the dark, "That's okay. I don't think I could ever understand how close you three became over there, but I am beginning to get a hint." I leaned over the console and kissed his cheek, "I admire you three for what you've been through, what you survived, how you've honored each other. They are special to you so they are special to me and they proved that by how they reacted with those attorneys."
He smiled but also shook his head. That was the part I understood from Jake. Their past was a two-edged sword. The physical response they were all capable of had to be held in check. Sometimes, though, it was a response that was satisfying.
They pulled in alongside my door and Blake held my door open for me. We stood in a line in front of the cars and made a quick survey of what we could and couldn't see in front of us. Jake pointed ahead and to the left where the picnic area was. Ahead and to the right were the playground and ball fields. Straight ahead would be the trail leading into the nature park. I pointed to the picnic area where there were no light poles and less ambient light from the parking lot.
Since I already wasn't wearing much, it didn't take me long to become naked before we made the short trek across the grassy expanse. I only had a few more buttons on my blouse to open and the zipper on my skirt. At that point, I was naked in my heels and carrying those items into the dark where we anticipated finding some picnic tables for our use.
There was enough defused light at the first table that we could see each other and the parking lot to keep track of any other visitors. Jake took me into his arms and occupied me with kisses and stroking my bare body as I heard the distinct sounds of clothing be removed by the other two. He broke a kiss that made me gasp, putting his lips next to my ear, "You're an amazing woman."
I smiled in the dark and turned around to find two naked men. They came up to me and I soon found myself sandwiched between them, Tim in front and Blake in back. Both used their hands and lips where they could, which was just about everywhere. I was soon sighing and moaning while my hands also became active, seeking out the flesh to touch and cock to stroke.
Blake, being in the back, encouraged my shoulders forward and down. As I moved in compliance with his indication, I bent over far enough to engulf Tim's cock into my mouth. At the same time, Blake held my waist with one hand as he rubbed his cock head along my pussy until it sank into my opening and he pressed forward. I gasped around Tim's cock as Blake steadily and smoothly sank deeper and deeper into my wet and clenching pussy. He pulled back smoothly until it seemed like he might escape my pussy in the next inch and my pussy clamped around his cock as if to resist the escape of the cock it wanted so desperately after all the teasing of the day and evening. But, it wasn't escaping. It was preparing to ravage me. Blake pulled back and back, then with just the head still inside, he leaned forward to apply the weight of his body to the thrust of his hips. His cock thrust with animalistic energy fully and completely to consume and fill my pussy.
My mouth was pressed down over Tim's cock in the same action and it drove through my mouth and into my throat. I cried out in lust and delight but little was heard from the muffling of the cock embedded in my throat. When I pulled back from Tim's cock, Blake was driving forward, again. This time my cry was heard clearly and loudly as I pulled my mouth completely off Tim's cock.
We were fulfilling Tim's expressed fantasy, but it could have been any of ours at the moment. There was an intensity and excitement I could only attribute to being outdoors in a public park. Even if nobody else came to the park tonight, there was always a sense that someone could appear, drive up at any moment.
Tim pulled away from my mouth several times and I knew he was simply waiting his turn to fuck me. I was in no hurry and it could last for hours as far as I was concerned.
When I heard and felt Blake stiffening and grunting for his release, I pressed back against him to match his thrusts while slipping my fingers onto my clit. I wanted to cum with each of them, however many times they did. My orgasm crashed over me as his seed spurt into my pussy. My mouth came off Tim's cock, but that didn't really matter. His turn was next.
My hands were gripping Tim's hips as I cruised through my orgasm and Blake drove his final thrusts into me to deposit the last of his semen. The top of my head fell into Tim's abdomen as Blake pulled out and I groaned at the feeling of emptiness following the loss of the cock.
I almost crawled my hands up Tim's body while taking deep breaths to recover. When I was fully erect, I flung my arms around his neck and held on tightly through the last shivers of orgasm.
Tim didn't even say anything, he held me and turned me so my back was to him and stepped back to sit on the table bench. He supported me and pulled me to him while holding his cock up. He moved me so I straddled his legs and it didn't take any thought to know what he was desiring. I put my right hand on his knee and reached between my legs for his cock and slowly lowered my body until I felt the head of his cock against my butt. I adjusted slightly, moving back and forth, and wiggling until I felt his cock slip into my opening. I sighed as I slid his big, hard cock into my cum-filled pussy. I heard him gasp as I settled onto his thighs, his cock buried deep and my pussy already clenching around him.
I leaned back against him, his hands finding my breasts and nipples. I raised my hips, pressing down with my feet. I got a rhythm of up and down while he worked my nipples, then moving a hand down to my clit. I pulled away from him after a while, my hands on his knees to allow me to rise and fall with more force and control. He leaned forward with me, continuing to manipulate my body with the same interest as I was giving him. I leaned back into him and pulled away to lean over his knees, changing the contact inside me as I continued to fuck his hard cock. Our mutual orgasms were a chorus of grunts, groans, moans, and gasps.
When I stood up, Tim's cock slipping from my over-filled pussy, cum dripped from the gaping hole. I stood in front of Jake who had stripped at some point during the previous fucks. "How about you, sir?"
He turned me around and directed me to an end of the table and leaned me over it. He drove his cock into my dripping pussy and fucked me aggressively for a minute, then suddenly pulled out. My initial reaction was frustration, then I felt his hands on my butt cheeks, spreading them and exposing my asshole. I lowered my upper body to the table and moved my hands back to spread my cheeks for him, showing him and offering him my ass.
I heard one of the others at the side, "Damn, look at that ..." And, the other one, "Why do we continue to act surprised?"
I smiled, whether they could see it or not. Jake pressed his cock head onto my puckered hole and pushed. I pushed, too. My pushing, though, was to open my asshole for him. When his large cock head pierced my sphincter, I gasped out, "Yessssss ... goooodddddddd, yessssssss .... Take me, Jake ... sir ..."
The man he is, he held still for a moment letting my ass adjust to the invasion of his baseball bat, at least that's how it feels in my ass. I moved back toward him and he took over at that signal. He pulled out just a bit and pressed more into me, over and over until his hips pressed against mine. Then, fully seated, he pulled back and droved aggressively back in. I moved my hands to the edges of the table to stabilize myself against his powerful thrusts.
I could feel him stiffen unbelievably hard and the first pulse of his impending climax. I was ready. I don't respond the same anally as vaginally. I wanted to stroke my clit to cum with him, but ... Then I felt fingers pressing, pinching, and stroking my clit and felt Jake leaning over my body, now trapped between his powerful body and table.
"Cum, Grace!" His cock was plowing into me and his fingers were pinching my clit. It hurt, it felt wonderful. It felt like the most delicious pain. My ass rose from the table, pressing hard against him as another orgasm crashed over me, my hands falling from the table, limp and quivering. He crashed into me a couple more times before I felt him push so deep into my ass I thought he would deposit his seed into my very bowels.
I didn't even sit up. After Jake pulled from my ass, I simply rolled to my back, all three of the guys assisting me more comfortably on the table. I sighed deeply as the guys took seats on the benches on either side of me, their hands and fingers gently stroking me. I reached out with my own hands and touched them, giving each a big, satisfied smile. I wondered what else they might have in mind because they were very comfortable with us resting at the picnic table completely naked, our clothes scattered on the grass.
With the time passing with idle chatter, lights flashed over us from the parking lot. I tried sitting up quickly, but Jake's strong hands held me in place. The guys all turned their heads to the parking lot, but nobody really moved more than that. A car could be heard, its tires crunching on the gravel. It stopped for a moment as our cars were spotted, then moved to the side of the lot, putting it in a position somewhat between us and our cars. Then, the headlights went off and the night was quiet, again.
The guys continued their soft touching of my body, but they were on edge and very attentive to the direction of the new car. After many minutes, I could feel their relaxation through the touch of their fingers.
"Probably some young lovers looking for privacy. The cops would have used their spotlight."
"Maybe we should get Grace out of here, though. Fantasy achieved." We all chuckled softly and three sets of lips kissed some part of me.
Jake's voice came out with authority, "One more. Grace, how would you feel about a triple-penetration?"
This time I sat up, my legs dangling over the edge of the table. "Triple? Air-tight. Three big, hard, black cocks filling all my holes at once?" I leaped off the table and turned toward them, "You guys are going to spoil me."
They laughed, perhaps a bit too loud. Jake directed the action. He moved the group away from the table onto the grass near our clothes and laid down on the ground on his back. I was a little relieved. Though he has had me anally many times, his was the biggest cock, even if only a bit and two of these guys filling my ass and pussy has been plenty, much less Jake in my ass.
I sat on Jake's cock after a few quick sucks and began stroking my body up and down on him. Blake came to me and I sucked his cock before he moved behind me and worked his cock past my sphincter and deep into my ass. Finally, Tim came to my mouth, easing more and more of his cock into my mouth and throat. Airtight. All three holes filled. I wanted to explode right then as all three began moving smoothly in their respective holes. Despite having just cum, it didn't take any of us long to orgasm, again. Possibly the fact that we had something of an audience even if they couldn't see very well what was happening because as our sounds increased, the headlight came on, again. This time, though, we were too far gone to care and continued with our mass tangle of fucking. With the lights partially on us, though, I gave up any pretense of vocal control and let myself go, and as I let go the guys did, too.
When the orgasms started, it was like a chain reaction of explosives going off. The first orgasm triggered the orgasm of the next until we all were in the midst of our own. In the end, we were a mass of bodies, black on white, on the ground slowly untangling and spreading out on the ground next to each other.
More minutes passed before the guys began moving around collecting discarded clothes and dressing. My skirt and blouse were handed to me, along with my heels that had fallen off at the table. The guys were dressed but I was still standing among them naked.
"Not getting dressed?" It was Tim's question and his fantasy.
The headlights were still on and I had some confidence the couple inside the car had seen something of our activity. I gave them a wicked smile and turned to the car.
"Your fantasy, Tim. You want to take my arm and escort me right past their car?"
"Holy shit!" There was a pause. My attention was still on the car, but I sensed that he was checking with Jake. Something must have passed between them, "You bet."
He put his arm out and I slipped mine into his. Jake grabbed my clothes from me so I was walking completely naked. Tim led us directly in front of the car on the way to our own. The windows must have been open.
A female voice inside came out into the night, "My God, she's naked ... and ... three guys with her. Talk about fantasies ... lucky woman ..."
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* * * *
"Grace!"
I turned my face away from the side window, surprised by the urgency I heard in his voice.
"Where are you? You've been distracted all evening."
I guess I hadn't realized I had been that distracted. We were in the car headed to his house. Another Friday night and an anticipated evening and night with Mr. Franklin. I loved these times with him. Just the two of us, intimate and comfortable. To be honest, I loved my private time with each of my associates from the office. I yearned to more fully satisfy each of them in their particular ways, both in the office and outside when there was less time pressure giving more time to be shared. Each of them was widely different, which perhaps made it so interesting for me.
Tonight, though, I was feeling different. Something about my relationships had been weighing on me for some time and I felt a final resolution in my mind was approaching. Tonight, if I followed through, would be decisive and would impact those relationships forever.
"Grace?" I forced my attention on him to really see him. We were about a mile from his house as he turned down streets to approach the exclusive development he lived in. "Is something wrong? Are you having second thoughts about our situation? About the office? About the way we use you or how we presumed to be able to use you?"
I smiled as he approached the entrance to the neighborhood. "No, Sir. Nothing like that. In fact, quite the opposite." I pulled on the seatbelt to create some slack and leaned over the console to kiss his cheek. "I apologize for being distracted tonight. The restaurant and meal were lovely and I did enjoy it very much. I should have been more attentive to you so you would know how much I appreciated it." He patted my knee. I put a hand on top of his and gave it a slight amount of pressure up my thigh as unnecessary encouragement as I parted my legs slightly. His fingers played over the top and inside of my left thigh and I sighed. "You are, of course, correct, Sir. I have been distracted but not about any of those reasons. But, I would prefer to face you and not have any distraction as I try to express my thoughts." He nodded, but he still looked concerned. "I promise, Sir, I have no regrets about what I am doing with you or the others."
We entered the house from the garage. It was a large house, especially considering he lived there alone. I was aware that he had been married some years before and they had never had any children, which was quite evident by the house and yard. The house was three stories set into a hill. The main level with the entrance had the garage, dining room, and study across the front. Across the back was the kitchen, a great room, and living room. A large deck was off the great room. Upstairs had the master suite across the entire back with a small deck off the bedroom portion. Besides a massive bathroom and walk-in closet, it included a sitting room in one corner. The front of the upstairs contained smaller bedrooms, each with its own bath. The downstairs was completely casual with a huge family room with a large flat-screen and sound system, pool table, poker table, and complete bar. A separate room contained a well-equipped exercise area. A large patio was off the family room with a hot tub, lounging, and outdoor cooking.
The yard in the back was a full acre and it was obvious that extreme care had been used in keeping enough mature trees to provide privacy. The yard was adjacent to a nature preserve. The yard contained numerous gardens and shrubs. The fencing around the property, all combined to provide a sense of privacy.
Entering, I suggested he get comfortable in the great room and asked him what he would like to drink. I went downstairs to the bar and returned with two snifters and a bottle of brandy. I poured the two drinks and settled in alongside him on the couch. I turned toward him and held my glass up to his.
"First, I want to thank you, Sir. For everything you have given me and done for me, I truly appreciate it. You've given me the chance to continue with the law despite ... I didn't think I would have that chance, again. And, thank you for your wonderful idea for the office." I giggled, "I always knew I was sexual, but you managed to bring out the slut in me."
"You're welcome, my dear, but that isn't what you have been preoccupied about."
I smiled, "No, Sir, it isn't." I took a breath. He wasn't about to let his concern be sidetracked. "Sir, I have become aware of a strong yearning to identify and attempt to satisfy the deepest desire each of you might have as a relationship to me." I took a sip of the brandy in my hands, feeling the liquid warm my throat. He nodded his encouragement for me to continue. "Marjorie was pretty easy. She didn't really have any deeper desires for me. She is deeply involved in her relationship with her partner so, except for an occasional threesome with them, her interest is in the office and that has been limited. Jake was obvious from the start and he wasn't shy about pulling me into his desire, which was a woman he could have draped on his arm, to show off, to exhibit, and to share. And, wow, does he do that."
"You're referring to Tim and Blake?"
I nodded. "Wow, those three know how to handle a woman who is willing." I know I blushed, but the implication of the statement wasn't near what the reality for me has been as the night in the park flashed into my mind.
"Mark has been difficult. He's ... what? ... awkward? He's fine once we get going and I have enjoyed myself, but I haven't quite figured out what his particular desires might be and it may be difficult to pull out of him. He's a work in process. But, the chair was his idea and I suspect toys and computers somehow are the way to reach him."
He was watching me intently and I took a big gulp of brandy to prepare myself for what I have really been preoccupied about.
"And me? You think there is something deeper that I desire from you?"
I nodded. "Yes, Sir. You're kind of like Jake, but Jake was direct about it and took it. Yes, there is more you desire from me but haven't acted on it."
He chuckled. "Grace, I'm the one who came up with this crazy relationship. I'm the one who got your magnificent legal mind for the firm and your incredibly sexy body for our pleasure. Do you think I need more from you? We both know you'll be spending the night with me, we'll have sex, maybe several times before morning. You are eager to please me, and the others, so I need more?"
I looked him in the eyes, gulped the last of brandy from my glass, and stood before him. "I'm not talking about what you need, Sir. I am talking about what you desire. A need is to have sex and feeling satisfied. A need is having your cock sucked from under your desk so you can concentrate on watching me parade around the office. A need is holding my naked body against yours some nights because you no longer experience it regularly. A desire, Sir, is a base reaction that might be so strong you hesitate to seek it because it could change everything. A desire is to reach out to grab for something you might only have dreamed of, fantasized of."
"You think I have such a desire about you I haven't indicated?"
I smiled. "I am sure of it, Sir." I reached behind my neck and loosened the clasp and zipper of my dress, then moved my fingers behind my back to lower the zipper and push the dress from my shoulders and down to my feet. "You as much as indicated it that first day." I pushed my stockings down my legs and yanked them from my feet after kicking my heels off. I reached behind and unclasped my bra, letting it fall down my arms. "I think, Sir, you have been conflicted." I pushed my panties down to my feet. I stood naked before him. Completely naked. No stockings. No heels. Unlike the office, I wanted to be completely naked now. I went to my knees before him, my butt on my heels, my back straight, shoulders back, and breast prominently forward to him.
He gazed at me with confusion, arousal, and question. "What ... are you doing, Grace?"
"I want you to tell me your deepest desire, Sir. I think you are conflicted because you have a willing and compliant woman before you but you value the mind that comes with it and you don't want to risk maybe ruining a good thing. I think ... if I am wrong, I am going to be very embarrassed." He studied me, weighing my expressions and actions. He was also studying my body. I knew my nipples were erect and hard. I knew my pussy was wet, though he wouldn't know that for sure at the moment.
"Sir, tell me your deepest desire. We can manage it ..."
"We?"
I smiled, "Yes, Sir." I lowered my eyes and released the words, "I think we have matching desires, Sir." I glanced up and his eyes were wide. "Tell me, Sir."
He leaned forward and stroked my cheek, his hand dropping to my breast and nipple. "Your nipples are hard ... are you wet, Grace?"
"God, yes, Sir!"
He took a deep breath. "My deepest desire that I would never have ventured to suggest ... I would desire that you were my real submissive, not a pretend game at the office and outside for sex."
My face burst into a huge smile. "That is also my desire, Sir. It has been for a while now."
"Grace, it is a fantasy of mine. I'm not even sure what that would really mean, though I have some inkling."
I inched forward and rubbed my hands up his thighs. "We can explore it together."
"You're sure?"
"Yes, Sir. I have been thinking about this. I want to give myself to you. My mind and body are yours, Sir." My fingers played over the front of his trousers and his hardening cock underneath. "I assume the office activities will remain the same?"
He laughed. "Oh, yes. I'd have a mutiny if that changed."
I smiled. As much as I desired to feel his control over me, I didn't want to lose the experience of the office.
I glanced up at him as my fingers rested over the covered bulge under his pants. I waited quietly, but with excitement building inside me that we had finally come to our mutual understanding.
He leaned forward and grasped my nipples between his fingers. I looked up into his face. His eyes searched mine as he squeezed. My mouth opened but I stopped any sound from coming out except for a gasp as the pressure increased. He released my nipples and sat back. Almost on their own, my fingers began playing over the bulge, again.
"One of the things I have truly loved about our relationship in the office and the evenings you have spent here is to watch your beautiful body move. I love the way your large breasts jiggle and bounce, your nipples harden as if an advertisement of what you are feeling." I smiled with a bit of blush. "And, I love seeing your pussy, especially after you've been penetrated. Have you ever noticed how your lips part like the peddles of a flower?" I blushed deeper and shook my head, no. "It's true. It is beautiful. And they glisten with your wetness."
Yes. Yes, this is what I have wanted from him. He is describing my body in ways I have never considered. I wait.
"You are mine? Mind and body?" I nod, yes. "Say it."
"Yes, Sir. I have given to you my mind and body to use, to enjoy, and to share as you wish."
"To share? You added 'to share'." I nod. "If your body is mine to enjoy, show me." I am confused and my face shows it in my eyebrows and creased forehead. "Move the coffee table to point away from me. Lie on your back with your knees bent and spread wide. I want you to masturbate until you orgasm and don't worry about being quiet when you do. Don't orgasm too fast, though. I want to enjoy watching you."
Masturbate! In front of him to watch! I physically shivered. I hesitated for only a count before standing to arrange the coffee table as he instructed. I was more aware of my body as he sat back sipping his brandy watching. I felt my breasts hang and swing as I struggled with the heavy piece of furniture. As I moved one end, then the other to align it just so, I was more aware when my ass was pointed at him when I bent down to wiggle the table over, my legs parting as I bent over and sure I was showing my sex to him. But that show would be nothing compared to what I was about to do to comply with his instruction.
When I was satisfied, I glanced at him and he smiled. I lay back on the table surface, feeling the air-conditioned coolness of the wood surface. I lifted my knees and spread them. At the same time, I lifted my head to seek reassurance from him that I was complying adequately. But, as my fingers found my sex and stroked over my exposed lips that had parted by the spread of my thighs, I dropped my head to the table. I felt so exposed, so obscenely exposed. When I dipped a finger between my lips and into my hole, I gasped and groaned. I have often masturbated. I have never had an audience before. The very thought and feel of what I was doing sent a powerful shiver through my body. My fingers moved as if they were molesting my body on their own. They attacked me, probed my hole and lips, stroked my throbbing clit, fondled my breasts, and pinched and twisted my nipples. I groaned, gasped, and moaned at the physicality of it. But of equal impact was the mental, the psychological impact of it. My mind was screaming at me about the obscenity of my action. AND IT THRILLED ME!
God, how it thrilled me. My past actions had their own thrills at the time. Giving myself to the gangbangs. Giving myself to the office: the exhibitionism; the sexual availability. Giving myself to each of them privately or in groups as with Jake and his associates. It has all been thrilling and wanton. If there was an understanding of a slut, wouldn't I be the example for reference?
This somehow seemed more, though. How? After everything else, how?
I ventured a glance at Mr. Franklin. Oh, my god! His eyes were flitting from one hand on my body to another, then to my eyes as he caught me looking. He sipped his drink and his free hand was massaging the bulge in his pants. But the 'oh, my god' reaction was how he was framed in my vision. I saw him framed between my spread knees and thighs, my heaving breasts, and my hands stroking vigorously at my dripping pussy.
With his eyes on mine, I gasped out to him, "Yours, Sir ... all yours ..." My head dropped back to the top of the table, my butt raised up as my hand jammed three fingers into my pussy and curled one up to contact my g-spot. I exploded and cried out.
It was minutes before I finally opened my eyes, again. My breathing still ragged and gasping, I looked at the couch for him to seek his approval and satisfaction. He wasn't there. I moved my head around to find him. He was naked and standing behind me, his cock rigidly hard. He pulled me along the table surface until my head dropped over the edge and he leaned over me, his cock at my lowered head. I opened my mouth wide and his cock into my mouth as if it was my gaping pussy. His cock sank to the end of my mouth, pulled back a few inches, and moved forward into the entrance to my throat. After several times back and forth, he was lodged securely in my throat, my nose, and eyes in my pubic hair and balls.
This wasn't one of the blowjobs I might give at work. This was a face-fucking. This was another test of my will and commitment. I said I was now his. I gave myself to him. My mind and body were his to use ... however, he wanted them to be used. Was I serious? I was sure he was wondering that very thing and before I might have wondered the same, but I wasn't any longer and I wanted him to achieve the same assurance. I opened my throat and moved my hands to his hips to pull him aggressively to me, to fuck my mouth and throat, and to own me.
When he came, he pulled back from my throat and nearly filled my mouth. I swallowed a couple times to make sure I captured it all.
A good throat-fucking can be exhausting. Controlling your breathing with a cock filling your throat and your body reacting to touches and mental stimulation can be trying. So, it took me a moment to collect my senses all over again. I found him standing at my knees, his hands outstretched to assist me up. He hugged me tightly, his hands moving over my bare back and ass. His wet, soft cock was pressed against my abdomen.
He kissed my neck and whispered into my ear. "Go up and make the bed ready. I will be up in a moment after locking up the house."
I smiled at him and kissed him on the lips. I turned and moved quickly toward the stairs.
"Grace!" I stopped and turned. "I want to fuck all your holes, tonight." I smiled and my hands moved to a breast and my pussy in anticipation. "It will be your responsibility to ensure I can do that."
I blushed. "Yes, Sir." I giggled and ran up the stairs.
I spent the entire weekend with him. The rest of it was less demanding. Although nothing was specifically said about it, I suspected he was planning on times of challenge and times of recovery to allow a transition. I was also feeling that he might be providing a challenge for me to consider what I was committing myself to.
I spent the workweek at my apartment and in the office as though nothing was different, as though the weekend might not have happened. Mr. Franklin didn't bring it up to me and he didn't make any additional demands on me during the week.
It had been a sort of unspoken rule that when I was engaged with one of the others in the office we were left alone. The only thing new from Mr. Franklin was when he caught me in my office bent over sucking Mark as Jake was plowing into my pussy with his wonderful cock. I was deep in the moment until, "Grace ..."
I mumbled and attempted to raise my head from Mark's lap but Jake planted his hand firmly on my upper back to hold me in place.
I waved a hand and mumbled around the cock in my mouth while gasping from the pounding in my pussy. I heard Mr. Franklin's chuckle, then, "That's what I like to see, guys. I think that is exactly how she truly wants to be used." I mumbled, again. Whether anyone else understood or not, I was agreeing with him. "Come into my office, dear, when you are ... able." He chuckled, again. "I wanted to talk to you but I may need some other assistance, too." This time both Jake and Mark chuckled.
Many minutes later, licking cum from my chin and knowing cum was probably leaking from my pussy, I stopped at Mr. Franklin's door. "Sir?"
He pushed his chair back from the desk and I saw that his pants were open and his cock was semi-hard and exposed. I smiled and required no further instruction. I moved to the other side of his desk and knelt at his knees, leaning into his lap to lick the underside of his cock, feeling it begin to grow as I did. His hand lightly settled on my head as it moved up and down the growing length, then as I took the head into my mouth and sucked. His hand slid down the back of my head to slide over the bare skin of my back. I meowed silently as I lovingly tended to Mr. Franklin's cock at my lips and tongue. I didn't understand how the past weekend could have caused a change in me, but it did. The touch on my naked back as I sucked him seemed like a reminder of what I was for him. My pussy had cum in it and my mouth was already coated with cum. Nothing had really changed, yet everything had changed. But, I was always waiting for more because I knew we had only begun this new chapter.
"Grace, do you have plans for this weekend?"
Without taking his cock from my mouth, I mumbled out my reply. "Now, Ther."
"Good. You'll spend the weekend at my house."



I smiled around his cock and felt a jolt of anticipatory excitement to the extent I thought I might actually cum. "Yeth, Ther."
* * * * *
Upon leaving my apartment after stopping to pack a few clothes for the weekend, he handed me a package. Inside was a vibrating egg and anal bullet with a tube of lubrication. After taking them out of the packaging, they came to life and I noticed the movement of his hands as he manipulated the small remotes in his lap. He only smiled and I complied.
At the next stoplight, I released my seatbelt, shifted enough to pull my skirt out from under me, and slip my panties to my knees. I knew I didn't require lubrication for my pussy and slipped the egg easily inside while being careful to keep the small chain with the heart-shaped pendant remaining outside. After lubing the bullet, I slipped it into my ass, then pulled my panties back into place. I was very aware of the man in the car next to us watching my shift with curiosity.
In the restaurant, he casually and discretely played with the remotes constantly. He changed the settings frequently so I was always aware of the things inside me, which had the added effect of making me very aware of what was happening as we sat in the restaurant at a small table in the middle of the room. I gasped several times as the objects changed from a light to aggressive vibration and he seemed to take a special pleasure in doing so as the very proper waiter was attending to me in some way.
He instructed me not to cum in the restaurant. There were times when I didn't think I could control the sensations building inside me and demanding release. He knew I could be very vocal, however, in my orgasms. He played with me and teased me. At times, all I could do to avoid the crashing orgasm my body yearned for was to grasp the sides of the table and concentrate completely, using all my willpower until he reduced the vibration to allow me to regain my wits.
I almost didn't hear him. My grip on the edge of the table was intense and all my senses were numb except for the sensations emanating from my pussy and asshole.
"Grace."
My head was bent down as though I was intently inspecting something on the table in front of me. I didn't, couldn't, move my head, but mumbled, "Huh ..."
"You're resisting the need, aren't you?" I nodded numbly. "Your desire to please me and yield to me is so strong you will even deny your own needs?" I nodded. "But ... if I wanted you to right now, right here ... would you?"
I lifted my head and gazed at him with lust-filled eyes. He was waiting. "It would be embarrassing, Sir ... I think I would be noisy ... it has built so strongly inside me ..." He waited because I hadn't answered him. I nodded, "Yes, Sir ... if you wished it."
The buzzing dropped suddenly in both my holes and I gasped for breath. "That won't be necessary to prove yourself to me, dear. Not tonight, anyway." I was shaking to hold control. The sudden loss of stimulation was almost like an anti-stimulation that nearly sent me over the edge.
He signaled for the check and moments later we were in the parking lot. It was late and very dark, but there were still people in the restaurant and the parking lot was well lit for security. Mr. Franklin stopped me at the front of his car. He instructed me to strip to my stockings and heels. When I stood essentially naked in the parking lot, he asked for the two vibrators that had tormented me the entire evening so far. After handing them to him, he instructed me to lean back against the hood of his car facing the restaurant building ... and masturbate to climax.
I didn't question his words. I didn't hesitate. I undressed as he directed, removing and dropping my dress, bra, and panties on the hood of his car. I bent over without doubting so I could locate the fine chain attached to the egg and bullet and calmly pulled them out with assistance from my muscles. I just as calmly stood before him after handing the two tormentors to him and accepted his direction to masturbate and orgasm. My finger dove into my pussy and clit. In a way, it was a relief. I was desperate for an orgasm and wasn't entirely sure how I had managed to resist climaxing in the restaurant. I would have enjoyed being fucked in the parking lot, but this wasn't my choice and I was glad for the opportunity to cum.
As my fingers drove in and out of my dripping pussy, I used my thumb and palm to press into my engorged clit. My other hand tortured my nipples by pulling, pinching, and twisting each in turn. When I came, it was as explosive as I anticipated it would be. The cry I heard startled me but it didn't alter what I was doing as I continued to work my pussy frantically, curling my fingers, finding my g-spot, and working myself into another orgasm on top of the previous one.
That one made my knees buckle and I felt the strong, sure arms of Mr. Franklin around me. He eased me around to the side of the car as I stumbled on shaky and weak legs.
It was minutes before the intermittent street lights flashing through my window made me aware that we were on the road. I was naked and slouched in the passenger seat, the seatbelt secured. I looked to the side at Mr. Franklin and found him periodically glancing at me.
He gave me a warm smile. "That was amazing." He reached a hand to stroke my thigh. "How are you feeling ... about what happened?"
I smiled, caught his hand on my thigh, and pulled it up to my pussy. His fingers started stroking me. "It was amazing, Sir." I lightly stroked his forearm as his fingers lightly stroked my lower lips. "Was I noticed, Sir?"
He chuckled, "Oh, yes! Three separate couples exited as you masturbated. I think one older woman wasn't amused. She may have complained, but we were leaving by that time." A wider smile spread over his face at the thought. "Perhaps we should avoid that restaurant for a while ..." I agreed.
That night, he again fucked me in both my pussy and ass. Before he allowed me to peacefully seek sleep, though, he reinserted the egg into my pussy. It seemed that I dreamed of orgasms all night. Some of the dreamed orgasms might have been real from the egg. But, when I woke in the morning, I was alone in the bed and the egg was resting innocently on the nightstand.
I rolled out of bed and used the master bathroom. As I came out, still working my brain to function completely, I found Mr. Franklin standing in the room with two mugs of what I hoped was coffee. He stood by the sliding doors to the bedroom balcony. I followed him outside and took a chair next to him, then the mug offered to me. He was very quiet as I sipped the coffee and it was almost as if he was giving the caffeine a chance to work on me. He was almost fidgeting as he sat waiting. Not that he ever fidgets because he doesn't. But, it seemed that he was being patient in giving me some time in the morning and that made me think there was something on his mind.
I finally turned to him and asked him. He smiled because he wanted my mind as well as my body.
"Tell me about last night at the restaurant."
Last night? At the restaurant? But, he was with me so he knows. Okay, so he wants to know how I felt ... maybe how I feel now.
I put the mug down on the floor and looked directly at him. "Besides being amazing ... the orgasm and stimulation of the vibrators inside the restaurant ... it was .... embarrassing, too. Embarrassing that someone might notice. Even humiliating if they actually did notice with some awareness."
"I think some people could tell. In fact, two of the couples that followed us out had been watching you closely in the restaurant." I blushed deeply. And, he noticed. "But, still you went outside and followed my instructions to masturbate and cum. Were you aware of being watched outside?" I shook my head and my blush deepened even more. "Would you do it again, knowing you might be seen and watched?"
I blinked and met his gaze. "If you desired it, Sir, yes."
"I have tried to intimidate you with my requests, yet you continue to act on them. I have humiliated you, used you strongly, exhibited you in public, and used you more. You haven't disappointed me." I smiled shyly at his praise. "Tell me why?"
I looked down at my hands in my lap, then looked up at him. "To satisfy you, Sir. I came to feel, and recently confirmed, that my deepest desire is to fully satisfy your desires, Sir. Whatever they might be. Yes, sometimes they might be embarrassing or even humiliating. Sometimes I might only be used for your pleasure without tenderness. But, the feeling I get out of doing whatever you desire is amazing to me. I have had some of the most intense orgasms ... like last night when I wasn't even being fucked." I looked at him shyly, "But, it isn't really about the orgasms for me. I feel great satisfaction in satisfying you, Sir."
"I have some serious questions, Grace." I nodded. "Do you have any questions or hesitation or concern about what we are doing?" I shook my head and assured him I did not. "If I give you to someone else, man or woman, you would please them as you would me?" I assured him I would and smiled. He smiled. He hesitated just a moment. "I want this to be 24/7, Grace. The office and the others will remain the same, but I want you here with me."
I smiled. I got up and kissed him, then took his hand and placed it between my legs, his fingers instantly moving over my pussy lips. "Thank you, Sir! That way I really can be fully yours."
He smiled and drove two fingers into my hole.
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This story takes place in a mythical time and place. Mankind is the same as mankind seems to have always been. Mythology, belief, and legend can guide their lives or be ignored quickly when other pursuits, motivations, and new beliefs might lead to a personal or group perceived advantage in wealth, power, or standing in society.
This story is in such a time. A small realm that has existed peacefully for so many generations the people have no other recollection, even in the stories told by the old people. The realm has been led by a single family of descendants through the collective memory. The people live in equality and common comfort. Everyone shares work. Everyone shares in the fruits of that work. The leading family even lives in modest circumstances in the spirit of that attitude of common experience.
Despite open trade with other realms, their prized valley between mountain ranges has not been conquered, which is not to say it hasn't been attempted. The valley is rich in resources, fertile for crops, and abundant in water, forests, grazing land, and wildlife. There are two routes for trade into the realm, one in the north and one in the south. Both are severely restricted by narrow canyons that allow limited movement. Invading armies find themselves squeezed at these locations.
The realm never has had a sizable army. They never had the need. If the people ever heard anything about an attempted invasion, they never suffered the invasion. It became an accepted truth that they were safe. They became complacent. The significance of offerings according to their beliefs was soon seen as an opportunity for more wealth and substance that could be retained. That drove a shift in the attitudes starting with the leader and filtering into the society in general. A shift of attitudes that would change everything in terrible ways.
Ultimately, can someone distantly removed from the beliefs of the ages before, when they were more than mere myth, resurrect strength and courage among others to make a change? Especially, when claiming that belief in old myth means personal sacrifice.
* * * *
CHAPTER 1: AWARENESS
Ariana was a striking beauty. That beauty did not serve her well, however. She was 5' 5" tall, trim, and full of energy... despite her circumstances. Her long, wavy, blonde hair shined like gold from her head and cascaded over her back nearly to her butt. While most young women after reaching maturity would be thinking about a suitor to begin a new life in one of the villages scattered throughout the expansive valley formed between the two imposing mountain ranges, she was where she had been for her existence... toiling in the castle of the King, his family, and advisors. Nobody spoke of her, about her, or where she might have come from. She was the daughter of a woman who was herself part of a line of women who merely toiled in the castle in service to the current King.
If nobody spoke of Ariana or her mother or the line of women Ariana descended from, it was because it was an unlawful topic to be spoken of. Just as it was unlawful to speak of the belief the people of the realm had one time held so firmly to but eventually found so easy to relinquish into myth and legend. The line of Kings in the two generations since the realm was overrun by invaders made talk of the old ways a death penalty. Ariana was different, though. Not only did she have that spirit that burned but so did her mother. Her mother had repeated the stories at night, keeping the stories real, a tradition passed along the line of women from the old times to Ariana. She knew the old stories but they seemed like a magical myth to her, too fantastic to believe.
Unlike most of the women, young or old, Ariana's beauty and spirit did not seem to be able to be extinguished by the hardship of her existence. Her beauty and spirit, upon her reaching maturity, presented her with new opportunities in service to the King and others of his court... new but unwelcome, undesired opportunities.
She spent long days toiling with the other women, young and old, who served the King and castle doing everything from cooking and serving to cleaning and laundry. Then, at night, the King frequently requested her from among all the women forced into service in the castle. Part of his preference for her was her beauty, of course. But another part was a well-kept secret that Ariana was believed to be the direct descendant of the old leading family on the maternal side. It had to be the maternal side, of course, because all the males of the family had been killed after capturing the castle.
Once again, after the meager dinner allowed the servants, Ariana was summoned. As the young woman rose to leave the other women and prepare herself for the King, her mother reached out to touch her hand as she passed and whispered the words of encouragement that had become a ritual for them: 'Be strong, my daughter, and believe.' They were words of encouragement but also of hope; hope that a future of change might still be waiting according to the proficiencies... if you believed in the myths... myths that were criminal to express.
Ariana was taken to a room where she was changed from her well-worn, ill-fitting dress and apron into a light, free-flowing, gossamer gown that draped from the shoulders and fell to the floor. She put on delicate slippers and brushed her long, golden hair until it seemed to shine in the faint light provided by candles and wall-torches. The King was very particular and it wasn't even her survival that compelled Ariana to comply with these demands on her. The King had made it very clear to her that her compliance protected her mother and any other remaining women on her maternal lineage. Or, to be more to the point of how the King expressed it, Ariana's failure to comply willingly and enthusiastically would doom herself and others to a very painful and torturous death.
Ariana moved quietly from the lower servant levels of the castle up to the King's chambers. The guards standing on either side of the massive, heavy wood doors leered at her as she approached. The gown was so filmy that she knew her form would be apparent as she walked with the many torches in the hallway behind her. Also, the chill of the castle, whose blocks of stone held the cool night air throughout the day, caused her nipples to harden which in turn pressed against the flimsy gown and highlighted the unrestricted sway of her breasts underneath. She did not doubt that many more men of the castle desired to have her if the King allowed it. For now, though, he had greedily kept her to a small group.
As she passed through the heavy doors opened by the guards, she scanned the large chambers for the King, finding him standing with a goblet of wine in his robe at the sunken tub where two other servants poured hot water by the bucket-load. The ties of his ruby-red robe hung loose and the robe gaped open as he stood near the tub and women. They glanced at her nervously as she entered and Ariana thought she caught a look of relief pass over their faces. The relief is that the King's attention would not be forced on them as he took his bath.
Ariana slowed her pace and took a deep breath to remember what her mother and the other older women who fussed over her had instructed. She was two years past the maturity age and for two years she has now been the preferred companion of the King in his chambers. For the past six months or so she has been shared on occasion with several of his closest advisors. In all that time and all that experience, she has never enjoyed sex, never experienced the pleasure reaction from it that many of the women talk about. In confiding with her mother, she was told to pretend, act as if she were enjoying the experience to appease the King. She asked if not enjoying it might not the King leave her alone? She was told that might be true but the outcome might be worse, as a result. So, Ariana became adept at acting out her pleasure to stroke the fragile ego of the men.
When the tub had sufficient hot water, the other women gratefully and quickly took their exit from the room. Ariana stood at the opposite end of the tub from the King. He sipped from the goblet as he looked at her, then smiled and motioned with his hand. It was a short sweep of his hand at waist height as if he were parting an unseen drape. She had experience in this situation. She knew what the hand motion was intended to convey. She took another deep breath as she lowered her eyes. After only a moment of hesitation, her right hand moved to her left shoulder where she released a button and her left shoulder became bare. She repeated the opposite movement to the right shoulder and the filmy gown seemed to flutter down her exquisite body to the floor. She stood before the man she knew as King with the same trepidation she felt every time. Her hands moved in front of her crotch but were quickly pulled back before he could remind her.
"You are an exquisite creature," he said. He gazed at her form. A trim body with firm breasts that seemed to beg to be squeezed, a flat stomach, and shapely hips. Her face had the look of innocence no matter how many times he called her to his chamber. Her hair was long, as if it had never been cut, and golden in color so it seemed to shine in the flickering light from the torches and candles. "Do you know why I ask for you so much more than any other?" Ariana shook her head. "It is because you are special. You are a very special young woman." He laughed and it was the laugh of ridicule. "What makes a lowly servant girl special? You don't know, do you?" She shook her head, again, to protect the ruse. "That's what makes it all so special, don't you see? You may be special and you don't even know why." He laughed, again.
She honestly didn't. There was nothing about her life that she could look at to think she was special in any way... except for her mother. There was something about her mother, the stories she insisted on telling, repeating, and continuing to repeat. Stories about the old times, times before a King and a castle existed. Stories about the times of the myths. Stories she was told to remember but never speak of to anyone... except a daughter if she ever had one. If the myths were true, she was told, there would be a time when the stories would be important to know and then share with everyone. She was rarely ever outside the castle as if it were her prison despite the movement she had within it.
Her attention was brought back to the King, though. He set the goblet on a small table and the motion caused his robe to open further. She saw his penis had hardened since she was exposed. She covered an involuntary shudder that coursed over her body at the sight of it and the knowledge of what was following. She sometimes wished her body could react even in her dread of the act. Maybe, just maybe, if her body responded, the act might not seem so disgusting, even revolting.
But she moved as she knew she must. She stepped up to the King and behind him. She put her hands on the collar of the robe and gently slid it off his body. Maybe if he were handsome or especially masculine or caring, it might make a difference. None of that was true, though. He was tall but overweight. His body was soft and round. She sighed in resignation.
He took her hand confidently in his and stepped into the tub, leading her into the waist-deep water. He sat and she reached to the side for a cloth to begin washing him but stopped herself. She must use her hands, only. He wants her soft hands to wash his skin and body. Sitting in the water behind him, she strokes over his back and into his hair. She strokes water up under his arms and spends as much time at his back as she can before sensing his impatience. She presses forward so her hands slide over his chest and stomach, the preferred way to do it, according to him. This forces her breasts to squeeze against his back and he presses himself back against her. It takes her several moments after adequately cleaning his chest, stomach, and upper legs before she finally, reluctantly begins stroking her fingers over his groin and hardened penis.
This is how it begins and she suppresses another shudder of revulsion in anticipation of what will inevitably follow. He presses more firmly back against her, leaning back so his relaxed weight is supported by her as he pulls her other hand to join in 'washing' his 'cock'. He has chuckled at her defiance in using words he has impressed on her, words that the whores use. It is small defiance but it seems that it is tolerable to him as long as she satisfies him like a whore. Well... maybe almost like a whore.
She feels it grow more as her fingers stroke it. It is not overly large. She has seen larger ones on other men when she was used by him in the presence of men and whores. The King's didn't require two hands to stroke so the other one was used to massage his ball sack and scrotum. He began groaning and moaning from her stroking and thought, maybe, this time he might be satisfied with only her hand. Then, he abruptly rose with her hand firmly grasped in his. He pulled her to the edge of the sunken tub and abruptly pressed her against the side, bending her upper body over the ledge and kicking her feet further apart. She closed her eyes as she obediently pushed her butt back toward him, her legs spread wide, and felt his penis touch her bare, hairless pussy, which she was required to shamelessly clean of hair regularly for his inspection and touch.
She felt the penis press against her pussy, part the delicate lips, probe for her opening, and plunge dominantly into her body. It was a mystery to her how her body lubricated itself in preparation of penetration when it would not achieve a level of stimulation for the climatic experience she heard women were capable of... like a man's climax but somehow different. Her mother only advised that the lubrication was good and the climax, orgasm, can be faked. So, that's what she did. She pressed back against the invading penis as it was thrust into her. The water splashing around their bodies as his hips impacted against her butt as the penis drove into its deepest. She even learned to flex her muscle so her vagina, her pussy, tightened around the member. She would act the whore, if she needed to for the security of her mother and the other women. She would pretend at the pleasure if she must. Her body would cooperate only in the activity but not in the result.
She felt the man who was King strain and grunt as he pressed hard into her. She felt him take hold of her hips to more aggressively thrusting his penis into her pussy. Then, he turned her aggressively and began moving her to the end with the steps, all the while his penis inside her. He pulled out and sat on the higher step and pulled her to him. She straddled his legs as she was pulled and his hands on her hips pulled her down. She understood his desire and reached between them for his hard penis, rubbed it against her pussy until it sank into her already open hole. She sat down immediately and firmly, drawing a gasp and moan from him as his penis was suddenly deeply embedded. He raised his hips as she sat down on each up-and-down stroke. He twisted her erect nipples and he began grunting with his thrusts. That was the signal she recognized and she increased the verbal sounds she learned to make, adding her moans and gasps to the increasing sounds from him.
She felt him swell inside, then his body and hips jerk. When she felt his cum enter her, she moaned louder and fell onto him. It was her game and it seemed to work on him.
In minutes, the King rose, pushing her off as he stepped out of the tub and put on his robe over his dripping body. She hoped she was done, but he insisted on her serving him. She poured wine and offered him pieces of cheese and bread while remaining naked. He seemed to enjoy her discomfort by keeping her naked and frequently touching her body intimately. He even pushed a finger into her pussy, looked at it, and put it up to her mouth, instructing her to lick it clean. Fucking her was something she had become used to but he had begun wanting her to suck his penis and not just to make him hard. He now wanted to cum in her mouth and for her to swallow it. After experiencing it several times, it was no better or worse than being fucked.
He watched her suck off his finger and preceded to open his robe as he reclined in his bed. After the first few times of being used, she learned not to act dumb as it only made the situation worse. So, being shown his soft, flaccid penis, she crawled on the bed to his hips where she bent at the waist to take his soft penis in her hand and then to her lips. She kissed it up and down the length, then licked its length before taking the head between her lips after another kiss. She sucked on the head as if taking the last morsel of meat off a chicken leg bone.
She felt his hardness throbbing, pulsing in her mouth as she moved her mouth up and down his length. His hand was on the back of her head assisting her fucking his penis with her mouth. Being fucked by him was demeaning and humiliating; this, with her mouth, was more so as he watched and strained up with his hips. She didn't know what could be more demeaning but it only reflected her relative innocence.
His penis jerked in her mouth and pulsed as she felt him cum, his seed deposited on her tongue. She dutifully sucked and swallowed, then sucked and licked his penis clean. Past practice told her she would now be done but sounds from behind her made her tremble while she completed her duty of cleaning his penis. She heard the massive doors close... why hadn't she heard it open?... and the sounds of feet moving into the chamber. As she pulled her mouth off his penis, she took a frightened glance back to find three of his advisors and generals dropping their clothes. She looked with fear and apprehension to the King who she found smiling, a low chuckle escaping from his throat at seeing her reaction.
"You've always thought of yourself as better than the other wenches. Perhaps you've sensed that you were somehow special or it was your mother filling you with the old stories." He smiled. "Yes, I know. There are spies everywhere in the castle. I will deal with her but it is time for you to learn you are nothing more than a wench." He rolled off the massive bed and moved to a chair placed nearby, taking another goblet of wine from his advisor. He smiled as he raised the goblet to his lips as the three naked men crawled onto the bed around her. Her eyes were wide in fear as the men approached. Their penises were already hard in anticipation of finally getting her. A common wench, she thought in horror. Was her life-changing terribly in this moment and just how much was it changing?
She was thrown on her back and the Northern Army General moved quickly between her legs. He jammed his hard penis at her crotch, bouncing off her pelvis before sinking brutally into her hole. She gasped, not by any pleasurable sensation but the forcefulness of the action, though they all mistook her reaction judging by the smiles on the three faces around her. As the general began driving his penis into her the other two appeared at her head which was turned by a hand and shoved into her mouth. Her hand was moved to the other penis. While being fucked, her head was moved from one penis to the other but both were always being held in her hands.
The first man climaxed, shooting his cum into her pussy. He quickly pulled out and another man moved between her legs as her head was held on the penis in her mouth. After the next man plunged his penis into her gaping pussy, her head was turned to the other side and the penis that had just fucked her was thrust into her mouth. This continued back and forth, her mouth moved from one penis to another even as the one that had previously fucked her began softening in her mouth.



When the second man climaxed in her pussy, the third shifted to immediately take his place. She could hear the squish of the penis thrusting into her pussy filled with multiple loads of cum from the King and the others. This one thrust even harder, possibly she thought due to her being looser and filled with cum. Her mouth was again moved to the penis that had just climaxed in her. She had swallowed the cum of the King and now tasted the cum of each of the other men to have fucked her. This had never happened to her before and she shuddered at the thought of what the King meant by his statement, 'it is time for you to learn you are nothing more than a wench'.
The shudder she felt in her body must have been visible to the men, too. They laughed that she was enjoying being used like a common wench by men.
When the last man climaxed in her, she lay motionless beneath him. As he pulled out of her and moved to the side of the bed, she heard a loud gasp. During the fucking by the three men, she hadn't heard the massive doors open or her mother and the two guards entering. But when she turned her head to the sound, there they stood. Her mother had entered the chamber led by the castle guards sent to get her. When she was ushered into the chamber, she was shocked to see the three naked men of status in the castle on the King's bed with a woman. Her gasp of shock came when the men moved and she identified the woman... her daughter, Ariana.
"Aww... wench, look... your mother has arrived." The two women looked at each other in horror. This had to be the ultimate in humiliation, degradation. But the King wasn't done as he turned his attention to Ariana's mother. "I know what you have been doing. Do you think my spies don't tell me everything that happens in my castle? You've been filling this girl's head with your stories and everyone knows those stories are not to be repeated within any part of this land. The punishment can be quite severe, but I have a more fitting punishment for you both."
He waved his hand to the guards and they moved with understanding and deliberation. While one pulled Ariana from the bed, the other pulled his dagger from his belt and quickly cut the mother's clothes from her mature body. Both women were shocked by the events unfolding before the King and the other men as they soon were standing completely naked before them. Ariana's young body showed the sexual assault she had already endured with cum of four men seeping from her used pussy, her skin blotchy, and her lips, chin, and cheeks slick with her saliva from sucking the penises. Her mother's mature body seemed to retreat in on itself in humiliation as the two women attempted to hug. They were separated and placed before the still lounging King, his advisor, and generals positioned around him with the two guards behind the women.
The King chuckled deviously, "Now you are both as you should be. I have been advised for years to have you two put to death and be done with the legend forever." He looked at the mother. "You defied me in my castle by telling the forbidden stories to your daughter. I wanted to show you it was of no use, though. I wanted to use her body as my play-thing to show you it was for no use. I am a generous King, aren't I? I spared your lives thinking you would see the error of your ways. But you didn't. You continued to defy me with the stories, the silly myth. You and the people... you think I don't know you all still hold hope of being rescued by the myth? Where is your rescue? The myth is only a myth."
Ariana glanced at her mother and was surprised. In the face of unknown punishment and after being stripped of her clothes and dignity, her mother was boldly showing defiance that surprised and empowered her. Her mother boldly announced, "We will always believe. I feared you and what you could do to us. I was wrong. I shouldn't have been as quiet about it as I was. I should have told my daughter everything."
The King laughed but there was a menace in the sound of his laugh. He pointed to the floor before him and both women were pushed to their knees and then to all fours. It was only then that they realized the guards were naked behind them and the meaning hit both women at the same time as their eyes met. It was one thing to be used by the powerful men of the castle but to be given to guards....
Tears came to the mother's eyes and dripped down her cheek as she mouthed an 'I'm sorry' to Ariana. She in turn gave her mother a heartrending smile but mouthed, 'I love you'. In the next moment, both women felt the roughened, strong hands of the guards take their hips and thrust their penises, quickly sinking them into the women. The mother cried out as the hard penis penetrated her unlubricated pussy. Both women hung their heads in shared shame and utter humiliation as the surrounding men laughed in a chorus of delight.
This was a fucking unlike what either had ever experienced. The two guards had finally received the opportunity at a woman of some refinement and they were taking advantage of it. They had been told to dominate the women, to fuck them as roughly as they desired, and they did exactly that. Every thrust was powerful and dominating. They understood these two were from the line of women going back to the old days of this realm to the family that led the people in peace and shared embrace of fruitful living. That those days had ended for whatever reason didn't matter to these men as they treated them at the moment as common wenches for their lust.
The King watched the degradation of the women. His penis began to harden, again, at the sight. For a moment, he considered using the women himself one more time, perhaps the mother this time. But he knew his limits. He was older and didn't want to fail in front of the others or the women after already climaxing twice. So, he simply enjoyed the feeling of his loins stirring at the humiliation of the final lineage of this land. He would finally, in his way, follow the advice of others and be done with the myth once and for all, and force the people to accept their destiny under his rule.
First one, then the other. Howls of lust-filled the room from the two guards. This was so much better than the wenches they might find at a pub or brothel. When they came after brutally fucking them, their grunts and shouts were exclamation points to the humiliation the women felt.
"Put ropes around their necks and lead them down to the wagons. Let the people see what is left of their cherished myths and past. The past is gone. I am the thing for them to look forward to." The King was exultant. The King followed the guards through the castle as they led the two women naked and leashed like pets or livestock. Others in the castle stopped and gasped, horrified at the sight as they passed by. Though it was forbidden to talk of the old days and myths that made up those days, the people had tried to hold onto them, privately repeating the stories within family groups as Ariana had been told by her mother and grandmother.
Outside, more people bore witness to their humiliation. The two women tried to bravely ignore their humiliation in front of the people but it was clear in the eyes of those they found outside that the hopes and dreams they harbored were being crushed with this final indignity.
They found two wagons, one pointed south, and the other pointed north. They listened to the announcement with the people gathered around them. It was against the law to harbor dreams of the past, to talk and share the stories of the past, and to keep alive the myths of the old days. The mother and daughter violated those laws and were being punished and would die.
The two women clasped hands. The King spoke softly to them so only they could hear. "One will go to the northern army protecting that gateway. The other to the southern army. You will each be camp whores to be used and abused by all of the men there. You may die from the abuse. You may simply become pregnant. But... no more of your lineage will exist here... ever. If you become pregnant, you die." He smiled in a sick and grotesque way. "The myths die. This is my kingdom."
Ariana clutched at her mother and she turned to the King. "Sire... please... give us just a moment, a final moment alone before... before you do what you will with us." Surprisingly, he nodded. They moved a few steps away.
"I am sorry, mother."
"Hush... this isn't your fault. It is mine. I thought I was protecting you by hiding some details. Now, you must listen carefully before they pull us apart." Ariana nodded, still numb by the turn of events. "Ariana, remember the stories, everything I have told you. Remember the Princess of the stories? You are the Princess. You must believe that. For the people, you must believe that. You are marked, a birthmark on your lower neck. It is the reason I have insisted you wear long hair. When you are on the road, expose your lower neck as much as possible. It is the only hope for the people. My grandmother thought she knew more than the legend. The Princess is marked every other generation. The stories say the Princess must be sacrificed to protect the people. My grandmother didn't think it was necessary to sacrifice my mother. We had been safe for so long. That was when things went bad. Our protection was lost when the sacrifice was withheld. You are the Princess now. Maybe it isn't too late."
They were pulled apart. Both women screamed for the other. Ariana was thrown into the wagon. She was reminded of her nakedness as she felt the rough wood scrape her bare body. She turned to look behind her to see her mother similarly straining to catch a final glimpse to share between them. Ariana didn't even register the shocked, hopeless looks of the people as the wagon was led through the town from the castle as it headed for the road to the south. She noted that one guard drove the wagon, another on a horse led the way in front, and two more on horses followed behind lustily eyeing her.
Leaving the town behind them, they entered a heavily wood section, the trees crowding the roadway worn into the ground by the traffic of horses, wagons, carts, and walkers. A persistent cawing of a crow drew not only her attention but that of the guards following behind.
"What's with that damn crow? It's like it's following us."
Indeed, she thought, it was like it was following as it soared effortlessly above the treetops directly above her. The attention of the crow reminded her of what her mother said before they were cruelly pulled apart. She was the Princess of the stories. She was marked at birth as the Princess to carry on the sacrifice that would protect the people. What was the sacrifice, though? There was so much in detail she wished she could ask and learn. But the stories told of dragons, rarely seen except at a great distance, that protected the canyon passes at the north and south. The sacrifice must be to the dragons, then. Are the dragons still here, though? After her great-grandmother turned her back on them, are they still around and would they still accept a sacrifice after all this time? Sacrifice. That word crashed down on her like the full weight of all the people. Could she sacrifice herself selflessly like that?
The burden felt heavy, excessively so, but she remembered another thing her mother instructed her before leaving, something that was put to her firmly and with the importance of trying to save the people. It must have something to do with leading up to the sacrifice. She was to expose her lower neck where the birthmark must be, a mark she never knew existed, a mark her mother had wanted hidden to spare her. If the King was so worried just by the lineage of the women, would he have executed her immediately if he had known? The thought gave weight to the myth. Maybe, the myth wasn't a myth, after all. Maybe, what they called a myth was the telling of what had been, the truth of why they had been safe for all the time of telling through the generations. The sacrifice carried over two generations. Is the sacrifice of one woman too much for securing safety and peace for all the people?
She shifted to her knees in the rough-riding wagon as it bounced and jolted over bumps and through holes in the road. Her mind was made before much thought. She piled her long, golden hair on top of her head and pulled the stiffest pieces of straw from the bed of the wagon to pin her hair in place. It wouldn't hold up too much, but it was the best she could do. Then she held onto the back of the bench in front, kneeling as tall as possible. She felt foolish in the effort. The myth was probably merely myth, yet her mother seemed to believe so strongly. Dragons... dragons have to be myth... right?
She closed her eyes, feeling the peace of her decision wash over her when she felt the wagon leave the road and bounce. She found the wagon moving near a flowing river. The guards dismounted from their horses, tied them to the wagon, and pulled Ariana from the wagon by the rope, then was taken off her. One of the guards took notice of the dark mark on her lower neck and drew attention to it to the others. They commented on the peculiar, irregular shape of it, almost like something flying but it meant nothing more to them. They had other interests and it was sharing the naked woman before delivering her to the army camp. They took her to the edge of the flowing water and one by one she was ravaged by them. She was fucked in several positions, each roughly. On her knees, she was penetrated from behind and another penis shoved into her mouth. The only response from her body was protective lubrication but no thrill as she had noticed from wenches. Now, she too was a wench.
When one came inside her, she was pulled to the side where a man was lying on the ground. She straddled him, sinking his penis deep into her pussy. Another penis was brought to her face and she obediently took it into her mouth. This was to be her life... unless something else happened. A sacrificial death would be preferred.
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CHAPTER 2: DESTINY
High in the peaks of the bordering mountains, ever-watchful eyes had followed the progress of wagon and riders after the warning from the crow. The eyes watched, piercing the great distance with a clarity of sight far better than any hawk. The eyes watched from both sides of the valley, waiting, anticipating, hoping that finally, the marked human female would come to them.
They watched as the human males mated with the female. They watched as she was used, even abused, in the activities below. They watched for a clear indication, a sign, a view that would tell them if this was the one. How long have they waited? Generations of humans are too long. Why had the humans rejected them and brought such suffering to themselves?
Then, one saw it. At least, it looked like it in that flash as the female was turned over and put on top of the male. 'There. I think I saw the mark. This might be the one.' The voice wasn't even a voice but a thought that crossed the valley and up and down the mountains to the others also watching.
* * * *
Two guards had fucked her and she knew the other two would do the same. She hadn't anticipated something she had never experienced before, though. She was again forced to straddle a guard, his penis sinking into her pussy as she mindlessly, resignedly settled over it. She then felt powerful, rough hands pressing her shoulders down to the man below her. She felt his penis move inside her as she was pressed down until her breasts were flattened against the guard's chest. She sensed another guard behind her but couldn't look back as she was pinned by arms, her ass lewdly exposed. It still meant nothing to her until she felt hands on her ass cheeks spreading the cheeks apart and another penis probing between her cheeks. She was confused. She already had a penis in her pussy. Then, the awful reality hit her. The penis was pressed against her asshole!
"NO!" She squirmed in the grasp of the man below her and the hands of the man behind her but for all her struggle she was a relatively small person compared to the bulky men she was against. She felt the penis at her asshole somehow force it open enough to begin entering her ass. She cried out as she felt a tearing sensation. Worse, she was dry there. With a mighty thrust, the man behind forced his penis head past the tight gripping restriction of the sphincter muscle. Her scream of shock and pain seemed to reverberate across the valley between the two tall mountain ranges.
The pain never stopped in her ass. She was being fucked by two penises at the same time in adjoining passages of her body, an act of defilement she would never have imagined. Her degradation, disgrace, and humiliation seemed now complete. It was an act that told her she was nothing but the lowest form of a woman to these men. The penises sawed back and forth in her body but, except for the searing pain in her ass, she was numb.
When the men came, pumping their semen into two holes that might now be used by others, she felt nothing as the one in her ass pulled out and the other underneath her pushed her to the side, his penis sliding out as she rolled to the side. The men laughed, commenting on the blood mixed with the semen escaping from her ass.
The flowing water of the river was nearby. She heard it before her eyes fixed on it. She crawled to it and entered the cold water fed by the melting snow from the mountains. As she lay on her back in the shallow water, she sighed at the cool water washing over her abused holes. She rose to her knees and splashed and rubbed water over her still aching asshole. She saw some blood mixed with the water as it dripped and flowed away from her. It quickly seemed to stop, though. The water felt good and she wished to stay there even though the temperature of it made her body shiver, quickly becoming covered by goosebumps. She glanced at the men and turned away, not wanting them to wrongly think her erect nipples might indicate arousal. She saw the men already dressing and assembling the swords and daggers that hung from their belts. She knew she would be called out of the water soon but she relished each moment the water gave her soothing relief.
Anticipating being called out of the water at any minute, she lowered her hips back into the water and closed her raised eyes as she again felt the coolness relieve the pain in her ass. The sun beating down from directly above against her closed eyes, she thought something caused a shadow pass over her and her bare body felt a swoosh of air, the water lapping against her thighs in the wrong direction from the current. A sudden scream from a man followed by shouts and urgent calls for help followed by more screams seeming to surround her with shadows passing rapidly over her causing her to drop her body into the shallow water. But as she lay crouched in the shallow water now fearing whatever caused the screams and cries more than the guards themselves, the only sounds she was aware of were the gentle motion of the water and the movement of leaves in the trees nearby as they fluttered from the breeze. It seemed utterly quiet, quieter than she had remembered it before. No birds were calling and singing, no sounds from the horses tied by the road. Nothing but quiet.
She peeked to the shore where the guards had been gathering their belongings and where the wagon and horses were tied. Nothing. The guards were gone, the horses were gone. As she rose higher on her knees, she saw the wagon bouncing and jolting across the valley away from the road, pulled by the horse in a panicked flight. She looked up toward the mountains to see dark shapes ... large birds? ... with something hanging in their feet below them. Her mind still not making a connection. When she heard the powerful beating of wings nearby, though, she looked up into the bright sun which became completely blocked by a massive shape with widespread wings beating against the air to slow its approach. When it settled softly in the shallow water directly in front of her, her mind was slow to acknowledge what had just happened.
She turned her head to gaze toward the mountains across the valley and the retreating figures in the air. Then, she turned her gaze back to the image in front of her. Her mind slowly adjusted to the change of events and the new reality of her condition. A dragon. A large, gray scaled dragon stood in front of her, its wings now folded against its body, its long neck and massive head stretching out toward her, its powerful legs and fearsome claws, its long tail slowly waving behind it. The shapes in the air retreating were dragons ... carrying the guards away ... away from her. Dragons. Dragons exist. They really exist. The myths are true. So, wasn't she afraid? Shouldn't she be afraid? But her mother told her to believe, that she was the only one who might still save the people if she believed.
This was her destiny ... for the people ... to be sacrificed for the people. She slowly stood on shaky legs before the dragon. "I am ready to be sacrificed," she announced. She noted the dragon's head turn to the side like she might have seen from a curious dog. It inspected her up and down. She stood naked before it but proudly with her mind accepting her fate in the belief that what she was doing was for the good of the people as her mother had explained. The dragon, though, splashed in the water as it moved around her, its head only a few feet from her body. When behind her, it snorted a powerful blast of air against her back causing her long hair to fly up. She flinched at the sudden sound of it loudly trumpeting, a sound that bounced from one mountain range back to the other until it seemed to fill the valley with the sound. In a moment, four additional dragons, all similar in their gray coloring and size were circling above her, their powerful wings moving the air around her.
What was happening? Did they return to join in feasting on her body? They remained in the air, though. They were watching her but also watching around them as if providing protection. The dragon in the water with her lowered its head to the water surface but not directly at her as if to bite but alongside her so its neck was near her. It wanted her to get on? It wasn't going to eat her? Maybe the sacrifice had to be accomplished somewhere else.
Her nudity no longer held any consideration to her. Yes, perhaps it normally should since she was in the countryside but she was, after all, with a dragon. Dragons, actually. Could anything possibly be considered normal in such circumstances?
Nervous, but resigned to whatever fate awaited her, she climbed onto the dragon's lower neck and slid back to its body forward of the wings. She found it surprisingly easy to hold on. It jumped mightily into the air and its wings beat powerfully. She was both shocked and in awe. It rose powerfully into the air and she soon found herself looking down at a receding image of where she had so recently been abused by the guards for their simple pleasure. She looked back up in the direction of the rising dragon to see it was aimed for the center of the other four circling above. As she passed through the others, she looked back to see them pull out of their circling and take new positions. One moved to the front, one behind, with the other two on either side. She saw them glance over to her and, if she could believe her eyes, it seemed they had smiled at her. This no longer felt like she was being taken to her death but as if she were being protected as she was being delivered safely.
Ariana had spent her life trapped in the castle. She had very infrequently even stepped outside and never outside the courtyard. Seeing the land her ancestors had once governed filled her with both wonder and sorrow. The land was so beautiful as it seemed nestled between the protective mountain ranges. She saw the farms with crops and animals, the fishing in the river, and the small towns and villages. But she was filled with sorrow and despair, also, at seeing how the King had taken from the people. Despite their hard work on the land their homes and land suffered visibly from the care and upkeep they could no longer afford after paying the King's taxes, which she heard cut into half of what they produced.
She soon found the mountains rising before her until she felt the dragon gliding, no longer trying to rise any further. She craned her neck to see beyond the massive head in front of her and found a large, level ledge before what appeared to be a series of massive caves. The dragons tilted their wings and slowed their approach and when they touched down it was smooth.
Again, the dragon dipped its head and neck. Ariana slid forward and off the beast. "Pull your hair away and show us." The voice came from no place in particular. She looked around. Dragons were coming out of the caves and others landing nearby. All seemed curious. "Princess, pull your hair away and show us."
The second time was when it hit her. She couldn't tell where the voice came from because it wasn't a voice. She heard it in her head. Nonetheless, she obeyed. She pulled her long, golden-colored hair to the front. It served to cover one breast but also exposed her neck. She held it that way as she slowly walked in a tight circle inside the crowd of dragons while others circled in the air above them. She saw dragons on perches on the mountain as the ledge was already too crowded. She saw gray colored and brown colored dragons. There were maybe dozens. The browns were slightly smaller than the grays. She thought the grays were large but they suddenly parted from the mouth of the largest cave and a huge dragon immerged. It was a tarnish gold color and there was something about it that indicated great age.
"You are the Princess! But you are almost too late." Neither its mouth nor lips moved as the words were 'heard' in her head. "You were taken from those human males. They were abusing you?" She was stunned by everything happening, her rescue, that dragons exist, standing in the midst of them, the voice ... all she could do was nod her head in reply. "Are you here willingly, though? Are you ready?"
She gathered up all the strength and resolve she could muster. This was the moment. For the people, as her mother encouraged her. "Yes. I am ready for the sacrifice."
His laugh was booming and surprised her. "Sacrifice? Do you think you come here to be sacrificed? That's why Princesses stopped coming?" He lowered his head to a foot from hers. "You humans can be so arrogant, so conceited. You think you know better than traditions of hundreds of years that held this region together in peace and prosperity when everything surrounding it might be in conflict and hardship." He straightened to his full height. He towered over her. "Why do you come now?"
She was truly intimidated. He had a low opinion of humans, yet they, the humans down in the valley, needed their support, needed to return to the old ways. She decided her only and best option was complete honesty. She was shamed by the actions of her ancestors but, if she was the Princess as they believed, she must take on that shame as her own. She explained what her mother had told her over time and at the end. She told him about her great-grandmother's decision. She told about the army that invaded, the King that took control and subjugated the people. She told, regretfully, how she only just recently learned of all this, learned of the mark on her neck, learned of its meaning, and was told of her destiny. She hoped it wasn't too late to make amends for the terrible decisions her ancestors had made.
The old dragon considered her. The others stood still. Clearly, they all deferred to this one dragon. He turned back to the cave but spoke over his shoulder, "We will see if you are ready, if you are truly willing to serve your people ... and us. Come."
Serve us. It said 'serve your people and us'. She followed behind the giant dragon while very wary of the twitching tail she was sure could flip her dozens of feet with ease. She was overwhelmed but encouraged at the same time. The stories her mother told and reinforced as they parted were true but had elements very wrong. The Princesses all left and were never seen, again. It came to be assumed they were being sacrificed to the dragons for protection. But there was no 'sacrifice', not in the death way of thinking, anyway. There was something else. There was something that involved serving the dragons that in turn served the people.
The cave was indeed massive. The entrance was large, obviously enough for this largest of dragons to easily walk into. But the interior opened into a cathedral-like chamber that towered up and opened into a wide space. A separate passage led further into the mountain and Ariana followed the great, old golden into that passage. Soon, it stopped at a ledge. Ariana cautiously stepped up alongside it and peered over the ledge. About 20 feet below was a chamber with a floor of sand. This chamber was very warm, heat radiating up from below. She looked up and found narrow shafts in the ceiling where most of the heat seemed to dissipate. Below, walking in a circle around the outer rim of the chamber, was a brown dragon that appeared to be very swollen.
The great dragon sat and began explaining the real story of the dragons, the humans of the valley, and the Princesses over their long, shared history. The long history was broken by Ariana's great-grandmother. Not even the dragons with their long, shared memory knew how the amazing relationship was formed. Or, why. They believed this was one of the last strongholds of dragons remaining. They were, are, hunted by monster hunters everywhere else. This was their last refuge and they thought this one was lost, too. If Ariana was indeed committed to rebuilding the alliance between them, there could be hope for both the dragons and the people of the valley.
The brown circling below was a female. All browns are female. It is swollen because it is due to lay its eggs. The few browns remaining are expected to lay only a couple eggs each. The warm chamber with deep sand is their incubation room. Barring intercession by a Princess, all dragons hatched are gray or brown. The grays are hunters for the pride. He was quiet for a long moment as if considering if he dared believe in Ariana's intentions for a shared future. Finally, he continued. Only a committed Princess, a human female marked by some ethereal realm of destiny, might have influence over the clutch of eggs.
It all seems surreal to Ariana. This is nothing like the sacrifice she was led to believe it was. Over the next days, she continues to receive a crash course in what is about to happen. Dragon roles are established by their color. The browns are females, give birth, and attend to the young communally. The young have an amazingly fast cycle to maturity of one year. At that time, the browns could begin the cycle of birthing, if the conditions were right. The grays are hunters who have the primary responsibility of finding and bringing food back to the browns and young. The silvers, of which there were none presently, were the only fire-breathers for warring needs. Then, the gold. The Gold was the leader of them all. There was only one gold who was matched to one Princess. It was rare for a gold to live as long as this one had and why it was almost too late. Only the old Gold can teach the new Princess what it is she must do to continue the cycle.
Ariana was having trouble with all this sinking in and accepting it all. It seemed that the Gold was the only one to be able to communicate with the human. But once the commitment was complete between the new Princess and new Gold, she would gain the ability to communicate with all the dragons. She asked why. She was told because she then would be in the leadership of all the dragons alongside the new Gold, her mate. That was the connection, then. That was the connection between the dragons and the people. The Princess could wield influence to help the people in times of need. The people never again saw the young woman who became Princess once she left. They misunderstood what happened.
There was one word in all that she didn't focus on, though. Mate.
Ariana not only spent her time with the old Gold to learn everything she could, but she also put it into practice. She spent the rest of her time in the incubation chamber with the browns. They seemed to be in physical distress and the circling in the warm was indicative of that. Ariana began walking beside them, touching their bellies. Finally, one stopped and allowed her to stroke and massage her distended belly and soon the others allowed the same. She heard movement above on the ledge and found the old Gold. Again, it seemed weird, but it seemed like he was smiling.
If this was intended to be her destiny, it would be what she would do and do it with her entire dedication. The dragons brought her food, though she had to cook the raw meat chunk presented to her. Thus, her time with the dragons passed and she found herself in peace and serene. Though she was free to go anywhere and periodically even took flight with one of the grays along the mountain range, she mostly spent her time with the browns. Her nudity, once a source of anxiety, humiliation, and shame, was now merely a matter of course. The dragons were also attentive to her. She loved sitting on a ledge overlooking the valley below, especially at night. The night sky was filled with stars on moonless nights and the valley where her people lived looked peaceful and serene, though she knew it wasn't for them. She was surprised by the presentation of a blanket by one of the dragons as she shivered one night. Blankets had no purpose for the dragons so she knew it was something they had sought just for her. But except for the chill of the night high in the mountains, she was content to remain naked and part of nature in a natural way.



When the eggs are finally being laid in the sand, Ariana was surprised to see the browns simply leave, but she 'hears' a monologue about the eggs, their development, and hatching. A glance above her to the ledge reveals the old Gold dragon. It is clear his remaining time is ebbing quickly and he spends less time trying to sit regally and more time lying with his massive head overhanging the ledge to pass on his wisdom and advice. The eggs contain all the nourishment they require. The sands are heated by thermal ducts from deep in the mountain that keep the eggs warm. The eggs will produce grays or browns naturally. A gold will be produced only by the presence of a Princess. The strength of the gold and any silvers are entirely up to the commitment the Princess evokes from her heart. The true intentions of her heart and soul at the proper moment of development arouses the metamorphosis into the dragon types needed.
During the week of her arrival, Ariana has searched her soul and heart. Was she doing this because her mother insisted she had to? Was she doing this so she could be the one to save her people from the retched King? Or ... as she came to see within herself ... did she want to achieve a balance in the natural order in the valley for both her people and the dragons? She had learned the truth about dragons and humans. Dragons were once plentiful in the world. They coexisted and cooperated with each other. In time, though, as happened in recent generations in the valley, human arrogance drove away cooperation and coexistence. Humans wanted dominance as they evolved with new inventions and desire for power and wealth. Dragons were driven away from every corner and retreat by turning the impression of dragons into monsters to be slain. Soon, there were human hunters, brave men who made a living by seeking and killing the dragons for kings and rulers. Her valley had become an isolated sanctuary where humans and dragons still coexisted for the betterment of both. Her great-grandmother had ended that. Now, she understood, was the opportunity to right that misguided wrong, not just because of the invader King, not just for the dragons, but to return the natural harmony of coexistence.
As a result, she spent long hours stroking and massaging each of the eggs laid, pulling the warming sands uptight around them. She became oblivious to all else and often needed to be pressed out of the chamber by a brown to sleep, eat, and drink. And all the while, she heard the instruction of the old Gold dragon in her head and she understood everything. And none of it scared her, any longer. The word she had easily avoided earlier was now a part of her understanding and expectation. Mate. It was through mating with the new Gold that balance would be achieved. The instruction from the old Gold was unflinching, uncompromising. Mating a dragon seemed impossible. The heart and intention of the Princess was again the decider. After the mating of a new Gold with a Princess, the dragons would serve as protectors. That would be true if the Princess died by the ordeal or suffered greatly never to repeat the action. The pure Princesses dating back many generations, though, achieved harmony with her mate and true harmony existed between humans and dragons. In those cases, the will of the Princess was equal to the will of the new Gold.
Dragons came to the ledge in groups, alternating positions to watch as Ariana moved from egg to egg, loving and attending to each in turn. They saw the metamorphosis before she recognized the change. Seven eggs had been laid by the browns. The shell colors transformed into a mottled Gold on one and the others silver. A chorus of wonder and exultation rose from the ledge through the groups. The entire clutch of eggs was special.
When they began hatching, Ariana was the first to greet them. She cleaned them of fragments, then watched as the browns licked them clean as they took immediate first steps. She had been startled to learn that newborn dragons walk within minutes, are fed solid food in mere weeks, and reach maturity in only a year. They hatch nearly as tall as she. She watched their first steps taken to a brown, it didn't seem to matter which, to begin nursing. The first to hatch was the silvers, she didn't know if that meant anything. Their bodies nearly glistened in the light as the silver scales of their body shone. The audience above on the ledge was as hushed by the sight of them as she was.
When the now shiny golden egg began shaking and cracking, though, Ariana found herself somehow standing beside it, her hands lightly caressing the surface and crack lines. As the shell broke loose and the young gold emerged, she gasped, a gasp that was joined immediately by others above and around her. She hadn't realized her breath had been held in anticipation. The young golden dragon shined like highly polished, newly minted gold. She was overwhelmed emotionally. It was a feeling she couldn't have anticipated or prepared for. There was something special, a connection that immediately was felt and known by her and it. There was something more. A physical connection to the event that she didn't even notice until the young dragon took action. His first steps were not toward a brown ... but to her. She watched it take tentative steps to her, then was stunned to see how her body was reacting ... drops of milk had formed on her nipples and the young Gold brought its lips to her breast and began suckling.
Audible sounds filled the chamber and she 'heard' the old Gold, "Never has this happened. Never has a clutch been all silver with the gold. You are special, Princess, you can achieve anything."
After that, everything changed for her with the dragons but there lingered a powerful sense of anticipation. There was an undercurrent of suspense among the dragons as the days, weeks, and months passed. The kind of suspense that is felt when you are sure a wonderful thing is going to happen but until it actually does it is too much to accept fully. Ariana spent almost all her time with the young dragons but specifically with the young Gold. They grew with amazing speed and after only a few months were towering over her. A few more months and they took their first tentative flight off the main ledge like a small bird dropping out of the nest. Ariana would stand on the edge of the drop-off initially very anxious as they practiced their flight. Soon, though, she was in awe of the magnificence of the sight. Seven unbelievable creatures rose, dove, and glided with silver and gold gleaming in the bright sun.
The old Gold continued the education but the young Gold was as much the student as was Ariana. It was obvious to all that the old Gold was weak and declining quickly as if the very act of instructing sapped the little strength remaining within him but it was imperative that the young Gold learn and the most important lesson was how to tap the consolidated knowledge and wisdom ancestrally passed down from Gold to Gold to protect and guide the others.
As for Ariana, all she had done and shone the dragons of her commitment as the chosen one, the Princess, still hinged on completing that singular act with the mature Gold to bind them with her people. The act weighed on her over the entire time. From the initial moment of understanding the 'act', it produced a sense of revulsion (with a dragon?), to more curiosity as she watched the young Gold grow, to a feeling of eagerness and desire the more time they shared as they both understood the teaching of the old Gold leading them to a life together that might be bound only by themselves. As the young Gold entered his last month of maturing, they acted like teenagers not sure what to do with the feelings rising up between them. As the last weeks and days passed, their attention to lessons waned, their actions drew bemused glances and smiles from the other dragons, and Ariana found herself looking to the time with increased anxiousness.
It was no longer lost on Ariana that she was naked. She remembered the time of being used and abused by the King and his advisers. She remembered her inability to feel anything that might approach the wonderfulness of what she was told it could be like. But her body was telling her differently now. She frequently blushed around the young Gold when she found him gazing at her. She felt her body reacting to his attention, her nipples hardening, her body shivering with new excitement, her pussy flooding with lubrication. And her eyes, her own attention on him, shifted, too. She found herself more and more curious about his body. The shiny gold of his protective scales, his wings, and his massive strength held her initial attention, but she was finally interested in his softer underbelly. She found her hands stroking and exploring, especially when they were separated from others. His underbelly was softer, without the heavy scales, much like a fish. She was rewarded by his tongue flicking over her breasts and nipples and they both seemed to go back in memory to the times when he suckled at her breasts.
Their mutual curiosity and increasing excitement remind Ariana of hushed talk from young women around the castle of courtship and pending marriages. The excitement the women felt about finally 'being with' their man. She was feeling that way now.
Of course, those feelings growing between them also gave her insight into what lay in store for her ... and it was intimidating. Their willingness to show their arousal with each other gave Ariana her glimpse. His penis might slip out of the sheath, suddenly dropping as a horse's. On occasion, if her hands played over his belly too long, it might even become hard. She had often heard the term 'cock' and the King and his men would frequently use the term regarding their penises. But they didn't have cocks, her Gold did, though. It was huge. The length of her arm or more if there might still be more inside if fully aroused. It was 2 inches at the tip but increased along the length. How much could a human female take, she wondered. The wondering changed from intimidation, though, to anticipation and desire for discovery.
The old Gold confided in Ariana about the mating. It had started eons ago as a supreme act of bonding the two species. In some cases, it was a sacrifice. His belief was that those Princess' feared it and their bodies couldn't adjust. Most others felt degraded by the act, perhaps. They remained with the dragons and never ventured back to the people from shame. The dragons protected the people but it has been a long time since a true harmony between the two was achieved through the Princess. Ariana understood he was preparing her, allowing her to feel intimidated, feel fear, feel resigned to the task as most before her had felt. That wasn't how she felt, though. She couldn't explain it to herself much less to anyone else. Could she feel the same way about doing this with a dog or horse or another animal? She couldn't imagine it. Her Gold was different, though. He wasn't an animal, he wasn't a thing ... he was hers, her golden partner, her mate. She felt it deep inside her more powerfully than she had ever felt anything. The past year had led her to this coming moment. It had overshadowed her desire, her devotion to helping her people. But she also understood this coming moment was also the means to helping her people by renewing and strengthening the bond and purpose between the two species.
When the moment finally arrived, it could have had a feeling of the bizarre, if Ariana wasn't so excited. The dragons were gathered not on the ledges of the mountainside but at a high alpine meadow and lake. Perpetual snow clung to the tops of nearby peaks and the lake formed by the waters from the melting snows shimmered in the sun. The meadow was covered in new flower growth as if it were a multicolored carpet laid out just for the occasion. The atmosphere was one of anticipation and excitement. It reminded Ariana of something like a prince and princess being wedded for ascension to the throne, a fairy-tale event she heard of but never saw. That's what this was, though, and it overwhelmed her. She, the Princess, was about to ascend to lead with her golden prince who would take leadership over the dragons.
There was a touch of sadness along with joyfulness. The old Gold had finally but peacefully succumbed to his extreme age. But that void left behind seemed to only increase the joyful expectancy of the moment with the new Gold. It was a simple ceremony if it might be called that. Ariana fashioned wildflowers into her long streaming hair that lengthened impossibly in the past year and now hung well past her butt. The cool alpine breeze caused her hair to rise and fall, trailing behind her almost as if trying to duplicate the swaying tail of her Gold as they walked side by side between the parallel lines of trumpeting dragons. At the end of the line, the six silver dragons filled the air alongside them with their magnificent fire. Ariana and her Gold stood before the others quietly, their minds filled with images of the past and promises of the future. It was one of those scenes where the future is looked at with all the glorious opportunities possible but in this case, it somehow seemed truer than merely good wishes and hopefulness. She had the sense it was from her Gold, but perhaps it was a lingering message from the ancient one.
Ariana stood transfixed by the emotions of the moment finally coming to fruition after all the preparation and anticipation. And the emotions soared deeper and higher when her Gold, who towered above her more than any of the others, bent low to put his massive head in front of her. She reached out with her hands, their foreheads coming together. The other dragons were utterly silent. For that moment, they could have been alone in the mountain meadow, the breeze rolling over the peaks rustling the leaves in the trees, the sounds of birds singing back and forth.
Then, it was broken. One trumpeting voice sounded, then the rest joined in to fill the air with their own song, the wild noise crashing into the walls of the alpine bowl and resonating back in a crazy mix that seemed to vibrate the air around them. He pulled back his head from hers and she again saw that funny smile and she was convinced that's what it was. He then shifted his weight to one leg, wrapped the other around her, and leaped into the air, his mighty wings beating the thinner air, seeming to gain height with ease. Always before she had been on his back as they soared together. This time, held gently, but securely, to his chest, she felt the pumping of his heart, the intake of air into his lungs, the flexing of his muscles. But they were up for only moments before gracefully landing again amid the others. It was as if this was their walking down the aisle hand in hand to the reception.
The dragons leaned in to touch foreheads with the Gold, their new leader. Then, each lowered their head to Ariana. The line was led by the browns, perhaps because none knew for certainty which might have laid the egg resulting in their new Gold. It was amusing to Ariana. Unlike the human society she knew, these dragons held their females in positions of honor.
When the procession of honoring came to an end, the group parted and Ariana saw what her eyes had not registered before. Near the lake was a boulder surrounded and covered with masses of wildflowers ripped from the ground and piled. This she wasn't prepared for ... the act, the representation of ultimate commitment, wasn't private.
A blush washed over Ariana's body. Maybe she shouldn't be surprised. There has been little that seemed private since she has been among them. They even 'speak' in group-speak mentally with private conversations possible with much effort through dedicated focus. So, why wouldn't this act that represented so much for them and their dedication to the humans be a part of the communal celebration? Why wouldn't it be a joyful celebration? Like the public kiss at the end of a marriage ... only much more.
Ariana turned to her Gold and raised her hands. He lowered his head to fill her hands. "I am yours, my Gold master."
He thought back, "And I am yours, my golden-haired mistress."
A soft murmuring filled her head. She knew it was from the dragons surrounding them and smiled. Little is private. Even not being private, though, this moment was filled with only anticipation and excitement. There was none of the regret, distaste, humiliation, or degradation she had felt with the King and his men. She was both calm and excited. She was filled with a sense of peace with this but also the wildest arousal she ever felt. She turned and walked to the flower-strewn boulder with purpose in her steps. She had been fucked by men repeated against her will and her body had never once responded. Now, she was to be mated by a monstrous dragon and her body was already responding in anticipation. Her nipples were hard like pebbles; her pussy was leaking with her lubrication; her body shivered with excitement. The monstrous dragon was her mate, though, not a monster at all. He had brought out feeling from her she never expected to feel. She had felt committed to being the Princess before, but once this Gold had suckled at her leaking breast, taking her miraculous milk of nourishment from her body, she'd known with her body, heart, and soul this was what she was intended for. Not a sacrifice, at all, but a wondrous bonding of their species.
Reaching the boulder quickly, she turned to the trailing Gold. Her eyes flicked self-consciously to the other dragons who had stayed back but were intently watching. She found herself pleased to find his massive cock had dropped from its sheath as he approached her. Not only was she excited but he was as well. She moved up to him, stepping underneath his body easily. As she grasped his cock and lifted it, he rose upright, a rumbling groan rising from his chest above her head and escaping his opened mouth. She held his long cock in her stroking hands. She had secretly glimpsed it before as their intimacy grew between them but remained restrained for this moment to arrive. She had initially panicked that it might kill or permanently injure her. But her body's immediate reaction told her it would adjust ... it would find its own way ... and she had accepted that.
Now was the time. Images flashed in her mind. She didn't know if they were transmitted to the others or not. The images were of other penises being forced on her ... small penises. She had regretted having to hold them, to touch them, to use her mouth on them. It had been degrading. She marveled at this one, though. This monster of a cock in her hands filled her with lust; filled her with need; filled her with a powerful desire to please the one whose cock it was. The Gold was her mate, the only one she would love and his cock would be the only one she would ever again desire to have, to please, to have please her.
All the dragons were hushed. It seemed eerie that such massive creatures could be so quiet. Perhaps her musings had been transmitted. She blushed at the thought of such intimate thoughts about her Gold being so openly shared. But it also somehow seemed appropriate. The old Gold had said she could achieve anything and she was intent on fulfilling that.
During her musing, her hands had not stopped stroking his cock for the length her arms could reach which was not far enough to cover its entirety. Her lips and mouth had unconsciously found the tip of it and his cock was hard in her hands, the tip seeping precum into her mouth. Her tongue licked the tip and savored the taste of his precum. It was maybe a little different than men before. And, maybe not. She only really knew that her reaction to it was very different. She found herself greedily sucking at the tip to taste more of it and she wondered what it would be like to take his cum into her mouth. A soft giggle escaped from around the cock at the thought and knew she would indeed find out sometime. She immediately, now grasping and loving his cock, imagined all sorts of ways to worship his cock and to bring pleasure to him and it. The reality that she lived among them naked now took on an exciting element for her.



With a final kiss to the tip, she turned and leaned against the boulder and looked up at him, his head turned down watching her. He approached, dipped his body lower and she felt his cock against her bare back. He adjusted his hips and bent his legs further. She felt his cock sliding down her back until the tip dropped off her butt between her legs. She reached down between her legs and found the narrower tip to guide it to her gushing pussy. She pressed back against it, moving her own hips around it until she felt it touching her opening and she pressed back against it. She groaned as the tip spread her opening with resistance. This was the smallest part of his cock. She knew a human female's body wasn't meant for this but she believed her body was ... somehow ... someway.
Ariana gasped out her commitment and desire, "I want ... want to restore ... order as it was ... meant to be. I ... want ... you and ... and this." She breathed deeply in through her nose and smoothly released it through her lips, calming herself and releasing tension with the breath. She pressed back against him, against his cock. Her pussy opened and accepted him into her ... finally, wonderfully, gloriously into her body. She cried out at the thick penetration but her body was well lubricated by anticipation and hungry for more by excitement. The excitement of finally having him, mated to him; the excitement of this mating before the entire group of dragons; and, the excitement of rightfully fulfilling her destiny.
His cock penetrated inches into her stretched pussy. She felt full even though it was mere inches. He sensed her need to control this for the moment and dutifully allowed his human mate to determine the progress. He ached, however. The most astounding, amazing form of ache. He was inside her. His cock felt squeezed, enveloped, cloaked by the warm, moist tissue of her body.
She couldn't imagine a more staggering experience. And she knew he was barely inside her ... relatively to his size. She pushed back, again. Inches more entered and inches more spread her opening. She pulled back and thrust her hips against him. It felt like a foot of his cock plunged into her and she cried out, again. He had amazing control, allowing her to dictate this initial mating. In the middle of another gasp and moan, she giggled. She giggled at the realization that this was not a one-time thing. A single mating may well be the event that sealed the cooperation of the two species and may have been the prevailing expectation of the Princess ... but not for her. After all the abuse and humiliation she had endured, this seemingly abusive experience was anything but.
"Fuck me, my love ... seal me as your mate ... now and forever. Flood my body with your seed and make me yours." She had never expressed thoughts such as those ever ... the act had never been connected to such emotion.
He pulled most of his cock from her gripping pussy and paused. She sucked in a breath and unconsciously held it in euphoric anticipation. He plunged it back into her and her body responded as it never had. It was shocking ... surprising ... amazing and powerful. Her body tensed and shivered at the same time as he pulled back and thrust back in. Every nerve in her pussy seemed to ignite at the same moment sending impulses radiating from her pussy to her legs, her abdomen, and up through her body. Her clitoris throbbed and was pressed against the roughness of the boulder. Her nipples throbbed and tingled on her bouncing breasts as she supported herself on her elbows and forearms. Her scalp tingled while her eyes were open but unseeing, her mouth gaping but silent, her lungs filled but not releasing. Her body seemed on the verge of exploding into separate pieces ... but didn't.
Her body spasmed but it was felt most of all at her pussy. His cock already tightly filling it, her pussy clenched around the massive cock bringing moans and gasps from deep in the Gold's throat. He held himself deep inside her as she quaked underneath him and she finally released the held breath in a scream that echoed off the surrounding mountainsides of the alpine bowl. The scream, though, immediately demanded, pleaded, enticed him to continue, to give her more, to fill her deeper ... to seed her.
Her orgasm, her first, was overwhelming in intensity but he hadn't. She was already gasping and fatigued. He continued to plow into her and she regained her speech, both verbally and mentally. She encouraged him and he responded with ever more powerful thrusts into her pussy. He had been ramming his cock into the top of her pussy on each stroke since early in the fucking and each stroke continued to. What neither recognized at the time was each stroke expanded not only her opening as the cock pressing into her expanded in size but also in depth. Somehow, someway, her pussy expanded in depth, her body shifting inside, her pussy walls stretching, her vaginal cavity extending. And, all the while, her pussy muscled clenched around his cock as it slid in and out, her pussy like a tight sleeve around it.
She didn't understand her body's reaction but her mind was losing the ability to consider anything. She was orgasming, again. Her body reacting as strongly as before. She lost the ability to hold herself from the boulder surface and collapsed against it. His thrusts pressed her skin into the surface but she didn't notice. All she felt was the massive nerve eruptions throughout her body, her muscles weakening her, her mind fogging. Each thrust into her elicited a groan, gasp, or moan. She was beyond thought or muscle control. Each thrust reignited an orgasmic explosion. Her pussy washed his cock inside and out. It felt like her fluids flowed from her tightly filled pussy, down his cock, and down her thighs. Time after time, thrust after thrust, her body and mind quaked in orgasm after orgasm.
She felt him thrust harder, stronger, faster. She felt him press deep and pause. Her numb mind cycled through other times, less wonderful times when men did the same thing before sending their seed into her. This time, though, her mind and body recovered in recognition enough for her to add her own thrust back into him, to join her own effort with his. When he came, when he shot his seed into her pussy, she could swear it moved her body, it is was so powerful and filling. He came shot after shot and each time she cried out in joy ... joy of sharing, joy of fulfillment, and joy of consummation. Mated. She was his. He was hers.
His seed brought one final orgasm to her that closed the fog in her brain. The dark edges of her consciousness closed in until she was limp on his leaking and slowly softening cock deep inside her body.
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CHAPTER 3: PREVAIL
She came back to consciousness confused but strangely secure. She found herself lying on top of her Gold, a clawed foot holding her to his chest with his wings folded over. It was dark but the feel and sound of his heart pulsing under her head and body assured her of her safety, what had happened, and who was she now? She was the mate of the Gold, a leader of the dragons. With her stirring, his wings unfolded and his foot released her. She sat up and glanced around. They were still in the alpine meadow. The other dragons were still surrounding them, only much closer now. Her awakening released wild and thunderous trumpeting from the entire group, their heads were thrown back as if to send the sounds of jubilation directly to the heavens.
She shifted and moved over his chest to hug his head before standing on wobbly legs. As the Gold stood alongside her, the other dragons all dipped their heads to the ground. She slowly turned in a circle in wonder at the sight.
"What's happening? Why are they ...?"
"They show respect. They, we, are yours now. You are ours."
She turned from them to him. She reached up and grasped his head, their eyes locking. "I am definitely yours." Her eyes moved to look down his body to his pelvis. Her eyes shifted back and forth from his eyes to his pelvis. His cock slipped out of the sheath, only a foot or so, but he was responding to her thoughts and she recognized the need to somehow hold some thoughts private. Was that possible? His thought returned to her that it was and he would teach her.
"But we're done. We have mated and it never has to happen ..."
She put her hand over his mouth even though the strength of the sound was mental, not audible. "No ... not has to ... but want to. I want you. I want all of you. Don't you understand? This isn't just a ritual to me, any longer. This is real. Being yours is who and what I am." She was quiet for a moment, then absently uttered, "I wish I had a length of rope ..."
Suddenly, a gray took flight and startled her. She looked to her Gold. He gave that funny smile. "That show of respect before ... you are one of us." In moments, the beating of wings brought her attention to the gray returning over the tree-shrouded ridge, a length of rope trailing below it. She looked back at him puzzled. Where do they find a rope? A rumbling chuckled came from deep in his chest, "Grays will hunt more than food sometimes in their curiosity of human things."
The gray swooped low and released the trailing rope. The rope dropped right over them. Ariana took protection under the neck of the Gold and the rope ended draped over his neck. She looked and laughed, "Perfect." He began to shake it off and she stopped him. "You can fly with me on your back. You can fly with me ... uhmmmm ... with me under you ...?"
There was suppressed noise from the other dragons. The Gold asked, "You are serious, my mate?"
Ariana wore a huge smile. What couldn't be seen was how her body was reacting, how serious her body was for more of him and his cock, how serious she was to be his mate to the extreme. As he stood somewhat perplexed, she arranged the rope by flicking it to drop down the other side until she could reach both ends. Then she pulled the rope down his neck and upper body until it was at the front of his wings. She only had a mental image of what she wanted to accomplish and it seemed crazy but exciting. If she could manage to get into position on the ground, she thought it would work in the air. Could there be a greater demonstration of her commitment and dedication? A greater demonstration of her surrendering of herself to him and them and her trust?
She turned and walked deliberately back to the boulder where she climbed up and lay back, her legs spread wide in open invitation. She was still leaking his cum and her pussy was gaping wide with her legs spread. She knew he might have changed her forever but it didn't matter to her. She had no intention of ever wanting to be with a man. He understood her intention but still gazed at her in question. She nodded insistently. He returned that funny smile and was now curious how she might manage this. He could carry her, there was no question in his mind about that, but could she securely hold on?
As he moved over her inviting body, she reached down with both hands and guided his stiff cock back into her pussy. He pressed into her immediately, a solid foot of his cock in her pussy. She groaned loudly. She was amazed. She wondered just how much of his cock had been inside her before ... the first time ... if this penetration took a foot of his length. She felt stuffed, her pussy stretched and filled deeply. But she knew now she had taken much more. She shifted, the cock moving inside her. She encouraged him for more and he thrust his hips sinking another half foot inside. She gasped and groaned, her head falling back onto the rock surface, her mouth gaping open but her breath held in her lungs as he thrust another time. She felt the tip of his cock hit deep inside her and she gasped, yet again.
It took her a moment to gather herself. She was already so near another orgasm just from the penetration. She rested, gasping, focusing on her breathing ... in through the nose, out through the mouth ... gathering her wits to determine if this might actually work or ... if she just allowed him to fuck her brains out like this.
She put her hands on his chest. He stopped moving both above her and inside her. It was hard to even think. The massive cock inside her, stretching her wide and deep. She pushed against his chest and he sensed her intention by easing back a few inches, relieving some of the overwhelming feelings of fullness and stimulation. She rested her head back, again. She breathed. She didn't know how many times she had orgasmed the first time with him. Her first orgasm after a couple years of being used and abused by men and their puny penises ... puny to her now, anyway. She looked up and he was craning his neck to gaze down at her. She smiled up at him. Just his breathing caused his massive, wonderful, amazing cock to twitch and move inside her tightly filled pussy. And, every slight movement of his cock inside her sent startling impulses through her body. She felt his cock twitch inside her but he hadn't moved. She hadn't felt his body shift as her hands were pressed against his chest and she realized by the look of mischief on his face that he was doing it with just his cock muscles. Teasing her playfully. She gasped anew at the movement, small but powerful inside her as full as she was.
She responded by strongly punching his chest, an action that was no more than a playful touch to him. He chuckled and that caused more movement and she gasped. He finally settled down and behaved. And when he did, she quickly gathered herself, took one end of the rope in her right hand, and wrapped it around her wrist and hand, grasping it tightly. He lowered his chest to her and she repeated the action with her left while pressed between his chest and the rock.
Now, to see if it would work. "Stand up slowly."
He rose with a bit of jerking motion, his balance thrown off by her weight underneath him. The combination of movements brought more loud moans from her. When he jerked to move his body up, it resulted in jamming his cock deeper into her. As he stood, gravity did the rest. Her already stretched and excessively lubricated pussy sank over his rigid cock until the top of her pussy was strained even more by the tip of his cock. The pressure inside her was constant and took her breath away. Her body quaked as another orgasm rocketed through her.
It was several moments before her body quieted enough for her to resume this crazy idea. She moved her feet along his body seeking purchase against some part of him that might allow the use of her legs to control ... just a little ... the depth of his cock in her pussy. Her feet found the joint of his hip and she pressed giving her a bit of relief from the constant pressure into the top of her pussy. That also helped settle her body and instead of the pressure on the top of her pussy she could feel every inch of his cock, every ridge of it, every twitch and throb as her pussy clenched with each spasm of her body.
"Are you sure?"
"Yes, my Gold ... take me to heaven." She doubted the concept of 'heaven' or religion would have much relevance to the dragons. After her life experience, it had little relevance to her. But what she felt with him did have relevance ... both emotionally from him and physically with him.
He turned toward the lake and the gentle slope to it. He crouched low and sprang forward and up, the jerk driving his cock into her and bringing another cry from explosively erotic jolts as his wings pumped against the thinner mountain air. Each powerful pump of his wings jerked his cock deep into her body. His wings drove them higher and higher into the cooler air. Her body quaked as she again neared another orgasm. Her back to everything below and ahead of them, she had no idea where they were going or how high they already were until he settled into a glide and turned into a wide circle. She turned her head and saw the alpine bowl and lake far below them. The air was cold at that height but her body was on fire.
She couldn't believe how her body responded to him. She had accepted her psychological, emotional attachment, though that was a surprise, too. But the physical, her body's response to his cock, shocked her. She thought she would never feel the things other women felt. His cock should reasonably be abusive and tormenting by its size as its thickness and length should destroy her smaller body. Instead, her body adapted, adjusted, and expanded to not only accept his size but relish it and respond to it. She was close to still another orgasm and she was beginning to understand the power of the emotional and psychological elements to the sexual response. She pulled up with her arms to mash her body against him, her feet planted into the joint of his hips but otherwise hanging by her arms and the cock inside her. Even in the wide glide, she felt his body make adjustments to the wings, muscles tensing, shifting, the occasional thrust of the wings all sending tremors from his body to hers ... into hers.
Her head turned; the view was magnificent. Above the mountain peaks, the lake and dragons far below, the valley of her people even further below extending north and south. It was all overwhelming, all-consuming, her soul filled with a new understanding, acceptance of who she was ... what she was ... whose she was.
"I love you." She gasped at the words that sprang from her lips. But they were real ... honest. She felt that love for a male and it was to a dragon! But she was this dragon's mate. He was hers. It was real ... it truly was.
He craned his neck to see her but couldn't see more than the top of her head. "Love ... we don't know that word ..."
She chuckled. "I will explain but later." She flexed her legs to move her body over his cock. It was insane how he felt inside her. "But not now." Her voice became husky and deep, filled with emotion and need. "Now ... I want you to make me cum ... over and over ... and I want you to fill me with your seed as much as you can."
"Your wish, my Princess." And he suddenly dropped. His wings folded against his body, he turned over so she was on top and for a moment was lying on his body and they felt weightless. Then, they dropped. In that moment of transition, his cock drove into her pussy and it felt like she was being driven down toward the ground by the pressure of his cock into her body. They were in free-fall, his wings pulled into his body, her body pressed against his cock, then balanced on his cock, not pressed and not moving, just deep inside her. The wind howled around her, around them, her long hair trailing behind, whipping down her body, the ends flapping against her upper thighs and reminding her just how low her hair had impossibly grown. She craned her head to peek at the ground rushing up to them ... or them down to it ... and found the other dragons drawing closer and closer.
She tensed as they shot down, feeling her body tense around his cock, her hands gripping the rope more tightly, her feet pressing into his hip joint as if any of it might influence their plummeting toward the ground.
When his wings sprang out from his body and turned powerfully to both slow their descent and turn them into a strong, sharp curve, there was a moment when her body pulled away from him, the rope biting into her wrists and hands as it tightened, her body slipped along his slippery cock, and her feet losing pressure on his hip. Then, they were through the turn, his wings shot them back up into the air, her feet finding purchase and her pussy driven down over the length of his cock, slamming it back into the top of her pussy. An orgasm crashed over her. His pumping, thrusting, driving, surging of his wings taking them back up into the air, thrusting his cock repeatedly into her. Peak after peak after peak of orgasmic wonder crashed through her body. Her feet sagged as her mind fogged along with her vision. She hung from the rope, her hand unconsciously refusing to relax. But her fussy mind was most aware of how else she was hanging ... limply hanging from his cock buried deep inside her pussy. Each pump of his wings jolting inside her, shocking her system with more stimulation.
She was gasping for air. Her body couldn't stop quaking, shivering. Her feet had found themselves back on his hips. It was then that she heard them, the other dragons, expressing joy and amazement. She turned her head to find the entire group of dragons in flight around them. They were quizzing among themselves from one to the other ... has this EVER happened before? The answer was a recurring, NO!
She thought she was calming, but the scene was too erotic. She hung underneath their Gold partially by his cock! They flew with them. The browns who she had shared giving attention to the eggs. The grays who had rescued her. The silvers who she had tended to alongside the Gold. They flew, they watched, and they heard everything. A psychological connection that made it powerful. She was going to orgasm, again. Every bump in the air, every thrust of his wings, every flinch of her legs, they all moved him inside her. And, the emotions.
"Cum with me, my Gold. Fill me with your seed so much our juices rain down on our domain."
He uttered a single response, "YES!"
He turned into another dive, spirally down, turning up, dropping, and spinning. It was like a majestic aerial dance but it was also the most amazing fuck ever experienced. Ariana started another orgasm just before she felt his cock swell and pulse. His first massive spray of cum moved her inches up his cock and her orgasm surged more powerfully. He came and came and came and her orgasms were unrelenting, building on top of each other. And ... all of it witnessed by the other dragons.
* * * *
Ariana stood on the ledge in front of the caves gazing out over the valley but actually scanning the sky. She had heard nothing, no one approaching her when she heard in her head, "You miss him, don't you?"
She turned to find all the browns. Her Gold, some of the slivers and grays, had flown off earlier to investigate something 'interesting' according to the grays. She didn't know what was so interesting but they had been gone for some time. Standing at the edge of the ledge overlooking the steep cliff, she would probably look quite alluring. It was common for part of her hair to naturally fall over her shoulders and the rest hanging behind her. The hair in front had the effect of partially covering her breasts, at least. The length in the back covering her butt. The breeze along the mountainside caused her hair to flutter about her. It might seem erotic if it wasn't a normal condition for her. She gave the browns a smile and nodded.
"When I am not near him, I wish to be. But I know he also has responsibilities." She thought for a moment, then asked her own question. "You mate but you don't have a mate? I mean ... when you mate, it isn't with just one?" They glanced at each other and shook their heads in unison. "Why?"
One responded, "It is just the way." One lowered her head. If a massive creature like these female dragons could project shyness, she did. "But ... seeing you with him, seeing him with you ... it is nice to feel like that for one?"
Ariana smiled, again, and nodded. "Very nice, yes."
They seemed emboldened by her responses. Another ventured another question they appeared to have discussed among themselves. "Your ... mother? ... the one who laid your egg? ... you miss her, too?"
Ariana smiled at the image of humans coming from eggs. But in a sense that is how humans start if not 'laid'. She pursued the question with her own. "You lay your eggs but you don't watch over it after?"
"We are communal. All share. It is our way. We mate with any. We take care of all eggs and young."
Another jumped in, "You connect with the Gold. You connect with your mother and she with you?" Another asked, "Is it good? That way of connecting ... is it good?"
It went on like that for some time until it was broken by the return of the others. And, it was something interesting indeed. The grays had noticed and been tracking a group of men sneaking past the army outpost in the south. Since arriving in groups, their number has grown and they have begun harassing army supply lines, stealing taxes collected from the people, and generally making a nuisance of themselves. The report to Ariana is very deliberate and she senses an expectation of her. They want to know what they should do if anything.
She stepped back to the edge of the cliff and gazing out over the valley. After more than a year with the dragons, she wondered if her going to them was too late. The King and his army were very strong and well established over the years of being in control. The question had bothered her. What could a handful of dragons, even as massive as they were, possibly do? Nobody believed in them, anymore. The element of surprise ... but how? She had to go see these men. Who were they? Were they mere bandits or were they willing to fight? The Gold was unsure. But as Ariana had committed to them, they were also committed to her.
It was Ariana's decision to go meet with these new men. It was the Gold's decision that five other dragons would accompany them, several silvers and grays. Their shadow alerted the men of the approach as the Gold circled overhead. By the panic below them, it was clear the sight of a circling dragon had the element of surprise and intimidation they had intended. When the Gold landed near the river where their camp was established, well separated from the main route south and separated by thick forest, the men turned in unison to confront it. The other dragons landing around them immediately after separating their attention and forcing them into a tight group facing outward. For effect, the two silvers blew fire over the heads of the men, cowering them and taking much of their aggression out of them.
The Gold lowered his upper body closer to the ground and it was then that the men became aware of Ariana's presence. She slid off and moved in front of her Gold. Being surrounded by mythical creatures was stunning enough, being confronted by a naked, golden-haired, beauty with them was possibly as stunning. One man stepped forward from the group and dropped to a knee.
"It's true, then. Rumors said the dragons of this valley were only a myth. Other rumors said this King held captive the last Princess, that even if the dragon legend was true, they were impotent to interfere."
Ariana hesitated and it caused the man to glance up from his lowered position. She hesitated not from a consideration of what to say, but how. She needed to remind herself to respond verbally, not mentally to these men. "Do I not look real?"



Nervously, the man responded, "Actually ... to be honest, you look like a vision of a dream." Ariana chuckled but she heard her Gold step closer to her and a rumble rose from his chest. She smiled at his protective reaction. The man raised his head to look directly at her. His eyes moved over her body. She stood comfortably and boldly before them. She was fully naked, her long golden hair cascading over her shoulders in front and back, the wind causing it to flutter and flow to expose her body and a piece of golden eggshell she had formed into a medallion and wore around her neck. Hesitantly, he asked, "Are you really the Princess? Is the legend true?"
She had to laugh. What else could she do? She stood before them with dragons. Was the legend true? She turned to face her Gold and her back to the men. She pulled her hair from her back, exposing her entire back but more importantly the birthmark at the base of her neck that she had never seen herself.
All the men turned to her and went to a knee. It turned out these men were descendants of warriors who had escaped the invasion generations ago. Their fathers had instilled in them the legend with stories and commitment to wait for a sign to return to liberate the land when a Princess would again take control. They heard rumors and came. They had been harassing supply wagons, interrupting tax collection, and generally being a nuisance. But their number was too small to have enough effect at liberation.
They talked for hours. Ariana had devised a plan if the men were bold enough to implement it. The men had to recruit enough people to look like a rebellion was imminent to draw out the army. The people would not be required to actually assault the army in combat, just provide the appearance. She stressed, though, that the dragons' participation had to remain confidential. Their effectiveness would be the element of surprise. She mumbled to herself as she turned to leave, "This will honor mother even if it is too late to have saved her."
The man heard what she said and called out to her. "Princess! Your mother is alive! We saw a pronouncement. The King plans to make a spectacle of executing her."
She stopped in her tracks and looked up at her Gold. "Then, we must move quickly." He nodded. He sent the other dragons back to the caves to prepare the others. Ariana returned to the men to finalize the plan.
The ruse worked. She flew on Gold amid the peaks of the mountains along the east side. The dragons were spread out on both sides of the valley. She was too far away to make out more than dots of movement in the valley, but reports were fed to her from different locations around the valley, the benefit of the dragon's eagle-like eyesight. To Ariana, the King's army was like a shadow moving through the valley. It was massive. The King must have decided, as she had hoped, to put the fledgling rebellion down forever in one terrifying show of force. The meager assemblage of the returned fighters and brave souls recruited from among the people were massed in the shadows of the trees bordering the east side of the valley. The river splitting the valley was on the west side. It was hoped, this would box in the army. It was also hoped that the meager size of the people's force would not cause concern about the river presenting itself as a barrier. Why should they think they would need to retreat?
The Gold swooped into a glide that turned them over the valley, careful to stay in position to avoid casting a shadow on the field below. Ariana watched intently from atop her Gold as the army turned to face the east and the paltry people's force noisily pounded old, rusted weapons and shouted with more bravado than they deserved to have. It appeared the generals were about to send the entire force at once, bypassing an exploratory advance to test the forces possibly hidden in the trees. It was then that Ariana gave her signal.
The dragons moved into the designed formation so they would be swooping in with the sun at their backs. Ariana and the Gold were in front with the silvers following directly behind and the grays and browns following. Despite the flight of arrows released by the army's archers, Ariana's intention had always been to minimize the risk to the people who were brave enough to participate in the ruse.
They dove down the middle of the formation, then the Gold banked and redirected his approach to the rear of the army's formation ... where the generals were safely located to direct the movements of their forces. The silvers spread out in a line, their wingtips mere yards apart. The grays and browns followed from further back to attack in separate waves. As the Gold leveled into a glide a dozen feet above the ground, Ariana dropped a net weighted with rocks. It bounced along the ground perfectly. Panic showed in both horses and men as the Gold swooped over the line of generals and leaders, the weighted net pulling anything in its way into a mass. The Gold's massive feet and claws thrust down at the man Ariana identified as the supreme commander.
Intent on her own responsibilities for the initiation of the attack, Ariana contented herself with listening for the sounds of the next wave. The rush of fiery hot air and the screams of both animals and men told her the silvers had begun their attack. With the general in the Gold's grasp, perhaps already dead in massive claws, they turned up into the air. The Gold struggled, beating the air powerfully with its wings as he lifted higher with not only Ariana on its back and the general in his grasp, but the net pulling animals and men behind it. Ariana released the net and the general was dropped to the ground below at the same time. As the Gold rose into the air, Ariana turned to examine the result.
The army was in chaos. The river on one side held them and the browns focused their sweep in front of the line of people. In the middle was a wide stretch of scorched land and bodies left by the silvers. The grays attacked across the valley, knocking down and grasping anything moving. All the dragons reformed on the other end of the field. This time, Ariana led down the middle with the browns on the side of the people again as protection and the silvers following through the massed remains of the army trapped against the river. The army that had seemed so powerful moments before was utterly destroyed in three well-organized and executed attacks. As hoped, at the cost of only a few of the people and those by arrows released at the beginning of the battle.
The King, in a last-ditch effort at survival, retreated his remaining men to the castle under the threat of executing Ariana's mother. The appearance of dragons perched on the towers of the castle and circling overhead, however, left the King with a mere handful of guards as most slinked away. With her mother rescued and the King killed, Ariana ordered the castle destroyed. Men and dragons combined their efforts to tear the stones to the ground for use in rebuilding the villages, bridges, and homes of the people. The treasures collected by the King were distributed among the people to stimulate a resurgence in the crafts and trade with surrounding realms.
Ariana made sure the dragons became a common sight and functional in the lives of the people. Though a small realm themselves, trade with the surrounding realms spread the word about the dragons and their protection of the people. Alliances were soon formed and shared security became more assured than ever.
Ariana remained with the dragons but it was a common occurrence to see not only her with the Golden dragon but other dragons, as well. She never again wore clothes of any kind, her nakedness and life with the dragons a reminder that the Princess and her role would forever be special.
Several years later, Ariana and her Gold landed with a flurry of chaff and dust blown into the air by the powerful wings of the Gold. As Ariana slid off the back of the Gold, the home the people built for her mother flew open, a small girl racing out, giving Ariana the first hug before rushing over to grasp onto the leg and foot of the Gold. Ariana smiled as the girl squealed in delight as the dragon lifted his foot and the girl into the air. Ariana hugged her mother.
"She wishes she had a dragon of her own." her mother chuckled and Ariana nodded.
"Dragons are not owned by people, though. They share the future with the people." Ariana smiled at the massive Gold so gentle with Ariana's little sister. "Of all the people, she must understand and respect the relationship between us." She grasped her mother's hand in hers and squeezed. "After all, her future daughter will become the mother of the next Princess!"
THE END
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CHAPTER 1: JEROME
If I hadn't been loosened by too many drinks, this might have hurt even more than it initially did. But... GOD DAMN... does it feel like my pussy is in heaven now!
It all happened without intention. I was merely out for the night with a group of the girls from work. A Friday night to unwind from the mediocre jobs we shared at Mortenson Manufacturing. It wasn't the first time we'd done this... not by far. The fact was I usually joined them only because Stan, my husband of six years, wouldn't be interested in doing anything remotely fun to end the week and start a weekend that might promise something fun and interesting. So, I was out with the girls, all meeting at a pre-arranged location that varied usually by some recommendation one of us heard of. This time it was a more upscale club with pricier drinks but really good music, lots of guys and dancing.
Our normal Friday night of drinks and laments was changed, at least for me. I had lost track of the other girls as I was invited onto the dance floor repeatedly. It had put my life into a strange new perspective and awareness. How could six years of marriage have so quickly become routine and mundane? How could the man who I agreed to marry have become so uninterested and inspired? How could the man I had loved have turned so lacking in attention and support?
It was undoubtedly an unfair comparison. These men had no commitment to me, no responsibility... or I to them. Their flirtation and attention were as intoxicating for my heart as the liquor was to my brain. I didn't want to leave the attention of these men and quickly lost awareness of the girls to enjoy the company and attention I was receiving. By the time the girls were ready to leave, I had been dancing and enjoying the company of a particular man, an extraordinarily attractive and imposing man that even other men yielded to. That he was dark black, muscular, and exceedingly confident magnified all other impressions. When one of the girls approached me, he had pulled me in close to his side with his arm around my shoulders and whispered into my ear, "Don't go... please. You are the sexiest, beautiful, fun woman I have met in a very long time. It isn't that late... we can still have more fun." The truth was, I was hooked with 'don't go'.
The girls left and I sat next to this man I didn't know. I was married. What was I doing? It felt like a thing I needed... wanted. From a stranger? A very handsome, attractive, and thrilling stranger? I couldn't explain it even to myself so I didn't dwell on it. I just went with the feeling. Of course, the drinks helped.
We danced some more. The fast dances his eyes quickly moved to my breasts which moved some despite the marvels of engineering intended to constrain them. I'm aware of how much men like busty women and my DDD's have brought a lot of attention since I was an early-blooming teen. I don't know if I could say I was used to it, I was usually embarrassed and tried to not bring attention to them in my dress. But this man... God... he was so confident and I was so responsive.
During a slow dance, he parted us, looked down clearly at my breasts, and back up to my eyes. He was going to comment on my breasts... I could tell... and for once I wanted him to.
"You're beautiful and sexy. You're amazing. Everyone has been watching you." I almost swooned as he pulled me in tight. I couldn't help it. I looked to the side as we moved slowly. People were looking. At me? At him? At us? A strong, confident black man and a less confident white woman? "You feel so good in my arms." I moaned. God, where did that come from? He's only holding me and I respond like that? He parted us again, "Your breasts are amazing, too." He looked intently into my eyes, "Am I being too personal, too forward? But they are... you are. I can't seem to control it. I don't want to control it. Someone like you deserves to know and feel how amazing and special you are." My legs went weak so I pressed into him for support, to hide how this silly woman is reacting to the strength and certainty of this man. I felt his hard, muscled body under his shirt. I felt those breasts he likes so much press and squash into his body. At 5' 6" he is a full head taller than me. His arms around me hold me like a secure fortress of strength and protection, yet they feel caring and comfortable.
When we return to the booth, I am blushing profusely. I can feel my excitement as I walk, then sit in the booth with him sliding in tightly next to me. I don't think I've felt this since... I don't think I have EVER felt this.
"You're blushing... was I too forward out there?" I shake my head. I don't dare speak. I certainly can't tell him that I'm not blushing by embarrassment but flushed by excitement. "Then... can I tell you something more?" OH GOD... I give him a slight nod but can't look into his eyes. "You are beautiful and exciting. You moved like a sensuous cat when you let yourself, then became nervous and tight. Your entire being attracts attention but you try to hide it from us." He leaned in, kissed my cheek so innocently, nuzzled my neck with his lips, and sent a shiver down my body. He whispered in my ear, "Hiding yourself... your beauty... your body... the female struggling inside you to get out... it's like a crime against the rest of humanity..."
I shivered... visibly. I stammered, "I... I'm... I shouldn't... I'm married..."
"I know. I saw the ring a long time ago. I initially looked past you because of it but you were dancing with so many different men and having fun that I became curious." He held up my left hand, his fingers turning my wedding ring. "My name is Jerome, by the way."
"Trish," was all I dared to say as my heart pounded so hard inside me I was even thinking he might feel it through my fingers.
"Trish... a lovely name, too." He continued with the ring. "So... did married Trish come here to tease poor, enrapture men?" I shook my head.
"NO... I..."
"Or, did Trish who happens to be married come here because there are things, feelings, needs she desires, even unconsciously, and doesn't get satisfied?"
FUCK. You wanted to know what you were doing here, what you wanted here as you enjoyed dancing with all those men and more so when you stayed when the others left? He just told you. He saw into you with more clarity than you allowed yourself.
I pulled my hand slowly from his and looked up into his eyes. For a moment, everything else stopped... just our eyes connected, held, searching until... I moved that same hand up to the side of his face and with just that simple touch moved his head down to meet mine coming up to his. I kissed him. On the lips. My lips coming into electric contact with his large lips. I gasped at the touch, my breath passing between my lips onto his. A schoolgirl. A first-ever kiss. Not really, of course, but it was the same feeling that coursed through my lips and spread through my body. His hand came up to my face and our kiss became harder, more intense... then much more intense.
I was softly gasping and panting when we broke the kiss. I didn't look around after kissing this man inside the club. It was just him and me. My eyes still locked on his.
"I want to dance with you, again. This time I want to dance with the Trish locked inside. But, first..." His fingers came up to my blouse... to the buttons. They hesitated at the top button at my throat. My head turned down and my eyes became riveted on the large fingers touching the button. He undid it. I sucked in a breath as his fingers moved down to the next button. I closed my eyes and made a slight nod. That one was undone, too. He undid the third one as I watched his eyes. I looked down to find my lace bra showing in the gap and clear cleavage of soft breast flesh. He leaned and softly kissed my lips. The next thing I knew we were sliding out of the booth.
There really wasn't much difference as we danced. My chest was more visible but just barely. My breasts were still constrained by my industrial-strength bra. My skirt was the same length. But there was a difference. As if his request to dance with the Trish held inside was a call to come out to play, I did dance with new freedom and abandon. And, he responded to it. His hands slid over me as we moved. When a slow dance followed, he pulled me in tight and I accepted by pressing into him. His hand my butt giving soft pressure, I pressed my groin into his. I felt him inside his pants... his penis... his cock... pressing back at me. Was it hard or...
He whispered in my ear, "What does Trish desire?"
I pressed against him, then raised my face to his and stepped up on my toes. I reached my arms around his neck and kissed his lips with a passion I hadn't felt in... ever. With our lips softly against each other, "Trish desires you. I want you."
"I feel like I should remind you... you ARE married..."
"I know that... and I want you."
He smiled softly, took my hand, and led me off the dance floor. He tossed some cash on the booth table and took me outside. He marched me through some cars in the lot, pressed me up against an expensive looking sports car, and engulfed my mouth with his. His hand came up between us to fondle my breast through my clothes. I gasped, moaned, and nearly collapsed. Everything was so intense, so passion-filled, so lustful. He told me he was going to pull his car, the car I was pressed up against, to the lot exit. He jerked his head to his left as an indicator. He would wait for a few minutes for me. If I didn't show, he wanted to thank me for the evening. If I did show, he wanted to thank me in a much better way if I would follow him.
I flashed my lights at him as I pulled up behind him. He pulled out on the boulevard and I followed. He led me through several turns until I could see a middle-grade hotel on the thru-way up ahead. He pulled in, came to my window as I parked next to him, and told me to stay put for a moment. In minutes he was back outside getting into his car. We parked in the lot in the back and took me up to the third floor. Before opening the door to the room, he paused and looked at me.
"God, yes! Yes, Jerome."
He crossed the smallish room and tore the cover of the king bed down to the foot. I stood by suddenly frozen. I was really going to do this. I was. I could feel my panties soaked by my excitement and anticipation. I was frozen not by fear or regret. I was frozen because I suddenly realized how inexperienced I was. Life with Stan, my husband, has been so vanilla, so plain, so unimaginative.
He was kicking off his shoes and removing his shirt over his head when he stopped at seeing me standing there. "Trish... is something wrong? Is this wrong?"
I shook my head and stepped up to him. I put my hands on his broad, hard, black chest and sighed. I kissed his chest, then looked up at him. "No... not wrong. Just... I... I don't really have much experience for this."
"You're married... surely..."
I chuckled, "Yes, of course... but... you've probably had lots of women... women who are very good in bed."
His hands cupped my face. I looked into his eyes and saw softness and caring. "I'm not going to lie, Trish. I have a lot of women who come after me. And, yes, I have had a lot of women in bed." He kissed my lips softly. "But I want this intensely, Trish. There is something about you. I can't put my finger on it. Something, though, that arouses me. Besides, there is something special about taking someone to new experiences." I smiled shyly. "Are you ready for some experiences, then?"
I started unbuttoning my blouse and he smiled. We watched each other as we undressed. Time was critical to me and he seemed to sense that. We moved quickly. I pulled off my blouse and shyly peeked at him as I reached behind to unclasp my substantial bra. I remembered his comments from before as I loosened it and slip the straps off my shoulders as I held the cup in place with one forearm. He had stopped undressing with his pants loosened and open in front. He watched as I lowered the cups from my breasts. He gasped. I watched. He finally looked up.
"I said they were magnificent, but..." He closed the space between us and bent over as his hands cupped them underneath and lifted them to his lips. He kissed each breast and sucked each nipple briefly.
He stepped back and pushed his pants down. I refocused on myself, unzipped my skirt, and was stepping out of it when... my world shifted, all my experiences (such as they were) meant nothing. Later, I would understand this was when the axis of my universe tilted. Not that I knew to the extent it would. At the moment, it was a shaking of my foundation of understanding, perceptive, and comprehension.
As his boxers dropped to the floor, a black hose was hanging between his legs. It was the first response my addled brain absurdly came up with. It couldn't be a penis. All my experience said a penis was 5 or 6 inches long... fully erect. This... that... it was far longer than that and hanging limply between his legs. And thick.
He saw the hesitation in my eyes as I stood before him in just my panties. He stepped to me and wrapped his arms around me. He held me like that for a moment before one hand began sliding over my back. He pulled his head back and I looked up. I probably had a look of a stunned deer caught in headlights. I wasn't prepared for anything like this. But I felt my breasts smashed against his hard body, my nipples hard and poking at him. I felt his... that... penis against my hip and leg. As he held me, I felt it move slightly. God... damn. He wasn't moving... it was moving. I closed my eyes, absorbed in the feeling, still coming to grips with this. Ironically, I wasn't still coming to grips with cheating on Stan. That wasn't even in my mind. All that was in my mind was this moment, Jerome, and what he said about new experiences. Damn, this was new!
He put a finger under my chin and raised my face and kissed me on the lips. The first couple of kisses were again tender and soft and reassuring. The kisses grew more intense, passionate, and desperate. My hands slid up his sides. How can a man be so hard and muscled? No love-handles. No belly. I pressed against him, my belly against his, my breasts into his, my hips against his. My hands moved around his back and curled over his shoulders as I pulled myself even harder against him, into him. I groaned into his mouth. I shifted against him. His penis... that hose... moved, too. He kissed me hard, our mouths covering each other, breathing each other's breath, tongues tangling, teeth clicking in contact. I pressed my crotch against his thigh. I rubbed myself, my pantie covered pussy pressing against his strong thigh. And... his penis... twitching... bigger... against me.
I broke panting, my eyes glazed as I looked down after parting us enough to see. It looked even bigger now! It wasn't hard like Stan... standing upright. Maybe this was too big to do that. It was thicker and longer than before. My God... I looked up at him. Would it even fit? Would it hurt?
He seemed to understand. I probably wasn't the first to react like that. "It will be okay, Trish. I will be gentle. Trust me?"
I nodded. What the hell, Trish? You don't even know him. Do you trust him? But I did. I trusted this man I was cheating with. There was something more than just trust, though, something stronger, something possessing, something encompassing.
He moved me to the stripped bed. I crawled onto it with him following behind. I lay on my back, my legs tight together while still in my panties. He kissed my feet, then alternated on my legs up to my hips, then my stomach, again each breast, and finally my mouth. I felt his penis at my crotch and abdomen. I instinctively arch up to feel it more and moaned deeply. He pulled back, moved back, and pulled my panties down as his eyes held mine. My pussy had a thin covering of hair. Oral sex wasn't a part of sex with Stan. Imagine my shock then when Jerome parted my legs and raised my knees before dipping his mouth to my now exposed pussy. I gasped as his tongue swiped over the length of my pussy and flicked at the covered clit. My fingers dug into the sheet as his tongue probed between the outer lips and easily parting the inner lips, a further indication of my readiness and desire having built up during the night. I stifled a cry with one hand as his lips encased my clit and he sucked on it. My hips rose as his mouth moved down and his tongue penetrated my hole.
My hands found his head and I gently tugged. I need him inside me. I had to feel him... it... inside me before I came. I didn't often orgasm with Stan. Yet, here I was close to orgasm without a penis involved. I didn't want it to end before I felt it. Little did I understand.
Jerome kissed his way back up my body with his penis sliding along my leg until his mouth encased mine and his penis butted against my pussy. I gasped into his mouth as my hips seemed to flex on their own to rub the head along my wetness. He shifted over me and I felt him take hold of it to move it along my wet slit until he found my hole. My breath was stuck in my throat as it stayed in place at the opening. There was a pulsing as my lips covered the head of his penis but I didn't know if the pulsing was my pussy or his penis. He raised up on his hands, kissed my nipples, and gazed into my eyes. My mouth opened as he pressed slightly and I felt his penis opening me. He paused. I panted. He pressed a little more and I gasped and moaned. His penis opened me, stretched me. I gasped with each slight movement as he moved bit by bit, the width of his penis opening me further than it had ever been before. He pulled back slightly before pressing again. I groaned and shivered. My hands clutched my own breasts, mauling them, pinching my own nipples as he pressed more and it opened me more, seeming to stretch me with each micro-move.
I raised up and looked and dropped my head back to the bed. I felt stuffed with only a few inches inside me! He pulled back and pressed in. Over and over, again and again. I was moaning and groaning, gasping and panting. Then... he thrust harder. I felt his penis deep inside me, filling me, stretching me completely inside my body.
I came. I exploded, really. An orgasm like nothing in my experience could have prepared me for. I cried out loudly. I shook and shivered. My eyes opened wide and went dark as my eyes turned back until I forced myself to refocus. He wasn't moving but my pussy was spasming around his penis, my stomach and leg muscles shaking.
He held himself still inside me as he leaned down to softly kiss me. "You came."
Concern filled my eyes and face. I clutched at him and held him tight. "I'm sorry... I didn't mean to... I'm sorry... I wanted... I really wanted to... please you..."
He shifted his weight and kissed my lips still. "Why are you sorry? You orgasmed. Isn't that what you wanted? Isn't that what this is all about?"
I clutched at him, again, my breath was still ragged. "Yes... yes... but... I wanted you to cum, too. I didn't want it to end so quickly... I wanted..."
He chuckled and the action moved his penis inside me. And... and I felt the stimulation rise, again. "I intend to climax, Trish. And, you'll orgasm, again."
I looked up at him. It had never happened before. If... that is IF... I orgasmed it all, it was it. The end. Stan would be done and maybe I achieved it nearly the same time. But orgasm, again? Multiple times?
"We will?"
"Dear, Trish... there is so much you could experience and learn about sex that apparently isn't part of your marriage bed."
I blushed. My married pussy was stuffed with a near stranger's black penis and we were discussing the potential of my learning about sex. I flex my pussy muscles and raised my hips against him, feeling his penis move inside me as a result. I blushed deeper for what I was about to say, to ask, to request of this near stranger inside me.



"Jerome... I don't understand these feelings... my body... my pussy... I've never... never felt... this has never been so intense. I've never been so filled, so stretched, so consumed."
He chuckled and raised up slightly to create a slight gap. "You don't even have all of me, yet."
I looked between us and saw 4 or 5 inches still outside my pussy. I gasped. I looked up at him and smiled. It was a smile... a feeling anyway... that happens when asking for something you know would be over-indulgent. I stretched my head up and kissed him. Then, "I want it all. I want to feel it all. I want to feel it cum inside me. I want to cum again, too."
He flexed and I felt it deeper, bumping into my cervix. I cried out. Never... even in my dreams did it occur to me that that could happen. He pulled back and pressed in over and over. Repeatedly he bumped, poked, and smashed into my cervix before it glanced off it and went deeper. He was stretching me deeper. Not only wider but deeper. It began feeling like he was penetrating up into my stomach. I felt consumed by his penis, filled like a giant pole inside me.
Then, he stopped. I looked up at him with frustration. He was right. I was going to orgasm, again. I was so close. Why did he stop?
"Hold onto me."
I wrapped my arms obediently around his neck, not knowing why but ready to do as he said. He rolled us to the side. I ended up lying on top of him, his penis still embedded deep inside me.
"Straddle me on your knees and fuck me." Fuck. I've never used that word. Fuck. That's what we were doing. This wasn't making love or intercourse, this was fucking. I shifted my knees underneath me so I was sitting on his midsection with his penis inside me... so deeply inside as I sat fully on top of him. It felt even deeper somehow in this position. I planted my hands on his chest... even touching his hard, muscled chest was sensuous... and raise my hips, feeling the penis move inside, then sitting back down on it, feeling it bumping deep. I looked down at him through hazy vision, my long hair hanging around my face, my breasts swaying and swinging and bouncing obscenely, deliciously, wonderfully.
I felt a new orgasm rising. I sat up and used my hands to grasp and fondle my breasts. His eyes were on me, on my face, on my hands mauling my breasts, on the gap between our bodies as I rose up to reveal his penis now slick with my lubrication and orgasmic juice. It felt so obscene to be stared at, watched in the light of the room. Stan never did it in the light, always once we were in bed, then rolling over to sleep usually with me yearning for more, yearning for my own release.
I released my breasts and ran my fingers into my hair. I rose up high so only the head remained inside and I dropped down hard. My hip flesh bounced on the impact and my breasts bounced wildly. Always self-conscious of them, I now marveled and rejoiced at how they moved and how this man seemed mesmerized by them as I bounced on his pole.
I was gasping and moaning and groaning. My eyes were tightly shut and my mouth hung open even when no sounds were escaping. I leaned over him and began shaking. That was when he grasped me, again. He rolled us and resumed his position between my legs. He moved my feet over his shoulders and pressed forward, my thighs pressing into my body as he thrust powerfully, urgently.
I exploded, again. Two powerful orgasms! Almost immediately, I felt him. His penis seemed to expand and harden more than ever before. I felt it twitch and jerk even as my pussy spasmed around it, drenching it in my orgasmic fluids. Even as I orgasmed I felt him cum, shoot strong, thick streams of cum into my pussy.
It felt like pussy heaven.
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WHAT YOU SHOULD KNOW...
This is a story that is intend to be a part of a series grouped under MOTHERS & DAUGHTERS. Each story will be independent. The stories will ultimately cover a range of genre. These will be stories of one chapter which is different from my previous efforts as a writer. I hope you enjoy them.
This story is an interracial story.
This is a story about a mother, Abby Ordman and her daughter, Barb. Abby is 43 and Barb is 20. Both women have trim bodies and brunette hair that is wavy and falls just past the shoulders. Barb's breasts are slightly larger than her mom's, but both are well proportioned. The two look shockingly alike, more like sisters despite the age difference. Barb has been away to college and has just finished her sophomore year. The college is local, though, about 30 miles on the other side of the city. Barb had been struggling in her classwork the initial semester, partly due to the long drive each way, parking hassles at a largely commuter college, and the newness of college classes versus high school. She finally accepted her mom's suggestion to give dormitory life a try to eliminate some of the distraction and tension. A major addition to tension for both Abby and Barb was Barb's father who shortly after Barb moved out, divorced her mom.
After receiving the divorce papers, Abby hired an attorney who uncovered an affair by her husband. The attorney also uncovered several financial accounts that had been clumsily separated and hidden. Her husband's affair, it seemed, had been going on for several years. He had already made several major purchases with and for this other woman and they planned to marry as soon as the divorce was settled. These discoveries would put a major wrinkle in his plans.
Abby's attorney was successful in not only locating several financial accounts and detailing the illicit affair, but found medical records of the woman to indicate she was pregnant by her husband. The divorce took much of a year, though the husband assumed Abby would be clueless and he would be gone with a large portion of his wealth. That turned around quickly. Abby not only took the house clear of mortgage, but also his two most prized vehicles, an SUV and sedan. The house sat on an acre of private land in a "nice" part of the city suburbs. The house was 3,000 square feet, much too big for only her, with a pool, and three-car garage. She also "made off", as she thought of it, with much of his wealth. She hired a wealth manager and didn't have to worry about working or Barb's college, again.
Abby felt betrayed, abandoned, and alone after the divorce, though. She was frequently depressed by the betrayal and at a loss when she tried to think about the future.
* * * *
MOTHERS & DAUGHTERS: ABBY & BARB
"Mom?!?" Barb yelled it into the house as she and her boyfriend, Ty, bumped through the front door with arms full of boxes. "I know she's here because I told her I'd be coming today and the door is unlocked."
"I can't believe the sized of this house, Barb." Barb and Ty met near the beginning of Barb's sophomore year and this was the first time she had brought him to her mom's home. "I swear, I think this place could fit almost two of my folks' houses."
Barb dropped her box, still wondering where her mom was. "Yeah, well, my dad was an asshole, but an asshole who was really good with money."
From above them, they heard, "Well, that was before he decided to divorce me. Not that I hold any ill-will against him." Almost lost with a much-softened voice, "I hope that slut he married walks out on him."
Abby had joined them in the foyer. Barb was shaking her head at Abby's last comment. "Oh, come now, girl. Saying that is much better than hoping he rots in hell."
"Mother!" Changing the subject, "You remember, Ty?"
"Of course, I remember Ty." She gave him a hug, then her daughter. "I had to drive up to campus and take you two out to dinner to meet him, but... hey, I'm just mom." Barb raised her arm as if to swat at her and Abby put up her hands in self-defense. "Take a joke, honey." She looked at Ty and asked, "How much more is there?"
Ty rolled his eyes, "Women... seriously, I have no idea how this much stuff came out of that dorm room." Barb looked like she was going to hit Ty, now. Ty and Abby laughed but Barb picked up her box and huffed as she took the stairs. Ty shrugged and followed.
Abby watched the two of them and smiled. Barb was such a sweet girl and she hated that one of the first things coming out of her mouth was her divorce. Somehow, she needed to get past that. Ty, short for Tyrel, is a very handsome black man a year older than her daughter. After knowing each other for less than a year, Abby had the feeling Ty was very good for her daughter. At least, that was what she saw in her daughter's eyes when she was around him.
She promised herself right then, she would find a way to be better. She would find a way to change her life in a way that would be amazing for herself and her daughter. Barb deserved so much more from her. She would find a way to give it to her, to be the support and encouragement she deserved.
After several weeks of being home, Barb's concern for her mom hadn't eased. She found her listless and unfocused. She remembered another woman, the mother who was so active in her life without being overbearing or controlling. She always had room to move and discover, largely because of the relationship they shared; her mom had that kind of trust in her. Barb missed that woman. She wanted desperately to have that woman back in her life. But she also realized that her mom needed to be that woman again for her own good, so she could move on and find the measure of happiness and contentment, and fulfillment she deserved.
Barb finally dragged Abby out for an evening with her and Ty. She didn't give her an alternative, insisting that she needed to get out and enjoy herself for at least a few hours. Ty met them at one of their favorite bars where they could talk if they wanted or dance to the DJ music provided. They sat in a booth with Abby sitting on one side. Abby's impressions of Ty were reinforced watching the two of them. The young couple quickly fell into an easy, comfortable banter about friends, school, and the summer. Ty was staying on campus during the summer as he had part-time positions at the Student Union and tutoring in Economics.
The two had danced several times until Barb convinced Ty to ask Abby. With some reluctance, Abby accepted the offer. It had been years, a lot of years since she had danced last, but Ty promised to pick slower songs for her. Shyly, she accepted. The first dance was an early classic rock song she remembered but couldn't name.
Abby confided her awkwardness of dancing with her daughter's boyfriend. He responded, "Mrs. O, Barb is just worried about you. She thinks you need to have some fun."
Abby looked into the young man's face. He was a full six inches taller and trim, but strongly built. He was very comfortable and confident in his action and she understood why her daughter liked him. "Well, first... don't call me 'Mrs.' anything. As you can guess, my marriage didn't end well and I don't want reminders." He apologized. "Just... call me by my name. It feels weird. I mean I'm an older woman and mother and I am not in some crisis where I am trying to relate to my daughter's boyfriend in desperation." She fell quiet for some minutes. The song changed but the music remained slow. "Maybe I do need to find something in my life to give me joy and pleasure... something to allow me to move forward with something." She looked into his eyes. She had more to drink already than she had in a while because she refused to drink at home by herself. She liked this man... she liked him a lot... and she was happy for her daughter. But did she really want another relationship with strings and commitments and expectations of the future? She seriously wondered about that.
"Abby? Where did you go?"
She shook her head and smiled back at him. "Sorry, thinking about... anyway, you should get back to Barb. This is a young place and people are going to wonder about you dancing with an old woman." She chuckled but he didn't.
As he listened to her, he glanced over at Barb who was smiling and still encouraging him. The music had changed to an old romantic song and he unconsciously pulled Abby tighter into his arms. She reacted with a shiver that he felt but didn't release the quite proper dance position. He shifted one hand to her shoulder and the other to the small of her back. She tensed for a moment before putting both of her arms around his neck like she did when she was younger. She could feel his tight, strong body against hers and it made her yearn for... what wasn't in her life, anymore.
Ty softly spoke into her ear, "Abby... if any of my buddies were here, they would be watching and wondering, not about why I was dancing with an 'older woman', but where I met this woman. You're Barb's mom and maybe you just haven't looked at yourself since she has become a woman, but you and she look more like sisters than mother and daughter." He paused, not at all sure what kind of footing he was on, but he knew how worried Barb was for her mom and decided to plow ahead. "Yes, Abby, you are a mature woman but a beautiful woman with an attractive body. Mature or young, men will find you desirable." Then he shut up. He knew he probably said too much. It was all true and how he felt, but... this was Barb's mom.
Abby stopped dead on the dance floor, which only strengthened Ty's fears. But Abby was blushing. She leaned forward and gave the young man a kiss on the cheek and took his hand. "Thank you, Ty. I'm not sure I believe all that, but... thank you."
The next morning, Abby sat at the kitchen table sipping from a mug and gazing into the hot, dark liquid as if she expected to find answers in the swirling steam to the questions swirling in her head. She hadn't heard her daughter enter the room and flinched when her arms suddenly were wrapped around her shoulders in a wonderful morning hug.
"Morning mom. Since when did you start sleeping in tee-shirts?"
Abby giggled and glanced at her daughter as she moved to the cupboard for a mug. "I haven't... I sleep naked now." She watched the surprised... shock?... look Barb returned to her. "I thought I should have something on for when you got up."
Barb sat down kitty-corner at the table. "You're teasing me."
Abby laughed. "Partly, yeah. I do sleep naked, now. I started when your father left. Don't ask me why. But, no, I don't walk around the house that way." She looked at Barb who was also in an old tee-shirt. "Is that Ty's?"
Barb looked down at herself and nodded. "But... I guess like mother, like daughter." She smiled. Abby shook her head. "It looked like you were having fun last night," Abby confessed she did. "That's what I mean, mom." They talked about the night before and Abby confessed the nice things Ty had said to her. Barb corrected her. "Those weren't just 'nice things' that he said. You didn't notice the other guys watching you. You are a very attractive woman, mom. You should have some fun." Abby laughed. Being honest to herself, she had to confess she didn't know how to begin. As if reading her mother, Barb pushed, "Seriously, mom, when was the last time you were fucked?"
Abby responded with shock. First off, 'fucked' had never been in her vocabulary. Secondly, this was her daughter. She was telling her mother what she needed was just a good... fucking? She didn't know if she should show anger or... what?
"Honey, I can't even imagine getting into another relationship with commitments that might lead to... that. I can't deal with that, at least not now and maybe not ever, again."
Barb took her mother's hand and got her attention, "Then don't. Just have fun with it. Mom... sex can be just sex. Sex can be more, yes, but it can also just be people having fun. Sex is fun. Sex is exciting. Sex is intimate. But it doesn't have to be bigger than that. It doesn't have to be a big deal with all kinds of strings attached."
Abby was the mother but she was the shy, nervous one in the direction this was going. But she pushed herself on. She told herself she wanted to make a change and here her daughter was trying to help her. Abby's response was tentative, not at all sure she should continue this train of thought. "You're talking about a sex friend?"
Barb giggled, "Well, we call them fuck-buddies."
Abby just looked at her daughter. She had been sure since late high school that she had been sexually active and she knew she was protected. She knew sex wasn't the answer for everything that bothered her, but she also knew it was a great tension reliever. "Why does it sound like you are very familiar with the concept of a 'fuck-buddy'?"
Barb laughed. "Ty and I are really tight, mom. I mean, he might be the guy, but we're not rushing into anything for a while. And, yes, there are times for us when sex is more than just sex. We also just enjoy sex, though. And, yes, sometimes that is with friends. We have fun partying, and that sometimes leads to multiple partner sex." Abby just looked at her daughter. Who was this woman so casual and comfortable with sex and partners? But Barb hadn't forgotten an unanswered question. "Mom, you never answered me... how long has it been since you've been fucked?"
Abby sighed and directed her eyes to her empty mug instead of her daughter. "A long time. Four or five years."
"Four or five... that's longer than..."
"Yes, daughter, longer than we've been divorced. I was so stupid... so trusting. You know, I might be madder at myself than your father. How could I have been so stupid? I thought it was all work and being tired and us getting older. It happens to married people, right? They drift apart and lose the fire?"
Barb stood and encircled her mom in her arms, again. At the same time, she resolved to do something about it.
* * * *
Barb drove back to the campus to meet Ty in the Student Union. She had been talking to Ty for 15 minutes about the conversation she had with her mom. Ty was visibly uncomfortable with the discussion. Well, not really discussion because it was only Barb talking. There was no dialogue and Ty was pretty sure he didn't want to get more involved than listening to his girlfriend. But his fears came to pass.
Barb calmly and matter-of-factly asked him, "What do you think of my mom?" Confusion and concern overtook him. They already had this discussion and he told her that. "No... no, I mean... how do you like her?" He didn't like these open-ended questions that could land him in hot water. So, Barb took a deeper breath and Ty wanted to close his eyes as if that might make this whole thing go away. Instead, he knew Barb didn't give up on things once she got her head going on something, so he focused on her and waited. And, press on she did, "Would you fuck my mom? I mean, I want you to fuck my mom. That's what she needs."
Ty almost couldn't believe what he heard. "Seriously? You think what your mom needs is a good fucking so you want me to give it to her? Are you crazy?"
Barb just shook her head and smiled at him. "No, I am not crazy. I saw it in her when we talked. Yes, I am serious. I'll be there to help, of course."
Ty just stared at her. Of course, she'll be right there as if we were suggesting moving some of her furniture. At the same time, two things hit him at once. The first was that he knew Barb and she was serious and she was asking him only because she trusted him to be loving and caring and not screw it up. Well, not mess it up. The second was... he really did like Abby. He felt it with her in his arms dancing. No, not like he liked Barb, but there was something about Abby, and that something combined with being asked was exciting to him. Could he say no to Barb and did he really want to?
* * * *
It seemed impossible for a while, but Barb finally got her mother to give in. In the end, Abby had to agree she had nothing to lose but embarrassment by having sex with her daughter and her boyfriend. She could only wonder what the world was coming to. But she was getting nowhere fast on her own, so maybe Barb's approach could get her off dead-center. And, Ty was a handsome young man.
"Mom, please. You agreed and Ty is downstairs. Imagine what he's going through."
Abby sighed and half-joked, "What, I don't even get a dinner, first?"
Barb laughed, "Dinner would just prolong your thinking about it. The next time, we'll do dinner, first."
"The next time?"
The women left the master bedroom for the stairs. Abby was dressed in a pleated skirt to her knees with a white buttoned blouse. Barb was in slacks and a pull-over, open neck shirt. As agreed, Barb moved to sit next to Ty while Abby got drinks for them all, even if Barb wasn't quite drinking age. Abby sat in a chair in front of them across a low coffee table. All conversation was awkward and Ty and Abby had a difficult time with eye contact.
Abby finally took a big gulp of her bourbon and looked directly at Ty. "Ty... are you as nervous about this as I am?" He nodded. She guessed he might be near the same nervous-fit point she was. It wasn't really fair to ask a young man to do this when he cares so much for the other woman in the room. Right then, Abby decided to be the adult. "I understand. It might not be fair that you were asked... or was it pressured?... to do this." He looked up and smiled. For the first time, he seemed a bit relaxed. "Thank you. Barb only asked you, I think, because she cares so much for both of us, and... she trusts you so much." Abby stood and put her arms out toward him, "So, before I chicken out entirely..."
Ty looked over at Barb who smiled and nodded. He moved around the coffee table and walked into Abby's arms. They hugged, but then kissed... on the lips. The first kiss was tentative. The second wasn't. Abby sighed, then gasped as she pressed her body into the young man. When Ty pressed into her, she gasped, broke the kiss and hugged him tightly, and trembled.
"Ooooooo... oh... my... God...."
Ty looked over at Barb who shrugged. He lifted Abby's chin to look into her eyes. "Did you just cum?" Abby nodded. She took Ty's hand and pulled him out of the living room for the stairs.
It got awkward, again, in the bedroom. Barb walked right past them to lower the covers on the king-sized bed. This time, it was Ty who took the next step. He kissed Abby passionately while allowing his hands to glide over her body. Any touching that might have happened while dancing was incidental to dancing. This was different. His hands caressed her back, identifying the presence of a bra strap. A hand moved down to the small of her back, pulling her into him and he felt her body press into his growing cock. When his hand moved further to her butt, pulling her firmly into his groin, he felt her shiver in recognition of his own arousal. Her sighs and moans had long since told him of her own arousal.
He looked into her eyes with his fingers poised at the top button of her blouse. She gave a simple nod, almost imperceptible if not looking for something as he was. He unbuttoned that first top button, their eyes still in contact. She flinched ever so slightly as the third button was undone and he opened her blouse to kiss the exposed skin above her bra. She groaned. He finished with the buttons and pulled the blouse from her skirt. Leaving the blouse hanging open, he took her back in his arms, this time his hands under the blouse against her bare skin. She gasped and drove her tongue to his mouth. Without breaking the kiss, he slid the garment off her shoulders. She released her hug around him only long enough to discard the blouse.
She was lost in his kiss. God, what a kisser. She flinched and gasped louder, but for her mouth being trapped, when he unhooked her bra strap in back. She lowered her arms willingly... eagerly... as he moved back slightly to remove it from her arms. His hands found both of her breasts and she moaned. He moved back a step, still holding her upper arms, and gazed appreciatively at her standing before him topless. He cupped one breast, bent over, and sucked on the nipple. He then repeated the same to the other breast and nipple. She watched. She shivered. She watched the black face and mouth at her white breast. The youth... the contrast... the confidence he now showed... my God! She shivered, again.



He looked for the clasp of her skirt and she sucked in an anticipatory breath that she found herself holding until he had it unzipped. He looked into her eyes, kissed her, then pushed the skirt over her hips until they pooled at her feet. She stepped out of the garment and kicked it to the side. He gazed at her, again. She trembled under his inspection. When he smiled, she found herself smiling back.
He kissed her mouth, her neck, her shoulders. He kissed down her chest to each breast and nipple. She was continually sighing and gasping. He kissed down over her stomach and abdomen to the top of her panties. She opened her eyes and looked down at him. He looked up, then kissed her mound over her panties. She watched him lick over her pussy. She knew she was wet there... now, so did he.
He slid her panties down to her feet. She stepped out of them and left her feet parted. He looked up, then focused on her bald pussy mound. Interesting, he thought, years without sex and she still keeps her pussy bare, or did she do this just for tonight? He kissed her bare, exposed mound. His tongue came out and licked at her wet lips, glancing over her clit. She gasped and shivered, again. He rose up, his contrasting black hands gliding over her white naked body. He took her in his arms and kissed her, then moved around her. He guided her to the side and stopped her in front of a floor-length mirror. She gasped as his lips caressed her neck and shoulder, his hands cupping her breasts. She saw movement behind them. It was Barb moving to get a better look. Abby sighed at the realization she was the only one naked. Barb and Ty were both still dressed.
She closed her eyes as one of his hands fondled a breast and the other moved down to her pussy. Behind her, he whispered for her to open her eyes and she did. She watched those black hands moving over her naked white body, moving over stark white breast and pussy mound. She gasped and leaned back into the young man, giving herself over to this, finally and fully accepting what her daughter was giving her.
Another set of lips. Wait... Ty was at her shoulder... who? She opened her eyes... Barb... her daughter was kissing and licking and sucking at her breasts. Barb looked up smiling, "I love your breasts and nipples, mom. Aren't they nice, Ty?" Magnificent, she hears from him. "Now, your pussy, mom." Abby gasps, again. The lips are moving slowly but deliberately down her body until... OH... GOD... her daughter... her Barb... is licking at her dripping pussy.
Ty turns her away from the mirror. "Abby, I want you to see something. Barb, get undressed." She sees her rushing to get her clothes off, too. Her little girl is such a woman. "Abby, you question yourself with words like 'old'." He quickly moved Barb alongside her but facing the other way. Then, Ty turned her to face the mirror with her daughter. "Look... look at the two of you. Barb is the one I love, you both know that, but look... you could be sisters. Abby, you are as stunning as your daughter."
Abby does just that. She looks into the mirror, maybe really looking for the first time in a very long time. She sees not only how lovely and sexy her wonderful daughter is, but she sees the woman standing next to her... herself. Abby sees the differences... Barb's breasts are a little bigger, her skin is maybe tighter and her muscles more toned... but Ty is right. She watches as her hand takes hold of Barb's as they both look at each other and themselves. Both women are smiling. Abby is the first to respond. She turns to her daughter, embraces her tightly, and relishes in the feeling of naked breast against naked breast, naked body against naked body... and for a short moment, soft, full lips come together.
Then Barb moves, her attention on Ty, and Abby recognizes her intention and joins her daughter. Barb works his shirt up his body and over his head as Abby works his belt and zipper. She pushes his pants and underwear down in one motion and... gasps... "My... dear... God..." Barb is giggling but Abby is transfixed. She slowly sinks to her knees to help him out of his shoes and pants, but her eyes never leave the thing she isn't believing. "My God," she numbly repeats.
Both of her hands take his black cock and hold it. It is semi-hard and getting harder, but it is already huge in her eyes. "When it is fully hard, it is a fraction over 9 inches." Barb somehow was kneeling next to her.
Abby looked at her daughter in near shock, then looked up at Barb's man. "I've... never... I mean I've only had one man in my life and... he wasn't... anything... this is... oh my God." Barb laughed as she remembered the first time she saw it. Ty was looking embarrassed.
Barb added her hand to the now nearly hard cock and moved in to kiss the head. Abby watched in fascination, then repeated the kiss herself. Her daughter was so comfortable with this black shaft. Abby realized how little sexual experience she really had. She watched and duplicated until she too had the cock in her mouth. Her ex never seemed interested in prolonged sex or foreplay, just turn off the lights, fuck, and roll over. Now, she had a 9 inch black cock in her mouth.
Abby was pulled from those thoughts by her daughter... again. "Wait until you feel it inside you."
Abby stood up with Barb, each with hands on the young man between them. Abby was also still holding onto that cock. She murmured, "You can really get that inside you?" Barb laughed, again. Barb and Ty had crawled onto the bed and were discussing something quietly. She was mesmerized by the contrasting bodies before her.
Then, "Mom, we think cowgirl will be better for the first time." First time? "Mom? Mom, do you know what cowgirl is?" Abby shook her head. "Oh, mom... you have so much to learn. Cowgirl is you straddled over the man and you raise and lower over his cock. You have all the control, then. You can go as deep as you want or not and as fast and hard as you want or not." Abby just nodded numbly.
Ty lay down in the middle of the bed and held his cock up in the air. Barb knelt alongside him and motioned for her mom to come. Abby's body moved by itself, crawling over the bed to them. She looked at her daughter, then Ty who was smiling and encouraging. She swung her leg over the man, her pussy brushing over the cock and she flinched. She looked down between her legs and saw her open, wet pussy lips and that cock. After over four years, she was going to get fucked and it was going to be by a big black cock. She shivered, again. Barb was gently encouraging her so she reached between her legs and raised the cock, rubbing it over her slit until the head sunk partially into her hole. Her mouth opened as she held it there and wondered if she could really take it. Barb was indicating for her to sit back and she did, several inches of the cock sinking inside and filling her pussy as it had never been. She looked at her daughter and pulled her to her.
"Dear girl... the only thing bigger than this inside me ever... was you." She crushed her lips into her daughter's and moaned loudly as she pressed back onto the cock. She cried out into her daughter's mouth as she pulled up and pressed back down, taking more of that wonderful cock up her pussy. She pulled away from Barb and looked down at Ty who was doing his part in being still so she could control how much she tried to take. She looked into his face with a lust-filled gaze that fogged her vision but not so much she didn't recognize the lusty look coming from him. His hands were busy on her breasts and nipples, which heightened her overall sensations further. She looked down and still saw black cock and she sighed. She felt so stuffed, already, and there was still more.
She leaned forward and took his face in her hands to kiss him with all the lusty passion she was feeling. She was gasping into his mouth as she made small, controlled strokes on his cock. From alongside her, she heard the persistent chant softly urging her, "Do it, mom... take it all... just sit back and take it..." over and over.
Abby rose and looked into the eyes of her daughter who simply nodded at her. She had never experienced anything like this... hell, she never imagined feeling anything like this. And, to be doing it just for the sake of it... in front of her daughter. She closed her eyes and took in a long breath, then... sat back hard. Her eyes and mouth opened and all that air came out in a gasping cry. But, she had it all. Barb hugged her and Ty shifted his hands to her hips in anticipation. She tentatively rose up and up and up on his 9 inches, then shift down and down. She started a little faster and fell back down and started shaking as a tremendous orgasm rocked her very existence. Ty pulled her to his chest and held her tight as Barb leaned over her back, both giving comfort with their bodies.
Abby was still breathing hard and ragged when Ty began moving his cock in and out, then rolled them so she was on the bottom. He shifted to his knees and hands over her as his hips pushed his cock into her and pulled back out. He leaned down to kiss each nipple, then her mouth. "I wish you could have seen your face. It was beautiful."
Abby could only look up at him. She could feel her body accepting this continued stimulation and another orgasm rising steadily within her. She knew he was talking about how she looked in her orgasm. He's just a young man, though, just starting into adult life, but he is so attentive and aware of his partner. Barb's father was never that observant or considerate. Barb is so fortunate.
Amid another orgasm, Ty climaxes, too. Abby couldn't believe that sensation, either. With everything else there was to enjoy about this young man's fucking of her, his climax was the fitting climatic exclamation point. Even amid her own orgasm, she felt his. She was so stuffed with cock that when his cock jerked inside her and seemed to swell, she felt it all. When the first spurt of his cum filled her pussy, she felt it as it splashed into the walls of her pussy and filled the crevices of the chamber, and washed her cervix with his seed. She clutched him to her and never wanted to let him leave her, least of all the marvelous cock buried deep in her pussy.
After Abby and Ty regained their senses and all relaxed with a well-earned drink in the family room. They remained naked and Abby found her gaze repeatedly focused on Ty's flaccid cock. Even soft it was longer than her ex's was hard. She couldn't remember feeling the way she did and she had her daughter to thank for it. It wasn't long, though, that Abby needed to feel more of it and that made her feel quite wicked, but Barb had been patient, not to mention generous in sharing Ty with her going first. Abby wanted to now experience her daughter loving her boyfriend.
The two were sitting on a sofa and Abby moved to kneel before Ty who watched her carefully. Abby took his flaccid cock in her hand and looked at Barb who smiled with recognition and slid off the sofa to join her mother at his cock. With big smiles, the two women put their lips and tongues to each side of the shaft and began moving up and down along it. Abby's eyes were fixed on Barb's only inches away, the distance of the black cock between them. They were both using their open moist lips and tongues, sliding up and down, their lips coming into contact at the head. Unlike Barb who has experimented with girls while on campus, Abby didn't know what to make of the contacts she'd experienced with her daughter so far. She fought through both the feelings of touching another woman and having that woman be her daughter.
Barb, on the other hand, relished the touches. Sex with women usually seemed softer and always different. The fact that she was now exploring it with her mother somehow made those touches more electric and exciting. So, there was some intention in her actions when their lips met at the head of the cock. She made sure to slide her lips over the tip to kiss her mom. She was pleased when her mom was soon reciprocating with her own willingness to kiss back.
Of course, all this was having a significant effect on Ty, too. It was beyond erotic that his girlfriend wanted him to fuck her mother. Now, he watched the two of them in the early stages of bi-sexual experience but also the elicit experience of mother and daughter. To have two such beautiful and sexy women working his cock with their lips and trading turns to take the head into their mouths, he was raging hard in no time. He had a very naughty idea, but would the women go for it?
He moved their activity back to the bedroom. Abby was craning her head to watch his big cock bouncing in front of him. She still had to remind herself this wasn't just an obscene dream. This really was an obscene experience.
Ty whispered to Barb who in turn glanced at her mom and smiled back to Ty. Abby was surprised when Barb lay on the bed to be fucked in the missionary position. She had expected to witness something more interesting from these two who obviously had more variation experience. Barb raised her knees and splayed them apart wide. Ty knelt between her legs and aligned his cock to her pussy and eased the head inside. Then, in two firm strokes, he was fully in her. Abby gasped. It had taken her how long to accomplish that? Then, she noticed Barb motioning to her. She crawled across the bed to her daughter and heard words she never... ever... expected to hear.
"Mom, sit on my mouth. I want to eat Ty's cum out of you." She looked at Barb, then Ty, and back to Barb in near shock. But, given everything else... She crawled to Barb's head and swung her leg over her daughter, and gasped as lips and a tongue were immediately exploring her used pussy. Then, with one hand, Ty pulled her to him for a passionate kiss while continuing to fuck. Both women groaned and moaned. The combination of actions and experiences overwhelming them both.
* * * *
A couple weeks later, Abby was feeling guilty. Ty had been to the house several times, sometimes spending the night since there was no mystery about him and Barb sleeping together, and he had also spent an entire weekend with them. Abby was feeling guilty because, during almost all those visits, Abby had also enjoyed Ty's cock. Ty was over for dinner (and the evening) and Abby waited until the end of dinner to bring up her concerns.
Abby looked at the two and waited to have their attention, nervous enough about bringing it up. "I think this needs to stop."
Barb furrowed her eyebrows, "What? Do you mean the sex? The sex has to stop?"
Abby put up her hand to stop her and let her explain. "Not your sex. You guys need to have your time together and enjoy each other. The sex has been wonderful, Ty... hell... it's been mind-blowing. I never knew sex could be like that." Pause. "Okay... back on topic." They both chuckled. "What I mean is, I really, REALLY, appreciate all you two have done for me. But I need to find my own way, now. I've been a third-wheel. You guys need to be able to be here and have your sex without thinking, 'what about mom?'"
Barb argued, "It isn't like that mom."
"Yeah, it is. I appreciate what you are trying to do, but you know as well as I do. I have to find my way that isn't intruding on you two."
Ty leaned into Barb and whispered something to her. Her whole face lit up with excitement.
* * * *
It took some discussion, but they came to an understanding. The following Saturday, Abby and Barb were in the master bedroom appraising themselves in the mirror before the pool/BBQ party Barb and Ty planned. The guys were scheduled to arrive in less than half an hour.
Abby looked at herself and her daughter in the floor-length mirror. They were wearing matching swimsuits Barb purchased just for this party. Abby was doubtful. "Honey, there's no way I can be casually in front of young men I've never met wearing this." The swimsuits were identical white micro G-string bottoms and tops made of mesh that made them see-through even dry. There was so little material their nipples and slits were barely covered. And, what was covered was by mesh.
Barb took her mom's hand and pulled her out of the bedroom heading downstairs to make the final check on the preparation. As she got her mother moving, she giggled, "Don't worry about the suit, mom, I doubt they'll let us have them on long."
They were spending the afternoon around the pool and would grill dinner casually as people got hungry. This was the solution Barb and Ty came up with to assist Abby is beginning to find her own sexual life... a pool party with three of Ty's friends from campus joining them.
The women were in the kitchen when they heard the front door open and male voices suddenly fill the house. Ty entered the kitchen, wrapping his hands around Barb from the back and kissing her neck. She squealed happily. Then Ty moved over to Abby and did the same thing, but this time his hands moved up to cup her breasts. Abby wiggled in his arms and had to quickly reposition the narrow strips of cloth over her nipples as she noticed the other three young men standing just inside the room. They were all black and at least as tall and fit as Ty. They all knew Barb, already, which was clear by the casual waves. Ty moved Abby to the men and introduced them: Mark, Tom, and Barry. The guys made no effort to hide their interest in Abby's body and Abby reacted with embarrassed anticipation. She sent the guys out to the pool and Barb moved close to her mom.
"They weren't meaning to be rude, mom. Everyone knows what's going to happen today."
Abby hugged her daughter, then kissed her on the mouth. "Why do I feel so comfortable doing that with you? But thank you. And, no, I didn't think they were rude. We're almost naked. What would we expect them to look at?"
They all ended up in the pool very quickly and Barb was indeed right. The guys had the obscene suits off them in no time. And, the play included plenty of touching and probing. Abby lost track of Barb. Abby had Mark and Barry tight against her body from front and back. They had lost their suits at some point, too, and as they pressed against her and fondled her, Abby felt two hard black cocks pressing into her butt and abdomen. She knew what they wanted and she accepted what she wanted. She reached for both of the cocks, getting one in each hand. She smiled. They were both about the same size as Ty.
She broke from the guys and walked out of the pool up the shallow-end steps. The guys were close behind her as she moved to the lounge chairs where she took several of the cushions off and dropped them on the patio around the pool. She lay across the cushions and put her arms up to the guys invitingly. Her daughter had introduced her to this casual sex and she was surprised, continually, by how much she not only enjoyed it but wanted it.
Mark moved between her out-spread legs. She watched in anticipation and desire as he took his place, his already hard black cock pointing at her crotch as he moved to her. At the same time, she saw Barry moving to her head. She reached to the side and grasped the other hard black cock as Mark guided his cock head to her pussy and into her hole. Penetration was smooth and easy and with just a few strokes he fully inside his first mature woman. After gasping at the penetration and encouraging the young man between her legs, Abby turned her head with her mouth opening to accept the cock she knew was waiting there. The guys fucked her hard and with lots of energy. They switched frequently, moving from her pussy to her mouth and back, again. Then, over and over they switched, fucking her hard while controlling their own rising stimulation with the switches. Abby was a fount of sexual release sounds as one orgasm after another coursed through her body.
When the two men had released their cum into her pussy, she was nearly spent. But she recovered quickly when she saw her daughter, Ty, and Tom nearby. Barb was sucking each of them and when Mark and Barry moved away from Abby, Ty and Tom moved to her in their place, Tom taking first turn at her pussy as Ty moved to her head. These two began the same strategy by fucking her hard and switching regularly. She crashed through another orgasm when she felt the lips of her daughter on her nipples. Abby removed her mouth from the cock filling it as she continued to be fucked and looked into the shining eyes of her daughter.



Barb smiled down at her gasping mother, "The guys were too fascinated with the idea of fucking a white MILF and I love to watch you cum. I know the guys will give me my share of cock after this."
Abby looked up with strain in her eyes as another orgasm seemed to be rising in her body. "Oh... God... I... love... this... so much!"
"I know, mom. You just had to discover it, again. And, there are a lot more guys we can introduce you to. Any of them would gladly be a fuck-buddy for you." And that sent Abby over the top with another orgasm.
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WHAT YOU SHOULD KNOW...
This is a story that is intend to be a part of a series grouped under MOTHERS & DAUGHTERS. Each story will be independent. The stories will ultimately cover a range of genre. These will be shorter stories of one chapter which is different from my previous efforts as a writer. I hope you enjoy them.
This is an office-slut story.
This is a story around a mother, Connie Mason, and her daughter, Dawn. Connie is 36 and Barb is 19. Both women are trim with blonde hair that is straight and falls just to the shoulders. Connie's breasts are larger (DD cup after enhancement years ago) than her daughter's (C cup). Both women have dealt with struggle in their lives.
Connie was young when she became pregnant with Dawn. The father was no support and her family were marginally supportive. She took marginal jobs for several years before getting into a community college program for training in secretarial skills. Her desires for sexual contact didn't just start at a young age, it maintained itself through her life despite the difficulties of having a young daughter, which led to frustrations to quell sexual energy persistent within her. Moving from secretarial job to secretarial job, her skill set limited her options and potential for advancement that might have led to an income that in turn could lead to something better for her and her daughter. That is, until she went to work for Maris Industries a couple years ago and miraculously (in the eyes of many other employees) found herself becoming the Personal Assistant to the President.
Dawn at 20, just like her mother, struggled to keep up in school and narrowly escaped high school with merely acceptable grades to show for it. Although her mother tried to keep her promiscuity in check around Dawn, sex and men were like an open book in their close apartment life that seemed to beg Dawn to explore. In her short mature life, Dawn has already gone through a long series of male partners that clearly have little more interest long-term than a conquest of someone that can be manipulated for their benefit. Already starting the same career path as her mother, she has gone through several low-income, small-potential jobs that require her to share an apartment with an equally unskilled former classmate from high school. She too seemed destined to a life of struggle until her mother managed to get her into an entry level secretarial position somewhere in the bowels of the company. Then, she saw what her mom had risen to and wondered what it would take for her advance, too. Suddenly, there was hope in her life.
Some clinical studies are investigating if there might be a pre-disposition for sexual interest and activity passed from one generation to the other and if that pre-disposition is genetic or behavioral. That study could have used this mother and daughter as study subjects.
* * * *
MOTHERS & DAUGHTERS: CONNIE & DAWN
Connie was very curious about the meeting going on in the Executive Conference Room. As the Personal Assistant to the President of Maris Industries, she normally knew about all the meetings involving Mr. Maris and the other three executives of the company. She, the executives, and their conference room were located separately from others in the administrative building on the third floor. The rest of the third floor also housed Finance, Accounting, and Human Resources. The rest of the building housed various functions like Sales, Marketing, Administrative Support, Engineering, Drafting, Quality Control, etc. But it wasn't only that she didn't know what the meeting was about, it was that the four top executives rarely met privately without taking the opportunity for some playful time with her.
Her desk was in the middle of the four offices, two on each side. Behind her was the large Executive Conference Room only available to these four and meetings they scheduled with others, mostly customers, clients, major suppliers, and investors. In front of her were a reception area of sorts and two doors, one to a restroom and the other to a small kitchenette.
She heard the conference room door open and quiet conversation as each of the men made their way to their offices. Then, she heard Mr. Maris, "Connie, can I see you, please?"
"Of course, sir." She finished what she was typing and marked her location on the draft letter she was finalizing, stood, straightened her short dress, and turned to Mr. Maris' office behind her. As she entered his office, she paused at the door with her hand on it and hesitated for an indication to close it or not. He nodded and Connie smiled. Being his Personal Assistant covered a wide range of responsibilities but none as interesting as being his slut to use and share with the other executives. With an excited smile of anticipation, "Sir, what can I do for you?"
Mr. Maris smiled. Those simple, innocent words have opened so many very interesting and erotic encounters with his PA. "As you know, we just concluded an executive meeting and we have come to an agreement that the next step is to talk to you."
"Me sir? Have I done something that has displeased you or the others?"
He chuckled, "Far from it, Connie. In fact, before we get into this further, please undress."
Connie stood immediately, reached behind her for the zipper to her dress, then slid the garment to her feet to step out of before placing it on the other guest chair in front of Mr. Maris' desk. She then comfortably reached behind her back to unhook her bra before pushing her lace thong down her legs. She turned in a full spin for her boss and retook her seat with a smile.
"No, dear, you've done nothing to displease any of us. Your willingness to oblige us in becoming naked, allowing touches, sucking cock, and fucking is exactly what our discussion was about." He looked at her and clearly not limited to her face. "How long have you been my PA, Connie?" She indicated a little less than a year. "Yes, and in that time have you ever considered or wished to end our arrangement?" She said definitely not. He smiled. "Us, either. What we have decided is how this arrangement might be expanded." She watched him carefully, now. The arrangement was she was available to the men privately in their offices or their conference room as well as outside the office at her apartment, a hotel, or another safe place. She wondered what 'expanded' meant. She waited because she knew Mr. Maris didn't leave anything to misinterpretation.
"Remember that night you assisted me with that customer?" How could she forget? It was the single time she had been approached for something outside the office and the small executive group. "You were magnificent... of course, you always are... but the customer was so... taken by you and your approach to him. That night made us a lot of money."
"We didn't even fuck, sir. All he wanted was a blowjob."
He smiled, "Perhaps, but he was still very much appreciative. You finished off that deal, Connie." He leaned back and gazed at her naked body sitting in front of him. "What we would like to do is more of that, if we can. We know it is an expansion to what we originally agreed on so this could be a promotion, a significant raise, and a specially structured incentive plan for you."
She could feel her body responding to his proposal. She knew her nipples were becoming rock hard and her pussy was past the mere wet stage. "I assume you are talking about expansion as being inclusive of customers and others you would want to influence?"
"Exactly, dear. We recognize this can become a big change and possibly a lot for one woman as it takes off... so to speak. So, we propose hiring another PA to assist you. You would be given the title of Executive Personal Assistant. The new woman would be a Personal Assistant reporting to you and dotted-line reporting to all the executive members. She would receive a rewarding salary, benefits, and share in the incentive plan, but at a lesser amount, of course, than you. You would be responsible for training her in all aspects of the job... in the office and... the personal attention you give." Knowing that the only reason she was in her position was that night he seduced her at the company party and he saw an opportunity in her to do something very outrageous. How was he going to find another woman willing to do this without slapping him with a harassment charge? She expressed those thoughts to him and he smiled back. "Actually, we were hoping you might know someone who might fit the role..." Connie smiled. She just might know the young slut they needed.
She stood and leaned onto the desk, her big breasts swaying as she did. She looked at him intently, "Now, sir, with that out of the way... what can I do for you?"
He laughed, pushed his chair back, and patted the desk surface in front of him. She walked around the desk and positioned herself on the desk, her ass at the edge, and spread her legs for him. He had already dropped his pants, his hard cock pointing at her. He smiled as he pressed his cock to her pussy, sank into her hole, leaned forward, and kissed her. "Are you always wet and ready for a fucking?"
She looked into his eyes and smiled, "I believe those were the same words you asked me that night at the company party when you seduced me into the stairwell." He laughed. A night that started it all.
When she returned to her desk, Connie sent a text to a woman downstairs, an entry-level secretary, who was her target. It was simple, 'Call me, tonight, please.'
Connie was in the kitchen of her apartment when the buzzer from the lobby sounded. Her guest was on her way up. She had planned dinner, one of the salads she gravitated to. When a part of your job is looking attractive and desirable, she found changes were required, especially as she aged. Not only was she controlling her diet, but she religiously took advantage of the gym on the next block. When the doorbell rang, she poured two glasses of white wine that had been chilling and went to the door.
"Hi, Dawn," she warmly said as she hugged her daughter. "I'm really glad you weren't already busy."
Her daughter gave her a kiss on the cheek and entered the apartment. "I was actually, but he wasn't important. Just some guy I met in a bar and wanted another night." She chuckled, "I wasn't impressed with him."
Connie shook her head. It wasn't that she was shocked or disapproved, she knew exactly who her daughter learned her promiscuous behavior from. It was also why she immediately thought of her for the new position in the executive offices and, probably, why Mr. Maris asked her if she knew someone for the position. It wouldn't be a secret that her daughter also worked in the company, the delicate issue would have been if the saying, 'like mother, like daughter', would apply.
After covering the casual catching up of their lives since their last contact, Dawn pressed Connie about the urgency of coming to dinner she sensed in the invitation. Connie smiled and launched into her rehearsed explanation and pitch. She had debated if she should feel guilty about wanting her own daughter to be a part of the career path she had chosen, but she knew her daughter and how she was already living... much the same way she had been living before.
"Dawn, honey, how do you think I can afford this apartment?" Dawn shrugged; she had been curious about that. Connie then launched into what her position as Personal Assistant really was for Mr. Maris and why she was in the job. It explained a lot to Dawn and she became curious why her mom was suddenly explaining something that had been kept a secret for the past year. Finally, Connie admitted the hard truth, "Honey, the truth is neither one of us is the sharpest knife in the drawer, as the saying goes." Her daughter chuckled and Connie smiled, thankful that she was willing to be honest. "We're the kind of people that can get lost in the system doing our menial jobs and scraping by in life, or... we can accept what we are and take advantage of a unique situation when it presents itself. That's all I did." She could see her daughter wasn't negatively judging her but remained very attentive. "I asked you here specifically because I can offer the same unique situation to you."
At first, Dawn didn't react to the words, then it seemed to jolt her. "You mean... give sex for..."
Connie was holding her daughter's hand and nodding her head. "Yes, that' exactly what I am suggesting. Dawn, honey, this might be a terrible thing for a mother to encourage her daughter to consider if it wasn't that we both know what we are. We both love sex and our life skills aren't that abundant. You give away sex regularly, right?" Dawn nodded. "Your job barely covers your living and you share an apartment with a high school friend. Now, look around you here..." Dawn didn't physically shift her head, but Connie could see the wheels turning. "I make more than the manager of your supervisor. This apartment is paid for by Mr. Maris. There is a two-bedroom apartment opening up in this building that could be ours. I have a company credit card. My personal expenses are low and my savings are high and the incentive plan they are talking about..."
Dawn took a gulp of her wine and looked at her mom, "Like being a part-time escort?"
Connie shrugged, "You could look at that way, I suppose, but I prefer to think of it as still giving away sex as I would but getting something for it. Maybe I'm deluding myself, but I think of the sex as freely given as part of the company job. I enjoy sex and I know you do. It's as simple as that."
Monday morning, Dawn appeared before Connie's desk as planned at 9:00 AM. Connie looked up, smiled, came around the desk, and hugged her. "Are you ready?" Dawn nodded. "There is nothing tricky about the interview. They know you already work here doing similar work. The secretarial duties aren't that difficult... trust me. Remember to always respond to these men with 'sir' and comply positively and immediately to whatever they ask." Connie looked over at her daughter and smiled. She had taken her out to find an appropriate dress that was sexy and barely professional. Dawn's C-cup breasts presented a different look than Connie's D-cups so they opted for a deeper opening in front and slightly shorter hem. She moved her hands from her daughter's shoulders to her face and gazed into the eyes. Dawn could see something change in her mom and was mildly surprised when she received a kiss on the lips... and it wasn't motherly. Connie searched her daughter's face, "Am I a terrible mom?" Dawn shook her head. Connie leaned into her, again. The next kiss was full of passion. "How about now?"
Dawn gasped and hugged her mom. "Oh, mom! I've wanted to do that so many times."
Connie smiled and stroked her daughter's face. "Me, too. But now it is time for you to get yourself a promotion. Then... I'm going to ask for some private time with you in the conference room." Her daughter looked at her curiously. Connie smiled and hugged her, "I want to suck all that cum out of my little girl." Dawn gasped and shivered. She couldn't remember ever being so sexually charged. She knew that the new lace thong she was wearing would be saturated and stick to her pussy which she soon would be taking off.
Then, from behind her, "Connie, we're ready for you."
"Right away, sir."
Connie walked Dawn to the conference room door, squeezed the girl's hand, and led her inside. The four senior executives were seated at a conference table that could seat eight people with additional chairs against a wall. Connie introduced her daughter to each of the men.
Mr. Maris spoke to Dawn, "You understand the purpose of this meeting, Dawn?"
She glanced at her mother, then looked at each of the men, "Yes, sir. I am here for the new Personal Assistant position. All the duties and requirements of the position have been explained to me and I would greatly desire to serve you men in that position."
One of the other men asked, "You understand ALL the requirements and expectations of this position?" Dawn affirmed it. "You understand adding this new position represents an expansion beyond the expectations your mother has performed for us to this point?"
Dawn smiled, "I would like very much to show you, in whatever way you desire, that I am the woman to assist my mom in this role."
Mr. Maris took over, again, "Then, let's see about that." He glanced at Connie who was smiling with just a hint of nervousness. That wasn't necessarily bad. It likely only reflected how much the two of them desired for this to happen. He looked back to Dawn, "Take off your dress, Dawn." He liked that she didn't look to her mother this time but immediately reached behind her and began lowering the zipper. She stepped out of the dress and handed it to Connie who now stood to the side. She was told to turn in a circle dressed now in a matching set of lace bra and thong with thigh hig stockings and heels. Indicating the bra next, she immediately complied. Then the thong and she was essentially naked before them. Mr. Maris indicated for her to step closer to him and his hand reached up to cup her breast while watching her eyes and face for a response. She only continued to smile at him. His other hand moved to her crotch and her legs parted slightly. When his fingers slid through her wet pussy lips, he was delighted to see, and hear, her gasp, her legs separating a little more in what seemed to be an unconscious, responsive reaction. She was then told to move to each of the men with the same touching and probing occurring with each, but two of the men also inserted fingers into her ready pussy.
Then, with a simple move, Mr. Maris dramatically shifted the 'interview'. He unbuckled his belt, lowered the zipper, and shifted his slacks down. Dawn responded immediately, going to her knees in front of him, and taking his exposed cock in her hands. She gave it a couple strokes before lowering her head to lick the underside of the flaccid but rising shaft. She licked from the base to the tip and each time she reached the head, she took it between her lips and sucked on it briefly. Mr. Maris looked up at Connie and smiled. It was the exact technique Connie used. He wondered if the two had coordinated what Dawn might do. It indicated to him this combination of women was a winner for them. Dawn was willing and ready to do what was needed to be done for them and her mother would do what was necessary to guide her. His musings were interrupted as he gasped when his cock was taken deep into her mouth to her throat... just like her mom.
He didn't want to cum in her mouth this time and that was a real possibility the way he was reacting. He lifted her mouth off his cock and indicated she should move to the next man. Around the group, she made her way until each man was hard. Back at the front of the table, Mr. Maris patted the top of the table. She lifted herself up and leaned back, her knees rising with her and spreading wide. She glanced at her mom at the side and found her smiling. Mr. Maris moved between her legs, his hard cock leading him to her open and wet pussy. He sank completely into her with two thrusts and fucked her to his quick climax. The other three men followed suit in quick succession.
Connie stepped to her daughter, a hand on her chest to keep her on the table, as the last of the men filed out of the conference. Closing the door behind the men, she smiled at her daughter, "I told you... I want to clean the cum from your pussy." Dawn looked up at her mom with a sense of being overwhelmed. She knew what was likely to happen but being fucked by four men in the executive's conference early in the workday was still difficult to wrap her head around. Now, her mom was going to eat her pussy in the same conference room?
Connie leaned over Dawn's spread legs and tentatively dipped her outstretched tongue to the messy pussy lips before her. This was new for her. She had never been so intimate with a woman but this was something she somehow felt she needed to do. Soon, her tongue was lapping at the spread pussy like a hound after gravy. She was forcing her tongue into her daughter's hole for any last cum she could reach, her daughter gasping and moaning, her own fingers pinching and pulling on her nipples, when the conference room door suddenly opened, again.



Both women abruptly stopped what they were doing and looked nervously at the door to find Mr. Maris. He was smiling as he stood in the open doorway. "Nice to see co-workers bonding."
Connie and Dawn looked at each other smiling embarrassed, then Connie caught the word he used, co-workers. She looked at Dawn with a bigger smile, then to Mr. Maris, "Wait! You mean..." He nodded. Connie pulled Dawn off the table and into her arms.
He smiled at the two of them. "There really wasn't much doubt in our minds." His hand was outstretched to Dawn. In it were a new security/access badge, a Corporate Card, and an employment agreement. "I need your signature on that agreement. It leaves out the most interesting parts for obvious legal reasons. The paperwork is already moving through the system to transfer you up here." Mother and daughter hugged, again, after Dawn, still naked, signed the agreement and gave it back to Mr. Maris. Then, he handed Connie a key. "My understanding is you are going to live together." They both nodded. "Excellent. That is to the apartment two floors above yours, Connie. It's a two-bedroom. It's yours and ready to be moved into. Let me know and I will have movers ready when you are."
Dawn almost walked out of the conference room naked after him she was so excited. Connie pulled her back into the room and kissed her. She had her concerns about bringing her daughter into such a life and wondered if it was really something to be so happy about, but she was.
* * * *
Three weeks later, "All moved in, ladies?" Mr. Maris was standing near his door. Both Connie and Dawn turned in their desk chairs toward him. They both nodded and thanked him for the movers' help in accomplishing that. Two of the other executives came to their open doors as Mr. Maris continued, apparently knowing what was coming. "Then, how about we christen your new abode with a little party after work?" He wasn't really so much asking if they wanted to get together as much as telling them they were entertaining the executives after work. After only three weeks, even Dawn knew the difference and both women responded with enthusiasm and eagerness, which was, of course, the response expected.
The women left work early to prepare for the men to arrive. Their shared apartment was only five blocks from the office, which was another reason for the company paying for it. It was convenient for the executives as much as for the women. As they walked the distance, they passed a boutique that caught Dawn's eyes. A mannequin inside was adorned in an alluring baby-doll negligee. She caught Connie's eye and they giggled and walked into the shop.
When the buzzer from the lobby sounded, Dawn responded and released the lock for the men to enter. She turned to Connie and giggled. Though she had been fucked or sucked cock regularly in the office the past weeks, this was to be her first gathering with all of them. She and her mom were outfitted in identical outfits: short black, sheer, baby-doll negligees, matching sheer thongs, and high heels. They thought the darkness of the outfits would contrast well with the light blonde hair they both had. It was still hard for her to accept such spur-of-the-moment purchases could be put on the company card.
Connie was familiar with the drink preference of each man and they greeted them at the door with drinks and a kiss. Both women received touches and were felt on various parts of their clearly visible bodies. One of the men, upon taking his drink and lightly touching Connie's breast through the sheer material commented to chuckles from the others, "Now, this is the way to be greeted. Too bad we couldn't have this at the office."
When the two women finished their drinks, they refreshed the drinks of the men. As Connie bent to serve one of the men, her larger breasts freely swung as she did, enticing the man to grab one. The man looked at her and asked if the women could dance for them as the men relaxed a little more with their drinks. Connie turned on a player she had nearby connected to speakers, just in case. The two women started sensuously moving toward each other, their hips rotating and shaking. Soon, though, the movements became just coordinated enough to allow touching and stroking of each other as they moved. Hands began stroking hips and sliding up and underneath the baby-dolls. Connie initiated the first aggressive move by shimmying down the back of Dawn as she faced the men, her hands moving up to the breasts of her daughter until the material was pushed above the breast as her hands encompassed her daughter's breasts. Then, caressing down the body, she pulled the sheer thong down over hips and legs until her daughter's clean pussy mound was exposed.
Dawn rotated around her mother to duplicate the move and expose her, too. But she didn't stop, holding her mother in the same position, she reached back up to the bow at the breasts and released it, allowing the baby-doll to open and slide off, exposing her mother's now naked body to the men. Dawn continued by kissing her mother's neck and shoulders as she fondled her breasts from behind. The gasp and moan escaping Connie was loud enough for all in the room to hear as one hand slid down her stomach to slide between her wet pussy lips. Connie responded by turning around and nearly tearing the negligee off her daughter's body and crushing their mouths together.
Connie pulled her face from Dawn's and gasped, "I think we have the men ready for more..." Dawn nodded with a knowing smile. They both turned, now naked in only heels, to the men sitting with bulging crotches. They both worked on getting the men out of their shoes, socks, pants, and underwear, then settled on their knees to suck cock, moving from one to the other, each of the women sucking each of the men in turn. Their plan was to continue sucking on cock until they were told to stop or they came in their mouths, whichever happened first. What happened first was stopping them. The men wanted to fuck.
Without hesitation or debate, Connie took Mr. Maris and another and Dawn led the other two men, both moving to their bedrooms where the beds were turned down and the lighting subdued in preparation. Dawn moved onto her bed, gazing at the two men as they stripped off shirts and ties and crawling onto the bed after her. She lay back and opened her legs to whichever meant to be the first to penetrate her. Her smile and excitement evident on her face only reinforced to the men what they had come to recognize in her during the three weeks she had been available to them in the office alongside her mother. They had all privately agreed that having a mother and daughter combination to fuck was especially enticing.
Dawn was penetrated fully in one powerful thrust causing both her and the man to gasp out. Her open mouth in gasping was quickly filled by the other man as he fed her his erect cock. She began sucking it with the same energy she was being fucked. Her orgasm was muted by the cock in her mouth and was only a moment before the man sent his seed into her clenching pussy. The man pulled out of her pussy and the cock in her mouth abruptly left, too. Soon, though, her pussy was again filled with cock and the other cock was brought to her mouth. She just as greedily sucked on this cock, tasting not only the man's cum but her juices as well.
This man now fucking was slower, pressing into her deep and firmly, but changing angles as he did. When he pulled her over so she was riding him, she only momentarily lost the cock in her mouth, but the other man shifted to again feel her mouth around his cock. She rose and fell on the cock as she took over fucking and she varied her approach for him. Rising to just the head inside, then dropping to fill her pussy while squeezing with her muscles as her mom had instructed her. She thought she knew how to be fucked... her mom showed her otherwise.
After the second man climaxed in her to match yet another orgasm for her, they relaxed on the bed side-by-side, all three of them catching their breath. Having left the bedroom doors open, Dawn and Connie agreed to listen for quiet to switch partners. Sensing that moment, Dawn shimmied off the bed from between the two men and instructed them to remain where they were. She walked the short distance to her mom's bedroom and stood in the doorway.
All three must have sensed her because they looked over at virtually the same moment. Dawn was smiling broadly at the scene knowing the one in her room had looked the same. Her mom was lying naked in the middle of the bed, her legs still spread with both men naked alongside her, each fondling and probing her body. Dawn ventured into the room, "My turn with these two. You're needed in the other room, mom."
Connie bounced off the bed and walked quickly out of the room, giving her daughter a swat on the butt as she passed. Connie walked into the other bedroom, "Gentlemen, did my daughter take good care of you?" They both nodded approvingly. "Good, so now... what is it going to take to get these cocks hard, again?"
As it turned out, it wouldn't take much at all. The combination of her enthusiastic effort and the reminder that the mother was following the daughter gave their cocks renewed life quickly. Once they were both ready, she went to the bedside stand and opened the drawer for the tube of lubrication both women kept for just these occasions. She held it up, "How about a double penetration, sirs?" Connie smiled as she asked the question, partly because of the looks of excitement on their faces but also because she knew Dawn was going through the same offer as they had planned it.
Connie took charge, instructing one onto his back and handing the lube to the other. She straddled the one man, positioning herself over the erect cock and settling down over it. She bounced up and down on it several times to get it fully in her and comfortable, then, as she felt the lube being pressed to her asshole, she leaned forward and lay her chest on the man beneath her. She used her hands to spread her ass cheeks and felt the gel pressed over her asshole and inside with one, then two fingers. The man underneath her gasped at the feeling of just the finger in her ass against his cock.
When the man pressed his cock against her asshole and it popped past her sphincter, they all three gasped at the fullness and tightness it caused. They began fucking her, the man in her ass having the better position for stroking into her and doing the majority of the heavy fucking but his cock sliding in and out was separated by only a membrane from the other cock, stimulating not only himself and Connie but also the man in her pussy. Double penetration was very stimulating for Connie, the nerve ending being stimulated in both passages simultaneously. She orgasmed, causing both chambers to lock up around the cocks inside and that was all the cock in her ass could take. His seed spurted into her ass adding to her orgasm. She cried out in pleasure from a source deep inside her.
When the man in her ass pulled out, she felt the cum running from her gaping asshole, but the man underneath her rolled them and began fucking her urgently. The anal orgasm she rode a moment before peaked with the stimulation of the aggressive fucking now in her pussy and the bumping against her clit. Her final orgasm matched the man's. She was, again, collapsed between two men. She lay on her back with hands from men on her still quivering body as she heard the wail from the other bedroom and smiled. She thought, her daughter's DP sounds to be going well, too.
* * * *
"Ladies, could I see you in my office, please?"
Dawn looked to the desk next to her and winked at her mom as they both stood, straightened their tight, short skirts and nearly see-through blouses. The men seemed to enjoy mother and daughter wearing nearly identical outfits. They also enjoyed hearing Dawn referring to Connie as 'mom'. It seemed to feed the knowledge that they were fucking a mother and daughter set. Having two beautiful women available for their use was exciting enough, but mother and daughter...
Connie and Dawn entered Mr. Maris' office, Connie responding for both, "Yes, sir, how may we serve you?"
He chuckled, "Don't I wish." He looked at them standing in his office. Yes, if only he had the time today to use both of them together, but... "What won't you do for me, ladies?"
Dawn jumped on the response, "Anything, sir." But she looked at him, then her mom with some confusion on her face. Won't do anything?
Connie smiled at the confusion her eagerness caused, "She means we'll do anything for you, sir." Dawn was nodding agreement but still caught in how she messed up. A negative and a positive... mmmmm...
Mr. Maris chuckled, too. He recognized his words messing her up. "I have something I need you to do for us. Something only you two can accomplish." He had their attention and watched as both sat in the chairs in front of his desk. Both made an elaborate motion of crossing their legs to flash panties or thongs. He had to decide which to look at intently or he'd miss both. Yes, sheer thongs... and wet. At least, Connie's was. He went on to explain they had visitors representing a critical supplier. Procurement, Operations, and Marketing had effectively worked them over during the day, but there is still a bit of remaining uncertainty. "There are three of them staying at the Hyatt. Their flight is tomorrow morning. I told them I would join them for drinks but my schedule, unfortunately, wouldn't allow me to join them for dinner. I want you two to join us for drinks, then entertain them with dinner and... well, be creative."
Connie and Dawn shared a knowing look and responded together, "Yes, sir." Then, Connie added, "And you don't really have a conflict as much as you don't want to get in the way of them responding to our... be creative?" He smiled and nodded.
Mr. Maris carried the conversation through early drinks, then when he left and the group moved to the restaurant, the men tried to continue the discussions along the same track as before. Finally, Connie leaned forward, her large breast squeezing into the tabletop and magnifying her exposed cleavage. Scanning the three men, she asked softly, "After a long day of that kind of talk, is that really how you want to spend the evening?" The men considered both women and found them gazing back at them confidently. The conversation changed quickly and a lot easier and more light-hearted.
By the end of the meal, and several more drinks, the men had become very attentive to the women and the women, of course, were VERY attentive to them. With dinner complete, Connie leaned forward, again, creating the identical image as before. The difference this time, though, was the men's formality had been peeled away by drinks and increasingly suggestive talk. She posed options to the men, "As we see it, gentlemen, this evening now presents us with options: just end the evening, which would be too bad; go back to the bar for another drink; or, perhaps having another drink somewhere else. We're going to the ladies' room and you can decide."
Connie stood and Dawn followed, each taking their purses. In the ladies' room, Connie checked the room and began unbuttoning her blouse. Dawn quizzed her as Connie slipped her blouse off, then her bra before putting the nearly sheer blouse back on. Connie simply said, "Giving them something visual to assist in their decision making." Dawn smiled and followed the lead of her mother. Then, both women pulled up their tight skirts to remove their sheer thongs. Dawn watched her mother stuff her large bra in her purse but left her thong out. Dawn, again, followed her lead. Connie explained her plan. Dawn shook her head but with a smile. Slutty might be a good word for what they were turning into.
The men did a double-take, along with other patrons of the restaurant, as the women approached the table. Especially Connie's unrestrained breasts were jiggling and bouncing as they walked back to the table. The women took their chairs and Connie immediately signed for the meal. She looked at Dawn as the signal and they both placed their thongs on the table. All three men did a three-point look on each woman: the delicate thongs on the table, the nipples showing through the blouses, and the faces beaming suggestively at them. The lead man said they were hoping the women might join them upstairs for a nightcap.
Connie looked at Dawn as if truly wondering what to do with the suggestion, then replied, "Well... maybe just one." Dawn had a terrible time holding back her giggle.
It was after 10:00 PM and the hotel was getting quiet. As they stepped into an elevator, one of the guys pushed 12. The elevator just got started and Connie pushed the stop button and turned to the guys, "You guys know Dawn and I aren't being invited up to your room to only have a drink, right?" The guys looked at each other as if caught. Then, Dawn smiled and added, "So... what's your favorite hotel fantasy?"
Now the guys were looking at each other like they couldn't believe what was about to happen. Two deferred to the one clearly the leader who offered, "Watching a woman walking a hallway in only stockings and heels."
Connie released the elevator and smiled at the men, "How about two women?" Connie and Dawn immediately started unbuttoning their blouses. By the time the elevator stopped at 12 and the doors opened, the women were only in stockings and heels and kissing the men while their hands tried to fondle every inch of the two women. The women picked up their discard clothes from the floor of the elevator and handed them to one man and turned to the small vestibule on the 12th floor. The two women entwined their arms and started down the hall with exaggerated walks and suddenly stopped. "What room number?" The leader pointed the other way, apparently quite please this naked walk would be longer than originally intended.
Once inside the room, the mini-bar was opened and each had another drink, this time with the women naked and moving from lap to lap, their breasts and legs being freely felt and probed. Finishing their drink, both Connie and Dawn moved to their knees before the men sitting on the end of the bed and began loosening belts and lowering pants. They each took a cock into their mouths and shared stroking the man in the middle. When they switched, Connie took the man in the middle and began stroking the man she had just been sucking. They were quickly hard. Though they enjoyed mouths over their cocks, they really wanted to fuck some pussy.
The women moved onto the bed on their backs and hooked their legs over the other, spreading their legs and wet pussies in the process. How the decision was made who began fucking who, the women didn't know and didn't care. They each had a man between their legs with the third man kneeling between them at their heads where they both sucked and licked him.
The men shifted several times, then moved the women to their hands and knees. By the time all three men had climaxed, it was quite late and the men thanked them profusely. A bit frustrated that the party was ending so soon, the women got dressed, including the bras they pulled out of their purses, kiss the men, and left. Both women really needed another orgasm.
Back at their apartment, the women went to their separate bedrooms, both privately wanting to finally get themselves off. Dawn lay on her bed completely naked using her favorite vibrator when she heard similar sounds coming through the open doors from her mother's room. She lay for a moment listening and thinking, then dropped the vibrator on the bed and walked to her mother's room. As she knew, her mother was driving her own dildo in and out of her pussy. Dawn crawled onto the bed between her mom's legs, pulled the dildo away, and replaced it with her mouth and tongue. Connie cried out at the feeling, her hands holding Dawn's head in place as she moaned and gasped. Then, recognition fully coming to her, she pulled her daughter up and kissed her deeply, tongues being shared.



Connie gasped out, "69". Dawn pivoted on top of her mom, her pussy over her mom's mouth as hers went back to feed on her mom's pussy. They both came with earth-shattering orgasms that left them gasping and committing to each other to repeat that more often.
The next morning, both women were a bit groggy from the drink, late night with the men, and a 69 session in the middle of the night. All morning they touched hands in simple indications of a discovery they wished to cherish. They were fully prepared to accept being bi-sexual... at least in terms of each other.
"Ladies?" Mr. Maris' voice broke into their morning work.
"Yes, sir." Both women responding simultaneously and standing up to go to his office.
"Undress, ladies, please." They were both wearing short dresses with pleated skirts. They were naked in moments after removing dresses, bras, and bikini panties. As they were undressing, the other three executives entered the office. The women smiled at seeing the four men and lustily anticipated what they assumed was coming. The women stood before his desk with the other men at the sides of Mr. Maris' desk. "Ladies, I received a call from the men we were negotiating with yesterday. Their flight was early in the morning but they wanted to let me know they made up their minds last night. It seems they were prepared to request further negotiations but... something convinced them otherwise between leaving our offices and their flight this morning."
He slid a piece of paper across his desk. Connie picked it up and held it out for both her and Dawn to look at. "Those numbers indicate how much business we do annually with them. The savings to us due to the... ah... late-night negotiations is shown as a percentage and the dollar savings that could mean to us. You both know what your incentive percentage of that is. We will have to wait for the quarter-end numbers to verify the true value." The women looked up at him to find him and the other executives smiling broadly. "Congratulations, ladies. It appears our plan for using you two is going to be very effective... and profitable for all of us."
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WHAT YOU SHOULD KNOW...
This is a story that is intend to be a part of a series grouped under MOTHERS & DAUGHTERS. Each story will be independent. The stories will ultimately cover a range of genre. These will be shorter stories of one chapter which is different from my previous efforts as a writer. I hope you enjoy them.
This is an interracial story.
This is a story about a mother, Erin and her daughter, Fran. Erin is 47 and Fran is 20. Both women are dark brunette hair that falls to the shoulders. Both women have small breasts, Erin's breasts are slightly sagging while Fran's are perky. Fran is in her first year college. The college is local and makes the commute from home. Erin has always been a stay-at-home mom. The family have a nice home in the suburbs where Erin has made something of a hobby of gardens and plantings around the yard. Erin's husband and Fran's father is a mid-level sales executive at a manufacturing company and travels nationally on average every other week.
Fran's sex life has slowly grown over the last year of high school and this year of college but her experience is still limited to three guys and Erin is fully aware of it, only encouraging her to be careful. Erin's sex life is a complete mystery to her daughter who never really wanted to think about it. In reality, Erin's sex drive has always been high... unfortunately, much higher than her husband who is also size deficient. While raising Fran and growing her husband's career and home life, Erin managed to control her sexual needs. Once Fran was basically independent and driving, those needs erupted to frustrations that might have led to a split in the marriage if it wasn't for a husband willing to give up a lot for his wife's happiness... and, happiness in the marriage.
Fran was about to run smack dab into the reality of how complex a "happy marriage" can be.
* * * *
MOTHERS & DAUGHTERS: ERIN & FRAN
"Mom?!?" That would normally be how Fran entered the house after coming home from classes at the nearby college. In her first year, she was still feeling her way into the larger world of college, career options, and the world outside of the local school district. This day, however, she stood at the front door trying to decide if she knew whose car was in the driveway. She was sure she didn't know it. Certainly, none of her friends. Although it looked nice enough, it couldn't be one of her dad's friends or associates because he was on another of his business trips. He was a sales executive who traveled somewhere in the country every other week and this was one of those weeks. So, maybe it was a friend of her mom's. It was just so curious, though, she thought she knew all her mom's friends and that car did not make any connections in her mind.
She entered the house and listened. Nothing. Normally, when someone was visiting her mom they would be in the kitchen, family room, or living room. All were close to the foyer and there wasn't a sound from any of those locations. She closed the door quietly, for a change, and wondered if she was trying to be sneaky. It wasn't intentional to be snoopy, but this was curious. She let her backpack settle next to the door and she listened, again.
Then, she heard something. It was faint and upstairs. Feeling a little guilty, she quietly ascended the stairs. It wasn't even that she was trying that hard to be quiet. She was wearing a tight-fitting tee-shirt, jeans, and running shoes. The shoes were just naturally quiet, but she found herself walking on the balls of her feet as she focused on the faint, muffled sounds.
The upstairs landing divided the upstairs. Straight ahead was a large bathroom. To the right were the bedrooms for her and her older brother (married and out of the house). To the left was the master bedroom of her parents with its own bathroom suite and a guest room across the hall. The sounds, clearer to her now, were definitely coming from the left and as she moved that way, she realized she was now on her tip-toes and in full snoop mode. This was all too curious for her. The sounds were no longer mere sounds, but voices and... sounds, yes, but... sometimes not words but more like... oh, my God!... moans? It was definitely the master bedroom and, as she stepped up to it, the door wasn't fully closed and the voices were... her mom, yes, but... her dad, no. There was a deep male voice but it definitely was not her dad. This was a deep manly voice. She made out moans and groans and some words but not well. She heard him talking in an authoritative voice calling her 'Erin' and 'babe' and saying 'take it', 'all of it', 'you like this, don't you'. Her mom's voice was a jumble of grunts and moans and gasps but her words were 'Tyrone', 'you stud', 'yes, I like it', and... 'don't stop'.
'Don't stop'? Who is she...? What is she...? What are they...?
She gently eased the door open a few more inches but still couldn't see much. She eased it open about a quarter of the way and... FUCK! Well put, Fran, she chided herself. Yes, that's what was happening. She pushed the door open about halfway and stood in shock. Her mom was mostly naked. She was only wearing a black outfit of bra, sheer support garter, and stockings. Her bra was at her waist with her saggy breast bouncing as she rose and fell on top of a naked black man.
She watched. Stunned. She didn't want to watch, to spy, to be a voyeur of her own mother, but... she couldn't move. She couldn't turn away. The scene before her was obscene, elicit, torrid. Her mother was obviously experiencing something intensely powerful. She watched her mom bouncing up and down, her hands on the man's chest, her eyes shut tight and her mouth hanging open. Guttural sounds were escaping from her mouth mixed with moaning and groaning and panting. She was mumbling words that were unintelligible to Fran. Then, they suddenly became very intelligible.
"Oh... fuck... me... Tyrone... FUCK! Yessssss... I'm... ooooooooo, Goddddd... I'mmmmmmm... cummmminnnggggg!"
She watched her mom slam down on the man, apparently driving his cock deep into her pussy and she cried out. She watched as her mom fell to the man's chest, his arms wrapping around her, and his hips taking up the fucking as her mom stopped moving. She watched her mom shiver and shake on top of the man, obviously in the throes of a massive orgasm.
It was then that the man looked at her. Fran wasn't aware she had entered the bedroom and mechanically walked near the bed in a trance. She gazed down at the coupling, at her mom's gasping for air and shivering through her orgasm, at the man whose eyes were fixed on her now. She gazed down as the man smiled up at her and in a swift, controlled motion, rolled the two of them on the bed while his cock remained deep inside her mom. Her mom gasped at the sudden movement and the man was between her legs fucking furiously. It was then that Fran saw it... his cock... it was huge, long, thick, and black as it plunged in and out of her mom's white, bald pussy.
The powerful fucking seemed to pull Erin out of her fog. Her arms embraced the man and her hips rose to meet each powerful, dominating thrust from the man. "Ohhhhh, yesssssss... fuck me... just like... that, you fucking stud!" Erin was thrashing her head as she became increasingly stimulated, again. "Yes... yes... yessssssss. Fuck..." and that was when Erin's head turned toward Fran, "... me."
Fran could see recognition from her mom, but she was too far gone, again. Erin's entire body became rigid and clung to the man as he thrust harder and harder and deeper and deeper. His long cock was mesmerizing to Fran, almost as much as the wild, frantic look on her mom's face.
Then they came, each on top of the other. His grunts mixed with her cries. They were a sweaty mess of tangled black and white skin slowly moving together. When the man rolled off her mom, Fran couldn't help herself. She moved toward the end of the bed and gasped. Her mom's pussy was gaping open from the size of the cock she just fucked and a small rivulet of cum leaked from it.
Fran's eyes were pulled from the image of her mom's pussy by the movement of the two on the bed rising to elbows to look directly at her. She saw the smiles forming on both faces and only then realized she had her hand deep in the front of her jeans. Embarrassed, ashamed, still shocked, and mad. She ran out the door to the other end of the hall and her own room. She slammed the door shut behind her, but it opened almost immediately. There stood her mom, naked, her inner thighs glistening with the mixture of their cum and sex.
"Fran, we have to talk."
Fran glared at her mom. "What were you doing?!" She put up her hand, "No, what were you doing with him?" She shook her head to get the right words out. "Mom... why? Why, mom? What about daddy?"
"Fran, listen to me, please." Erin had her hands firmly on Fran's upper arms to make her look at her. "I wasn't cheating on your father." Fran began protesting, again, but Erin continued, "Your father knows."
"He knows? He knows you're fucking that guy and he's okay with that?"
Fran sighed deeply and Erin smiled as they sat next to each other on Fran's bed. "He doesn't know the details... the who or how often. He doesn't want to know the details, but, yes, he's okay with it." She was finally able to put her arms around her daughter and she gently hugged her. "Honey, your father and I... I love your father. He's a good husband in almost every way, but... he's always known I had a high sex drive... very high... and he liked that at first. We had sex all the time... everywhere..."
"Mom..."
"This is important, dear." Fran seemed to sag in her mom's arms and resigned to listen. "But, after a while, his interest in sex dwindled but it was at the time you were little and I could put all my energy into you, the home, and being a good wife. Then, your father got this sales job and he is very good at it and enjoys it, but he is gone a lot and I was alone more with only you. Then, you grew up and didn't want me or need me in your life as much. Soon, you were gone a lot after school with studies with friends, dates, and activities. And I was alone more. The sex drive that I had managed to keep at bay all those years by throwing myself into you and your father... well... I didn't have those things, anymore. I thought if I masturbated, it might take the edge off. You masturbate, don't you? I know you do, but did it keep you from wanting your boyfriends?"
Fran looked up at her mom. Was she really asking or was it rhetorical? She found her mom waiting. She knew her mom knew she was active but she just let it be with innocent comments about being careful and birth control. Fran nodded, "Yes, I did a lot. You're right. It only made me want to feel the real thing. It would be what I envisioned as I masturbated."
Erin nodded, "That's what happened to me, too. I envisioned being with a man. Your father didn't have the interest... hadn't for a long time. Besides... I don't mean this meanly, honey... your father is small, very small." Fran looked up at her mom. She didn't know if her boyfriends were big or not but she knew they weren't anything like what she just saw on that man. She read the articles that proclaimed that size wasn't important, but she always wondered if that was merely a bunch of women rationalizing the size of their partners.
"So, how did dad... you know..."
Erin hugged her. Somehow, Erin being naked and the smell of sex hanging around her hadn't been an issue until Fran was relaxed and wasn't fighting. Suddenly, Erin was very aware of the nudity and when Fran touched her mom innocently on the thigh, she too became very aware. But Erin kept her daughter in her arms.
"The first time was an accident. I did cheat, but I didn't go out intending to. It was actually one of his sometimes golf partners. It was a mistake and I told him. He was mad, of course. We talked and talked more. We both saw what was happening and both seemed to come to an understanding. Maybe it wasn't ideal in a marriage, but we decided for us it might work. He just couldn't stand to know the details, but as long as I was happy and loved him and wanted to stay with him loyally when he was home... I just try to be discrete and only did it when you were supposed to be in school and now in classes." She looked sharply at Fran, "Which, by the way, why aren't you at classes?"
Fran was relaxed with the explanation enough to be embarrassed, "My last classes were canceled. Some kind of bug took out my last two professors and they couldn't line up TA's in time." She looked her mom in the face, finally. "How long?"
Erin sighed, "Four... no, about five years." Same guy? "No, different guys. He's one of the latest." Then, past what seemed to have been a crisis, something stirred inside Erin and she wondered. It would be so hot, exciting. "Honey, do you have a serious boy, now?" Fran shook her head. "But you still are having sex, aren't you? You still need to feel that regularly?" She was taking a chance based on what her daughter had shared now and before. "You still find a way to get someone between your legs?"
Fran flinched at the boldness of the question from her mom. They had talked about sex and men before, but not like this. This was so weird. Her mom was holding her tightly, still. She was naked and had just had multiple orgasms that Fran had witnessed. And, the man was still just down the hall. But her mom had opened up and been amazingly honest, so she could be, too.
She nodded, "Yes. Old boyfriends sometimes. Parties where everyone is sharing and experimenting." She looked up at her mom and no longer felt intimidated or awkward about her being naked. "Sometimes I have wondered if I was just a slut. Is that what I am?"
Erin hugged her tight and stroked her arm. She sighed, "Like mother... like daughter, I think. What is a slut, anyway? A woman who has casual sex without the intention of a relationship? But why can't sex just be sex? I think there is a difference. If you have sex to control the impulse, the need, isn't it different?" She looked into her daughter's face, "These men aren't really lovers to me. Your father is the only one I love. These men are sex partners and that's all. These men help me be a sane wife. Is that crazy sounding?"
Fran returned a shy smile. "You're pretty cool, mom. I had no idea you had ideas like that about sex." Erin kissed her daughter on the forehead and hugged her to her naked body. "Just don't let your father know I'm encouraging you." She stood and gave her daughter's hand a tug to stand, which she did. When Erin pulled Fran through the door into the hall, Erin said, "Come, there is someone I want you to meet."
Fran was nervous as she allowed herself to be pulled down the hall in the direction of the master bedroom. She watched in wonder. Her mom seemed so comfortable in her skin, now. Not only was she striding down the hall naked but there was purpose and confidence in her manner as she did it. At 47, she wasn't young, anymore. Her waist might be a little thick and her breast sagging, but she was still attractive in a mature way, especially in the way she carried herself. Her butt and thighs jiggled as she walked but that seemed to make her enticing, even to Fran, and she wondered if it was appropriate for her to think that way.
The bedroom door stood wide open and any thoughts about her mother were pushed to the back of her mind as she saw a naked black man sitting on the edge of the bed. Age-wise he was between her mom and her but much closer to her mom, maybe upper 30's to 40. When he saw them enter, he stood as if that was what he always did when women entered the room. His gut was a little thick, too. He stood maybe a half foot taller than them and had muscle tone like he used his body or a gym. But her eyes quickly found the truly amazing thing about him... his cock hung limp between his legs and looked as long as any of her boyfriends did when hard.
She heard her mom introducing them. She wasn't sure, but she thought she heard Erin call him Bob. She forced her eyes away from his cock to his face and dumbly put out her hand to shake. He ignored the hand and pulled her into his arms for a hug. Her arms naturally, but hesitantly, wrapped around his body. He wasn't soft. Her mind seemed to explode as her hands touched his back: she was hugging a naked man who had just been fucking her mom!
Her mom was saying something, again. "Honey?" She was still holding the man, Bob, in her arms. She blushed bright red, released him, and took a step back. Erin leaned in close to Fran and whisper into her ear, "Remember what we were just talking about? Have you ever seen anything like that? And, he has amazing recovery."
Fran tore her eyes away from the cock hanging from him like a long, thick length of sausage, glancing up at him, and whispering back, "You mean..."
"If you ask nicely, he might let you." Ask nice? Like when she was smaller and wanted a cookie before dinner? She had never had to ask for sex... just accepted the advances of guys. But this was different. He seemed respectful and it had to be awkward having just been caught fucking her mom and now she was standing before him dressed.
She looked up at him, back down to his cock, then back to his face, and down to his cock, "I... I..."
A soft chuckled escaped his mouth, though she didn't bother looking up she heard a smile on his mouth. "Never seen anything like that?" Fran dumbly shook her head. He put his hands on her shoulders and applied the slightest amount of pressure down and she began sinking to her knees in front of him. "Go ahead, touch it... hands... mouth... your mom likes it, too."
Fran didn't look anywhere but at the long, black cock in front of her face. If she leaned in, she could touch it with her tongue, but instead, she put her palm underneath it and lifted it. It was soft and her palm didn't cover half of it. Pointing straight at her now, she saw the drip of moisture formed at the hole in the head and licked it off without thinking. Then, she did think about it and looked up at him. He was smiling.
"A cock like that is different. Forget the man it is attached to, a cock like that makes me want to just make love to it." She hadn't noticed, but her mom was kneeling next to her. "Go ahead... stroke it, lick it, suck it... love it."
This was obscene. She was kneeling beside her naked mom in front of a naked black man holding a big black cock she couldn't take her eyes off. But her mom was right. Holding the cock, she forgot about the man it was attached to. Her eyes, her desires, her thinking, and longing were only focused on this cock, this slab of black meat she only thought existed in porn.
She was surprised to see the cock getting hard, closing the gap between it and her face. Then she saw that her hands had begun stroking it and her mouth was watering like she had a juicy piece of steak approaching her lips. Her lips opened and consumed not a piece of well-prepared steak but the head of the biggest cock she imagined and she felt it jerk in her hand and mouth as the wet warmth of her mouth encased the head. She sucked and twirled her tongue over the bulb of man-meat in her mouth and tasted unique and intriguing flavors that her mind told her were both the man and her mom, the mixture of their sex. She moaned as it all crashed into her brain: being with two naked people, the cock in her mouth, and the taste of their sexual pleasure. Her free hand clutched at her tee-shirt and bra encased breast. Her mouth pushed past the head, her lips encasing more of the cock until she felt it at the back of her mouth and probing her throat but there were still several inches of cock still outside her mouth. She gasped and groaned, a mini-orgasm coursing through her and soaking her panties.



With the cock filling her mouth, her mom kissed her distended cheek and asked a question that sent a shiver through her body, "Do you want him to cum in your mouth or experience more of it?"
She didn't respond. She slowly pulled her mouth off the cock that now glistened with her saliva and stood up, one of her hands still holding it. She looked into the eyes of the man... Bob... and he smiled. His hands moved to the bottom of her tee-shirt and pulled it up her body, her hand finally having to release the cock. As the shirt was being pulled over her head and up-stretched arms, she felt her mom behind her opening her bra. Bob bent down and her slightly parted lips were consumed by his large black lips while his hands opened her jeans and unzipped them. His hands cupped her breasts and squeezed them as her jeans and panties were pulled down by her mom.
Bob pulled her into his body. Now, her bare skin was against his and she felt his hard cock pressed against her abdomen. She gasped into his mouth as he kissed her. But she almost orgasmed when she heard her mom's voice while her pussy was being probed, "I think she is going to be tight." My God! My mom was fingering me and gauging how my pussy was going to be for his cock?
He stepped back slightly and reached his own hand down between her legs. Fran just watched, mesmerized by the entire situation, as his big black hand slid between her legs and a fat finger probed between her slick pussy lips and sank into her. She gasped. Then she moaned when she heard him, "Yes... very tight. Never had a cock like this, have you little Fran?" He took her hand and pulled her up onto the bed. He lay on his back, his cock held straight up in the air, "It's okay, Fran. It'll work, trust me. You be on top and assume total control. Go at your own pace."
Fran heard her mom alongside her, encouraging her, "He seemed too big to me the first time, too, but I took him. Go slow. He'll stretch you, but I guarantee feeling so full of cock will be something you'll love feeling."
Fran climbed over the cock and felt the head rub along her dripping slit. As she aligned the head to her opening, her mom pulled her face to hers and kissed her... not a chaste, motherly kiss but a passionate, consuming kiss that made her moan into her mother's mouth. At the same time, she sat down slightly and felt the head impossibly stretch her tight pussy and enter her. She cried into her mother's mouth as she sat down a little more and Bob mashed her breasts in his large hands. She broke the kiss from her mom. She had to look. What she saw shocked her. She only had half of him inside her but she felt totally stuffed with cock already. How could all of it possibly fit inside?
It took many minutes and her mom's constant encouragement until she finally felt her ass impact Bob's hips. All the while she rose and lowered, over and over, the cock inside her bottoming out against the top of her pussy, over and over, taking more and more by the inch, every time hitting the top of her pussy but somehow taking more as her pussy adjusted to the intrusion. Her entire pussy was stretched. She could never have imagined being so stuffed, so full of cock. When she had it all inside her, her mom wrapped her arms around Fran and hugged her tight as her daughter's pussy adjusted to the log lodged inside her.
Fran looked down at Bob as she slowly pulled up. It felt like she was rising forever. When she felt only the bulbous head still inside, she reversed and slowly sank back down but all in one smooth motion this time. Her face was beaming as she gazed down at him.
Giddy at having succeeded, "I was prepared to think I would never get it all inside me."
He chuckled, "Didn't I say you would?" She nodded excitedly. She was rising and sinking smoothly now as her pussy had adjusted to his size. His hands moved from her breasts to her hips as he began gently assisting her. "Now, what do you think about big black cock?"
"OH... MY... GOD! I love it... I can't believe how full... I am. It feels... so... fucking... amazing!"
Erin laughed, "I knew it... like mother, like daughter."
Fran was in her own world, though, and that world only consisted of her pussy sliding up and down on the biggest cock she imagined and the only sounds she heard were her own grunts, groans, moans, gasps, and cries of pleasure. She remained in that world through her first orgasm when she found herself collapsed on Bob's chest. Then, she felt herself rolling and momentarily worried about her senses until it occurred to her, she was still stuffed over that cock and Bob was now thrusting powerfully into her pussy. Her eyes cleared enough to find Bob leaning over her supported on his arms while his hips drove his cock into her like a mad man. She'd never been fucked like this. So stuffed, so full, so powerfully, and so completely fucked like she was only a means to his climax. And, maybe that's what she was this very moment, only a hole to cum in. She cried out. She gasped and panted. She gripped the sheets of her mother's bed. She beat on Bob's shoulders as her need to orgasm the second time drove her into a frenzy.
As her climax hit her, her hips were off the bed to meet his thrust. Her arms wrapped around his neck and shoulders as she quaked and gasped and grunted and panted her release. Then, she felt it... explosion after explosion of cum shooting into her pussy. Her pussy clamping around his cock, feeling every jerk and twitch and explosion of cum. She collapsed to the bed as his cock sent the last of his cum into her. Her chest rose and fell like she just finished a mad sprint over too long a distance. At the same time, her body tingled with the aftermath of the best orgasm of her life.
Nothing could have prepared her for what she just experienced. Her mom could have tried explaining it in the most descriptive of terms and it would never have come close. Now... another experience she wasn't prepared for... her mom between her widely splayed legs lapping at her gaping, leaking pussy.
After licking clean her daughter's pussy, Erin crawled up between Bob and Fran, kissing each on the mouth with equal passion. She sat back on her heels and gazed from one to the other, the man who had so many times given her so much pleasure and who had now introduced her own daughter to the same thing. With her hands, she stroked a cock and a pussy, then, "I'm going to shower quick. Then, I am going downstairs to prepare something for us to eat and drink." As she gazed into the eyes of each, "When I am done, you two shower together and join me." She bounced off the bed but turned before entering the bathroom, "And, no clothes."
Bob and Fran looked at each other and smiled. Bob now had two hot and active white women as sex partners. He didn't know how long the addition of Fran might last, but while it did, he was going to enjoy it.
After they had something to eat, both women were quickly back at Bob's cock, both mouthing and licking it, one on each side and frequently sharing a tonguing kiss when they met at the tip of his cock. It didn't take Bob long to again be hard as steel with the women so devoted to getting him to that point, but he relished the feeling of these two sharing his rod knowing full well there would be more fucking.
The women, too, were well aware of their own intentions to have their pussies filled with his magnificent cock, again. They were trying to be patient, to prolong the anticipation, but it wasn't long before they both gave in to the lust building up inside them. They stood, Erin taking Bob's cock in her hand as if it were his hand leading him back upstairs to the bed. Fran's hands were busy on his ass as she followed close behind.
Bob directed the women to bend over the edge of the bed shoulder to shoulder. They did, their ass in full display, their feet parted wide for easy access. Bob moved up behind Erin and smoothly pressed his cock into the older woman's pussy. He stroked into her about 10 times, then pulled out and moved a step to the right and plunged into Fran's ready pussy. This was going to take some time but nobody was complaining. After quite a while, Bob moved onto the bed on his back. He directed Erin to his right and Fran on his left. Then, he held his cock in the air and the two women giggled in delight. This time, Fran went first. She straddled his body and dropped her pussy over his length, fucking him hard for about 10 strokes. Then, as she pulled off the cock, her mom grabbed the cock and straddled it, barely missing a stroke.
Bob was in heaven. He lay quietly as two women fucked his rigid cock. He watched as each mounted him, fucked him wildly, then moved off to allow the other her chance. Back and forth. But it was time to bring this to a wonderful climax.
He stopped the women and directed them, again. Erin to lie on her stomach and Fran lying on top of her. Bob adjusted the women so both pussies were positioned just so, open and inviting. He moved on his knees between the four legs and slid into Erin, fucked her several time, then pulled out, raised his cock, and slid into Fran. After several thrusts, he pulled out of Fran and saw what he wanted. Both pussies were gaping open and drooling. He repositioned himself and thrust back into Fran who gasped at the sudden deep and powerful thrust. After several powerful thrusts, he pulled out and not missing a beat, thrust suddenly and deeply into Erin who also gasped out loudly. Now, he moved from one gaping pussy to the other, a single powerful and deep thrust into each, over and over, back and forth. Both women were crying out, gasping, pleading for him to never stop. But that was impossible. His own climax was rising but he had two women to satisfy. He reached down and stroked Erin's clit as he plowed into Fran. He continued stroking Erin as he pulled out and slammed into Erin, then stayed there as he felt Erin's pussy spasm around his cock. When he was sure she was orgasming, he pressed hard on her clit, which caused her to flinch and jerk violently, partially restricted by the weight of her daughter on top of her.
Fran knew she was close and could feel her mother's orgasm crash over her with spasms that transmitted through their bodies. When Bob slammed back into her pussy and pressed a large finger into her ass, she exploded, too. At the same moment, she felt her pussy drenched with cum, again. Then, as the feeling washed over her, he pulled his cock out and into her mom. Her mom cried out in joy as she obviously felt the cock spewing cum into her pussy, too.
Bob worked nights which was how he was able to be with Erin in the afternoon. He confessed he was going to be tired during his shift, but he would have no regrets. After he left in the early evening, Erin and Fran cleaned up the kitchen, then stood and looked at each other. They were still naked. Something passed between them. They couldn't have expressed it, exactly, but they both reacted at the same time. Their hands joined as they moved to the stairs for the upstairs. Back in the master bedroom, they shared a leisurely but emotional session of sixty-nine, each licking and sucking cum from each other's pussy.
After both orgasmed nicely... again... they wanted to stay in each other's arms, but Erin rose while instructing her daughter not to move. Erin quickly moved through the downstairs, turning off lights and locking doors. Crawling back into bed and pulling the sheet over them, she cuddled into her daughter's arms. After what they had experienced, they couldn't go to separate beds to sleep.
Erin looked into her daughter's eyes while lightly stroking her breast and nipple. Then, she quietly spoke, "Your father must never know about this. It is one thing for him to accept what I am doing, but he may not be able to accept you being involved, too." Fran nodded and lightly kissed her mom. "Do you want this to happen, again?"
"Oh, God, mom... yes!"
Erin chuckled. Silly question, apparently. "Okay, but your classes and grades come first." Fran nodded emphatically in agreement. Erin returned the light kiss and snuggled into her daughter's arms. "Maybe Bob has a friend..."
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CHAPTER 2: LIFE SHIFT
What does it say that I wasn't feeling guilty? Okay, that's not quite accurate. Saturday morning I rose earlier than Stan, a common occurrence, and nervously sat at the kitchen table with coffee and an English muffin. Stan finally came into the kitchen still half asleep.
"You were out late last night," he commented as he took a mug from the cabinet and filled it. As he sat down and reached for the morning paper, he added, "You must have had a good time." He scanned the front page before flipping a couple sections back to the Financial section. "I'm glad. You deserve it." With that amount of curiosity, he was deep into the financial news of the day.
I thought, 'I do deserve some good times, damn it.' But this was what our life had come to. Stan was a Senior Account Manager in a large corporation covering all of North America. He worked long hours when he was home in the office but traveled frequently, many times for full weeks or even two weeks if it meant taking advantage of minimizing excess travel by staying in a region over the weekend. I was never sure if that was a company thing or something Stan chose to do to show his commitment. There was no doubt he was on the way up and he was already bringing in a good salary but his work and travel left little opportunity for us to take advantage of the income. I continued to work not because we needed the income but to give me something to keep me busy.
Stan had gone to bed early and apparently hadn't worried about how late I was. 'I deserved to have a good time'. Damn, I thought, but wasn't that a good time!
Stan was leaving for a business trip, again. Sunday afternoon. He said something about not being able to get connections to arrive in time for his early Monday meeting in Vancouver. I stood at the front door as he pulled his suitcase down the sidewalk to his car he had washed and detailed earlier in the day (it was just going to sit in an airport garage, for crying out loud). He stopped.
"I won't be back until Saturday," he announced with a resigned sigh. "Late last meeting and bad connections. Sorry." He turned and stopped, again. "Why don't you have fun this Friday. Whatever it was you did last time that you seemed to enjoy so much, do it again." Then, he was gone. I stood there stunned. He probably thought I was waiting to see him off. I know what he would have meant. It wasn't what I heard, though.
"Did he just give me permission," I mumbled to myself? A huge smile grew over my face. "I could sure take it that way."
I had planned on a soothing bath to get ready for the workweek. I made it better with a glass of wine, candles, and soothing music. With the wine glass emptied and the hot water definitely soothing me, my fingers found their way between my legs. It hadn't been part of my plan but it felt very good. With one hand between my legs stroking my pussy, the other was fondling a breast and nipple. My mind wandered as I enjoyed the feelings. My mind wandered to Jerome. His wonderful, hard, thick, long, and black penis. Then, what else he did to my pussy. His mouth and tongue and lips. God, how wonderful that had been.
I stroked my pussy and felt the pussy hair there. Oral sex wasn't a part of sex with Stan. I wondered about Jerome and how easily he gave it to me. I felt the hair. I wondered... would oral sex be better, more enjoyable without the hair? I'm not sure I consciously made a decision. I had shaved my legs and pits so the razor was right there. I trimmed the hair and shaved it before I really thought too much. The only thought came when I did make the decision to leave trimmed hair above. Wickedly, I considered that Stan might not be wiser if that was left. It wasn't like he went down there, anyway.
That next week I puzzled over what I was doing shaving my pussy. Did I really think Jerome and I would somehow find each other, again? We didn't even know each other's full names much less contact information. Nonetheless, I shaved it every other day. But it was more than that. I masturbated to the thoughts of that night twice during the week. So, late Thursday afternoon when one of the girls stopped at my cubicle to ask if I'd be interested in going out Friday night, I asked where. They were planning to go to one of their old favorites which was not the club. No, I begged off, I'd just take care of myself. The implication being that I was staying home. I knew better right then.
"What are you doing here?" The voice behind me as I moved through the crowded club stopped me. The strong hands that then held my shoulders sent a shiver through me.
I turned, his hands moving with me, ending with them still on my shoulders as I faced him. The music was loud, people milling and talking around us, but I only saw him... Jerome, all 6' 2", 200 pounds of the strong, confident, exciting black man. "This is probably going to sound desperate, but... I... was hoping to see you."
He smiled, took my arm, and led me to a booth on the side of the dance floor with a reserved sign on it. It was the same booth as last week. "Me, too."
I almost collapsed into the booth. He was hoping to see me, too? I had felt like a silly, desperate, married woman seeking something lost in my life. Maybe I was but he felt something, too. All I knew was I wanted to see him, again. All I focused on was that he wanted to see me, again.
It was about 8:00 when I entered the club. He complimented me on how I was dressed. I wore a shorter, tighter skirt and a semi-sheer white blouse. I didn't leave from work but changed at home, fortifying myself with a glass of wine in the process. The blouse was unbuttoned to the point of exposing my bra. The bra was a sexy one I had for special and provided a lot of cleavage and less support. He seemed to enjoy the sight of my breasts moving more freely based on the number of times I caught him looking.
During a slow dance, his hands slid down my back to my ass. I felt him inch the hem of my skirt higher as he pulled my hips into his. I buried my face into his shoulder as the feelings rose within me: The feel of his body against me; the exhibition feel of more leg being exposed to others around us as my skirt bunched below my ass. I was breathing ragged when he raised my face to him and kissed me on the lips on the dance floor. I moaned into his mouth. His hand moved from my ass up my side to partially hold my breast. I groaned into his mouth and shivered.
"If we leave now, we'll have more time."
I nodded as I looked into his eyes. Yes, I wanted to. I pressed my hips into him and felt him. Yes, I wanted that. I desperately wanted that.
It started as a repeat of last week. He took my hand and hurried us out of the club into the parking lot. I recognized his flashy sports car as we approached. Instead of being pressed up against the low top, though, he lifted me onto the hood, parted my legs, and stepped between them. We kissed and he pulled me forward to press into his hips and penis. The action forced my skirt higher until I could feel the cooler metal of the hood on my pantyhose-covered thighs and butt. His hands found my legs as we kissed and he moved them up to my thighs, pushing the skirt even higher. I could feel the night air to the top of my thighs through the thin pantyhose material. It sent my excitement and need spiking higher. I had never been exposed like this in public. What if someone came out? What if someone saw me like this? I didn't care. New experiences. That was what he said he could give me. I wanted more.
"I want to fuck you," he calmly said with our lips touching.
"OH GOD, YES," I gasped back. "Yes... please... I want to feel you inside me, again. God," I gasped, "I want that feeling again."
He stepped back with me sitting on his car with legs apart and skirt pushed to my hips. "Damn... you are a sexy woman, Trish."
He led me to the same hotel, this time on the second floor. When the door closed, I started unbuttoning my blouse but he stopped me. With my blouse unbuttoned to the waist of my skirt, my lacy bra exposed, his next words sent a shiver down my spine.'
"Undress me."
Simple two words. He was asking for more, this time. He had done so much last time and I had been the recipient. Was he testing me? He knew I wasn't experienced. Maybe this was how he leads me to more experiences.
My hands shook as I moved them to the buttons on his shirt. I managed to undo them despite the shaking, then pulled the tails out and completed the remaining couple of buttons. I slid the shirt over his powerful shoulders and off his arms. The shirt dropped to the floor as my hands slid up his arms, over his defined biceps and triceps, over his shoulders, and down onto his muscled chest. I closed the gap between us simply by leaning forward to kiss his chest, his entire chest. I kissed and sucked his nipples. I didn't know why. It just felt right.
I looked up and he was watching me. I moved my hands to his belt, then the clasp on his pants, and the zipper. I sucked in a breath and reached inside and felt his penis under his boxers. There... there it is.
I shook my head slightly to snap out of it. There was more to do. I knelt down in front of him to assist him out of his shoes and socks. I discarded them to the side. My hands rose to his pant covered thighs and I looked up the height of his black, muscled body. He was watching. Patiently. Letting me do it.
My hands rose to the waist of his pants. I sucked in a breath and tugged them over his hips and they fell to his feet with slight help. I helped him step out of them. I looked directly ahead, directly in front of me was his crotch still in his boxers. I ran my hands over the front and felt the firmness, the size of it under my touch. My fingers tugged the boxers down and his penis, his wonderful big black penis was inches from my face. It seemed to throb in front of me. I looked up, again.
"I... I've never... I don't... know what to do."
"You've never loved a cock?"
Cock. What a new world. Cock. I shyly, embarrassed, shook my head. "No. What do I do? Tell me... what do I do? I want to please you as you please me."
His finger stroked my cheek. "Just explore. Touch it with your fingers, your lips, your tongue, your mouth. Find out how it feels with all of them. The head. The shaft. The balls. Explore. Make love to them and listen to what I respond to." His finger tilted my head up toward him. "Then you can use your cunt."
Cunt. Cock. Cunt. God, my pussy... my cunt?... is flowing with juice!
I moved my face to his penis/cock. I kissed the shaft in front of me. I lifted it and kissed around it and up the length of it to the head. I kissed the head, then brought my tongue out to lick it. I smiled. Not bad. I licked down and around and up. I took the head between my lips and gave a tentative suck. Some pre-cum came out. Hmmm... more. I pushed my mouth over the head and several inches further, sucking and twirling my tongue inside my mouth. I heard him sigh and give a soft moan. I smiled with a mouthful of cock. His cock. Yes... he calls it cock so it's cock.
I released the head from my mouth and mouthed his cock down until I came to the base. I paused. He said his balls. What do I do with them? Explore... licking the sack and feeling the balls inside, my fingers working over them as my mouth licked and my lips took them. This is all strange but his sounds are encouraging me.
I take his cock in my mouth, again. This time there is more urgency, more need, and desire in my efforts. I push my mouth over it until the head hits my throat and I gag. I pull back and look up, saliva escaping from the corners of my mouth. I wipe my mouth with the back of my hand. He pulls me up and kisses me.
"You did good for the first time. You just need practice. You'll be a lot better soon."
I look at him dazed. I sucked my first cock. Cock. The sound of it even in my head sends a shiver down me. Now he's talking about practice and getting better soon. He wants more, too.
He looks down between us and I follow his gaze. My hands are continuing to pump his hard cock up and down. In case I missed the significance before, both of my hands don't cover his cock.
He helped me strip, then, "You know what I want?" I shook my head. I was naked and again stroking his cock. "I want you to fuck me for our first fuck. I want you on top doing it all. I want to see your tits bouncing and swaying as your cunt bounces over my cock."
I pushed him to the edge of the bed and he climbed into the center on his back. I crawled onto the bed after him, approaching him like a cat fixed on devouring her prey. My eyes fixed solely on his hard black cock lying on his black, muscled body. I had just used my mouth to devour that massive thing, having to stretch my mouth open to get it inside. Now... now I was going to use my pussy.
Before I crawled over his midsection, I paused to lick the length of it and take the bulbous head back into my mouth. I moaned as I felt it harden more in my mouth. I moved over him, grasped it, and raised it. I moved it and myself to position it at the opening to my pussy. I closed my eyes and sucked in a deep breath before pushing back, feeling the head spread my lips and begin opening my hole. I pressed back more and groaned as it stretched me open more for the head to pass inside. My eyes opened then and I looked down at him with lust-hazed eyes.
His hands came up to my breasts as I started moving slowly up and down over his pole taking him deeper and deeper inside me. He pinched my nipples and I looked down at him.
"Make me cum. You're in control of my cock. Use your cunt to make me cum and flood your cunt."
His words were like a trigger, a switch that ramped up my arousal instantly. I raised up so only the head remained inside and slammed down so that head slammed into me, glancing off my cervix and somehow going deeper. I heard him grunt and groan. His fingers slid between my legs and my downward thrust jammed my clit against them. I cried out as pussy, clit, and nipples were simultaneously stimulated. I cried out when my body began shaking and my breath stopped as an orgasm overtook me. I leaned forward onto his chest as the orgasm crashed over me.
"I... I... I'm... sorry... I..." I stammered out between gasps and panting. But my hips continued somehow to slide up and down over his cock and his arms held me around the shoulders as I came and while my hips continued to move.
"Never... OH GOD... that feels so good... never apologize for an orgasm... just... just be sure you... satisfy whoever you are... fucking."
Oh God... whoever I am fucking. Like I'm going to be some kind of slut... it caused another spike in my orgasm. I pushed myself up and increased my movements. I shifted to grinding my pussy on him, then moving in small circles, then fucking him up and down. I felt my pussy spasm around him and began intentionally squeezing the muscles around him as I rose and dropped.
I heard deep sounds and didn't immediately recognize them for what they were until he was pulling me down to his chest and his hips were rising to meet my thrusts. He slammed into me and held me tight as I felt his cock swell and pulse as his seed flooded into me in great streams.
I lay on his chest, still breathing heavily, my pussy still twitching with orgasmic aftershocks. I kissed the flesh at my mouth. "Jerome... my God... you consume me." I squeezed my pussy around his penis still deep inside me even though I can feel it softening some. I turn my head with my chin in his chest. His arm is behind his head so he can look at me, too. I continue to squeeze. I want to feel him inside me more and more and I work up the courage to tell him. "I... this is going to sound awful... I love fucking you. I love the feel of your penis... it's so... consuming."
He smiled with a soft chuckle. "We're fucking, Trish. There are different words for what we are doing. You can't be an innocent little housewife when you leave your husband at home to fuck me. Cunt, fuck, tit, cock... those are the words."
"Cunt, fuck, tit, cock." I repeated them several times for him.
He studied me for a moment. Then, "What would your husband think of hearing you say those words?"
"He'd be shocked."
"What about the Trish who comes to find me?"
"She... I'm excited by them. I'm excited by the thought of you, your black cock, what it and you do to me." He rolled us over and held his body above mine to slide his cock in and out. Though somewhat softened, it was still a long, firm shaft that immediately stimulated me and began firming inside me. I gasped out, "How... can you... do it... so soon?"
He didn't respond, he only curled his arms under my knees and pressed them up and against me as he plowed firmly and deeply into me. I groaned and moaned, a smile covering my face as he began consuming me all over again.
Minutes later, "I love your bouncing tits. They're almost obscene. I love obscene, Trish. I love a woman who can let herself go and let her desires take over. Can you be that, Trish?"
He was fucking me hard and fierce the whole time he talked, his voice seeming affected only by the exertion. "Jerome... I need you to fuck me. I need your big cock inside me. I need to feel you cum inside me. I need it all... everything... anything... you can... will do... want to do... to me."
He smiled a smile that said many things and many things he held to himself. I didn't care what he was thinking. I only cared about his pole thrusting into me and driving me crazy all over again. Another orgasm crashed over me. I cried out louder as he pounded into me. I begged him to cum. I apologized, again. He only continued to pound me.
After what seemed like forever and I was again approaching another orgasm, he thrust deeper somehow and spewed his cum into my grasping cunt. Ohhhhh... I love that word. Cunt. My cunt filled with the seed of his cock. OH... FUCK, YES!!
I was lying on my side alongside him. My tit was pressed into his side and my fingers idly, lazily caressing his softened cock. I regularly kissed some part of him as we talked about nothing special but he was pulling my life story from me without difficulty.
"What are you thinking," he asked me as my fingers lifted his balls and traced up his flaccid cock that was still twice the size of any other I had ever seen hard.
I blushed but he insisted, reminding me to be open about my desires. "I'm thinking about this wonderful cock of yours... and how you used it, of course." I blushed deeper. "Do you think I'm awful for being here and wanting this?"
He chuckled, "How could I think you're awful? Yes, you're a married woman going behind the back of her husband, but he is obviously not able to satisfy you. The real question is, what does all this mean? Where is this going?"
I didn't know. I never allowed myself to think beyond getting fucked by him, again. I moved down his body and slipped my mouth over his cock head and into my mouth. I tasted our combined juices on it and moaned with satisfaction and approval. As I sucked his cock, felt it stirring to life in my mouth, I knew I was ignoring his question and I knew he recognized that, too. It wasn't a question I could answer at the moment, though. So, I sucked his cock. I hadn't sucked a cock before. Now I was initiating it.
We fucked again before I felt I had to leave. His question stayed with me. What does all this mean and where did I think it is going? I had no idea. I understood the question. I understood the reason for the question. I was a married woman. How does he invest himself in a married woman?
He gave me his cell phone number saying he would like to see me, again. His question weighed on me. He wants to see me but being a married woman left an impact, too. That didn't stop me from contacting him, though. Over the next weeks, we met at the club every Friday. Stan, when he was home, didn't flinch or question my going out. I supposed he made the assumption I was with the girls from work. He never really asked either. Each time I called Jerome to see if we could meet, I sensed something coming back to me through the phone waves bouncing from tower to tower. He was always happy to see me and the experiences he showed me each time increased not only my sexual awakening but awareness of a change happening within me. It wasn't just that Jerome gave me orgasms that challenged my sanity. He gave me orgasms. Period. He devoted time to my pleasure and taught me how to please a man. Stan... it had been maybe a year since Stan had done anything. And, that was when we both drank too much and I took the initiative. I had drifted without a rudder, drifted without knowing where I was going or what was happening. Jerome gave me a direction and taught me how to have some control over where I was going. But... only on Friday nights, it seemed. The rest of the time I was drifting... and thinking... thinking about big cock. Thinking about Jerome's cock... Jerome's cock in my cunt. In weeks, he has changed my words, my thinking, my perspective. Fucking. Cunt. Cock. Tit. There was another word that crept up frequently, too. Cheating. There were moments when that word, cheating, stung me. Then, I thought about Jerome's cock, remembered how Jerome's cock felt... in my hands... on my tongue... on my lips... in my mouth... ohhhh yessss, and in my cunt. Cheating didn't sting so much. Big cock, his big cock was consuming my thinking.



Good questions: what does all this mean? Where is all this going? I still didn't know but I did know I needed to see him... no, I needed him to fuck me with his monster.
"What about Stan?" he asked when I called him as if they were on a first name basis.
"He is on a business trip, again. He's gone all weekend plus part of next week."
"In that case, come to my house and spend the weekend. You can experience what it's like to have a real man around to take care of."
I almost creamed right then. This wasn't a night of passion. He's implying I would take care of his needs all weekend. What did that even mean? Fuck him certainly. Cook for him? Take care of the house while I was there? Cleanup? None of any of that mattered, though, did it? No. The first one was the only thing that mattered: fucking him.
He sent a text with his address. I had asked what I would need to bring. He said, nothing, just come over from work. What did that mean? I think I knew what that meant and my panties were instantly soaked.
The address was in a part of the greater Miami/Dade area than I wasn't familiar with. I put the address into the map app on my phone and followed the directions. I was shocked when I was led into an exclusive development of large homes on large lots with canal access leading to the open waters of the Atlantic. I stopped and rechecked the address I had punched into the app. It was correct. But, while I was stopped, a security guard SUV pulled up in front of me. A man in uniform got out and approached my window.
"You lost, ma'am?"
"No... no... I was invited by Jerome Cardell. I wasn't expecting all this so I was making sure I input the correct address."
"Jerome? The football player... you're a guest of his?" I nodded. Football player? "Terrible thing, isn't it? In the prime of his career, just signed a huge extension and he gets injured ending his playing." I look up. The man was shaking his head as if he was watching the injury happen. "I remember watching that boy catch passes like nobody else... I mean nobody else." Wow. Fancy car, fancy address. No wonder he didn't say anything about those hotel rooms. The guard actually led me to Jerome's place. WOW! What a place.
I waveed to the guard as the front door opened. "Jerry lead you in?" I nodded. "Yeah, a good guy but a bit overprotective when strangers come in."
"Wow, Jerome, why didn't you tell me you played professionally?"
He shrugged. "History. That was then." He laughed, "It did pay for all this, though."
Two stories. The garage had three doors. He gave me a quick tour. The entry was full two stories high with a curving staircase going up one side. Directly in the back was the kitchen and family room with sliding doors to a large patio partially covered and a large pool. The backyard was private for the most part. A good-sized boat was tied up beyond that. An office and a room with a huge TV screen and lounging chairs were down one side. The other side was a grand dining room. Upstairs was his huge master suite and four other bedrooms, none of them small.
We were in the hallway at the head of the stairs when I asked him, "You told me not to bring anything for the weekend. Why?"
He turned me around and began unzipping my dress. "Because, my sexy married woman, I am keeping you naked all weekend." He pushed the dress off my shoulders and unclasped my bra. "I intend to fuck you as much as my cock will allow me. And then, I intend to have you sucking me for all you're worth to get me hard, again." He pushed my panties down over my hips and looked me in the eyes. "Any questions?"
I smiled. God, I was horny. "No, sir." I picked up my discarded clothes and followed him to the master bedroom as he began discarding his clothes. I picked those up, too. He took the clothes from my arms when we were in the room, picked me up over his wide shoulder, and carried me through the sitting area to the bed which was already turned down. He plopped me down on the bed and I squealed in delight. He followed as I crab-walked into the center of the massive bed. I watched, his big cock bouncing beneath him as he crawled to me. He threw open my legs, aligned his cock head to my pussy hole, and thrust.
I gasp at cried out, "Ooooooo... fuck yes..." as the feeling of again being consumed by cock overwhelmed me. I raised my legs and wrapped them around his waist as he immediately began powerful thrusts into my needy cunt.
After an especially hard thrust, he bent down and took a nipple between his teeth, bit gently, then kissed me. "Are you always so wet, sexy?"
"When I... am near your... big black cock, yes," I panted out breathlessly.
"This is what you need, isn't it? Stuffed with big cock; your hole stretched, filled, and used by big cock."
"God, yes... yes, yes, yes," I gasped.
"You can't think properly when you haven't had cock for a while?"
"Yes," I confessed. "I need your cock. I'm consumed with thoughts... of your cock. It fills me... consumes me. I need this..." The words might have shocked me before but I had changed... been changed. I hadn't looked for it but it had happened. I needed this.
He pounded into me with strong, powerful thrusts. I raised my hips up to meet his thrusts, to accept them, to give myself to him. He pulled up suddenly and literally flipped me onto my stomach, raised my hips, and thrust back into me. The pounding continued as I lay gasping but also moaning and groaning and muttering all sorts of nonsensical things. I orgasmed but he continued pounding, thrusting. I was a wilted pile of flesh when I felt him... his cock... swell and jerk inside and send great streams of cum into my cunt. And, still, he thrust into me.
A moment later, he slowed with long easy strokes but still moving. I could hear the squishing his cock made as it moved in and out of my flooded hole. He leaned down over me, "Thank you... I needed that. I've been thinking about you... about this weekend. I think I understand." I wanted to turn over and look into his face and ask what he understood but he added, "Later." He pulled out and I could feel cum running out with his cock from my gaping hole. He gave my butt a swat and announced that he was hungry. I watched him pull his boxers back on, then held out his hand to me. I scrambled to the edge of the bed and he led me out of the bedroom to the stairs. He had been serious, apparently. He was keeping me naked.
I found eggs, green onion, pepper, and cheese in the frig and scrambled up a nighttime breakfast with toast. It was simple but nearly immediate and satisfying.
"Damn," he exclaimed as he shoveled in a forkful. "You're learning how to truly fuck AND you cook!" I smiled as I ate with smaller bites. Learning how to fuck... yes, it was like he was showing me new things I hadn't expected.
He got up and asked me to follow him. He opened the sliding door and walked out onto the patio. I hesitated. It was one thing to be naked inside, even when he pressed me against the window in the hotel and fucked me with a couple getting out of their car two stories below and pointing me out. I had still felt anonymous, even then. This... this felt more exposing, exhibitionism. He assured me the yard was essentially private. He led me to the pool and asked if I swam. I love swimming and was about to remind him I hadn't brought a suit when he simply smiled. Yes, I would use the pool and yes, I would be naked.
Then, he walked further back. He seemed totally comfortable outside in his boxers. I walked with him, of course. He led me to the very back where his boat was tied up. I looked to the left and right. Other boats of similar size were tied up at private piers along the canal. Unlike inside the property, though, there was no privacy here from the canal or along the shore. I saw nobody but felt incredibly exposed.
"It's beautiful, Jerome," I honestly exclaimed while trying desperately not to show my nervousness. "Do you often go out on it?"
He put his right arm around me and used his left to fondle my left tit. God, how I was already so used to his words. "I know you are nervous about being naked in public. It's exciting, though, isn't it? But, you're a hot, sexy woman and you turn men on. Why pretend otherwise." It hit me, fucking me wasn't all of it. He found me exciting even without all the experience. He loved my big breasts and the way they moved. He loved my body and face... the package he thought was sexy and tempting. He wanted... intended, apparently... to show me off, display me and tease others. My mind was scared, frightened, nervous but my body was incredibly excited at the prospect. A boat appeared from somewhere and Jerome felt me tense. He smiled and moved me along his boat until I was away from any cover and fully exposed. He stood behind me, one hand stroking my hip while the other cupped a breast. "Think they see you, Trish? Think they see your naked body and big tits?" He turned me around and kissed me. "Exciting, isn't it?"
"God, yes!" My exclamation stunned me but it was true. It was very exciting. I realized then that I didn't just want to be fucked by him but to be challenged by him so I could experience so many new things I never knew might be possible. I wanted to experience whatever he wanted from me even if it might initially frighten me. I wanted it all... whatever 'all' might be.
Outside naked challenged me? He immediately ramped that up. He stopped once we were on the grassy area. He put my hand on his crotch and waited. It took me a moment to accept what he was expecting. I couldn't help a nervous glance around before sinking to my knees on the grass. I pulled his boxers over his hips far enough to pull his soft cock into view. I held it up and licked the underside from base to tip. As I took the head between my lips, I looked up at him. He was smiling.
"You like my big cock, don't you?"
I nodded without taking it out of my mouth. I did. I could taste our combined cum dried on his cock from our earlier fuck. Even that was arousing to me. I pressed my mouth further down on it until I felt it just enter my throat but pulled back as I sensed the gag reflex. He stroked my cheek. Practice. That's what he said before. Practice and I'll get better and better. I wanted to get better, too. I wanted to give him everything he wanted. I was possessed. And, I knew it. And, I didn't care that I was possessed by him and his big black cock. I wanted it. I needed it. As I knelt there naked outside sucking his cock, I accepted what I probably already knew unconsciously... I'd do anything he wanted just to please him... and to have him.
He came in my mouth. The first time. Always before I sucked him to get him hard and then we fucked. The first stream filled my mouth and slid down my throat as I gulped. He pulled his cock out and the second stream hit the bridge of my nose and forehead. The third hit my lips as he pressed back into my mouth. With cum on my face and lips, a few drops falling to my tits, I licked and sucked his cock clean.
That night we made love. It was almost strange after being pounded and controlled. It was also wonderful. The change was exciting and part of the excitement was not knowing what he was going to do or how he was going to do it.
I woke to the feelings of a delicious dream of stimulation to find Jerome sucking a nipple and softly fingering my cunt. When he saw my eyes flicker open, he pulled me on top of him as he rolled to his back. Still fuzzy with sleep, I didn't waste a moment and reached underneath to lift his cock and guide him to my cunt opening. I slowly settled down it, rising and lowering several times to be fully penetrated. I grasped my tits and mauled them as I began fucking him faster, my eyes closed, my mouth open with soft moans and gasps escaping freely. I squeezed his cock with my muscles which added to my stimulation, too. We both climaxed after many minutes of me fucking him and him lying back enjoying it.
He had me suck him while he had another cup of coffee after breakfast. Then, he fucked me leaning over the table, the dirty plates bumped out of the way by my body being pummeled from behind.
I was doing the breakfast dishes (he didn't ask or suggest that I do, I just did), my hands in hot, sudsy water when he came up behind me, his feet nudging mine wider so his fingers could invade my sloppy cunt. He started slowly, caressing and sliding along the wet, easily opening of my lips, but he soon shifted to inserting several fingers inside and fucking me. His fingers disappeared but only to turn me around, my wet hands splashing water as I grasped for the counter edge for support as his fingers invaded me, again. He then surprised me with another experience. He curled his fingers and found a spot inside, my g-spot, and vigorously stroked it while using his thumb for pressure against my clit. My entire body was convulsing on his fingers as a huge orgasm built and exploded. My knees gave way and I found myself on my knees between his legs and the under-sink doors. I was gasping as my body continued to shake and convulse. I felt something at my lips and opened both my eyes and mouth. His fingers entered my mouth and were dripping with my juice.
He lifted me to my feet and then into his arms, my head sagging against his shoulder. "My God... you are responsive," he softly said as he carried me out of the kitchen to the staircase. "You're one of the most sexual women I have met." He laid me onto the still unmade bed and covered me. He closed the drapes but left the windows open. He came back to me and kissed my forehead. I was already fading into sleep. I barely heard the words but was just far enough gone to react. "I think you are the one. I'll know soon."
I woke from a spectacularly erotic dream undoubtedly driven by the fingering orgasm Jerome had given me. I looked around the room and searched for the time. Still before noon. Good. I rolled out of bed and flung the drapes open to step out onto the small balcony. Yes, I was naked. Yes, being on the second story probably made me more visible. I still glanced to the sides but felt invigorated.
"There she is," I heard Jerome call out from behind me. "How are you feeling?"
I stepped back into the room and threw my arms around his neck and kissed him like I hadn't seen a lover in weeks. "I feel wonderful." I gave him another kiss, then looked intently, "Jerome... what did you do to me?"
He chuckled. "G-spot and clit at the same time. They're connected, you know. No other function than arousal. Hit them with enough intensity and..."
"God! Believe me... I know!"
He held up his hand. "What's that?" I asked.
"A tee shirt."
"I see it's a tee shirt. Why?"
He smiled, "You need to make this into a dress." He wanted the sleeves cut off and the shoulders trimmed to look like straps. "I want the front cut down to..." as his finger traveled down my chest to a point between my tits. "... about there."
"I have a dress I came in."
"I want you in this." I wasn't sure how much coverage it would give me but... if that's what he wants. He pointed me to some scissors. "But, first..." I looked at him, "We both need a shower.
He stripped out of his boxers and led me into his huge shower. It had nozzles all over the place and was easily big enough for both of us. The door and wall were glass. We washed each other, I spent more time than necessary washing his magnificent cock and he focused on my tits and cunt. Before long, the inevitable happened. He pressed me against the glass wall and I spread my legs before he even could nudge them. I stuck my ass back at him and he entered me. Each time we fucked it became less effort to open enough to take him. I looked out through the glass and saw the reflection of me, tits squashed into the glass, as my body was pushed into the glass with a steady rhythm of his fucking stroke. Damn, that was sexy.
When I slipped the modified tee-shirt/dress over my head, I questioned him, "I'm only wearing this?"
"No... your heels are okay." I shook my head. He wouldn't tell me what was happening. I wondered if he thought I might say 'no' for the first time.
We took his sports car with the top down. The shirt/dress was so loose on me that it flopped around even with the seat belt and shoulder strap. He parked and I realized it was an outdoor festival of art, food, and music. Outside, crowded public setting, and nearly naked. He took my hand and led me into the crowd before I could think about it any further. I was getting a lot of looks, then I spotted us walking toward a large mirror intended for people to try on scarves and such. My mouth gaped open as I saw myself walking in the heels. My tits, without a bra, were bouncing, swaying, and dancing under the thin material. No wonder I was getting so many looks.
I pulled myself into Jerome, "It's obvious I'm naked underneath."
"Yes," he laughed. "Exactly what I wanted. Whatever happens, I don't want you touching the dress." He gave me a look that reinforced, did I understand. I nodded, wondering what he thought might happen.
We crossed a little bridge in the park and entered another section of the festival. I didn't think anything of it at first. It was windier but... and it hit me as I felt the hem flipping and rising below me. I looked at him and he shook his head He released my hand and told me to walk ahead. I did, of course. I glanced down as the wind picked up when I came to a spot with a clear line of sight to the ocean. I couldn't be sure by my vantage but by the looks from others, I guessed my impression was correct. The hem was rising above my hips.
Jerome caught up with me and showed me his phone. He had taken pics. My ass is clearly in view. That meant... in front... I was beet red and avoided looking at anyone around us. But he wasn't done.
"I have two challenges for you." As embarrassed as I was by what had already happened, I had to admit to myself, if not to him, it was VERY exciting, too. "First, find five situations where you can bend over from the waist when you are sure there are people in front and behind." I knew exactly what that would cause. "Second, when you have completed that, return to the car. When you are in view of the parking lot, about a block, jog the rest of the way. Or, at least, however much like a jog you can do in those heels." Yeah, I knew what that was going to do, too.
Jerome walked away and I noticed he still had his phone in his hand. I took a deep breath and looked around. The art exhibits would be my best opportunity. The first one I chose was wood carvings. There was a carved troll standing on the ground and the exhibit seemed quite popular. I walked up to the exhibit, moved to the troll, and bent over from the waist as instructed. I heard a woman gasp behind me and a guy in the front squatted to get a better look at a different carving but his attention wasn't so much on the other carving. I glanced at my chest and saw how the loose material had fallen away and the deep scoop Jerome wanted to be cut into it was clearly exposing my entire chest. At the same time, I felt the hem slide up over my butt... but I also felt the sun and air on my exposed butt and cunt.
Try as I did to act as though I didn't realize what was happening, I couldn't control the physical reaction of the blush. I continued, though. The second and third situations felt the same. As I looked for the fourth situation, though, a new feeling had replaced the embarrassment and the blush response was replaced by building arousal. Guys were eyeing me closely even as I walked carefully. I glanced down to see how prominently obvious my erect nipples were as they moved under the material.
At the fourth and fifth spots, I intentionally parted my legs to shoulder width as I bent over and raise a hand to move my long hair out of my face and tilting my shoulders in the process. The action moved everything in front and for a moment my entire right tit was prominently exposed.



I could hear the distinct sounds of digital cameras in front and in back. I only hoped my face wouldn't appear on some public flashing porn site. There was a steady stream of people arriving and leaving. The route back to the parking lot was crowded with people coming and going. I knew what this was going to be like and I steadied my nerves and willed myself for one more exposure as I tried to calmly walk by myself toward the car. I found my gait had changed. No longer was I walking nervously with highly controlled steps but with a decided bounce to my walk. I was walking unconsciously with confidence and provocativeness that surprised even me. My tits were bouncing and the hem of the shirt, too. When I spotted the parking lot, I glanced around and still didn't find Jerome. I expected him to be around somewhere to enjoy all this but I hadn't spotted him. I took a deep, resigned breath and shifted into a careful jog. Knowing I was going directly from work to meet Jerome caused me to wear my highest heels, 4 inches. They weren't easy to jog in. The increase in stride and impact had the expected result. The hem flew up and around and my tits nearly bounced out of the front.
Jerome was leaning on the front of his car as I slowed to a stop in front of him. He had his phone out and was videoing me. I stepped right up to him and wrapped my arms around his neck and crushed him with a kiss and my body. "I can't believe how turned on I am." I pulled back, only my head, and gazed with lust at him. "I was so embarrassed but... GOD... the insides of my thighs feel wet."
His hand snaked down and between my legs which I eagerly parted for him. His finger slid over my cunt lips and brought them up to my mouth. I sucked my juice off them while not taking my eyes from his.
He glanced around as his fingers returned to my slippery cunt. I saw it in his eyes before the words came out of his mouth. "I dare you..." he began and I squinted my eyes in anticipation, "... I dare you to take off the shirt for the ride back." His hand began moving up my side which raised the shirt with it. "That was the hottest thing I've seen in a long time." His tone changed. The words were the same but it was no longer a dare, a challenge, or request. "Take the shirt off and throw it in the back. When we get back, I'm going to fuck you all night."
God... I've been fucked so much already... the idea of more took any reluctance away from me. I didn't even look around before my hands grabbed the hem of the modified tee-shirt and pulled it without hesitation over my head. I dropped it onto the back seat and calmly opened the passenger door and sat. Jerome stood watching me and for a moment was frozen. Did he not truly expect me to do as he said? Did he not understand? Didn't all that had happened prove to him my commitment and resolve to please him in any way he wanted?
Only as he snapped out of it and moved around the front to the driver's side did I notice the people in the background who had been watching it all. I twiddled my fingers at them as Jerome backed out and shifted to leave the lot. The wind swirling around me in the convertible had my long hair flying around me and it was an uninhibited feeling. My tits bounced with every roughness of the road and Jerome loved it. As we merged with the highway, our speed increasing to join the traffic, my peripheral vision caught the flimsy 'dress' fluttering in the back a moment before flying out of the car. I looked over and our eyes met. We both laughed. I leaned comfortably back in the seat and parted my legs. I was naked on one of Miami's busy highways in a convertible and receiving appreciative honks from those we passed and who passed us. Jerome's finger slid over to explore my wet cunt periodically when he safely could.
All night... I couldn't wait.
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WHAT YOU SHOULD KNOW...
This is a story that is intend to be a part of a series grouped under MOTHERS & DAUGHTERS. Each story will be independent. The stories will ultimately cover a range of genre. These will be shorter stories of one chapter which is different from my previous efforts as a writer. I hope you enjoy them.
Father, mother, and daughter incest.
This is a story around a mother, Gloria Daniels and her daughter, Hannah. Gloria is 45 and Hannah is 23. Both women are trim, with straight blonde hair. Gloria has her hair cut short while Hannah's falls just to the shoulders. Gloria's breasts are larger than her daughter's, but both are well proportioned. The two are very attractive despite the age difference.
Hannah has recently gone through a very difficult ending to a long-term relationship with a man who she felt might very well be 'the one'. After what seemed like a couple years of a very strong relationship that was building on itself continually, her man had simply broken off the relationship. As Gloria had counseled her daughter, some people just have a very difficult time with commitment and, maybe, especially when the other person is so sure, their questions might become more impactful. Hannah had graduated from college and started her new job with everything fitting into her plans. This breakup would be a major interruption in her plans of marriage and family. Her parents, Gloria and Tom Daniels, were, and always have been, her models of how adults lived and especially how marriage functioned. It was one thing for her to have her life-plan interrupted and her control of that plan broken, but it was more than that for her as she felt she had lost confidence in that mystical quality of love she'd always felt and so desperately wanted to share.
Gloria and Tom (Gloria's husband and Hannah's father) married when Gloria was 20 years old and gave birth to Hannah at 22. They found each other in college, and when they did, they knew deep inside what they had. They were married while still in college and they always believed their love was their driver that would get them through anything. Tom had a good job and career with a large manufacturing company with products supporting infrastructure construction. Gloria dabbled in work to stay busy but never developed her career after college.
When Hannah sought out support after the breakup, she naturally went to Gloria, first. Her mom was always better and smarter about those matters than any of her friends.
MOTHERS & DAUGHTERS: GLORIA & HANNAH
Gloria and Tom had always enjoyed a healthy and active sex life, but sometimes they both could be surprised by the energy one, the other, or both brought to the bed or (since Hannah moved out) to the family room, kitchen, living room or patio late at night. The hardest time for them had passed. When Hannah became older and aware of her own body changes, they worried about their active sex life with Hannah in the house, which pushed them to limit their time, stifling any noise (very difficult for Gloria), or timing their moments when Hannah would be with friends. But now, they were again free to fully experience what they felt, no matter where they might be in the house when they felt it. They seemed to have avoided the feelings of sadness from Hannah moving out because she was frequently home to visit. Instead of feelings of sadness and emptiness, their empty nest experience was more of freedom. And, they took advantage of it.
Gloria was resting on top of Tom, her legs straddling him, and his cock still embedded in her pussy after a very satisfying climax for both of them. She used her pussy muscles to squeeze his cock hoping to keep him inside her until they could go, again. Or, rather, when Tom could become fully hard, again. But, the events of the past couple of weeks were weighing on her. She wasn't used to holding anything back from Tom, but she was a little concerned about how he might react and had been biding her time for the right moment. Was the right moment really after a wonderful climax when his guard was down? It felt manipulative to her, but...
Gloria raised her head to look into her husband's face, then, "I have a confession."
He smiled and flexed his semi-hard cock in her pussy, "That sounds ominous. What kind of confession?" He reached up and kissed her on the lips, clearly not taking Gloria's comment very seriously. The only thing or living being more important to either of them than each other was Hannah, so what could there be?
"I made love to Hannah." Gloria watched carefully because it seemed Tom wasn't registering what she had said. Then, it did register.
"You... did what... to Hannah? You made 'love'? You mean sex?"
Interesting, she thought. Maybe there is always some mystery to people, even when you think you know them so well. It isn't even that something is being held back as much as maybe there was never a reason for something to become known. And, maybe, it was even a mystery to both of you. That's probably what this was. She had been surprised when it happened with her and Hannah. Now, just saying it to Tom, she felt it with him. Literally... she felt it. His softening cock she was squeezing with her pussy in an attempt to stimulate... it twitched inside her.
She held his gaze and explained. "It was... I don't know... it just happened." They hadn't intended on it happening. Not the first time, anyway. The first time, he challenged. "Well, we did it twice. The first time I was merely consoling her after her breakup. You know... I held her, hugged her, stroking her arm and back. She was hurting. She wasn't feeling like anyone would love her. He was the one, she thought. How could that happen? Was there something wrong with her? All those things that everyone feels when something like that happens. You think so much of the other person you can't even be mad at them, at first. You internalize it even if it is completely absurd as in Hannah's case. We talked for a long time. We snuggled and drank wine and talked. I thought I was convincing her she was totally lovable and she would find the real 'one'. I thought I would change the subject a little. I asked her what her fantasy was and maybe she should think about if that was an option... I didn't know what I was opening up."
She wasn't even squeezing him inside her pussy but his cock was taking on new life. That emboldened her. Maybe this was the right time. She continued. "We were halfway through the second bottle of wine and she mumbled a response. I pushed her to repeat it." Gloria looked down at her husband and moved her pussy up on his hardening cock, then back down. She was getting turned on remembering and he was responding to it, too. "I'd never have guessed what her fantasy was." He shook his head as if she had asked if he could guess. "A woman! She was curious about being with a woman. She said, I'll never forget it, she said it would have to be a woman she totally cared for and trusted. I was shell-shocked and the wine was helping and holding her in my arms stroking her wasn't helping. Then, God it just happened... she squirmed in my arms and looked into my eyes... she said, 'Someone like you.' Then, she kissed me... on the lips! It was tentative, hesitant, and nervous like any first kiss like that. She pulled her head back and nervously searched my eyes."
His hips flexed underneath her as she was continuing to slowly move up and down on him. Neither may have had the slightest inkling the telling had started them slowly fucking, again. He was searching his wife's eyes now, too. "What did you do?" There was no judgment or challenge in his voice, just anticipation of what would come.
"What did I do? What did I do...? I took her face in the palms of my hands and... kissed her back. That kiss wasn't tentative or nervous. I kissed her like... like I kiss you. God... it was beautiful, Tom. That was my daughter and it should have been a terrible thing, but it wasn't." She sat down completely on his hard cock and stared into his eyes, "Am I terrible? Am I an awful, sinful mother? Do you think I cheated on you?"
He laughed, "Terrible, awful, sinful, or cheating? If I thought that, I'd be a hypocrite." She looked quizzically at him. He tweaked her hard nipples, "You're going to tell me you hadn't noticed how hard I've become listening to all this?"
Gloria bent over and crushed her mouth onto his. At the same time, she began fucking him violently until he rolled them over and he took over fucking with her raising her hips off the bed to meet his powerful thrusts. His cock invaded her already cum filled pussy like he was trying to make a point with this fuck and her cries and gasps matching his energy mirroring what they both knew. They were incredibly and surprisingly turned on by this.
After they collapsed, gasping and panting for many minutes trying to regain some control over themselves, their bodies were melded together with kisses, stroking, and tight embraces.
When she could manage speech, Gloria gasped out, "My God... that was... AMAZING."
Tom was searching with his response, "I know, but... does it make me terrible that it turned me on so much?"
Gloria giggled, "Who knew, huh?"
Tom pulled his head back and looked at his wife with something new to see, then smiled and kissed her with love. "Say... she shared her fantasy... did she ask the same of you?" Gloria blushed and nodded. "Well? What did you tell her?"
Gloria blushed more, "A threesome."
Tom hugged her tight and kissed her neck. "You want to try two cocks sometime, huh?"
She whispered in his ear, "That's what Hannah thought, too." Tom pulled back and looked at her questioningly. "No, my threesome is sharing you." He got a funny smile on his face. "I've had the same bi-curiosity that she had and I thought that might be a fun way to explore it. But I've had the same problem she had... I would want someone very special to share you with, someone special enough to both of us."
She kissed him on the lips and gazed into his eyes, a mischievous smile forming on her mouth. It was quiet for moments until, "Wait... what? You mean..."
Gloria nodded, "It would be perfect, wouldn't it? Could there be anyone more perfect?"
"Did you tell her?"
"No... she still thinks I mean two guys. I didn't think I could. If I asked her first and you didn't want to, I was afraid... she just went through a rejection..."
* * * *
"Mom?"
"Upstairs, honey." This time Gloria had called Hannah to come for a visit and playtime, as they called it. Of course, this time she also had an ulterior motive for seeing her daughter.
Gloria was waiting in the bedroom in her bra and panties, two glasses of wine ready and waiting. Hannah walked into the room, saw how her mom was dressed, and broke into a big smile. They both knew and accepted this was something that was not going to go on for much longer, but they also both had come to understand something about themselves in the process of mother and daughter becoming intimate. The love, trust, and security they had for each other didn't need to stop at the conventional boundaries of parental relationships. Hannah had felt and found great comfort and reinforcement in these moments in her mother's arms... and lips. These moments were huge steps for both of them but had given Hannah the acceptance and confidence in her worth as a woman and companion.
Gloria, for her part, discovered a woman inside her daughter that amazed her even more than she already had. Gloria never questioned the love her daughter gave to her, but in these moments, she understood just how much love her daughter had to give. That fuller understanding of her daughter reflected back to Hannah with crystal clarity. Some man, at some time, was going to be very lucky and she had managed to convey that back to her daughter.
Hannah stood in the doorway looking approvingly at her mom. When Gloria turned, she smiled embarrassedly. There had been little doubt why she had wanted Hannah to take the afternoon off to meet with her. Getting the bed ready while stripped down to her lace bra and panties with two glasses of wine waiting left absolutely no doubt about her intentions. Hannah continued to smile but looked her mom up and down as Gloria slowly walked to her with both glasses of wine. They both took a sip, then leaned into each other and kissed.
Gloria looked into her daughter's eyes, one hand holding the glass, the other lightly stroking Hannah's arm, to her shoulder, and to her cheek. Holding her face they kissed, again. Gloria softly said, "This might be the last time for us like this."
Hannah kissed her back, then smiled calmly. "I know. It helped me, though, mom... thank you. You always did know just the right thing to reach me." She giggled, "Though... this was pretty different." They both laughed.
Gloria walked them to the side of the bed, put her wine on the bedside table, and began unbuttoning Hannah's work blouse. With the buttons undone, she opened the blouse and kissed the bare skin of her chest and stomach. Hannah put her own glass down to slide the blouse off her shoulders and down her arms. She let it drop to the floor as Gloria began working at the clasp and zipper of her skirt. She knelt in front of her daughter, pulling the skirt over hips and down thighs while kissing more exposed skin. Hannah stepped out of the pooled skirt at her feet and watched intently as her mom bent forward to kiss the bare skin over her panties, then down onto her panties. Gloria kissed inch by inch over the panty material until she reached the pussy mound. Hannah opened her legs to her mom and she lowered her head and tilted to reach between the parted thighs and kissed her daughter's cover pussy.
Hannah gasped, one hand behind her mother's head, the other clutching her own breast. She moaned deeply as Gloria's tongue snaked out to lick the wet material, pressing the material into the lips. Hannah reached down and with both hands encouraged Gloria up who kissed her way slowly up until they were crushing each other's mouths, tongues dancing with each other.
Both women began fumbling with bra hooks, quickly shedding the garments and pressing their bare breasts into each other as they continued kissing. Breaking the kiss and panting their passion, Hannah sank down first to pull her mother's panties down until they fell. Gloria backed against the edge of the bed and scooted into the center; her eyes fixed on Hannah's. Hannah pushed her own panties to her feet and followed her mom, crawling after and lying alongside her. Their mouths found each other, again. Their hands roamed over bare flesh and willingly parted thighs. They groaned into the other's mouth as fingers played over nipples and clits, parted pussy lips, and penetrated each other.
Hannah moved down Gloria's body, kissing her mom's naked body as she moved ever closer to the parted thighs of her mom presenting her pussy. Then, her mom stopped her with voice and hands, "No... honey, turn... around... on top of me."
Hannah crawled up her mom's body and pivoted, straddling her mom's head. She leaned forward and sank her mouth over her mom's pussy, her tongue licking over the clit and down the moist slit of her pussy. At the same time, her own hips were pulled down and she felt her mom's tongue probe her own pussy. Hannah pushed her hands underneath her mom's thighs and snaked them back to the pussy lips she was lapping. With fingers spreading those lips, she exposed the excited clit to her lips and the wet inner lips. Her own pussy was receiving equal excited and exciting treatment.
Hannah felt her body reacting in the wonderful way it had every time with her mom. An orgasm was rising up within her like water rising to a boil. There was no hurry, no desperation to have or produce an orgasm with them. They loved and were loved and were content to enjoy what was happening.
In that glow, at that moment when her body's reaction to the rising stimulation was filling her mind with the haze and fog of increasing bliss, a change happened that, for a moment, her mind didn't register. Hannah felt a gentle stroke over her head to her shoulders through her shoulder blades and down her spine. The touch was so soft, gentle, and loving it sent a shiver from the touch up her body. The touch was soft and loving and for a moment her mind could only associate it with her mom's actions but slowly her mind pieced together all the touching on her body: lips and tongue at her pussy; arms pressing around her hips with fingers holding her pussy open to be tongued; and... more fingers on her spine?
Hannah raised her head inches from her mom's pussy, her lips and face glistening with those juices, and glanced to the side to see the clothed legs of a man. Slight shifting of those legs preceded the touch of lips against the bare skin of her upper back. The soft touch of those lips was the feeling she'd experienced all her life and immediately knew. She rolled her leg over her mom and sat awkwardly on the other side, her hands shyly attempting to cover her nakedness.
"Daddy? I... what are... we were... oh, God..."
Gloria sat up and took Hannah in her arms and softly assured her, "It's okay, honey."
Hannah's wide, fearful, and embarrassed-filled eyes moved from her mom to her dad who now sat on the edge of the bed. His face was relaxed and gentle with none of the disappointment, bewilderment, or upset that she expected to see. Her mom gave her a loving smile. Hannah was very confused.
"I... don't... I don't understand..."
Gloria kissed Hannah on the mouth... the exact passion-filled kiss they have now shared many times since that first time. Hannah's eyes flicked toward her dad nervously but he only smiled happily back. Gloria pulled back and held her daughter's hand and reached for her husband's. Holding both and unashamedly sitting naked with her naked daughter in front of her husband, she explained to the confused Hannah.
"Remember when you shared your inner desire... your inner fantasy... and we acted on it?" Hannah nodded, continuing to check on the response from her father. "Remember how you pestered me to confess my inner fantasy?"
Hannah nodded, her eyes flicking to her father nervously, "Yes... you... wanted to be... shared with another man."
Gloria squeezed both hands and looked from Tom with a smile back to Hannah, "No, honey... that's what you assumed. My fantasy isn't to be shared with another man. Your father is all the man I ever want. No, my fantasy was to share your father with another woman." A look of surprise and more confusion filled Hannah's face. Gloria continued, "Honey, my fantasy had the same limiting factor that yours did. Just like fulfilling your fantasy of experimenting with a bi-sexual experience was limited by wanting someone very special to you, the same was true for me. If I was going to share your father with someone, she had to be someone he and I both felt especially connected to for it to be the experience we could all find fulfillment from." She looked deeply into Hannah's eyes, "I didn't think that could ever happen or be possible until..."
Hannah face changed as she processed what she was hearing. Her face morphed from fearful nervousness to peaceful understanding and she finished her mother's explanation, "... until we fulfilled my fantasy." She looked back at her mom, "You planned this?"
Gloria nodded, "Yes, sorry, but I had to be sure your father wouldn't freak out in front of you."
Tom spoke for the first time, "Honey, you are a beautiful and loving woman. I understand how this happened with you and your mom. We have no expectations and there is no pressure. We both love you very much and when your mom explained all this..."
Gloria interjected, "Honey, your father loves us very much and would be doing this not with some perverse desire seeking release. This never occurred to us before. I never thought my fantasy had any possibility because of the limitations I had on it until I was woken up to you. You are the ONLY woman I could do this with... the only woman I would want to do this with. We have no expectation of this happening ever, again. We have no expectation that it wouldn't."



Hannah reached her hand out to her father, "You want me to make love with you, daddy?"
He shook his head. Gloria answered, "It's not his wish or desire, honey. I want us, you and me, to make love to him together." Hannah, still looking at her father, nodded her understanding and acceptance. Tugging on her daughter's hand, "Come on. I doubt he'll need much, but foreplay is fun."
Hannah smiled demurely at her father but followed after her mother. Tom was loosening his tie as the two women slid off the bed and began on his slacks. With his tie quickly off, he was unbuttoning his shirt in record time as his wife undid his belt and his daughter was lowering the zipper to his pants. He was prying his shoes off as the two women lowered his pants and took them and his socks off. Hannah was watching her mom, wishing to follow rather than seem the aggressor at this moment. As her mother kissed his abdomen and placed her fingers on one side of the underwear, Hannah duplicated the action. With a smile from her mom, they both lowered his underwear, letting them drop to the floor as Hannah took her father's hardening cock into her hand and her mom cupped and fondled his balls.
Hannah was a bit overwhelmed by what was so quickly happening. She was holding her father's cock. She stared at it, her hand not moving and her gaze not straying. When her mom's face came into view, though, her lips pressing against the side of the cock she was holding, Hannah came out of her trance. She watched as her mom kissed the shaft, her tongue licking up the side.
Gloria gave her daughter a smile between licks and kisses to her husband's cock. Hannah seemed encouraged by the smile and leaned in herself to duplicate her mother's actions, again. Both women were kissing and licking up and down the shaft. When the women met at the head of his cock, they opened their mouths to not only encase the head of the cock but also to touch lips in an unusual kiss.
Tom pulled both women up alongside him and asked what should happen now in Gloria's fantasy. Gloria shrugged, "I... never thought that far ahead..."
Tom put a hand behind the heads of both women and gave each a deep kiss on the lips. Then, he took over. He positioned both women at the end of the bed, bent over at the waist with their hands supporting them on the bed and legs spread. Gloria looked to her left and smiled at Hannah, then reached toward her for a kiss. As they did kiss, Tom moved behind his daughter, a hand on her hip, and the other guiding his rigid cock to her pussy. Hannah gasped as his cock head moved up and down along her wet pussy, then moaned as the head parted her lips and sank into her hole.
She mumbled through moans, "Oh... my... god. My... father... is fucking... me." Each word or combination coming with a thrust of his cock. Her head sagged on her shoulders as the reality of what was happening fully sank into her consciousness... and she orgasmed. Gloria watched her daughter's reaction to receiving her father's cock and reached a hand to cup a swaying breast. When Hannah looked at her mother, her mouth was hanging open and her eyes were glazed.
Tom had only intended to stroke into each of his women a half dozen times before switching, but when he realized his daughter was already orgasming from the psychological elements of what was happening more than any physical stimulation, he continued to smoothly stroke into her until she calmed. When he felt Hannah's pussy relax around his cock, he slipped out of his daughter and heard a moan of disappointment escape from her. But he moved to his wife and just as easily penetrated her to full depth in two thrusts.
After alternating a half dozen times, he watched in confusion as Gloria moved away to lie on the bed on her back with her head toward them. She indicated for Hannah to crawl over her. Perplexed by the intent, she nonetheless did as her mom requested. Tom figured it out quickly and climbed onto the bed behind his daughter. Once she was positioned so her pussy was over Gloria's face, Tom reentered Hannah's pussy in one firm thrust, which brought a gasp from her. She moaned with Gloria used her lips and tongue on Hannah's pussy and clit. Hannah lowered her head to mouth her mom's pussy but didn't last long as another orgasm rose in her body. Both her parents were now intent on her pussy with her father fucking her and her mother sucking on her engorged clit. Her orgasm shook her body and mind at the same time. Her pussy clenching around the cock inside her induced a climax sending her father's sperm into her body.
Hannah had collapsed and rolled off her mom who sat up alongside her. Her father came to sit behind his wife and both stroked her naked and still highly charged body. Gloria stroked over Hannah's stomach and up over her breasts while Tom lightly stroked along the inside of her thigh to a point just shy of her gaping and oozing pussy.
Hannah gave them a satisfied smile, then reached her hand to her mom, touching her upper arm. "You didn't get a chance to cum..."
Gloria smiled and looked back at Tom, "The night is young and I have no intention of stopping this now." Gloria moved her hand down her daughter's body until her fingers were gliding over her pussy. She smiled at Hannah and rose to her knees, "Besides, there is something else I have wanted to do that is associated with sharing your father... can I suck his cum from your pussy?"
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CHAPTER 3: EXPECTATIONS
No, he didn't actually fuck me all night. Not literally, anyway. But it felt like it. Even Jerome is only human, after all.
Outside in the sun next to the pool. After the day at the festival and the naked drive back, naked is less of an issue. Oh, I still felt a twinge of nerves as I walked out of the house and across the patio to one of the chaise lounge chairs by the pool. But I did it ultimately without much hesitation. The late morning sun beating down on my skin felt amazing, my legs parted, and I feel the sun's heat on my cunt lips. Truth is my cunt is tender this morning, not that that kept me from eagerly receiving another fuck from Jerome's wonderfully consuming cock before leaving the bed. I can still feel his fresh load of cum inside me.
Last night had been amazing. The more we fucked, the more he came, the longer he could fuck before his next climax. That meant the more orgasms I had along the way. We fucked in every position I had known (not many) and new positions he had introduced me to. And then, a few more. At one point, he lifted me into his arms, my legs around his waist, and settled me down over his pole. He walked us downstairs and out the front door. Each step caused his cock to bump deep against the top of my cunt and by the time he stepped outside I was only half aware of it. The slight chill in the air on my sweaty body brought the condition to awareness but I was too far into the feeling to care. He stopped at a large tree next to the street and pressed me against the rough bark to continue fucking me. When the headlights of a car rounded the corner, he rotated us around the tree and the car passed without slowing down, apparently not spotting us. I came as the car passed and Jerome just continued slamming into me.
Several times during the night he woke me with his cock pressing at my cunt. He promised me and he tried to keep that promise to fuck me as much as humanly possible through the night. I didn't know if his cock was tender like my cunt was but he didn't object when I crawled under the kitchen table to suck his cock as he ate. I happily swallowed his cum without the thought of my own food getting cold.
"How are you feeling?"
I shielded my eyes with my hand as I looked up at him as he sat on the adjoining chair, his fingers moving to further part my legs and cunt lips. The action made me smile and purr. There was no hesitation in his action. He touched me in the most intimate ways like this with complete certainty in his action that it was appropriate and acceptable. And, it was. His touches said I was his to touch in whatever way he wanted. My acceptance, parting my legs further, affirmed to him I truly was.
"A bit tender but..." and I moaned softly as his fingers played over those tender, red, and puffy lips, "... but like after you exercise and your body tells you 'good job'. My cunt is saying 'thank you'." There was a pause between us. I sensed something. "What can I do for you?"
"You can talk to me." I looked at him confused. "It's time, Trish. We need to understand what we are doing, what our expectations are, what all this means for us." He looked at me and saw me stiffen slightly. I pulled the chair back up so I was sitting more upright. I had pondered those questions for weeks and had not come to a satisfactory conclusion. Now, he seemed determined to finally get my response. An answer I didn't know I had for him.
So, I stumbled in response. "I'm married..."
"I know that. That is one of the things that pose a question to all this. Are you planning on divorcing him?"
I looked at him shocked. Nothing like that ever crossed my mind. Stan was a good man, just not... "No... that's not what I want." I looked at him with eyes suddenly welling with sadness and fear this was all about to end. "He's a good man, just not everything I need. I don't want to leave him alone. He's the kind of man who needs someone to come home to when he does come home. It's different... I know..."
"What is it you WANT, Trish? What is it YOU want? Why do you want to meet me?"
"You, of course," I blurted out. But he only looked at me. His fingers continued softly moving over my cunt lips, one occasionally slipping between them. "It is you, Jerome, but... your cock... okay? Your cock. God help me but I need to have your cock." My eyes dropped from his pressing eyes to his fingers between my legs. "You woke some part of me up, Jerome, a part of me I didn't know existed. Now that I know it, though, I want to feel those things more, to experience those things and much more. We've done things that are... are just amazing. I didn't know the body could feel such things or do such things... could receive or give so much pleasure." I looked back up at him, my eyes now pleading. "I'm being as honest as I can be, Jerome. I want your cock... but you, too. You're the one who excites me just being around you. Even just sucking you, Jerome, is a gift to me. I know I am pleasing you and it makes me so... fulfilled... different than being fucked but as strong."
He watched me for a moment longer, then, "You did those things this weekend, fucking outside, exposing yourself at the festival, wearing that ridiculous dress to please me?"
I nodded. "I would never have done such a thing except that you wanted it." I paused. "Then... then it was so exciting. I was embarrassed and nervous but more excited. But that's what I mean, Jerome... you want me to do these things and I'm nervous, maybe somewhat afraid, but I trust you and it becomes just amazing. And now I know to expect that. Being nervous, a little afraid is fine but to follow your lead will be awesome."
He smiled, his finger penetrated my hole as if some kind of reward for finally confessing what I truly felt. I moaned and that's the way I reacted; he was pleased with me.
"The thing is, though, what are we going to do with all this?" I looked from my cunt to his eyes. True, I thought, we both know how I feel now but what does that mean? "The thing is, Trish, I'm not looking for a girlfriend much less I wife and you're not leaving your husband, anyway. I already have a flood of women eager to jump in my bed. Most of them, I know, are just gold-diggers hoping to get my money. They won't but I am willing to use them. You see? Do I need another woman just to fuck occasionally?"
I saw the credits to this tragic play rolling behind my eyes. Trish Edwards playing the part of the clueless, cheating housewife. Wait... stop the credits... what was it he said to me? When I was going unconscious, he softly said something I barely connected with. Yes, 'I think you are the one'.
I blurted it out like a desperate grasp to save myself from falling. "Wait... what did you mean I might be the one?"
"You heard that?" Jerome asked.
"Just barely. It was only now that the words meant anything."
He smiled but he was also showing a very serious face. "The one. It would be against all odds to be true, Trish, You're married, You don't want to leave him," He shook his head as if he wasn't sure it was worth continuing. Then, "As I said... I'm not interested in a girlfriend or another woman to fuck with. I am looking for just one thing, one type of woman, and you intrigued me, intrigued me enough to continue."
"What?" I asked. "What, then, are you looking for? What was it that intrigued you?"
He removed his fingers from me. That action alone gave me pause. I like his touch, the way he so confidently touched me as though that was exactly what I was for. I like that. It reflected what it was between us when we were together: he touched me; he fucked me; I sucked him; I was his to do with as he wanted, as it pleased him. It was like all the tumblers of a lock aligning one after the other, a combination that unlocked the meaning of our relationship.
"Tell me, Jerome. What is it I might be for you, what you haven't found in other women?"
His look back to me was deadly serious but that look was in his eyes, that look that told me he was ready to use me most amazingly. "A slut. What I want is a slut. Not a girlfriend with demands. Not a one-night fuck. A slut. A slut that is mine to use how I want, when I want, and in any way that I want. A slut that will respond to me as I wish, that will be challenged to new experiences and situations, that will eagerly please me and others as I choose."
Wow... how does someone react to that? Intellectually, I was stunned silent. Physically, though, I was already reacting and the reaction shocked my intellectual. I flushed with new arousal that had been lost with talk. My nipples were again hard pebbles. My cunt was again wet and leaking with sudden need. But how could any of this be? I was...
"But you're married..." He finished my own thought as if it had been written on my forehead.
Yes, I was and it was still important to me. I got up from the lounge and walked aimlessly to the edge of the pool. The slight breeze that filtered in from the ocean created small ripples on the surface that flashed sunlight to my unseeing eyes. Then, it was as if those flickering flashes of light were stimulating, triggering parts of my brain to create a complex algorithm to analyze what I knew, what I want, and what I could do. But, it didn't need to be that complex. I wanted the sex Jerome gave me and I even wanted the unknown of what he might expect of me. I wanted to not hurt Stan. I still cared for him and he cared for me. Stan wasn't a clueless man. He might be clueless in understanding what a young woman might physically need, but he wasn't clueless about what happened around him. He didn't question my long nights away. Did he really believe I was JUST with the girls or did he see how happy and satisfied I was and let the reason for it be ignored? He showed me no physical interest but it wasn't that he didn't still love me and care about me. I was happy and satisfied after those nights. He was home less and less but I knew it was his job. He was married to it as much as he was to me... maybe more so. He sometimes lamented that he could be gone even more but... he was concerned about me. I saw I was faced with not a choice of lives but two distinct lives: one with Jerome; the other with Stan. Were they exclusive?
I turned back to Jerome who was still sitting on the lounge next to the one I had been on. I sat facing him, my legs parted wide to be outside his. I saw his eyes flicker from my face to my tits to my cunt fully exposed to him.
"What if my being married isn't a conflict?" He looked at me puzzled but interested. "What if Stan accepted that I was your slut but still his wife?" His eyebrows furrowed in concentration. "Tell me, Jerome... what would your slut be expected to do... be?"
He hadn't expected this. He hesitated. For the first time, I saw him flustered, caught by the unexpected. "Ah... okay... you'd be mine, Trish. Your body, anyway." He paused in thought, then pushed on. "Not as a slave or a weak, mindless submissive... no, I like you as a strong woman who likes, wants sex. You'd be available when I want you; you'd respond to my requests like you have been; you'd give yourself over to me to use and..." he looked at me intently, significantly, "and to share if when I wanted." He paused.
I interjected, "Shared... as in given to others to use?"
He nodded, his eyes fixed on mine for reaction. "Yes but always under my guidance and conditions. You wouldn't be a whore, Trish. You would be a slut who gives and receives sex in many, many forms." I was quiet, in thought as I pondered what he was saying. I wouldn't be a whore but it seemed there was a fine line between being a whore and a slut as he described it. My quiet but thoughtful quiet spurred him. "You'd have to trust me on this, Trish. You'd have to trust I would take care of you and keep you safe. You'd have to trust that when I pushed you to do something you questioned internally that you would be in my protection and safety. But you would need to accept my control and respond."
"It's a lot, Jerome."
"It is. It's the woman I want. A woman who isn't after her own agenda, a woman without ulterior motives, a woman whose interest is in sex, both giving and receiving, and a desire to explore new forms and ways to experience sex." His fingers returned to my body. One hand lifting a tit he was so fascinated by and the other slipping between my legs to my cunt. My legs parted easily for him. "Are you that woman, Trish? Could you be my slut?"
I could. I knew I could. I wanted cock and, yes, it was Jerome I was attracted to and who I responded to, but the idea of other men, other cocks was an exciting thought. So... what about Stan?
* * * *
"Are you sure about this?" Jerome questioned.
We stood outside the front door of my home... Stan and my home. I had convinced Jerome after several discussions that I knew Stan and finally had figured out what his personality was. I had begun to think he didn't care about me when he didn't show suspicion about my late nights. The truth, I was now sure, was entirely different. He just cared so much in a way I couldn't have anticipated. I had Jerome follow me home from my office. Stan had been home a day and would make his day back short to take care of things at home, as was his practice.
I opened the front door and led the way in with Jerome following behind. Stan was t the kitchen table on his laptop and copious notes from his trip. He stood and turned as the door opened.
"Hi, honey," he began, "I missed... you." The hesitation coming as he saw a strongly built black man following close behind me. He strode across the room to us, kissed me, and put his hand out to Jerome. They shook and exchanged names. He turned to me and a smile grew over his face. "So, my dear, this is who you've been seeing..."
I smiled at Jerome who had a stunned look of disbelief. "Yes, honey. I met Jerome when I was out with the girls. That part was true. That I spent much of that night with Jerome and not the girls was something I excluded."
He glanced at Jerome and back to me. "As well as following Friday nights, I presume." I nodded. He turned to Jerome and I saw the bigger, stronger man tense. Stan put out his hand, again. Jerome awkwardly shook it, again. Stan added, "Thank you." This clearly stunned Jerome. "Trish has never seemed happier, content, or fulfilled as she has since meeting you. Of course, I didn't know who it was she was meeting but if she was happy..."
He turned back to me, "So... are you here now to ask for a divorce?"
"God, no, Stan! I still love you. I didn't want to hurt you but..."
"You had your needs." I nodded. "Frankly, I was afraid of that. I was afraid you'd wake up someday and discover things you've missed being with me. Sometimes we don't understand ourselves. I didn't understand I would find my work more fulfilling and exciting than sex, for instance."
I hugged Stan. "I think we both came to realizations at about the same time about ourselves. I don't want a divorce. I do want things that will be different for us, though. Jerome has offered a new option to my life and I hope it can fit into our understanding."
He motioned to the living room for us to be comfortable. How civilized when you are about to tell your spouse you want to be another man's slut.
"Jerome feels I would be a good slut for him." I blurted it out and watched Stan. He blinked. There was a tell that he hadn't expected that. Take a lover? Sure. Be another man's slut? Not what he was expecting.
We talked about it. It seemed insane and bizarre. I wondered for a moment if Stan was simply so shocked he wasn't reacting properly. But he was approaching it all with his normal business analysis. Stan was not an emotional man. Finally, he asked if I was sure. Live as his wife like before but openly being Jerome's slut to be used as slut for whatever sexual usage he might imagine. He asked why Jerome was different for me to have such drastic feelings.
I looked at Jerome. "I want to show him what I feel."
"You're kidding," Jerome responded. I shook my head. If Stan saw, his reasoning brain would compute understanding.
I stood and looked at Stan. "I want to show you why he is different and how he makes me feel. Then, you'll understand."
I had Jerome stand and I knelt in front of him. I worked his belt loose, then his pants. After pushing his pants down his thighs, I lowered his boxers.
"I think I'm already understanding," Stan muttered.
I had the massive cock in one hand, my tan hand on his black cock, not covering half of it and it wasn't hard. I licked the underside from base to head, then opened my mouth wide to take the bulbous head between my lips and into my mouth. Only a few inches at first. I moaned, as I frequently do with it in my mouth. The feel of the pronounced veins as it begins to swell, lengthen, and harden. I sucked and sucked and licked and licked. I pushed my mouth down over the monster and heard Stan gasp as I took more and more into my mouth to the entrance of my throat and I had to pull back as my gag reflex kicked in.
I pulled my mouth off and turned to Stan. The cock in my hand was wet with my saliva and straining hard. I put my forearm up to it to show him perspective. It was nearly as long and as thick as my wrist.
"I love this cock, honey. I need to have it. And, Jerome is such a powerful lover." I stood up, letting the cock fall from my hand and sag down. I reached behind and unzipped the dress I wore to work. I shrugged it off my shoulders and pushed it down over my hips. I then reached behind me and released my bra before stepping out of my panties. I pushed Jerome onto the couch and turned my back to him, short-stepping back with my feet outside his and settling down, taking his cock in my hand, again, and aligning it to my cunt. I looked to Stan who sat open-mouthed and eyes wide.
"You can't... get that inside you... can you?" Stan stammered.
"I want to show you what this cock does to me."
I lowered myself until I felt the head press against my hole. I gasped and sucked in air as I continued to settle slowly down. I paused, rose slightly, and lowered myself further. Up and down. I was moaning before I settled on Jerome's thighs. I started rising and dropping, my eyes closed and I released a continuous stream of moans, groans, and gasps. I rose up until just the head was still lodged in my cunt. I held myself there and looked directly at Stan.
"Can you see why I love fucking this cock, dear? Can you blame me for wanting to? For having to fuck it?" I dropped down fully, the cock hitting me deep inside and both Jerome and I climaxed. Jerome held me as he thrust up into me with each spurt as my body shook and convulse on his spewing cock.
I collapsed back into Jerome. Stan, directly in front of me, had his eyes fixed on the black cock buried in his white wife. Jerome's hands moved from my hips to my tits, fondling and mashing them. I gazed at Stan and gave him a weak smile.
"Do you see, dear, why I want to be his slut? I need cock, dear. I experienced this and I need to have it... big cock, especially. But, whatever size, I need cock."
He stood. For a moment I was afraid he was sickened, rather than convinced. He didn't leave, though. Instead, he cross the space between us and knelt between our spread legs. He lowered his head and kissed my cunt lips. For all I know, he also kissed Jerome's cock in the process. But he kissed my just fucked cunt lips, cunt lips that still held the black cock that just fucked me. I looked into his eyes when he looked up at me, as he rose and kissed my lips.
"All I've ever wanted was for you to be happy, Trish. I know I haven't done a good job with the emotional and sex part. I want you to be my wife and I'll take care of you like always. If being a slut to Jerome will make you happy... yes." He looked over my shoulder. "You will take care of her? Promise?"



Jerome responded, "I promise, Stan. Trish is very special. She is also very sexual. It might have taken a while for that to come out of her, but she is a very erotic woman."
Stan smiled and clapped. "How about a drink?" That went better than I thought.
Only days later, I called Stan from my office to his. I explained that Jerome had called and wanted me to stop at his place tonight.
"I was about to call you. I have to leave town in the morning. I just found out."
"Oh, honey," I responded. "I'll call Jerome back and tell him I can't make it."
"Are you kidding? What kind of slut do you intend to be? Trish, I love you. You know that. But we all agreed. We know what's expected and I know you can be the best slut for him. I know you can be better than he imagined. No... I'll be gone in the morning. Spend the night with him. He said there is a lot you need to learn to be a real slut."
I almost cried. "Stan... I love you so much. Thank you for being so understanding. Call me so I know you're okay."
"I can check on you, too. Trish... answer your cell even if he's fucking you, okay? If my wife is a slut, I should at least hear it sometimes." I laughed.
"Spend the night? Even better." He blurted it out as soon as I stepped through the front door. At the same time, I began stripping out of my clothes. A new expectation. I was to be naked in his house at all times unless he said otherwise. "Stan's really okay with all this? No regrets since we talked?"
"Completely." I released my bra and pushed my panties to the floor. "He even wants me to answer the phone if/when he calls even if I'm being fucked. He thinks it would be fun to hear it happening."
We fucked right away... of course. As he leaned me into the stairway banister in the foyer, I parted my feet wide for him, and he pressed his cock past the opening of my cunt and thrust deeply into me. He whispered he had intended on several hours in bed because he was so horny for me but now, staying the night, they could be more relaxed. All the while he thrust into me. As if relaxed was fucking standing in the foyer. But, I understood because the quick fuck took the edge off my own desperate need to feel his cock in me, again. Then, as he truly relaxed in the family room watching Sports Center, I was occupied sucking his cock. He quietly established expectations for me and one was that sucking cock was critical to being a good slut and an excellent slut can deep-throat even the biggest cock. I had a lot of practice to do because I intended to be the best excellent slut ever.
Something had happened. I couldn't put my finger on it. Only a few days after explaining to Stan how our lives were going to change and his easy acceptance that Jerome would have control of my body now, another psychological shift occurred within me. An early one had been a recognition of how much I really liked fucking (as I now know it's called), then loving big cock, discovering that interracial was a 'thing' and that it was its own stimulation for me. Then it was how much I truly needed steady access to that kind of fucking and my essential 'submission' to Jerome, though he insists there is little real submissiveness in my being though I do similarly respond to him.
This new shift is more. Maybe just another step on the same path. But a dramatic one. The realization of desiring to be fucked and by big cocks, in particular, was dramatic, especially from the realization of a married woman. This new one was a move from desire to obsession. In only a few days of acceptance of what we were all doing (even Stan), I had become obsessed, possessed by big cock and Jerome. As I curled on the couch next to Jerome, my head in his lap, his cock in my mouth, it had all the connection of peace and comfort an infant has with a pacifier. My fingers lightly played over the shaft as my mouth, lips, and tongue did the same to the head. His hands and fingers would lightly, casually play with my tits, and reach for my ass or cunt which I would shift into awkward positions to allow him access to. It might have been startling to my mind if it also feel so perfect.
I learned things, too. I learned that sucking him, getting him hard, and controlling the level of his arousal to prolong the stimulation, sometimes for an hour or more, could produce a climax from him that would flood my mouth or cunt with great volumes of semen.
Prolonged sucking sessions also provided an opportunity for him to explain what he had in mind for me and his expectations. Some things caused some tension and nervousness in me but his reassuring caresses and soft, yet firm, voice comforted me. He explained deep-throating and promised we would get some toys for me to practice with which translated to 'small cock dildos'. He talked about anal, butt-plugs, and anal beads to train that hole. He referred to a good slut as three-hole fucking. He talked about threesomes, multiple partners, double penetration, air-tight, and gangbangs. I orgasmed just with his light fingering when he described air-tight fucking and I envisioned three big cocks doing the deed on me.
I had my work cut out for me. I knew that. I was starting from such inexperience and the goal was so daunting in retrospect. Jerome chose me, though. Of all the wannabe's who chased him and threw themselves at him, he chose me, an inexperienced married woman. With my head in his lap and his cock in my mouth, I purred... or, at least, as close to it that the human throat allows.
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CHAPTER 4: PROVING MYSELF
Stan was coming home from his most recent trip. This has been a change for him, too. Now that Jerome was in our life, he felt comfortable increasing his travel, which was something he had a desire to do for some time. Now, with me being cared for by Jerome, he felt free to do just that.
Stan had been gone on this trip for over a week and Jerome had taken the opportunity to focus my training. He even suggested I quit my job so I would be more available to him. Jerome insisted on qualifying that to have Stan's approval. If my income was necessary for the household, there would have to be more consideration. If part of that consideration was Jerome compensating my income for me to quit, I wasn't in favor. I didn't express that... not yet... but there seemed a fine line between slut and whore. If Jerome paid, it seemed to cross that line, at least to me.
I heard the garage door open and I quickly finished preparing his drink of choice and waited at the opening to the kitchen near the door from the garage. Jerome had suggested I take a couple of hours off from work to be ready for Stan. It made this easier that Jerome was considerate of Stan in all this.
"What's this?" Stan exclaimed as he entered and found me waiting. "I saw your car in the garage and hoped there wasn't a problem."
He dropped his briefcase and left his roller bag as I kissed him on the lips and handed him the drink. I then led him to the living room. We sat together on the sofa. I wondered if he realized how much more time we spent like this, sitting together, talking, just being together comfortably since Jerome?
He leaned to me and kissed my cheek. "You look happy, dear. Would I be correct in presuming Jerome has kept you satisfied?"
I blushed. I'm sitting with my husband and he is asking about my lover, the man we agreed I would devote myself to him as his personal slut. I leaned against Stan and put my head on his shoulder. His arm wrapped around. He stroked my arm whereas Jerome would have been fondling my tit.
"Yes, he has. I can't explain how it feels to be so filled, consumed." I blushed harder. We were that comfortable with the talk, my sharing what happens, but it's hard not to feel the awkwardness.
"You're happy..." and his voice trailed off. I sensed something and raised myself to look at him. He chuckled, "No, I'm fine. It's just... well... do you think I am a weak, uncaring man? I mean that I accept that you are doing this?"
I turned and cupped his face with my hands and gazed intently into his eyes. "NO! Oh, Stan, is that what you think? Never! The opposite, actually. I marvel at what a wonderful and strong man I am married to. You understand what I need and you accept and believe what I say I need even more than merely want. Allowing me to do this... my God, Stan... you've given me the greatest gift any woman could receive. You've given me your unconditional license for me to be happy and satisfied. Stan, I love you so much."
His arms returned around me as I hugged him. I could feel his arms and body exuding something more... a prideful awareness and belief of his continued importance to me.
That night, as we readied ourselves for bed, I bent over into the dresser drawer to select a sheer nightie to wear for him. That was when he saw it.
"What's that?"
I had gotten somewhat used to it in me. I blushed as I look back at him. "A butt-plug. Jerome is getting me ready for anal." He chuckled and gave me a hug. "Sounds like that's gonna hurt," he added with another laugh.
It had been my thinking, too, though without the bemusement. It was uncomfortable enough just getting the plug in. The idea of taking Jerome's cock there made me shudder.
* * * *
"How did it go?" Jerome asked as I stripped out of my clothes inside the front door. I was now forbidden to wear any clothes in his house unless he specifically instructed me and then it would include what I could wear. It was both intimidating and arousing. After only a short time, it was now automatic that I began undressing even before the door was completely closed.
"Good. As I expected. Stan's income has steadily increased and he is receiving some of the highest year-end bonuses for his performance. He has been saying for a while that my working was completely up to me. He confirmed that. In fact, he encouraged me to quit my job so I could devote more time and energy to you."
Jerome looked at me questioningly. I continued, "Honest. Those were almost his exact words. He's fully supportive of my goal to be the best slut."
"How long can you stay?"
"Stan will be gone all week and I'm ready to use as much time as you can spare for my learning and training. My body is yours, Jerome. I know I have a lot to learn and experience. I won't disappoint you, but I do need your help."
"Then assume the position."
I knew exactly what that was. I turned to the banister for the stairs and leaned into it, my feet spread wide and my ass pushed out. He gave my ass a light swat. I looked back over my shoulder.
"Do you want me to suck you, first, sir?"
"Sir? I like that," he quickly responded. "No, slut-in-training, I've been hard waiting for you." With that, I felt his cock slide over my cunt lips. "Wet as usual. Good girl."
I smiled to myself, then gasped loudly as his cock penetrated me with several inches of his cock. In only a couple thrusts, he was bumping me deep inside. I groaned my pleasure at the feeling of him bumping into the top of cunt hole and repeatedly glancing off my cervix. It wasn't going to take long for me, I've been waiting for this, too. Him, we'll have to see. Sometimes he's masturbated before so he lasts longer and throws off my expectations.
He slammed into me with powerful and fast thrusts. I gripped the banister to steady myself and saw my tits swaying and bouncing wildly until he reached around me and grasp both in his powerful hands and mauled them as his hips continue to plow into me. When my orgasm came, it was again strong. His climax followed shortly after and the volume of cum he gave me told me he hadn't been playing with the women chasing after him. I was his. That didn't mean he was mine.
What came next surprised me. After he pulled out, he had me back up a few steps and bend over at the waist while keeping my feet spread wide. "A slut can be asked to perform some crazy and disgusting things in the name of sex and proving devotion to the man you belong to or to who you have been loaned to." There it was again, being given to other men. I just orgasmed and my arousal spiked. "Watch your cunt in that position."
I did as he said, keeping my feet wide and bent far over. Then, I saw it. I was sure that was what he wanted me to see. His cum. His cum is leaking from my open cunt. I watched as the white fluid appeared, collected at the opening, and began to lengthen in a long drip that seemed to defy reason as it stretched down below me in a long cum-string from my cunt. When it broke, I followed it with my eyes to the marble floor.
"Press with your cunt muscles. Make more come out."
Again, I did as he instructed. I squeezed and pressed and eventually another drop formed and strung out below until it too broke the connection and dropped to the floor.
"Now... on your hands and knees and clean my floor of your mess." I looked at him in surprise but my knees were already bending. "It's the kind of degrading instruction a slut might get in some situations like gangbangs. Sometimes, the filthy can be a turn-on." He was saying all this as an explanation as I was already licking his cum from the floor. I looked up at him from my knees. "You are going to do well, Trish."
He then had me clean his softening cock. I remained on my knees and licked our combined juices and semen from his cock making sure to capture all of it. Then, I sucked it to be sure to have all of it.
"Are you trying to get me hard, again?"
I smiled brazenly, "If you get hard, you still have a need and I am here to take care of your needs, aren't I?"
He raised me up from my knees and took my nipples between his fingers and twisted them, a gasp escaping my lips. "Indeed, that is why you are here. And, you inspire a great need in me, Trish. But not now. Shopping, first."
"Shopping?"
"Clothes fitting for a slut. And toys... toys for my toy for training and teasing." I understood sex toys for training, we'd talked about some. Toys for teasing, though? I wondered about that.
He moved to the stairs and I rushed to gather up my discarded clothes and follow behind him. In the bedroom, he moved to his closet, searched through his shirts before pulling one out and nodding with satisfaction. He handed it to me. I was confused. Was I expected to help him put it on? No... he said this was what I would be wearing. I looked at the shirt. Sure, he was bigger and his shirt would be big on me, but... I was going into stores just wearing one of his shirts?
I didn't want him to see hesitation, though. I thanked him and slipped it on, rolling the sleeves and beginning to button it but he stopped me. He searched through his belts and found a thin one. I cinched it around my waist and stood waiting for his approval or additional instruction. He looked and had me move. The shirt was pressed and it gaped and easily parted when I moved. He buttoned one button above and below the belt and I walked back and forth, again. He added one more button above the belt... not below. He had me walk to the floor-length mirror. I gasped as I approached it barefoot. The buttons above the belt were still well below my tits and the shirt gaped open as my tits bounced as I walked. The shirt was form fit for his muscular chest and it was tight over my tits and may not have closed if fully buttoned. From the left side, I could see the entirety of my right tit. Below... the shirttails fell below my cunt and ass but the unbuttoned portion easily opened as I walked. Anyone paying attention would easily see my trimmed cunt. Jerome was pleased. I was mortified. I had no idea, yet, where we were going, what kinds of shops we were going to, or how many people would be around.
We took his convertible, again. I was instructed to never touch, adjust, or hold the shirt I wore as cover. In the car with the seat belt, the top opened but it felt like safe exposure. I tensed when he pulled off the highway and into the entrance to a large mall area. There were hundreds of cars.
Suddenly, just getting out of the low-slung car became a chore. Not because anything was different about the car but that it was in public and there was no way for me to move without flashing my cunt to anyone who might be watching. He parked in the middle of the lot designated 'CAT' to help people remember.
Jerome spotted the sign, "Should be easy to remember which lot we're in." I looked at him as a strong breeze whipped the bottom of the shirt open. "Just think, 'pussy'." I rolled my eyes as I fought to resist holding the shirt together.
We walked past the first stores into the center of the indoor mall. Escalators. Oh, God. He smiled and had me go ahead of him. That was one thing, anyway. At least it was him behind and below me and not some stranger because I was absolutely sure my butt was completely exposed.
The first stop was a shoe store. We walked the rows of women's high heels. He told me to pick out ones I really liked but that he'd have the final say. I picked out a style I like; he suggested both white and black. A saleswoman showed up soon and Jerome identified the shoes and asked if they came in 5-inch heels. They did and the woman asked me to take a chair while she got the shoes.
When she left us, I turned to Jerome and softly said, "This isn't going to work. This shirt isn't going to cover me. It will fall open to both sides and I'll show my cunt when I move my legs for her to assist me."
He just smiled, "You don't think I know that? Settle into it, Trish, you've got a long, interesting day ahead of you." Oh God... what a wicked man.
The woman returned with a couple sizes around my stated shoe size. I nervously sat in one of the chairs and she did a double-take when she saw what happened to my covering as it opened up and exposed my legs to the top. My thighs were pressed together for protection, but...
She looked at Jerome and then at me. She gave a nasty smile and, "I love the dress... or is that your shirt, sir?" Jerome merely smiled. "Give me your foot, dear, and we'll try this one." I looked at her with daggers flying at her. She knew darn well what was going to happen. She took my right foot, lifted it, and innocently moved it further to the right. What cover might have existed now evaporated as the shirttail completely fell to the sides and my thighs were opened to her eyes. She looked up at me and softly commented, "Lovely." I couldn't help but smile. It was something for all the embarrassment I was suffering.
Still crouch before me, she suggested I walk a little. She watched my feet in the shoes carefully as I began getting up but I also saw her eyes move to my crotch as my legs once again parted. I wobbled on the higher heels and she reached out to steady me, her hands aiming for my waist but getting tangled in the tails of the shirt. Her effort pushed the shirt to my waist and fully exposing me to the crowded store.
As I moved away to be sure of the fit, I heard her ask Jerome, "Is that an actual dress?"
He matter-of-factly responded, "No... one of my shirts. She wears it well, though, don't you think?"
The next stop, not in the mall, was an Intimate apparel boutique he'd been told about. Apparently, he'd been researching and planning this for some time. Upon entering, Jerome asked for the manager and he was talking to her. He told her we would be buying several outfits and wondered if it would be acceptable to forego using the changing room to speed up the selection process.
"You mean she would try on items at the racks... essentially in public?" Jerome nodded. I blushed as she looked at me. I was going to be fully naked in a store where there could possibly be other shoppers? The woman looked at my outfit, then at Jerome, and seemed to come to some understanding of what our relationship was. With a smile growing on the middle-aged woman's face, she nodded, too. I was mortified. I looked quickly at Jerome but his only reaction to my conflicting feelings was to pull me into his side tight. Of course, that action pulled the shirt higher up and parted the bottom to expose what was underneath.
The woman was now talking only to Jerome and it would essentially be what happened the rest of our time there. She had quickly picked up on who was buying and who was making the decisions. The worst part, in my mind, was that she was right and I knew it so I followed behind the two as they weaved through the shop as the woman quizzed Jerome about what he was interested in.
The first stop was a rack with sheer baby-doll negligees. As she explained the different styles to Jerome, the woman loosened the belt and opened the few buttons. She looked at my body exposed and brazenly caressed my stomach up over my tits. She stepped back a step and commented to Jerome, "She's beautiful, sexual, and erotic. Those boobs need to be highlighted."
"I absolutely agree," Jerome responded.
I continued to blush deeper shades of red as I stood naked in the store but for my original heels as they talked about how to clothe me to show off my 'attributes'. A sheer baby-doll with a very sheer, tiny thong. The baby-doll parted at the tits so the thong was fully shown. I wondered how often Jerome would have me wearing the thong. I also wondered why he was buying these outfits since I was always naked in his house, anyway. Then, an equally sheer floor-length gown with a single tie at tit level. Every step I took in it opened the gown to reveal me underneath. Neither gowns provided support for my tits, only sheer coverage so when I walked my tits moved freely.
He also stocked me up with thongs, which had never been a part of my attire, and most of these were also very sheer. A few bras, those he commented to the woman that he hated to restrict my tits. The woman moved us to another section. I was still naked and there were now several other shoppers milling around the shop and easing closer and closer to us for better looks. The bras she showed Jerome were either shelf types that exposed the nipples or sheer things that provided very little real support. When I put one on, my nipples were very visible and they bounced and swayed with only a modicum of restraint. Jerome was pleased.
The last selection was thigh-high stockings. Still naked, the woman considered several lengths. Jerome commented that he wanted the stockings high because the skirts were going to be quite short. She nodded and selected a pair for me to try on which would not normally be appropriate.
"I'm curious... she will likely be spending a fair amount of time on her knees," he stated as if approaching the subject of the weather, "how much wear do stockings take?"
If there had been ANY doubt about me or him or us before, it was clear to her now. "With a body like that, I'm not surprised." She appraised me with very real understanding and her next words sent a shiver through me. "Is she good?"
Jerome put his hand on my bare butt and stroked it. I heard a woman behind me moan. "She is, yes. And, she's getting even better. She still has things to learn but she is eager." Fuck! The shiver the woman caused was replaced by full arousal and my cunt flooding at hearing Jerome so casually appraise me in front of the woman and the several others who had milled around us. If there was a level of humiliation beyond mortified, I felt it. But, there was more welling up within, too. Humiliated, embarrassed, yes. But also aroused and excited. Exhibitionism is amazingly erotic. And, the words were humiliating but they also reflected pride. Jerome's eyes, his looks to me, the tone of his voice all reflected it. He was proud of me. He was testing me and preparing me. It also occurred to me standing in that store naked that he was now investing in me. Not just his time but he was preparing for our future together... our crazy future. I had shown my commitment to be his. Now, he was showing his commitment to have me.
I was suddenly aware that I was ready to fuck anyone, right there in the shop, if he directed me to. We still weren't done, though.
He drove to a different part of town with me back in the shirt and the trunk filling up with bags of new items. I went rigid in the car seat when he turned into a parking lot with a building showing signs as a sex toy shop. I looked over at Jerome.
"The housewife still has some control over you, huh? Just think of these as training aids." I sighed with resignation and released the seatbelt.
He looked around, not at magazines or movies, but the toys. There were maybe a half dozen men in the area and they all took quick notice of us entering. The guy at the sales counter sat on a raised platform, perhaps better to keep an eye on the customers. Jerome stopped at a display of dildos all in plastic packaging. He selected anal beads (I only knew by reading the package as he handed it to me). It was a long thing with spheres attached sized from small at the tip to larger at the base where there was a handle. Anal, he said. The small butt-plug he had already started me with was uncomfortable. I couldn't imagine the large balls in this toy.
But, thinking of butt-plugs, he selected two more, each larger. The larger was intimidating but, then again, Jerome's cock in my butt was beyond intimidating. But he wasn't done in this area. He added to the items in my arms. Various sized dildos, some realistic looking (big and black like his) and others smaller and cylindrical and vibrated. Then he said softly, "here we are." I looked at the display we stood before. I wasn't sure what they were but given the shop assumed they were some kind of vibrating devices. He picked one from the display and turned to the sales guy and called out loud enough for the whole shop to hear.



"Is this the one I've been hearing so much about? The one those women use on cam videos?"
The guy gave a lewd smile at me. "That it. The Lush 2?" Jerome checked and nodded. "Yeah, that's it. The others are cheaper knock-offs. That one has the blue-tooth app and can be controlled from through a smart phone."
Jerome muttered, "Perfect..." and handed it to me, also.
He was turning back to the front of the store when something caught his eye. He stopped and studied a display case. The sales guy came over and asked if we were interested. I wasn't interested in anything but Jerome was still intently examining something. I moved closer and peered past him. They looked like earrings that were too large. Then, he shook his head as he looked at me holding an arm full of sex toys.
"No, I think we're done for now." I breathed out the air in my lungs I hadn't realized I was holding after realizing what they were: nipple clamps.
The next stop was another boutique. This one specialized in what they called 'clubbing' clothing for women. That meant extremely short and revealing. Jerome made the same request of this shop despite several others present in the shop. The young woman dressed in the clothes the shop sold agreed with a conspiratorial gaze at me in my 'shirt-dress'. Jerome told her what he was interested in and the young woman led us through the shop.
She stopped at a rack of skirts. I sighed as she held one out toward me and waited. Yes, I know. I undid the belt and handed it to Jerome, then removed the shirt. The young woman gazed at me... the entire me... and I had the distinct feeling she was more interested in what she saw than merely my embarrassment. My surprising immediate reaction to her gaze was girl-on-girl sex. I had no exposure to it but that was the vibe that passed from her to me.
She handed the skirt to me and I stepped into it, fastening it at the side. She called it a mini and it was. The shortest skirt I had ever had on. She had guessed my size perfectly. It was tight and Jerome loved it. She then turned to another rack as I slipped out of the other. As I stepped into this one, several people began forming at nearby racks to watch the bare-breasted woman trying on clothes. This next one gave me pause even as I stepped into it. It didn't seem the right size. But, when I fastened it at the waist, it was perfect... but VERY short. She told Jerome this was a micro.
Two things slammed into my brain. One, she was talking only to Jerome. She had deduced she wasn't selling these to me. I was merely the one who would be wearing them. Two, Jerome was buying me things that he obviously intended on being used. I thought I was safe in assuming the negligees and toys were for the house. But... what about these clothes? I definitely didn't think he intended them to be used in his house. I was naked in his house. So... the only option caused me to shudder. I also felt my traitorous cunt flooding with juices.
This micro, when I looked in the floor-length mirror was indeed 'micro'. And, it was pleated. I pushed the waist down as far as it would go and it just barely covered my cunt lips. I turned to look at the back and my butt cheeks were just covered, too. I bent just 45 degrees and... I wasn't covered. I looked at Jerome aghast. He was smiling and wanted several in different colors and patterns. He added a couple sheer sleeveless blouses and tight-fitting tank tops.
The woman whispered to Jerome while I was contemplating what was happening and led us off to another part of the shop. She held up something that looked like strings. Wicked Weasel she explained. Jerome knew; I didn't. She handed the bottoms to me and my eyes bugged out in disbelief. This was to be worn in public? It was only string except for a small piece of very thin fabric that barely... and I mean barely... covered my cunt. As I put the top on, I saw the same thing. Two small pieces that I worked to fit over my nipples. They hardly covered the areora. Jerome, of course, loved it. He selected two, white and bright yellow. The woman commented, as an aside, that they all but disappear when wet and the bottom has a tendency to move between the lips. Great... how much more can I blush?
Back at his house, I immediately stripped and waited. He told me to take everything up to the bedroom. Everything but the Lush 2, which he took with him to his office. He told me to insert the small plug.
When I returned downstairs to his office, I found him behind his desk. The vibrator was plugged into his computer to charge. He was working with his computer and phone. He twirled his finger. I turned my back to him and bent over to show him the jeweled end of the plug in my ass. I was wondering when he would push me to start using the larger ones but for now, he was satisfied. He shifted in the chair to create space and I smiled. I crawled under the desk, opened his slacks, took his long, soft snake out, and began licking and sucking. Months ago it might have been obscene, degrading but now I took every chance I got to hold and love his shaft whether it led to him cumming in my mouth or getting fucked. I loved the feel of his cock and had that feeling impressed in my brain.
After many minutes, "Got it." I looked up from under the desk, his cock still in my mouth. "The apps are downloaded and installed and ready to go. Just need to charge the device now." He smiled down at me. "I understand these are amazing..." I turned my attention fully back to his cock. I would find out in time. I knew it now. There was no sense in spending time wondering or speculating. Jerome would include me in his plans and ideas when he felt I needed to know. I was accepting that more completely with each visit to him. Stan might ask me what I thought Jerome had planned for me as I would be preparing to leave (on those times when he was home) and I would shrug. Increasingly, there was no distress or tension. What would be would be, as the saying goes. I was fitting more and more into Jerome's impression of a slut. The truth was, this was new for him, too. We were both wandering into new, unexplored territory. For me, though, I just needed to follow his lead as he worked out what he wanted from the relationship. There were still those times when the simple housewife reared herself in shock or tension but less as each new thing, new expectation, a new challenge was passed. And I was happiest, content, and fulfilled when I just responded, even with some tension involved, but with trust. I did trust and that made my transition and growth easier... and surprisingly fast.
But, I was pulled out of my revelry while contentedly sucking cock by his hands encouraging me out as he pushed his chair back. I was so deep in my musings that I inched after him to keep the cock in my mouth without realizing his intention.
"You know what double penetration is?" I nodded. He had talked about all I would eventually encounter with him and other men. But we were alone... He turned me around and pressed me down against the desktop. I felt his now hard cock press against my cunt lips. They were wet and ready, of course, and I gasped. He hadn't entered me, yet. It merely occurred to me. He was about to fuck me with the smaller plug up my ass.
He pressed his cock at my opening a little harder. I felt my hole grudgingly open, stretch against the natural penetration of his large cock but more against the constricted opening caused by the plug in my ass. He had encouraged me to keep my cunt tight by Kegal exercises and using Ben Wa balls each day. The combination felt like the very first time he entered me. I gasped and moaned but it quickly shifted from concern and tension to pleasure. His thrusting cock probed at a new angle, forced down by the plug. Of course, his plunging cock had a similar effect on the plug, pushing it as his shaft passed against it with only that thin membrane of flesh separating them. It was an amazing feeling. Jerome had teased with comments about different orgasms women might experience and suggesting I might find anal actually good. Anal orgasms. I hadn't heard of such a thing but then I hadn't heard of cervical orgasms, either, and I know I've experienced that with his long cock. The more he thrust into me, the more his cock moved the plug in my ass, the more I experienced and the experience was from both chambers... vaginal and anal.
When I orgasmed, I was ahead of him, again. Pressed into the desktop and quaking in orgasmic throes, he continued to plow into me. His fucking never wavered and lessened through my orgasm which meant that even as my body felt the rush ebbing, it didn't lose its presence in me. He fucked me and my arousal rose and ebbed just below the point of breaking into another orgasm. When I felt his pending climax in my tight chambers, then the first spewing of cum, a second orgasm joined his.
My knees let go and I collapsed fully on the surface of the desk, held in place by the pressure of his body and his cock still deep inside, still leaking the last of his cum. My breathing was ragged, coming in raspy panting. I could feel our mixed cum leaking from my cunt around his cock. I heard a repeating sound and it took a few moments for my mind to register it. It was me mumbling like a skipping recording, "Oh God, thank you... thank you... Oh God, thank you... thank you..."
Orgasms became a constant in the times I was with Jerome. He said often that he loved the way I orgasmed. He said it was one of the most beautiful things to watch. I would blush, which seemed completely silly given how much he was now using me and being naked with him almost continuously. His attention was addictive to me. It no longer was enough for me to experience his cock sliding in and out of my needy cunt, increasingly, I needed, was compelled, driven to please him and see his pleasure in how I responded and accepted what he asked of me and did to me.
Upon arriving at his house and stripping out of a loose dress I would wear with nothing else underneath, knowing I would just be naked, anyway, he would sometimes insert the Lush 2 along with a butt-plug. The vibration inside my cunt would also vibrate the plug. No longer was my considerable time sucking his cock time I was not being stimulated. It seemed I was always in a state of stimulation whether by Jerome or by one of the toys inserted in me.
He had me using one of the smaller dildos for practice on taking cock deeper into my throat. I even spent time early on with research on the internet to find discussions about what techniques worked for other women. Then, mostly at home, I would practice. When I would return again to Jerome, I would excitedly show him the progress I was making. He even began marking one dildo to show how far I was taking it into my throat and encourage me to better it.
He had switched me to a larger dildo that stretched my mouth and truly closed off my throat. I panicked the first few times as he watched but I was determined. I had a mantra, two actually: sluts will deepthroat anyone; and, sluts love anal. I was stretching and preparing my throat and ass with the determination of being the three-hole slut Jerome envisioned and I wanted.
I was gasping, saliva mixed on my lips and chin after successfully working a dildo deep into my throat. At a certain point, I discovered, the length ceased to matter, it was the time I had to control the gag reflex and not having air. My confidence was soaring. I was kneeling before him, naked, a vibrator in my ass and the Lush 2 in my cunt set to a variable vibration. I looked at Jerome, gasping and red-faced from the exertion. He was smiling at me and that elicited a prideful smile back from me.
He leaned forward and grabbed an erect nipple to pull me closer. "You're amazing. Look how far you've come so fast." I blushed with pride at his words. "I think you are ready."
I looked into his eyes, then allowed my eyes to descend to his crotch inside his shorts. We had just come in from outside where he had laid in the sun as I swam some laps in the pool. He loved watching my naked body in every situation, even swimming but mostly as I climbed out of the pool, water cascading down my tanning body and falling from my large, bouncing tits. Then, it was practice time, again. Practice makes the athlete he would say and I was his sexual star athlete. I had no idea what would really be next for me after all this, but I knew it would be sex in many forms. After all this, I desired stimulation, cock, and orgasms but at the same time, I desired to please Jerome and to use my body to give pleasure.
I looked at him wide-eyed, still gasping for breath but control coming. "Ready for you?" He nodded, holding my eyes with his. "You're so big..." I untied the string at the waist, though, and pulled the shorts off his hips. I held his cock and licked it.
"Do you think you're ready?" he asked.
It didn't matter what I thought. If he thought I was ready, I would try. No, that wasn't even right. There would be no 'try' in my effort. I would do it, even if I failed, the effort would be doing. So I didn't respond verbally. I raised myself on my knees and took the large head between my lips and sucked. I licked some more and sucked until his cock was hard. He became very hard very quickly. I imagined the idea of me finally deepthroating him was having that effect.
I looked from his hard cock glistening with my saliva up to his face. He smiled at me and nodded. I reached up and kissed him on the lips then moved those same lips down over his cock. No more sucking and licking. I moved my mouth down and up over his cock, each cycle taking another inch or so of his cock into my mouth, then my throat. The first few times in my throat were getting used to the feel, setting the tempo to breathe, opening my throat to the size of his width. Slowly, inch by inch, I took him deeper into my throat. He stayed motionless and allowed me to do this on my own basis though I could sometimes feel his hips twitch like he desired to thrust up into my throat.
I put my fingers on his cock where my mouth was and pulled back off it. I looked down and found my fingers encircling his cock was still several inches from fully having him. I looked up at him gasping, saliva on my chin. I wiped the saliva off with my hand and jerked him up and down as I caught my breath.
"You did well, Trish." He stroked my face.
I took the head back in my mouth and sucked it. I looked up, "I'm not done, though."
He gasped and groaned as I plunged my mouth and throat down over his cock. A sound escaped my mouth as the cock slid into my throat. I pulled up, sucking air through my nose without taking out his cock, pulling back only far enough to clear the nasal passage for air, then plunging back down. Over and over with his cock stretching my throat and inching further down, further than I had ever taken one of the dildos until, with eyes closed in concentration and control, I felt my nose touch his body. I held the position and opened my eyes. I screamed my elation without a sound escaping with my mouth and throat full to the maximum. I opened my lips wider and pressed down another inch until I felt the base of his cock and I was quickly becoming light-headed and desperate for air.
I pulled all the way off. What an amazing feeling as my throat closed to normal as the cock passed. I had stroked his cock as I gasped, panted, and gulped huge breaths, but I was smiling widely. As I stroked him, I could feel his cock swelling and pulse.
"I want you to cum directly down my throat, sir. Will you do that for me?"
He looked at me stunned. "I don't want to choke you..."
"The first stream of your cum. I'll pull back after that so I can swallow and breathe. I think I can. Please?" It sounded strange even to me but it was a real reaction. I wanted this. I wanted it for him as much as for me. Now, I wanted him to experience something completely new for him.
His excitement spiked by my words and plea, he added his pressing to my effort and his cock slid down my throat. With just a couple thrusts from each of us, I felt the cock swell in my throat. I concentrated like never before on relaxing as the first stream of cum shot out and down my throat. There was no swallowing involved as his cock was well past that point in my throat. I could feel the cum going down my throat in a great volume as his first always was. I forced myself out of my revelry, though, pulling my mouth back up his cock and opening the airways just in time for the second stream. I gagged, pulling my mouth further. My mouth filled with his cum, gulping desperately to take it but losing some at the corners of my mouth. I pulled off his cock gasping when the third, and weaker, stream hit me across the bridge of my nose and my left eye.
I laughed as I half-blindly sought his cock to capture what remained inside by sucking. Satisfied I had him empty, I pulled off his cock and looked up at him mostly with my right eye. He started laughing and I quickly joined him. Through our laughing, he pulled me up onto his lap and kissed me hard on the mouth. I felt more than saw his right arm move and suddenly the vibrator in my cunt surged to the max. My position on his lap had the Lush 2 pressed to the front of my cunt and the strong vibrations concentrated on my g-spot. I erupted in an orgasm that had me clinging to him around his neck as my body convulsed.
It was only days later when he approached me from behind with my hands in hot, soapy water cleaning up after dinner. He took hold of the plug in my ass, the large one finally, and gave it a tug and push. He leaned into me with one hand moving the plug and the other fondling a tit.
"I think it's time," he whispered into my ear.
I shuddered partly by his contact and partly at my guess as to what he was referring to. "I keep saying this, but... you're so big. Will it work?"
"I'll be slow and gentle," he responded. He chuckled, "Well... as gentle as it can be to get inside."
I shuddered, again. This was real. This was happening. After all my preparation, it was here. Ready... or not.
I dried my hands and followed him into the family room. He picked up the remote and clicked off some random game. He put down the remote and came back up with a tube of lubricant. My hands shook as I took it from him. I looked at it for a moment taking a cleansing breath to control the feeling of a runaway heart thumping inside my chest. I then went about the business of undressing him: pulling his shirt up and over his head; loosening his belt and shorts; pulling his shorts and boxers down to expose a hard and ready cock. I squeezed a large dollop of gel into my hand and began spreading it liberally over the head and down the shaft. It was shiny with the lubricant. I then squeezed another amount onto two of my fingers. I bent over and spread it over my asshole. With the plug out, I could feel it still open a bit. I pressed the fingers inside, smearing the gel as deep as my fingers could manage. Not nearly deep enough for this cock.
I knelt on the seat of the sofa and braced myself over the back. Jerome pulled my ass back to him and I felt the head first touch my wet cunt before sliding up to my asshole. I tensed involuntarily. He reminded me to relax. He said it would be like the plug. I knew better. The plug at its largest might be the same width but after entering it was much smaller for the sphincter to recover. He would stretch me and keep me that way. Recovery to relax the stretched sphincter might take some additional effort.
I felt him press his cock and felt it slip and glide over my ass. He tried again, this time holding the head at my hole and pressing more deliberately. I felt a lot of resistance and I concentrated on relaxing, eventually feeling the muscle giving way, stretching, opening. I felt the bulbous head begin to enter with more stretching as it began to feel like I was going to tear. I knew I wouldn't, though. And that gave me encouragement and the will to press back at him. When the head pressed suddenly past the tightness of the sphincter, I cried out. He stopped the head just inside. I was gasping, panting as I tried to gain control of the hurt, of the feeling that I might rip right apart with the next movement. Then, I heard his voice repeating softly to breathe, relax, calm my body.



It was like an elixir. I took a deep, calming breath and I pushed my anal muscles against the invader. It was a relief to use the muscle rather than feeling abused. Calm began to come over me and my body eased. I took more breaths and... I eased my body back against his cock, feeling it move in another inch. He leaned over me, he fondled my tits, and he softly asked, "Are you okay?"
I pressed back against him and he remained still. I pulled back, feeling his cock slide an inch and I pushed back. I gasped but it was the good kind of gasp. "God, I love you!" I gasped out. I felt him tense. "NO... no, not like my love for Stan. Not that. I love what you do for me, what you give me. I love how you handle me. I love how you make me feel."
He kissed my back and pressed several inches deeper before pulling an inch back and pressing in further. "Yes," I responded, "yes... like that. Fuck me, Jerome. Fuck my ass and make me the three-hole slut you have wanted. Fuck me! Make me your slut... your complete slut."
He did, too. He began fucking my ass like he fucks my cunt with power, long, and deep strokes. God, what a feeling. Anal orgasms? It was rising without other stimulation. I could feel his stimulation, too. My tight asshole. I was clenching my ass muscles at the same time. His cock was already pulsing. I was going wild. We both came... one, two... and I wasn't sure who was first but when my orgasm hit, I was feeling his cum filling my ass.
* * * *
When he called for the next time, he said I was ready for the next step. When Stan asked, I told him what Jerome had said. He asked me what he meant. I didn't know. He had already taken all three holes completely. I didn't know what was next.
When I arrived at Jerome's, I entered the front door he left unlocked for me. As I stripped off the light, loose dress I wore only for cover to arrive at his house, I called out to him. He called back that he was in the family room.
I hung the dress in the foyer closet and padded barefoot to the family room. I strode in without a care in the world, anxious to again please him in any way he desired. As I stepped into the room, I froze. Sitting in one of the easy chairs near Jerome was one of the largest black men I had ever seen not on TV and wearing a football uniform.
"Trish... Leroy. Leroy... Trish."
Leroy reacted with a gaping mouth and eyes bugged out as I stood naked before him, but he still reacted before I could. "Holy shit, Jerome! You said she was beautiful but... God damn..." Then he seemed to become embarrassed. "Sorry Miss Trish... my language..."
I gaped at him, then at Jerome. Jerome had a huge smile on his face.
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CHAPTER 5: LEROY
I gaped open-mouthed at the huge black man sitting in Jerome's family room as I stood immobilized and naked in the opening from the kitchen area. Jerome just smiled. The man... Jerome said Leroy... was gazing at my nakedness.
Jerome finally broke the stalemate of awkwardness. He stood and said, "I think Leroy and I need another beer and a snack. Will you help me, Trish?"
As we moved into the kitchen area, we were still in view but Jerome spoke softly. "Surprised, huh?" I quickly recovered. I shouldn't have been so surprised, I decided as I rummaged through the cupboards and pantry for snacks. I knew this day was coming. I knew from his explanations that sluts were also shared. He said I was now ready for the next step. I had become his three-hole slut. What did I think the next step might be?
"Leroy has been a good friend since... well, grade school. Back then he was a pudgy little guy who got picked on, bullied. I interfered once and he's kind of clung to me ever since. In middle school, he started to really grow. I was always an athlete and outgoing. Leroy came to sports late and was never comfortable around people."
I looked back to the family room. "An odd couple, then?"
"Yeah... I guess. Anyway... I told the coach in high school that I wanted Leroy on the football team. I was a running back then. Leroy was a monster and fierce when he needed to be. I never had such big holes to run through as when I followed Leroy. He followed me to college and then the pros. He's not the brightest guy around by a long shot but he's loyal to a fault."
I looked surprised at Jerome. "To a fault? How is someone loyal to a fault?"
Jerome laughed, "I made a ton of money as a receiver in the pros. Offensive linemen can make good money but not tons. When I got hurt and had to retire... Leroy did, too." Jerome shook his head. "He still had good years left. He was a respected lineman."
Jerome explained that Leroy works at the club where we met. Leroy is one of the bouncers. And that was the connection in my mind. I knew I had seen him somewhere but there weren't that many places where I was in contact with big black guys. It just never sunk in.
"So, you save him and taken care of him along the way..."
Jerome's eyes drifted to someplace beyond the walls. "More complicated than just that. Yeah, that, but more, too. He's been around and saved my butt more times than I could remember until I wised up." I looked at him questioningly. "When I left the pros I thought I was really something. That's kind of the way you're treated. Anyway, my attitude got me into some fixes when I would hit on the wrong women... women who had guys with them. Sometimes in groups where I was outnumbered. Several times I had made enough of an ass of myself they caught me in the parking lots later. Out of nowhere would be Leroy and the two of us could end it." He turned to face me. "Trish, I'm not proud of that time in my life. I was depressed. I went from being a star to... just a guy people began forgetting. I didn't always handle it well."
"Okay." He furrowed his eyebrows. I smiled at him. "I understand. Leroy's special."
Back in the family room, I stood in front of Leroy after handing him a beer. "Can I do something for you, Leroy?"
He looked from me to Jerome and back to me. "Did he tell you to?""
I smiled and knelt between his knees. "No, he didn't. But I do know now that you are his friend... a good friend. So... I'm naked, Leroy... you know what I do for him so I want to make you happy, too."
"Well," he started, "okay, but..."
"No but." I began loosening his belt and pants. I tugged on the pants and he raised his hips so I could tug them lower. He was a boxer man, too. I moved the palm of my hand over his crotch over his boxers and... stopped. I glanced at Jerome and he had a funny smile on his face. I glanced up at Leroy and he had a worried expression on his face. He started to say something but just groaned when I grasped what was underneath in my hand. Jerome was huge to me and this... I looked up at Leroy, again. His eyes were closed and his breathing was coming in quick rasps. I grasped the waist of the boxers and tugged them lower and I could see the head of his erect cock. The head was even bigger than Jerome's. His eyes opened and look at me. The worry was still there. I tugged his shorts more and he raised his hips, again.
I was stunned for a moment. I don't know why but I never imagined a cock bigger than Jerome's. This was a couple inches longer and I swear it was thicker. I suddenly understood what his worry was. He was probably used to women being scared off by it. It was intimidating even for me to be and I was used to Jerome's big cock.
I looked up at him and smiled. "I want you naked, Leroy." He just looked at me. "I want you naked because I want you."
He looked to the side and Jerome must have nodded because he stood to pull his shirt over his head as I lowered his pants. I assisted him out of his shoes and socks, then his pants. I stood up with him. He was huge. Dark, dark black skin. Bald head. He had to be 6' 6" and weigh 300 pounds. There was fat there around his middle but when I put my hands on his legs, arms, and chest there were slabs of muscle just underneath. Like Jerome's, his hard cock sagged in front of him. I took hold of it and my hands looked even smaller.
This wasn't just a chance that Leroy was here. This was my next step. Not just another man but an even bigger man. Jerome was building a slut. As I began stroking this new cock in my two hands, I understood what that really REALLY meant. Jerome was wondering if I was ready. Time to show both these guys that I was not only capable but eager to fulfill Jerome's every desire and idea.
I pushed Leroy back into the chair and knelt between his knees as I retook his cock in my hands and began licking this new tool that would consume me. I wanted it. It was obvious to me because my mouth was obscenely drooling and my cunt was flooding, my nipples at full attention. Jerome had indeed succeeded. I was ready. I was ready for anything. He had turned me into a lusting slut and this moment was the proof.
I opened my mouth wide after covering Leroy's cock with my tongue and took the head between my lips. At first, I concentrated on sucking the tip and was rewarded with pre-cum leaking from his hard cock. Leroy moaned and gasped as I sucked and my tongue swirled around the large head in my mouth. I opened wider and pressed my mouth over more of his cock. He stiffened, his hips rising from the chair, gasping, moaning, groaning sounds cascading from his open mouth.
I tilted my head and gave Jerome a smile. I don't know what it looked like with my mouth stretched full of his friend's cock but he responded with his own smile and nod but also by standing and working his belt. I moaned, the sound muffled by cock, at the thought, the anticipation of having two big cocks at once. I lost sight of Jerome as quickly and my focus returned fully to Leroy's cock but it was only moments before I was torn between the two, again. I felt Jerome's hands on my ass and I spread my knees wide as I hoped I understood his intention. I moaned again as I felt his cock slide over my dripping cunt lips, align to my hole, and press to open it. Another press and his cock entered me. I groaned as that 'stuffed with cock' feeling returned. I struggled to refocus on Leroy, though. I was being delightfully pleasured but I had a cock to pleasure, too. Two cocks to pleasure and I swelled with emotion as well as lust as I was speared between these two and their massive poles. I was quickly transported to a private world of lust and sensory overload of cocks sawing into two of my holes.
I felt Jerome pull me backward and I mumbled my protest, not wanting to lose the cock in my mouth. There must have been some communication between them, though that I missed as Leroy slid forward and went to his knees on the rug. I was now not the only one moving my mouth over his cock as he began thrusting, too. Then, there was the combination of thrusts from Jerome pushing me which pushed my mouth over Leroy's cock, sometimes as he was also thrusting at the same time.
What I thought would be impossible, happened. I would never have tried to take this new, thicker cock into my throat. Jerome's was hard enough to manage. The action of the two men, however, forced the issue. With my mouth wide to take the cock and the position of my head and throat in alignment, Leroy slid his cock into my throat. I gagged, mostly in surprise that it actually fit. He pulled back and I gulped air, refocusing on the action in my mouth rather than the stimulation from my cunt. The next thrust slid deeper down my throat. He pulled back, I breathed through the opened nasal passage, as he thrust back in. I was good. I had this! Two monsters thrusting into me front and rear and I had this!
I orgasmed. Physical. Psychological. Emotional. They all piled on top of each other to cause my body to erupt into spasming, convulsing, mind-blowing ecstasy. The two men paused. Jerome was deep inside me as my cunt convulsed around his cock and Leroy pulled back so just the head was in my mouth. Had they done this before? Was it just sensitivity? I gasped for air around the cock in my mouth as my body shook, every muscle fiber seeming to twitch uncontrollably.
When my body started to recover, they started fucking in earnest, again. My recovery didn't fully recover. The continuation of their fucking brought the arousal back to near orgasm quickly. I fought to put it off, this time. I concentrated on increasing their arousal rather than registering my own. It partially worked but two big cocks filling me from both ends was just too much. I squeezed with my cunt muscles and sucked and clenched my throat in an attempt to bring these two off before I did again.
When I felt Jerome's cock jerk and swell inside me, I jammed my face at Leroy and sent his cock deep into my tight throat. Jerome sent a great stream of cum into my cunt and I pulled back from Leroy as I felt his cock swell and jerk. He sent a massive load into my mouth. I gulp to take it all but some escaped through the sides of my mouth. Both of them sent repeated streams into me before they were done. Somewhere in there I came a second time, almost lost in my efforts to absorb and deal with the sensory impact of them climaxing in me.
I cleaned both cocks, Leroy first since he was right there at my mouth. After I had cleaned Jerome, I stood on shaky legs and moved in front of Leroy. I bent over and kissed his limp cock, then looked up at him as I stroked his cock.
"Is this seat taken?"
He looked at me stunned. He shook his head. "No... Miss Trish..."
I smiled and sat across his legs. I parted my legs and fished between them for his cock and pulled it up against my leaking cunt. I then closed my thighs around it. I lay the side of my head on his massive chest and lightly stroked the protruding head of his cock with my fingertips.
"I want this close. Do you know why, Leroy?" I asked.
"No, Miss Trish." A soft sigh escaping his lips as his arm wrapped around me and I moved the hand to cup my tit.
"Because, Leroy... when this gets hard, again... you're going to fuck me."
He moaned and I could feel his cock tightly held between my thighs give a small movement of growth. I smiled and mewed, nestling into his strong black body. I glanced over to Jerome. He was smiling and blew me a kiss. I wiggled deeper against Leroy. Yeah... I think I was passing this step...
The guys talked and my mind drifted. I still couldn't fully believe what was happening to me. No... no 'to me'. I wanted this and still want it. Even Stan sees how it makes me happy and content and now encourages this. But how my life has changed is so different from the life of the quiet, unsatisfied married woman with the nothing job. I look across six or seven feet of space and see a naked, muscled black man who has shown me what a sensual, lusting, sexually curious female I am. Just looking at him makes my heart beat faster, floods my body with the warmth of arousal, my nipples hardening, and my cunt flooding in hopeful anticipation. AND... I am sitting across the lap of his naked friend, a black man who is bigger with a cock that is impossibly bigger. I have that bigger piece of meat between my thighs, against my used and leaking cunt and I can feel it begin to move, swell, extend with renewed life against my cunt lips.
While they talk, I ponder cock. My fingertips softly play over the head. I took this cock in my mouth as I was fucked earlier. The feeling in my cunt is reminding me how a big cock feels inside it, fucking it, controlling it, owning it. This one is bigger, a couple inches longer, and a bit wider. How will it feel? Will it stretch me more? Will it make me increase my Kegel exercises to keep my cunt tight? I have to feel it pushing in, stretching me, penetrating me... fucking me. I wiggled into Leroy's body. My hand rises and fondles his chest, my lips turn slightly to kiss his black chest, and I feel movement from his cock between my thighs. I want him to fuck me like the slut Jerome is making me into. I want to feel Leroy's cock own me, too.
I begin teasing this cock with a little more intention. His cock begins to strain as it is constricted by my thighs. Leroy shifts underneath me. I part my thighs slightly and his cock lengthens with the new freedom. There is now enough sticking out above my thighs for my hand to wrap around and I do with small jerking motion. I kiss his chest and lick the nipple in front of me. Then, I look up at him.
"Will you fuck me, Leroy?" He looks at Jerome who I am sure nods his approval but my eyes are only on Leroy.
He lifts me and turns me on his lap. He does it like I am merely a large stuffed doll. The thought makes me giggle. That's what I want... I want to be a stuffed doll... stuffed with his cock.
I am turned so my back is to him. I want Jerome to see. I position my legs outside his on the chair seat. I grasp his cock and hold it straight up. I have to rise a bit higher to get my dripping cunt over the head, then to align it to my hole after sliding the head over my wet cunt for lubrication. I lower my hips a bit and feel the head part my lips and stretch my hole. I gasp at the feel of it passing through the entrance. I pause there with only the head inside me and sigh at the feeling of being filled wall to wall. I love the feeling of a big cock. Jerome and now Leroy. I feel consumed... owned... by them.
I lower my hips carefully and sink six or so inches onto it. The length of a normal cock and I've only just begun being filled. I raise up and hear Leroy moan behind me. His hands are on my hips, helping me or preparing to destroy me? I'm not sure, yet. Now, he is helping me by supporting my weight as I slowly settle over his pole. Like Jerome, his cock fills me to the max. Wall to wall I feel filled. Up and down. I move by a couple inches, each time filling my cunt with more big black cock that fills my chamber with every inch. I feel it hit my cervix and I gasp. I know there is still more and my body is already peaking.
When my ass has settled onto his hip, we are both moaning and groaning. His hands shift to my tits as I sit on him. We are both gasping, sighing, moaning. He flexes his hips and his cock surges inside me. I raise up... and up... and slowly up so just the head is inside. I pause and suck in a deep breath. I look over at Jerome and he is leaning forward. His eyes are fixed on my cock filled cunt.
He looks up at me and nods, then, "Do it, Trish. Cum for us. Cum all over his big cock."
Leroy moans. I don't smile. I don't nod agreement or understanding. I concentrate. It is like I am concentrating on the moment of jumping from a cliff into the water below. A moment of hesitation, of building the courage. I bite my lower lip between my teeth, take in a breath... and drop. No muscle control. No control at all. I drop. The remaining inches slam into my cunt, fill my body to my throat... or so it felt.
Jerome's fingers at on my exposed clit the moment I hit bottom. He presses and strums my sensitive bud as the sensations in my cunt explode within me. My orgasm is consuming. I fall back against Leroy. My body is a quivering mass of flesh as Jerome strums my clit and Leroy rubs my nipples. My cunt explodes and convulses, squeezing the cock with spasms beyond my control.
I am panting, sweaty, and weak when I begin to recover. I reposition my feet on the floor and my hands on the armrests. I raise my hips slowly and feel my juices leaking out with his cock. I keep inches inside as I raise and lower over his cock. I tighten my muscles which still feel stretched. I fuck him hard and fast, then stuffing his cock fully inside and grinding my hips around his cock. We fuck for a long time until his hands take over at my waist and he adds his own urgency to our fucking. It feels like he effortlessly lifts me and thrusts me down on his cock like a masturbation toy. I am going to cum, again. But I feel his growing climax, too. His cock swells and pulses in my tight cunt. Unbelievably, we both cum together. I am torn between my orgasm and the feeling of volumes of seed streaming, filling my cunt. The amount of cum these two give me is amazing... and I love the feel of being filled with it.
* * * *
It is several weeks after the first meeting with Leroy. It turns out they spend a lot of time together but during the time of my conversion from wife to slut, Leroy stayed away. It's a Sunday afternoon. I am swimming laps in the pool while they are lounging naked in the sun with a radio on with the game. They still have loyalties to the Dolphins and celebrate or grieve the outcome of each game. It's another beautiful and warm early fall day.
The water flowing over my naked skin is refreshing and recharging. Both men had moments before fucked me in the shallow end of the pool. Leroy had me pressed up against the edge of the pool while Jerome chose to hold me in deeper water and thrust into me. As I swam now, I sometimes encountered little globs of semen in the water which I guessed escaped from my cunt as I kicked.
Feeling refreshed, I climbed out of the pool using the ladder on the side. The sound of the game continued but I knew both men were no longer hearing it as their attention was riveted to my glistening body, rivulets of water cascading down my body and, what really had their interest, falling from my nipples.
I stroked Leroy's wide shoulders as I passed behind him to sit on the edge of Jerome's lounge who scooted over enough to give me room with his arm wrapping around my waist and pulling down alongside him. His hand shifted to my tit which he began fondling and rolling the nipple. I settled in alongside him very content with his touching.
Leroy looked over at us and commented, "You are a sexy woman, Miss Trish."
I smiled and wiggled into Jerome. "Why do you call me that, Leroy? I asked. You know I am yours, too, when we are here. Why so formal?"
He looked at me seriously but I saw his cock move, a stirring in that dark, long snake of his. "I... you're different... special," he responded shyly.
"Different? Aren't I a slut, Jerome? How am I different? Special?"
Before Jerome could venture a response to one of those questions, Leroy stood abruptly, his long cock swaying as he got to his feet. He asked if anyone else wanted another beer. Jerome and I both accepted.
"Did I say something wrong?" I asked as Leroy moved to the little frig on the patio.
"No," Jerome responded. "Leroy, as I mentioned before, is... well, let's just say he wasn't given the same intelligence capability as most people. As if to make up for it, though, that man has heart, devotion, and courage the size of his body. He'd stand up to a raging bull if he needed to and he'd defend me against impossible odds. Put him in front of a pretty woman and he freezes. Add to that a woman I respect and care about and he becomes terrified. The worst thing for him would be to offend you in any way."



I was watching Leroy. He had the three beers and seemed to be taking deep breaths. How odd. A mountain of a man. "But he hardly knows me."
Jerome took my face in his hands and turned my face to him. It was to make his point. "He knows enough from the way you've treated him. More to the point, though, he knows you are important to me and that settles the issue for him."
Leroy was returning with the beers. I stood to meet him, took the beers, giving two to Jerome, and putting his on the little table by his lounge. I stepped into Leroy, my tits pressing into him and feeling his hanging cock at my abdomen. I reached up and put my hands on his face.
"I like that you call me 'Miss Trish'. It makes me feel like I'm special." I put my hands around his neck and pulled. When he relented and lowered his head, I gave him a hard, long kiss. When we broke, "Thank you, Leroy."
"For what, Miss Trish?" he asked back.
"I smiled and kissed him again. "For making me feel special and making me feel so... so VERY good."
He laughed and picked me up from the waist with an ease that was shocking if it wasn't so caring. I wrapped my legs around his waist and felt my tits flatten against his chest. We kissed again. "I should thank you, then, for making me feel so good."
"Hey, you two..." came Jerome's voice, "with all this feeling good, I forgot... I need to be out of town for an endorsement deal at the end of the week and through the weekend."
I turned my head to look at Jerome, "Oh... pooh."
"Oh pooh?"
"Stan's going to be gone, too." Leroy held me a little closer and stroked my back, perhaps thinking I might really be upset more than the tease it was.
Jerome was thoughtful for a moment, then he had an idea. "Leroy, would you mind looking after Trish while I'm gone?"
Leroy stammered, "You... you mean... Miss Trish and me? Just her and me?"
"What do you say, Trish?"
I smiled at him, then gave Leroy a huge hug. I was still in his arms. "OH HELL, YES!"
Leroy nodded and got serious, "Yes, Jerome... I will be pleased to look after Miss Trish for you."
I kissed Leroy hard, my lips nearly lost against his big lips. "Oh Leroy, I will make sure you are pleased." Even on his dark skin, I could see his blush form. "Ooooo..." I exclaimed as I squirmed, "what's that I feel?" I wiggled against him. "I think somebody needs some pleasing."
I whisper into his ear. He held me better as I shifted one hand from his neck to reach behind and under me, bending over to grasp his cock, holding it up while he slowly settled me down on top of it. I wiggled my ass on his cock until it sank into my cunt. He and I both groaned as he lowered me down further onto his cock.
"OH... GOD... YES! Fuck, Leroy... just like that," as he raised and lowered me. "Yes... use me to cum... fill me with your wonderful cock."
He did, too. Of course, Jermone, after watching all that, took his turn with me right after. I love big cock!
* * * *
"You have to work, Leroy?" He got the call moments before. He looked sad like he had let me down. With Jerome traveling this was supposed to be just us in Jerome's home which he suggested we use while he was gone. "I know," I exclaimed excitedly, "I'll help you. I'll be your sidekick bouncer tonight, okay?"
He thought about it and made a quick phone call, then came back smiling. "The boss said okay, but they won't be responsible if something happens because you're not really an employee."
I hugged him, "Silly... nothing can happen to me with you nearby." I thought a minute. "What do I wear? What do you wear?"
"Black tee and black cargo pants."
I shook my head. No... won't work for me. I went to the closet of clothes Jerome bought for me. I came out and his eyes bugged out. I was wearing a tight, form-fitting black tank top not made for my tits. The sides of my tits showed and without a bra, the nipples stood out prominently. I wore a black, pleated micro-skirt and black heels. I twirled for him and I felt the skirt rise.
He shook his head. "If you wear that, you need a thong." I frowned but gave in. If I was even quasi representing the club, some propriety was probably in order.
Leroy was working the front door, checking IDs, regulating the number of people entering the club. I stayed with him the entire night. It was one of those warm, muggy Miami nights and I remained comfortable right up to closing time.
Walking to his sedan I felt like a kid next to an adult. The difference in our size was that significant. I reached for his massive hand, slipping mine into his. He looked down at me and gently closed his hand around mine.
"Thank you, Leroy." He looked at me puzzled. "I had fun. Also... I enjoyed watching how you handled people. You were firm with those that could be trouble and considerate of those who just wanted to have a good time. You're quite a guy, you know that? I understand why Jerome thinks so much of you." I hugged his arm. "I think a lot of you, too." He smiled.
After he pulled his sedan into Jerome's garage and we entered the massive house, he asked me what I wanted to do. It was late but we were both charged from the interactions of the night.
"Let's go upstairs, get undressed, climb into a bed, and make love."
He chuckled, "You never get enough, do you?"
I stepped up to him, pressed my body into his, and reached up to his face. "What we've been doing is fucking, Leroy. And, as good as that has been... I want to make love to you. I want to give you slow and passionate love. I want to give to you what I feel about you." He looked down at me and I reached up to kiss him. "Can we do that?" He just nodded and picked me. He carried me upstairs and gently put me down in a guest bedroom. He looked awkward and I thought, 'that's Leroy'.
I tugged his tee-shirt from his pants and pushed it up his body. He grabbed it and pulled it over his head. I kissed his chest, kissed his nipples. My hands began at his belt, then his pants. I kissed his stomach as I sank to my knees. I removed his shoes and sock, then pulled his pants and boxers down and off his feet. I kissed up each thigh, cupped his balls, and kissed the drooping head of his long cock. I moved my hands to his cock and slowly, gently stroked it. I kissed the head again before starting to lick the length up and down, side to side. I opened my mouth wide and took the head inside. His hands came down to my head as he sighed and moaned.
He tugged on my tank top and I didn't release his cock from my mouth until the very last moment, letting the top pass over my face before taking his cock back inside. My fingers stroked his cock as my mouth and tongue sucked and licked. I moaned, myself. I felt like I was making love to a lover... and it was only his cock.
He raised me up and stripped me of my micro-skirt and thong. He placed me on the bed and spread my legs. OH, GOD. His tongue swiped over my juicy cunt lips. His tongue pushed at my hole and it felt like a cock pressing at me. I reached down and pulled him up... or, at least, I indicated I wanted him up with me.
"Oh... dear God... Leroy... I... I want you... inside me... please."
I felt him shift as he moved his cock to align with my hole. I felt him lean over me and the head press at my hole which opened willingly for him. He pressed more and my hole was stretched to accommodate his width. GOD... I love big cock and now there are two.
He smoothly slid more and more cock into me and each inch filled me wonderfully. I raised my legs and hooked my ankles around him, my ass off the bed as he plowed into me with strong, powerful strokes that had me gasping. After many minutes, he lowered his head to me and we kissed. He told me to hang on and my arms wrapped around his neck. He scooted onto his knees and raised me up, moving me with his hands on the bed and me over his cock as he moved backward until he stepped off the bed.
We were standing, my arms around his neck and legs around his waist. His hands were under my butt cheeks moving me up and down. I kissed with intensity, our lips mashed together, our tongues probing. Then, when our kiss broke, he began to walk.
"What...? Where...?" They were all I could manage.
He smiled. I felt so secure in his arms, so safe. Every step he took sent a jolt into my cunt with his cock jammed deep inside. He walked out of the bedroom, into the hallway, and down the stairs. Each foot landing on the next tread jammed his cock deeper. By the time he... we... reached the bottom, I was clutching him tightly with a shuddering body in the throes of an orgasm.
He stopped and simply held me, his lips brushing against my cheek, and an arm around my upper back, while still easily holding under my butt with one hand. I quickly recovered and he continued through the house to the sliding door out to the patio. He walked across the patio, past the pool down to the wrought iron gate where the boat was tied up. We were standing on the planking by the bow of the boat. The stars were just visible here where the city lights weren't quite so bright. A breeze was coming in from the ocean but it was still muggy, warm... and very quiet.
He wasn't moving me, anymore. I was just sitting on his cock. He was just looking out over the water, the stars, the lights beyond. I kissed his lips to get his attention.
He smiled. "I've wanted to do this someday... or night, I guess. It seemed to me this would be perfect with someone who treated me like I was special." He looked at me while I gazed at him and his hands shifted causing movement inside me.
I nodded at him, "Let's make love out here."
He moved off the planking to the grass where he knelt to his knees and lay me down. His cock never left me. We climaxed together.
* * * *
"Leroy..." I hesitantly began as I looked up from my breakfast and across the table at him. The next morning I made us breakfast and we remained naked. He looked up. "Will you do something for me?" He replied, anything. I smiled, took a deep breath, "I want you to fuck my ass."
He dropped his fork and it clattered on his mostly empty plate.
"Is that wrong?" Oh dear... maybe that's gross to him. I fussed until he reached across and held my hand.
"I've never..." but he didn't finish. He didn't need to. I saw the rest on his face. I had to admit, it was intimidating to me, too. But I knew instantly he never had the chance because of the size of his cock. Taking him vaginally probably intimidated most women. The ass would seem impossible.
I smiled at him and squeezed his hand. "Even better... I'll be your first." Our eyes met, "But... will you... be gentle with me?"
We didn't wait. The hell with the mess on the table and stove. I'd deal with that later. I took his hand and led him upstairs. I jogged into Jerome's bedroom for the tube of lubrication and back to the bedroom Leroy and I had shared. I squeezed a large glob into my hand and began spreading it over his cock which began growing at my touch and the anticipation.
I looked up at him as my hands continued. "You'll be only the second man to have me there. It's felt like a special act to me. I suppose that will change but... for now... it still feels special that Jerome was first and you were second." I finished spreading more lube over his monster, then handed him the tube and turned my ass to him, bent over, and spread my cheeks.
A large finger touched my puckered asshole and I felt a liberal amount of lube cool against my skin. When that finger pressed into the hole, opening it, it felt as large as a normal cock. I was already groaning. When a second finger entered me, I was gasping. When he pulled those out and twisted three fingers into me, I was panting with long moans escaping my mouth.
I moved to the bed, his fingers pulling out as I did. I crawled into the center of the king-sized bed, spread my knees wide, and lowered my head and chest to the bed. I was exposed... inviting... and nervous. Jerome was a brutal fuck in my ass but the kind of brutal that is wonderful at the same time, the kind that can produce a feeling of connection otherwise improbable and an orgasm beyond description. Leroy was slightly bigger in every way. Yes... I was a bit nervous.
I felt the bed sag behind me as he crawled after me and settle between my legs. I felt his hand on my ass and that produced a gasp from me. I took a deep breath and started the mantra to breathe, relax. I felt his cock head touch my bottom and move to my puckered asshole. I reminded myself of all the training I did before Jerome penetrated me. Jerome fucks my ass with some regularity... this will be fine. But I still had to talk to myself and work to breathe through the nose and out the mouth, to press my muscles to encourage the opening to open. When he pressed, I was ready. His bulbous head seemed at first impossible but it slowly pushed in, opening my hole, stretching it until it seemed impossible to stretch further. Yes... he was bigger than Jerome... but not too big. The head popped inside past the sphincter and I cried out in pain and relief. He stopped at my cry and I put my hand back against his thigh. He seemed to understand. He waited as my asshole slowed its spasm of pain. I pushed back slightly and pulled away but my hand remained on his leg.
I took a huge breath in and slowly released it. My hand patted his leg, "Okay... Leroy... now... now fuck me. Show me what a slut I am."
He started slow and I grimaced but it quickly turned into so much more... so much better. With each pull and push, I felt his cock expanding my ass as it moved ever deeper. It seemed to be forever, but was only moments before I felt his hips impact my ass. I shuddered at the feel of him so deep up my ass. It was only inches deeper than Jerome but the width increase held an increased impact on the feelings.
I rose up onto my hands as he began a steady rhythm with his thrusts in and out of my clenching anal passage. He groaned and grunted as he thrust with increasing effort and power. I moaned and gasped while the feeling was one of being consumed from within.
He leaned over me, supporting himself with one hand and arm while the other came around my body to grasp a wildly swaying tit. His thrust increased in power and urgency. His hand left my tit and slid down my stomach to find my empty cunt. He twisted his hand to drive a couple fingers inside, his thumb moving over my throbbing clit. Another moment and I felt his cock swell unbelievably and pulse, signaling an imminent eruption. The first stream of cum into my ass set off my own orgasm and I collapsed to the bed with him following with me as his cock continued to empty seed into me.
The feeling was... as it was with Jerome... so amazing that I struggled with myself to remain aware. When he pulled out, a long black snake slithering out of my hole, I reached back and obscenely dipped two fingers into a gaping hole where my puckered asshole should have been. Cum wasn't leaking out... it was flowing.
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CHAPTER 6: SHARING
When Jerome returned home from his trip, he found an unusually quiet house. He knew Leroy wouldn't be working in the early afternoon and he also was sure I would still be at his house since Stan was also traveling. But there wasn't a sound from anywhere. No music, nothing from the patio or pool, nothing from upstairs.
He moved to the bottom of the stairs and listened. Still hearing nothing. Moving upstairs, he check the open guest rooms and finally smiled as he stood in the doorway of the room where he found Leroy and me. I was asleep on top of a sleeping Leroy. Although the man's cock had gone soft, its length, and my stillness, allowed several inches to remain inside my cunt where he could see the cum from our recent fucking leaking from me. He smiled and quietly exited the room.
* * * *
When I woke up, I was alone in bed. I stretched like a cat who had just had her fill of... well, whatever it is cats have their fill of when they are indulgent. I thought I heard a voice which was strange because it was just me and... JEROME! JEROME'S HOME!
I leaped out of bed and ran naked and barefoot into the hallway and down the stairs two at a time, skidded across the tile floor at the bottom, listened, and ran into the family room. I crashed into him before settling finally into his lap. His left arm went immediately around me and his right hand cupped a tit.
"You missed me?" he asked with a chuckle.
"Yes," I exclaimed, "but not that Leroy didn't take good care of me." I looked over at him with a wink, "And I mean REALLY good care of me."
"I know," he said. I looked at him puzzled. "I peeked in on you two when I got home." His hand slid down my stomach and I opened my legs for him. "You took good care of Leroy, too?"
"Oh, yes, sir... well, maybe Leroy should be answering that," I offered.
Leroy laughed. "I think you have a slut on your hands." Jerome agreed. I beamed at the comment. Leroy continued, "I was about to tell you... I was called into work and she wanted to come with me. She had on this micro-skirt and tight tank. God damn... she was a walking wet-dream. I told her she had to wear a thong under it, at least. At some point during the night of working the front door, I put my hand in the side cargo pocket of my pants and found her thong. I was wondering why the crowd at the door seemed distracted as they waited. She was flashing them and prancing up and down the line with those tits of hers bouncing and swaying under the thin fabric." Jerome just smiled and slipped a finger into my creamy cunt.
Despite the distraction of a finger in my cunny, I sat up a bit straighter and excitedly exclaimed, "Leroy... Leroy... tell him what else we did."
Jerome had just taken a nipple between his lips when he looked up and waited. Leroy blushed. I just loved that about him. "I fucked her ass."
Jerome absorbed that, then playfully asked, "Did she cry?"
"She cried out," Leroy clarified. "She was a brave girl," he finished with a chuckle.
"Oh... my... God, Jerome! I think I love anal. Thank you for showing me that." I lavished kisses on him.
I spent the next couple of days being fucked by the two of them. Fucking and sucking. Sometimes my cunt... sometimes my ass.
Then it happened. In the back of my mind, I always knew it eventually would. Jerome had talked to me about it, preparing me for it, I suppose.
I was on a lounge chair outside by the pool after a swim. No, actually I was on Leroy who was on the lounge chair. He was on his back and I was straddling him with my feet on the patio pavers and his cock buried in my cunt. My hands were on Leroy's expansive chest, my head hanging and my long hair draped over both of us as I lifted and fell on his black meat. That was when I felt the cool, greasy feel of lubrication being applied to my asshole. I looked over my shoulder. Of course, I knew who it was but I had to look anyway. I suppose the looking back at Jerome was a substitute question rather than voicing it. I mean, I had a big cock in my cunt... was he really going to put his big cock in my ass? I knew about double penetration, sure, but big cock double penetration?
But, even that should have been inevitable to me, too. I was fully shared now with Leroy. Two big black men with big black cocks. It was going to happen. It still took every fiber of my willful commitment to being his slut not to show the anxiety that came over me. Do this and won't I have proven myself his slut?
Those thoughts masked what Jerome was doing back there. He now had two gel-covered fingers inside my ass, pushing globs of gel inside. He twisted and sawed the fingers and I could feel them so very well with Leroy's cock pressing against them. Jerome's cock head touch my asshole and I flinched. Leroy stopped moving and I closed my eyes, focusing on my breathing, intent on willing my body but especially my ass to relax. Jerome pressed several times without effect. It was just too tight. I took several deep breaths in through my nose and out of my mouth. I performed the mantra. Then, I nodded. Jerome pressed, again. This time I felt his cock parting my hole, felt it stretching and opening for the bulbous head seeking entry. My mouth fell open and I gasped and began panting as the stretching increased. I cried out as the stretching felt like my body couldn't take anymore stretching, that it was just too much. It wasn't going to be, though. I willed my body to open and I felt my ass stretching and giving way. Cries and gasps and deep guttural moans flowed from my hanging mouth as his cock finally pressed past the sphincter.
I didn't have to put my hand back, Jerome paused on his own. Both men, both cocks, motionless... waiting... patient while my stretched asshole began adjusting to the intrusion. Then, I raised my head, took another deep cleansing breath... and pressed my body back against the two cocks. Both cocks slid deeper into my body, adjoining chambers stuffed with black meat. With only a thin membrane separating the two cock as they moved slowly and carefully, I could feel each cock against the other and each cock along the walls of each chamber. I came with the first deep, full thrust from Jerome.
They had slowed, again. The two not completely paused but slowed their movements inside me as my body, tanned skin sandwiched between their black, slowed the shuddering and shivering of my muscles in orgasm. I caught only the end of the conversation drifting past me.
"... makes a wonderful slut, I think," came Jerome's voice. "Her orgasms are plentiful and uninhibited. Feeling her orgasm around me is simply amazing."
"And the look on her face when she does..." came Leroy's addition, "... I don't know... she beautiful but when she orgasms... wow, like an angel."
I opened my eyes and looked down at Leroy, "An angel, Leroy?" I smile down at him, not wanting to laugh and risk embarrassing him. "Do you think angels fuck, my sweet Leroy?"
His fingertips touched my cheek. Incredibly delicate touching from his huge hands. "I do now. A beautiful, fucking, orgasmic angel..." I lowered my head and kissed him. Both men plunged deeper into my holes.
They fucked me raw. Two massive cocks fucking my holes for hours... maybe not hours... made possible by the fucking and climaxes we enjoyed earlier. I had another orgasm before joining them in theirs which occurred close together. I decided they could feel each other as well as I could feel them together. When Jerome's cock surged and pulsed his climax, Leroy spewed his. Both holes flooded with man-creme.
* * * *
The telephone rang. The landline. Most people called our cell phones when they knew who they wanted. A few people called the landline, especially businesses when we wanted either of us to respond. Jerome called the landline, too. He used my cell, too. But for initial contacts, he called the landline out of respect to Stan.
I heard Stan's side of the call. "Hey, Jerome, how are you?" "Good, good... she's finishing up the dishes." "Me?... doing well. Busy as hell. A crazy time for the company." "Let me think... well, for sure I know I am leaving Tuesday morning for a swing up through New England, then to Quebec, Ottawa, maybe Ontario..." "No, no... it's kind of open-ended at this point." "Oh, sure... definitely through the weekend." "No, probably longer but right now definitely through the weekend." "Hey, by the way, how'd the endorsement thing go?" "Yeah?" "Wow... yeah, I'll be watching for it." "Yeah, she's wiping her hands now... here she is."
I took the phone and kissed my husband. "Hi, Jerome." He gave me a run-down of what he was thinking. He wanted to have a party, hence finding out Stan's schedule so he could plan around my availability. It was never lost on me. Jerome respected Stan. It was part of the relationship. He didn't pull me away from our home life, though sometimes we might meet for a tryst in the afternoon while Stan was in the office if he wasn't traveling. It seemed there was only so long either of us could go without being together.
"What's up?" Stan asked in the most casual, comfortable voice as if it were a girlfriend arranging getting together for coffee.
"He's setting up a party. He was working around my availability... your schedule."
"Sounds like a big deal..."
I settled next to Stan on the couch, kissed him on the cheek, and rested my head on his shoulder. "Sounds like it. It'll be on the boat. A bunch of guys, some he knew from football. Other guys Leroy knows."
Stan put his arm around me. What a strange relationship we had, proven by his next question and my answer. "So... a bunch of guys... on a boat... discreetly off-shore from prying eyes, I presume... how many girls?"
I giggled. He was teasing me. I knew he anticipated the answer. "Me." He pulled me against him and chuckled with me.
* * * *
Saturday. The day of the party on his boat. I had spent several days with Jerome after Stan left, then last night Leroy came over. The two of them fucked me well and thoroughly in both holes including another DP. Jerome offered that it would help me be ready... looser.. hopefully, avoid some soreness. I cleaned my holes out with a nozzle in the shower I could get into my holes. I recognized the nerves returning. Each time I was sure I was now a slut. And each time Jerome would later come up with another step that challenged me further. No question about it; this was intended to be a gangbang. I still didn't know how many guys were invited. I was sure they would likely all be black and many of them could possess big cocks, too. I had spent days and nights, like last night, being ravaged by my two guys. Yes, this was different.
I looked out the bedroom balcony windows at the gathering group by the boat. I counted ten... all black... all strong-looking men. Leroy was one of them. I was standing naked in the window. I had my outfit ready on the bed. It would take me a second to be dressed for the outing.
"Nervous?" Jerome's arms wound around my stomach. One hand slid up to a tit, the other down. I parted my legs without thought.
I leaned back against his strong body. "A little, yes." He held me and fondled me. I closed my eyes and sighed out a breath.
"You're wet, though..."
I giggled, "Of course, I am. I said I was a little nervous, not that I wasn't excited." I turned in his arms and looked intently into his eyes. "I am yours, Jerome. My body and holes are yours. Any nerves have nothing to do with it. I want this. I want this because you want this." I kissed him with passion, then held his eyes. "I. AM. YOUR. SLUT." I kissed him, again. "You know I want cock and there they are. It will be more cock than I've ever had, but I will not disappoint you... or them."
He slipped a finger past my lips and inside. The proof was in my wetness. He swatted my ass. "Get ready... everything else is ready. We leave when you come down." I watched him go out the door. I turned to look down at the boat and the men. Then I looked at what was on the bed. I took a deep breath.
I walked out of the back of the house, across the patio and pool, and down the walkway through the grassy section to the gathered group of men. As I approached, I counted. With Jerome and Leroy in their midst, I approached 11 men. Impressive men. Men who now had their attention focused on me.
Jerome stepped out from the group and extended his hand to me. I took it and slipped into his side, the hand wrapping around my shoulders. He introduced everyone... not that I could remember all the names. They gazed, stared, and gaped.
Jerome had decided on the white Wicked Weasel, white heels, sunglasses, and white floppy hat. None of which I was sure would be on me for long. The Wicked Weasel only barely covered the nipples of my straining tits. The bottom was a thin piece of fabric that was already slipping between my cunt lips just from the walk from the house. I knew this suit, once wet, would expose what wasn't already exposed. That wasn't much of a concern for me, though. I was sure I was to be stripped in moments after passing through the inlet and headed for open water.
A couple guys led me to the surface of the bow where I have sunned on previous outings on the boat with Jerome and Leroy. This time I had three guys standing behind me as we cruised through the channel and making noise to draw attention to my scantily clad body. There were waves from the shore and other boats and honks from cars on the bridge as we motored underneath. I hung onto the railing in front with the guys pressed up behind me. The bouncing boat in the wakes of other boats left my hands occupied and my nearly naked body available. They didn't let the opportunity slip by either.
As the boat passed through the inlet to the open ocean, I heard my name called. I turned on unsteady legs to see Leroy waving me back. Jerome was ready to open it up and the bow was no place to be standing.
I no sooner climbed down the steps to the open stern area and I felt the bow holding the string around my neck pulled and the thin material slipping from my tits. A moment after that, the one on my back and the two at my hips were also pulled. My suit drifted to the floor but my attention was consumed by numerous hands and fingers suddenly exploring my exposed body.
I gave no resistance. That was what I was there for, after all. A set of lips covered mine, another set took a nipple while fingers were working the other nipple. My ass and stomach were being fondled and a finger was sliding between my cunt lips. Moments after leaving the canal and harbor waters it was starting. Jerome had stocked the boat for a long day on the water. That meant a long day for me, too.
I was turned by strong hands on my shoulders, from the mouth on my nipple, from the finger sawing in and out of my cunt. I found a man who had dropped his shorts. His cock, semi-hard, hung between his legs. I grasped it without thought. It was a good-sized cock. His hands pressed lightly on my shoulders and I bent over to bring it to my lips. I could have sunk to my knees but hands and fingers had already found my cunt and tits. Bending over, though, presented an option kneeling didn't and someone behind me took it.
As I took the cock between my lips and into my mouth, I felt another cock replace fingers as it nudged and probed my cunt before quickly locating my hole and sinking into it. I didn't know who it was but I knew it was black and someone I had never had in my cunt before. It wasn't big enough to be Jerome or Leroy.
This turned into something far different than I had previously experienced. This wasn't about fucking me for them to cum. This was merely about fucking me. Another cock appeared at my mouth and I braced myself with hands on a chair and moved my mouth from cock to cock with little effort of my own other than pulling off one cock and with open mouth turning slightly so the next cock could be pushed in. My cunt was receiving similar treatment: a cock fucked me for several moments before pulling out and another immediately taking its place.
My arousal and stimulation rose quickly with the strong, powerful fucking in my cunt and the different cocks in my mouth and knowing I was the center of all these men ready and anxious to have their turn. The switches though, cock to cock, were disruptive with a momentary let-down before my arousal spiked again.
When my first orgasm hit, the cock in my cunt continued plowing into me relentlessly and didn't switch until my body slowed its twitching and shivering. My mouth hung open as I gasped but the cocks continued to probe my open mouth. Drool was flowing from my mouth.
After my orgasm, I was moved to cushions arranged on the deck of the boat. On my back, someone crawled between my legs and thrust into my cunt. Two cocks appeared at my head to alternately suck and hands mauled my tits. My legs were pulled up into the air and spread apart wide. The fucking became more intense until I felt cum streaming into my hole. The next man lowered my legs and I wrapped them around his waist as he fucked me hard to his own climax. The next man took me in the same position and someone began strumming my engorged clit as I continued sucking cocks surrounding my head.
I orgasmed, again. My mouth released the cock inside but my fingers somehow found it and continued stroking it. No cock had yet cum in my mouth. Another cock spewed cum into me and the cock I was holding moved away and to my cunt. Through the haze of lust consuming me, I realized my mouth was the staging for the next fuck. After this one came inside me, I was flipped over on my hands and knees. A cock slammed into my cunt and fucked me for a moment before pulling out and pressing at my asshole. He had entered my cunt only for the spent cum of other men to use as lubrication. He pressed past my sphincter and I gasped around another cock in my mouth. It felt good... the switch... and his size was easier than Leroy.
My awareness of my surroundings melded into one cock after another, one orgasm after another. I quickly lost track of my orgasms and the number of climaxes in my cunt or ass. At some point, when a cock pulled out while I was on my hands and knees, I pulled off the cock in my mouth as he moved and my head sagged. My eyes happened to focus on something behind me as I peered between my splayed legs. Obscene. Outrageous. Amazing. A long thread of cum was hanging from my cunt lips. I watched a pair of huge black thighs approach me and a pole-sized cock smoothly enter my gaping cunt. As it did, spent cum flowed out around this large cock. Though my cunt was loosened by the fucking of maybe 6 men, I immediately recognized it as Leroy's. I felt him lean over my back and nestle his lips through my hair to my ear.
"What a slut you are, Miss Trish." I gasped as he pulled back and slammed his monster fully and deeply into me. I could hear the squishing his cock caused as it pressed through my hole. "Look up and see Jerome." I did as he instructed. I had to blink a couple of times to properly focus but found Jerome sitting with legs spread and his hand stroking that beautiful cock. I tore my eyes from his cock to his face. He wore a very pleased smile and blew me a kiss when our eyes met. I weakly smiled back. "He's happy... more than happy, Miss Trish. He said you've exceeded every thought he had about a slut."
"Oh... God... God help... me, Leroy, but... I love... all this."
He hadn't slowed his cock moving in and out of me. Then, he chuckled, "Ready for me to fuck your ass, then?"
"OH... FUCK... YESSSSS! Fuck me, Leroy. Make me cum, again. Fuck my ass!"
Leroy flooded my already messy asshole. My orgasm was stupendous. The caring lover he was to me he held me tightly against his body as we both spent ourselves. After, he gently lowered me to the cushions, his cock slowly sliding out of my ass like a long snake. I collapsed on my front gasping. When my eyes opened, I found several sets of bare feet. I rolled over and sat up with a struggle. All the guys were lounging in chairs spread around the stern deck. I looked at the guys around me and blushed. I couldn't help it. The only one I hadn't fucked was Jerome. Ten guys had fucked me and spent their seed in my cunt or ass. I was a sweaty, drained slut. Jerome's aspirations for me had been completely fulfilled. And it was only the beginning... and I knew it looking at them.



Then it hit me. They were all there. Nobody was missing to control the boat which was now gently rocking.
"We've been anchored off a small island for a little while," Jerome offered as if reading my mind. Maybe he could. Maybe that's what happens when you give yourself to someone else like this. Stan and I do and that's an emotional attachment. Maybe... my physical commitment to Jerome is similar?
I struggle to get to my feet and someone, I'm not going to remember names, gave me a supporting hand. I stood amid their chair arrangement with feet parted for balance against the gentle rocking. I could feel the cum running out of my two holes and coating my inner thighs. I blushed slightly at the feeling but didn't look... I would only blush a whole lot more.
Someone put a beer in my hand. I thank him and made my way to Jerome who opened his arms for me to sit. I settled into his lap, took a deep drink, and sighed as I settled against him. It seemed to be a signal and conversation, teasing and jokes began to flow. It was clear all these guys were friends and very comfortable together.
For a moment, I listened to the banter. Then, I softly said to Jerome, "You didn't fuck me." I looked at him.
He smiled and kissed me, the fingers of one hand confidently playing over my tit and nipple in plain sight of his friends. "I wanted to watch you. You've done everything I've asked. You've exceeded every expectation I've had." He kissed me, again. "I honestly didn't know what I meant when I first told you I wanted a slut, not another woman who would crawl into my bed for a fuck. I knew I wanted more but I didn't know exactly what that was. When you never backed down, I continued pushing you, challenging you." His fingers traced down to my messy cunt and I opened my legs without thought or concern. "I wasn't sure about today. I thought, would have expected, you to slow things down, to control the activity. You didn't. You accepted what evolved... a true gangbang. I was fascinated. I was impressed."
I reached between my legs and pulled his hardening cock out and against my cunt to stroke it but it didn't last long. "I need to fuck you, Jerome. I want your cum in me, too."
He pinched a nipple and I moaned. "Then sit on me but facing them. Fuck me so all of them can watch."
I slipped off his lap, spread my feet outside of his, and backed to him. I reached between my legs and glimpsed how messy my cunt really was. What a slut. Now you're going to display it all for them to see, again. I lowered my ass, wiggled over his cock head, and sank down in a smooth motion over the length. I didn't stop or change directions until I was sitting on his thighs, his cock fully inside me. I looked down as I groaned and moaned with the feeling of his cock filling me, even as sloppy as my cunt was, it felt so good. I pulled up and exposed his black meat shiny with cum. I looked from that view to fix my eyes on each of Jerome's friends. Then, making contact with each, I dropped down and impaled myself on his pole. I groaned and heard gasps from mouths around us.
I felt a swell rise within me. Not orgasmic. More like pride, fulfillment of achievement. Yes, I was a slut... Jerome's slut... a married slut. Yes, that swelling was indeed pride. I was proud to be his slut and thrilled to prove it in any way he might devise or dream.
We were anchored in a small cove at an island that boaters came to because it was close and unregulated. It turns into a party location with many boats coming together in what turns into a drunken escape from the world.
We jumped from the boat and generally frolicked in the water. Jerome eased the boat closer to shore and anchored there. We made our way to shore. I was nervous about our nudity. I wasn't used to nude beaches. Not being policed, though, anything went on the island. I soon found myself on my knees sucking all the cock formed in a circle around me. Then, I was laid down on my back in the sand and fucked. This was different, though. The fucking and sucking had a different purpose and one I didn't immediately catch onto. The first couple of guys pulled out and came on my face, tits, or stomach. Then, it dawned on me that was the intention. Guy after guy pulled out of my mouth or cunt to spew their cum on my body. I giggled as I became more and more covered in cum.
I looked up as the shadow seemed to always cover me. Men, white and black and brown, standing over me stroking their cocks. I was being fucked and was sucking black cock while the others were stroking over and near me. The ones stroking periodically stepped over me and shot cum onto my face or chest.
When the last of our group finished fucking me, a white guy with a big belly tentatively stepped up. Someone must have given him the okay because he dropped to the sand and entered me. His cock was small and after all the bigger cocks and loads of cum, it did little to stimulate me but he came in short order. Then another took his place and a new cock appeared at my mouth.
When it ended, I was assisted to my feet. I looked down through eyes partially closed by cum. The guys waited... when I broke into a fit of laughter, they all joined in. It seemed I was covered in cum, much from our group but a lot from strangers on the beach. I never dreamed, in any wild imagination since knowing Jerome, such a thing happening. I was no longer surprised... I loved it, too.
I wanted to dive into the water to clean up but the guys wouldn't allow it. I looked to Jerome for help but he just smiled. I shrugged and allowed myself to be swept in their effort to display me. And, they did. I should have been humiliated, feeling degraded but I wasn't. What a thrill. What a turn-on. They marched me down the beach. One white woman and 11 black men. That alone is an image that begs erotic and obscene thoughts. Then, seeing me closer, covered in cum from head to cunt... staring, pointing, and lewd comments followed me down the beach until I was finally allowed to splash into the water and wash it all off. The return walk back past the same people elicited knowing and leering smiles from both men and women.
Back on the boat and more beer... and more fucking. Boats drifted close to watch but nobody was invited on. I had my time with strangers. And, frankly, 11 guys, many with big cocks, were plenty.
I didn't even want to think about how I might feel the next morning. I knew my cunt was already red and getting tender. But, I wasn't stopping, not by a long shot. I was delirious with the lustful experience of being a slut. I couldn't get enough cock and I wanted every drop of seed they could manage time after time.
When it was done, though, I didn't even know it. I wasn't aware of arriving back at the dock at Jerome's house. I wasn't aware of each of the guys giving me a kiss of thanks on the forehead or cheek. I wasn't aware of Leroy carrying me up to Jerome's bed. I was somewhat aware, though, of the fitful night of sleep filled with erotic dreams while pressed tightly to Jerome's body and the comforting embrace of his arm.
I was also not aware of his waking to my erotic moaning and humping against his thigh. Or the thoughts running through his mind considering what else I might be willing to do for him.
He would later tell me I came on his leg at once during the night. How I could possibly have orgasms remaining within me would confound both of us.
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WHAT YOU SHOULD KNOW...
This is a story that is intend to be a part of a series grouped under MOTHERS & DAUGHTERS. Each story will be independent. The stories will ultimately cover a range of genre. These will be shorter stories of one chapter which is different from my previous efforts as a writer. I hope you enjoy them.
This is an interracial story.
This is a story of a mother, Irene, and her daughter, Jade. Irene is 47 and Jade is 22. Both women are dark brunette hair that falls to the shoulders. Irene's breasts are slightly larger, C-cup, while Jade's are B-cup. Both women are trim with Irene standing at 5' 5" and Jade at 5' 4". A seemingly happy and 'normal' family when Jade was young, that life fell apart when the economy turned and Irene's husband was laid off from his programming job. In a series of risky ventures, he lost what little the family had in fallback security and they went bankrupt, losing everything including their home. A short time after, he disappeared, taking very little with him, he was never seen, again. Not even the police could determine what might have happened with any certainty: perhaps he merely left in shame; perhaps he went somewhere remote and committed suicide.
The uncertainty was the worse. It followed the two in every part of their day and activity. The way acquaintances avoided talking about it seemed like screaming attention to it, especially to Jade as she grew up with the uncertainty, the abandonment, and hurt of being left behind to struggle through their life. It wasn't long before the young woman found the uneasy, dull world drugs provided where at least she could find moments of not suffering with emotional pain and depression. Her life spiraled down in time as that artificial world began consuming not only her but her mom, as well. What money she could manage to have went to drugs for escape and, eventually, to ease the need for more. When money wasn't available, she turned to sex, trading sex for drugs.
Irene's pain, loss, and depression created a period of isolation when she retreated into herself in a valiant effort to take some control. She took several jobs so she and Jade could have a place to live and food to eat. It wasn't until later that she realized she had retreated from Jade in the process by keeping herself busy and working. She was shocked, though she later would understand her own role in it, when she discovered how far Jade had fallen. In a new wave of shame and guilt, Irene shamefully found herself following Jade instead of being the strength Jade might have needed, but it was already too late.
Years later, when they were arrested together while attempting to buy drugs from an undercover police officer, Irene became the strength both she and Jade needed. In that moment of desperation at seeing what had become of them, she convinced both Jade and the city's prosecuting attorney that they would plead guilty and cooperate in any way they could, if they were kept in treatment long enough to clean up.
During treatment, they -bonded and committed themselves to something better.
MOTHERS & DAUGHTERS: IRENE & JADE
"Look at this one." Irene and Jade, mother and daughter, were sitting at adjacent computers in the public library searching for affordable housing and job possibilities after being released from rehab. They were living in a group home for women but that was going to last only so long and Irene could feel the desperation of the place envelop her every time they entered the facility. It was the best they had available for the emergency of the moment, but they needed something else or the inevitable slide back down the slope would surely occur. There were too many women there who didn't feel the desperation to change and too many men waiting in the shadows outside ready to snatch them back up.
Irene looked at her daughter as Jade made some notes on something she had found and turned to see what Irene had on her monitor. Irene had never been prouder of anyone as she had been of Jade in treatment and now. Even as the bleak reality of their options after treatment hit them squarely in the face, Jade was maintaining the same dedication of finding a joint solution to getting them out from the life they were trying to escape.
Jade had taken the task of searching for low-income apartments while Irene was looking at income sources. There were service industry jobs at a fast-food place, etc. but even they looked at them askance with their record of drugs. There was a high demand for those jobs and the less risk the employer could take, the better for him. With a level of frustration, Irene had allowed her search to wander through various 'wanted' sites and she found something very unusual. Jade rolled her chair from her monitor to the one her mother turned slightly toward her. Jade glanced at the opened want ad, looked at her mom puzzled but continued on to read it:
WANTED: FARMWIFE. Mature woman needed to work with and care for a single mature man and two adult sons on a sizeable, prosperous, remote farm in west-central Mississippi. Neat, well cared for house with modern kitchen and furnishings. Primary expectations are: care for the house, cooking, and laundry. Men will do the heavy farm work. So-called 'wifely responsibilities' are not required or expected, but...
Jade looked at her mom in disbelief. "Like some kind of mail-order bride kind of thing?" Irene shrugged and they resumed their searches.
A couple weeks later they were sipping coffee at a nearby Mcdonald's at an outdoor table. "What are we going to do, mom?"
Irene looked her daughter in the eyes, "I'm not sure, honey. I think we have to get out."
"Out of the shelter? We need a place to live and for that we need jobs."
"I don't mean just out of the shelter. I mean out of this city, away from the memories, away from everything comfortable... AWAY."
Jade nodded. She understood exactly what her mom was saying. She'd been feeling it, too. It would be so easy to slip back and their old contacts were still out there and would be so easy to find and hook up with. "So... how? I really, REALLY, don't want to go back to that, mom. We deserve a safe life."
Irene mused, "A life with security, purpose, and stability."
Jade added, "It doesn't even have to be with extra money and things... but a roof and food..."
"And belonging?" Jade looked at her mom and nodded. Irene gazed at her daughter, "If we had that, we could be happy?"
Jade nodded. "Yes. At this point, I'd do anything to be away from here and have that." She gazed at her mom harder. "What are you thinking?"
"I've been thinking... remember that ad?"
* * * *
Jade was searching the road markers indicated on the instructions. "Geez... he wasn't kidding when he said the farm was remote. It seems we've been on gravel roads forever." She looked down at the page of instructions, then out the windshield. "That must be it... turn right at that dirt road before the big oak."
The dirt road was barely more than a two-track running between barbed wire fences on both sides leading up a small hill. Once crested, though, they found an almost beautiful farm scene with a large white two-story home, a large barn and several smaller sheds, and a large utility building arranged on either side of the house, though separated from it. As they approached the house, three dogs came running out of the largest barn. They hesitated at leaving the car until they heard a loud whistle and saw a large black man walking from the same barn. The dogs immediately turned and ran back to the man.
Irene and Jade left the car and waited there, unsure of their surroundings and what to expect. They had taken a huge gamble and leap of faith in driving nearly four hours from Birmingham to west-central Mississippi to meet this man after nearly a half dozen phone conversations.
Otis Jackson was his name. As he got closer to them, he reached out his large black hand to Irene and chuckled, "Well, isn't this interesting. I guess I neglected to mention we were black." Otis was a large man in the sense of tall and thick. Powerful thick, not flabby or fat thick. It was obvious at first sight that he was a man used to working hard.
Irene smiled while shaking his hand and allowing Jade to step up to do the same. "Well, we neglected to mention we were white. Hopefully, that means that issue isn't important to either of us."
He laughed, again, nodded, and suggested they go into the house. As they followed him, Irene asked, "Where are your sons?" Otis had two sons, twins, James and Thomas.
He led them through the house, past the kitchen, and into a family room to the large sliding door to the patio and pointed. "Both out there on tractors. The corn is doing nicely but it takes careful attention to control weeds and time the irrigation. They know you are coming so they'll be in well before supper." He turned away from the window and led them into the kitchen and offered them chairs at the dinette table while he went to the refrigerator and brought out a large pitcher of lemonade.
Sitting together at the table, it became awkwardly quiet. Finally, Otis said, "Look, this is really weird. To be honest, I was surprised by your response, then more surprised by your apparent interest. Looking back at it, the idea of putting out an ad seems pretty desperate sounding."
Irene smiled at him, "Maybe, but... maybe not as desperate as two women wanting to respond to that desperate ad." They all laughed. Jade sat quietly and nervously next to her mom being very content at not making too much eye contact or having to talk.
Irene had been brutally honest with Otis during their phone calls about their past and troubles with the law and drugs. It was something she felt had to be made clear to explain how they could be so interested in moving away from what they knew to something and someplace they knew nothing about. It seemed like remoteness and deep change in life might be the thing to save them.
Otis had been equally honest about their situation, in part to also explain the strange advertisement. Otis was about Irene's age and the twins were a year older than Jade. Otis's wife had died from illness eight years ago. It was only a few years later that they almost lost the farm. The farm had been in the family for generations and through the hard work and keeping a low profile, they had managed to grow the farm into a sizeable venture for Mississippi. But, during a downturn about five years ago, they were almost driven off. Otis never knew for sure but suspected it was bankers and local white farmers who had managed to divert migrant laborers from working his fields at harvest when they were needed the most. The boys had just graduated from high school and had baseball scholarships at Mississippi State the next fall. Otis said he had never been so disappointed, yet so proud that both boys chose to stay on the farm to bring in the harvest rather than pursue their baseball potential. None of them would ever know what might have been, but what they did know was that the farm was saved and has prospered since.
They took a tour of the house including the upstairs where the bedrooms were. Otis apologized, "If this were to work out, we only have one extra room, but I think it is large enough for you to share."
Jade pulled at her mom's arm and whispered, "Share a bedroom... he's saying this won't mean having...?"
Otis turned and smiled, "Okay... when I put that out there, I might have thought like this could work out like a mail-away bride sort of thing, but... reality came, instead. The three of us put our souls into the land and livestock. Cooking and the house... we do it but it feels..."
Irene added, "You need help."
He nodded. "What we need is help in the house, meals, laundry... no offense, but in the old days it would be 'women's work'." Irene nodded. Jade was stuck trying to figure out what she was feeling. He didn't intend for this to be about sex, then. What was she feeling about that? "Maybe that's a good thing to get out in the open. I worded it that way because a wife would be a partner here. We put almost everything back into the farm. We can't pay what the work might be worth." He looked at them intently, then walked back downstairs.
He left to see about the boys. Irene and Jade poked around in the kitchen and walked out onto the patio. Irene was gazing out across the expanse of the fields beyond the cluster of trees protecting the house and yard. Without turning to her daughter, "Are you wondering what we're doing here?"
Jade stepped closer and took her mom's arm in hers. "No, I'm not. I'm not wondering at all."
"It's beautiful, isn't it? Quiet. Peaceful."
Jade giggled, "Except for the tractors. That must be Thomas and James."
Irene and Jade volunteered to pull together some sides while Otis grilled some beef and the guys showered and cleaned up. As the meal began, Jade explained that she and her mom didn't drink anymore but it was their choice and it needn't affect the men and encouraged them to have their beers, which they did. The meal was simple but filling and satisfying. Jade found herself more comfortable with these men than she could remember at any time other than just with her mom. James and Thomas weren't just twins but were nearly identical. They weren't but Jade found she had to pay attention to tell them apart. They were both a few inches taller than their father, about 6' 4" and even a bit more solid given their youth. They had an easy way about them and it was obvious the three of them were more partners than father and sons, though it was still clear that Otis held some control over them.
James put a temporary damper on the early evening when he said, "I'm not trying to get rid of you, by any means, but... it is going to be getting dark soon if you need to get back on the road."
Jade responded so quickly it even surprised her, "Oh... no... I mean... mom?"
Irene laughed and knew what her daughter was stumbling about. She looked to Otis and directed her words to him as something of the oldest to the oldest. "What my daughter is stumbling over to say is if that spare room is available..."
Otis looked from Irene to Jade to his sons. His sons were nodding and not too subtly. Otis asked, "Are you sure? What about your stuff?"
"Sad as it is going to sound, we don't have stuff. Everything we have is in the car." As strange as it might look from the outside, Irene and Jade had no problem with the feeling they had found a life that finally looked positive.
Two weeks later, Irene and Jade were surprisingly settled into the new life with these three black men. According to the men, the house hadn't looked so good since Otis's wife died. Meals were something they looked forward to and they could again count on having clean clothes available. The yard had flowers planted and the vegetable garden had been resurrected from near death. Jade had even taken over some of the chores of feeding the hogs, dogs, and chickens, and ducks. She regularly made trips out to the barn to search for eggs the freely roaming chickens and ducks had laid in the hay and around the buildings. Duck eggs in cooking turned out to be an extra boost to the ingredients.
It was one of the moments after lunch when Irene and Jade were cleaning up after the men had left for their chores or work in the fields that Jade stopped and turned to her mom. Irene sensed something about her daughter and turned to her.
Jade confessed, "Mom, you remember when we first came and Otis said the 'wife' thing wasn't real?" Irene nodded and gave Jade her full attention now. "Well, I've been thinking and I don't think that can be true. I mean it had to have an element of truth when he originally posted the ad, right? And, since we've been here... I mean... like he said, they are always working. I mean, the closest town is like... a long way away... an hour on these roads, something like that."
"What are you getting at, Jade? Just say it plainly."
"The sex part, mom. Okay? I said it. I like them, mom. All of them."
They sat at the table. Irene took her daughter's hands. "You like it here?" Jade nodded. "You're sure about this? It's one thing to be here as a housekeeper and another to be here as a housekeeper and... whatever that might be."
"I know. Maybe I shouldn't be so comfortable, but I am. And, we're clean and I feel like we can stay that way and that was the whole idea of being here. It just seems that if we're going to be here..."
Irene smiled with her own understanding, "... then we should really be here and fully here. If they accept us, then make this something that is really us... strange as that might seem from the outside." Jade nodded.
Irene talked to Otis who became dumbfounded. She made him talk to Thomas and James and they all gathered. There were a lot of awkward false starts in conversation to figure out what their decision really meant.
Jade took over, "Really, everyone? This is what we're going to do... mom, you sleep with Otis, tonight. James and Thomas, you get me. One of you gets me, first. The other gets seconds, but sleeps with me, too. Tomorrow we'll see what we see." Nobody argued with her plan. Nobody wanted to, either. James and Thomas flipped a coin for the first night. Thomas would go first. Jade thought it was all kind of funny. After not being able to talk about it, everyone seemed to be ready to go to bed early that night.
Irene and Jade got ready for the evening in their room. They both admitted to nervousness even though all this was their idea. Although both had experience in sex and both had used sex to get what they wanted during those worst years of their lives, this was much different to them and they wanted to experience it special and have the men think it was special. Both dressed in pajama tops without the bottoms. The tops barely covered their pussies or asses, but that was part of the enticement. They hugged each other, exited the bedroom, and went their separate ways to start the next stage of their relationship with these men.
Irene went to the door of Otis's room and lightly knocked on the partially open door. Her knocks opened the door more and she could see him standing at his dresser naked. He was facing away from her and he reacted surprised by her knock. "I was... I..." He turned and saw her standing in his doorway only partially covered. Even the top was mostly unbuttoned. "I was trying to... decide what to wear."
She closed the door behind her and walked up to him. "Don't bother." She turned him fully toward her and shucked her top off and put her arms around his neck, pressing her naked body into his. She had kept eye contact with him, which seemed appropriate, and hadn't turned him around until she was next to him, so she was quite surprised when she hugged him tightly and felt his cock immediately harden against her abdomen. She kissed him and ground her body into his hardening cock.
She broke the kiss and stepped back slightly to look down. Her eyes grew big and her hand went to her mouth in surprise. Finally, she got her voice working, "Oh... my... Otis... my God." She put her hand around it... his cock was huge! She looked from his cock to his face, "Otis..." He chuckled. She pressed her naked body into his and squirmed her abdomen against his hard cock. She kissed him passionately and he returned it with equal passion. After minutes of hugging and kissing, their tongues sliding along each other's and invading each other's mouths, she sank down his body. She kissed his body as her mouth moved down until she was kneeling before him, her face at cock level. She put a hand around it at the base, marveled, and looked up at him with a big smile on her face. She had never... NEVER... believed such a cock existed in real life. Forget what porn might have told her, this was real. She looked at the amount of cock still exposed above her fist and put her right hand just above the left. There was still a good couple inches above her hands. It had to be nine inches long... and thick.



She licked the length of the cock and heard him moan. She licked back up and took the bulbous head between her lips and he groaned. He pulled her up, "It's been too long, Irene. As good as that feels, I want you differently."
She smiled and kissed him. "Oh, Otis, I want to feel you inside me. I want you to fuck me. You are so big, though, will you be gentle?"
"Oh, dear lady, I'll be whatever you want me to be if I can be inside you like you want... like we both want."
She kissed him, again, before crawling onto the bed and lying in the center. She raised her knees and splayed them to the sides, fully exposing her pussy to him. She put her hands out to him through her spread thighs and he crawled up onto the bed and moved between her legs. She gasped when he stopped short and placed his mouth over her pussy, probing with his tongue, licking her pliable lips, and sucking on her clit. "Oh, so good, sooooo very, very gooooood." She sighed, "But... please... I want... you... OOOOOhhhhhhhh... I want you... inside me... please."
He moved up her body, kissing his way from her pussy over her stomach, breasts, and chest until he kissed her mouth. As he kissed her, his hard cock probed at her wet and spread pussy. He moved up and down along her slit until he felt her hole and gently pushed until the bulbous head of his cock spread her pussy and entered her.
"Oh... oh... oh... God, yesssssssss... yesssssss... yes." She put her hands on his face and pushed his head back inches to look into his eyes. "Oh, Otis... you're so big... you fill me... as I've never imagined." She threw her arms around his neck and clung to him as her body quaked with an early orgasm. "Oh, Otis... Otis, Otis, Otis... I love this soooooooo much."
He braced himself and plunged his cock deep into her. She cried out with passion and desire. He grunted and gasped. "I'm.... Irene, it been so long... I'm going..."
She strained up and kissed him hard. "Cum for me, Otis."
"Should I pull out?"
She gasped, "Don't you dare! I want to feel you cum. Cum inside me, Otis. Oh, God, yes, cum inside me."
She felt everything. She felt his cock impossibly stiffen more, grow thicker, and pulse before she felt his cum shoot like a fire hose filling the limited space in her pussy around his cock. She couldn't kiss him enough as a smaller orgasm spread over her as he seemed to spasm above her.
After recovering his breath, his fingers lightly trailing over her breast and nipple, he softly said into her ear, "Next time, it will be longer."
"Next time?" She half rolled onto his side and kissed him as one of her hands slid down his body and over his flaccid cock. "Next time... what have I gotten myself into?"
He chuckled, "I think the proper perspective would be, what have I gotten into? You were amazing, Irene." She blushed.
At the exact same moment and just down the hallway, another scene was playing out. Jade gazed up into the eyes of Thomas who was between her spread thighs plowing his black cock into her white pussy in long, smooth strokes. Jade had already orgasmed once on his cock. "Thomas, my God... I think my mind might blow apart." Thomas smiled down at her. "You're so big, it feels... like you are... stretching my entire... pussy with each stroke. I've... never been... so full." He thrust hard into her, changing his pace and angle and her head tilted back and her mouth opened with only moans escaping. Until, "Thomas... Thomas... I'm going to... cum, again. Please... please, cum this time."
He started thrusting hard. He was close and was holding out only by a miracle. He gasped, "Should I... pull out?"
She cried out, "Don't you dare!"
This orgasm was stronger than the first and her clenching pussy around him caused loud moans to fill his room and seemed to bounce off the walls and ceiling and hit him like a focused ray of energy. He grunted and gasped his release deep in her pussy. "Jade... Jade, my God!"
She felt it, too. She felt everything. When he climaxed, she felt him pulse and shoot cum. She felt her pussy filling with his cum. Sex had NEVER been like this ever before.
After recovering and spending quality time petting with Thomas, she reluctantly slipped out of his bed. Reluctantly, because she had enjoyed him so much, but she reminded herself she still had his brother and would be sharing his bed for the night. She kissed Thomas goodnight and backed her way to the door, wanting to hold his image in her mind. Out in the hall, she heard noises from down the hall and curiosity got the better of her. She crept down the hall naked and barefoot to the door to Otis's room. She put her ear to the door and it opened slightly, apparently not completely latched. She pushed a little more and peeked into the room. She was sure of the sounds and she saw for herself. Her naked white mom was riding on top of the naked black Otis. The contrast was striking and very erotic. Her mom bouncing up and down, her breasts bouncing as she fucked him. Jade carefully pulled the door but didn't try to pull it tight and possibly be heard. She turned and walked briskly toward James's room; her hand clasped over a breast.
She gently pushed on James's door. She poked her head inside, "Are you awake?"
The moonlight streamed into the room through the open window. She saw him turn on the bed and saw his strong, naked body. "Damn right, I am." She giggled as she ran to the bed and crawled in alongside him.
"Do you want me to go clean up a little, first?"
He kissed, "That's sweet. Thank you for thinking about me, but, no. We're all family, now. Well, kind of, anyhow." He paused, "That didn't come out right, did it?"
She put a finger to his big lips, "Shhhh... I know what you mean. And, thank you." She kissed him hard, then pulled away and started kissing down his hard body. Her hand already found his cock hard and smiled at the touch as she stroked it. It had to be as big as Thomas's. She wasn't sure how big, but her two hands didn't completely cover it. When her lips reached his abdomen, his cock head was right there and she kissed it before licking and kissing down the length of it to his balls. She licked her way back up the shaft to take his cock into her mouth. Like Thomas's, it stretched her mouth but it was so amazing to have in her mouth. She had sucked her share of cock to get drugs, but none were anything like these two. She wondered what Otis was like but quickly pushed that thought out of her mind. She had a magnificent cock in her mouth and soon to be in her pussy. Two big black cocks in one night...
After sucking on his cock for several minutes just because it gave her pleasure to hear the pleasure he was experiencing, she kissed her way back up to his face. She smiled as she raised herself, reached back to hold his cock up, and align it to her pussy. She sank inches onto his cock before leaning forward and kissing him passionately as she slowly moved up and down, taking more of his cock with each downward push. She gasped into his mouth as his cock filled her to seeming maximum as his brother's had minutes before.
His hands found her jiggling breast and nipples as she bounced up and down on him, then switched to grinding back and forth on his pelvis, her clit sliding along his pelvic bone and his cock sliding in and out. Suddenly, he embraced her and rolled them over so he was over her and thrusting strongly into her pussy with deep, powerful strokes. She cried out as an orgasm swept over her, her pussy clenching and spasming around his driving cock causing him to groan and grunt. But, before he reached that level of stimulation, he pulled out of her, watching her pussy hole closing and opening, again.
He rolled her over and lifted her to her hands and knees as she continued to experience her orgasm. He drove his cock deep into her spasming pussy in one thrust and she cried out, again. After only a few moments, though, he leaned forward and wrapped his strong arm around her body and one hand on her hip as he plowed into her with the most aggressive thrust, yet. When he came, she cried out just from the feeling of his wonderful cock expanding deep in her body, feeling the veins of his shaft, feeling the shaft jerk and pulse inside her until, finally, spurt after spurt of his seed filled her pussy as he continued to ram into her throughout his massive ejaculation.
In the end, it was only his one arm and hand that had moved from her hip to the bed that held her upright, his arm holding her to his body. When he was finished cumming, he dropped to the bed, still holding her to his body and they lay on their sides. She pressed back into his body, his strong arm holding her securely, his cock still embedded inside her... and she wished she could always have one or the other of the twins' cock inside her.
The next morning, Jade awoke to the early sounds of birds and nature outside the open window as the earliest rays of the morning became evident. She heard the soft sounds of feet from the hallway and hoped it was her mom. She felt like she had so much to share with her after the night before. She slithered out of James's arm and stood next to the bed. Remembering that she came into this room naked, she looked around for something to put on and spotted his tee-shirt draped over a chair. She slipped it over her head and body, inhaled deeply at the scent of the man, and smiled. It fell over her like a simple, loose dress, dropping just below her ass. Quietly leaving the room, she looked back to marvel at the large, strong, black body sprawled on the bed. Her hand involuntarily moved to her breast as the feelings of last night swelled over her.
She softly padded down the hall to the faint sounds in the kitchen where she found her mom preparing coffee. She was wearing the nightgown, which she wore when she went to join Otis in his room last night. She wrapped her arms around her mom from behind and hugged her tight. Irene sighed at the hug and gave her a good morning while squeezing the arms that encircled her. Jade released her mom and they shared a soft kiss on the lips and stared into each other's eyes.
Irene asked, "Was it okay last night?"
Jade's face beamed in reply, "Okay? My God, mom! Those two guys are..." She put her two fists on top of each other to illustrate and, "and a couple inches more!"
Irene giggled and hugged her daughter, "Otis, too."
"Really? Do you mean all three of them have monster cocks? Oh... my... God... I wanted to have sex with them to thank them for everything... for being considerate and respectful and providing a safe place for us, but..."
Irene laughed and hugged her daughter, "Yeah, I know." They both felt like they never wanted to leave this place. They both wondered... maybe worried a little... if the guys felt the same way or if this was just an interesting moment in their lives.
As the guys assembled in the kitchen, sipping coffee and eating the hearty breakfast the two women had prepared, looks and glances were exchanged between them. Sly smiles and nods silently gave indications of how the previous night had gone for them. When Jade opened a cupboard and reached up on her toes for something on an upper shelf, Thomas couldn't hold back.
"Wow... what a way to wake up." Jade and Irene turned around to inquire what he meant. "Sorry, ladies, but... with Jade's cute ass exposed under that tee-shirt she has on and you, Irene, being exposed almost every movement..."
The two women looked at each other with smiles and simultaneously walked to the table and the men. Irene commented as she gave Otis a kiss, "And, here we thought you were appreciative of having breakfast waiting for you..."
The three men slipped hands onto the two women and fondled bare ass and pussy. "Well... there's that, too."
Mid-morning, the different paths of the men's chores intersected in the barn. Otis pulled them together and they stood uncertain what to say, just knowing they each had feelings that needed to be expressed about the strange arrangement they were living in.
Otis opened it, "Last night, everything changed. What are you guys thinking?"
Thomas, always ready with some words, followed, "For me, last night was amazing. Jade was... I don't know..."
James added, "Jade was giving. I could tell she was experiencing a lot, but she was also focused on me. She seemed to really want my experience to be good." Thomas nodded his head in agreement.
Otis nodded, too. "Yes... Irene was the same."
James turned his focus on this dad, "Listen... this has to be the weirdest arrangement, right? Who could have expected something like this? But I don't want it to end. I mean, two white women seeking a safe place from the storm of their life. But it's working."
Thomas added, "Working really well! All five of us have become so comfortable. They've fit into our life by filling in some voids that existed without disrupting what we have. And, last night..."
Otis looked at his twin sons and nodded, "Yes, last night filled a huge void.... I want you boys to think about something. I don't want this to end, either."
The young men beamed and put large hands on their father's shoulders. "Exactly what we're thinking. How do we make that happen?"
As it turned out, making that happen wasn't that complicated. The sons convinced their father to have a heart-to-heart with Irene. Otis took her into his room for a private talk that initially had Irene nervous. He had no sooner blurted out what was on their minds and she exploded in joy, knocking him to the bed. The other three, wondering what all the noises were, peeked into the room to find them fucking furiously. Otis and Irene spotted their audience at the door.
Irene looked directly at Jade, "They want us to stay as much as we want to!"
Responding more like a teenager than a young woman, Jade turned and wrapped her arms around the twins. James pulled the door closed behind them. "Let's give them some privacy and I have an idea."
James took Jade's hand and pulled her down the hall to the back door. She might have been mystified but was too overjoyed to protest and walked fast to keep up with him with his long strides. She glanced over her shoulder at Thomas who merely shrugged his shoulders and smiled. James didn't stop until the three of them were inside the barn. He released her hand and began piling loose hay into a deep pile, turned to her, and announced, "If you're going to become a farm-girl, we should initiate you properly, don't you think, Thomas?"
Thomas laughed and explained, "This is a little late for you, Jade, but many a farm-girl's first with a boy is a location just like this."
Jade looked at the two of them, especially the huge smiles on their faces, looked down at the pile of hay and only imagined how itching that must feel. But she crossed her hands at the bottom of her tee-shirt and pulled it over her head. She reached behind her back and loosened her bra. She was opening her jeans when she saw the two of them gawking at her. She smiled, "Better hurry up, guys. I'm dying to be made into a real farm-girl."
She stood naked in front of them with her hands on her hips and watched as they shed their clothes. They seemed to be a bit shyer in front of each other, but she hoped that would quickly change. As they stepped out of their jeans, she stood smiling at the sight of their magnificent cocks hanging between their legs.
"What are you smiling about?"
She finally looked up at their faces, "Sorry, guys, it's probably rude to stare, but... Last night... I only saw those by the filtered light of the moon." She stepped to them and sank to her knees on the scattered hay. She took one lightly in each hand and looked up at them. "No wonder I felt so stuffed."
The guys laughed but quickly stopped as her lips moved from one cock to the other. Whichever one she wasn't kissing, sucking, or licking, she was stroking. Her lips moved down and back up each cock with her lips and tongue until she engulfed one head into her mouth, sucked and twilled her tongue, then shifted to the other cock. She spent many minutes on her knees but never thought of it as more than a moment, such was the energy and devotion she put into her actions.
When they were both fully hard, actually long after, the men looked at each other. Having never shared a woman, they wondered... Jade took over. She positioned one on the hay sitting and she knelt in front of him, taking his cock in her mouth and raising her ass to the other. She pulled her mouth off the cock as the other entered her very wet pussy, "James, fuck me while I suck Thomas. Then, after a few minutes, switch. Go back and forth. You'll last longer and I'll be in heaven." The guys fist-bumped each other and did just what she wanted.
They had only just begun after the first switch when, "There you three are."
Jade recognized it as her mom's voice, pulled her mouth from James's cock, and was doubly surprised to see Otis standing next to her. Both were dressed, again.
"Mom... I... we... I mean, we were just..."
Irene and Otis laughed, "It is quite apparent what you were just doing."
Then, it hit the three of them... how could they be in trouble? They were adults and sex among all of them had already been initiated. The three, however, had separated, hard cocks and shiny pussy quite visible. The guys were quiet, so Jade spoke up.
"You know we saw you two and it seemed like not only good news but also a good idea." The guys put their arms around Jade, the three of them now confident in their nudity. "We could have just gone to one of the bedrooms, but Thomas had this idea. He explained that if I am going to be a farm-girl..."
Thomas continued, "A farm-girl's first time is usually in a location like this."
Irene looked at Otis who wore a smile and nodded. "What about me?" There was confusion among the rest of them except Jade interpreted her mom's look and smiled at her. "Can't I become a farm-girl?"
Otis stepped up behind her and wrapped his arms around Irene and gave her a big hug, allowing a hand to move up and fondle a clothes covered breast. He said, just loud enough for everyone to hear, "As enticing as that thought is, I need a little more time to recover at my age."
Thomas separated from the other two and approached the parents, his still hard cock bobbing in front of him with each step. "I'd be honored." He looked over his shoulder, "Mother and daughter, side by side."
James and Jade were nodding happily. At the same time, Otis moved his hands to the bottom of Irene's tee-shirt and pulled it up her body and over her head. As Thomas began working on her pants, Otis unhooked her bra. For the first time, Irene was completely naked in front of all the men. She turned and kissed Otis, then turned back to take Thomas in her arms, their naked bodies pressed against each other, his wonderful cock pressing into her abdomen. This suddenly felt so right, natural, and comfortable. She then walked to her daughter and whispered, "You really are happy, here?"
"God, yes, mom!" She kissed her mom on the lips, then announced louder, "Let's become farm-girls."
The two women went to their hands and knees on the hay, their shoulders touching, huge smiles on their faces as they wiggled their butts to entice the twins into action. There wasn't much enticement required. James resumed his spot kneeling behind Jade and Thomas moved up behind Irene. The two women kissed as both cocks slipped into well-lubricated and ready pussies. Both women gasped at the renewed feeling of being filled with big cock. The guys used long, smooth strokes in their fucking, which drove their stimulation higher and higher. Both women were experiencing similar things that weren't just the fucking. Contentment. Belonging. Peace.
It wasn't long, though, that the action in front of him overtook him and Otis removed his clothes and knelt in front of Irene, his semi-hard cock in front of her face. She looked up at him with a warm smile and opened her mouth wide. He guided his cock into her mouth and sighed as her lips closed around it and she began sucking. Then, after a few moments, something happened that he hadn't expected. Irene pulled her mouth off his now very hard cock and moved slightly to the side. He looked down to find Jade moving with her mouth open. She looked up and smiled at him. He pushed his straining cock to her mouth and gently placed a hand on her head.



Looking to the side, he found Irene looking up at him with a lust-hazed look. He smiled back to her, "We don't ever want you to leave us. I don't completely know what that means, yet, but..."
Irene managed a smile before her entire face changed. A body-quaking orgasm overtook her and she cried out her pleasure. Beside her, Jade was experiencing a similar orgasm, only hers was muffled by a mouthful of black cock.
Irene and Jade took on the roles of farm-girls-wives with a dedication only exceeded by the way they dedicated themselves to satisfying the three big black cocks they shared their new life with. Their acceptance on the farm and in their lives was met with an uninhibited intention to please and honor the commitment the men gave them. When the weather permitted, the women likely would only be wearing a long tee-shirt regardless of where they were on the farm. It had started out as teasing by the women, but quickly became accepted for a quick way to enjoy a fuck out in the pasture moving the horses, the field alongside the tractor, in the barn, or any part of the house the urge happened on them. They even solved the three men and two women sleeping issue: they purchased a king-sized bed and the women traded off sleeping with the twins.
Irene and Jade, mother and daughter, did confess and agree on one thing privately... the nights they spent with the twins generally meant being fucked twice by each. That was about three feet of black cock and... they both loved every inch of it.
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CHAPTER 7: SERVING
A gangbang on a boat with 11 black men? That was predictable. This? I would never have predicted this.
Jerome stood next to me appraising the outfit he had decided perfect for me. It wasn't much in the way of coverage but Jerome's ideas of clothes for me rarely had the consideration of coverage involved. The outfit was all white, all lace except for the high heels that were strapped. Stockings, a garter belt, shelf bra, and a collar around my neck. I could simply have been naked but Jerome also liked the illusion of my being dressed. But above all else, unless impossible by public legal or morality constraints, he liked me available... available to touch, available to probe, and, ultimately, available to fuck.
This night? This night I was to act as a server at a dinner party he was hosting for three couples. Yes, this was my attire while acting as a server of drinks and dinner and, as he put it, after-dinner whatever. I had a pretty good idea what the 'whatever' would entail in general or at least in concept. The details I was struggling with but believed, understood, and accepted it was not within my control.
Jerome provided just a little in the way of an explanation of the three couples. Several years ago one of his sometimes sexual partners had invited him to a swingers club she belonged to. He became quite popular and was invited back when the club had 'single men nights'. Like me, other women found his big black cock something worth coveting. It was there that he met these women. I say women because, as he told me, the women were all dominant and had cuckolded their weak and small-cocked husbands. They had found each other for mutual support. A mystery to me and Jerome was how sexually active women found themselves with men who failed to satisfy them but also thought of myself. Perhaps they, too, found their sexual lust at some point after marriage. Regardless, the women enjoyed good cock and enjoyed flaunting their enjoyment of cock in front of their husbands who would submissively watch and attend to cleaning up after them. I didn't understand it. Even though I found myself in the position of desiring and needing a big cock for gratification, I could never treat Stan in that way. That significance wasn't lost on Jerome and was one of the things he respected about me. Jerome had taken advantage of the situation but felt increasingly uncomfortable in the relationships.
This evening was to be different. The husbands would probably still be submissively excluded from the activities but I would be the difference in the activities. The women had mentioned a desire to explore a different avenue of subjugating their husbands: their use of a woman in front of them. I wasn't at all sure what that meant. I had never in my limited sexual exposure before Jerome even considered being with a woman and certainly not since Jerome (that has been all cock). Jerome wasn't sure, either. He did think, though, that it would be another good test for me. So... my sluthood was still being explored.
They had approached him from out of the blue because he had assisted them in the past. They were looking for a woman, a location, and eventually still a good cock. Jerome's initial reaction was to reject them. Then, he thought of me. What an interesting new challenge. As far as the couples were concerned, I was merely a lusty slut willing to try any new challenge.
Willing? In a sense, yes. Although uncertain about this challenge, I was always ready and eager to please Jerome. My new mantra... In Jerome I trust.
All of which is how I found myself opening the front door at the sound of the chime. "Good evening, ma'am. Welcome to Mr. Cardell's home," I announced to the strikingly tall, white woman standing before me. I was instructed to ignore all the men who would be arriving with the women. "Please follow me." I led her (him also as he followed behind her) through the foyer to the living room.
So it went with the arrival of the two other women. Each with a husband following discretely (obediently?) behind them. With the arrival of all the women, I moved from couple to couple taking drink preferences. I returned holding a tray with four drinks, some mixed and several wines. Several of the women had already felt the comfort of touching my exposed and available body, though none had yet been more aggressive in touching than taking a nipple between two fingers.
"She's lovely, Jerome," one of the women pronounced. "I couldn't take my eyes off her swaying ass as she led us to you."
"Ass?" another woman offered, "those boobs... my god... the way they sway and bounce."
"Say it's so, Jerome," the final woman beseeched, "this is the slut you promised us?"
Having delivered all the drinks, the accompanying husbands received none, I held the empty tray as Jerome came up beside me, his hand stroking my bare back and ass. He moved his arm around my body and his hand sought to go underneath my arm which I raised so his hand could more easily fondle my tit.
"She is, indeed. Trish. A true slut. I've sampled her myself. You will enjoy her when the time comes."
They had the drink, then another as they talked about past encounters including times with Jerome. I occasionally glanced at the three men. They stood off to the side with neutral expressions as they watched and, apparently, waited... for what I didn't know. Nor could I imagine. What would drive a woman to exert such control over someone they had once professed to love and what would drive a man to become so controlled?
Dinner was four courses and delicious. Not that I (or the men) ate it. I was so sure because I had cooked it. I served each course and, as the dinner progressed, the women became bolder about touching me. By the time I was serving dessert, the women were inserting fingers into my cunt.
"She's literally dripping." "I've got three fingers inside her." "She feels ready for anything." "Even a fist, I would imagine." Those and many more such comments. A fist up my cunt? My legs felt weak just thinking about it. I looked to the end of the table where Jerome sat casually. He was watching me, checking my reactions, evaluating any responses that might indicate a problem arising. He quickly smiled at me. 'In Jerome I trust'.
Unlike the men who stood expectantly behind their wives to respond to some trivial instruction I hadn't provided, I was constantly moving through the dinner. If I wasn't at the table serving... or being fondled or probed... I was in the kitchen readying the next course for serving.
When it was done, I quickly cleared the table mess into the kitchen while Jerome entertained them with after-dinner drinks. When I entered the family room where the rest of the evening's activities were to occur, I sadly found the men standing against a wall while the women laughed and engaged Jerome. They were openly flirting with him in front of their husbands and he was clearly teasing them comments about past meetings together.
Once noticed, I was called into their tight group and immediately covered by fingers touching, fondling, and probing my body. One woman unclasped my shelf bra. Another unclasped the garter belt from my stockings. My heels were removed, my stockings rolled down my legs and the garter belt pushed over my hips and down my legs. Whatever they had conspired for me, they didn't want me practically naked but fully naked.
Jerome took a chair that he moved to face the long couch. I was pulled with the women as they moved to it. They each hiked up their skirts to their waists and sat down with their asses at the edge. They were each naked underneath. I stood in front of them as they spread wide and hooked legs. Even someone unfamiliar with girl-girl sex could see what was expected. I went to my knees and crawled to the closest which was also the woman on my left. Three middle-aged women spreading their shaved cunts for me to please.
I tentatively put my tongue to the first cunt. The scent was a little different from mine, a smell I was familiar with from my many times of masturbation during the time I was practicing and preparing for Jerome's expectations. This cunt was strong but not unpleasant. My tentative actions came to an end, though, when a hand grabbed the back of my head and pulled it firmly into her sex.
"She's a virgin, Jerome?" she called out. "What an interesting choice you've given us. She's clearly a slut by the way she openly displayed herself and accepted our fingers. But, a girl-girl virgin... what fun this will be ladies," she exclaimed to the other women, "we get to introduce her to all this."
There was laughter but I enjoyed little of their mirth. My nose and mouth were jammed into this cunt. Pressed to a cock and I would have just opened up and swallowed. I hadn't prepared for this. I opened my lips and began mouthing the woman's lips and the clitoral hood. As my mind settled from reacting to the suddenness of introduction to another cunt, I thought back to what I had enjoyed when Jerome would eat me in our quieter times together. He had performed specific nice things, others that were more pleasurable, and some that were amazing. That was what I focused on as my tongue came out and began duplicating what I remembered. As the woman responded with moans and flexing of her body, I better understood what had added to her experience and enjoyment.
Soon, though, I was pulled to the next woman and her waiting cunt. It went like this for a long time but not really much different than a circle of hard cocks to suck and please. As my hands assist my mouth in stroking cocks, I began using fingers on the women, stroking clits, reaming their cunts, and curling my fingers to attack their g-spots just as Jerome had done to me. One by one I brought the women to an orgasm And, along the way, I discovered something important: I liked cunt. Maybe I didn't like cunt as much as I loved the feel of a big, hard, swollen cock in my mouth and down my throat or pounding deep in my own cunt or squeezing in my asshole. Maybe not that much. But I like it.
I wiped my face as I rose from the last gasping woman. I could feel the juices of orgasms and my saliva spread over my lower face and chin. I was breathing hard myself and glanced over at Jerome who had his cock out and leisurely stroking it. The smile he gave me told me everything: I had done very well and he was very proud.
I pulled myself together and freshened everyone's drinks. I couldn't resist looking at the men as I moved around the women as they stood so obediently, patiently, and quietly to the side. There was something in the faces of each of them. I couldn't in my brief examination put my finger on the exact impression: sadness, regret, loss?
The women were recovering, though. Their talk had taken on new energy as they complimented Jerome for selecting me. They seemed to be one in the thought that my newness to eating pussy had been quite thrilling as I discovered my interest.
I took my place next to Jerome's chair, again. His hand slipped between my thighs from behind. I parted my legs and his fingers rose to my cunt, stroking over my lips and dipping into my hole, all in clear view for the women. The women, I noticed, had rearranged their skirts as if they hadn't just had their cunts pleasured. That was about to change, though.
One of the women raised a hand and pointed to the foyer. All three men moved at once and returned in moments with the large handbag each of the women had brought with them. The women looked at me with something lewd and threatening behind their eyes. They stood. The men came around the couch and began opening and unzipping the dress of their wife. It was fascinating... and sad to watch. Jerome's fingers re-entered my cunt. I looked down at him as his fingers played with me. It wasn't his fingers that caused me to look down. His fingers touching and probing me was now a natural, expected, assumed part of my being his. My body was always available to him. In fact, if he wasn't touching me in some way during a time I was close by, that would be what was noticed by me. No, what caused me to long down was... again... the men. To me, it was sad. In ways, I could be thought of as merely a fuck-toy but it wasn't that simple. Jerome used me anyway he desire and he shared me with Leroy and others but it was willful for me; I wanted it that way; and, I derived great pleasure myself from being used. Besides, Jerome honestly cared for my happiness and fulfillment. Was it somehow the same for these men? How could it be?
When the women were naked, the men carefully folded the clothes to the side. From the bags, the women pulled out dildos but unlike the ones Jerome bought for me to pleasure myself when he wasn't around. These had straps on them. As the women stepped into the straps and pulled them up into place, I saw what they were. With the devices in place, each woman now looked to have a hard cock protruding from their crotch. After eating each of them to orgasm, they were about to fuck me. A mini-gangbang but by women.
They moved me aggressively into the center of the room where a rug and old blanket had been spread. Moving granted me the opportunity to get a closer look at what the women were wearing. They were wearing exactly what I had initially thought. What I could now differentiate was the dildos attached. One was a fairly large black cock shaped dildo. If I had to express the first impression, I would have said it was fashioned similar to cocks that had recently fucked me but not the size of Jerome's. Another looked more like anal beads but perhaps slightly thicker than the one Jerome bought for me. The third was a crème colored dildo that I spotted the woman fiddling with the end of. Was it a vibrator?
Of all the men I've been fucking lately it seems they have a natural movement that undoubtedly comes from the cock being a part of them. How does that work with a woman trying to duplicate the action? Is there a difference? I was about to find out.
The woman with the black cock strap-on lay on her back on the blanket. She gave me a look that I was sure was meant to be commanding, controlling, a look that would send her poor husband scurrying into action to please her. The look meant nothing to me. Instead, I looked at Jerome who had resumed his casual position to watch. I sent him a look that I intended to ask if these women were for real. He just returned another smile to me. I understood. Regardless of what I thought of the women and their attitudes, Jerome was giving me to them for their enjoyment.
So, instead, I corrected my own attitude. I walked over her body until I was over her hips and went down to my knees. I reached back to grasp the dildo attached to her and eased it into my ready cunt. Although I was easing myself down over the toy, the woman thrust upward with her hips and penetrated me completely, her hands aiding the effort by pulling on my hips down. I gasped at the abruptness. I looked down and saw the uncaring menace in her eyes. She then looked behind me and I knew the woman with the anal dildo would be approaching and only a moment later did I feel the hard plastic slide over my asshole. Although the dildo jammed up my cunt appeared to be similar in size to Jerome's, the one I had seen now prodding my ass was nowhere close. I reached back and spread my ass cheeks in open invitation and uttered a defiant offering.
"Go ahead... fuck me... take my ass, too."
I understood these women were used to dominating though I was sure that wouldn't work with Jerome so there must also be a part of them that responded to a loss of control. I rose up on the dildo in my cunt and slammed down. The woman below me opened her mouth and groaned. That was when it occurred to me the attachment she was wearing must have provided some impact to her own groin, likely her clit. I ignored the woman behind me trying to catch up to my fucking motions as I watched the face of the woman below me as her eyebrows furrowed and her breathing became quick and ragged. It was as though I could see the gears in her brain turning to seek some way to reverse what was happening, to again regain control. She did it by clutching me against her chest, immobilizing me from aggressively fucking the dildo and her.
Now restricted, the woman behind me pressed her dildo against my puckered hole and thrust in while having the opportunity. I gasped at the sudden penetration and moaned as each increasingly larger ball of the device forced its way inside me.
I stared down at the woman below me from the inches that separated our faces and exclaimed, "FUCK ME! Yes... do it... DO IT... fuck my holes!"
There was a moment of hesitation from both of them. The two dildos were motionless for that moment... then they aggressively began fucking my holes with what felt like taking revenge for my defiance of their control, for willingly giving what they had wanted to forcefully take. My mouth fell open as both dildos were thrust into me with as much brute force as they could muster. It was a wasted effort. It felt good but it was wasted if they were trying to intimidate me. They didn't know I was Jerome's slut. They didn't understand I was a slut for black cock. They didn't know I lived for monster black cocks truly dominating me... and loving it. I would fuck them. They could use me. They wouldn't intimidate me, though.
They did their best and I loved it. They were trying to abuse me... and I loved it.
With the two women fucking my cunt and ass, the third appeared at my face with her dildo dangling in front of her. I opened my mouth and she slid it in. Airtight. Not since the gangbang had this happened. As the new one in my mouth slid to the entrance to my throat, it didn't feel the same though. My stimulation was steadily rising and I was going to have a good orgasm, I could already tell that, but something was missing, and that was the feel. They weren't real cocks that pulsed and twitched and swelled within me.
Afterward... I served... again. Fresh drinks. Jerome had his cock out. At some point during my being fucked, he had removed his cock and stroked it while watching. Now, he was teasing the three women. As I handed him his drink, I caressed his big cock with my fingertips. His free hand on my hip, he smiled up at me. I couldn't read anything in the smile or his eyes. I didn't see a request or suggestion. All I saw was his pleasure. He was pleased with the way the evening was going. I wanted something, though. And, not being a compliant submissive but a willing and eager participant in our relationship, I moved in front of him, knelt between his legs, and took his cock in my hands. He didn't object for the sake of the women. In fact, it probably played into the role of the evening. I had been fucked by toys now I wanted the real thing at least to feel and taste.
I licked the length from balls to head. I did it seductively, slowly, my eyes fixed on his. I had learned many things about cocks and many things about sucking them and how to tease while doing it. Jerome had been a patient teacher and a willing object of my practice. All those days and nights holding his cock, loving it, sucking it, and swallowing it. Holding and sucking cock pleased me but his cock I worshiped. I felt I truly earned the praise he heaped on me to his friends.
I sucked him hard. I already knew the women also liked cock and his cock from times at the swingers' club. I anticipated some part of the night would involve him fucking them. I looked up at him by tilting my head while holding his cock deep in my mouth. He was watching me. I released his cock and stroked it as I slithered up his clothed body to kiss him.
I moved my lips to his ear. "Would you like me to suck out your cum," I whispered, "so you can last longer while fucking the three of them?" I knew what he was capable of. I enjoyed the second and third or more fucks during nights and the number of times he could bring me to orgasm with his monster after the first time. He only had to give me that smile and I knew.



I sucked him to climax, making a production of licking my lips and pulling stray bits of his cum back to my mouth. I checked their drinks, then settled in front of each woman in turn to eat cunt. This wasn't to orgasm, though. This was to tease each to the point of need while Jerome recovered.
"Slut..." I stopped and looked behind me. Jerome was naked, his strong black body as impressive and arousing as his big black cock. "I need to fuck some cunt. You did well in getting them prepared."
I looked at the women. They were glassy-eyed, each fondling tits and rolling nipples. Yes, they were ready. I glanced past them to the men. They seemed to be ready for something, too. I wondered what. They were clothed, not even touching themselves, yet they seemed to be anticipating something, too. How did they fit into this evening? Just here to watch... or something yet to come?
It was interesting to watch the change in the woman. Their dominant attitudes quickly melted away to reveal compliance to Jerome. Jerome, for his part, became forceful and dominant with the women, a demeanor he hadn't shown me. Clearly and interestingly, the role-playing with these women took several forms. As much as they seemed to covet the dominant role, it evaporated in the face of Jerome.
He lined the women on the floor on their hands and knees. This was a subservient position and Jerome understood this. It put the woman in the position of being used, a position reminiscent of that of a bitch being taken and mated by the male. I enjoyed it but I enjoyed any position that had his cock in my cunt or ass... or mouth. I giggled to myself. Yeah... you're a slut for him, alright. I enjoyed it, perhaps, unconditionally because Jerome used it for fucking me to orgasm and that frequently meant man-handling my swinging tits and strumming my clit. I could already see this was going to be different.
He had them lined up, their faces down on the blanket, their asses in the air, and making them wait, recognize in their minds how submissive he was making them be. He touched each of their cunt, slipped a finger crudely and abruptly inside, before making a muttering comment about their wetness. I glanced at the men standing quietly. They seemed to be feeling something different as these controlling women were themselves being controlled so easily.
Jerome moved behind the first woman. He touched his bulbous cock head to her dripping cunt. He just moved it up and down. I saw her move her hips back but he moved to avoid penetration.
Jerome laughed. "You want my cock, bitch?" He looked over at me, then teased her more. The other women were moving slightly as if Jerome was behind them. They had all seemed to become desperate. "Say it... you're a cock-hungry bitch." His cock touching her hole but not slipping inside.
"YES... YES... I'm a cock... hungry... bitch. Just... fuck me... please."
He laughed. He was enjoying demeaning her and the other women sensed it, too. The anticipation of it happening to them next seemed to excite them as they waited in position as they rocked back and forth with small movements. He reached to the next woman and thrust two fingers in her cunt. She gasped and groaned when the fingers left.
"You think you are better than this slut I found?" He looked at me and winked. I smiled back. This was fascinating. And arousing. In only moments he had these three women shivering and panting for his cock. "Answer me if you want this cock."
"Yes," she blurted out. Then, she seemed to think better of her response. "I mean... I... but... she's just a slut... I can tell... she'll do anything."
Jerome looked at me, winked, and shrugged his shoulders. I could see what he was saying as clearly as if he verbalized it. Yeah... true... she will. I smiled back. It took control not to laugh my agreement back to him. God, YES... I would do anything... as long as it was him asking.
"True... she might be a slut who loves to fuck and suck and eat pussy. You, though... you're a cock-hungry bitch. You said so. You'll do anything, too. You'll do anything for my big cock to fill your cunt."
Her head nodded immediately. Curiously, the other two women were nodding, too. They were all taking his words personally. I had never seen anything like this and it had my own cunt dripping and desperate for his cock to be slamming into me rather than her. I looked up and found the three men watching with fascination, too.
"Yes... please... anything... just fuck me!"
He smiled. He had it. He jerked his head at me toward the woman. I was confused. What did that mean? Then, I put it all together and my smile grew wider. I was to share in knocking these bitches down a few pegs.
I moved in front of her, sat down and spread my legs wide, and scooted to her so my dripping cunt was in front of her face. She looked at my cunt, glanced up at me resigned, and covered my cunt with her mouth. Jerome slammed his cock fully into her cunt with a single, powerful thrust. She gasped and groaned and her mouth pushed firmly into my cunt.
"You'd better make this slut's cunt tingle... or I stop fucking you." He winked at me but she was already doing a stellar job of eating me. Her tongue probing as deep as she could into my hole and alternating with licking and sucking my engorged clit.
She orgasmed too soon for me but Jerome unceremoniously pulled out of her and moved to the next woman. I followed him. This woman immediately drove her mouth and tongue into my cunt and was rewarded with Jerome's cock sliding into her desperate cunt. My moans joined this second woman's and I looked to the side at the third woman. Her mouth was open and she was already panting in anticipation. Her tongue came out and licked her lips. Her eyes turned up to mine and I saw it. She wanted my cunt. She was hungry for it. Maybe it was only the realization that my cunt would give her Jerome's cock. She was shivering in anticipation.
It was a crazy thing to experience. I also found out how the men fit into the evening, though. After being forced into compliance to get Jerome's cock, the women quickly recovered, though they recognized they had lost it with Jerome and me.
The women lay back on the floor with legs spread. Jerome had managed when he came with the last woman to deposit a stream into each of them in turn. Even as he fucked the final woman, the other two had remained as he had positioned them. The men moved together to their own wife, knelt between their legs, and lapped at their cunts. Their role was to clean them.
It was peculiarly intriguing but when they looked at Jerome's cock still coated with cum and cunt juice, I leaped to intercept it. I engulfed his cock protectively. No way was a submissive cockold touching this cock with me around.
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WHAT YOU SHOULD KNOW...
This is a story that is intend to be a part of a series grouped under MOTHERS & DAUGHTERS. Each story will be independent. The stories will ultimately cover a range of genre. These will be shorter stories of one chapter which is different from my previous efforts as a writer. I hope you enjoy them.
This is an INCEST story.
This is a story around a mother, Karen, and her daughter, Lily. Karen is 43 and Lily is 18. Both women have golden blonde hair that falls to the shoulders. Karen's breasts are D-cup, Lily's are C-cup. Lily has just graduated from high school and celebrating her 18th birthday. Lily is undecided about her next step in life, but she assumes she will be going to the local college where her two older brothers, Scott and Bill are currently attending. Karen has been a stay-at-home mom. The family have a nice home in the suburbs where Karen has been active with gardens and plantings around the yard and can regularly be seen jogging in a variety of outfits through the neighborhood. Karen's husband and Lily's father, Carl, is the local general manager of a national electronics store. They have a very comfort life.
Karen and Carl would say their sex life has never ebbed since the last years of high school when they met. Of course, Carl would quickly admit to the few people in the know (the adults in Karen's side of the family) that that probably has much to do with what they call, 'the family secret'. The two boys, obviously young men, have been a part of this secret since they turned 18 themselves and the family believes they have kept that secret well from all their acquaintances and friends but also from Lily. But now she is turning 18 years old...
MOTHERS & DAUGHTERS: KAREN & LILY
Karen's cell phone rang and she pulled it out of the pocket of the waistband of her tight running shorts. She stopped at one of the front yard flower beds upon arriving back from her run. It was one of those perfect early summer days that was clear blue skies, just a breeze, and warm but not hot temperatures. If she had been in the backyard, she might be tempted to strip off her running outfit and enjoy it completely. She saw on the screen that it was her husband, Carl.
"Wish you were here."
Carl chuckled, "You were out running, weren't you?" It wasn't really a question. Carl knew Karen and how she reacted to different things.
"How did you know?"
"Yeah, right... like we don't both know how sweating makes you horny."
Karen giggled, "That's not the only reason. Besides, it isn't the running and sweating that makes me horny, my mind just wanders to you when I am running."
He laughed. "Damn, how come our conversations always end up with me wishing I could skip work to ravage you?"
She giggled, again. "We're just lucky, I guess."
"Are the boys home, yet?"
This was finals week at college and their schedules were a mess as a result. "No, not yet." Karen sat back on the heels of her running shoes with just a hint of tension in her body. She knew what was coming next and it was her own fault.
"Honey, have you talked to Lily?" When the boys turned 18, it was Carl who had the talk with each of them as they did. Now, Karen needed to have the same talk with her daughter. This wasn't a simple 'birds and bees' talk. Like most young people these days, they have been sexually active and as a family they had planned for it for their protection. No, this was a different talk. And, Carl was right, she needed to do it and now. Her birthday was on them. Karen considered taking a shower before talking to Lily, but she knew that was more about putting it off and she couldn't do that any longer.
"Lily?" Karen called from the foyer.
"Up here, mom." The response came from upstairs.
Karen untied her running shoes and slipped them and her socks off and carried them as she climbed the stairs. The layout of the house had the master bedroom and Lily's room to the right with Scott and Bill's separate rooms to the left. There was a full bath in the middle for her sons and daughter. The master had its own bathroom suite. Karen turned right upon reaching the top, dropped her shoes and socks next to the master bedroom, and turned to Lily's room. The door was half open and she saw her attractive and fully developed daughter sorting her dresser drawers dressed in bra and skimpy panties.
"Good thing your brothers didn't come home."
"Oh, mom... they aren't due back for another hour or two." She turned around and smiled at her mom, "Besides, it's not like we all haven't seen each other in our underwear."
Karen walked in and sat on her daughter's bed and watched as she sorted tee-shirts. "Does it ever bother you, honey, that we're so relaxed about that stuff?"
"Gosh, no. If you'll remember, I was the one in the family running around naked when I was much younger."
Karen laughed at the memory, "Yes, it used to drive your brothers crazy. They were always yelling for you to put some clothes on. You were quite the little exhibitionist." Karen looked at how comfortably Lily moved around the room in her underwear now and added, "You might still be."
Lily looked at her mom, then down at herself, and giggled. "Yea... maybe, huh?"
"What are you doing? Are you getting rid of those old tee-shirts?" Lily said, yes. "Hold that one up. Oh, yes... that was one of your favorites... when you were 14?" Lily nodded. It really had been one of her favorites but it is too small now. "Put it on." Lily protested that it was too small, but relented. Karen smiled when she saw it on her daughter. "I really shouldn't be encouraging this but... look at yourself. God, that's sexy. Take the bra off." Lily gave her mom a funny look but did it. "Oh... my... God. Damn, Lily." It was ultra-tight across the breasts and didn't reach her belly button. Her nipples pressed into the worn fabric and that too cute image on the front. "That is so hot. That is really sexy and that glittery unicorn head on the front... what a contrast in impressions."
Lily looked at herself in the full-length mirror on her door. "You're right mom... you probably shouldn't be encouraging this. I think this might still be a favorite." She turned and hugged her mom, "Thanks, mom. You really are the coolest, you know." She sat down next to Karen. "So, was there something you wanted?"
Karen took a deep breath. Then, another. "There's something I need to explain to you about... something you might have..."
"Oh, no! You saw me watching you, didn't you?!? Oh, my, God... no, I'm... I didn't mean to... I just..."
Karen turned to Lily and took her by the shoulders, "Lily... what are you talking about? Watched what? What are you talking about?"
"I saw you and... dad... and..." Karen was looking at her daughter with dread now. "... and Carl and Bill. You all were in your bedroom and... you all were..."
Karen stood up and paced across the room. "Oh, my, God!" She stopped and saw the turmoil in her daughter. She sat back down and took her in her arms. She could only think that she must be so conflicted after seeing that.
Lily looked up, "I'm sorry, mom. I wasn't spying or anything. I was supposed to be at Susie's for a sleepover but I forgot something. I came back and heard noises from your room. The door was closed but not tight. I just peeked in... you were all having sex... together. I don't understand, mom."
"That's what I wanted to talk to you about. Well... not that, exactly. I didn't know you saw that, but... I wanted to talk to you about what that was all about. Honey, I am sooooo sorry you saw that without understanding what I need to tell you." Karen took another deep breath and hugged her daughter. She cursed herself. How could they have been so careless! "That was what has been called for generations 'The Family Secret'. My side of the family, not your father's. For generations, it has been a tradition that when you turn 18 years old you can join the family in sexual relations."
Lily turned to face her mom and seemed to be waiting. Karen asked, "What?"
"I'm waiting for you to start laughing. Or... you mean you're serious?" Karen nodded. Lily turned and looked down at her bare legs next to her mom. "For generations? Like how many generations? I mean, is there a choice? Sex with the family?"
Karen couldn't help letting a small chuckle escape. She could remember very well when her own mother sat her down for this talk. "Of course, there is always a choice. Well, I'm not really sure about generations ago. But I had a choice, so did your Uncle Matt, so did your brothers."
"Uncle Matt... what about the twins?" Her cousins with her Uncle Matt were twin boys three years older. Karen nodded. Lily now looked confused, "But... Aunt Jane... she divorced Uncle Matt. So, how does that work for them?"
Karen smiled. This was actually going better than she thought. Maybe that accidental viewing got her wondering about it on her own. Karen responded, "Matt procrastinated as he and Jane became more serious. He figured he had lots of time before the secret came into play and, like us, his job took him away from the farm. But, when he told Jane what he wanted, she... well, you might imagine after all that time of not knowing. She demanded a divorce and he gave her a very good settlement to have her keep the secret. The boys stayed with him by their choice. As to your question... sometimes I go to visit them and sometimes they visit Grandma and Grandpa."
"Grandma? Wow, who would have thought, but come to think of it, she is still in great shape." There was a pause, then, "Wait... that's what was happening when you went to visit your brother?" Karen blushed and nodded. "So, mom, what about dad?"
"Your dad was great and all for it from the beginning as long as it was free choice. I told him about the Secret when we were getting serious. After that... well, let's just say, when he came over for dinner, we all had fun." Karen couldn't decide if Lily looked stunned or just deep in thought. "How are you doing with all this? I imagine having seen your brothers with us that night and now hearing this, it might be overwhelming."
Lily shook her head slowly, "Actually, seeing you guys got me to thinking. You know what they say about daughters having crushes on their fathers..."
Karen laughed, "Yea, like sons on their mothers..."
That night it was a little awkward. Lily tried to interact as if nothing had happened, but it was hard... really hard. Partly because she kept catching her brothers glancing her way and partly because Lily kept looking at her brothers and father in very unsisterly and undaughterly ways.
In the kitchen, just before dinner was ready, Carl quizzed Karen, again. "Did you talk to her?" He asked as he wrapped his arms around her waist and slid on up to her breast as she filled a serving bowl with the green beans.
She giggled, "Yes, we did talk." She turned in his arms and kissed him. "She saw us last Saturday night." Carl's mouth fell open but nothing came out. "It's okay. It caused her to start thinking and that made the talk sooooo much easier." Carl looked at her intently, waiting for the confirmation of the unspoken question. Karen laughed, "Yes. She's in. Turns out she's had a thing for you for quite a while." She smiled at him, "We have a few minutes, why don't you take her into the living room where you can be alone... snuggle with her and talk to her."
In the living room, Carl sat on the couch and patted the seat next to him. Lily suddenly became shy but was eager to have the attention now that she knew about The Secret. Carl eased his arm around his daughter and, not encountering any resistance, gently pulled her into his side. "Your mom said you had a talk about the family's secret." Lily nodded. "I know how your mind works, honey. You keep working on things and keep coming up with questions. So, what do you have since your mom talked to you?"
"How did you start with the boys?"
Carl chuckled, "That was hard because there was always someone we had to hide from. This will be different, right?"
She nodded. Carl pulled her in a little tighter and rubbed her arm. She snuggled in tightly to him. "Remember when I used to sit on your lap, daddy?" He asked if she wanted to, again. She nodded, stood up, and sat across his lap. She looked at him, searching his eyes and lips. He saw her desire and leaned forward with a tentative kiss on her lips. She smiled and kissed him back but harder. His hand touched her breast softly. She moaned and kissed him harder.
Lily's birthday party with her friends was from late afternoon to 8:00 PM. Karen stayed to help them with the pizza, soft drinks, and fun, but otherwise stayed out of the way. Carl took Scott and Bill out to give Lily her space with her friends. By the plan Karen and Carl had come up with, the guys were also doing some shopping for some special gifts for the family party after Lily's friends left. They all had regular birthday gifts for Lily but they wanted something special for this night.
The guys returned about 8:30 PM, just long enough after the friend party ended that the clean-up was done. Bill and Scott came into the house from the garage holding two large and one smaller gift-wrapped packages. Carl directed the boys to their mom's closet for the rest of the gift and they all settled in the family room. The guys all had a bottle of beer and Karen surprised Lily with a glass of wine. Her mom simply said, if you're old enough to join us, you're old enough to join us. Lily knew what she was saying.
They sipped their drinks and Lily opened her gifts. Pretty much they were everything she could have wanted. She rose and kissed each of them in thank you. The difference this time was that she kissed each of them on the lips as Karen had encouraged her to set everyone at ease with the way the night was going to go. She then went with her mom to the kitchen for more beer for the guys and wine for themselves.
Karen quietly asked, "How are you doing?"
Lily smiled shyly, "Nervous. You know, mom, it's not like I haven't had sex before, but... this feels so... special." Her mom smiled and nodded, she understood how feeling like a full woman in the family came from that night long ago.
Three packages were remaining and Lily looked at them next to her brothers. Nobody made a move to them as they talked and shared and laughed. In a way, this night, this time was the culmination of the family leaving the growing up stage and entering fully the exploring of the adult world. They told stories of growing up, both funny and embarrassing. By about 10:00 PM, it quieted into silence and expectation. Karen nodded to Carl and Carl nodded to Lily's brothers.
Scott, a year older than Bill, grabbed the long, skinny wrapped package and handed it to Lily. "Bill and I thought you needed at least one gag gift, but..." he looked at his brother for encouragement, "but we think you and mom might still enjoy it."
That was certainly puzzling. As was her habit with packages, she held it, shook it, and gently squeezed it but she wasn't coming up with anything about what it might be. She looked at Karen who simply shrugged. Lily ripped the wrapping off. Inside was shrink-wrapped, double-ended, 18 inches, vibrating dildo. Lily looked at it with her mouth agape.
"You guys!" She looked at her mom who was wiggling her eyebrows in response and a big smile came over Lily's face. She handed it to her mom and rushed over to kiss her brothers, again. This kiss was a bit longer and meaningful.
From behind her, Lily heard her mom, "I wonder what this feels like?"
Her dad chuckled, "Not tonight. We have other thoughts about tonight. And speaking of..." The boys handed one of the larger packages to each of the women. Carl looked at his wife, "To the bedroom to open them." This, Karen knew about. She took her daughter by the hand and hurried her to the master bedroom.
Lily put her wrapped box on the bed as her mother closed the door. As Karen joined her daughter at the bed, she nodded for her to open it. Lily found an edge in the wrapping and tore into it revealing a box from Explicitly Eve. Lily glanced up at Karen, then lifted the top of the box and opened the paper covering inside. She gasped as she saw filmy, white lace. She took the garment by the shoulder straps and lifted it out of the box and gasped, again.
"My God... a sheer babydoll. You can see right through it."
Karen chuckled, "I think that's the idea."
Also, inside was a matching sheer white thong. It was so small Lily wasn't sure anything would be really covered but she agreed that was probably why they were given. Karen's was identical except hers was in red. Also included were matching heels, 2 inches for Lily and 3 inches for Karen.
Karen hugged her daughter, "Ready for this, honey?" Lily nodded enthusiastically and started pulling off her clothes. When both women were dressed in the negligees, they primped their hair and a little makeup. After slipping into their shoes, they headed for the door. In the hallway, Lily suddenly stopped and stepped up to her mom and kissed her.
"That long dildo... have you ever used one before?"
Karen shook her head, "But tomorrow, let's try it out..." Lily smiled at that. The idea of jointly using a dildo with her mom was very exciting. The only thing better at the moment was what she was about to do.
The guys were trying to be patient in the family room. Always before, bringing a new person of the family into the Secret was something that had to be hidden. This time was different. This time the entire family would be openly, within the family, able to participate. There were nervous, anxious glances at Carl from the boys. This was a big deal. This was a huge deal. Before, they had to patiently wait for those moments when their parents could create an opportunity when Lily was away for them to sexually come together. Now... the rules were still to be worked out on a day-to-day basis, but the implications for the family life at home were staggering.
When one heard the click of the heels on the hardwood of the floor in the hallway upstairs, they all stopped and listened. Although the boys showed their excitement more, Carl was just as excited. He loved sharing his wife with the boys. But knowing about the Secret and accepting it into his family was something that tugged at his mind almost since he watched his daughter come out of Karen's womb. This moment had been teasing him while remaining a model father in every way for this moment to arrive. That tease had also been a powerful aphrodisiac for Karen and himself throughout their marriage with the occasional visits to her parents to keep the idea of the Secret alive.
The three men moved to the large opening to the family room for a view of the staircase. Carl stood behind his sons and clearly heard them both gasp at the sight of Karen and Lily descending the stairs side-by-side in their outfits. Carl had a flashback at seeing Lily in the sheer white negligee. Karen had worn a very similar gown the night of their wedding and, though they had been making love for quite a while before, the gown and moment had given him the feeling of new beginnings. Carl knew Lily wasn't a virgin but at the moment she gave him a similar feeling.
Bill was the one to break the anxious silence, "God... you're beautiful... I mean both of you!"
His younger brother's comment loosened Scott's tongue, "Lily... WOW... my friends think you are totally hot... they have no idea just how hot, though."
Lily blushed as Carl stepped between his sons with two glasses of wine, handing one to each of his women. He kissed Karen on the lips and said, "You're stunning. It's been so long since I've been able to see you casually dressed like this." He then turned to his daughter who stood a lot less confidently. "And, you, my dear... as your brother so eloquently said... WOW. You're as beautiful as your mother."



Lily returned the kiss from her father and stole a glance at her mom with a blushing smile. "Thanks, daddy."
Karen and Carl had prepared for this moment to cut through the initial moments of awkwardness. Carl took Lily's hand and led her to the loveseat as Karen led her sons to the sofa. They sat very close to each other. Both women crossed their legs on sitting, instinctual responses to the training to prevent unintended exposure in skirts, but nothing was going to hide the obvious showing of breasts and nipples under the sheer material of their gowns. And, despite attempts at casual conversation as the women sipped their wine, there was no distracting the male eyes from the obvious breasts and nipples and the gaping babydoll gowns showing bare thighs and sheer thongs hinting at shaved pussy behind the crossed thighs.
When a pause became awkward, Carl took the planned initiative. With a finger under Lily's chin, he turned her face to him and lightly kissed her on the lips as his hand stroked her bare arm. He broke the kiss and looked into her eyes with the unspoken question for her. She nodded and moved her mouth back to his. This time, her arm went around his neck, and he went to the side of her face. The kiss lasted longer and he tentatively open his mouth and probed her lips with his tongue. She gasped into his mouth as she opened her own mouth and tilted her face to press their lips tighter together and her own tongue coming out to spar with his. He slid his hand from her face, over her shoulder, and down her side to her hip. His hand slid under the little bit of covering from the negligee and pulled her hip into his and she groaned into his mouth. She pulled her mouth away from his and looked into his eyes and he saw passion and... need. While keeping eye contact, he slowly and softly moved his hand from her hip under the negligee to her breast. She shivered at the soft touch but didn't break their gaze into each other's eyes. Her eyes reflected no fear or reluctance. Her mouth opened slightly, then closed.
Then, her mouth opened, again, "Daddy, please... I want you... please... I've wanted you for so long."
This time, Carl gasped. His eyes searched his daughter's. He still found no reluctance, no regret for the words uttered privately between them but also audible to the rest of the family on the sofa. His eyes flicked to his wife, Lily's mother, and found a soft, reassuring smile and encouraging nod.
Carl shifted to lean more to one side as he gently pressed Lily back into the sofa back. He kissed her more passionately than ever before and nothing fatherly about it. His hand left her breast and fumbled with the tie at the front of the little negligee, undoing the bow and spreading the gown open to reveal her breasts completely to the room. She shuddered and moaned as his hand returned to her breast as their mouths and tongues attempted to consume each other. His hand moved to her other breast and her upper body arched out to meet it, welcoming and encouraging the touch. After kissing and touching his daughter for minutes, he finally allowed his fingers to trail from her breasts down her stomach to the sheer material of her thong. She sucked in air from his mouth as his fingers lightly, gently, and teasingly slid past the string holding it to her body and over the material covering but not hiding her shaved pussy lips. She shuddered, again, moaning louder into his mouth as his fingers slipped over the wet material over her lips. He gently rubbed over the wet slit under the material several times before pressing at the material, pressing the material between her yielding lips. She suddenly broke the kiss and cried out as she wrapped her arms around his neck and shuddered as she experienced her first soft orgasm to her father's touch.
After gasping her breaths for several moments but still clinging to his neck, "My God, daddy... what... did you... do? My God..."
He whispered into her ear for only her to hear, "You are beautiful, honey. I only want you to be happy."
She pushed her head into the back of the loveseat and gazed into her father's face and glancing at her mom. "Happy? Dad, you've always made me feel like a princess without the spoiling. My entire life I have known without question that I was loved and cared for. You and mom are the best. I mean it. You two have always given the three of us the things we needed: Love, Support, and Guided Freedom. I have loved you as a daughter. Now, I want to love you as a woman."
In the brief time she shared that with her mom, Lily saw that the three of them were waiting on her to be brought into the family event. Karen had her arms around her sons and their hands inside her negligee playing with her breasts, but they were refraining from further involvement. This was Lily's time, this was, in a way, her christening as a member of their activities. Lily smiled at all of them before turning back to focus on her father.
"Now, dad. I want to feel you inside me, now." She could see some questioning in his expression so she smiled at him and clarified her desires. "Here... this is my moment of joining in with generations of the family tradition and I want to share this moment with my family."
Carl smiled at her, then stood and assisted her off the loveseat. He slid the negligee off her body, then knelt down in front of her to slide her thong down her thighs and off her feet. His lips and tongue probed at her pussy as she opened her legs to him. She moaned and fondled her own breasts as he continued. She opened her eyes and found Karen, Scott, and Bill watching intently with warm, loving, and hungry eyes on her.
After only moments, Carl stood and led her before the rest of the family. All three of them reached out to touch her naked body. Hands and fingers softly explored her breasts, nipples, pussy, and bare skin in-between. Lily soon felt hands on her upper arms guiding her backward to the loveseat. The hands slid down her arms as her father sat on the cushions and guided her back over his legs, her own opening wider to manage it. She looked down and back to see his cock hard and long being held vertical. She had no idea her father was large. She smiled at that as she shuffled back, taking his cock in her hand and lowering her hips to it. She moved the cock and her hips until she felt the cock head sink slightly into her hole. She looked at her mom whose mouth was slightly parted in anticipation. Lily pressed down and took several inches of her father's cock into her pussy. Finally, she thought, finally it is happening! She rose slightly and sank down, again. One more time and she was sitting on his hips, fully impaled by her father. That realization, more than the feeling, almost brought her another orgasm.
She rose up on his cock, feeling it slide through her clenching, tight pussy. When she reached the top, she dropped back down and they both groaned. She shifted her hands to her father's knees and raised back up, thrusting back down. Over and over she repeated it, raising up and thrusting back down smoothly. She sat up straight but continued to rise and drop. Her hands found her breasts on their own. She fondled herself as she felt her father sit up behind her, his arms coming around her waist to stroke her clit. Her eyes shot open at the first touch to her engorged clit and she again found her siblings and mother watching intently. Their hands were not quiet, her brothers were in her negligee and thong while her hands were inside their loosened jeans. She noticed this but it was in a blur, a haze, a fog in her mind. She was otherwise totally consumed by the erotic experience of fucking her father. And that was it, too. SHE was fucking him.
When she felt him lean back and raise his hips against her dropping her hips over his cock, she knew he was close and so was she. She pinched her own nipple and rubbed her clit as she thrust and ground her pussy over his cock. The moment she exploded in a truly marvelous orgasm she also felt his cum being shot deep into her pussy. She cried out to his grunts and groans and collapsed back against his chest, his arms tightly holding her to him, her pussy still clenching around his leaking cock.
One by one, her mom and brothers rose from the sofa where they had watched the entire act and they came to her to kiss her. The guys both cupped her breast as they did it. Then, they backed away and stripped out of their clothes while their mom removed the little she had. The guys back to the sofa, one sitting at a far end, Karen kneeling on the sofa began sucking him, Scott. Then, Bill came behind her and easily entered her pussy from the back. They were all fully aroused and ready to fuck after watching Lily and Carl.
Lily watched her mom with fascination. She moved her father's hand to her breasts as she lay on top of him and they watched. "I've never seen that before. I guess I've heard of it, but... two at once... I didn't think how mom took care of all three of you."
Carl chuckled and eagerly fondled her breasts and rolled her nipples. "Your mom will be able to show you a lot about sex. Don't be afraid to ask her, but nobody is going to push you into anything you aren't comfortable with doing. Promise me you'll never let that happen, here or anywhere else."
"Sex should be mutual, right? That's what mom always told me. Sex can be just sex and fun, but it will only be fun if it is mutually respectful. She also told me that the best sex is when you are more intent on giving your partner pleasure than the pleasure you receive. If both people do that, the sex will be wonderful."
"Your mom is a smart woman and very sexy."
Lily chuckled as she watched her mom now being fucked at both ends by the boys. "I'll say. It's like she's trying to swallow Scott's cock." She paused to watch and it appeared three climaxes were quickly approaching in the action on the sofa. Then she mused, "I think I want to try that next." Her father kissed the back of her head. She felt his cock slipping in her pussy as it went soft so she squeezed with her pussy muscles but she knew it would slip out completely soon. Having her father's cock inside her was wonderful. She was pretty sure having her brothers inside her would be, too.
It was a wonderful scene to Lily's eyes. All five of them remained naked. Karen and Lily went to the kitchen to refill their wine glasses and get three more beers for the guys. While in the kitchen, Karen hugged her daughter and asked what she thought so far. Their breasts squashed together and Lily thought it felt wonderfully erotic. She had never thought about being naked or touching another woman, but now... now she was sure she wanted to experiment with her mom.
"Oh, mom... dad was amazing." She blushed, "I guess I am anxious to be with the Scott and Bill, too. Then,... can we experiment together? Just us?"
Karen hugged her tightly, then gave her a very unmotherly kiss on the mouth. "Tomorrow. We have a double-ended dildo to explore, remember?" They both smiled.
As the women returned from the kitchen, they were greeted with a surprising, "Stop."
The two naked women stopped in their tracks wondering what had happened. Instead, Bill apologized, "Sorry... it's just... wow... you two have to be the most beautiful women in the world."
Karen looked at Lily and they both laughed. Karen offered, "Sorry... thank you, son... really, but..."
Lily smiled and continued, "We'll settle for the sentiment, though, thank you."
The women looked at each other and simultaneously said, "Yes, we'll fuck you some more."
Bill looked a little embarrassed, but that last line made up for it.
Later, after the drinks, Lily stood and faced her brothers and told them she wanted to do what they did with their mom. The guys smiled and nodded. This time they switched roles with Bill sitting at the end of the sofa where Lily knelt and began sucking his cock while Scott knelt behind Lily's ass and aligning his cock with her pussy. She groaned around the cock in her mouth as Scott slowly and steadily drove his cock deep into her pussy. Once deep inside her, Scott began pulling nearly all the way out, then driving his cock back into the depths of her pussy. Lily was moaning as she tried to concentrate on Bill's cock in her mouth. It was hard, though, the fucking Scott was giving her was wonderful and her attention was too easily diverted to the sensations that were creating despite knowing it was her brother's cock in her mouth.
She was bewildered, though, when Scott pulled his cock from her pussy. She hadn't cum... nobody had cum. But then Bill was wiggling out from in front of her and she was more confused until Scott took Bill's place and Bill was kneeling behind her, his cock sliding along her slit before easily sinking into her hole and gliding deep inside with one stroke. She looked up at Scott and smiled before dropping her mouth onto his cock and nearly gobbling it down her throat in her excitement.
From behind her, Lily heard her mother's voice, "Oh... you nasty boys."
And her father added, "You go, boys. Give her a fucking she'll remember."
And, they did, too. They continued to switch back and forth every couple of minutes. And every time they switched, their stimulation was slowed but they continued to fuck strongly into their sister. She came in an explosive orgasm after the third switch and again after the seventh. After that, Lily was getting tired of sucking and mostly kept that cock in her mouth. She was as intrigued by the taste from their cocks with each switch as the fucking the two were giving her, each with their own slightly different approach and manner, but both very satisfying.
Scott was the first to cum in her pussy, then Bill quickly took his place and aggressively fucked her to quickly add his own cum to that of his brother and father. It was during Bill's climax that Lily orgasm for the last time... that night.
Carl and Karen pulled Lily into their bedroom for the night and placing her between them. Before the birthday girl had a chance to fall asleep, though, Karen asked, "How was your birthday, honey?"
"Oh my God, mom and dad... you guys are the best."
Carl asked, "What about the family secret?"
"Oh my God, mom and dad... you guys are the best." They all laughed and cuddled for much needed sleep.
The next morning, Lily rolled over to find her mother not in the bed. It was Saturday, good timing for a birthday like that, she thought. She could hear a little noise from the kitchen but it was still very early. She rolled the other way to find her father asleep. The top sheet had been pushed mostly off and she could see his semi-hard cock. With a mischievous smile, she slinked down the bed and gently took his cock into her hand and between her lips. She was focused on sucking and licking him when she felt a hand on the top of her head.
She took her mouth off his hard cock but her hand started stroking it as she looked up at her father. With a shy smile, "Daddy, I want to suck your cock until you cum. I want you to cum in my mouth. Can I?"
He smiled lovingly as he stroked her hair, "I'm not going to argue with that, sweetie."
Lily came skipping into the kitchen bare-assed naked to find her mom in only a tee-shirt, her ass showing as she reached for the top shelf of the cabinet. Karen turned and appraised her daughter, "My, aren't you..." she put a finger to the corner of Lily's mouth and brought it to her lips. She smiled, "Your father?"
Lily nodded. "I sucked him until he came. I swallowed it, too. Semen is good, isn't it?"
Karen smiled and patted Lily's bare butt, "Yes... yes, it is. I'm just guessing here, but I'd say you've adjusted to the idea of our little tradition quite well."
Lily came up behind her mom and slid her hands underneath the tee-shirt and moved them to the front where she cupped her mom's breasts and hugged into her. "I am... quite well, indeed. But there is one member of this sexy family I have not had sex with, yet."
Karen turned around, placed her hands on her daughter's face, and kissed her hard. She pulled back a fraction of an inch and promised, "Oh, Lily... we are going to have so much fun together."
They were kissing again when the guys staggered into the kitchen and stopped dead in their tracks. They didn't break the kiss but heard, "See, I knew that double-end dildo was the right one."
At breakfast, Lily had put on a tee-shirt like her mom, Carl announced that he and the guys were going golfing shortly. Lily saw him wink at Karen and they shared a smile with deep meaning. Carl also remind everyone that next weekend they were leaving for a week at the rental cabin they had used several times. It had been planned for months.
As the guys drove off, Karen turned to Lily and asked, "You remember the cabin, right?"
Lily looked questioningly back, "Yea... it's a big place with a bunch of bedrooms and a common living area. It has a big dock and a couple fishing boats. The place is surrounded by trees and the driveway seemed like a mile long from the road. As I recall, there weren't even that many other cabins on the whole lake. It's really quiet, peaceful, and..."
Karen added, "Remote."
Lily smiled back, "Yea, remote... really remote."
Karen smiled big, "Really remote. Like remote enough for a family to honor traditions."
"Holy, shit... seriously, yea. Oh, this just became so much more fun."
Karen laughed. That was the idea. A week of not worrying about being seen no matter where they might experience each other. Karen asked, "Now... where did you put that gift we haven't used, yet?"
When the guys returned, they found the two naked on the bed, the double-ended dildo at the foot of the bed and slick with juice on both ends.
* * * *
The drive to the cabin took most of the following Saturday. They arrived late afternoon but the cabin was open and ready for them as promised. The owner lived in the next town and had the place set with fresh sheets, towels, and the food stocked to their specification. It was a little pricey but those added benefits made up for it. They all helped in getting the car unloaded and suitcases unpacked into bedrooms. Bill disappeared but bounced into the common room announcing that the water was chilly but suitable. He stripped out of his clothes and waited. Everyone understood nudity wasn't going to be an issue this time and he didn't show any signs of getting his swimsuit. Scott followed and Lily looked at them, their soft cock hanging between their legs. She smiled and stripped, too. Carl and Karen walked out onto the porch as the three of them ran over the grass to the dock and jumped into the water with three splashes and wild laughter.
Carl took his wife into his arms from behind. She pressed back into him, "Thank you, honey. This will mean a lot to the family. It will be nice for everyone to be together for a week."
He kissed her neck, "You think she's ready? This is kind of fast."
She turned and kissed him on the lips. "I know she is ready. And, so do you." He nodded. Anyone hearing this short exchange would miss the larger picture of the question. And he did know it was true, but Lily would probably always be his princess and he would always have some worry. That musing was broken, though, when Karen took his hand and led him deep into the cabin to the bedroom they had claimed. They both knew Lily would soon have her brothers busy besides swimming in cold water. He now had his wife all to himself... for a while, anyway.
Lily and her siblings weren't paying attention to their parents at the moment. Anything they would get involved in was now acceptable family behavior... at least in their family... and they came to this cabin for the expressed purpose to release their inhibitions of living in the suburbs.
They had been here before, perhaps several years before when hiking and fishing were the primary activities holding their interest, but they knew what to expect from the place. One thing they knew was the lake bottom dropped away quickly from the dock. It was the reason the water rarely really got warm even in the heat of summer, but also why the fishing was so good and explained why the lake property had been bought up generations ago by a few people and has been kept isolated and a peaceful retreat for those families.



The three young adults all plunged into the lake from the dock with cannonballs of varying explosiveness. Although Lily's might have been less of a splash compared to her brothers, the shriek she added to it made up for the lack of size. When they bobbed back to the surface and tread water in place, slowly circling for a reminding view of the lake, Lily could see she was in trouble. Not real trouble, because her two brothers had always been her protectors, but mischief trouble. Both sank back below the surface and she looked frantically around her to find them only to feel them before seeing them. They were at her body with fingers and hands, her breasts, her pussy, her legs... it was like being felt up by an amorous octopus. She shrieked, again, but also filled with laughter as she swam for the ladder at the dock.
She stood on the dock surface naked and dripping. She wasn't only standing naked in front of her brothers as they ascended the ladder now, too, but she was brazenly but comfortably so exposed fully to the lake. As much as the guys had eyes fixed on her body as they came up the ladder, seeing minute details of water dripping from her nipples and a line of water running from her stomach over her mound and disappearing somewhere near her pussy, Lily's eyes were fixed on their bodies. Even when you see each other naked or partially so, there are times when that image becomes crystallized and this was one such moment. She's been making love to her family for a week now, but she really hadn't appreciated just how beautiful her brothers' bodies were. They were young and strong from years of sports and working out. As each jumped from the last steps of the ladder to the dock, she watched with fascination, and hunger, the way their cold-shrunken cocks swung and bounced, water dripping from the head down from their hard, developed chests and stomachs.
The late sun was shining on them and the lake surface was still as if it, too, was waiting to see what these new visitors might bring to it. The silliness and chasing in the water left all three of them with heaving chests taking in air but smiles and youthful, innocent joy shining from them. That innocent part dissipated slowly like the waning sun and the heat it gave to them. Scott and Bill easily sandwiched Lily between them, one at her front and the other at her back. She looked into Bill's face with an easy smile and gave him a kiss as his hands slid over her body. She then leaned back and turned her head enough to give Scott the same kiss as his hands moved over her ass and back. She sighed contentedly, her head lolling back against Scott as the two moved their hands over her naked, welcoming body. She could feel both cocks hardening against her body and her hands casually moved to softly grasp each and lightly stroke them. There was no sense of rushing or urgency. It was as if their bodies knew they had a whole week to be like this.
With hands on her breasts and nipples and fingers gently probing her pussy and asshole, Lily could stand there and enjoy the feeling forever but loving was giving and as much as she loved receiving attention from the others, she especially loved giving it.
As Lily sank to her knees on the dock's rough wood surface, Scott moved around next to Bill. She took both hardened cocks into her hands and began by licking the underside of each from the base to the head. Her eyes glanced up at each brother in turn, smiling as her tongue slid up and down their cocks. She took Bill's cock into her mouth and sucked, twirled her tongue around the head, poked her tongue at the hole at the top, and slid her mouth up and down it, taking the cock deep into her mouth. She repeated the motion on Scott's cock.
Her sucking was immensely pleasurable, but both soon wanted to take the next step. They lifted Lily back to standing and their hands immediately were on her breasts and pussy. Scott kissed her passionately, then asked, "Something new to start off the week?" Without even knowing what he was thinking, she nodded enthusiastically, her hands capturing their cocks, again. He continued, "Want to try double-penetration?" She looked quizzically at him. She'd already had them with one in her pussy and one in her mouth.
Bill clarified, "He means your pussy and ass."
She looked at them with a bit of shock but excited shock. In the short time of freely loving each other, it hadn't taken her brothers long to try a lot of things with her they had done with their mom. Anal was one they introduced her to once but double-penetration they hadn't, yet. They were anxious to experience that with Lily, too. Lily nodded and an unspoken look between the two sent Scott running to the cabin. In a minute he was running back to the dock, his still hard cock bouncing in front of him. In his hand was a tube of lubrication. As he came to a stop, he announced, "Mom's riding dad like he's a bucking bronco." Lily and Bill both smiled at the image flashing in their minds.
A quick look between the brothers and Scott lay on his back on the dock surface. Lily quickly looked around the quiet lake. Why they thought it was appropriate to have DP sex on the end of the dock, she wasn't sure but it was definitely adding more thrill to the moment. She straddled Scott's hips and leaned forward to kiss him. She then leaned back and raised her face for Bill to bend over to kiss her, which he did. She reached between her legs, found Scott's hard cock, and raised the head to her pussy, easily sliding down the length of it. She smiled at both men, then leaned forward to kiss Scott while knowing she was about to experience another first in her sexual experience. She felt Bill applying lube to her asshole and pushing it inside with one finger. She gasped into Scott's mouth. Just one finger was an amazing feeling alongside Scott's cock in the next chamber. Bill wiggle his finger teasingly for both Lily and Scott and both sighed while not breaking their kiss. When Bill pulled his finger out and replaced it was a second, Lily moaned. Karen had introduced them to anal and they had introduced Lily to it with the same care they applied to their mother. Now, Lily shuddered as the fingers left her asshole and she felt Bill come up behind her ass. He spread her ass cheeks and moved his cock head to her puckered hole. Before pressing forward, he leaned against her and kissed her back.
"Are you ready, Lily?"
She gasped out, "Oh, yes! I love you two so much. I want to do everything for you... with you."
Bill pressed forward at her constricted hole. Her head rose to the sky with her mouth open as she felt the head spreading her normally tight hole made even tighter by the cock already in her pussy. A low, guttural, "OHHHHH... FUCCCCKKKKK... YESSSSSS" escaped her mouth as the head slowly opened her sphincter and pushed inside. "Oh... God... wait... please." She put her hand back against Bill's thigh to reinforce that he should stop. Everything was so tight and even now she felt so full she couldn't believe it. The stretching, though, felt like she might split but as quickly as the sensation seemed to overtake her, she could feel it subsiding and easing.
She leaned down and kissed Scott with mouth, lips, and tongue. Then, she leaned back and twisted her head and body to receive a similar kiss from Bill as the two cocks were held quietly where they were inside her. Finally, "Oh, you guys... I never... amazing... oh, fuck me... please... ravage your... little sister."
The brothers smiled at each other over Lily's shoulder and Bill eased his cock a bit deeper. It was the tightest he had ever felt and shouldn't have been surprised. He pulled back an inch and pushed in a couple inches, pulled back an inch, and drove in several more until they were both fully inside her, at least in this position. Her moans, gasps, and groans filled the air around them and half of them weren't hushed. Bill couldn't help but glance up across the lake as he remembered how well sounds traveled over the still water. 'Fuck it', he thought. This was what they were up here for this week. If someone was going to notice, let them notice.
Lily couldn't stop panting as each thrust from one or the other or simultaneously from them both resulted in a gasp, moan, grunt, or sigh from her. With her supporting herself over Scott on her arms, he moved his hands to her swinging and bouncing breasts. He fondled and generally mauled them while switching to using his fingers to roll, twist, and pull her nipples. Lily orgasmed as the guys just continued to fuck her holes and her gasping and panting increased as if she were finishing a good time in a 10K run. The orgasm subsided only slightly as they continued to fuck her. Her one time with anal before had been enjoyable but not like this. Since all this had started with her and the family, she had become something of a student of sexuality on the internet. She truly wanted to bring as much pleasure as she could to her family as her mom reinforced to her: focus on your partner and the sex will be great. Along the way she learned things about her own body, they didn't teach in school. Things like the G-spot and clit being connect; like the clit not having any known purpose but to create pleasure; like the membrane between the pussy and anal chambers having thousands of nerve endings between the two. Her mind flashed with understanding... the two cocks pressing against each other would induce so much more sensation. And, she loved it. She orgasmed, again. Her body shook and she sagged against Scott as Bill flood her ass and quickly followed by Scott's cum filling her pussy.
The three remained joined for long minutes. Bill supporting himself, even if awkwardly, joyfully, as Lily lay on Scott and her body remained filled with cock even as they slowly softened and ease on their own from her deliciously consumed body.
On the porch of the cabin, the parents were standing at the railing naked and watching the siblings at the end of the dock. Carl was fondling Karen's breasts and kissing her neck and shoulder and occasionally teasing her ear. She giggled as his tongue brushed her ear. She squeezed his hands at her breasts, "Do you ever have any regrets, Carl?"
"Regrets? What would I possibly have to regret?"
She leaned her head back alongside his, "My family... the way we are?"
He chuckled, "No... I never did. You know it was a shock when you first told me when we started talking about getting married, but... even initially hearing about this... I don't know... I loved you with my entire being and I felt yours back to me. Part of what was you and your ability to love had to be part of what you'd experienced in your family, so how could your family be a bad thing? I was nervous, at first, but never regretful."
She turned in his arms and kissed him hard. It seemed to her that their passion had spiked since Lily had joined them. They could now fully share in moments of passion without concern. "Thank you, lover. You're amazing..." She smiled lustily at him. "... in so many ways." He chuckled and pressed into her against the railing, pressing his once again hardening cock into her abdomen. She moved up and down over it and looked into his eyes, "You know what my mom said when I told her about this week?" He shrugged. "She couldn't wait to get you in bed, again."
Their lust consumed them, again. Carl turned her around, bent her over the railing, and easily entered her cum filled pussy. As he drove his cock into her pussy and resumed fondling her breasts, they watched Lily and her brothers in her first DP. They both had the same thought, 'Given the planned week, this certainly won't be her last.'
Early afternoon the next day, Lily bounced down the steps from the cabin porch as her mom returned from a jog down the two-track driveway out to the road and back. Karen smiled at the sight of her newly free-spirited daughter, naked and breasts bouncing freely. She called out to Lily, causing her to stop and wait, "Where are you headed?"
"The dock. Thought I would catch some sun while the guys were out fishing. Want to join me?"
"Naked? Is this your normal attire now?"
Lily giggled, "Well... for this week..."
Karen laughed. That was what they were here for; to really let go in private. She took Lily's arm to join her on the dock when they both heard the noise of tires crunching on gravel and dirt. They turned to the sound of an approaching vehicle, and the naked Lily stayed close behind her mom.
Lily peered around her mom in the direction of the two-track lane disappearing into the woods. "Are you expecting anyone?" Nothing. Lily persisted, getting more nervous by the moment. "Mom?"
But then the car was there. She might have recognized the car if she'd seen it in many other places, but it seemed out of place here. The car stopped some 20 or 30 feet away but far too close for Lily's comfort. She pressed herself tighter behind her mom and peeked out around her. She could see two people inside but the reflection of the sun off the windshield made anything more impossible. When she saw Karen's arm go up and wave, she was confused. Then, the passenger door open and an older woman stepped out and immediately stretched her back.
"Grandma? Grandma!" Lily was stepping out from around her mom when the driver's side door open. "Grandpa!" She started sprinting toward them when she realized she was naked. She came to a stop and covered her breasts with an arm. Her grandpa walked right up to her and took her into his arms, her grandma joining from the side. Excitedly, Lily asked, "What are you guys doing here?" She sputtered at the way that sounded. "No, I didn't mean it that way."
By that time, Karen was just behind Lily, "Well, they were invited, of course. We thought it would be a nice surprise for you."
"Well, it worked. Here I am naked."
Her grandpa said, "Speaking of..." He held her out at arm's length, "Let's have a look at you."
Lily reacted, "Grandpa!"
"Hush, girl. Like I haven't seen a naked woman before. Oh, my, yes... you definitely take after your mother... in all the right places."
Her grandma slapped his arm, "You hush now, old man. Honestly, you have her blushing like a nun caught in the shower."
Karen gave Lily's ass a playful swat, "Why don't you help your grandpa take their bags into a bedroom."
Her grandpa wrapped his arm around Lily and guided her to the trunk of the car, his hand slipping down to her bare butt. He leaned toward her, "To the bedroom, huh?"
From behind her, Lily heard her grandma's exasperated response, "Stop teasing the poor girl."
He winked at Lily and responded back, "Who's teasing?" Lily blushed deeper.
From behind, Lily heard her grandma ask Karen, "Now, where is that husband of yours?" And she heard her mom chuckle.
They had only two roller cases and they managed to muscle them up the three steps and into one of the empty bedrooms. Lily asked, "Grandpa? Why did grandma ask about my dad that way?"
He had tossed both cases onto the bed, then pulled them back off as if he had a second thought. He sat on the bed and Lily stood in front of him. "Well, darling, your grandma has had a thing for your dad since we knew your mom was serious about him."
"Seriously? Wow..."
"Your mom picked a winner when she found him, I'll tell you. I know he is just fitting into the family with your grandma, and she knows it too, but she says he has this way of making her feel... how did she put it?... special... like at that moment there isn't a more desirable woman."
He had gently pulled her closer between his knees. He leaned forward now and kissed each of her nipples, causing them to become instantly erect. She sighed and responded with what she had been told, "I think it is what they have tried to instill in us. They tell us that if we focus only on giving pleasure to our partner, the experience will be great for both of us."
He smiled up at her, then, "Lily... I..."
She leaned forward and kissed him on the mouth, quieting him. When she pulled away, she pulled him up off the bed. "Grandpa, I want to make love with you. I want you to bring me further into our family tradition." He smiled. He pulled her into his arms and lightly stroked her nakedness.
Lily pulled the covers of the bed down as he began getting undressed. When she returned to him, his shorts were falling to the floor. She knelt before him and pulled his underwear down and took his semi-hard cock into her mouth as she assisted him in stepping from his shorts. She heard him gasping and sighing as she sucked and stroked with her hand. She smiled around his cock; this will be three generations of the family she has given herself to.
He didn't need much encouragement to become fully hard, but her young mouth felt particularly wonderful, and... this was finally the next generation he's been able to participate with. But there was enough, he really wanted to feel his old cock inside this young pussy. He pulled her up to her feet and kissed her hard and long. His hands were over her naked body, especially her young, firm breasts.
"How do you want to do this, grandpa? Your choice, I'll do anything you want."
He kissed her lightly on the lips. "You are like your mother and in all the most wonderful ways, all teasing aside. I would really enjoy it if you rode me so I can watch you and enjoy the sight of your naked young body."
She blushed all over, again. "Oh, grandpa..."
She followed him onto the bed and when he stopped on his back, she continued to crawl over his body and straddled over his hips. She reached underneath and found his cock, settled over it, and slowly sank down the entire length in two motions. He gasped, which joined her moans. He did watch, too. He watched as she rose and dropped down on his cock, watching his cock appear and disappear underneath her, watched her breast sway and bounce, and watched her face change from smile to opened mouth to smile and back to open mouth. He reached up and fondled her breasts, then teased her nipples. She was fucking him slow and steady, not rushed but enjoying the moment as he was.
"There you two are." Lily giggled at the sound of grandma's voice and smiled down at her grandpa.
Her grandpa gave her nipples a twist and Lily groaned as she continued to fuck up and down despite the appearance of her grandma. Her grandpa winked up at Lily but spoke to his wife, "I thought you were off chasing down Carl?"
She knelt behind Lily and began kissing her shoulders, stroking her sides, and reaching in front for a breast. "I was... he's out with the boys fishing. We got here early to surprise them and... but... do you mind sharing our granddaughter?"
He chuckled, "Woman, you should know better than to have to ask. Besides, then I have two of the three hottest women I know to exist." Lily giggled and for a moment stopped fucking as she leaned back to receive a mouth kiss from her grandma. Then, in a flurry of clothes flying, she too was naked and pressing her bare breasts into Lily's back. Then, her grandma was crawling towards her grandpa's head and announced, "Are you ready, husband?"
He smiled up at Lily, then at his wife, "Always... give me your sweet pussy."
With that, she sat over his mouth, sighed, and leaned to Lily and began kissing her in a very un-grandmotherly way. She pulled back from her granddaughter with a smile and offered conspiratorially, "Sometimes this is the only way I can get him to shut up." Grandpa gave her a swat on the thigh and they laughed, even grandpa, though it sounded very muffled.
As the three of them were relaxing after very satisfying orgasms, they heard an outboard motor approaching. Lily ran out to the porch naked, her grandma put on a blouse that almost covered her butt, and her grandpa put on shorts. They were all standing with Karen at the base of the steps watching the guys bump into the dock when they all heard another car on the dirt drive.



Soon, the car was parked next to the others and Lily turned to her mother, "Uncle Matt and the twins?" Karen nodded with a smile.
Karen and Lily stood facing the arrival of Karen's brother. Lily's grandma stepped between them with her arms around both and said to Lily, "Surprised?"
"Oh, yea... so, three more guys. Seven guys."
Karen added, "And three gals."
Grandma chuckled, "I know that math... seven guys plus three of us gals... equals a lot of fun for us." The three of them started laughing, much to the confusion of Uncle Matt and the twins approaching them.
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CHAPTER 8: SWINGERS
Jerome and I were on our sides with me spooned into his front. He had finished fucking me from behind in this same position but with my right leg held high to open me up to his aggressive thrusts deep into my cunt. I had begun my orgasm moments before I faintly felt his cock swell inside my spasming cunt canal just before heavy, thick streams of semen erupted into me. We now lay spooned in the same position but with my thighs pressed together trapping his cock inside me. And inside me, it would remain as long as he and I didn't move too much. It was one of the marvelous things about a big cock that even as it softened its length could still leave some of it inside.
His right arm was around me and holding me tightly to him. I have thought he also enjoys these moments after a leisurely fuck when we remain connected. His hand had been fondling my tit but had just started rolling and twisting the nipple. The delicious action had me pressing back against him, feeling his solid stomach and chest against my bare back and his cock move slightly. I clenched and relaxed my cunt muscles around his softening cock.
He nuzzled his lips near my ear, "Trying to make me hard, again? You know what happens if I get hard." I stifled a giggle and continued doing the Kegal squeezing around him. "I'll have to fuck you all over, again, like the wanton slut you are."
I hugged his arm and did giggle this time and playfully responded, "Oh, no... no, sir, no... oh, my... what will I do?"
He slapped my ass, also playfully, adding his own laugh on top. Then his hand left my tit and slid down my body to my groin. I raised my right leg somewhat to ease his approach as his fingers moved over my clit and lips still filled by his cock. He casually stroked there for a few moments before his hand returned to my tit.
"Remember I mentioned the swingers' club?" he asked in a conversational voice.
I nodded, "Of course, you said it was where you met those three women."
"Ah, yes... those three." I felt his cock stiffen slightly inside. I pressed back against the welcome feeling. He had been naughty that night by first allowing the women to be dominant over me before turning the tables on them and making them submissive to us. The women had thought I was just some slut Jerome had picked up somewhere. "An interesting night, huh?" Interesting was putting it mildly. My first girl-girl experience in spades. "Any way... the swingers' club. I think I mentioned they sometimes have nights when they invite single men... mostly to give their women members a different experience, I think." I nodded. Wondering now why he was bringing this up. By the feel of his cock, all this talk was distracting him from the direction I had hoped for. "Anyway, those nights aren't the only times when a non-member might join in with them. They sometimes have a 'gangbang' night." Okay... that got my attention. I was assuming he had been invited to gangbang some club member. "Normally, the bang is for one of the female members." See, I was right. "I have received information that they want one but no member has agreed." I turned my head to look at him. And? He thrust his hips against me and I could feel his cock jerk inside me and new stimulation occurring. There was something about all this...
"And...?" I encouraged him.
"The nights with the gangbang, it turns out, has quite an effect on the other members, too. I guess as you might imagine. Watching the gangbang gets the rest of the members going. I guess it regularly turns into a REALLY wild orgy. People fucking in piles. When I have been there, I was focused on the bang but I have noticed the effect." I looked at him, again. Where was this going? "So... they want another bang but no member to bang but the rest of the membership wants the effect the bang creates." He was hard. He pulled out, rolled me onto my back, and drove his cock back into me. I gasped and groaned and wrapped my arms around his neck. He quickly rolled us so I was on top on my knees sitting on his cock.
I looked down at him as I slowly rose on his cock and settled back down. After a couple times, "So... how is all this supposed to be of interest to me?"
He reached out and grasped both nipples as I continued to slowly ride his cock. He smiled. That smile I now knew that told me, 'Watch out, girl'.
"How would you like to be the center of another gangbang?" I stopped moving. "Eleven guys on the boat, right?" I nodded. "This will be bigger." I raised myself up. "Quite a bit bigger," he added and I dropped down on his cock. He groaned with me. "At least... 20 guys," he added with a moan.
"20?" I asked after another slamming down on his cock.
"At least... could be more given male club members..." He just watched me as I began fucking him harder, my tits bouncing and swinging. "What do you, think?"
I climbed off him and turned on my hands and knees, my ass pointed at him. "Fuck me." It was all I said. He rose to his knees and press his cock into my messy cunt. "No... not there..."
He pulled out, parted my ass cheeks, and pressed the head passed the sphincter. I cried out. He immediately began pulling and thrusting until he was fully in my ass. He leaned over me, pulled both nipples as he began fucking me.
"Damn, you're going to do it."
"Fuck yeah!"
* * * *
On the night we were to be at the swingers' club, Jerome picked out my outfit. It wasn't a surprise when I saw it laid out on the bed after my shower and make-up. Jerome liked to show off his slut. Sheer white, lace top thigh highs. Black 5" high heels. Dark, pleated micro-skirt. Semi-sheer, buttoned, sleeveless blouse. No pantie, thong, or bra in sight.
As we drove down the street where the club was located, he pointed out his window as we passed. There was a large parking lot across the street but he passed it all. When he pulled into a parking space two blocks away instead, I was puzzled. The area was fairly busy with several mid-range bars and restaurants and a few shops still open. As soon as we jogged across the middle of the street for the other sidewalk, though, I understood. My mind had only been on the gangbang. Jerome didn't focus on a single event, he enjoyed everything that led up to and after it, too. In this case, it was exposing me in public. As I jogged in the high heels and made the final leap over the curb, the look in several faces as the tiny skirt swirled up and my tits bounced within the gaping blouse, I flushed at the realization that I was probably flashing both cunt and tits.
The two-block walk was a two-block public exhibition. He had adjusted my skirt before we left and I imagined sitting in the car hadn't helped it any. I was under strict orders not to touch or adjust either skirt or blouse. By the feel of the cooling air, I wasn't sure the skirt completely covered my otherwise bare ass even when it wasn't moving with the breeze. I glanced down my front and sighed when I saw a nipple flash into view as he set a quick pace, though I was further instructed to keep up while strutting which set my ass into a rocking motion that further moved the tiny skirt.
By the time Jerome was holding the door to the club open for me, I was flushed and excited. Jerome understands me so well. A two-block public exhibition walk with my ass partially exposed and my tits dancing under a mostly open blouse can tamp down some of my nerves.
We stood off to the side of the crowd. We were in what could have been a large lounge area of many bars. Couches, groups of chairs, and booths were arranged throughout the space. The long bar was on our right, the booths on our left as we stood just inside the door. At the opposite end was a raised stage. At the moment, it was shrouded in darkness.
Someone got everyone's attention with a microphone. He identified himself but all I got was that he was the club president. I was scanning the room. Out there in the group were 20-some men. I spotted a group of men without partners further down the same side of the room. The rest of the people seemed to be couples. Men dressed comfortably in slacks and shirts. The women, though, were much more provocatively dressed in mini or micro-skirts and various tops, some sheer. I spotted a few women in fishnet outfits and decided there must be someplace to change or they wore the outfits under other clothes. Could they have actually walked the street dressed like that? I wasn't sure I wanted that thought to cross Jerome's mind.
My attention was grabbed when I heard the word 'gangbang'. Then over the speakers, I heard, "The lucky woman," which brought more than a few feminine groans, "is not a member of the club but comes recommended by Jerome Cardell who you men probably know from football and you women from... hmmm... his invitation here." This brought quite a few feminine chatters, many women craning their heads in search of him. When one found us, a buzz went through the crowd. I elbowed him in the ribs gently. He shrugged as if he could be an innocent. The man continued, "Trish Edwards... where are you, Trish?"
I felt Jerome's hand at the small of my back and I was relieved that it stayed there as he encouraged me but also escorted me. When we reached the bar, Jerome lifted me easily up onto the bar surface. The crowd clapped enthusiastically but a murmur also went through the crowd from front to back. For only a moment I was puzzled until I remembered my skirt and lack of panties or thong. Standing well above everyone in the room I was fully exposed.
For the benefit of anyone not having been to one before, it was pointed out that the stage would be for the gangbang, only. Others were free to do whatever they wanted wherever they wanted as the evening moved them. Someone said loud enough for everyone to hear, "We'll be moved for sure."
I squatted next to Jerome. Way beyond embarrassed or shy about the situation, I kept my knees apart as I did. "Jerome, you said there would be at least 20 guys. There looks to be about 15 back there."
A couple right in front of me laughed at my comment. It was the woman who replied, "Oh... don't worry about that, Sweetie, there will be plenty more here to poke that juicy cunt of yours." I looked down and smiled. Through my parted thighs, I could see how wet my cunt was as the overhead light showed it.
Then I saw the crowd part as two men came toward me from the group. They each took an arm and leg, lifted me from the bar surface, and carried me to the other end of the large room. Lights came on that illuminated the stage. There was a huge mattress, far bigger than a king-size. I was put down on my feet and I scanned the crowd forming around the stage raised about three feet above the floor. I couldn't find Jerome in the crowd but then I felt someone grasp the front of my blouse from behind and rip it open. The couple fastened buttons popped but the cheers from the crowd made it impossible to hear them hit the surface of the stage. I turned my head to find Jerome. I felt his fingers release the short zipper on the back of the ridiculous skirt and drop it to my feet.
"Time to be a slut," I somehow heard his voice over the din of the excited crowd now encircling the stage. His lips touched mine. "I'll be right here the entire time. Signal me if it becomes too much."
"Don't worry, Jerome. You promised them a gangbang slut. I won't let you down." I smiled, with a touch of nerves.
I turned to find the 15 or so men now naked and casually stroking cocks. I scanned them... well actually their cocks. Later, upon being quizzed by Jerome, I wouldn't recognize the faces of any of the men if I ever saw them, again. He nodded at the time and added it was a perfect slut response.
A couple of the cocks were large, almost as large as Jerome. Most, though, were just a bit above average as they stood stroking hard cocks. I closed the space between us with a couple steps while now dressed only in stockings and heels. I dropped to my knees and let them close around to encircle me with cocks wherever I turned.
I wasn't sure how this was going to progress. On the boat, it moved in its own energy and I assumed it would be the same here. I was just an object. I would suck them as a prelude but soon I would be used, moved, and used as these men wished. I would simply be an object with three holes for fucking and dumping cum.
This too started slow and escalated quickly. I was kneeling before a cock I was stroking and sucking. I moved my free hand to the side and groped another hard cock. Then, I felt hands grasp my hips. I awkwardly rose to my feet while bent over at the waist, the cock still in my mouth. Another cock began rubbing over my wet slit, then eased into the hole. I gasped around the cock. The one fucking me held my waist which gave me some support so I could reach to both sides for more cock to hold and stroke as I continued sucking on another. Like on the boat, these men shifted, alternating who was where... cunt, mouth, hands. More hands found my body, my tits, nipples, and whatever skin they could reach.
Shift after shift. New cocks plunged into my cunt and passed into my mouth, several going just inside my throat which brought lewd comments to share with the others. The fucking and shifting grew intense but was too awkward to maintain.
All the cock disappeared from me which brought a groan of frustration from me. Suddenly, I was empty. I shouldn't have been concerned, of course. I was put down on the mattress on my back. A white guy moved between my legs while two guys on either side grasped my legs and raised them high into the air. He slammed into me and was deep in the first thrust. He began fucking me wildly but my attention was moved to a cock bumping my right cheek. I turned with an open mouth and it slipped inside. I began using abbreviated movements of my head but he added his own movement in and out of my mouth. My hands were moved to cocks that I began stroking blindly.
It was intense. I was aware of how different this gangbang was from the boat. This one was all about me being a cum-dump. There would be no concerns for my orgasms, just their own release. That was verified when the one fucking me jerked violently inside me and dumped his load, immediately pulling out and another cock taking its place. I had no idea what this one looked like, my face buried in the crotch attached to a dark brown cock.
My own arousal was peaking when the cock in my mouth erupted sending a good stream of cum into my mouth before pulling out and shooting the rest over my face. I need to cum myself but just as I thought I was... the cock inside me came and pulled out. My gaping cunt winked as it sought something, anything to provide the feeling.
The next guy, though, flipped me over onto my knees. I struggled to my hands and groaned my frustration. The delay had done its damage. My body eased away from the peak that was my own release. It was like losing my footing on a snow-covered peak and sliding back down and realizing I had that climb back up before achieving what I sought.
Another cock slammed aggressively into my cunt and gasped as I sensed the potential. That potential grew as hands came underneath me to capture and grope my tits that had been hanging and swinging. Another snaked along my belly and found my clit. I opened my eyes and found Jerome was reaching under me. Ohhhh... thank you, thank you, thank you. I exploded into orgasm as the third one dumped his cum in my cunt and the one in my mouth plunged into my throat as my mouth sagged open as I gasped and moaned at the start of my release. I fought for control so I wouldn't gag and that lessened the strength of my orgasm but even that took the edge off what had been frustratingly building inside.
Someone moved his body under my head. I lowered my face to his cock held up for me and I devoured it. I also managed to use his legs for support with my ass raised high for the next cock. It plunged into me telling me my cunt hole was gaping open. I had stopped thinking about how many had cum in my cunt or mouth. I only knew I could feel the cum leaking and squishing out of my cunt and down my thighs. Cum leaked from the corners of my mouth and covered portions of my face where it had been purposely placed. Even some of them had pulled from my cunt after the first stream to deposit the rest on my belly, ass, or back.
This next cock, though, having plunged into my cunt and fucking me suddenly pulled out. I felt it glide over my ass and my hands pull my ass cheeks apart. The cock pressed against my puckered asshole. I stopped sucking, my mouth still over it, took a deep, cleansing, and relaxing breath despite my rapidly beating heart and the cock throbbing in my mouth. I pressed my asshole out as I felt the cock press against it and felt my sphincter begin to stretch and open. I gasped around the cock in my mouth as the other one passed into me. It didn't stop or pause or hesitate but it also wasn't that large. My ass accepted the intrusion and was being fucked by a cum lubricated cock. He came quickly in my tight ass. The next cock pressed into my cunt once, then followed the previous one to plunge into my asshole. He fucked me fast and hard and as my tits continued to be mauled and nipples pulled, I came, again.
These were fast, hard, dominating fucks. These were nothing like what happened on the boat. This was supremely intense but still wildly erotic and thrilling. I could tell I wasn't going to experience the overwhelming number of orgasms but this was a different experience of being overwhelmed and intense in a whole contrasting way. I was being used as a simple cum-dump, a cum-slut, a fuck-toy. It felt demeaning and degrading as I recognized the baseness of what I was at the moment. That demeaning and degrading realization, though, opened a window that clarified my view of another aspect, a defining part of being a full slut, a cock-hungry, cunt-dripping, ass-gaping, and mouth ravaged slut. I orgasmed. The most intense one, yet.
The ravaging continued. I was flipped and turned at the whim of the next guy to fuck me. I was a doll to be used. I was probed, touched, pinched, and twisted. I surrendered myself to whatever these men desired to do. It was so different from before, so different from any time before when I THOUGHT I was being just used. This was truly just being used. The men came in me, all holes, and on me. There was a time when I couldn't open my left eye for the cum pooled over them. My face, hair, tits, stomach, and lower back had cum on them.
Suddenly, it was still. No cocks were in me or next to my face. I slowly raised myself to my elbow and gaze around me. The original 15 men were sitting at the edge of the stage drinking beers. I looked around further and spotted Jerome, naked, and his limp cock shiny. I smiled. He had fucked me, too.
My attention was drawn to movement in the crowd. I saw multiple women being fucked leaning over or lying on tables, couches, and chairs. The movement that had my attention, though, was men, men stripping as they approached the stage and me. There had to be ten men converging on the stage from multiple directions, the original guys now spent, made way for their approach. As they stepped onto the stage and approached the cum-stained mattress, I opened my legs wide and gave them a tired but eager smile.
"Any hole you want, guys. Just fuck me."
A cock was pressed to my cheek. I turned with opened mouth and took it inside. I pushed my head at him as he pressed toward me. The cock head slipped into my throat. I moaned in response just before another cock plunged into my messy cunt. After both of these came, I noticed a man lying on his back next to me holding his cock in the air. I smiled. About fucking time. I'd been waiting for this all night.
I straddled the man's cock and sank down over it. I looked behind and smiled at the man who was already approaching with his cock held out in front of him. I lowered my head to the man below and used my own hands to spread open my ass cheeks. That cock plunged into my equally used and messy asshole. Double penetration! What took them so long?



Double penetration turned into triple and air-tight as another cock was presented to my mouth. It was impossible to keep track now. Cocks came and left. Cum dripped from every hole. A cock in my ass leaving was replaced by another. A cock squirming out from my cunt and wiggling out from under me and I was rolled with a cock still buried in my ass. Then, another cock plunged into my empty and exposed cunt. If the one in my ass then came, I was rolled again.
On and on it went. Clearly, it had to be more than those ten guys. The faces meant nothing to me but I saw that the edge of the stage wasn't occupied by men. I had all of them around me, again. Switching. Fucking. Cumming. My cunt and ass were sloppy with cum. When the noise quieted I could hear a disgusting squishing as a cock slammed into the mess of one of the holes.
I orgasmed again and again. I thought I might not. I thought the way they were fucking me that I might not achieve the same orgasmic overload. I was, though. It was still different but also mind-numbing and crazy.
There came a lull. I was gasping and panting, barely able to move, totally dependent on being moved, being positioned however they wanted me. I sagged to the mattress. I saw a set of bare, black knees near my face. I rolled slightly and looked up. Jerome. He stroked my arm and bent over me, a kiss on my shoulder, my cheek.
"Are you okay?" he asked softly. There was a steady buzz of sounds rising in the room. Moans, talking and laughing.
I rolled onto my back and looked up at him. "I feel like I've fucked 50 guys."
He smiled. "Not 50 guys... but probably 50 times."
"You stopped them?" I asked. He nodded.
"I thought you could use a break if not stop entirely." He cupped a cum streaked tit. "Are you done? Do you want to stop? You don't have anything to prove to anyone, certainly not me." He lean down and kissed my lips. He was being gentle but it still carried an intense feeling.
"Are they done? Are they all spent?" What was I asking? Did I really want more?
He chuckled. "Ohhhh..." he said as he looked out over the room, "... I think there are still a few guys watching to see what happens."
I struggled to sit and he helped me up. As soon as I was vertical, streams of cum flowed from my ass and cunt. My stomach felt full of cum. I still felt thirsty, though. Maybe cum was too thick to be absorbed into the system.
"I could use something to drink." He walked me to the bar. People parted and gaped as I passed. I was cum-soaked and cum-dripping. Other people, many, were also naked but not like this.
The bartender handed me a large glass of water, then a drink. He was watching me so I raised my eyebrows as I sipped.
"Some of these guys are wondering if you are done."
"They're ready for more?" He shook his head. Some who hadn't participated so far. I smiled. I looked at Jerome and he shrugged. Totally up to me. "What time is it, anyway?"
The bartender said, "It's 1:15 AM. We shut down in 45 minutes."
"Hell, why not." I turned toward the stage, stopped, and looked back. "Have you..." He shook his head. "I'm messy as hell but I'll do my best to make it good for you."
He jumped over the bar, grabbed a guy, and told him to watch the bar for him. Fuck... 45 more minutes. Why not.
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CHAPTER 9: FAMILY
"Should we ask her, Leroy?" Jerome asked.
"I think she'd have fun," was Leroy's reply.
"Ask me what? What would be fun?" I was sitting on Leroy's lap with my back to him and facing Jerome. We were in the family room, Leroy and I on the couch. He had climaxed in me more than a couple minutes before but his very long cock was still inside me.
Then I heard, "She's doing it, isn't she? I can see it on your face."
Leroy flexed his hips in response, sending his cock a bit deeper despite being mostly softened. I was giving him squeezes from my cunt, only a few of the hundreds, maybe thousands, of Kegal exercises I do daily.
"Damn," Leroy exclaimed, "she has amazing muscles, doesn't she?"
I could feel his cock stirring inside and I clenched harder. I rose slightly on his cock and dropped back down. As I moved on Leroy in front of Jerome, I looked directly at him and fixed his eyes. "Ask me what?"
Jerome laughed. "Leroy and I were thinking about going home for a few days."
Leroy lifted me up to his now hardening cock and pulled me back down on it. Predictably, it bounced off my cervix and deeper up the canal. "We tend to get a bit rowdy with our brothers and cousins off in the woods with loads of beer."
"O ... kayyyyy ..." trying to express how that involved fun for me.
"We've never had a woman involved before," Jerome explained. "Certainly not a slut who could take on all of us."
I gazed at Jerome. He was serious. I had stopped moving on Leroy, turning partially around, instead. Leroy nodded. "My uncle ... you might be interested, Miss Trish ... he's bigger than me."
I twisted a little further to read his eyes, his cock inside me slipping a bit which felt delicious. "Bigger ..." I began, "like bigger in ...?" He nodded. "Fuck ..."
Jerome laughed as I rose and dropped again with my mind fixated on the thought of a cock bigger than the one stuffed in me now. "That was exactly what we were thinking and exactly why we thought you'd have fun."
* * * *
"Good morning, dear," I called out over my shoulder when I heard Stan stumble into the kitchen. I filled a mug with strong coffee, picked up a plate of eggs, fruit, and toasted English muffin, and turned toward him. The little robe I wore came untied and gaped open. Hands full, I walked to him as he plopped into a chair.
After placing his coffee and food before him, I started pulling the robe together but Stan's words stopped me. "No ... please, don't." I released the ties and looked at him. "You are beautiful, honey. Do you mind?" He stammered it out.
"Don't be silly. Of course not." I sat down across from him with my own coffee, the little robe parted on both sides of my legs. I purposely reached over to the side to brush an imaginary crumb so the robe would fall to the side of my left tit. He watched, then smiled as he picked up on the tease. I smiled back. It wasn't that Stan was always asexual or that he was really completely asexual. Early in our marriage, we had fun like most newlyweds cavorting within our limited experience and exposure to what sex had to offer. As the years wore on, though, I think he just lost interest. I guess that's the best way to put it. He loved me. There was never any question about that. His work and career just ... somehow ... took over. For a few years, it hung over us like the dark threatening storms that can destroy swaths of land through this state. It was ironic that it was my stumbling into Jerome's arms that saved us. It had weighed heavily, apparently, on Stan that something like sex, or the lack of it for me, could ruin our partnership. Jerome coming into our life essentially saved us and Stan was happy as long as I was happy and he still had me. His business travel had always been heavy and it became more so after he saw that I would be taken care of. Recently, he has shown more interest, asking me to sleep naked and wearing these short robes. Jerome had shown me how exciting being an exhibitionist can be. Of course, I didn't mind being exposed to my husband. In fact, I was anxiously curious where this new interest might lead.
We chatted while he ate. Finally, he asked, "What is it, honey? I can tell there is something. Jerome has some plan?"
I giggled and nodded. "Jerome and Leroy are talking about going home for Saturday. I know this is a weekend you'll be home, Stan. So, if you don't want me to ..."
"Just Saturday? Where is this home?" Stan has never met Leroy but I've mentioned him numerous times. Even if Stan was essentially asexual, he enjoyed hearing my excitement so there was little I didn't describe to Stan in detail.
"Well, home is a little town in the panhandle of the state. They said it was in the northern part and could just as well have been part of Alabama but they were glad it was called Florida and not Alabama." Florida and Alabama were like so many state border rivalries. "The brothers and cousins get together out in the woods somewhere up there and get rowdy. Jerome said it would be a quick 24 hours. Leave early Saturday morning and back VERY early Sunday morning."
"Let me guess ... this time Jerome thought it would be interesting to bring his slut?"
I giggled ... and blushed. Strange as it was, when Stan had seen how happy I was as I began the journey to being Jerome's slut and that I still wanted to be Stan's wife, it was like I was seriously taking up tennis instead of fucking another man and his friends. He shook his head and smiled. He got up, came around the table to stand behind me, his hand sliding down my chest as he leaned in to kiss my cheek and his hand cupping my tit. If this kept up, we might actually fuck.
"Of course I don't mind, honey," he whispered, "as long as it makes you happy. Just be safe, okay?" I captured his hand as it slid from my tit and kissed the palm. God, I thought, I hope these touches lead to something. His would be the only 5-inch cock that could thrill me so much to have inside me.
* * * *
We made the long drive. Jerome asked me to wear short-shorts and a buttoned blouse but unbuttoned and tied below my tits. Everywhere we stopped along the way, and I had the feeling we stopped more often than really necessary, my outfit brought a lot of stares.
At a truck stop we stopped at for snacks, Jerome dared me to expose my tit somehow. It wasn't really that hard. Leroy was looking at a package of licorice on the bottom shelf. I nudged him aside, stood at an angle to the shelves, bent to the right to reach the package, then lifted my right arm as though getting his attention. Of course, as planned, bending to right sagged my tits that way. Lifting my left arm pulled the open blouse that way. What was left was an expose tit. What surprised me was when I stood up and the blouse got caught on the outside of my tit. I really was exposed and Jerome's quick reflexes stopped me from adjusting it.
Jerome drove straight out into the woods to their hangout location. It turned out to be a pretty nice location. One of Leroy's cousins was planning to build a cabin on the land. It had water access to a slow-moving river and an older mobile home sitting on concrete blocks in the interim. There were six pickup trucks park haphazardly. Jerome pulled his shiny sedan alongside a big F-250. These guys did like their trucks.
I stepped out of the back seat on Jerome's side. He was waiting and slipped his arm around my waist. Leroy was already shaking hands, bumping fists, and hugging. There were six guys, all about the same age, all deep black and large, ranging from Jerome's large to very large like Leroy.
They all acknowledge Jerome with the kind of respect even brothers and cousins give when one of them makes it out of the small-town world they still found themselves swallowed up within.
The beer started and lots of joking and teasing, stories being told. I had the feeling the stories, especially about Jerome or Leroy, were for my benefit. I didn't know what Jerome had said about me but they were all relating to me with tremendous respect.
Suddenly, someone had a football. I looked at Jerome for help but I was expected to play, too. The rules were sketchy. Anyone could be thrown the ball and it was somewhere between touch and tackle. The player with the ball had to be stopped but not put to the ground. It was like a schoolyard game with taking turns picking their teams. Jerome selected me first which I thought was protection. The cousin had the chance to select Leroy.
I tried blocking and the guy pretty much just pushed me back. Jerome tried throwing me the ball but I heard them coming and fumbled the catch. Jerome pulled me aside and before he could say anything I did.
"I know ... I suck at this," I blurted.
He chuckled, "Honestly, yeah, you do. That isn't the point of this, though." I looked up at him. I was already breathing heavily. I was in shape but this was different. "This is about playing football. Their attention ... both teams ... is all on you." I made a gesture like 'duh' and pointed at my gaping blouse. "This is giving them a way to get comfortable with you and what we talked about happening."
Of course. This was about giving them the chance to grope me to lead to more. That wasn't happening when I couldn't catch the ball. So, I stood next to Jerome to be handed the ball. He muttered before the ball was snapped back to him, "We'll go directly at Leroy. He'll get this going." He couldn't just tell the others they could fuck me, this had to be a game for me to be mauled, first? But, I nodded and looked straight ahead at the big man who has become so important to me. He nodded. He knew what was happening.
I fidgeted nervously next to Jerome. He put the ball into my stomach and for a split second, I froze. I saw him move ahead and bump into Leroy. I saw a gap to Leroy's right and I moved quickly that way as if I was actually going to get anywhere. Leroy's arm shot out to my stomach, grasped the tied material holding it all together, and held firm as I was twisted trying to get past. The blouse gave way with Leroy holding one side. I started pulling away, the blouse wide open as Leroy held it and the other side flapping loose.
The huddle for the next play was simple. Jerome just said, "The same thing." I gazed at him. The others were fixated on my heaving tits fully displayed in the loosely hanging blouse. Jerome bumped into Leroy and it was all show. There was another gap next to Leroy but as I got to it another guy stood ready. I hadn't seen their huddle but they had this all planned. As I entered the gap, Leroy and the other guys both shot their hands out to grasp the flapping blouse sides. Before I understood how it happened, the blouse was off one arm and hanging limply around the elbow of the arm I was holding the ball with. As I struggled to get past, my tits were groped even well past the time I was fully stopped.
I shed the blouse completely, now topless. I sensed in the huddle that my teammates might have suddenly regretted being on my team.
Surprisingly, with all that, we had gained enough yards to continue. Of course, that might have been planned, too. Before the next snap, Jerome stopped and faced me with his back to the others. "How are you feeling?"
"Are you kidding me? I'm sweating and dirty from being on the ground." He reached up and took both of my nipples between his fingers. I sighed. "And, yeah ... I'm being groped and felt. Even when I was trying to block, I had hands on my tits. Now my tits are groped and hands are between my legs. So, how do you think I am feeling?"
He smiled. "You need to be fuck?" I nodded. God, yes, I needed to be fucked. His fingers went to my tight short-shorts. He unsnapped them and lowered the zipper. He slipped a hand inside. He knew I wasn't wearing panties. I gasped when his finger pressed through my lips. He brought it out and put it to his tongue while smiling. I glanced behind him to find both teams watching intently, then Leroy saying something to them. Jerome then said, "Let's get you fucked, then." He left my shorts open.
In the next play, I assisted in the effort. I was converged upon immediately at the line. Hands on my tits and hands on my shorts. I moved forward with a struggle with my shorts moving down my thighs. I hopped and twisted as Jerome picked me up with my shorts sliding down to my ankles. As Jerome carried me to the goal, some pulled my tennis shoes off, my shorts going with them. Leroy tripped Jerome at the goal line and I landed on top of Jerome, my legs suddenly spread as his knees and legs wrapped around mine and opened me.
There was an awkward hesitation, then my body and cunt were probed by hands. I groaned as a finger passed into my cunt. I opened my eyes to see Jerome smiling. "Ready, my slut?" he asked. I gasped and covered his mouth with mine as hands and fingers freely explored me from behind.
Jerome released my legs and Leroy's huge hands helped me up. I stood naked and breathing heavily with excitement amid the eight of them including Jerome and Leroy. Nobody said anything. Nobody moved. I didn't check with a glance to Jerome. I knew why I was there. I knew I wanted to be there. I knew I wanted what these guys were going to give me.
I dropped to my knees in front of the one in front of me. I pulled his athletic shorts down and smiled. A long black cock hung from between his legs. I grasped it and put it into my mouth. All around me shorts, shirts, and shoes came off. In moments, I was encircled by hardening black cocks. All of them were large. The genes in these families were amazing.
They didn't allow me to suck cock for long, though. I felt hands raising me to my feet. I turned to find Leroy. I grasped his cock, the longest one there, and kissed him on the lips. When our lips parted, "Somebody needs to fuck me, Leroy," I gasped, my lips so close to his they brushed together.
Leroy picked me up in his arms and we faced the group. A group of large naked men with big black cocks. Leroy pronounced, "She needs to be fucked, guys."
The guy who owned the place yelled out, "Just a minute." He and another ran to the mobile home and came back out wrestling with a large mattress. They dropped it on the grass and everyone moved to it. Leroy stood me on the mattress and I stood looking around me. The only white skin was mine. Every guy was at least a half-foot taller. Every guy was dark black. Every guy had a big cock. Every cock was hard but drooping. Big cock doesn't stand up like a hard average cock. They're too big. I was drooling. Not my mouth, though, it was my cunt. Eight big black cock for my white cunt.
It then came to me. I turned to Leroy. "I thought you said your uncle ..."
He laughed, "He's coming in a little bit."
Jerome came up behind me, his arms going around and his hands fondling my tits in front of the others. "What are you, Trish?"
"A slut. I'm your slut."
I could feel his cock move against my ass. "That's right, you are. Guys, she is a slut and she loves big cock." He pulled on my nipples. "Where do you like big cock, slut?"
"Everywhere, Jerome. You know that. I love big black cock in all my holes." I looked at all the guys. Most of them were stroking their cocks. "My cunt, ass, and throat. Just fuck me." God, what a slut he has made me into. Looking at all the big cock, though, my cunt was dripping in anticipation. And to think an even bigger one was still to come.
Jerome stepped back from me and opened his arms. It was an offering, an offering of me to all of them. I've fucked a lot of guys since releasing myself to Jerome. The time on the boat was more guys. But this ... this was all big black cock.
Nobody moved. I thought, you're a slut so act like it. I sat on the mattress facing the major group. I lay back, raised my knees, and splayed them out to the sides. Obscenely displayed to them I stroked a tit with one hand and slid the other down my body and over my ready cunt. I randomly picked a guy in front of me and stared at him. My fingers spread the lips of my cunt. His eyes were fixed on my open cunt. His eyes flicked up to my face where I displayed a reassuring smile. He moved as if it were his legs acting on their own. He dropped to his knees between my spread legs, his cock in his hand, as he inched forward. His cock head probed my cunt, sliding up and down my slit wet with my leaking lubrication juices. His cock sank into my hole and we both gasped. I squeezed my cunt around him and he gasped, again.
That is what it took, apparently. One guy to move. He thrust and more cock sank into me and I groaned. And with that, I had cock on either side of my head pressing against my cheeks for attention. I turned to the right with an open mouth and the cock pressed between my lips. I sucked as the cock slid between my lips. He gave me tentative motions, his cock going a little deeper, perhaps unsure how far to push. I pulled back and turned my head with my mouth open to the other cock. He pressed inside.
I heard the strong, deep voice of Leroy behind me, "Don't be timid, fuck her. Miss Trish was serious before. She said throat, not mouth. Just give her opportunities to breathe."
I moaned with excitement and anticipation of his words having an effect. And, they did. The cock in my cunt pulled back so just the head was inside and it was slammed fully into me. The cock in my mouth was pressed through my mouth to my throat. He groaned at the feel of my throat around his cock but he pulled back and pressed deeper. Soon I had it all and both fucked me. My tits were bouncing wildly on my chest until hands grabbed them, squeezing, mauling, and fondling them. Another hand stroked my stomach, other hands on my legs. Someone pressed on my clit as the cock in my cunt jerked and I exploded in orgasm as cum shot into my cunt.
That must have affected the one in my mouth and throat. I felt it swell and pulse. I placed a hand on his hip and pushed just enough to ease the cock to the entrance to my throat as his cum streamed out and directly down my throat. I pushed him back a bit further, holding some control even as my body responded to the orgasm. Cum dripped from the corners of my mouth despite attempts to gulp it all down.
I looked up at the guy who had given my throat a good fuck as another cock sank into my cunt. It was the youngest of them. I smiled and mouthed a thank you. He smiled back but my head was being turned to the other side where another cock was pressed at my lips. I opened my mouth.
After four guys came in my cunt or mouth, I was turned over onto my hands and knees. The next guy slammed into my leaking, gaping cunt hole. Three cocks appeared at my head. I began sucking them in rotation. They were now using my mouth to become fully hard for when their turn came to fuck me.
After a couple more guys fucking me like a bitch from behind, I felt someone next to me. I was in a daze, my mind and vision glazed over by lust and a singular consciousness of fucking. It was Leroy. I saw motion and looked back to see his hand gliding up and down his long cock. I nodded to him as I continued to be fucked.
When the cock fucking me erupted, I crawled over the prone body of Leroy. I could feel the cum flowing from my hole as I grasped his cock and settled over the head and sank my cunt down over it. I sighed as it opened me wider and filled me up, up, and up. I heard the cum being pressed out of my body by his invading meat, an obscene squishing sound preceding the feel of cum being pushed out of my tightly filled hole. I rose up and sank back down, my tits bouncing as I shifted from down to back up. I groaned deeply as his cock glanced off my cervix in that wonderfully erotic way only he and Jerome have been able to do. I shivered and shook moments after his cock hit deepest up inside me and a new orgasm took hold. I sagged down onto his massive chest, his arms securely around me as he took over thrusting his cock up into me as I shook and quaked through my orgasm.



He was still fucking me as I recovered. I heard, "Fuck ... look at her take that cock." "She really gets off on it." "No reluctance."
I heard Jerome, "She's the best fuck I've ever found. She's the best woman I've ever found ... the best person."
A smile filled my face ... my mouth, my eyes, my soul. Not just the best fuck, not just as a slut, a cunt for fucking but the best PERSON. I sat up straight. My cunt filled to what I thought was the max by Leroy's cock. I looked down at him, his hands coming to my tits. His smile was strained by his arousal. He managed to utter, "What he said." I chuckled as he pulled me down and kissed me on the mouth. He continued thrusting his magnificent cock into me and we shared our climax.
Round two began with Jerome sinking his cock into my cunt as I was on my hands and knees, again. He pulled out after a couple minutes and pressed his big cock at my yet unused asshole. I groaned as it stretched and opened me to the bulbous head and moaned as it finally pressed through. I clenched around him after his customary pause to allow me to adjust. He fucked me for long minutes before pulling out. I moaned my frustration but he laid down next to me, his cock held straight up. I quickly moved over to him so anxious to regain the feeling of my ass filled. He indicated for me to turn away from him. Unthinking, just needing his cock, I squatted over him, took hold of his cock, and eventually aligned it to my open asshole. I slid down it with a long sigh and moan.
Sitting on his thighs, cock so deep in me it felt like the head was in my bowels, he pulled me back. As he did, I could feel his cock slide out a few inches. Then, I saw it. The other guys around us. Me with my feet outside his legs. Completely exposed, like my empty cunt was calling out, pleading to them to now be filled. I shivered as I looked at the other men, cocks being stroked, several already hard in their hands.
One knelt between our legs and I gasped as the head of his cock slid over my messy slit and pressed at my hole. With Jerome filling my ass, he had to press harder to penetrate but in moments I was stuffed full of cock, again. Double penetration! Fuck ... I love to be stuffed with big cock. I leaned fully back against Jerome's front as they began fucking me in earnest. Mostly the one in my cunt but Jerome added his constricted thrusts, too. With another cock bumping the side of my face, I opened my mouth to it. Airtight.
The one in my cunt came first but he expertly continued fucking me through his climax and my orgasm hit before he pulled out. The next one in my cunt was a bit larger and stimulated Jerome to climax, filling my ass with his cum.
Jerome rolled me and the other, his own cock sliding out of my ass in the process. I knew my asshole was gaping open after his big cock as I lay on top and exposed. I sigh with new satisfaction when another cock was pressed into my asshole.
Over and over it went. I was rolled depending on which hole had just received a load of cum. I was in a delirious state of climaxes into me and my own orgasms. Then, I felt it and it brought me to awareness, again. I was on top of one of the guys wondering if there was another cock for my ass when even my well-used ass was stretched.
I muttered with fatigue, "Hello, beautiful man."
A chuckle came back to me, "Beautiful, Miss Trish?"
"Yes, Leroy ..."
I lay on my back wonderfully exhausted ... my body and mind wonderfully, sexually sated. Then, I heard a commotion, my ears picking up the sound of tires crunching on the gravel of the driveway. Who ...? I smiled wickedly. The uncle.
I rolled to the side and came up to my knees and saw a large, shiny pickup stop alongside the others. I stood on wobbly legs and immediately felt Jerome's arms around me from behind. He pulled on my hard nipples and whispered into my ear.
"Be a good slut and wash up in the water. That's Leroy's uncle."
I watched the big man climb out of the truck. The truck rose on its springs when he got out. He greeted the naked men like it was a normal family reunion.
"Is he really ...?"
But I was already turning for the edge of the water in anxious expectation. I went waist deep and tried to clean out both my ass and cunt, then splashed water over my tits and stomach to remove other smears of spent cum.
Jerome was waiting with a towel. As I dried off, bent over to rub my legs, my tits swinging in the effort, I heard Leroy.
"This sir is Miss Trish."
I looked up as I stood straight. He was more than twice my age but carried himself with the power and confidence of a young man. He was a very large black man, indeed. He was like Leroy in size but without the body firmness of a young man but still not really fat. I let the towel drop and walked up to him.
I put my hand out. Put my hand out? God that was stupid! He pulled me into him and hugged me tight like Leroy does. "My nephew says you're a slut."
I looked at Leroy, Jerome still behind me. He was probably enjoying my awkwardness immensely. "Uhmmm ... yes, sir ... ahhh ... glad to meet you, sir, I've ... ummm heard a lot ..."
He laughed at my stumbling words as I stood naked before him. "What have you heard, girl?"
"Ughmmmm ..." I responded as I supremely regretted saying anything.
To my further surprise, I saw his hands open his belt and unzip his jeans. "Was it this you heard about?"
His pants were still around his hips but I sank to my knees. It was a movement I didn't even think about. I had felt Jerome's fingertips at the small of my back. It had been the lightest of touches but it was like he pressed my slut button. I came out of my awkwardness and I found myself on my knees and my hands pulling his jeans down off his hips. I was gasping as I looked at his boxers. It was in there. I could tell by the displaced shape underneath. I put my hand out and pressed. I sighed and looked up. He had a self-confident smirk on his face. This was not new to him.
I pulled the waistband down to the jeans bunched at his knees. I was used to big cock. Jerome is big. Leroy is a bit bigger. Leroy had told me this man was bigger but my mind couldn't really envision 'bigger'. Bigger than Leroy? It hadn't seemed possible. I lifted the dangling cock with my hands and stared at it. My two hands around Jerome and Leroy didn't cover them completely but this one was even more exposed beyond my grasping hands. It was truly huge. Maybe only a couple inches larger than Leroy but the vision of it was intimidating.
There were eight naked guys with big cock standing around us but I was only aware of this one cock. I put my lips to the head and kissed it. I licked it all around, then began licking the length. I had to pull my tongue back into my mouth to recoat it with saliva numerous times. His ball sack hung beneath like they were stretched by pool balls inside. I opened my mouth as wide as I could and took the head inside. I moaned. I began fucking this cock with my mouth and felt it grow in my hands and mouth. I pressed it into my throat. My throat stretched as I took more and more.
I pulled my mouth off his rigid cock. I released it and watched it sag to horizontal before me, too large to stand on its own just like Jerome, Leroy, and the others. Saliva drooled from my mouth and chin. I wiped it off. I looked up at his black body. He was watching me ... of course.
I touched the head with a finger and lifted it slightly, feeling its weight. I muttered desperately, "Will you fuck me, sir?"
He laughed, "So ... you are a slut."
I turned and looked back at Jerome. He was chuckling, too. "Yes, sir ... she is a very good one." I beamed.
When I turned back, the man had pried off his boots and was stepping from his jeans. He pulled his shirt over his head and took my hand as he led me to the mattress. The other guys followed. He wanted me on my back so I splayed myself out in front of him. The others stood around the mattress as the uncle knelt between my legs. He raised my legs and a man on each side took hold and held them wide and high as the large, older man moved in, his cock rubbing along my cleaned but slightly reddened cunt lips. My hands went to my tits as I watched him align the head to my hole and press forward. I gasped out a breath I hadn't realized I was holding. I moaned, then groaned as he pressed deeper into my well-used cunt. He pulled back and pushed harder, sinking much more. He pulled back a bit and thrust powerfully, sinking the rest and jamming the head deep inside.
I cried out. Never ... NEVER ... have I been so full of cock. It stretched me and abused spots inside that had adjusted to Jerome and then Leroy. Now a bigger one and the same painful pounding and stretching and movement of my body to adjust even more. But I did. I was groaning and moaning as he pounded me with powerful thrusts. I orgasmed and he continued fucking me. Even when my body was recovering from the orgasm the arousal was still high as it seemed every movement inside my tight sleeve stimulated me higher and higher.
When he climaxed after yet another orgasm for me, it filled me.
He rolled us over so I was resting on his large body, his hands and arms gently wrapped around me. He lifted my chin with a finger and smiled softly at me.
"Thank you."
I gasped and settled back onto his chest, my cunt clenching around his cock, relishing the feeling. "Oh no, sir ... thank you." I sighed contently.
The day wasn't over. After a rest and beer, I was fucked by all nine men, again. Nothing says slut like a woman greedily fucking nine big cocks in all her holes.
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CHAPTER 10: ANOTHER STEP
"Hello, Jerome," Stan said into the landline phone. I turned from the kitchen counter where I was chopping vegetables to add to the salad I was preparing for dinner. Stan had a rare Monday in the office and I was going all out for our dinner. I watched Stan, "You want Trish?" I was only hearing a one-sided part of the conversation so it was weird. "No ... me? Ooo ... kayyy. So, what's up?" "No ... yeah ... well, this weekend, actually." He laughed. "No, for once I have just a short trip planned this week. I'll be home this weekend. Why?" "Really ... the weekend ... both of us?" "I don't understand, Jerome." "Ahhhh ... well, that would be interesting." "Okay, we'll see you the earliest we can Friday." Another laugh. "I'm sure it will be. Bye."
He hung up the phone and stood looking at it for a moment.
"Stan," I said, "what was that?"
"Jerome ... obviously ... he wants us to come for the weekend." He looked up at me and leaned against the refrigerator. "I thought he meant you, of course, but he said both of us." I looked at him puzzled. "I know ... it took me a moment to catch up to what he was saying. He thought it would be good for us all to spend quality time together ... he thought it would be good for me to have some experience with what happens when you are with them."
"Them?" I ask.
"Yeah ... Leroy will be there, too." He looked at me. He pushed off from the frig and closed the distance between us. He touched my cheek softly and kissed me. It was a soft but wonderfully heartfelt kiss. "I've never met Leroy ..."
"He's big."
"So you've said," he replied.
"No ... I mean ..."
He chuckled, "I know what you mean."
"You want to watch him ..." I started.
"Fuck you?" He nodded. "Yes, my wife ... I think I do." I looked into his face intently, looking for a sign of pretending, disingenuousness. I didn't find any. He was serious. Then his face changed as if something changed inside him. "When you are with him, do you cook for him, too?" I nodded. "How would you be dressed?"
"I wouldn't be."
"Not at all? Nothing?" he pursued.
I watched his face. "Depending on the meal, I guess. Breakfast or lunch I would normally be naked ... completely ... barefoot naked like I usually am at his house ... the way he wants me at his house."
"Even with Leroy there ..." I nod. "Are you Leroy's slut, too?" I nod. My nipples are hard inside my bra. My cunt is leaking into the material of my tiny lace panties. He touches my chin and kisses me softly, again. "And what about when you prepare dinner? Is that different?"
This is different. What is he doing? "Sometimes ... different, yes. If it is a ... a fancy dinner, he would want me dressed ... I mean dressed for being there ... in stockings, heels, maybe a garter belt or half-cup shelf bra."
He reaches out and touches my breast ... through all my clothes. He's watching me but I can see he's thinking, gathering himself. Finally, "Will you do that for me?"
My eyes water as I throw my arms around his neck. "Oh God, yes ... Yes, yes, yes ... Oh yes, Stan."
I kissed him hard and stepped back. I began unbuttoning my blouse. I fumbled to pull the blouse out of my skirt. Why am I so excited? Stan. This is Stan. My Stan wants this. I pulled off the blouse and let it flutter to the floor. I turn my back to him. "Please, Stan ..." I pleaded as I began unzipping the skirt. His fingers shook as he worked on the clasps. I felt the last one come loose and turned to him as I pushed the skirt down over my hips. His hands came up and slid the straps off my shoulders. I watched him as I shrugged my shoulders, the bra sliding down my arms to the floor. He was staring. Has it been that long since he showed that interest? I lowered my panties and stood before him in stockings and heels.
"Like this, Stan?" He smiled and nodded. I stepped up to him and kissed him. "I love you."
* * * *
"Miss Trish." Leroy was the one to answer the door on our arrival. He grabbed me in a hug and my feet came off the ground.
I giggled. He put me down and turned to Stan with his hand out. I said, "Honey, this is Leroy ... Leroy, my husband, Stan."
Stan shook his hand and looked at him in wonder. "You're Leroy ... damn, you are big." Leroy laughed, clapped Stan on the back, and nearly knocked him to the ground.
"Come in. Jerome is on the phone."
Jerome met us as Leroy pulled us inside. Jerome suggested I take Stan up to the guest room to leave his overnight bag and where I would find clothes for dinner. He told Stan he was dressed fine for the restaurant but I definitely needed to change. I took Stan by the hand and led him up the stairs to the second floor.
"This is quite a place," Stan commented as we walked down the hall, me looking into the open doors for the right room. Seeing clothes spread across a bed, I turned in, Stan following behind. He set his bag on the bed and went to the large window and looked out. "A pool, a boat ..."
I was looking over the clothes Jerome had selected and smiled. "Yes ... Jerome's room is right next door." Interesting choices, I thought. Not quite as outrageous as normal. Must be because of Stan. I wondered how long that would last. As I looked up at Stan at the window, I also wondered what it was that really was behind specifically inviting Stan.
I began undressing and Stan turned around, glanced at the open door to the hall, then relaxed and took a seat on one of two chairs. I was standing in a bra and panties after removing the summer dress I had worn to come. I knew I wouldn't be needing it anymore for the weekend and carried it to hang in the closet. I glanced out the walk-in closet door as I reached behind and unclasped the bra. This had to be weird for him. I came with nothing despite him bringing clothing options for the weekend. I was undressing and getting ready to dress in clothes that were already available in Jerome's house. Stan was quiet but seemed to have girded himself. He had, after all, agreed to me being Jerome's slut; he'd heard my recounting of things that have happened to me; now, he was getting a glimpse of what this was about.
I stepped out of the closet completely naked just as Jerome walked into the bedroom with drinks. I think Stan was momentarily taken aback. Jerome walked in as though it was perfectly normal and acceptable for his wife to be naked in his house which of course it was.
Jerome handed Stan a drink, then turned to me with the other. He kissed my cheek as his other hand slid down my naked body and between my legs. I closed my eyes as a finger entered me. He then quickly left with a reminder to hurry.
I looked over at Stan. Talking about it and seeing it were two different things. I found Stan smiling, though. He shook his head but his face reflected delight.
I held Stan's arm as we approached the restaurant entrance behind Jerome and Leroy. He whispered to me, "That is an awfully short dress." It was a classic 'little black dress' with a skirt to almost mid-thigh, form-fitting, the bodice had an almost invisible zipper to control the amount of cleavage. Jerome had lowered it so it displayed the insides of my tits. And, it had no back. Obviously, I wore no bra underneath and the dress provided only slight support. I was wearing a thong, though. And, as unusual as that was with Jerome, I guessed it was for Stan's benefit.
I squeezed Stan's arm. "Oh, honey ... this is darn near modest compared to some of the outfits he has me dressed in out in public."
Dinner was good ... very good. The restaurant was fancy but we had reservations for the outdoor section overlooking the docked boats just across the wooden boardwalk. We were seated at a table for four along the railing. It was positioned perfectly for a view of the boat slips and the setting sun reflected in the scattered clouds. I was seated with Stan on my left and Jerome on my right. Leroy was seated across from me.
In a quiet but normal voice, Jerome said to me, "Trish, I want you to give your husband a wet gift." I looked at him confused. A gift? A wet ... ohhhh. I looked at him, again. This time the look was reflecting the concern in my mind. He nodded, "Yes ... right here."
I glanced at Stan. He had, of course, heard the exchange. He was, also of course, very confused. I glanced at Leroy. He wasn't confused. He was smiling.
I slid my chair back a bit. I didn't look around me. 'A slut doesn't care if someone sees, it's the point of being a slut'. That was one of my lessons from Jerome. I had learned it and grudgingly accepted it. I wiggled the skirt over my hips and the thong down. The tight little thong wasn't sliding easily as I tugged it over my thighs with as little obvious motion as possible. I had to bend low to take the flimsy garment off my heels. I then held it by one side up to Stan who caught it in his palm when I dropped it.
He gasped, "It's soaking wet." He looked at me as his hand closed around it. "This really turns you on."
I leaned over and kissed his cheek. Since my skirt was still high up my legs, I was conscious that I might be mooning someone if they happened to look. "I am so fucking aroused, dear husband."
Jerome leaned toward us. "Stan, that little zipper goes down to her waist." It was information, not instruction. He was leaving it up to Stan.
Stan's fingers shook as they moved to the front of my little dress and fumbled to lower the zipper. After a few inches, he looked up, not at me but at Jerome. Jerome must have nodded encouragement because Stan's fingers continued to pull the zipper down to the end. The bodice now gaped open. Then, he surprised me. With his eyes on mine, his hand moved back up, slid inside the dress, and took the nipple between his fingers. I closed my eyes and gasped. Stan quickly pulled his fingers out, though, and tugged the sides together. It was a hopeless gesture, however.
I remained that way through dessert. As we exited the restaurant, I was the object of stares. I glanced down to see my tits jiggling and teasing, though my nipples didn't quite become visible.
Outside, we waited for the car to arrive. Jerome whispered into my ear. This made me even more nervous, but I nodded. When Jerome's car arrived, a young man opened the back door for Stan and me. Stan slid inside but I hadn't moved. I took a deep breath. Jerome stood at the open driver's door watching me. I took another calming breath as the young man stood confused. I handed him my clutch purse and pushed the shoulders of the open dress down my arms, then pushed the dress over my hips and off. I bent over to take the dress and stepped out of it. With my dress in one hand, naked but for thigh-high stockings and heels, I calmly retook my purse and thanked the young man. I took my seat next to Stan and looked out the window as the door closed. I twiddled my fingers at the man who just looked at me agape.
As the car pulled away, I slid next to Stan and kissed him passionately, then held him tightly as I snuggled into his side hoping this wasn't too much for him. His arm came around me and he held me tightly. He kissed the top of my head and whispered into my hair, "You're amazing, Trish."
Back at the house, the men stood in a close grouping as I prepared the drinks. Of course, I remained just as I had undressed outside the restaurant. I brought Stan and Jerome drinks, then came back with drinks for Leroy and me. Jerome had us all sit, Stan and me on the couch, Leroy and him on easy chairs opposite us. Jerome toasted me. Stan was all smiles. He had watched me suck and fuck Jerome in our house at the start, then heard my stories, but seeing what I was now capable of was different and apparently exciting for him,
Then, I could see Jerome's demeanor change. He went on to apologize to Stan and me. He had discovered that one of the guys on the boat had taken short video segments of the goings-on and posted it on a porn site. Jerome said he found out who it was by carefully seeing who WASN'T visible in the videos. Long story made short, Jerome had it out with the guy, he confessed and provided information about the posting. The damage was done, however, and he felt he had let us down.
Stan touched my bare thigh. "I don't understand, Jerome ... it wasn't your fault ... what damage are you apologizing for?"
His answer was to reach for the remote and work his way through the SmartTV functions to what was clearly a porn site. The look on Stan's face was all I needed to know he had never seen such a site. The opening page was filled with images of videos. Jerome moved through the site and clicked on an image. The video started with a woman surrounded by black guys. Everyone was naked. She was sucking several cocks alternately and being fucked from behind by another. I, of course, recognized the scene. Stan was still watching to decide what he was watching. Then, it happen ... one guy started cumming, pulled out of her mouth, and shot his cum on her face. She turned her face to look up, cum hanging on her eyebrow and lips. The woman was, naturally, me. Stan gasped but his hand slid higher on my thigh.
"The damage, Stan," Jerome continued with, "is Trish is clearly visible. Anyone who knows her ... and is a porn fan ... could very likely identify that woman as your wife." he paused while he glanced from Stan to me and back to Stan. "This wasn't my intention. I screwed up ... let my guard down."
Leroy interrupted, "I should have been watching."
Jerome looked at his friend and smiled. "Thanks, buddy, but this is all on me." He looked back at us. "So ... inviting you here was to do this. Then, if this is the last time we see each other we can still have a little fun. I will understand if you want this to end."
My mouth fell open. I look at Jerome, then at Stan. "No ... no ... why should this end? I don't want this to end. Stan?"
Stan patted my thigh. "What he is saying is IF we don't trust him to take care of you any longer THEN maybe it should end." I turned and faced Stan more directly. "So," he continued, "do you still trust him?" I said I did. "Then it's settled. You still have your slut, Jerome."
Jerome and Leroy both smiled. Then ... Jerome looked more serious and I knew that look. He had more. He went on to describe how after working with the porn site about the video segments he learned that a couple producers were interested in Trish. It occurred to him that if, by some chance, what happened with the video was still okay with us that this might be an opportunity to ramp up the relationship, even more, to explore the boundaries of sex further than we had.
"What do you mean exactly?" Stan inquired.
"Trish could submit to me." Stan and I both looked at him. "Trish has become a great slut. She's given up all her holes, even deepthroating. She's taken on several gangbangs. She has taken on women. Public exposure turns her on. But even 8 or 10 guys could be considered in normal boundaries. She follows my lead and suggestion but what if I wanted something truly outside her expectation? Sexual experience can go in so many directions. Directions neither of us have experienced."
I ventured, "So ... to explore the unknown ... you're saying I would need total trust in you to enter into these situations, to go beyond new boundaries?" He nodded. "To do that ... I see," I mumbled, "to do that I would need to submit to your will. To have that trust, I would need to fully relinquish my will to you."
"I don't know," Stan blurted, "what about us?"
Jerome responded quickly. "This would be the same as before. You guys are still married with your life when you are together. But, when she is with me ... or Leroy ... her slut life changes as I suggested."
Stan asked me, "Do you want this, dear? Can you do this?"
I looked at him intently, looking for a sign he was going to object but I didn't see that. I just saw his concern for me.
"Stan ... you've been wonderful about all this. You've even found it intriguing, right?" He nodded with a smile. "Aren't you curious what I might discover, experience if I completely let myself go?" He held my eyes. He wasn't saying no. "I want to find out, Stan. Everything I've experienced so far has been mind-blowing, right? So I want to find out what more there is beyond mind-blowing."
"You're sure about this?" I nodded excitedly. Stan turned to Jerome. "You're free to do what you want, Jerome. That one condition remains."
Jerome nodded. "Yes ... keep her safe." He turned to Leroy and he nodded. "To that end ... keeping her safe ... I've got two additional sponsor opportunities which will have me away more. But when I am gone Leroy will be watching over her. In fact, I've hired Leroy to do just that. His only responsibility is to take care of Trish. I wasn't sure he could do both his job and this responsibility without conflict. He now has only one job ... Trish."
I smiled and wiggled my eyebrows at Leroy. He blushed ... but smiled back.
I was surprised ... maybe a bit disappointed ... when we all called it a night without me getting fucked. Stan wanted me naked in bed. That wasn't difficult. Kick off my heels and take off the stockings. In bed, Stan put out his arm and I snuggled in tight against him. He stroked my back. I like this new Stan.
If I was disappointed at not being fucked the previous night, it all changed the next morning. I made myself get up at first light and was downstairs naked making coffee and getting breakfast ready to start when any of the guys got downstairs. I was surprised by massive black hands engulfing my tits from behind. Leroy, for such a big guy, can move very quietly when he wants to. I was standing at the counter and felt his cock head at my ass. I parted my feet wide and leaned forward to present my ass to him. He moved his cock to my cunt and rubbed it back and forth.
"Miss Trish, how is it you are always wet for us?"
I pressed back and felt his massive cock stretch my hole open with several inches of his cock. "Ooooooo ... are you ... kidding ... me? When I am ... around you two, my ... body is automatically excited."
He thrust harder and maybe half his cock plunged into my cunt. I groaned and pressed back against him and more sank in. He pulled back a few inches and powerfully thrust the rest of his cock inside. I gasped and shuddered as I was instantly consumed by his powerful cock. He began fucking me with long and powerful strokes. I braced myself with my hands on the edge of the counter, my tits swinging and swaying wildly as he thrust into me. He leaned over me, braced himself on the counter next to my hand and wrapped the other around me, and began fingering my clit. I moaned loudly.
"Cum for me, Miss Trish," he said more like a command than a request. "Cum over my cock in your cunt. Soak my cock with your juices."
Oh ... Goddddd ... "FUCK ME HARDER," I cried out as I felt my orgasm ramp up sharply. Then, I felt his cock swell even larger, expanding, and pulsing. I felt every twitch and jerk in my cunt as he shot his load of cum into me and I orgasmed with him. He came and came and came. My orgasm weakened my knees and legs but he grabbed me when he felt me wavering. He held me tightly to him as he slowly moved his cock as the last of his cum leaked into my filled cunt. "Oh ... God ... Leroy," I gasped and panted. "Good morning to you, too." We both laughed.
As he pulled out, I again felt his cum dripping from my gaping cunt and down my inner thighs. I turned to kiss him and found Jerome and Stan sitting at the kitchen table, both with coffee I hadn't even noticed them getting it right next to where I was being fucked.
I smiled sheepishly at Stan. "Good morning, dear."
"Good morning, honey." He was all smiles.
Jerome stood up, took a couple steps toward me, then turned back to Stan. "Maybe you want to go first, Stan?" Stan waved his hand for him to go ahead. It seemed like forever since Stan had made love to me ... much less fucked me.



Jerome lifted me onto the counter and dropped his boxers to the floor. He pulled my ass to the edge of the counter, aligned his cock to my messy hole, and plunged most of his big cock in with a single thrust. I gasped and leaned back, my head bumping into the cabinet. I sat up straighter and wrapped my arms around his neck as he plowed powerfully into me. He snaked a hand between us to pinch and twist my nipples. I gasped and groaned, not surprised I was rising to another orgasm so quickly. These two give me more orgasms than I might have thought humanly possible but I know better now. Jerome says I am a multi-orgasmic wonder woman.
His cock plunged in and out of my cunt and the angle allowed for his pelvic bone to crash against my clit. Jerome frequently shifted his position and angle slightly as he fucked. Sometimes rising up and thrusting, sometimes shifting to the side or sinking slightly down, each case for a slightly different penetration and sensation for me as it probably instills new and different stimulation for him, too.
When he climax and spewed the first stream of cum to add to Leroy's, I clutched him tighter and shuddered. He continued to aggressively plow into me and my shivering turned into a full-blown orgasm that had me crying out with long moans and groans and gasps.
When we began to recover our breath and lowered our heart rates some and my face pulled back from pressed into his shoulder and neck, I looked into his face with a soft smile full of heartfelt wonder. And I giggled, "Good morning to you, too, sir."
"Sir?"
I shrugged. Half of his cock was still inside me. I wiggled slightly to maintain some feeling of it shifting. "After last night when Stan and I accepted your offer ... didn't we give you much more control over me? Doesn't that deserve using 'sir'?"
"Maybe," he replied as he leaned forward and kissed me on the lips, his cock inching deeper inside me as he did, "but I don't want too much to change. I like what we had. I don't want you to change too much. I don't want a submissive or slave. I want you as you are but willing to follow my lead into any new challenge."
I kissed him back and looked over his shoulder at Stan watching from the table where Leroy now sat, too. "I'll follow you into anything, Jerome. I'll do anything you desire to explore. With my husband's support, I give you my full and complete trust and compliance."
He kissed me again before turning, his cock slipping out of my gaping hole. I saw Stan's eyes drop to Jerome's cum glistening snake hanging from his body. Jerome made way for Stan to take his turn. I internally questioned that Stan would but hoped with all my heart that he would.
"I don't think ..." Stan began but let it drift into nothing.
Jerome looked back at me sitting on the counter, my legs still spread and my gaping hole leaking the massive loads already poured into me. He nodded. Without saying it, without making a comparison between their massive cocks and Stan's small cock, he jerked his head to Leroy who somehow understood. Leroy got up and left the kitchen. Jerome moved next to Stan and bent over to softly say something to him. I couldn't hear. I did see his eyes become larger and turn to me. Stan started to respond but Jerome added more. Then, Leroy returned and handed something to Jerome. A tube of lubrication. There are tubes scattered around the house to aid in anal penetration whenever the desire might come to either of them.
Jerome was offering my ass to my husband. Of course ... my cunt would be much too stretched out by their cocks fucking me. My ass, though ... my ass will be tight. Stan has been responding to me in new and promising ways lately. Would he? Could he? Was this new life the difference he needed to desire me this way, too?
Jerome reached the tube toward Leroy who put two fingers out to meet it. Jerome squeezed some lube onto the fingers and Leroy stood. I jumped off the counter full of excited hopeful anticipation. I leaned over the counter and reached behind to spread my ass cheeks. I felt the familiar cool gel spread over my asshole, then one of his large fingers probe and press through the opening to drive the gel inside. As I leaned over the counter and obscenely holding my ass open to all of them with my cunt still seeping cum, it occurred to me that Leroy's finger might well be as thick as Stan's cock. That wasn't important, though, not if I could feel Stan inside me, again.
When Leroy stepped away and I lost his finger, I waited with bated breath. When I felt smaller hands on my ass, my heart skipped. I couldn't breathe. Was this crazy or what? I have a steady diet of big cock for all my holes and I am shivering with excitement for Stan's so much smaller cock to penetrate me.
I felt something at my puckered hole, some pressure but very tentative.
"Just push, Stan," I heard Jerome's voice encouraging him. Encouraging him to fuck his own wife. "She loves it ... and it is very tight."
Stan did just as Jerome instructed. He pressed firmly, then harder. I gasped as my hole stretched to receive him like it did Leroy's finger. As his cock pressed inside, I gasped a long moan.
"Ohhhhh ... honey ... yesssssss." I clenched the muscles around his cock and he groaned in response. I was sure he wouldn't last long. It has been so long and I was giving him a tight fit despite the lubrication. I slipped a hand between my legs and alternated between stroking my messy cunt and strumming my clit furiously. I had to join him. I had to encourage him, to show him how much I loved having him inside me. I was panting. He was grunting and groaning. I had three fingers in my hole when I felt him swell and jerk inside me a moment before I felt him spew a wonderful load into my ass. The next moment I orgasmed yet again. Three orgasms before breakfast and the last one, the one with my husband, somehow felt the most special.
I was swimming lazy laps. I felt like I could use some exercise but the morning had been intense. Jerome and Leroy both fucking me while Stan watched with a contented smile and very relaxed. Bare white legs in the water at the end of the pool pulled me to a stop. I looked up and pulled the goggles off my eyes. They were, of course, the only thing I was wearing.
"God, you're sexy," he blurted out.
"What? You've seen your wife naked before."
"Not like this," he said. "So comfortably naked outside, not entirely private from prying eyes. More, though, it's this whole thing ... them and you ... the expectation and your acceptance and willingness."
I smiled up at him. "It is exciting, isn't it?" He nodded. His eyes moving from my eyes to my tits dripping with water and my cunt just below the water. I reached up and slid my wet hands up his thighs to his swim trunks. I met his eyes. Then I slid my hands up further. I could feel him hard underneath. "It excites you that these big black cocks use your wife." He nodded, again. "It excites you that I'm their slut and they use me however they want ... keep me naked so they can fuck me whenever they want."
"Is it wrong," he began hesitantly, "that other men with bigger cocks fucking you excites me?"
I reached up and he bent down and we kissed. "It's not wrong when it is what I want, too. I love you, Stan Edwards. I love you so much.
Later in the afternoon, Stan found me picking things up in the family room. He was wearing shorts and a pullover shirt. He took me by the hand and I followed. "Jerome wants to try something new," he said as he led me out the sliding doors to the patio.
Stan led me to Jerome who was lying on his back on one of the chaise lounge chairs. He was naked. His beautiful cock was hard and he was slowly stroking it. When he saw us, he held it straight up. We stopped next to Jerome's chair and I got embarrassed. I understood perfectly well what he intended. But Stan was standing right next to me and suddenly everything shifted. But only for that moment. I straddled the chair but Jerome said, no, turn around. I looked at Stan who was standing at the foot of the chair. He was smiling. How odd that Jerome had sent Stan to get me so I would fuck him. Jerome had always been good about not seeming negative towards Stan. He knew I still loved him and didn't want him hurt. So what was going on?
I turned my back to Jerome and reached underneath for his cock. I positioned it and slowly sank down several inches. I rose and sank more. My eyes found Stan. I couldn't help seeing him in front of me. He was still smiling but there was something else, something like he knew a secret. I rose and fell several times, each time sighing as more of the cock sank into me until I was moaning and I was sitting on Jerome's hips. I fucked him for several minutes, the stimulation building and all the while Stan stood watching and smiling that smile and his eyes riveted on the glistening black cock and my white cunt.
I felt hands on my upper arms. Jerome was pulling me back to lie on his stomach and chest. This was awkward. Neither of us had leverage for fucking this way. Then I saw movement. Stan. Stan was pulling off his shirt. I raised my head. He was pushing down his shorts and underwear. His cock was rigid. He moved forward.
"Stan?" I muttered. "What are ... you ...?"
He knelt on the foot of the lounge and moved into position between my thighs. I watched as he positioned his cock head at my already stuffed cunt. I looked back up at him.
"Stan, what are you doing?"
I already was stuffed with a very big cock. His cock was pressing at the top of my filled hole. Jerome from behind me told me to raise my hips. I did as I was told. Blindly and without thought, I raised my hips up and Stan pushed with his fingers on his cock head, against Jerome's cock, and at my stretched hole. He was doing this. This was planned. Jerome wasn't being mean to have me fuck him in front of Stan. Of course, he was sharing me with my own husband. He and Stan were planning on double penetrating my cunt!
"Stan ..."
"Relax, dear. Remember ... you gave up the freedom to choose. You gave yourself to Jerome for him to choose what you experience ... or endure."
With that, he pressed hard and his cock head stretched the opening unbelievably. I cried out as it felt like I was sure to tear. My eyes focused on Stan but his entire attention was on pressing his cock into my cunt to join Jerome's. I gasped and panted as the stretching became intense. I remembered the relaxation, the breathing. I closed my eyes and breathed the way I had learned. My body eased and the pain eased. I raised my head and looked. Stan was all the way in. Thankfully, lovingly, he stopped to allow my cunt to recover. Slowly it did, my breathing slowed, and my eyes must have reflected that.
Stan leaned forward and kissed me. The simple task moved the cocks stuff, truly stuff, inside me. He smiled and I hugged him. I can't believe it happened. I can't believe I managed it.
Stan moved his cock. I wasn't sure Jerome even could in this position. Stan, though, pulled part way out and thrust back in. The feeling was so amazing. It wasn't just Stan's cock moving but it pressed down on Jerome's cock and he seemed to be able to flex and jerk more than actually thrust. The effect was amazing. The other impact was my clit and g-spot. Stan's cock was so tight that his movements directly rubbed on the clit-g-spot connection. I was quickly going crazy. I was moaning, groaning, and gasping with each movement.
My orgasm probably made neighbors wondering what was happening. The other effect was loosening my cunt along with the convulsing around the cocks. The extreme tightness gave way through more fluid and both cocks moved. When Stan came on top of Jerome's cock, it stimulated him to cum, too. The combination of pulsing and spurting cock brought me to yet another orgasm.
I remained stuffed for many moments. Both men seeming to want to maintain the feeling. My thoughts turned to wonder ... wondering what might be put before me in the future after this. Marveling about how much more involved Stan has become and wondering how this all would affect us. Wondering ... hoping ... dreaming ... if I now have three men to challenge and lead me.
The final chapter ... at least for now ...
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WHAT YOU SHOULD KNOW...
This is a story that is intend to be a part of a series grouped under MOTHERS & DAUGHTERS. Each story will be independent. The stories will ultimately cover a range of genre. These will be shorter stories of one chapter which is different from my previous efforts as a writer. I hope you enjoy them.
This is an interracial story.
This is a story around a mother, Michelle and her daughter, Natalie. Michelle is 40 and Natalie is 20. Both women have dark brunette hair that falls to the shoulders for Michelle and a bit shorter on Natalie. Both women are white with clean, shaven pussies. Michelle's breasts are larger than her daughter, C-cup, while Natalie's are perky B-cup. Natalie is in her second year of college. The college is local and makes the commute from home. Michelle's husband (Natalie's father) left them abruptly years before. Out of the divorce settlement, they kept their nice home in the suburbs and financial support. It required that Michelle get a part-time job, which she managed around Natalie's schedule with school and activities. Over the 12 years since, Michelle and Natalie became very close, often acting more like sisters, especially in the later years.
A latent, nagging issue for Michelle since her ex-husband was her sexual identity. Her ex complained at the end about her lack of adventurousness in sex. She thought that was funny since he never suggested or encouraged anything. The truth was, he found the 'floosy', as Michelle came to call her, who was very adventurous sexually. Michelle never felt there was anything she could do about that, though. She didn't want to bring men home with Natalie young and in the house. Ironically, by the time Michelle got around to thinking about her sexuality, again, Natalie had already become active. The two were close enough that both issues were shared with each other and it became something of a joke between them that Michelle seemed to talk to her daughter about sex and what men liked despite Natalie's still rather limited experience.
With Natalie's encouragement and support, Michelle jumped back into dating. She tried being setup by friends, the local bar scene, and finally on-line dating. Michelle and Natalie spent hours composing and editing Michelle's profile and responses. Michelle was terrified and uncertain. Natalie was overjoyed for her mother and had more than enough confidence in her mom to cover her. They took profile pictures for her page and to share, including some bikini shots from a recent visit to the beach. The most interesting response was from a business professional two years older who had lost his wife to illness and was also trying to get back into a full after life. He was perfect. Michelle was nervous. Natalie insisted. His name was Marcus. Marcus is black.
A little more than a year later and Marcus hasn't inhibited the closeness of the two women. In fact, he was a catalyst in tying them even closer and an intriguing relationship dynamic.
MOTHERS & DAUGHTERS: MICHELLE & NATALIE
The house was quiet when she came home. This was the last week of classes in her sophomore year of college and her schedule was very different with tests and massive amounts of studying. She tried to avoid the panic to cram for these tests and to treat them like any other. She knew she did much better with repetitive reviews rather than cramming. Studying with a friend in second-year math had her late, again. It was interesting how helping her friend through her problems with the subject solidified the information firmly into her own mind. She was parked next to Marcus's car in front of the garage. They were here somewhere and Natalie had a pretty good idea where that would be.
She clumped up the stairs and turned to the right where both she and her mom had their bedrooms. When her father still lived with them, a decade ago or so, he had used the bedroom she now had for an office. It took Natalie years at her mother's urging to move down the hall closer to her. Natalie now dropped her backpack in her open bedroom door and turned to the door across the hall, which hadn't been completely closed. From inside the room, she heard the muffled giggles and soft baritone chuckles indicating they were done... or between.
She pushed the door open and walked in with no hesitation, question, or concern about them inside. She knew they had been making love, probably for the past hour. Marcus was like that in bed, a freaking love machine with a nine-inch cock. After Natalie had pushed Michelle to not write off a black guy from the dating site, she had quickly fallen for him and he felt the same way. That was over a year ago and things between them, including Natalie, were very interesting.
"Natalie, you're home." Her mom rolled over onto her back and put out her hand.
"Hey mom, hey Marcus." Natalie stopped next to the side of the bed and held her mom's outstretched hand. She could feel her shoulder sag and her brain start going fuzzy now that she was home. One more test, the math test, tomorrow afternoon and she was ready for the summer break. Marcus had rolled onto his side as her mom rolled to her back. They were both naked. Michelle's pussy area was glistening with the juices of the past time spent very actively together. Marcus's very black hand was idly caressing over the white stomach and breasts of her mom.
Her mom looked more intently at her and exclaimed, "Honey, you look like you might fall over." She nudged Marcus and scooted to the side herself and a space opened between them. "Lie down and tell me about it."
Now... in most families, this might be weird. Even a father and mother wouldn't so casually invite their 20-year-old daughter to lie between them when they were naked, much less right after they had fucked and the scent of their activity was still hanging in the room. But this wasn't most families. The closeness of mother and daughter was certainly impactful in Natalie's life. It was so impactful, in fact, that when Michelle and Marcus became serious (as in very serious) about each other, Natalie was not left out. Michelle had taken her sexuality to a level her ex might not have discovered even with the floozy he ran off with.
So, when Michelle patted the bed between her and Marcus, Natalie crawled between them, suddenly feeling bone-weary from the hours of preparation and concentration. One more test. One more day. But she was home now and here she could relax and be cared for. So, she collapsed between them very dramatically.
Both Michelle and Marcus turned on their sides toward her. Her mother cooed with her soothing voice as she gently pulled details from her daughter. Marcus softly encouraged and reinforced her about her efforts and preparation.
Natalie looked at both the middle-aged adults and smiled. It always felt better after spending a little 'encouraging' time with her mom. And Marcus had been a dream come true for them. He was a strong, successful businessman but he effortlessly melded into the life Michelle and Natalie had created to thrive alone. He accepted the role of being a rock both women could lean and depend on while allowing Michelle to keep her strong voice. From the time the two of them met and began dating on their own, Natalie was treated and expected to act as another adult in the group. Marcus hadn't ever seemed to be an intrusion but a strong addition.
A few months ago, the relationship had taken a dramatic turn to include Natalie fully as an equal with them and it was on her mom's initiative that it happened. The two women had become too dependent and committed to each other in the years they survived and then thrived for Natalie to be excluded in anything, Michelle told her. It was obvious to anyone paying any interest to the two of them that they were deeply, madly in love. Natalie thought it was all very dramatic and romantic: two drifting, lost souls suddenly, unexpectedly finding the perfect match. And maybe that perfect match was reinforced by them not being the expected match: she was white who had lived a white life in her suburbs with the white acceptance that came with it; he was a black collegiate athlete-graduate who had struggled and clawed to be a success against odds that many in the white world were blind to.
As she looked at the two, though, she had to smile. Her mom was still beautiful even if she had to be convinced as she stressed about starting dating a couple years ago. She was 5' 6" and trim with breasts that were between C and D. Michelle's waist and hips were still firm. Natalie sometimes wondered what happened with her share of the gene pool; why she ended up with pert B-cups as if she were still developing but neither Michelle nor Marcus was shy about reinforcing the beauty of her young, firm, and trim body. Marcus had an athletic body on his 6-foot frame and his nine-inch cock lay on the bed in front of him with still a sheen from fucking her mother.
Her mom was had been lightly stroking Natalie's stomach and had pulled the tee-shirt from the waist of the shorts and was now stroking the bare skin underneath. Marcus, seeing the efforts of Michelle, began stroking his big, black hands over the nearest thigh of the girl between them. Natalie was comfortable with both and didn't negatively react even when Marcus's finger played at the bottom of the leg opening and slipped up to the covered crotch. Michelle was equally busy with her hand moving the bottom of the tee-shirt up and now using fingers to lightly stroke the girl's bra encased breast.
Once Natalie had stopped her explanation of the source of her stress, Michelle suddenly pronounced "So, you're stressed about this last test. The hardest class you had this semester. You're burned out from studying and helping your friend with the same test tomorrow. Your brain feels like mush and you're even stressed you won't be able to sleep well." That was Michelle's way with Natalie; process what her daughter had said and bring it back to her. Sometimes, just hearing it from her mom put a light on what was bothering her that she saw in her own way. Sometimes, it just reinforced to Natalie that she was thoughtfully heard.
Michelle looked across Natalie, the only clothed one on the bed, and nodded toward Natalie. Marcus smiled and nodded. Michelle leaned into her daughter, her hand slipping underneath Natalie's bra to cup the breast, her lips kissing the cheek of the girl until she turned her head and they kissed on the lips. They were not comforting kisses. In the meantime, Marcus's fingers pressed into the crotch of Natalie's shorts more firmly. Natalie moaned at the attention.
Michelle parted their lips barely, the breath of her words moving over Natalie's lips. "You know my lovely, smart, brilliant, daughter who is going to knock that test flat tomorrow if she can get rid of her stress... you know we have the best stress reliever in the world right next to you..."
Natalie kissed her mom and giggled. She turned her head to Marcus, "And, would that by chance be you, kind sir?"
He smiled down at Natalie, his finger never having stopped stroking the inner thighs and crotch of Natalie. "You know me, Natalie, I don't argue with your mother."
Michele chuckled, "Two smart people next to me."
They all laughed, but when Natalie sat up between them, Michelle was tugging the tee-shirt up and Marcus was working the snap and zipper of the shorts. Natalie used her hands and feet to brace herself to lift her butt off the bed as Marcus took hold of both her shorts and panties, dragging them down her legs and off her feet as Michelle unclasped the bra and removed it. Once as naked as her mom and Marcus and again on her back, Marcus opened her legs wide and moved his lips and tongue along the insides of her thighs to her pussy. She gasped at the touch of his lips, then sighed at the feel of his tongue playing along her pussy lips. Her mom, in the meantime, was kissing and sucking her nipples between kissing her other lips.
This was how their lives had changed months ago on Michelle's initiative. Marcus had been hesitant to comply with Michelle's idea fearing something going wrong and ruining the relationship they had growing so well. But when Marcus understood and believed that Michelle was very serious, he agreed and they have been involved ever since. Marcus learned that Michelle had a thirst to try things, new things, even adventurous things and he tried to assist her as he could for her experiences. This was different from his first marriage and VERY different from hers.
Natalie was moaning from the combined attention. She knew what her mother meant by the 'stress reliever'. When that nine-inch cock went into them, the world seemed to dissolve away and it was only the sensations of pussy and that big cock. That was what she needed, what she wanted, she didn't want to cum on his lips, she wanted to be fucked.
"Please..." She tugged on Marcus's head where he still lapped at her pussy. "Please... Marcus, please... I... I want... to be... fucked."
Marcus raised up, his lips shining from her flowing pussy juice. Michelle lifted her head from Natalie's nipple and kissed her man hard, as hard as the cock her hand found, becoming hard by the anticipation of again having mother and daughter. Marcus lifted Natalie's knees and placed her feet on his shoulders, a position both flexible women enjoyed. He aligned his cock head to her pussy hole after rubbing it over her slit and coating the head with her juices.
They made eye contact with his cock poised at her entrance. The younger woman gave an anxious smile and mumbled a thank you. Marcus smiled back, temporarily only focused on his lover's daughter, and marveled at the situation he found himself in where both mother and daughter were his to love, emotionally and physically.
He pressed forward inches and Natalie's mouth opened and she sighed, as always happened as his big, thick, nine inches stretched her opening. After the initial penetration, he paused at her gasp and waited for the smile that came immediately from her before pressing in further with several slow strokes until, her mouth hanging open and not a breath coming out, he was fully inside her and she moaned a long, releasing breath. He then leaned forward, his shoulders and body bending her thighs to her body as he became kissing her lips and thrusting in long, even strokes into her tight, clenching pussy. After minutes of kissing and fucking, he shifted his knees forward and lifted her ass off the bed with one hand as he stroked harder into her now creating room for Michelle to retake access to her daughter's breasts and nipples.
Neither Michelle nor Natalie ever considered themselves bi-sexual until Michelle decided to share Marcus. Maybe it was only the mother-daughter relationship that stimulated it. All Michelle knew was that she loved to add her own sexual stimulation for her daughter as her lover fucked her with his wonderful cock. Michelle merely added stimulation in the way she enjoyed when Marcus loved her with his mouth and fingers, something she never experience before in her life. Natalie squirmed underneath as Marcus aggressively fucked her and Michelle's kissed, sucked, and gently chewed on the exciting nipples.
Natalie generally experienced a more vocal orgasm than Michelle who still found herself more reserved and self-conscious despite her desire to experience more in her sexual life, a door that was thrust open by this man's abilities. So, when Natalie orgasmed for the second time and Marcus joined her, the bedroom was filled with the joyous sounds of desperate release. Marcus kissed and cuddled the younger woman lovingly, his spent cock still embedded inside her. Natalie clenched her pussy around it as if trying to squeeze one more drop of his cum out into her pussy. Michelle knelt poised beside them, one hand stroking each of the spent lovers. When Marcus pulled his cock slowly out, Michelle leaned down to capture it in hand and mouth. She licked and sucked the combined juices of her lover and daughter. She frequently did the same thing after fucking him, but she found a slightly different, very pleasant hint of taste difference from her daughter. Every time she wondered why they haven't 69'd by themselves.
As Natalie gasped, Michelle asked how Natalie was feeling now. "I'm going to ace that test." They all laughed.
Michelle smiled while stroking her daughter's breasts, "Good. I told you we have a sure-fire way to beat stress. Now you can relax tonight, ace your last test, and have a good summer break." Natalie leaned up to kiss her mom on the lips, then to the other side to kiss Marcus. It was an unusual situation, her being included in her mom's boyfriend relationship, but she wasn't going to worry about something that felt so good.
Michelle looked across Natalie at Marcus and Natalie followed her eyes. She saw Marcus nod. Michelle leaned down and kiss one of the nipples. "Marcus has something better for you to think about. He wants to take us on a vacation. It must have come out that we haven't really had one in... well... forever." Natalie looked up at Marcus who was watching her reaction. He nodded. "He wants to take us to a small resort on one of the Caribbean islands for a week." She looked back to Marcus who was all smiles. "It would be a kinky vacation but it would give us a chance to try experiencing that fantasy we confessed to each other." Natalie furrowed her eyebrows. Fantasy? What fantasy did they both share... ohhhhh... the one about a group of black guys? Natalie's expression changed with her remembrance. "So... you remember. It's a resort that somehow became known for a location where white women or couples could go to hook up with black guys. The resort started catering to that in swinger sites, groups, and online ads."
Marcus finally added, "I've always been pretty straight about relationships. Your mom has opened my eyes to possibilities even though her experience had previously been VERY straight. Her determination to make a change for herself... and include you... has pulled me along. Having you included in our relationship has been amazing, Natalie. Your mom and I have talked about what swinging might be like then with an expanding group of people to share with." Marcus leaned across Natalie to kiss Michelle and both leaned down to kiss a nipple on Natalie's chest. "As long as you want, we want you included. This trip could be a chance to experiment in what swinging would be like." He looked intently at Natalie, "Are you in?"
Natalie looked back and forth between them. They both had hopeful looks. She smiled up, "Hell, yes! This is already pretty kinky and I love it. So... we'll be able to fuck a bunch of guys and you'll get other women?" They both laughed and nodded.
After, Marcus took a shower before dressing while the women put on long tee-shirts that barely came to the bottoms of their asses, giving the illusion of being dressed more than really doing so. Marcus rarely spent the night, even now that there were no secrets or exclusion in the house. He insisted on not being the source of gossip about Michelle in the neighborhood. He argued some wouldn't consider it proper for a man to spend the night with a daughter in the house. It was the kind of thing both women loved about the man: he was perfectly willing to yield to Michelle in many things but would hold his ground on certain things, especially those things that could affect her 'honor'.
The women stood at the front door watching him back out the driveway. Natalie asked an obvious question, "You really love him, don't you?" Michelle nodded and squeezed her daughter's shoulders and asked back if that was okay. Natalie squeezed her mom's waist, "More than okay. You've been a perfect mom when it was difficult and you did it alone. You deserve this kind of happiness."



That was ultimately how Michelle and Natalie found themselves walking up to the registration counter of the resort alongside Marcus. It was indeed a small resort. There were only 50 rooms spread down two wings from the lobby building. Off the lobby were a bar and restaurant. It was an all-inclusive resort except for alcohol. With Natalie's inexperience with drinking, they didn't think they would be doing much of that, anyway. Between the two Y-arms of rooms, in the back was a large pool and hot tub. Beyond that was the beach. They were checked in and given key-cards and informed they could leave the cards at the desk anytime and collect them when they returned. She thought the resort was clothing optional, but Michelle asked about appropriate attire around the resort and on the beach. Outside the main building area, there really wasn't inappropriate attire as it was optionally naked, which most people did. Inside, for the bar and restaurant, some clothing is required but... they'll see women in bra and panties, the same with stockings and heels, or sheer lingerie, or combinations, or completely covered. Just then a white woman in a semi-sheer negligee and heels entered the lobby with a black man in silk boxers, open shirt, and sandals heading for the restaurant. The reservationist pointed as illustrative of her explanation.
It was late afternoon and they really hadn't eaten well during their travel and several connecting flights. They agreed to take a nap, then get something to eat in the restaurant. This was their sexual exploration and Michelle and Marcus were also considering their long-time living arrangement in one of their houses. So, when he made the reservations, he never hesitated and reserved a single suite with one king-sized bed. Both women smiled as they stripped out of their clothes. On the bed, they kissed and stroked each other. Natalie asked, "Mom? Can we make love? We never have... I mean, really... us having sex."
Michelle looked into her daughter's eyes, "I've wanted to do that, too."
She looked at Marcus standing at the side of the bed. He smiled, "Of course. This is our time to experiment, remember? Do I get to watch?"
Michelle gazed at her daughter. This really was going to change things even more in her mind. She was about to have a first bi-sexual act with her own daughter next to the black man who was encouraging a very serious relationship for the future. Michelle smiled into Natalie's eyes but responded to Marcus, "You can do more than watch. You can touch us all you want, but I'm going to taste my daughter's pussy."
Natalie was lying on her back smiling at her mom's enthusiasm and Marcus's cock hardening with expectation. Michelle crawled to Natalie and kissed her passionately on the lips, the hand she didn't need for support fondling breast and nipple. She pulled back enough to look into Natalie's eyes, "I have been wanting to do this, sweet girl. I hope I do it right."
"Mom, you've done everything right."
Michelle smiled and kissed her, again. She then turned and swung her leg over her Natalie, positioned herself to inspect her pussy, and gave a tentative lick along the lips. She felt hands on her hips pulling down and a tongue slide firmly over her own pussy. She gasped and turned her head back, "You've done this before?"
"Sarah. That's when I started wishing it was you." Michelle smiled at the thought and resumed licking, probing with her tongue between those lips, and smiling with satisfaction when she got a stronger reaction with attention to the clit. She used her fingers, her arms wrapped underneath the thighs as Natalie raised her knees and splaying them out to open herself more to the mouth and tongue. Both women were gasping and moaning as they lost themselves to the newest experience.
Marcus knelt beside them on the bed. His cock was hard just by watching and listening to them express themselves. He had always enjoyed sex with his late wife but it had become sporadic and occasional in the years after. He lost himself into his work as a means of coping, giving himself little opportunity and his interest and desire seemed to whither. Until Michelle. She had been much like him, recently inexperienced and awkward at the prospect of initiating anything. But when it happened, it seemed to open a door of opportunity and sharing between them that strengthened the relationship they were working on. When Michelle had gathered the courage to express some of her desires to experience, it seemed to awaken in him a similar desire to experience. He willingly followed her lead and gave encouragement that emboldened her further. Then, Michelle brought Natalie into the relationship. It seemed disastrous to him, at first. But there was a different bond between them... a survival bond. Now, it was like a relationship with two women, one as the lead, Michelle. Watching them experiencing this first truly intimate sexual moment, while also wanting him present, was overwhelming to him. When the idea of this trip first came to him, he thought himself crazy: why would he want to share these two with any other men? There was certainly nothing about an inability to satisfy them both. It was merely a part of wanting to give Michelle experiences she courageously began expressing, which he took as a clear sign of their deep connection and security in each other. He figured that was what swinging was, a shared experience of new experiences.
He crept up next to the women engrossed in pleasuring each other. His hands sought out the women somehow, wanting to be connected at this moment. Michelle was easy because she was on top. He stroked her bare back and over her ass. He heard her mew softly at his touch, a different reaction entirely than what her daughter was giving her. He leaned over and began kissing the same back and received deep sighs mixed with the moans. But what about Natalie? He snaked a hand between the two and Michelle raised up slightly to allow the contact. As he fondled Natalie's breasts, it was her turn to add her own contented sighs to the rest of the sounds softly filling the room.
It was Natalie's hand that fumbled blindly toward him, finding his bare thigh and using it to slide along to his crotch and finally his hard cock. She squeezed the head, maybe as a greeting of some kind, before beginning to stroke the length of his cock and cupping, massaging his balls. He heard the sounds of both women achieving orgasm and they continued devouring each other.
Then, she heard Natalie's muffled voice, "Fuck her Marcus... I want... I want to suck and lick... the two of you joined." He saw a wiggle of Michelle's butt. Was she inviting it, too? Then, Natalie added, "I love you, Marcus. We both love you. Make this... all three... of us."
He couldn't move for a moment. He looked down to where Natalie's head was beneath her mother's hips, then down to the hand that never stopped stroking him. Michelle had expressed the words and feelings many times, now Natalie. He pinched Natalie's nipple in response and added the words himself, "I love you, too, Natalie. Thank you for sharing your mom with me. Thank you for trusting me with her and yourself. I love you two so much."
He shifted behind Natalie's head and losing the soft stroking of the hand on his cock in the process. He positioned himself and rubbed his cock over Michelle's pussy, bumping his cock on Natalie's nose. Michelle rotated her pelvis and Natalie turned her head back with an open mouth. Marcus smiled at the invitation and slipped his cock head onto the lips and tongue seeking him and pressed forward into her mouth. He pulled back and pushed, again, then set into a slow fucking motion for half a minute before pulling completely out and sinking his wet cock into the wet pussy of Michelle. Michelle gasped in Natalie's pussy.
Marcus began a smooth, deep thrusting into Michelle as Natalie resumed sucking on Michelle's clit and tilting her head to have his cock slide over her tongue as it moved back and forth. Michelle was getting a double dose of stimulation and orgasmed soon after Marcus began fucking her. That orgasm didn't stop Marcus and Natalie, though, as they continued giving as well as receiving pleasure by the three-way action.
After they all climaxed, they finally crawled under the top sheet and dozed in a threesome cuddle. Natalie came to, first, her excitement about being in such a place being too much for her. Her movement in getting out of the bed stirred the other two. When they searched the room, they finally found Natalie standing outside the sliding door to their own patio, naked and gazing out at the pool area to the right and the ocean straight ahead.
When Michelle wrapped her arms around her, Natalie exclaimed, "Isn't this wonderful, mom?" A white couple walked by, probably for the pool, with the woman wearing a cover-up and the guy in shorts. They saw the two naked women and nodded. Natalie giggled, "It's beautiful and warm, and... nobody cares if we're naked." Michelle chuckled but encouraged her back into the suite; not because they were naked outside but to shower and get ready for dinner and more exhibitionism.
"Ladies, ready?"
Natalie was out on the patio, again, when she heard Marcus's question. Stepping back into the room and locking the sliding door behind her, she found Michelle rising from one of the chairs and Marcus coming out of the bedroom. Michelle and Natalie were dressed in matching outfits: sheer baby-dolly negligee and matching sheer thong, matching sheer colored thigh-high stockings, and high heels. Michele was in black while Natalie was in white. They had splurged before the trip and their roller cases had been mostly filled with such outfits.
Natalie whistled at Marcus, "My, don't you look sexy enough to eat." Marcus was in silk boxers with a white, open, tropical material shirt, all of which contrasted deliciously with his dark black, athletic body. On his feet were sandals. She walked deliberately up to him, into his body, and kissed him passionately.
He chuckled embarrassedly and even blushed a bit. The relationship between the three of them had a feeling of forced constraint before with nobody quite sure how far it should go. This trip was pushing that constraint out of the way and they all felt it, evidenced by Natalie's boldness in her comment and action. Michelle smiled and gauged the interaction between them. She had felt for a while that the relationship she had started with Marcus alone, then including Natalie sexually, was evolving in a deliciously intriguing way.
Marcus held the door open for the women. Natalie was out first and couldn't help to nervously look up and down the hallway, as she stepped out dressed as though for an intimate night in the bedroom. The nerves the women may have felt about their exposure slowly melted away as they encountered more people and couples in the building and restaurant. Over dinner, they discussed and agreed on some basics for the week now that they were there and feeling the potential rather than imagining it. They agreed that they wouldn't accept another partner unless they really wanted to (i.e. they shouldn't feel pressured by anyone), they should feel comfortable wanting to spend time just with each other, and breakfast, evening dinner, and overnight would be together. Natalie specifically felt it important that the three of them slept and awakened together. The others agreed happily.
After dinner, they had a drink in the lounge, and people-watched others who had apparently been there for a while as they flirted and teased each other like at many nightclubs back home only they were nearly naked. On the way back to their suite, Natalie stopped her mom and held her hand up to Marcus to allow them some room.
"Mom, how did you feel about what we did, earlier?"
Michelle smiled into her daughter's searching eyes, "I loved it, my sweet daughter. I love you so much and I realize now I love you in ways that maybe a mother shouldn't... but I do."
Natalie smiled and hugged her fiercely, "Thank God, because that's the way I feel, too." She pulled back and looked into her mom's eyes, "I think this is getting complicated for me, mom. You need to tell me to back off if I should." Her mom only smiled. Natalie continued to reinforce her point, "I love you that way, too... both ways, actually. And... and... I think I love Marcus both ways, too. I love him as your partner but... also..."
Michelle smiled, pulled her daughter into her arms, then kissed her hard, pressing into her until they bumped into the wall without any care of who might see them... two women making out in the hallway with a black man standing idly nearby smiling. Michelle finally responded, "This is crazy, honey... utterly, insanely crazy... but I am so very happy you feel that way about me... about us... I mean the three of us."
They giggled as they took Marcus's hands and led him toward their suite. Michelle informed Marcus it was Natalie's turn. Marcus's cock instantly started rising, tenting his boxers for anyone to recognize.
The next morning, Michelle and Marcus again woke to find Natalie not in bed. And, again, she was sitting out on the patio with a cup of coffee. Michelle looked back into the room and spotted the pot, got a cup for herself, and joined her daughter while Marcus was in the bathroom. It was early but a few people were milling around. Natalie admitted to her excitement and how arousing it was just to be able to walk outside naked. After they showered and cleaned up, the women dunned large tank tops for covering and Marcus wore boxers and another open shirt for breakfast.
Natalie wanted the beach and to walk in the water. They all slathered themselves with sun protection, especially the women, and enjoyed the morning wandering the beach, occasionally playing in the water and more touching and feeling of their bodies but no outright sex, which was hard for all of them not to. They had agreed, though, that they should see how to experience other people since they were there despite how much they enjoyed sex within their threesome.
After a light lunch, they were still in cover-ups when they met their neighbor, a lone white woman in her upper 40's. She seemed out of place and tentative as Michelle and Natalie attempted to pull her into conversation on their patio while Marcus was inside. The three women sat on the patio; she was in a small, light-weight robe with a tie at the front. Her body had a few pounds more than ideal but she was older. She had been recently divorced from a wandering husband and the kids were now on their own. She wanted to feel desired, again and found this place on a website. She started to tear up as she talked about it. She had obviously been hurt by her ex and Michelle felt a connection to the woman, immediately.
Michelle excused herself and left Natalie to talk about their relationship and being at the resort. The woman was surprised and envious of the situation. At the same time, Michelle pressed Marcus inside the suite about the woman. Marcus got a sly smile on his face. "So, you're telling me I can do this woman some help if I spend some time with her and seduce her into fucking? I'd be doing her a favor, but not letting it appear that was why?"
Michelle swatted his well-defined chest playfully, "Don't make it sound like you'd be putting yourself out. Experiencing others is why we are here, and..." she slipped her hand down to the front of his boxers, "... I can feel she has an attraction to you."
He pulled her into an embrace, "This is going to be strange, isn't it? The three of us are very satisfied with what we have evolved into, but we are curious about more." He kissed her and swatted the bare butt under the tank top, "You two go see what you can catch." Michelle giggled at the thought of what was going to happen and blushed.
As they walked to the beach, Natalie reacted to what was happening with Marcus. "So, you left Marcus to essentially fuck her and build up her confidence?" Michelle nodded. "And, now, we're..." Michelle nodded. "How do we... I mean... you brought me up to get into a relationship, not be a slut."
Michelle chuckled. She felt the same way. She stopped and looked at her daughter standing at the edge of the beach with her, both naked except for sunglasses and sandals and their bag containing books, sun lotion, and water. She sighed, "I'm not sure, but I suspect it has something to do with naked breasts and exposed pussy." Natalie smiled at the thought of being so bold in advertising her desire to be fucked by a stranger and probably another black guy. She grabbed her mom's hand and marched them to a couple empty beach lounge chairs. Time to get this obscene vacation going...
They settled into a couple lounge chairs on the beach with a nice view of the beach and a good direction for the sun. Natalie thought it was going to be amazing to go home and somehow show off her lineless suntan to her friends. She knew she would like to continue this when they got home and wondered if there might be locations in the backyard where she would have sun and be out of sight of the neighbors. She had just settled and opened her John Sandford, Virgil Flowers, novel when she felt a hand on her forearm. She turned to see her mom nodding forward. She glanced over her book to see two young black guys on their knees looking their way.
Michelle giggled and instructed her daughter, "Raise your knees casually and open them like you're just relaxing with your book." She had her large, dark sunglasses on making it impossible to see what she was looking at. Natalie saw her mom making the same move and duplicated it. She immediately felt the hot Caribbean sun on her shaved, exposed pussy. She also felt her nipples harden. She wasn't sure what was more exciting: exposing herself so blatantly, or her mom instructing her to do it, or that she could see the guys it was intended for taking note.
After a brief conversation between the two guys, they got to their feet, brushed the sand off, and started walking in a beeline for them. Michelle said, "Well, having some young pussy for bait sure worked."
Natalie responded equally hushed back, "Don't kid yourself, mom. They know a hot MILF when they see one." They both giggled nervously, still not quite believing what they were tempted by their actions.
Thank God for dark sunglasses! When the two guys arrived in front of the mother and daughter, Natalie's gaze went straight to the dangling cocks. They were big, maybe not Marcus big, but still... Natalie forced her eyes to shift up to their faces by raising her chin and producing her best nonchalant expression and smile while pretending her exposed pussy had nothing to do with their arrival.
They entered a brief exchange of pleasantries that included when they arrived and how they were enjoying the resort so far. Michelle confessed, "We just arrived late afternoon yesterday so we really haven't experienced much, yet." Natalie smothered a smile as she heard the all-familiar tease in her voice, "We're looking to experience something we can't back home. You guys have been here longer... do you think a couple girls like us might do that?"
The guys exchanged big smiles between themselves, "Definitely and we'd like to help but those experiences might diminish if you were to get sunburned your first day."
Michelle reached into the bag between the two lounges and handed a tube of lotion to one of the young men. As she lowered the back of her lounger and turned to lie on her front, she winked at Natalie as she thanked them for their help. Natalie suppressed a giggle and followed her mom's lead. Both women accepted the hands covered in lotion stroking over their body with more than a bit of tense anticipation. They lay prone before these two equally naked strangers. The lotion was quickly and efficiently spread over arms, neck, back, and legs. The women had their heads turned toward each other and smiles curled the corners of their mouths as the hands began working on their butts and suddenly spending much more time there. Then, the hands slid back down to the top of their thighs and inside.



Michelle gasped as the hands on her applied gentle pressure on the inside of her thighs. She opened her legs slightly, received more pressure, and opened them more. The hands on her thighs and butt became fingers softly gliding over her crack, along the side of her pussy lips, and finally, finally, over her wet lips. The feeling of her wetness seemed to tell the guy what he needed and he rocked back and indicated for her to roll over. Her heart was beating fast now as she complied, rolling onto her back and presenting her naked front to him. He was still kneeling at the foot of the lounger forcing her to again part her legs on either side of him. She glanced over at Natalie and found the same thing happening.
Her front took the guy much longer. Her arms, stomach, and much of her legs went efficiently but he seemed very concerned about protecting her breasts and crotch given the time he was spending on them. His hands circled and squeezed her breasts and fingers rolled her nipples. When he scooted back to get better access to her pussy, the lips and clitoral hood were well covered. Michelle heard a deep sigh and soft moans from the lounger next to her and knew Natalie was getting a similar treatment as she was because similar sounds were escaping from her mouth. Her mouth gaped open as a finger slipped between her greasy, wet pussy lips and slid the length down and up to flick over her aroused clit. When those fingers slipped back down and sank into her hole, she gasped out loud and muttered a series of 'yes, yes, yes'.
The hands stopped and left her. Michelle opened her eyes to the bright Caribbean sun and saw the shadow of the guy standing up and holding his hand outstretched toward her. She glanced next to her to find Natalie already taking the hand outstretched to her and being pulled up into an embrace. Michelle followed suit and found herself in the strong arms of the young man, his firming cock pressing into her pelvis and growing firmer by the moment. She lifted her face to the man and they kissed, first softly and tentatively, then harder, their bodies coming together expressing the same need and desire that their lips and tongues expressed.
They took steps back, still holding the hands of the women, "Come... let's take a walk down the beach..." They walked to the edge of the lapping water and turned to follow it. Natalie snuck a peek at her mom and smiled. She remembered her mom's comment about naked breasts and exposed pussies attracting attention. This first one was happening fast. If they stayed naked the whole week, this was going to be a very interesting time, especially when they had Marcus to enjoy at night and any other time they desired.
"Did you have any fantasies coming here?"
Natalie spoke quickly, "YES... I want to be taken from behind in the shallow water with the waves gently washing over our legs."
Michelle matched her daughter's enthusiasm, "I do, I want to lie in the shallows and be fucked like that scene in 'Here to Eternity'." The guy was apparently too young to understand the movie reference with Burt Lancaster. "Never mind, I'll show you."
Natalie felt so brazen as she knelt in the shallow water and basically presented herself to him for fucking. She suddenly felt like a bitch in heat needing to be inseminated by the alpha and it stimulated her even more. The guy knelt behind her and rubbed his cock head over his pussy. It was already hard in his anticipation of being the first to tap into this new woman at the resort as if it were another notch for a dream vacation for him. For Natalie, though, this was just breaking the ice. A big, black cock was an experience her own mom had introduced her to with Marcus. No... this was breaking away from the taboo feeling of having joined a threesome with her mom and her boyfriend to be a willing slut at a resort full of willing men. And this was her brazen display... she wiggled her ass at him as if to say, 'Here I am, dude, fuck me'.
And he did. Without much more hesitation, he aligned his cock to her hole and slid it inside her wetness, and continued to press in. After two strokes, he was balls deep and he set into a firm thrusting. Feeling as if he had conquered another female, the young man asked as he thrust harder and harder, "You ever felt a black cock before, baby?"
Natalie moaned. He did feel good, but her response was honest, "Oh God, yes, many times. You're not the first black cock, just the first stranger here." He paused at hearing that. Maybe he wasn't used to that. Maybe he was used to white women looking to experiment with a black cock on vacation. Natalie smiled, mostly to herself, and pushed back against him to encourage him to keep fucking. He responded and more aggressively fucked her to orgasm and his own.
Michelle was finding her fantasy experience at the water edge to duplicate the scene in Here to Eternity a bit more difficult. Her mind was in the moment of the scene with the water washing around her with each new wave, but the guy was uncomfortable with it for whatever reason and wanted to move up out of the water onto the water-soaked sand left by the receding tide. She had a good orgasm and enjoyed the experience of being fucked outside and exposed by a complete stranger but she vowed to herself that she was going to have Marcus duplicate the experience for her... the passion of the scene in the movie was definitely missing.
They walked further down the beach but the women weren't done. Before turning back, they set the guys onto the sand and sucked their cocks. Both guys happily collapsed onto their backs in the sand as the women sucked, licked, and swallowed their cocks to another climax for them.
After quite a while, they walked back to the resort beachfront. As they approached, one of the guys said, "Hey, a guy is lying on your lounger... want us to make him move?"
Natalie giggled, released the grip of the man who she had just sucked, and rushed ahead in a flat-out run, sand being kicked up behind her with each strong stride. "You know that guy?"
Michele calmly responded, "Yea... my boyfriend."
"Your... boyfriend? Wait..." He stopped in front of her. "You're here with your black boyfriend?" Michelle calmly nodded. "Wait..." He looked back at Natalie sitting astride Marcus and back to Michelle. "And, she is..."
Michelle laughed as she continued walking to her daughter and boyfriend, giving the two guys a wave as she left them, "Well... she's my daughter... we thought we'd see if swinging might be something we'd enjoy." She didn't look back but, if she had, both guys stood agape with mouths hanging open and looked at each other wondering what just happened.
Walking along the beach with Marcus, Natalie was talking excitedly about what they experienced and quizzed him about his time with the woman in the next room. Natalie was so energized; she couldn't keep still or quiet. Michelle rolled her eyes and Marcus just smiled. Michelle hadn't had a chance to speak so Marcus spotted a downed palm tree at the edge of the beach and walked to it with Natalie in tow. He sat on the tree trunk and patted a spot next to him for Michelle. Natalie stood watching.
Then, Marcus directed Natalie, not what she was expecting, but good nonetheless, "Okay, girl, fill your mouth with my cock so I can finally hear from your mom." Natalie giggled that her overflowing exuberance had taken over. But she happily did as directed, dropping to the sand between Marcus's naked legs. His cock was soft but showed signs of life the moment her hands wrapped around it and she began licking its length.
Michelle described the experience she had, then, "So... before we leave... will you help me really live that scene? I think we'll be able to match the intensity of the scene." She giggled and blushed. The scene was very romantic and passionate and that was very much how she felt about Marcus. Then her eye caught the up and down motion of Natalie on his cock. "Rather obscene, isn't it? Sitting on a beautiful Caribbean beach, holding hands with my boyfriend... and my daughter is giving him head." They both laughed. Natalie didn't take her mouth off the cock, just raised a hand with the thumb up.
After lunch, they agreed to split up, again, and meet up for dinner. Marcus watched the two women walk away toward the pool, his eyes moving from one naked ass to the other, each one with its own swing motion as they walked. He turned and spotted a woman struggling to get lotion on her back. He smiled as he made a direct line to her.
"May I help you with the lotion? You seem to be struggling..."
She immediately responded with a grateful sigh, "Oh, yes, thank..." She turned her head and was staring at his big cock. She sighed, again, then managed, "... oh my... I mean... yes, please."
She had distinct tan lines from a bikini from other times in the sun and where she was untanned, she was showing pink. "You're getting a little pink. I better get you well covered." He stroked her ass cheeks thoroughly, his fingers sliding between them and over her anus. Each time he did it, she gasped and a soft moan started escaping her lips. He moved to the edge of her lounger and patted her butt, "Why don't you roll over so I can make sure you're well protected with lotion."
She glanced over her shoulder and a sly smile formed on her face. As she turned over to her back, her hand lightly caressed his thigh and touched his semi-hard cock. He was definitely getting excited, again. How could he not? All the naked bodies and knowing most of them were wanting to play. She stammered, "Oh my... that would feel good... I mean that would be good..." Her eyes jerked up to his face and she blushed profusely.
Marcus was already rubbing lotion into her breasts without the pretense of doing her arms or legs first. He rolled her nipples between his fingers and drew out a deep moan from her. His hands slid down her stomach and he heard her suck in a deep breath of anticipation. His hands slid instead to the sides of her shaved pussy down her thighs and she whimpered. He smiled down at her and when she opened her eyes, he leaned forward and kissed her on the lips as his fingers explored her pussy lips. She moaned into his mouth. Her hands blindly moved over his thigh until his cock was wrapped by her hand.
She pulled back and gasped, "God... your cock... I've... I've never... anything like this... my room... just over there... will you?" He smiled, stood, and extended his hand to her. He helped her pick up her stuff and followed her ample ass to her room. She sat him down on the edge of the bed and dropped to her knees, both hands now around his hard cock. She licked the head and took several inches of it into her mouth. She gasped and gagged as she tried to push down further. She pulled off and gasped, "My God... sorry, I'm saying that a lot... but... I would have had my husband all the way in... yours... my God." She was stroking his cock and looked concerned as she looked at him. "Is it true?" He asked what. "That the pussy will stretch to take a big cock... I want to... but... so big..."
Marcus smiled, "Yes, you can take it. You ride me and be in control until you have it. You let me know and then we'll fuck."
She nodded. He got onto the bed and watched her straddle his cock and take the head into her hole. She cried out as that stretched her. He watched as she concentrated on taking more of his cock and he marveled at what was happening. He brought his women here to be fucked and for him to fuck and it was happening so easily for all of them. But he had agreed with Michelle when she expressed the thought while Natalie had sucked him: even while being fucked, she had been thinking about him. She had enjoyed it and wanted to do more, but he was different in very good ways. That was how he felt, too. He would fuck this woman well and both would enjoy it, but he also was looking forward to the night when the three of them would be together.
The week at the resort went much the same. All three of them experienced a variety of strangers of the opposite sex but their time together increased as the days progressed. They agreed they enjoyed other partners and they should explore the possibility when they returned home, but they also all agreed the time they spend together was the best.
On Thursday, with only another full day available to them at the resort, Marcus had arranged a surprise for the women. They were returning from their usual long walk after lunch when Marcus insisted they return to the suite. The women patiently waited while quizzing Marcus what was happening, though he refused, regularly checking a clock while serving each wine while they waited. This was an obvious indication something was up because giving any alcohol to Natalie was generally restricted to something special given she was still under 21.
There was a knock at the door and Marcus couldn't succeed in suppressing a big smile. He asked Natalie to check the door. Being naked with others had long since ceased being a concern and she walked that way to check the door. When she opened it, she stood staring for a moment before turning to look at Marcus and Michelle. "There are seven guys out here... all naked and stroking." She nodded to most of them as she recognized the guys she and her mom had already been with during the week.
Michelle stood and looked at Marcus, his own cock now stirring, "You... you did this." She walked into his arms and said to Natalie, "Well, don't keep them waiting out there, dear." She hugged Marcus and kissed him passionately. "You know... Natalie and I agree that you satisfy us just fine."
He smiled, "Thank you, but... variety is the spice of life, right?" He turned her to face the men entering the room. She watched as each slid a hand over some part of Natalie's body, her face now a huge smile and eyes twinkling. "Most of them had been with you two before and all wanted to do so, again."
She walked up alongside Natalie and put an arm around her shoulders as the eight men with Marcus assembled in front of them. Michelle could feel her pussy flood in anticipation. That had only happened with Marcus before, now... "Ready for our first gangbang, daughter?"
"Hell, yea." That was all Natalie said and stepped up to the men and dropped to her knees in front of them. Michelle chuckled and followed her daughter's lead, small semi-circles forming around the two women.
They sucked cock for quite a while, not so much because anyone wanted to cum in their mouths but because each woman had four cocks and the rotation of hands and mouth seemed constant. Then, on some unknown signal, Marcus picked up Michelle and took her into the bedroom with three others following behind. A couple guys began pushing furniture around the small living room space and Natalie was laid out on the thick rug. In only moments, she had one guy in her pussy, another in her mouth, and the other two she stroked with her hands. She imagined this was the way until the one in her pussy climaxed and they would switch, but that wasn't the case. They switched regularly before any of them climaxed. Several guys fucked her in missionary before one turned her over and up onto her hands and knees and she was fed cocks into her pussy and mouth. She would feel a cock on her cheek and she would turn mindlessly with an open mouth in that direction, all the while being fucked.
She orgasmed as the third guy fucked into her pussy, but she still hadn't felt any cum released into her. The fourth guy was lying on his back next to her and she straddled him when she was empty of cock in her pussy. Now in control and her hands free, she again serviced all four cocks. All of them were now slimy with her own juices besides the saliva of her mouth.
Another orgasm was rising within her when a voice at her ear asked if she would like a double. She nodded enthusiastically under the influence of all the stimulation but with some nervousness. She had experienced anal, even with Marcus, but double penetration was new. She tensed at the feel of the cock pressing at her anus, then pushed back to relax the tight hole, and orgasmed again with the penetration and a second cock sliding along the other in separate chambers. Then she became air-tight as another cock was pressed into her mouth. Her head was reeling and her body was a jumble of nerve endings exploding throughout her body. She had a long series of orgasms as the guys fucked her, moving her into new positions, each one climaxing inside one of her holes.
When they stopped and Natalie found herself without a cock in any of her holes, she was simultaneously experiencing a sense of relief and disappointment. They assisted her to a chair and given a tall glass of water she nearly chugged down. She looked up at movement from the bedroom doorway to find Marcus and the other three guys moving into the room. They all had limp, glistening cocks hanging in front of them. She looked at him as he approached her. He smiled at her and said simply, "Time to switch."
She stood and pressed her thoroughly fucked body into his and kissed him hard and passionately, her hand taking his cock and feeling it respond. She asked him, "How's mom?"
He chuckled, "She has the same dazed look you do of someone who has been fucked for a couple of hours."
"Thank you, Marcus, for all of this. I think I am going to be sore tonight."
He chuckled, "I'll be gentle tonight, then."
She smiled. Even after all of this, he still wanted to have them alone. She smiled and sighed. Then she sank to her knees and began sucking four cocks back to life. She had no idea where her relationship with Marcus and her mom might go when they returned, but she loved what they gave her.
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WHAT YOU SHOULD KNOW...
This is a story that is intend to be a part of a series grouped under MOTHERS & DAUGHTERS. Each story will be independent. The stories will ultimately cover a range of genre. These will be shorter stories of one chapter which is different from my previous efforts as a writer. I hope you enjoy them.
This is an interracial sex story.
This is a story around a mother, Sara, and her daughter, Toni. Sara is 43 and Toni is 23, the only child. Both women have long blonde hair falling below their shoulders. Toni allows her hair to hang straight while Sara frequently adds a bit of wave to hers. Sara has D-cup breasts while Toni's are C-cup. Their physical looks are unmistakably similar. Toni is a couple inches taller than her mom and longer bodied. Both are trim and firm bodied.
Sara has a sales job at a local boutique. The shop carries a wide range of clothes for women from lingerie to sporty to dress-up. With her employee discount, it is where she and Toni acquire most of their clothes and accessories. She had been raised in a strict family with conservative values regarding sex, dating, and marriage. The man her family approved of and would become her husband was of the same attitude and she found herself stifled and controlled. She found herself being a maid, cook, and servant to him rather than a partner in life. Sexually, he was different, though, once they were married. He frequently experimented sexually with different positions and activities, which evolved into not only vaginal but oral and anal. Although it was exciting to experience at first, she was being used only for his pleasure and felt little regard from him for hers. While Toni was young, he divorced her for a younger woman he had been having an affair with for years. The only upside to it was that he had been quite successful and the settlement left Toni and her comfortable in a nice home. That was 15 years ago and Sara vowed to not raise her daughter with the freedom to make her own choices in life.
Toni graduated from the state university with a degree in finance and was recruited by a mid-sized bank and financial institution downtown with branches scattered around the city. After only a couple years she was a supervisor and seemed in-line for a manager position in the future. Toni continued to live with her mom. The house was far too big for one person but Sara loved it: every room seemed filled with memories of Toni growing up and nothing about it evoked memories of her early marriage.
Sara knew Toni had several casual boyfriends and she knew she was sexually active with them. It was the one part of Sara's life that was frustrating. Unlike her daughter, her sex life had been on hold for years. She found herself guiltily fantasizing... Toni's boyfriends were almost always black... and she wondered... was it because... no, big black cock is only a legend... has to be...
MOTHERS & DAUGHTERS: SARA & TONI
"What do you think about my mom, Ty?"
That was a weird question to be asked, especially given the circumstance. Toni leaned down to kiss him on the lips after the question and could feel her pussy sliding along his cock still embedded in her after their mutual orgasms. She had been on top and she was now teasing him with squeezes from her pussy on his cock. She could keep him hard sometimes with her teasing and muscle control. This was proving to be one of those times and that question about her mom was adding to it.
"Your mom? Uhmmm..."
She kissed him and rode the length of his nine-inch cock while looking into his eyes. She also knew the effect her teasing could have on him. And, she also wanted his honest answer. There was more than idle curiosity behind it. "Yes, my mom. I'm wondering if you think she still looks good."
"Looks good? Are you kidding? Do you even know how much you two look like each other? Okay... first, you know I think your mom is awesome. She trusts you to live your life and she is accepting of your decisions. Me, for instance. You know how... concerned we were, at first. But she's awesome, totally accepting." They had been somewhat concerned. Ty is black and most of his friends are. In fact, now that they are together, most of her friends are black. Their relationship has always been exceedingly sexual from the start and it wasn't long before their sexual comfort expanded to a few of his friends and their dates. The group has been something of a free-loving sexual revolution within their circle.
Toni encouraged him to continue, her pussy riding up and down more. She smiled. She could feel his cock hardening inside her. She knew getting him to think about her mom while he was penetrating her would be a stimulant.
"Okay... so... then, yes, you know I think your mom is hot. Very hot, in fact." She continued to encourage him. "Okay... well... she has some of your looks, or you have hers, and her body is still... wow... like yours, too. And, her breasts..."
Toni was aware of her mom's breasts. She often wondered why hers stopped at a C-cup when her mom has a full D-cup. Ty questioned her back and she blurted out what was on her mind. "She needs a good fucking."
Ty almost convulsed, his body flinched and drove deeper into Toni's pussy. Toni felt it instantly become harder. She smiled at the response. Ty carefully weighed his next comment, then, "That really shouldn't be a problem. I mean, she is truly a hot woman. A mature woman who looks like she does... she should be able to have guys lined up."
"Even younger guys?" Ty nodded. "She's been out of it for so long I don't think she has it in her to do the dating scene. I don't think she really wants a serious relationship. But... maybe if she started meeting more men..."
He said something else about hot matures and she sat upon his cock, driving it deep into her body. "Matures... what is it about matures with you guys?"
He shrugged and smiled, "Maybe it's a mother thing." He shrugged, again. Then he rolled her over and fucked her, again.
* * * *
Ty was about as nervous as he had been in a long time. Once again, they were fucking but this time it was in Toni's bedroom in Toni's mom's house. It was all part of Toni's plan. It was all ripe for disaster as far as Ty was concerned. As it unfolded, though, the two were so wrapped up in their amorous activity they didn't even hear Toni's mom, Sara, arrive home.
Sara saw both Toni and Ty's cars in the driveway as she turned off the residential street and pressed the remote button attached to the visor to raise the garage door. There had been room in the garage for both cars but Toni seldom put her mountain bike or the lawnmower away properly to give it room. She liked Ty and heartily approved of him with her daughter. She hadn't seen her daughter as happy and vibrant as she was since being with him. She knew the relationship was different than she might have expected, but it seemed to work for them. As she entered the house from the garage and pressed the button on the wall to close the double door of the garage, she was still musing about them. She sighed heavily as she dropped her large shoulder bag and purse on the kitchen table. If she were completely honest with herself, she was jealous of her daughter and the relationship she had with Ty. Sighing again, she didn't know why she did this to herself, thinking about their relationship, what they had, and compared it to what she didn't have.
She took a glass from the cupboard and filling it with water and drank, her mind digging even deeper than she had a right to. She turned and saw her reflection on the microwave door above the stove. She was still attractive... she knew she was. She saw it in the looks she still got. So why couldn't she act on it? Her life was absent of the things her daughter's life was full of. Toni didn't just have a wonderful man who filled her life, but he was sexy and... very sexual. Toni had confided to her just how sexual and it had made Sara jealous... jealous of her daughter. They didn't just have an adventurous sex life, but they were apparently living out a sort of rebirth of the sexual revolution with his friends, both male and female.
It wasn't until she reached the first steps of the stairway to the upstairs that she heard the sounds. At the same time, it hit her that her musing had hidden the fact that she hadn't seen or heard the two of them. Her thoughts had... again... lit a low burning flame in her so the sounds from upstairs became too much for her to ignore. She had committed to treating Toni as an equal adult in the house and she received the desired companionship of an adult in return. Part of that commitment included not judging or intruding on Toni's privacy and Toni had been good about not flaunting her intimacies in the house when Sara was likely to be home. So, if she was hearing the sounds correctly, they had lost track of time. She could easily have returned to the kitchen to give them some extra time and pretend. For whatever reason... this time... she couldn't resist.
Sara continued up the stairs quietly, though her feet on the carpeted stairs didn't make a sound, anyway. She eased down the hallway, the opposite direction of her master bedroom and toward the sounds from Toni's bedroom. The door was ajar, opened about six inches. Guilt flooded her as she moved to the opening and looked inside. This wasn't just invading privacy, something she swore she would not do, but it smacked of voyeurism, peeping, spying. Worst of all, she couldn't see much of anything, so she pushed the door softly a little more.
Sara gasped at the sight. Unconsciously, her hand pushed the door open further as she took a step into the doorway. The sight of them in the act of making love wasn't what elicited the gasp... she had long since known what was happening. Equally unconsciously, a moan escaped her mouth as she fixedly gazed at the sight... not of her white-skinned daughter lying on top of the dark-skinned man fucking him aggressively, but... his cock appearing and disappearing inside her.
Ty was the one who noticed the movement at the door. It was part of the plan but it was still terrifying for him to spot Toni's mom in the doorway. They were both close to climaxing. They had deliberately tried to hold off to give the realistic appearance of their lovemaking. They had almost reached a climax, unable to hold off any longer... but not quite. Ty's hands went to Toni's face and forced her to look at him. With a motion of his head, he indicated the doorway.
Sara stood frozen. She was a woman split by two demanding emotions and reactions. One part of her was saying, 'leave, just turn around, just leave'; the other part was saying, 'Oh... my... God...'.
Neither won out... it was Toni. "Mom..."
Sara shifted her gaze to her daughter's glowing face. Sara muttered, "How...? How can you..." Sara's eyes shifted from Toni's face to Ty's face to... my God, it's huge. Sara caught the shift on Toni's face from radiant glow to sullen, cloudy. Sara responded, "No... no, I didn't mean... I mean..."
"Come here, mom."
Toni was reaching out her hand to her while sitting on the... the biggest cock she ever imagined. She looked at Ty lying underneath. He had a smile on his face, too. He was nodding. Sara was shaking her head but her feet moved her forward in little, hesitant steps, until... somehow... she found her hand held by Toni's and she was standing next to the two naked young lovers. God, what was she doing? She shouldn't be here. She should be out the door. But instead, she was standing next to them and she tried to ask the question that burned in her mind.
"How... how can you... take that inside?"
Toni chuckled. "That's what you were saying? This from the woman who gave birth? You're worried about a big cock?"
Sara glanced nervously at Ty and blushed profusely when she found his eyes on her, then traveled down her clothed body. Toni shifted and rose up, lifting her right leg to get off Ty's cock. Sara shook her head but then it was there... as Toni lifted off... it fell with a slap against his abdomen... oh God... it shined with... oh God... it shined with her daughter's juices. Toni was kneeling on the opposite side of Ty and pulling Sara to the bed. The hand she was holding moved her hand to the slippery cock. She shook her head, again, but her hand opened and encompassed a mere portion of the black shaft. Sara stared in disbelief as her hand began to move on its own over the length of it.
Toni's hands were around her waist. How did she get behind her? "How long has it been, mom?"
"A lifetime," Sara responded. "At least, it feels like it."
Sara shivered as Toni's hands moved up and cupped her breasts, then began undoing the buttons. She looked from the cock in her hand to Ty's face. She blushed deeper when she found his eyes looking at her hungrily. Her blouse opened and was being tugged off her shoulders and arms, forcing her to release the cock but only for a moment before she quickly took it back.
Sara felt Toni's fingers at the waist of her skirt. "You want it don't you, mom? Don't you want to feel it inside you? Not just any cock but a big cock?" Sara felt the skirt loosen and drop to her feet. She stepped out of her low heels without thinking about it.
Sara's mind wasn't reacting any longer. It couldn't. She was too overloaded to think but her body was taking over. She knelt on the edge of the bed and as she moved closer to where Ty lay, she felt her panties being pulled over her hips and down her thighs. Still not thinking about what was happening or her part in it, she raised one knee, then the other for the removal of her panties.
"Get on top, mom. Ty wants you to." Sara looked from the cock in her hand... still in her hand... to Ty's face. Sara didn't blush this time, her mind wasn't involved. "I convinced Ty to do this. He was nervous. He didn't want to offend you. He thinks you're too special to offend. But... he thinks you're hot, too." Sara gave him a smile. Sara swung her leg over Ty's mid-section, her pussy lightly touching the shaft resting on his abdomen. She sat upright, her hands moving to fondle her own breasts as she looked down at Ty... her daughter's boyfriend... and her body was moving, sliding her already wet... dripping... pussy over the length of his cock. "Take him, mom. Let Ty do this for you."
"Yes... OH, YES." She rose up and reached underneath her, grasped his cock, and held it up. She moved it and her hips so the cock head slid along her slit until it sank into her hole. "OH... GOD... YES!" She was stretched by the head. It has been soooooo long, she thought. Yes, her mind had caught up but without any objections or fighting. She was going to do this... she had to do this... she needed to know this, again. She sank down an inch on this wonderful cock, rose a fraction, and settled down several inches more. Each movement was a filling experience. Yes, it has been too long, but she has never had something like this filling her. She forgot all about her daughter and who she was fucking. She was just fucking... experiencing... feeling... rising to delights she didn't believe.
She felt the cock hit the top of her pussy before she had it all. She heard a whisper, "More... take more." She did, too. She wiggled and pushed, rose, and dropped until her butt was resting on black thighs. A long, guttural sound escaped her mouth with the air that seemed to have been pushed out of her when she was fully penetrated. And, at that moment, she orgasmed. She fell forward on her arms for support and shook as the orgasm rushed over her, the cock feeling like it filled her more as her pussy clenched and spasmed around it.
When she was finished, she collapsed onto Ty's chest and he gently rolled them over so she was on her back and he was looking down at her. He was smiling as his hips began moving his cock in and out of her drenched pussy. She weakly smiled back and closed her eyes as his strokes became stronger. She raised her hips to meet his thrusts, her moans and gasps rising to another high as her body was getting ready to explode, again.
Ty felt and saw the signs of Sara's imminent orgasm and increased his thrusts. He drove deep and strong into her clenching pussy. As he grunted with the final thrusts to achieve his own climax, Sara cried out. She pulled Ty tightly in her arms, holding on as if she might fly apart with the enormity of her orgasm. She continued to clutch him to her as she panted and gasped through her orgasm and reveling in the feeling of his inside her, actually feeling his cock twitch and spurt his cum deep into her body.
It was awkward after that. Ty made himself scarce by claiming an early meeting the next day. It was obvious but a smart move. It gave the women time to talk and talk they did, the rest of the night until bed forced them to stop. The next night at dinner, Sara lamented to Toni, "I don't know what I'm going to do." Toni gave her a look. Sara elaborated, "It's like I've now had a taste that has awakened a desire for more of it." She blushed, "It wasn't just the sex, either. God, Toni, he filled me up so much it was like nothing I have ever felt." She looked at her daughter intently, "I feel so guilty to be so shallow but I want more of that... the sex, yes, but also the big cock. Am I awful?"
Toni laughed and reached over to her mom's arm and squeezed it. "You aren't awful or wicked or anything besides a woman who had a wonderfully satisfying experience and wants to experience it, again." Toni giggled, "Now you know how I've been feeling since I met Ty... then his friends."
"His friends?"
Toni smiled, "Ty and I feel special about each other but we enjoy a casual sexual relationship with others, including some of his friends." She leaned toward her mom as if to speak conspiratorially, "Some are almost as big or as big as Ty, too."
Silence hung over them for moments. Sara struggled internally. She couldn't possibly... they were too young for her... weren't they? Well, they certainly aren't any different than Ty, and... no, that couldn't possibly be appropriate. She wasn't looking for a husband right now, though. She was looking for... damn, was she really? Was she really willing to meet just anyone for sex? Yes... yes, that's the way she felt. She wanted the sex and big cock sex was amazing. She looked at Toni who was watching her as if she could somehow tell what was in her mind. It infuriated her that Toni was making this easier by... by what? What would she expect Toni to do? Her friends... Ty's friends... isn't that what she said? Maybe just Ty. She's already been with him. Maybe again? When she was finally capable of verbalizing all that... confessing all that... to her daughter, Toni giggled and patted her hand with a simple, "I'll take care of it."
Friday night was when Toni was 'taking care of it'. Sara was almost worthless at work the longer the day dragged on. Toni had said they would be going out to eat, something comfortable to start the evening. It sounded good at the time. The later the afternoon became, the more Sara felt on pins and needles. She had gone into the restroom several times for the only reason of applying paper towels to her dripping pussy. She couldn't believe how she was reacting and almost called Toni several times to call the whole thing off. But she didn't.
Toni and Sara had changed from work into comfortable clothes for a casual dinner. Toni elected a white buttoned blouse and full skirt that ended tantalizingly at mid-thigh. Sara went a more conservative route: a sleeveless dress with a full skirt ending just above the knees. They were in the living room waiting when they heard the front door open. Toni jumped up to meet Ty. Sara was just rising from her chair and dropping the magazine she had been absently paging through when she heard voices... too many voices.



She turned to the room opening to find Toni and Ty hand in hand with another young black man, Ron. Introductions were made and Sara gave Toni a look. Sara thought it was going to be the three of them. Toni smiled responding with a look that was full of mischief and delight at surprising her. Sara stood looking at Ron. Toni and Ty were talking but she wasn't paying attention. She was looking. He was looking back. Ron was being polite, trying to be discrete but he was looking... up and down... and she knew when his eyes paused on her ample cleavage. The hell with it, she thought.
Sara marched across the space between them, took Ron by the hand as she was passing by him, and led him out of the room to the staircase upstairs. She heard Toni call out to her. She turned on the third step and faced Ron. "They told you we were going to screw, right?" He nodded, embarrassment taking over him. She took another step, pulling him along behind her. She stopped abruptly and turned to him, again. "Screw or fuck? Which do you guys use these days?"
"Uhmmmm... it... doesn't matter... Sara."
She smiled. "That's good. You call me Sara if we're going to fuck." She heard Toni calling out in confusion. Sara didn't stop, just called out over her shoulder, "Dinner is postponed. How about pizza later?" She didn't wait for the answer, though.
Once in her bedroom, Sara stopped and pulled her hair out of the way exposing the zipper of her dress. It took just a moment for Ron to catch on and lower the zipper. She turned, stepped up to him, wrapped an arm around his neck and the other around his waist, and kissed him while pressing her body into his. After another stunned moment, his hands found her body, too. His hands slipped inside the open back and slid down her body. She whispered in his ear to open her bra as she began unbuttoning his shirt, their mouths still together kissing.
With her bra open, she stepped back enough to shuck both the dress and bra off her shoulders and pressed the dress down to her feet. She stood before him in panties while his eyes moved over her body. She was nervous and anxious while his eyes appraised her. She was a mature woman with a young man. She was old enough to be his mother.
"Wow..." His eyes moved quickly from her body to her face, "Sorry... it's just..."
She put a finger on his lips to quiet him, then kissed him softly. "Wow is just fine. I'll take wow."
She dropped to her knees in front of him and began working on his belt and pants while he removed his shirt. When she dropped his pants and lowered his underwear, she smiled as she took his semi-hard cock in her fingers. It was big, maybe as big as Ty. She held the dark shaft in her fingers and looked up at him and while holding his eyes with hers, put out her tongue and began licking the underside of the growing shaft. After a few times, she pulled the hardening cock down to take the head between her lips. She sucked on the head, then took a little more into her mouth. She smiled around the cock. The smile was mostly meant for herself. She had little experience with sucking cock. A good wife wasn't expected to do such things... that was why her former husband had another lover. So, this was new, too. She liked it. It was intimate, personal.
She stood up holding his now hard cock in her hand and kissed Ron, again. She then led him to the bed where she released his cock to pull the covers down and off. She climbed onto the bed and lay down on her back and opened her legs in invitation. He climbed on and moved between her legs. She sucked in a breath in anticipation of another young, black cock. Her breath came fast as he bent to kiss her breast and nibble at her nipples. His kisses moved down her body... further... further... until she gasped out. OH God... he was licking and kissing her already wet pussy! Another new thing! And he probably didn't even know he was giving it to her...
She partially sat up and took his head in her hands to encourage him up. She was panting as she devoured his mouth with hers. She gasped into his mouth, "Oh... my... God... nobody ever... did that... to me." He moved to return to her pussy but she stopped him. "Inside... me... please... inside... me."
Her eyes were filled with lust and he smiled at her as he moved his cock head over the wetness of her slit until he found her hole. He watched her eyes open wider and her mouth open without a sound as the head opened her and sank in a couple inches. A long moan escaped her mouth as he pressed in a couple more inches. He waited there, a couple inches inside her.
She focused her eyes on his and smiled with lust filling her entire countenance. "Fuck me, Ron. Drive your pole into me. Fuck me how you want."
In one strong thrust, he drove his entire cock into her and she cried out. She was beside herself in crazy, lust-filled pleasure. Was it just having a cock, again? Was it partly black cock? Was the mythology true? Was it having a big black cock? Nine inches driving into her... my God... how big do they get? Her mind was fixated on cock, on black cock, on young black cock. Now she understood Toni's eagerness for multiple partners.
After being pummeled like that, he pulled out. She moaned in frustration but he told her to get on her hands and knees. She smiled with anticipation and excitement while she scrambled into position, spreading her knees wide and looking over her shoulder as he crawled up to her ass. She felt his cock head enter her pussy and imagined he found it gaping and ready for his re-entry. She gasped as his penetration was a strong thrust that buried his cock deep inside her. As he began fucking her, again, her head hung from her neck and she saw her breast swinging wildly underneath her. OH GOD, YES! It felt so wild... so primal... so consuming.
She orgasmed and he continued fucking her. Her body shook and her breath caught inside her as wave after wave of erotic sensation crashed through her body like storm waves crashing on the shore, retreating only to crash back, again. Her chest and head collapsed to the bed and he continued fucking her, holding her hips in position as he pummeled into her. Then he pulled out and she pleaded with him for his cock. She was wantonly desperate to have it inside her for more. Her body was still shaking with her subsiding orgasm as he lay on the bed. She knew immediately and straddled him, taking his cock and sitting down it hard. It filled her, driving deeper into her than before and the feeling was a relief... filled... God, yes, filled, again.
She orgasmed, again, as he thrust up into her, holding his hips off the bed as he filled her pussy with his cum. They both collapsed onto the bed and it was many minutes before either of them stirred. His cock was softened but still inside her. She squeezed like she was taught so many years ago for birthing Toni. He smiled up at her as she did it. She kissed him as she moved her hips carefully over his cock, not wanting to lose it even as it softened.
They did have delivered pizza and she went to the door in only a light, short robe loosely tied. She purposefully bent over for her purse to give the delivery man a good view of her hanging breasts. The exhibitionism excited her and she allowed her robe to gape in front of Ty and Ron as they ate. Later, they switched partners and she had Ty, again.
Over the next couple of weeks, Ty brought several of his friends over and there was no pretense of eating. These evenings were only about sex. Each of the young men was black. Each had big cocks. Each brought her to multiple orgasms. She felt like a new woman. She was a new woman, certainly very different from the woman she had been. Oh, sure, she maintained the appearances of her old self at her job and around friends, but when one of the young men came over... yeah, she was a new woman. She didn't look back, didn't feel guilty about her new desires, didn't question the decision she made to accept Toni's friends as lovers. And, she didn't feel any guilt about the infatuation that developed inside her for the big black cocks her daughter introduced her to. She loved the feeling of them inside her.
Toni had been more concerned about the transformation in Sara than Sara seemed to be. Sara convinced Toni that she had been suppressed for so long, it had become a compulsion for her to experience everything. So, with that confession, Toni and Ty began ramping up Sara's involvement and Sara responded willingly. When Ty arrived with two of his friends, she and Toni smiled at the three men as they entered the house. They could only look back with some surprise at the sight before them. Both Sara and Toni approached the men with bottles of beer... naked. No pretense. They were going to fuck. Each young man took a bottle of beer and kissed each woman, free hands touching breasts, exposed body parts, and pussy as each woman freely opened their legs to exploration.
Sara had previously been with both of the men Ty brought and she was dripping wet in anticipation. As they drank the beers, Toni announced something different.
"You guys all know my mom and have enjoyed her body before. But she wants to expand her experience more." She looked at each of the guys who were flicking their attention between the two naked women standing in front of them. Sara was clearly blushing profusely. This was her idea but still hadn't gotten to the point of being able to verbalize all of her desires. But she could act them out. "Mom, or rather Sara, wants to be initiated into anal." The guys looked at each other, then broke out into huge smiles. Toni continued upon seeing the excited reaction. "So, tonight, it is all anal. She becomes a three-hole slut."
Sara actually flinched at the term being applied to her by her daughter to her young friends. Three-hole slut. Wasn't that demeaning? Wasn't that debasing? Then why did her pussy start flowing like a faucet was turned on?
For days she had been playing with various sized dildos and anal toys to prepare for this moment. She had a butt-plug inside her ass for part of the afternoon at work, too. It was awkward to move around the store and talk to customers, hoping she didn't move too awkwardly to cause someone to be curious. When she had assisted an attractive mature man to find a gift for his wife, she was so wet her panties were glued to her pussy when she used paper towels to attempt to dry herself. Even if all three of these guys were large, she was ready for it. Toni had talked about double penetrations and air-tight and she now wanted all of it. She was old enough to be the mother of all of her friends, but that seemed to be a turn-on for them as much as it turned out to be for her.
She was naked standing before these three young men who knew they were about to fuck her or her daughter. Any pretense of being the adult with the rules went out the window long ago. Maybe the term Toni had just uttered was closer to the truth than she might have considered. It was a crude term, at least to her ears, but maybe that's what she was... a slut.
Whatever Toni had just said as she was musing caused the guys to put their empty bottles on the coffee table, stand, and begin undressing. Toni took the bottle out of Sara's hand and Sara found herself standing, watching as the three men stripped quickly out of their clothes. When the underwear dropped, she was gazing at three big black cocks semi-hard pointing in her direction. After these several weeks of transformation, she no longer hesitated with uncertainty, she moved up to them and dropped to her knees, taking the center cock in her mouth and stroking the other two with her hands. A moment later, Toni was beside her and took the cock on her right and began mouthing it, leaving Sara with two to alternate between, which she didn't hesitate to do. Her mouth moved down and over one cock while stroking the other, then switched. She frequently looked up at the young men as she sucked and that action always seemed to elicit a moan or groan from them.
When all three cock were hard, the women sat back on their heels and smiled in anticipation. Two were nine inches with the other being a mere inch shorter. Toni stood and reached for something on the coffee table she had moved out of the way. It was a tube of lubrication. She handed it to the young man with the eight-inch cock. It wasn't much smaller but it might help.
Sara felt so obscene and wanton as she knelt on the living room floor rug in anticipation of her virgin ass being taken by a man for the first time. She shivered as she envisioned herself as she must have appeared to them: kneeling on the floor with her head on the rug, her hands spreading her ass cheeks to expose her asshole. Toni was rubbing lubrication over her puckered hole, then pressing some inside with one finger, then adding another to push more of the gel deeper inside. She heard murmurs behind her as the selected young man was encouraged to open her up.
Then she heard Toni with the final instruction that sent another shiver through her. "All three of you fuck her ass good. Dump your loads into my slut mom's ass. Then, after you can recover, two of you DP her. Then we know she's ready." Ready? Ready for what? But the question was lost when she felt the first man kneel behind her, pull one of her cheeks to the side, and place his cock head at her puckered opening. She gasped at the initial touch, then again as it started pressing at her, and moaned as her hole started opening to the pressure.
When the cock popped through her sphincter, she cried out and the man stopped, held sill just inside her as her ass adjusted. As she gasped and struggled to relax her hole, three things flashed through her mind: he has done this before; she was nakedly the center of attention to the small group; and, she was willingly turning into a casual sex partner for this group of young people. She nearly orgasmed as it all sank fully into her realization. But it excited her even more and she pushed back against the cock just inside and plunged it several more inches. The man took the cue and pressed forward, pulled back, and pressed again. Soon, it felt like his cock was probing into her bowels. Her body quaked in response. Then there was a cock in front of her. She rose to her hands and opened her mouth, not even looking to see which of the young men this black cock belonged to. It didn't matter to her.
As she was being fucked aggressively in the ass and now in the mouth, she felt one set of hands on her breasts and another snaking between her thighs to her empty pussy and engorged clit. One of those was her daughter and, in her lust-fogged mind, she vowed to add Toni to her experience, too.
The cock in her mouth pulled out and was replaced by the other one. The cock in her ass was joined by a seemingly continuous string of grunts and comments: tight; oh God, she's tight; fuck, yes; I won't... last too long; and on and on. She was feeling the same way. After the initial moment with the stretching and pain, the pain disappeared to be replaced by an entirely different stimulation, especially after the other hands joined in.
When the first young man came inside her, her orgasm joined his. She wasn't given much chance for recovery, though. Another young man took position behind her and drove his cock into her. Clearly, her ass had to have been gaping open given the ease this cock entered her. The same thing happened and then repeated a third time. After all three had fucked her ass, she collapsed on the floor. She knew there was movement and comments around her, but she was in some wonderful blissful place that her body and mind were very slowly coming back from.
She found Toni kneeling next to her, gently stroking her back. She struggled to her feet and stumbled with her daughter to the kitchen where the guys were standing around having another beer. She could hear a lot of low comments and they stopped when she and Toni entered the kitchen. For a moment, she wondered what they had been saying, wondering how much of a slut they thought she was, and suddenly began questioning what she was doing with these young people.
She stood naked in her brightly lit kitchen but this time everyone else was also naked. The three guys all with their long cocks hanging down from their bodies. Any concern she might have had, though, was quickly eliminated when one of the men opened the refrigerator and pulled out two more beers, handing one to Toni and walking up to Sara with the other. He put his beer on the counter, opened the new one, placed the cold bottle between Sara's breasts, and leaned into her with a kiss. He moved back a fraction of a step, sliding the wet, cold bottle down her front to her crotch. Her legs opened without thought and he slipped the cold bottle between them. She sighed as the wet, cold glass sent a chill through her body. He handed the bottle to her and kissed her, again.
"Sara, you're an amazing woman." Sara gave him a surprised and quizzical look. She saw Ty and Toni in each other's arms while the third guy stepped up to her, too. "When Toni and Ty suggested bring you into the group, some of us thought it would be a curiosity, but it's much more than that, now. You are an amazing woman."
She blushed. "For an old woman, huh?"
They both stepped back and looked unabashedly up and down her body, which caused her to blush even deeper. "Okay... you're Toni's mom and you could be our mom by age, but... damn, woman! You are hot and I mean for any age." She glanced toward Toni who was in Ty's arms, one of his hands fondling her breast. Toni raised her bottle in a salute back to her and smiled.
Then, Ty spoke up. "If you're ready for a new experience, it looks like they are."
Sara looked at him confused but saw him point down with his bottle. She followed his point to find the two cock in front of her growing hard. She guzzled the rest of her beer and stepped up to the men boldly with new self-assurance. "I was promised a DP and it looks like you two are 'UP' to it."
They laughed and bumped fists. Guys. But that was what was so exciting about being with these young people, she reminded herself. They were unabashedly excited and confident. She felt her body being raised and she jumped up to assist, being caught by the one in front of her. She wrapped her arms and legs around him and kissed him passionately as he took her back into the living room. When she was put back on the floor, she found the other guy on his back holding his cock up in the air. She slipped out of his arms to the floor and stepped over the young man on the rug and lowered herself over his mid-section. She took hold of his cock from him and moved her hips and the cock until they were both aligned and sank down over it, bring a satisfying sigh from her sounding as though the penetrating cock was pushing air out of her body.
Sara felt herself being gently pressed forward to the man underneath her and she comfortably lowered her mouth to his, taking his mouth hungrily with hers. At the same time, she felt the other man at her ass, spreading her ass cheeks, his cock head rubbing against her asshole. She knew she was well loosened from the three consecutive fucking she just experienced, but the combination of pussy and asshole would be different and she found herself craving that experience, too. She couldn't believe how much she was changing in attitude with these young people but she was convinced it was owed her after her long sacrifice.
As the cock at the asshole began spreading her hole, she raised her head and gasped. A smile formed over her face despite her mouth being open. With a big cock in her pussy, the other big cock entering her ass felt tighter than she had experienced moments before during her ass-fucking. It was delicious and she pushed back against the two cocks. When she looked down at the man under her, her vision was clouded with lust as her two holes were slowly but steadily filled with big black cock. When both cocks were fully inside her, they started moving, sometimes together, sometimes separate. The sensations were amazing, though. She had achieved orgasms previously with external stimulation of her clit, but this was different. The two cocks sliding inside her, separated by that thin membrane, seemed to be sending nerve impulses from one side to the other as tiny nerve endings were in fact triggered by contact.



She felt her body clamp tightly around both cocks as her stimulation steadily rose to an impending giant orgasm. In the process, the two cocks received increased stimulation as each hole tightened around them. When the one in her ass jerked and spurted cum into her well-lubricated ass, the other one in her pussy began pounding into her furiously as his stimulation took over him. The cock in her ass remained in her as the one in her pussy strove for release and it didn't take long. Her own orgasm took hold of her between the two and probably was an additional stimulus for the climax of the other.
Sara collapsed onto the man below her and the one above her onto her. They were a pile of gasping, sweating flesh tied together by their penetration of her. They laughed when, as a joined grouping, they rolled to the side, cocks being pulled from her ass and pussy, which caused Sara to once again gasp at the feeling, this time a feeling of sudden emptiness. She raised up onto her elbow and quickly kissed each of the young men, then saw movement at the sofa. Toni was astride Ty and facing them. She was bouncing up and down furiously on his big cock. They had been watching the threesome as they fucked and were just now reaching their own climaxes. Sara fell back to the floor with a satisfied smile on her face.
Sometime later, while Sara and Toni shared dinner at home, Toni approached a subject she had purposely avoided for a long time, "Mom, have you thought about dating?"
Sara stopped and looked at her daughter, "Am I intruding with your friends? Is that what this is about?"
Toni reached over quickly, "Not at all, mom. Everybody loves you. I've shared the guys with other women before but it has never been as much fun as with you. I can't really explain it... maybe I just like sharing with you... it's so intimate. Besides, the guys all seem more excited by the whole 'mother and daughter' thing." They both knowingly smiled at that. They had both seen what that fact seemed to do to the men. Then, what, Sara inquired? "You seem really happy, now. So much more at ease and confident than you have been for years... many years." Toni searched Sara's eyes, "Maybe it's time for you to try, again."
"I suppose you have a target in mind?"
Toni smiled, "It just so happens, I do."
It was a blind date. Toni and Ty would only tell her that her date would be age-appropriate and they thought compatible. Toni brought her to a unique blues/jazz club with casual dining and a bar on the first floor and formal dining and a stage on the second floor. Sara had heard of the place but had never had the chance before. She was looking forward to it. The club was known for finding and featuring up-and-coming groups and was generally really good. Even if the date didn't work out, she thought the evening wouldn't be a complete bust.
Entering the club, they ascended to the second floor and quickly found Ty sitting at a table for four.
Toni asked, "Where's Frank?"
Ty stood and kissed the cheeks of both women, figuring in public they should tone down their familiarity a little. "Oh... he's around here somewhere."
That seemed odd to Sara but decided to flow with the evening. Soon, Ty indicated a man approaching from downstairs. Sara appraised him without letting it seem like that was what she was doing. He was about her age. He was about 6 feet and in good shape, just a bit of gray in his short black hair. And, he was black. Ty stood and shook his hand, then introduced the women. "Frank is my uncle. Oh... and he owns this joint."
Frank took exception as he greeted each woman, "Joint?" He looked at Sara and shook his head, "You try to expose the younger generation to some class and what do you get?" It made Sara smile. She was liking him already.
Sara had a wonderful time and exchanged phone numbers with him. Ultimately, the courtship turned into just that... a real courtship. Sara almost couldn't believe such things could still happen in this age, but Frank seemed to be something of a throwback. He had lost his wife to an illness and by the time he might have recovered from the loss, he had buried himself into the club. It was only the incessant prodding and goading from Ty that made him finally give in to his idea of a blind date. He knew his girlfriend was white and since he was to meet her mother, she certainly would be white. That alone was something new for him, but Ty was so insistent.
Both Frank and Sara were immediately comfortable and not in any hurry. Both were wary of another relationship but were enjoying the company of the other too much not to continue. It was very platonic. Frank was very much a gentleman with old values and respect for women. Sara, finding herself becoming intrigued by Frank's company, cut all ties with the younger group. And it was several months of increasingly serious dating and her time spent at his club even if he was just working to have moments of contact with him. Finally, she screwed up her courage. He walked her to her door, something he had always done to be sure she was safely inside, and she turned to him on the front stoop.
She wrapped her arms around his neck and kissed him. Their passion had been increasing but both seemed awkward to do anything about it. She made the move.
"Frank... I hope you know I like you a lot." He nodded. "I mean... a lot!" He smiled and said he felt the same way. "Frank... Toni is gone tonight... would you... ummmm... would you like to spend the night?"
The awkwardness melted away and she pulled him into the house. She hesitated inside, weighing what she should do... offer him a drink?... sit and talk? She mumbled, screw it. She pulled him by the hand up the stairs and straight into her bedroom.
She turned and crushed herself into him. Then, "Oh, Frank... I've wanted to do this so bad. I feel so connected to you."
He kissed her back and gasped, "Me, too... I've just... I didn't know how..."
"Shhhh... we can talk after." He chuckled and nodded.
She moved to the bed and stripped the covers back, then reached behind her to lower the zipper on her dress. She turned to him as she shimmied out of it, standing in her bra and little panties as he removed his shirt and loosened his belt. He stopped and looked at her. "My God, Sara. You're more beautiful than... wow."
She blushed as she reached back and undid her bra, letting it fall from her breasts. She quickly pushed her panties down and stood before him. She blushed again when he hesitated to look at her more. When he pushed his boxers down, though, it was Sara's turn.
"Oh... my... God, Frank." He looked at her nervously. She stepped up to him and pressed her body against his, kissing him deeply and passionately. She looked him in the eyes, "Wow." She reached down between their bodies and took hold of his cock in her hand. She pushed him to the bed and he sat down when his legs hit the edge. She sank to her knees still looking into his eyes and continued to as her mouth opened next to his cock and her tongue licked up the hardening shaft. Only then did she tear her eyes away to really consider what she had in her hands... the biggest black cock she had ever seen. It had to be a good two or three inches bigger than Ty. She took the head into her mouth only by spreading her mouth extra wide. She sucked and licked on the marvelous shaft for many minutes until she had to feel it inside her. She could feel her juices running down her thighs in anticipation. Her pussy was drooling for it.
She let the cock plop out of her mouth. "It's time Frank."
They were both crawling into the center of the bed, but Frank offered, "But... what about you, Sara?"
She smiled, "Thanks, Frank, but another time. I couldn't be more ready." He looked at the bed, then at her. She pushed him onto his back. "Let me ride you the first time. You're so big, Frank. It might take a while..."
He started to say something but she quieted him with another kiss, then straddled him. She had to raise up high just to get her pussy above the pole he had for a cock. As she felt the bulbous head of his cock at the entrance to her pussy, her mouth opened as she slowly settled down over it, her hole stretching around the head as she let her body move down in micro-inches until the head finally stretched her and popped inside.
"OH... MY... GOD!" Sara leaned forward with only the head inside her pussy and kissed Frank passionately.
When she pulled back slightly, he saw her eyes sparkling with a lusty wildness. "Are you okay, Sara?" She nodded enthusiastically as she pressed back onto his cock another inch, then pulled back to just the head inside, then back down another inch. "The few women I wanted to be with... they... they didn't want... when they saw..."
She shushed him, again, with a kiss. She pushed back and took four or five inches up her pussy. She moaned and gasped. Every inch of penetration filled her and stretched her in a way she had never before experienced... or imagined. She arched her back, lowered her head, and checked between her legs. My God, she thought, still four or five inches to go and she was already feeling completely stuffed. She closed her eyes, trying to focus on relaxing, less on the stretching happening and more on the... the wonderful feelings of his cock tightly sliding inside her gripping pussy. She rose and slowly descended, up and down, over and over. She didn't know how long it took her until she was finally sitting on his thighs and not holding herself above him. Her head was flung back as gasps and moans escaped her mouth as she slowly began moving on his cock. At first, it was mere inches of movement, then more and more until she rose so only the bulbous head was inside and she plunged her body down over the shaft.
"OH... FUCK... OH... MY... GOD!" She exploded in an orgasm. She collapsed onto his chest, her body shaking, her pussy spasming around the pole deep inside her. After... she didn't know how many minutes... she struggled back up to sitting on him. She blushed, the flow of blood rushing over her mixed with the glow of her orgasm. She looked down at him and shyly said, "Sorry... I couldn't... help..."
This time he raised a finger to her lips to quiet her. "Why would you apologize for what looked like an amazing orgasm? I am so happy I could bring it to you."
Sara smiled, "Oh, you definitely did. Now, let's see about yours." He smiled, now taking her waist in his hands to offer assistance.
Sara was lying half on him after they shared a mutual orgasm. Sara became serious and he noticed but wisely held back any comment to let her bring her thoughts out as she was comfortable. She told him how much she liked him... really like him. He said he could tell. She went on to say that her husband's secrets had ruined their marriage and she was committed to not keep secrets from anyone she might become serious with. She kissed him nervously indicating he was that to her. So, in full disclosure, she admitted to having become sexually active but wanting to take it slow with a serious dating situation... it felt different and special meeting him. She went on to explain the experiences given to her by Toni and Ty and the young people. She watched his reaction closely. She was nervous about the confession but didn't want to start a real relationship with secrets. He asked if she found she really enjoyed multiple partners. She nervously admitted that she did but she would commit herself only to him, that she had stopped any association with the younger group, and she felt their relationship would be worth it.
He smiled at her, rolled her over onto her back, and moved between her legs. He eased his giant cock into her gaping pussy with a smile. Sara gasped. Even after just fucking that pole, it stretched her all over again. He was halfway in when he stopped and she opened her eyes to look at him.
He smiled down at her, lust refilling her eyes. He said, "I think we have something special here, too, Sara. I want to make this work and I don't want you to sacrifice anything you desire just for it to happen." He thrust the rest of his cock into her and exclaimed, "I have... single friends... and couples... like... that, too."
Her eyes shot open wide and almost orgasmed. YES... this was perfect.
THE END



            Executive's Slut Ch. 01a

            CONDITIONING. Husband gone, Karen is begins conditioning.

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/executives-slut-ch-01a

Title: Executive's Slut Ch. 01a

Author: ikeman48

Category: Mind Control

Description: CONDITIONING. Husband gone, Karen is begins conditioning.

Tags: 

Series: Executive's Slut


CHAPTER 1a: CONDITIONING
I'm pretty sure if you had known me you would be wondering (if not in shock) what I am doing here. 'Here' is the office of the CEO of the large company my husband, Gerald, works for. 'Doing'... well... I am naked, on my knees in front of the CEO who is sagged back in his desk chair. His slacks are loosened and open, his cock (bigger than Gerald's who I always had the impression of being average) is hard in my hand and inside my lips. I alternate between licking the length of it, taking it as deep into my mouth as I can while avoiding the impulse to gag, and sucking the head like it is a lollipop.
I don't even work for this man or the company. Gerald does. Until recently Gerald had never been in this corporate building much less this office. This man wouldn't normally know who Gerald was. This man, whose cock I am slobbering over greedily, runs an international company from this office. Gerald is a welder, skilled and respected I am told, but a welder many layers in the organization below this office.
Besides, I am unskilled in sucking cock. Heck, the word, cock... I never used that word before. Now I am not only thinking of it like that but devouring it eagerly. An almost stranger's cock. Only days ago was I even introduced to him and that had been only after Gerald had left for his assignment.
I think I should start over. What I am doing is evident... mmmm, yes... very evident. Sucking cock. Sorry... this is all so new to me. This eagerness to please a man, wanting to demonstrate and prove that new desire and eagerness that has sprung from me. What needs to be explained is HOW I ended up naked, on my knees, sucking the CEO's cock in his office... in the middle of the afternoon. There are parts of the 'how' that are fuzzy in my mind, but I need to go back a few weeks.
* * * *
"India?" Gerald has been offered a wonderful opportunity. That's the way he puts it to me, a wonderful opportunity and honor. The company, Trinity Enterprises, is opening a new state-of-the-art facility in India to serve an exploding market in that general region of the world. From that new location, they will be able to tap into new markets there and Eastern Europe, Africa, and the Middle East. But the most exciting part, for him, is that the company came to him to establish the 'Trinity Way'. He's more excited than I think I had ever seen him. He says he has been in meetings for several weeks and it is a marvelous opportunity for him. I look at him dumbfounded but still not challenging, "Weeks? This is the first you've mentioned it."
He touches my hand as we sit across from each other at the kitchen table. "I know. I'm sorry. They thought it best, though. They wanted us to understand everything about what was happening. Honey, this is like a dream for me. Now I know the company respects what I do. I'm not just a cog in the machine. I'm an important part of what happens."
I can't help but wonder, though. India? We'll be separated by half the globe. Who am I to question, though. It's obvious Gerald is responding to the company the way he does... blind faith and obedience. That's also my impulse to respond to Gerald's announcement. They say good relationships often have a catalyst of opposites. One can tone down the other or one can ignite the other; when one can be prone to just accept something, the other might question it; or, when one is content with status-quo, the other might stimulate discovery and exploration. Gerald and I are two peas in the pod, though. We have complacently muddled through life complying with the company, our parents, our friends, and social norms in general. But... India is so far...
I'm almost too afraid to ask the question that is nagging at me, but I do. "For how long?"
"A couple of years probably."
My mouth drops and my tongue and lips are forming a response to the casual way he drops 'a couple years'. But nothing comes out. I close my mouth to shut off anything negative. I can see it in his face. His eyes are sparkling. What strikes me is this might be the most excited I have EVER seen him. EVER.
Then, his eyes shift back to me from wherever they had been looking. Probably India. "Don't worry, though, honey. The company is going to take care of you while I am gone. They have plans. I've sat down with them and they have plans. They have these tests or interviews or surveys or something. Anyway, they'll be finding out what you need or want to help you be active, cared for, involved with others. They'll take care of the house expenses, everything. Plus, I'll be getting a huge bonus and increased compensation." His focus on me becomes sincere, "They are doing this just for you, honey. The other guys going are single, but they are setting up this support just for you."
I'm not one to question, but... couldn't the company have found just one more single guy? I see Gerald's excitement, though. His being excited, happy, is all I need, isn't it? Isn't it?
* * * *
We're sitting in the lobby of the Trinity Enterprises Corporate Building. Even Gerald has never been here before. The main plant, the first Trinity plant, is located 25 miles away where it is still surrounded by farm fields. The corporate offices were moved out of that facility years ago as the corporation grew and went international. They needed offices that would show better to customers and more convenient to the airport. The building is impressive. Made of glass and steel it rises 5 stories in an office park dominated by Trinity with a line of flag poles along both sides of the parking lot walkway with a flag of each state and country with a Trinity plant or office. At the front door to the building are three flag poles: the center and tallest flies the USA flag; the one on the right flies the Trinity Enterprise symbol; and, the last one is for the flag of any visiting dignitary. As we entered, that flag was India's. Not that anybody from India was visiting but to show respect for the sacrifice of the men going to India.
I am the only woman besides the receptionist behind her shiny curved counter in the center of the lobby. The lobby rises 3 stories with glass on the outside and 2 balconies overlooking us. A stairway winds up one side and a bank of elevators are behind the receptionist. Luggage is jammed in the lobby. If there isn't someone standing, the floor seems occupied by luggage. Each man is allowed three large cases. We just heard from the Vice President of International Operations who is here from his European office to thank and send off the men. A large bus pulls up to the front entry. I hug Gerald. This seems to have happened so fast, but I know it has been several weeks for Gerald. I follow the men outside and watch as Gerald climbs the steps of the bus. When he turns, I am waving with a smile that is happier than I feel. I blow him a kiss and he returns it.
I stand outside at the building entrance watching the bus turn out of the parking lot, then turn again at the intersection before it disappears behind the other buildings. I suddenly sense how quiet it is. I am standing outside by myself. The executives and managers who were in attendance to see off this group of men quickly returned to their offices and other matters. For them, this part of their day is done and they will turn their attention to the next thing on their agendas.
Then, I hear, "Mrs. Samson?" I turn to the voice behind me. Standing just outside the doors is a woman about my age, maybe 35 years old, a bit overweight for her 5'6" frame. Her auburn hair is stylishly cut to her shoulders. She is smartly dressed in a professional charcoal-colored dress, white blouse, and fitted jacket. She is wearing modest height heels like mine. She steps forward with her right hand extended. "Hi, Mrs. Samson. My name is Sarah Thomas. I am the Executive Assistant. Mr. Baldwin was hoping to have a word with you."
I look at her dumbfounded. "Mr. Baldwin... the CEO, Mr. Baldwin?" The woman, Sarah Thomas, smiles and nods, amused by my response. I understand her bemusement. She might be used to dealing with the CEO but I am not. Gerald hasn't ever met him.
She places her hand lightly on my elbow and guides me back to the entrance door. "Yes, that Mr. Baldwin." She hands me a Guest Badge that I see is marked "Fifth Floor/Executive" boldly on it. She explains that everyone must have a security badge to leave the lobby area. I then see her remove a badge attached to the waistband of her skirt, pass it before a dark screen at the elevator that flashes green. Inside the elevator, she passes it over another dark screen and presses the '5' button. She explains that the 5th floor is restricted to Legal and the Executive Offices. On the 5th floor, she turns right and I follow but I also glance to the left where I see a sign indicating the Legal group on glass doors and cubicles of people inside. I turn my attention to the right in time to see Sarah Thomas again passing her badge before another dark screen that flashes green at the tall, imposing, dark mahogany doors. From the outside, there is no glass exposing what is inside.
She holds the massive floor-to-ceiling door open for me. Unfamiliar with large corporate offices in general and senior executive offices in particular, I am overwhelmed by the opulence of what is opened to me. To the right is an elegant sitting area with a dark leather sofa and two chairs around a mahogany and glass coffee table. Down the right side are doorways to spacious offices. At the end is a glass-enclosed conference room with a large table and many chairs. On the left side is an open door to what appears to be a small office (perhaps for visitors to use) and two more doorways matching those on the right. In the center is a tasteful cubicle matching the rest of the area with mahogany and glass walls. There are no nameplates on the cubicle or the office doors. If you are in this part of the building, you are escorted and you know who you are meeting. This is not an area where someone would be wandering around to find who they are looking for.
She leads me to the back office on the left side. A distinguished man in the office we pass looks up and smiles warmly. Sarah raps on the door frame of the next office. The man inside behind a massive, dark wood desk rises and a smile forms immediately on his face. His smile doesn't look fake or forced, but warm and inviting. Sarah introduces us to each other. The man, Mr. Baldwin, the CEO, the top man of all this, takes my hand in shaking it but holds it warmly between his two. He moves his hands to lightly touch my elbow while the other extends toward a sitting area at the back of his office opposite his desk to another leather couch in front of another wood and glass coffee table flanked by leather chairs.
As I sit on one end of the sofa, he sits on the other. Both of us are turned slightly toward each other. Sarah takes a chair. There is something about this man that makes an immediate impact on me. I have never been in the presence of someone with this much power and control of so much and I should probably be intimidated, if not scared, but there is something else about him that has me at ease as if I feel his power and presence is something I can rely on, something I can trust. It is a strange feeling when having just met him, especially when it was his people who sent Gerald halfway around the world away from me. It is such a strange feeling that I am momentarily unaware of what he has been saying until I snap to.
"... the reason you are very important to us for the sacrifice you and Gerald are giving for the company. So, as I said, we intend to do what we can to not only take good care of Gerald while he is there for the company and reward his efforts but we intend to take good care of you, too. As we understand it, you and Gerald have been together since school, Gerald has dedicated himself to his work and rarely even taken vacations away. This separation could be very difficult for you to be left behind alone. Gerald will have his work and the other men around him. He will be exposed to a new culture and people with the opportunity to witness, explore, and sample. You... well, you are left with your normal, routine, everyday life. That's where we think we can help you."
I hadn't realized until he glances again at Sarah that he had again been holding my hand, the thumb of his hand lightly caressing the top. It is then that he lightly squeezes my hand and gives me another of those disarmingly sincere smiles. He rises and moves to his desk where he picks up a manila folder.
My eyes shift from this impressive man, though, when Sarah begins talking. "We don't want to leave you behind in the process, Karen. We believe many factors can play into how well our people perform and one of them is the feeling that while they are doing their jobs that their home is secure. Providing good salaries and benefits goes a long way to providing that sense normally. In this case, however, we think more can be provided. Your husband is the only married man on the team."
Mr. Baldwin adds as he sits back down on the sofa, "But we wanted to have him on the team."
Sarah nods. "So we explained to him our interest in working with you."
I smile. I remember Gerald mentioning something about that and I offer that to them. Sarah smiles and nods.
"I'm glad he mentioned that to you. In that effort, we suggested a personality/interest type test to assist us, which he agreed to take. It was very insightful. We knew the kind of man he was in his job and it confirmed what we believed and also gave us insights into his relationship with you and the home." She glanced at Mr. Baldwin who I noticed giving a nod. "So, we asked for his permission to give one to you." I shrugged. If Gerald took it and thought it okay, why not? She smiled. "We already gave it to you." I looked startled. I shook my head. I was never given anything like that. "He permitted us to put the link in front of you through an email. There are a lot of them out there and they are fun to see what kind of animal you might be, etc." I nod. "Do you remember one that took you through many pages and questions and went into a lot of detail?"
My mouth opened and my eyes dropped to the floor. I do remember. The questions led me down a path where I became increasingly open and honest about myself. I was curious what it might conclude. The questions were intriguing. Those little surveys on Facebook are fun when they end up comparing you to some famous person of history. This was different, though. It was much longer. The general questions it started with soon had me opening up more and more with the questions delving into how I react to situations, what I enjoyed, what brought me pleasure, and how supportive and attentive to my needs my partner was. As I sat there remembering, I became flushed and warm. I had been stunned by the analysis of the results: a basic personality intrigued by new experiences; a strong desire for physical pleasure; a strongly compliant personality; and, possible deep frustration due to a similarly compliant partner unable to help with her needs. They have seen that?
"Mrs. Samson? Karen?"
I was staring at the coffee tabletop. It was Mr. Baldwin's voice. My eyes shifted from the table to his fingers lightly, reassuringly stroking my bare forearm with my hands clutched together in my lap. I didn't remove his hand or move my arm away. Without much consideration of the fingers, I watched them trace along my forearm to the crease of my elbow as they moved up along my bicep and back down to my forearm. It felt so delicate, comforting, and attentive.
I look up into his face. I blush deeply when I realize I have missed something while lost in my thoughts. "I'm... I'm sorry, sir. What?"
He smiled and gave me a little hug. I felt my body relaxing into him. He was so confident and self-assured. But it was only the briefest of moments. "There is nothing to be sorry about. This must be a difficult time and we understand that and we want to help. We know we can help." He touched my chin with his fingertips and lifted my face, my eyes becoming lost in his. His eyes were bright blue, intense blue eyes that seemed to draw me into them. I blushed to a deep level as I felt the reaction of his touch, his proximity, and his eyes. "Sarah is going to help you. It's the least we can do for all you are sacrificing for the company. You are suddenly going to be alone, unsupported, emotionally adrift. We think we can help you find some purpose, some structure, and we can provide some guidance, direction, and control for you." I suddenly realized how strong my smile had become as he offered this to me. His fingers again stroking my forearm but now moving to my wrist and hand in my lap, one of his fingertips grazing my thigh, innocently, it felt. "Would you like that? Will you let us help you? Would you like some structure in your life? Would it help to have some direction and control given to you? This is a time when you could be benefited from a transitional shift with the right assistance and direction."
I found I was sitting straighter. I wasn't leaning back on the sofa. My back was straight. His touch, his eyes, his voice seemed to give me strength. A time of transition. Someone to guide me, direct me, put some control into my life? Did I want that? That was why that online survey identified my frustration... I've never had that. I smile shyly at him, this strong, confident man who wanted to help.
"Yes, sir... I do want that."
He smiled. His eyes probed into mine. I had no idea what was in that probing look but I felt different, released somehow. Then it broke. He shifted his gaze and body. He was no longer in contact with me. His thigh that had been touching mine, his fingers on my arm, they were gone and it felt like a void.
Sarah took over, again. With her voice, my attention shifted to her and Mr. Baldwin stood to move behind Sarah. His presence behind her reinforced everything she said. It was as if some of his authority and power (or something) was transferred to her. This was Wednesday and she asked if I could be back at 10:00 Friday morning to begin the process. I eagerly said I would be here. She said she was hopeful about what they could provide but that initial session would uncover the next steps.
* * * *
"How do you think it went?" Sarah Thomas had returned from escorting me out of the building and returned to her boss's office doorway. She entered and took a visitor's chair in front of his desk. "Is this going to work? Maybe more to the point, should I feel bad about setting this in motion?"
"Your own words: success comes from taking opportunities provided." He looked at her. That wasn't an answer. It might only be an excuse for another action in a long line of aggressive actions taken to achieve success and wealth. She recognized the look and formed a better response. Though a much-glorified secretary, her long association with him had allowed her a relative amount of wealth and security. "The protocol we're using isn't a hypnosis process to make her quack like a duck. This isn't planting a seed in her mind. It's more that we're bringing her dormant, unrealized self to her consciousness and removing some of the barriers and inhibitions that family and society have put in place to block what is already who she is but keeps her from accepting it." She met his eyes and saw the man he was: dominant, controlling, confident. She also saw what she was very aware of: he was eagerly on board with what was planned for Karen Samson but it fell to Sarah to implement it. Sarah Thomas was not Karen Samson. Sarah was strong in her own way, just never educated enough to go much further in the business world. Attaching herself to James Baldwin was a gamble but it proved effective. Along the way, she too found herself in what could have been sexual harassment situations with him but enduring them had solidified her position with him. Being married, she eventually had to confess to her husband what had happened. Initially hurt, they got past it. Being a mid-level manager at a separate, less successful company, the money and benefits Sarah brought to the marriage seemed to make up for it. She sometimes wondered if the weight she gained, now a bit overweight was an unconscious effort at dissuading any advances. All that was behind her and had been for a while.



"As far as the question of will this work... I am sure you felt her response to you because I could certainly see it."
He nodded. Her response had been significant. He half felt he could have pushed the issue right there but then there would be guilt and remorse for her later. This would be better. "So, you'll begin the protocol on Friday?"
Sarah smiled. After working so closely with him for these years, she could read him. He was fighting the impulse to jump ahead. He understood the need to follow the process even if he was tempted to demand faster results. They had a process prepared, what was called 'the protocol' by the consultant they had hired after seeing Karen's survey results.
"Yes. Friday will be the beginning. Then, I am sure she will be agreeable to continuing with sessions on Monday, Wednesday, and Friday of the next two weeks." She reviewed the process... again. Friday morning would be a similar survey but it would dig a little deeper, probe more detail. While she would be occupying her with lunch, the results would be compiled and salient responses programmed as subliminal reinforcing messages and suggestions hidden in ambient music that will be provided to Karen with special noise-canceling headphones. She'll be innocently encouraged to use the headphones at home when not otherwise distracted to help her avoid periods that might turn lonely. Subsequent visits will continue the process. She may not understand why the surveys continue but she won't object. The music will be replaced with new messages each time and each time she will be presented with a new example of the company's concern for her: a lawn service to take mowing and treatments from her concern; a gym membership and introductory personal training sessions; moving to an allowance for basics to alleviate money concerns. These awards will also mask the feeling of euphoria and eagerness to please. Because they are already elements of her being that have been buried and dormant, unrealized by her equally compliant husband, she'll likely only feel a sense of actualization and fulfillment.
Patience. All he needed was patience.
* * * *
I was tentative about returning to the Trinity building Friday morning. What was it they could do for me? I had spent a lot of time remembering that survey I had completed online. The survey they knew about. I had expressed loneliness in my answers. Answers I had given not after Gerald had left but before, well before. Not having Gerald around now might compound that feeling of loneliness but it wasn't the real source. The real source was us. Gerald and me. The types of people we were and what that made us when combined. How do you feel loneliness when you are with someone? I had expressed frustration, too. Maybe more frustration than loneliness. In a way, I decided, the frustration was an outcome of the loneliness. I felt alone because I didn't feel supported, encouraged, challenged, or desired. Could I really blame it all on Gerald? I probably shouldn't. As it turned out, he wasn't much different than me in personality but he got his direction, support, and encouragement at work. It wasn't within him to give it to me, though. It wasn't within him to step outside of himself for at least moments to give me new experiences, to ASK me what I wanted.
So, how could Trinity Enterprises possibly give me something my husband couldn't?
I had committed to Sarah, though. And to Mr. Baldwin. Yes, Mr. Baldwin. What a powerful, strong man. I wondered if I would see him, again.
I passed through the main entrance doors and... froze in place, the revolving door almost hitting me as it continued to turn. There standing by the reception desk was Sarah Thomas. She had a Visitor security badge ready for me and a big, welcoming smile on her face. In thinking about that survey, my issues were far more than being without Gerald but maybe, just maybe, their concern, their caring, might indeed make some difference.
Sarah settled me in the extra office of the Executive Suite. I noticed Mr. Baldwin's office door was closed. A man like him must have important meetings and phone calls constantly. She set me up at a laptop computer at the desk. She turned the light low and provided a pitcher of ice water and a glass. A real glass-glass. It might have been crystal for all I knew. It was 10:15.
About 10 minutes into the questions, I saw the question I had been thinking about myself.
'Do you think you have a tendency to want someone to make decisions for you?'
Yes, I answered.
Then, 'Would you be embarrassed to admit to others or yourself that you desire someone to make decisions for you?'
My finger hung over the key that would mark 'yes'. Unless I am honest in my answers, I thought to myself, all of this could be a waste of time. I pressed the key... Yes.
'Do you feel you lack the confidence to make decisions for yourself and others?'
Yes.
'Have you wished you had someone strong and supportive to help you with choices and options?'
Yes. God knows Gerald couldn't.
'Have you wished you had a strong man to direct and guide you?'
Yes. Is it getting hot in here or...?
It went on like that. Once it started with my insecurity, my lack of confidence, my need for strength and direction in my life, it continued. Slowly, it showed me the logic, the reality of my condition in life, how I have always lived and I began seeing where my strong feelings of loneliness came from and the frustration I came to know but never understood. Never understood until now.
A knock on the door and Sarah cracked the door open and peeked in. I smiled up at her. She held a box in her hand. She called them noise-canceling headphones. She said they were programmed with soothing ambient music. Very restful. Calming. She wanted me to spend 10 minutes in quiet so the survey didn't become too stressful. Stressful answers, she said, would be counterproductive.
As I left, Sarah said she would be in touch. I wasn't expecting it to be the next day on Saturday. She called Saturday afternoon apologizing if she was intruding. Heaven, no, I told her honestly. She explained that her husband was playing golf and she was reviewing the file. I have a file apparently. She had often mentioned how seriously Mr. Baldwin considered helping me. I found myself smiling while talking to her. She said she was excited about the survey results and was wondering if I was using the headphones. I assured her I was and that I did, indeed, find it very soothing and relaxing. I told her I felt the relaxation deep down and that was odd but nice. She asked me to come in Monday at the same time and to not forget the headphones. I didn't even have to think about it. I assured her I would be there. I thanked her profusely.
Then, she said something that clutched my heart, emotions rising within me. "Thank you, Karen, because I enjoy being with you, too. But this is Mr. Baldwin who is driving this."
Mr. Baldwin. Of course. Such a strong and decisive man, in control and committed. I feel so fortunate to have a man like that on my side. The memory of how Gerald's inability to give me that flashed through me but was quickly overridden by the image of Mr. Baldwin sitting next to me on the sofa, his fingers lightly touching my arm, his voice calm but also firm and commanding, his attention fully on me, caring and confident. After the phone call, I put the headphones back on.
Monday was similar. The same small office, the same laptop, the same process of questions (always answering with YES), and the same breaks with the headphones with some new music. This was repeated Wednesday and Friday. The same happened the following week. Each day I was happy to go in to meet with Sarah but each day I went in I hoped to see Mr. Baldwin, again. I was disappointed to hear that he was to be out of town on business on the second week. But, each day I went in turned from being 'happy' to go into 'excited'. Each session motivated me and clarified who I was and what I needed to be happy and content, to feel fulfilled and whole. Each session provided me with new music for the headphones that seemed to ease my feeling deeper and deeper into my psyche and self-awareness. The survey questions evolved over the sessions. They delved deeper and deeper into my psyche, my latent needs, and my desire to be led and to please.
'Have you always desired a strong man who could provide for you, lead you, guide you, and make decisions for you?'
YES
'Have you lacked the confidence to accept the attention of such men?'
YES
'If you were with such a man who would take care of your needs, guide you in new things, help you experience new things, would you want to please him and do everything you can to show your appreciation?'
YES. Oh, God, yes.
The question eventually led to the decisive impression. The impression that triggered everything for me.
'A person who lacks the confidence to make decisions and wants someone strong to guide them, lead them, decide actions for them in their life is called submissive. Do you think you are a submissive who has always yearned for a strong man to guide you?'
I sat back and stared at the question. I have been so conflicted over my feelings, so embarrassed by the wish that a decision would be made, by someone, anyone, throughout my life. This was why. Why hadn't I seen this before? Because I have been in a relationship where there were two of us. The source of my loneliness. The source of my frustration. My finger hit the key so hard, I flinched. YES!
The questions continued to progress, evolve, seeming to lead me deeper in self-awareness. A new awareness that might have been shocking if it didn't seem so obvious in reflection. New days in the small office in front of the laptop intermixed with time with the headphones that turned into major periods with them at home (it was so calming, so affirming strangely) led me deeper into me.
'Since you are submissive by nature, do you find yourself attracted to the idea of a strong man to lead you?'
YES.
'Since you are submissive by nature and yearn for a strong man to lead and control you, do you desire to obey him in whatever way he wants?'
YES. Oh, God, yes, please.
'A submissive finds serving a strong man to be a very pleasurable experience. Do you desire the pleasurable experience of serving and pleasing such a man?'
YES.
On and on. Each session. Each new time with the headphones. I eagerly awaited each new session in the small office, each new time in the Executive Suite hoping for a glimpse of Mr. Baldwin who I knew to be such a strong and controlling man, and each new time with the headphones that seemed to bring its own comforting thrill.
'Since you desire to serve and please such a man, pleasing him would involve dressing accordingly. Such men would be pleased by dressing sexy, wearing tight, revealing clothes, high heels, and stockings, don't you think?'
YES. I pressed my thighs together.
'Wearing sexy, revealing clothes is exciting for you because the man is pleased and you want to please the man, don't you?'
YES.
'In fact, when such a man looks at you with arousal and compliments you, even crudely, it arouses you. The more attention you can entice the more aroused you would become, wouldn't you?'
YES. I am sure I would.
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CHAPTER 1b: CONDITIONING CONT'D
It was near the end of the session on the Wednesday of the second week. If in the beginning, I had been told these sessions would stretch into two weeks, I wouldn't have believed or understood it. Now ... now, each session is like another epiphany for me. I am no longer merely eager for the sessions. I am excited, aroused even. When I am in the Executive Suite of the building, I sometimes see other men, the Executive Vice Presidents, but it is Mr. Baldwin I most want to see, again. But I don't. He has been traveling. Then, Sarah pops into the small office. Normally, she knocks and enters quietly. This time she pops in. I can see she is excited. Excited for me? Mr. Baldwin has returned and would like a moment of my time, if possible. If possible? Sarah doesn't see, but I squeeze my thighs together. I am excited. My body is excited. She suggests I spend some minutes with the headphones to clear my mind from the time with the laptop questions. I nod. She will come back shortly. I put the headphones on and a thought comes to me. I stand and move to the picture hanging in the room. It's a dark picture and I can see my reflection and when I look I fuss.
I can't believe how plainly I am dressed. A White button-up blouse and charcoal slacks. Why didn't I wear a skirt? Skirts are more attractive. Men like to see women's legs. Short skirts are even better. I don't have many short skirts. Or revealing tops. I can get some, though. But not now. Damn, he'll probably think I am a nun dressed like this.
The soft, soothing music is playing into my ears. Unaware, though, the subliminal messages are fed directly into my brain. Staring at myself, my reflection. What do I do? I've waited for this moment. I watch as my fingers undo the top three buttons of my blouse. I turn slightly and the edges of my white lace bra become visible. Better. I take the band out of my ponytail and fluff my long, blond hair. I smile. Even better. I reprimand my reflection, remember a skirt next time.
I look closer at myself. Not bad, girl. For a 39-year-old married woman, all 5'5" and 110 pounds. Not bad, at all. I glance down at my opened blouse and the ample cleavage showing. Yes, and those 34E's aren't bad, either. Men will love those and it will be so exciting when I don't hide them.
Sarah retrieves me and takes me to Mr. Baldwin's door. She knocks on the door jamb (she's done that before) and he stands as he sees us enter. My face has a smile that I couldn't fake. He stops several feet away and looks at me. Not just my face. His eyes stop at my open blouse before traveling down my body. A smile grows on his face. I'm blushing. I can feel a wave of warmth spreading through my body and centering finally in my pussy.
"My ... you look stunning Mrs. ... may I call you Karen?" I nod enthusiastically. I also blush deeper. "You do look stunning." I try to object ... I'm dressed too comfortably for the computer time ... "Karen ..." With a couple of steps, he closes the distance between us. His arms go out and instinctively I step into his arms. He hugs me. "Karen, you do look stunning." He steps back and returns to his desk. He indicates with a hand for me to take a chair in front of his desk. I wonder how many powerful men in their own right have sat in this same chair to discuss and negotiate projects and agreements.
He is still smiling. He is still also gazing at my body, especially my breasts since they are the only parts of me partially exposed to his gaze. I can feel my pussy getting wetter. He likes what he sees. I am pleasing to him. No wonder I am excited.
"You look like you are adjusting to your new situation well, Karen. Am I right?"
"Oh, yes, Mr. Baldwin. Very well, in fact."
"The time you have spent under Sarah's direction has been beneficial, then?"
"Yes, sir. It's hard to explain, really, but I feel more alive and energized than I think I ever have."
He is looking at me intently. I am glad my slacks are dark and heavy material. I want to giggle at the thought, but it would be terrible if my wetness might seep through. Another good reason to wear a dress or skirt?
He smiles at me as if he could tell what I was thinking and I blush profusely ... again. "Would you mind standing up, Karen?"
"Of course, sir." I popped up out of the chair. "Turn around, please." I did as he asked. He was inspecting me. He was blatantly inspecting me! "Nice, Karen. You have a nice ass. I bet you've been told that a lot, though. I'm sorry, dear, do you mind that I said that?"
I was flushed with more warmth flooding my body. I stammer out my reply, "Thank you ... no ... I mean."
He chuckles, "Take a breath, Karen."
"Yes, sir ... sorry, sir. I meant ... thank you for the ... ummm ... compliment, sir. No, I haven't heard that much before."
"I find that hard to believe."
"Well, sir ... I haven't really ... well ... I haven't really ..."
"You haven't been exposed to men like me much before?"
"I guess not, sir. But ... your question ... no ... no I don't mind. It makes me feel good that you like me, that I please you. It makes me feel good. I don't know ... am I making sense, sir?"
He smiles. "Yes, it does, dear. You are doing very well in such a short time, too. I see on the schedule that Friday is your last session." I nod and my face must have shown something I didn't intend. "Does that make you sad?" I started to offer something when he held up his hand. I immediately stop and look at him. "I would like to take you to lunch after your session. Would that be possible?"
"Yes, sir! Thank you!"
"And, Karen ... you are correct, of course." I looked at him puzzled. "A dress would be much more attractive. A short dress, I think. With your breasts in a low-cut top would be ... amazing. That would be very pleasing."
"Yes, sir. Thank you, sir."
I was almost skipping as I came out of his office to Sarah's desk. "Well," she said with a big smile, "don't you look happy."
"Very ... excited, too. He's taking me to lunch on Friday."
She smiles. Maybe it was leering. "Excited ... yes, I can see that." I gave her a puzzled look. "Your nipples, Karen." I looked down. Even through the blouse and bra, my erect nipples were poking out for attention. She handed me my headphones, commenting on new music added to them and reminding me to continue using them. I waved as I left.
* * * *
Friday's session was a whole lot deeper. I still didn't flinch. My answers continued to be enthusiastically, YES. I didn't even notice that references to generic men or man were replaced with Mr. Baldwin.
'The idea of serving Mr. Baldwin arouses you.'
YES. I was aroused just answering the question.
'Serving Mr. Baldwin is so arousing for you that being around him makes you horny.'
YES. I rubbed my thighs together. My breathing came heavier and jagged. My mind flashed to the lunch coming up.
'You are submissive to Mr. Baldwin and you want to please him so much you are horny all the time and can't stop thinking about sex with him.'
YES.
'In the box below, complete the sentence by typing: I am submissive to ....'
I AM SUBMISSIVE TO MR. BALDWIN AND I WANT TO PLEASE HIM SO MUCH I AM HORNY AND CAN'T STOP THINKING ABOUT SEX WITH HIM.
'Being submissive to Mr. Baldwin makes you horny and you think about sex around him and you know that having sex with him will please him and you want to please Mr. Baldwin.'
YES. Fuck, yes!
'As Mr. Baldwin's submissive, you want to suck his cock.'
YES.
'As Mr. Baldwin's submissive, you want to fuck him.'
YES.
'As Mr. Baldwin's submissive, you'll obey his wishes even if he shares you.'
Oh, God. My left hand clutched my breast through my clothes as my right finger pressed on the key. YES. I was gasping for breath. My new panties were soaked with my juices.
'Is a woman who enjoys sex, wants sex, will use sex to please men, and who dresses sexy to please men called a slut?'
Without thinking, my left hand found its way to my breast by itself. I squeezed it and gasped. YES.
'As Mr. Baldwin's submissive, you want to please him by sucking his cock, fucking him, and dressing provocatively, isn't that right?'
YES.
'As Mr. Baldwin's submissive, you will please him by doing the same for other men, if he wishes?'
YES.
'Are you, then, Mr. Baldwin's submissive slut?'
I might have been surprised that my hand had moved from my breast to between my legs, stroking my pussy through the wet material of my panties, but my mind was focused, too focused, on the understanding and acceptance of who and what I truly was. YES.
'Although you find nothing wrong with being Mr. Baldwin's submissive and pleasing him in any manner he might request, it will not be mentioned to anyone except as permitted by Mr. Baldwin.'
YES.
After that last answer, there was a knock on the door. Sarah stood in the doorway with a lusty smile on her face. I was slow in removing my hand from between my legs, which was where her eyes were focused. I blushed and opened my mouth to stammer out a feeble excuse, but she stopped me. She said she understood. She said she has felt the same way about him. I wondered what that meant. She wasn't like me. She was strong and decisive. But before I could ask, she handed me the headphones and suggested resting for a few moments before lunch. I put the headphones on, leaned my head back, and sighed as one hand went to my breast and the other returned to my short skirt and found my wet pantie crotch. The music went to work like I was now used to it doing. It had the effect of calming my mind while somehow causing my body and somewhere deep in my mind to vibrate with building energy ... energy that would need to be released. Not that I understood any of that, though.
* * * *
I sat across from Mr. Baldwin in a very expensive restaurant some miles from his office. The lighting was subdued and the booth we shared felt semi-private. By the time our meals were presented to us, the restaurant was already less crowded as we were at the tail end of the normal lunch rush. He had been pulling information from me and offering some of his own. He was ten years older than me at 49. I could see he was about 5'10" with a trim, almost athletic body. His hair was stylishly cut and still brown. He seemed amazingly open and I soaked up every word, thrilled that he was trusting me. He offered that he was in his second marriage, now to a woman 4 years younger than me at 35. He held my eyes for a moment and I found I was holding my breath in anticipation of something he was about to share.
"Have you ever been with a woman?" I blushed. "We've been married now for 4 years. She is my match. She is adventurous and open-minded. I think you'll like her."
Did he just ....? But before I could be more diverted by that thought ...
"I like the way you're dressed today, Karen. It is very attractive, very sexy. I am pleased. You are a sexy woman, Karen. Sexy and erotic. Enticing and tempting. Did you dress this way for me?" I nod my head and blush. I was blushing a lot these days. "I like it, Karen. I like it very much. It pleases me." That warm feeling floods through my body, again. "I like the way that blouse shows your wonderful cleavage. How big are your breasts, dear?"
Shyly, I drop my eyes as I mumble a response. He instructs me to look up and respond proudly. "34E, sir." I glance down at myself. He was looking, too. This blouse is form-fitting and the top button is barely above the line of my nipples. It is very revealing. I was surprised I bought it after trying it on in the dressing room of the store. I wasn't sure I would have the nerve to wear it. When I walked into the Executive Suite of the offices and saw Sarah's eyes almost pop out, I knew it was right. I knew Mr. Baldwin would be pleased. And, wasn't that what mattered? Pleasing Mr. Baldwin?
"Before the waiter returns with the check, undo another button. He provided good service, I think. Show your appreciation."
I smile. The feeling inside, though, was wicked. That's the way I felt as my fingers worked the button loose and the front of my lace bra came into view. I picked up my water glass and took a sip, my eyes on Mr. Baldwin as the waiter came to the table and hesitates before placing the leather folder on the table.
Mr. Baldwin wouldn't let me rebutton before leaving. I was to leave my blouse like it was. In the car, he asked me how it felt. Wicked, I said. He chuckled, maybe another time it will be two buttons. I shiver. That would be so very wicked ... and exciting.
I walk a half step behind and to the side of him. Don't ask me why. It just happened. I couldn't explain it any better than I could explain a lot of what has been happening to me or the way I have been feeling lately. I sense changes in myself, how I felt, how I was acting, and certainly how I was dressing. Not understanding, not seeming to be able to quantify it, though, made it easy to push away and focus instead on the now. That was never more evident than when we enter the Executive Suite back at the offices and I follow Mr. Baldwin to his office past Sarah's cubicle and desk. She looked up, did a double-take at seeing the undone button and my exposed bra, then slyly gave me a wink and thumbs-up as I passed her. I only smiled.
He held his office door open for me to pass through. To Sarah, he said, "We're going to be in a conference. No interruptions, please." He closed the door and smiled at me. He told me to stand by the front of his desk. He removed his jacket, hung it on the coat tree in the corner, then took his chair behind his desk. He leaned back and appraised me, again. His desk was nearly empty. A small stack of folders and a closed laptop were neatly arranged to his right. Otherwise, the desk surface was clean.
Tension began to fill my body as I stood in front of him while he looked, appraised, examined me deliberately and blatantly. The tension wasn't nerves, though. I realized as I stood there under his gaze it was anticipation. Then, it was like the moment in a magnificent musical score when the entire piece comes together.
"Earlier you said you dressed this way just for me." I nod. To be honest, I wouldn't have wanted to trust my voice at the moment. "That pleases me, Karen. It pleases me very much. Do you know what else pleases me?" I softly shook my head. "I am pleased that such an attractive, sexy, mature woman desires to please me. I think mature women are especially sexy when they desire themselves to be. Is that you, Karen? Do you desire to please me?"
It gushed out of my mouth without thought or control, "Yes, sir! I desire that very much."
"I can see that in you, Karen. You exude sexuality. You haven't always been this way, though, have you? But you've come to see what you are, what you want." I nod. He smiles. "Tell me. Tell me what you are and what you want."
I shivered. That flood of warmth flowed through me, again. I could feel my nipples tingling. I could feel the moisture lubricating my pussy, leaking out between the lips, and soaking into the thin material of my panties. This might be it. The moment. The past couple of weeks and the craving I have developed for this possible moment.
"I want to please you, sir. Yes, I dressed for you and I am happy ... no excited that you are pleased with it. It excites me to know I can please you."
He smiled. It wasn't a happy or innocent smile. It was a lusty smile and that excited me, too. "Good. And what are you?"
I was puzzled. At the moment I was just a woman craving to please him. Then, it crashed in on me. It was up to him, though. All I could do is tell him. "Sir ... what I am is now only a desire inside me yearning to be. It will be unfilled, unrealized without your acceptance." A faint smile formed on his mouth as if he was forcing a reaction down. With only silence, I had to press ahead. The words echoing in my head and I verbalized the words to him. "I know I am submissive, Mr. Baldwin. And ... and ... I ... I want ... I would be your submissive ... if you would have me. Mr. Baldwin, the idea of serving you ... arouses me, it makes me constantly horny. I think about being your submissive and ... I can't stop thinking about sex." He sat there watching me, studying my face, watching my chest rise and fall as my breathing increased wildly. That smile remaining on his face and maybe growing a bit as he studied me. "That's what I am, sir. Or, will be if ..."
"If I have you?" I nod expectantly. "Sex ... you only imagine about sex with me or you want sex with me? What is it you would do? What would you be for me, Karen?"
"I imagine it, yes, but I want it, too."
"Take off your blouse, Karen." My fingers began undoing the remaining buttons until I had to pull the tails out of my skirt to finish. I slid it off my shoulders and dropped it on the chair. I stood before him, a bit anxious and nervous, feeling something not being normal but exciting and real at the same time. "What exactly is it you want to do for sex with me?"
"I ... I ... want to suck your cock, sir." He told me to drop my skirt. I was now standing in my new lace bra, panties, thigh-high stockings, and heels. Then, he asked what else. "I want to fuck you, sir. I want to suck you and fuck you to serve and please you." He motioned to my bra and I dropped it, revealing my 34E breasts naked for his view. I thought I might orgasm right then. He didn't have to ask. "I want to suck and fuck and obey all your wishes and desires, sir."
He pointed to my panties. I took a breath. That feeling that something was not normal but was too exciting to avoid. I pushed my panties down my thighs and stepped out of them. Now standing naked in his office without a concern.
"You're shaved. Have you always shaved, Karen?" I looked down at my body. God, I was naked and it was so exciting! I shook my head. "You did it for me? In anticipation of what might happen?" I nod and held his eyes, though his eyes moved from mine to my breasts to my shaved pussy. He opened two fingers and I knew. I separated my legs. He now had a better view. I blushed with my blatant display. "I am pleased. I am very pleased. You dressed for me. You undressed for me. You offered yourself to me. You shaved for me. I am pleased, Karen."
"Thank you, sir."
"Karen, tell me something ... a woman who would confess such things to a man she barely knows, who dresses sexy for him, who stands naked in his office, who wishes to have sex with him ... is there a word for such a woman?"
"A slut, sir. I am that woman, I am your submissive slut."
"We'll see ..." He turned his desk chair sideways.
I stepped to him around the side of the desk. I sank to my knees in front of him, worked his belt and slacks open. I pulled the waist down over his hips to expose his already hard cock. I might not have had a lot of sexual experience with Gerald and certainly not adventurous sex, but I found myself typing in internet searches while listening to the headphones. What I physically might lack I had gained visual study. I licked his cock from the base to the head which slipped into my lips and mouth. I sucked the head before kissing and licking down the shaft, again. The fingers of one hand began massaging his balls as I suck and stroke his cock. I push my mouth down as far as I could without gagging, managing to take the head to the entrance to my throat. Up and down my mouth worked. I lost myself in the act. I felt his cock pulse and I strain my eyes up to look at him. I knew I should take him in my mouth and swallow and I was prepared to even though I never had before but he suddenly stood, his cock pulling from my mouth.
He grasps me, turns me to his desk, and presses me forward, my breasts and stomach press onto the highly polished surface. I open my legs wide and gasp as I feel him take my hips in his hands and his cock poking at my pussy. My breath catches in my throat as I feel his cock sliding along my wet pussy lips, probing the wet tissue between them until it sinks into my hole. Without exhaling, I suck in more air, my lungs full and held as he plunges deeper into my pussy. With one hand on my upper back pressing me onto the desktop, he pulls back a few inches ... then plunges fully into me until his hips smack against my ass. It drives all the held air out of my lungs and with it a loud gasping groan. He pulls back and presses forcefully back in. Then over and over. Each thrust becomes a little bit quicker, a little bit more urgent until he is pounding his cock into my pussy.



The sounds in the office attack my ears with confusion. This is a primal act of mating. An alpha taking his mate. I have never been taken like this. It is consuming. It is dominating. It is controlling and powerful. IT IS EVERYTHING.
I orgasm on his cock, pressed against a wood surface. I cry out amid all the other sounds. The grunting from behind me. The gasping and moaning coming from my mouth and his. His flesh smacking against my flesh. We can't be in his office but I open my eyes and we are ... this is happening in his office and that realization causes another peak in my orgasm.
Suddenly, he pulls out of me. Suddenly, I am empty of him and despite the orgasm, I feel frustrated by the emptiness. He pulls me back from the desktop and turns me to him. I sink to my knees which turns out to be what he wanted, anyway. He holds his cock to my face, his cock covered in my juice, my cum, my orgasm. I open my mouth wide and he pushes it inside. I close my lips around it. One of my hands grasps my breast while the other finds my empty, slick, gaping pussy. I continue to fondle myself as he is now fucking my mouth, occasionally driving into my throat but only for a moment. His fingers grasp my head with my hair. He fucks my mouth but it is different, not as powerful or pounding. I feel his cock swell and pulse in my mouth and feel him tense.
"Take it all, my submissive slut. Take it and swallow it. Show me you are mine."
God, yes! Cum in my mouth. Give me your seed. Cum in any hole, anywhere.
I feel the first spurt and I try to gulp it down but I am surprised by the volume. His need must have been great. Before I can finish gulping there is another spurt and another. He pulls out of my mouth and some cum escapes onto my lips and my chin. I look up at him. He is smiling. A finger pulls the wayward cum up to my lips and I suck it off his finger.
"Well done."
Looking up at him, kneeling naked at his feet, I smile back.
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CHAPTER 2: THE BALDWINS
The weekend seemed destined to be entirely too long. It was just a normal Saturday/Sunday weekend but after that time in Mr. Baldwin's office on Friday, it seemed too long to wait. No, I didn't leave the office with any expressed expectation about the future much less as soon as Monday. He gave me no promise or hint. He expressed how happy he was with me, how pleased he was. I had undressed in his office in the afternoon when others were working. I had sucked his cock and been fucked in his office just like I had imagined and wanted. I had pleased him with my body just like I had desired to do.
To appease the anxiety and uncertainty of what was to come, I turned to the headphones. They had calmed me after Gerald left me for his two-year stint of work in India. The headphones could calm me still, though it would be for a different source of anxiety.
I hummed to the sounds of the headphones as I cleaned and rearranged furniture. I had a desire for more change. I rearranged the living room furniture, deep cleaning as I moved things around. The bedroom was harder because of the size of the dresser and bed frame so I focused on what was in my dresser and closet. My clothes. I moved all of Gerald's clothes in the dresser to a bottom drawer and shoved all of his stuff in the closet to the back. When he left, he took a lot of his clothes so it was easy to consolidate. Now I could critically appraise and organize mine. I wasn't happy. I had few things that now seemed appropriate.
By Saturday early evening, I was stripped down and trying on underwear and clothes. I had been at it for several hours with a small number of panties and bras refolded in the drawers and a larger pile on the floor I was unhappy with. Almost all of my stockings were pantyhose and all of them were in the pile on the floor. It left me with one pair of thigh-highs still in the packaging from a splurge and never had the nerve to wear. And, I had the pair I wore the past Friday for Mr. Baldwin.
The headphones continued their magic as I worked. I had a sense of calm with another sense deeper inside of craving and desire. I would be stopped in front of the full-length mirror in the bedroom touching my nipples and pussy without the conscious thought of why I was doing it except that it felt good and that I remembered how pleased Mr. Baldwin was with my body. It was then that I saw my smartphone buzzing across the surface of the dresser. With one hand still rolling a nipple, I stepped to check the caller ID. I lowered the headphones to my neck and picked up the phone.
"Hi, honey. What time is it there?"
"Morning. I hope I had this figured out correct and didn't wake you." I told him it was fine. "Sorry I haven't called; it's been busy here. We're not only working but learning some of the language and culture. It's kind of full immersion and... well... sorry... anyway, the guys are great. It's like for the first time I have a gang to hang out with. You know me, slow to make any friends or have the confidence to be a part of anything but work. But these guys are great. Might be that we are all in the same boat, so to speak."
"So... you're having a good time?"
"Yeah, the country is interesting. Completely different from what we're used to in many ways but that makes it interesting, too. And the guys are great." There was a pause, a too-long pause that I was all too familiar with when the conversation becomes awkward. Of course, my mind was formulating what I was and wasn't going to tell him. I could tell him about the mundane things of life alone. I wouldn't tell him about the headphones, the surveys, the new desires, and cravings, and certainly not about my submission to Mr. Baldwin. Mr. Baldwin. In the awkward silence and considering what I might respond with, my free left hand was between my thighs and stroking my wet pussy. His stammering voice pulled my attention back, but my fingers remained in motion to give me soft waves of warm pleasure.
"Umm... well... anyway... I should go. There's a soccer game we're going to go watch."
"Oh... okay. Have fun." He said bye and the phone went dead.
I lowered the phone and stared at the dark screen. What the hell happened? What the fucking, goddamn hell? He leaves me for a job and he's off making friends? He's never liked sports. Of any kind. He's going to a soccer game, which he doesn't understand, with his new friends? What the fuck? He never asked anything about me...
The phone rang, chimed in my hand. There was no ID associated with it and I didn't recognize the number but it was local. Spam calls have become terrible but I accepted the call, anyway.
"Karen... this is James Baldwin. Is this a bad time?"
"No, sir. Not at all."
"I could call on Monday if it would be better."
"No, no, sir... now is fine. I'm just sorting some things." And fingering my pussy, but I don't say that.
"I know it's late but we have been talking here about you and... could you come over? This isn't fancy, just come as you are. Is that possible?"
"What... who is we, sir?"
"Oh, sorry. Abby, my wife, and I. I have no secrets from her. I told you she's open-minded and adventurous." Yes, at the same time you also asked if I had ever been with a woman, but I don't say that, either. "I want you to come, Karen. Just as you are now." Then, he said it, "It would please me."
"Yes, sir, of course, but... I can't come like this."
He chuckled, "You're naked, aren't you. Oh, that is wonderful. Have you been thinking about me, Karen?" I blush and, in the mirror, I can see it. Yes, I seem to always be thinking about you, but I don't say that, either. "This is what you will do. Put on a pair of high heels and wear a light coat, like a raincoat, that ties at the waist. I'll text you the address. We'll be waiting, don't be long." Oh... My... God...
It took me 25 minutes to drive from my little house to the mansion that was the Baldwin's. But first I had to get past the guard shack that protected the gated community where they lived. When I pulled up to the closed gate, I lowered my window as the guard left the small building with a clipboard in hand. He asked for my name and who I was wanting to see. He checked the sheet he held, then asked for a picture ID. I dug out my driver's license from my purse, all the time very aware of the fact that moving my right foot for braking and the gas pedal had gapped the short coat. I glanced down in horror to see the top of the coat gapped and most of my right breast showing. The guard noticed, too. He spent far too much time comparing the picture on my license with my face. When his inspection was beginning to be outrageously long, he finally allowed me to enter. I continued to allow the GPS program to guide me to the appropriate address. And, I was impressed all over again. The 'house' was more like a mansion.
I didn't have a chance to ring the doorbell or knock as the front door opened on my approach up the sidewalk from the circular drive. A woman is standing in the open door with a big smile on her face. As I step closer, she opens her arms and takes me in a tight hug. She pulls me into the two-story foyer and calls into the house, "James... Karen is here!" She turns back to me, "We have any number of diversions but he still spends time in his office reviewing something... or whatever it is he does." She pats my arm and adds conspiratorially, "Actually, I have no idea what he does and I have little interest."
I hear footsteps before I see him. Mr. Baldwin comes around the corner from the left. He puts an arm around his wife and pulls me in with the other. If I was wondering if this was going to be awkward, I found out there. He pulls me in tight and kisses me passionately on the lips.
Mr. Baldwin has both of us by an arm to lead us into the house when his wife stops abruptly. "Let me take you coat, dear."
I look at her, him, and back to her and stammer. "I... I..."
She is already working the belt at my waist. "Yes, dear... you're naked and that worked out wonderfully."
I might have been shocked if I wasn't so turned on. My pussy is wet and has been since Mr. Baldwin said I was going to drive to their house with nothing on but a relatively short coat. That his wife would find that exciting just seemed par for the course, especially given her husband and what I have already experienced with him. By the time those thoughts cleared my head, she was removing my coat from my shoulders. She set it on a bench by the door and appraised my naked body. Like husband, like wife. And somehow that was exciting to me, too.
She stood next to her husband, his arm around her shoulder. She was dressed in a sundress that hugged her body nicely. I estimated her to be 5'6" tall and about 120 pounds. She was 35 years old (learned that earlier) and all that is to say she was a very attractive woman and considerably younger than Mr. Baldwin's 49 years. Her hair was a rich brown and worn long, falling past her bare shoulders.
I was drawn from my own appraisal with her comment. "You are right, James. She is very nice... sexy and erotic." She slid her arm inside mine and led me into the house. "Come, dear, let's have a drink and get to know each other better."
I blushed profusely as she led me out of the foyer toward the back of the house and a spacious, dark wood family room. Wearing heels and nothing else, I was in the arms of two fully clothed people, one being the man who just yesterday I had confessed to being his submissive slut and he had me suck and fuck him in his office to prove it.
We stopped in an area of the family room that was furnished as a sitting area. On one side was a pool table, the largest flat-screen TV I ever saw was on the opposite wall with a fireplace and bookshelves. On another wall was a well-stocked bar where Mr. Baldwin was busy pouring drinks. He hadn't asked, so I assumed I was having whatever they were having. Appropriate, I suppose, since based on the moistness between my thighs, even my body knew this wasn't going to be a social visit for just talking.
The two of them sat together on the sofa and indicated an easy chair in front of them for me. Between us was a dark wood coffee table. Without any direction to the contrary, I sat comfortably with my left leg crossed over the right but I made no attempt to otherwise cover my body, allowing my arms to rest on the armrests naturally. Mrs. Baldwin did pepper me with questions but little about how it was I could willingly drive across part of the city nearly naked to their home. It would seem Mr. Baldwin had shared what she might otherwise be curious about. Undoubtedly, that conversation he referred to when he called... 'we have been talking here about you'.
As she dug into me with her questions, they quickly moved it entirely focused on sexual matters. She looked surprised but excited that I confessed to having a plain vanilla sexual life and had never participated in exhibitionism much less sexual acts in front of others. By this time in her questions, Mr. Baldwin had moved the full skirt of her sundress up her thigh until it was bunched in her lap and he caressed her bare legs. She gave no indication of embarrassment, only increasing arousal. She opened her legs as Mr. Baldwin's hand moved between them and moved higher. He said she was adventurous. Her mouth opened and released a gasp when his fingers reached her pantie covered pussy. She struggled to continue talking and she opened her legs wider. I could clearly see her light blue panties as Mr. Baldwin's fingers moved over the crotch. They were very wet. As was I. He slipped a finger into the leg band and her head dropped back, her mouth opened, and her eyes closed. I was sitting naked before them and they were putting on a show. There didn't appear to be any inhibitions, no embarrassment as I watched, mesmerized by his finger probing her pussy. I have the strongest desire, need to serve and please Mr. Baldwin in every way possible including sexually. I have confessed my desire to be his submissive. I have expressed my intention to be his slut. Yet, looking at them, I am a neophyte in matters of sex. With that new understanding, a strange feeling builds within me. A feeling that is not fear of what will happen to me when I see I don't comprehend what their sex might be like, but a fear if I will be able to please in the manner expected. My desire to serve and please isn't dampened. I only want to be able to be capable of serving and pleasing to entirely give the pleasure required and how can I develop and acquire those skills and experience?
With her husband's fingers inside her pussy, she smiles at me. At first, I just wonder if she is teasing me with the show being presented. Then, I see her eyes fall to my breasts and lower. My own eyes follow hers. I am fondling one breast and rolling a nipple. I have opened my legs until they bumped into the armrests and my other hand has two fingers in my wet pussy. I blush at my unconscious display. I have one overwhelming thought: I want to fuck them both. No embarrassment. No intimidation. Only desire to please them both.
She whispered something to her husband and they both turned their eyes to me. Only their eyes. He continued to finger her pussy and one leg was now spread over his.
"Karen." My eyes rose from her displayed pussy being finger-fucked to his face. "What are you, Karen, and what do you want?"
"Your submissive, sir. Your slut. I only want to serve and please you in any manner you wish."
Her smile grew and she whisper again to him. "Are you troubled by something, Karen? Are you having second thoughts?"
"God, no, sir! I want..."
"Say it."
I glance at his wife who has her own lust-filled eyes focused on me. "I want to please you, sir. I want to feel your cock in my mouth. I want to feel your cock ravaging my pussy. I want you to use me for your pleasure. But..." I see both of them raise their eyebrows in a visual encouragement. "But... I... I might not... might not be adequate... I might not be experienced enough to fully satisfy, to please, to pleasure you the way you need. I'm afraid I am too inexperienced."
"What about Abby? What do you want for her?"
I focus on her, on the lust in her face, on the fingers inside her panties slowly moving in her pussy. "I don't know, sir... suck her pussy? That's what I mean, sir. I've never..."
I stopped as he pulled his fingers from his wife and rose from the sofa. He pushed the coffee table to the side and stepped to me. He raised one leg and draped it over the side of the chair, then did the same to the other leg. I was obscenely spread. While I was left spread before his wife, he went to the bar and poured a little bourbon into a glass, and returned to stand behind me. Dipping his fingers into the glass, he coated each nipple with the liquor. This was curious. My attention shifted from his fingers on my nipples to his wife as she rose. Her hands went behind her body. I could see them glide down her lower back, obviously lowering the zipper of her dress. She pushed the thin straps off her shoulders and the dress down her body. First, her C-cup breasts came into view. She quickly pushed her panties over her hips. The wet crotch of her panties seemed to reluctantly separate from her pussy. She dropped to her knees and crawled to my open body. She slithered up my body between my spread legs, her naked breasts gliding over my stomach until her lips latched onto a nipple, sucking the liquor off it. I shivered and groaned.
Mr. Baldwin's fingertips lightly stroked my cheek as his wife sucked at my nipples. When she shifted to the other nipple, he added more liquor to the one she just left. I heard his soft voice from next to my ear, his breath like a sensual kiss against my neck.
"Don't fear what you don't know, what you haven't experienced, my slut." I shivered. The softness of his voice dripping with sensuality, the feel of his breath caressing my skin, his wife suckling at my breasts, and... and... what he called me... his slut. "We will guide you and train you and provide the experiences necessary for you to fully become the submissive slut you desire to be for us, to provide any kind of pleasure we might wish, or direct you to give to us or others. We will provide those experiences; we will provide for your training. Your training will, though, be ongoing, always learning and expanding your experience, skill, and ability to please. That is what you desire, isn't it?"
I gasp out my reply, "Yes, sir! That is all I want. I only desire to be your perfect slut, to be completely responsive to your desires and needs. I will be the best student and become your perfect slut."
"Abby is bi-sexual. She will show you what it feels like to be pleasured by another woman." While I gasped and groaned at the feeling of a woman's mouth and tongue at my pussy, I felt something at my cheek. I turned my head. Through lust-blurred eyes, I found Mr. Baldwin's hard cock. My mouth opened without thought and it slid easily inside, my lips closing around it.
I placed one hand on Mrs. Baldwin's head and the other on the hip of Mr. Baldwin. I was beside myself with emotion and sensations. Never would I have thought this might ever happen, as I would have never thought I would profess my desire to be a submissive and a slut, but there was also the profound conviction that I never wanted this to end. For the first time in my existence, I was feeling myself becoming whole and fulfilled. While my pussy was being stimulated unbelievably, my mouth was devouring a cock with the same intensity.
My mouth opened wide around the cock when lips left my pussy and clamped around my clit. Her lips sucked on my clit like it was a mini-cock. Her teeth took the sensitive nub between them and gently bit down before pulling on it. At the same time, she jammed two fingers into my sopping pussy. It felt like I couldn't breathe my heart was pounding so hard. The cock in my mouth was just there, my lips and mouth opened just to gasp for air and to release gasping, moaning, groaning sounds in a steady stream.
I came. I climaxed. I orgasmed. I exploded.
I quivered and shook and gasped. All the while she continued to suck at my clit and probe with her fingers. Mr. Baldwin, too, forced the action by jamming his cock into my mouth. His cock hit the back of my mouth and entered my throat a few inches before he pulled back at my gag. My lips closed around his cock, an automatic reaction to becoming aware, again, of its presence.
Then it was gone. All of it. The cock and the lips and the fingers. All were gone, yet my body still shivered from the stimulation. Then, I became embarrassed.
I looked to Mr. Baldwin, "I am sorry, sir. I am supposed to be pleasing you, instead, it was me who came."
He stood me up and Mrs. Baldwin rose with me. "Never apologize for an orgasm, Karen. Don't be concerned, we will use your body for our pleasure. That doesn't mean you should not enjoy it, too."
Mrs. Baldwin took my face, turned it to hers, and kissed me passionately. After, she said, "The best sex is mutual, dear. Giving pleasure should be reciprocated with receiving pleasure."
Mr. Baldwin added, "As our slut who we intend to use and use for our pleasure, we expect you to enjoy it, too."
I look at each of them. We are all naked now standing in the light by a large window but they seem unconcerned. "Sir, you keep saying 'we' and 'our'..."
He smiled, "Yes. Karen, you gave yourself as submissive to me. I am asking you to allow my wife the same. Will you give yourself to her as submissive and slut, as well?"
A smile forms on my mouth. I committed my obedience and willingness to him. If he wished to give me to his wife, also, couldn't he just tell me? Instead, he asks for my acceptance. Even though I already willfully gave myself to him, his consideration warms me thoroughly.



I turn fully to Mrs. Baldwin, remembering the words I so recently committed to her husband. "Ma'am, I know I am submissive and I would be your submissive... and if you would have me, I will be your submissive slut."
Her hands come up to fondle both my breasts and I sigh. One hand slides down my front to my abdomen. In anticipation, I open my legs. Her hand continues until a finger slides over my clit, between my lips, and into my hole. She brings her finger up to my mouth. I take it to my lips and suck my juices off.
She kisses me, again. Then, "I... we... are going to have so much fun using this body of yours." She looks over my shoulder to her husband. "Let's go upstairs where we can be more comfortable. The slut has been pleasured, now it is time for us to get our pleasure from her." A shiver of excitement courses through my still aroused body.
Mr. Baldwin pries his shoes off and steps out of his slacks to follow two naked women to the stairs as he sheds his shirt. I am a step behind Mrs. Baldwin going up the stairs when he catches up, grabbing my ass playfully. I squeal in delight at his playfulness and slap his hand away as I race up the stairs past his wife only to have to wait at the top. I don't know where their bedroom is. The stairs open into the middle of the upstairs with rooms down the hallway in both directions. I back up with my hands out in front of me defensively, equally playfully, as he approaches. He lowers his shoulder and takes me hanging over his shoulder. Mrs. Baldwin is following behind shaking her head. I can't see where we are going but I can see her. A big smile of amusement on her face.
"A boy with his new toy." I smile. It's a joke to her. But that's me. His new toy. He slaps my butt as he takes me into a huge master bedroom suite and I squeal in delight.
Mr. Baldwin stops while his wife moves past and pulls the cover and top sheet down to the foot of the bed. I understand. As someone responsible for the laundry, it is much easier to clean the sheets than the duvet cover. But once the cover is stripped down to expose the sheet, I am dropped to the bed. I land on the bed with a bounce and find myself with my head toward the foot of the bed which seems strange at first.
"Very good, James. You read my mind."
I crane my head back to see them. Mr. Baldwin has taken her in his arms and they seem consumed in their kiss. Seeing him naked, I am taken by how young he seems for a man of 49 years. Not that it is really old but his body is firm and his manner is strong and confident with his 35 years old second wife. They are very much in love and this kind of sexual situation is not new to them.
"I remember how much you enjoyed that time with the group."
I wondered what it was they were talking about. Then, she crawled onto the bed to me until she had crawled over my body with her pussy directly above my face. I couldn't see her, anymore. Well, I certainly could see her but not her face. I did hear her, though.
"Your turn, Karen-slut." She lowered her hips. I adjusted a little for my mouth and tongue to be directly under her pussy. Her scent wafted over me. It was pleasant and arousing. I had never been this close to a pussy but I knew instantly this was not going to be a one-time thing. Her pussy lips opened with her arousal and spreading legs. She's very aroused. Drops of her excitement form on her inner lips and my tongue flicks out to capture them. Interesting. Pleasant. Erotic.
I feel her breath on my pussy and I moan as her tongue again begins lapping at me. I grab her hips and press my mouth to her pussy. My lips over her hole I move my tongue through her lips and press it into her hole. I hear her groan and sigh. It is a sound that encourages me. I don't know what I am doing but I respond with what I remember her doing and what elicits sounds of pleasure from her. She presses her pussy down onto my mouth and I drive my tongue into her hole as far as I can. I shift my mouth to the top of her pussy, remembering the feeling of her sucking on my clit.
As I concentrate my lips on her clit, a darker shadow covers me. While my mouth consumes her clit, I open my eyes fully to see and feel a hard cock moving over my forehead, bumping my nose, and pressing directly into her pussy. I hear his voice from above.
"Don't stop, slut, there are two of us for your mouth now."
I was without thought. This was so erotic. My face is in contact with their fucking. As he presses his cock fully into his wife, his ball sack slides over my forehead and eyes. I stretch my tongue out to lick both, his cock as it goes in her pussy and her pussy and clit. I put my lips at her pussy so his cock slides along my lips to enter her. I suck on her clit. I grab his balls with my lips when the cock is deepest in her only to be pulled back out. I hear not only the grunting, gasping, sighing, and moaning of their fucking but also the squishing of cock driving into a saturated pussy. When I hear their sounds increase dramatically and feel their bodies tense, I wait with open mouth expectantly. Never could I have dreamed of being in such a position but I knew there will be much more I would be shocked by in my future. Now, what I wait for was never even a consideration before.
Every part of Mr. Baldwin is tense. I force my eyes open with his crotch on my eyebrows. She is driving her pussy back against him, her pussy lips gliding over my chin and mouth, my nose caught between them. I feel his pulsing cock. I feel her quivering pussy. Their sounds confirm what I feel and sense. They climax together, a chorus of exclamation points, a climatic resounding orchestral score emphasizing an enthralling performance. My body shivers with a symbiotic reaction as their mutual orgasm explode above me.
For precious moments, two bodies pulse, release above me. My lips and tongue become a gentle caress over their joined sexes. When he begins to pull his cock from her, I watch in fascination as the wet, slimy, coated cock begins passing above me. I capture some of it but I am waiting as the head hesitates before coming out. When it does, I see a gaping hole. It seems to wink at me as it partially closes and opens, again. She is contracting her pussy I realize. A glob of white appears at the opening. His cum. I stretch my tongue out to lick the cum from her lips. I take it into my mouth and hear her gasp. It is what she wants, what she intended. A good submissive slut pleases. It is a thought that forms in my mind, not a considered thought but a confirming thought. I raise my mouth to cover her open pussy and suck. I feel and taste their juices flow into my eager mouth. His cum. Her juice. I enjoy it. I crave it and more. I jam my tongue as deep as it will go in search of more. I hear her sounding almost like she is purring. I feel his caressing fingers in my hair. I feel like a slut. I am a slut. I crave not only the product of their sex but fully please my master and mistress. I crave to please them in any way possible. I have given myself now to both of them... willingly, completely. I still hear that sound like purring. It is coming from me now.
The next morning, I wake confused. Nothing is right. The neighborhood sounds are wrong... too quiet. The light in the room is wrong... coming from the too-large window. The room and bed are wrong. I spent the night with the Baldwins! It comes back to me slowly, then crashing over me with memories that reignite the erotic feelings I experienced. I am in bed alone, though. I sit up in the bed. I remember being cuddled between them, frequently having renewed tingling sensations during the night as one or both of them would idly touch me, caressing me whether in their sleep or purposefully.
I rise and go to the open door. I hear soft sounds and voices downstairs. I am naked... of course... and I have no clothes. I arrived with only a coat and heels, both of which are downstairs. I have no choice so I muster some courage and pad barefoot to the stairs and down. I listen to the soft voices to determine where to turn when I reach the first floor. I find them in the breakfast nook with coffee and pastries. He is wearing boxers. She is loosely wrapped in a light, short robe. She sees me and smiles which causes him to turn and greet me with a 'good morning, Karen'. I smile back though shy about being completely naked and not able to do anything about it. She has poured another mug of coffee and sets it at the empty chair across from her.
They allow me to have a couple of mugs of needed coffee and pastries with only light conversation. Then, he asks, "How are you feeling, Karen?" I tell him fine. There is a pause. "You know what I mean. After Friday, last night, and now, as you are now... how are you feeling about it all?"
I look at Mrs. Baldwin and she is watching me just as intently. They are both showing the same concern, the same interest in me. I turn my attention back to him. "Sir, I want there to be no uncertainty remaining between the three of us. I submitted to you on Friday after days, if not more, of an increasing desire to do so. You consummated that by having me suck you and fuck you in your office with others just outside your door. The next day, yesterday, you asked if I would also include Mrs. Baldwin." I looked to her to reinforce my words. "I submitted myself to you with the same words I used for your husband." I returned my eyes to him. "I am comfortable with my decision, sir. No... not comfortable... ecstatic... I am ecstatic to have offered myself and that both of you have accepted me. Being your submissive is a thing that consumes me. I wouldn't be able to explain it so I won't even attempt. It will have to be sufficient that it is true and I could not be more certain of anything." I blush at this point. I feel a need to confess and commit even more. "I know I am inadequately experienced to be a proper slut for you. Last night showed me in that small glimpse how little I know about sexual fulfillment and expression. You said you would show me, train me, and I am eager for your training. I am dedicated, sir, ma'am, to growing into a proper slut."
They share a look between themselves before smiles grow on their faces. He says, "You will do as we say, when and how we say?"
"With my heart and soul, sir."
When she speaks, it is as if a final clarifying seal has been applied to everything. "Then, slut-in-training, get under the table and serve us with your mouth and tongue until we decide what else to do with you."
I smile at them both feeling their acceptance and reciprocal commitment. I push my chair back and crawl on all fours under the table. Who first? Mrs. Baldwin loosens the tie of her robe and spreads her legs. I moved to her. None of us have showered and the scent of last night's sex envelops me as I press into her pussy. It is a pungent smell and intoxicating. I lap at her pussy and suck on her clit. She quickly begins to mew and sigh, before turning to moans as I slip a finger into her. Soon, I will shift over to him to suck his cock that will be similarly carrying the scent of last night and the taste of dried cum and juice. What a nasty girl I have become to become so aroused by these thoughts and actions.
They allowed me plenty of time to feast at their pussy and cock. Shifting back and forth took a long time, time that seemed to pass quickly for me. I was not able to make them climax but I was able to stimulate them in wanting another fuck session.
We didn't leave the kitchen. Mrs. Baldwin rose from the table while I devoured her husband's cock. She moved back and forth from the table to the counters. When he pulled his cock from my mouth by pushing his chair back, I took the offered hand to rise from under the table. I saw it had been cleared of all breakfast items and Mrs. Baldwin was kneeling on top. I didn't know what to expect. No clue. I just resolved to follow their lead... go with the flow... trust in the two people who now controlled me... to relish in the reality that I could now just experience and do and give.
I was told to sit on the edge of the table and lean back. Mrs. Baldwin raised her left leg to allow me to slither underneath her. She then placed her pussy over my mouth, again. My ass was at the edge of the table, my legs hanging over the edge. This didn't feel like the same as last night and it wasn't when Mr. Baldwin took hold of my legs and placed my calves over his shoulders and stepped between my thighs. I was going to be fucked. Yes! I was going to be fucked while eating her!
My tongue was already probing her pussy, sucking at the juices inside her, when I felt the head of his cock press against my pussy, slide along my slit until it sank into my ready hole. I gasped into the pussy on my mouth. Two separate hands grasped my breasts and squeezed them as my pussy was pounded by his cock and my lips made love to her pussy.
The fucking was incredible. His strokes into me were long and powerful as if he was taking control of my soul. What was happening in my pussy stimulated my attention on her. Her orgasm was immediately preceded by a piercing cry and her dripping pussy being pressed onto my mouth, nose, and chin. My orgasm followed hers but my screaming release was adequately muffled by her pussy pressed against my mouth. When I felt his cum spurting into my spasming pussy, my body convulsed. I nearly passed out.
I was left sprawled on the table. He pulled out of me to collapse on a chair. She crawled off the table, then joined her husband. They were both seated at the end of the table with a direct view of my splayed legs, gaping pussy, and drooling cum. It was minutes before I half rolled to push myself to a sitting position on the edge of the table. I weakly smiled at them.
Mr. Baldwin broke the quiet. "Very good, Karen."
Mrs. Baldwin added, "Very good, indeed."
I smiled. A small puddle of cum had formed on the surface of the table. I wiped my mouth with the back of my hand in a hopeless gesture to wipe the pussy juice smeared over my lower face. I thought to myself, yes, very good, indeed.
I left their home around noon. Before I did, though, Mrs. Baldwin and I shared Mr. Baldwin's cock. We spent as much time kissing around his cockhead as we spent licking and sucking it. In the end, we both were rewarded with a rope of his cum. We then cleaned each other's lips and chins of stray cum. She promised to be in touch soon. What wasn't defined in all this was how this submissive slut thing was going to work. I only knew I would respond whenever they called.
Stepping out their front door reminded me about the thrill of exhibitionism. Driving over in the twilight of the evening was one thing. Driving back in the middle of a bright, sunny day with only a short coat for cover would feel like something very different. Not that I complained.
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CHAPTER 3: THE GIRLS
"Karen... my slut."
Mrs. Baldwin promised to be in touch and she wasn't letting much time go by. Tuesday morning and I was humming in the kitchen cleaning up after a late breakfast. Yes, it took me a moment to notice the cell buzzing on the counter. I was naked with the headphones on. I was distracted. My fingers finding my nipples and wet pussy in between putting things away or into the dishwasher. My mind relaxed but at the same time filled with feelings of service and pleasure I desire to give.
"Good morning, ma'am."
"A couple of the girls are coming over at noon to spend the afternoon around the pool. Did you notice the pool?"
I hadn't. "The girls, ma'am?"
"Yes, James and I know them from our group. We get together now and then. I want them to meet you."
"The pool... I didn't notice, no. We'll be swimming then? I should bring a swimsuit."
She chuckled. It sounds devious. "No... no swimsuit for you. Come wearing a coverup as if you were going to the beach. And sandals. You won't need anything else, dear." My body tingled. Maybe I was getting psychic and that was why I was thinking about service and pleasure...
I was halfway to her house when my cell phone chimed. I looked at the screen that read, 'Ma'am'. I pressed the button, "Yes, ma'am?"
"Karen, would you stop on the way for a couple bottles of wine? I'll reimburse you, of course. Merlot, maybe?"
"Uhmm... ma'am..." I was almost naked. The only cover-up I owned was thin enough to almost be see-through, so short it just barely covered my ass cheeks and only tied at the waist. My large breast moved with my walk. The gap on top plunged down and it gapped on the bottom with each step. I had to knot the tie to keep it in place. But I relented. I committed to doing what they asked. "Yes, ma'am, of course."
I spotted a small liquor store in a strip mall on the way and turned in. I stepped out of the car with my purse and stood behind the open door to adjust the cover-up. Any inch of additional coverage would now be important. The store was empty. An older man worked sorting something behind the counter. There were aisles of wine but I spotted overhead signs indicating wine types and moved to the merlot section. I wondered about the brand. I wasn't wine-savvy, though I drank it. If I was buying it for home, I would look at the lower selves where the prices were less but I was sure Mrs. Baldwin didn't worry about the cost. Besides, I would as soon not be bending over to the lower shelves in this outfit. I settled on a name I recognized that was on the high-moderate price range.
Then, I had a new concern. I moved toward the front of the store and felt my purse slip. With a bottle in each hand, my purse was slung over my shoulder. The leather strap of the purse pulled the slippery material of the cover-up down my shoulder after the second step. That, of course, gapped the top even more. I carefully walked to the counter hoping the strap didn't slip off my shoulder pulling the material with it. The way the man at the counter watched me it was clear he was enjoying the view. I knew my breasts were swaying and jiggling even as I tried controlling my walk. The material was a subdued floral print and I hoped the pattern would conceal the impression of my nipples underneath.
I was shaking by the time I got back to the car. I should have taken my keys out at the counter but didn't. Holding the sack of wine against my left breast, I fumbled in my purse for the keys and, of course, dropped them. I glanced back at the store to find the man standing at the window watching. It was a slow time for him and he had seen enough to be curious. I thought about the reason behind the Mrs. Baldwin's reason for having me do these things and made a decision. What the hell. They wanted me to experience the thrill of almost being seen exposed or, even better if it happened, to be exposed. So, I turned my back to the window and bent over to grasp the keys off the ground... without bending my knees. Just then, a light breeze caused a flutter of the bottom of my cover-up. I knew the combination flashed my ass. As I settled in at the wheel, my heart was pounding and my hard nipples were pressing against the fabric. The man was still standing at the window watching, a smile on his face. As I put the car into reverse, I wiggled my fingers at him feeling like a terrible tease. What an amazing feeling!
I pulled into the curved drive at the Baldwin home and stopped behind two much nicer cars already there. Again, as I approached the door, Mrs. Baldwin opened the door. She had large sunglasses pushed up on top of her head, her blonde hair tied back in a ponytail. Her trim body I had come to know so intimately only days before was barely covered in the tiny bikini she wore. She took my purse from my shoulder and dropped it on the bench by the door, then kissed me full on the lips while one hand slid up my body from my hip to encase a breast. The excitement of flashing the man at the store instantly was re-ignited and I returned her kiss with passion.
She led me straight through the house to the back. The pool was located beyond a covered patio area containing a grilling station which might have been the reason I did see it Sunday morning. Clearing the covered patio, I saw two more women. Mrs. Baldwin opened one bottle of wine at the grilling station and we each took two glasses out to the pool area. She introduced us. Barb is about 30 years old, black hair cut to her shoulders, also a trim body wearing an equally skimpy bikini. Jan looks somewhere between us in age, longish blonde hair, wearing a bikini but covering a little bit more. She is also in good shape. Both women, like Mrs. Baldwin, have C-cup breasts.
Mrs. Baldwin takes my glass and sets it on a table between two lounge chairs and wastes no time in pull the tie of my cover-up and slipping it off. Once again, I am the only one naked, though the other women aren't far from it. Barb stands and takes up a tube of sunscreen.
"My, my... look at those white tits. Somebody hasn't let those girls out to play in the sun."
Jan has now risen, too. Mrs. Baldwin has stepped back a bit. Apparently, she intends to just watch whatever is about to happen. What is about to happen is the two women squeezing lotion onto their hands and rubbing it into my entire body. I soon have two sets of hands rubbing my body. Though every inch of me is covered, the two women are spending far more time and interest on my larger breasts, my ass, and mound, all of which are quite white as Barb declared. And, she was right about my exposure to the sun. Exposure to the sun means potential exposure to some of the world and that could never have happened before. Although I had a two-piece suit, these women would find its modesty curious.
Jan was focused on my mound with the lotion but after spreading it over my exposed skin, her attention shifted to what wasn't exposed. With two fingers, she stroked on either side of my slit. She squeezed her first and third fingers together as she stroked, pressing my lips together and putting pressure on my clit. Barb was now rolling my nipples with one hand and stroking a finger between my ass cheeks, gliding over my asshole. Nobody had ever touched me there before and it was now feeling very erotic. It was, of course, magnified by the attention Jan was putting into touching my pussy. My legs had opened to the attention from both sides. Jan now added the use of the second finger which slid along my slit while the other two squeezed. It sent a shiver through me as her fingers pressed on my clit from the sides and top. Then, her finger pressed between my lips and I groaned as it slid down and into my hole.
My body tightened. The finger in my pussy, slowly moving in and out felt amazing. It was just a finger compared to all that had happened in the recent days, but I was outside, naked with women I didn't know, yet I felt at peace with it all. Mrs. Baldwin clearly wanted this to happen and I responded with easy compliance. No thought. No understanding. No worry. Some embarrassment at being so openly manipulated but no worries.
Then, it escalated. Barb's finger at my ass pressed against my asshole and slipped past the tight ring of muscle to gently probe inside like Jan's in my pussy. I groaned, gasped, and shivered. My eyes closed and my mouth sagged open as a new sensation erotically coursed through me. My legs became weak and I felt an additional pair of hands on my arms giving support. Then, the fingers were gone. I felt suddenly empty and frustrated as I was guided to a lounge where I collapsed.
I heard Jan's words through the fog that had come over me and I blushed. "You're right, Abby. She is hot and responsive. She instantly juiced up before I could even enter her."
Mrs. Baldwin was standing next to me. I looked up at her, squinting into the sunny sky to focus on her face. She was smiling. "Very good, Karen." She handed me my wine. "We are going to have a lot of fun with you."
It sounded ominous but it didn't feel that way to me. She lightly touched my breast and caressed it. She looked across me to her two friends as her fingers caressed me. I focused on her as she spoke to them. "Yes, James and I also discovered how responsive she is. You'd be surprised that she is actually quite naïve and inexperienced in sex but she is very willing and committed to serve and pleasure as James and I desire her to. I want you two to assist me in introducing her to female-on-female sex." I blushed deeper. I could feel the warmth flooding my body and electrifying every erotic nerve ending. She turned her eyes and we locked onto each other. "You were a good submissive last weekend." A prideful smile formed on my mouth and my body tingled more. "You pleased James and me. Now, you'll please my friends and me." It wasn't a question or request. It was a statement, if not a command. "Though you showed you are indeed willing, you are too inexperienced to be called a slut, yet. You want to be more than submissive, you want to be our slut?"
My nipples became so hard they almost hurt. My pussy flooded and I felt moisture escape my lips and trickle down. "Yes, ma'am! My most earnest desire is to be able to please you and Mr. Baldwin in every possible way you might conjure up."
She used her index finger and thumb to take hold of a nipple. She pulled on it, extending it from my breast. She twisted it. She pinched it hard. I winced at the torment but my eyes remained focused on hers. She smiled at my response and I felt a glow of my own. "You will find that some measure of pain can be very erotic, too. But... that is not the lesson for today." She looked past me, again, at her friends. "These ladies are not only my friends but are a part of a group of people where James and I share sexual exploration and each other. The three of us are bisexual and enjoy the female body as much as a hard cock. Today, you will begin learning what that feels like and how to also please a woman." Her eyes back to me, "You did well last weekend but there is more to learn."
"Yes, ma'am. I am yours to use and instruct." She smiled and kissed me. I said it with a smile and excitement in my eyes because that was what was coursing through my body and mind. This feeling, this desire, this need to serve and please the Baldwins consumed me and I was very much aware of my shortcoming in experience and knowledge but that awareness was balanced with the enthusiasm of a new student to a subject that captivates her. That is me, self-motivated to experience and learn, to be molded into the shape of the kind of submissive slut Mr. and Mrs. Baldwin imagined.
She looked to her friends and asked, "Ladies, how shall we begin?"
Barb, with the black hair, excitedly offered, "A daisy chain." Mrs. Baldwin agreed, a good start for someone new, she agreed.
The other women quickly stripped off their bikinis, which took no time. Cushions were pulled from the lounges and arranged together on the tiled surface that surrounded the pool. The women lay down on their right sides all facing inward and did seem to form a circle or square, maybe. There was an open space between Jan and Barb. As I got into position, Barb raised her left leg exposing her pussy. The other women did the same thing and what was happening hit me. All four of us would be eating a pussy as our own was being eaten. I wondered if the arrangement was purposeful on Mrs. Baldwin's part to provide me with the immediate experience of tasting a new pussy or if it was happenstance. Either way, I was indeed getting the opportunity to sample my second pussy. As Jan's lips and tongue made contact with my open pussy, my own mouth began sampling Barb's pussy.
I was lost in the moment, instantly. All four of us were shaved. What hit me was the difference even visually. Barb's pussy lips seemed lower and tighter somehow, though I was pretty sure this had nothing to do with the amount of intercourse involved. I might, in time, become more aware of pussy types but for now, I just applied myself and enjoyed the feeling being given by Jan. From the tight circle of mouths munching on pussies came an increasing chorus of muffled sighs, groans, moans, and panting. I focused on a mantra Mrs. Baldwin supplied just days before: the best lovers focus solely on their current partner. I was focused only on increasing the pleasure sounds escaping from Barb, though my own sounds of pleasure sometimes made that hard to discern.
There was a slow untangling of bodies. Where and who started it, I wasn't sure but Jan's lips left my pussy and Barb rolled onto her back separating her pussy from my mouth. I took a moment to savor the erotic tingling slowly ebbing and from the collective sighs, I gathered the other women were doing the same.
Then, "Karen, I think we need more wine."
I rolled to my knees and stood. "Yes, ma'am." I looked down at the women who for a moment remained sprawled with arms to the side and legs open. Each pussy was glistening with juice and saliva. When I returned with a tray of filled glasses, I wondered what she had in store for me if I wasn't also drinking. The women had replaced each cushion to the lounges and were reclined with sunglasses in place. As I bent to hand a glass to Mrs. Baldwin, she pulled me down and whisper instructions. While they relaxed, I was to move from woman to woman eating pussy and wait for further instruction.
Over the weekend, I was used but had not been instructed to serve in a non-sexual way. I had a feeling that was changing. Today, I will be serving them while availing myself for sexual stimulation.
After handing Barb her glass of wine, I placed the tray on the ground, parted her legs, and knelt between them on the lounger. She watched me as I dutifully lowered my face to her crotch, my tongue extending to lick the length of her already wet and open pussy. She sighed and put her head back, not sipping from her glass until I kissed her pussy lips, clit, and the insides of her thighs before moving to Jan, the next in line.
As I knelt between Jan's legs and resumed eating another pussy, I could feel the sun beating on my naked back and butt. The women had been teasing me at the first sight of my white breasts and ass but it was also very true. My body had been treated conservatively, never exposed to sun or air except in the privacy of the bedroom or shower. Now... my body was at the discretion of others. I moved from lounge chair to lounge chair, kneeling between spread legs to eagerly lap, tongue, and suck on the next pussy. In a way, I began treating this as a Pussy 201 course after my first experience with Mrs. Baldwin on the weekend (Pussy 101). As diligently as I applied myself to the pussies at hand, I also availed myself of the opportunity to inspect the similarities and differences. They all had similar smells with slight variations that I wouldn't attempt to guess the reason. All tasted similar, again with the slight variations. I noticed that Barb's pussy had small open outer lips while Jan's were small and closed. Mrs. Baldwin's pussy outer lips were open with the inner lips exposed inside... just like mine... I've spent time lately inspecting mine.
When Mrs. Baldwin called a halt to my efforts as the wine was drained, I meekly asked for more protective lotion.
"Good idea, dear. Nothing is gained by you becoming sunburned. In time, you'll be tanned." True. All three women had nearly lineless tans. Nudity was obviously something they enjoyed frequently outside and a private pool made that possible, though I doubted this was the only place they practiced it.
It was time for the pool and it felt good after so much sun on my light skin. I became the center of attention, of course, in very short order. They seemed to relish touching and probing me and watching my nervous reaction to the assault of hands and fingers over every erogenous part of my body. They trapped me between them and I soon had my breasts and nipples being mauled while my pussy was being pummeled with three fingers and one in my asshole. It was the first time I was seriously assaulted there and it sent a serious shiver through my body.
The pool was only to cool off, though, as it turned out. As the women reclined to dry off in the sun, I refilled wine glasses and served them. There was some serious build-up of sexual tension and it was obvious on all of them... and me... as I served their needs. As they sipped from their glasses, I offered strawberries and mixed cut-up fruit. Barb made a show of examining a large strawberry, then instructing me to part my legs. That drew the attention of the other women. Her fingers slowly brought the strawberry to my open legs and pussy. She moved the berry over my lips front to back. I was super-charged sexually and it didn't take much more for the soft berry to part my outer lips, then inner lips as she applied gentle pressure. I felt the berry open my hole. She left it there and pointed to Jan. I made an assumption of what was expected. Based on everything else, it seemed like a valid assumption. I turned and stepped over the lounger Jan was reclined in, shuffled to her head, and lowered my body to her mouth. Her tongue probed my pussy, then a finger slipped inside, hooked the trapped berry, and pulled it out into her mouth.
A short discussion ensued about the flavor resulting in Jan repeating it and sending me to Mrs. Baldwin. She, perhaps more confident in using me, took longer in seeking the berry. She relied more on trying to suck the berry out while adding an assault on my clitoris by pinching, pressing, and twisting it roughly. By the time she inserted her finger to retrieve the berry, I was close to an orgasm. I moved on wobbly legs back to Barb with another berry inside me. She must have been paying attention as she too devoted effort to just sucking while her fingers assaulted my nipples in the same way. I was sent along the line in this manner until I exploded in an orgasm. I shook so hard. I came over to Mrs. Baldwin and she later told me she watched my pussy open and close as the orgasm coursed through me. I found myself leaning on my arms braced against the head of the lounger, my legs threatening to fold under me. She pulled me down on top of her and wrapped me in her arms. She whispered soft, encouraging words into my ear telling me there was something especially erotic and exciting to have a beautiful mature woman given in to her sexual pleasure. I weakly glowed with my face buried in her long hair. An inner voice exulted to me, 'She's happy with you! You please her!'
The moment was exulting but she had more in store for me. She encouraged me off, rose, and took my hand. She led me to the house and the other women followed. There was more to this afternoon than had previously penetrated my mind. There was an almost orchestrated element to what was happening when the women all moved to shoulder bags they had brought. Each dug into the bags and came out with dildos with straps attached. I had heard about these but nothing in my controlled life with Gerald had prepared me for it. Mrs. Baldwin called out my name... slut. Hearing the word, I turned to find her exiting the family room for the stairs. She was taking us up to the bedroom and the other two women stood naked with their strap-ons in hand behind me with leering, hungry looks. The looks could have been seen on predatory wolves fixed on a slab of red meat or... predatory women fixed on a new recipient for use and abuse.



In the bedroom, the bed was already turned down. This was planned. Why was this more about me than them? Wasn't I the one to please them? I was to obey and submit, though, not to question. I watched with some trepidation as Mrs. Baldwin went to the bottom drawer of her dresser. The drawer was full of sexual toys. I spotted a huge, black dildo and hoped she didn't choose that. I was surprised when she pulled out one that was small. All the women slipped them up their legs and strapped them tight to their bodies. Mrs. Baldwin's captured my attention, though. It was as long as the others but narrower and formed with a series of balls along its length. I was confused.
Mrs. Baldwin bent over the open drawer and took out a tube. She squeezed some into her hand and smearing it over the oddly shaped dildo. The other women didn't do that. Strange. The thinner dildo would be easier to penetrate me, wouldn't it?
I was instructed to get on the bed on my hands and knees, which I quickly complied with. I felt the bed move after I was in position and looked behind me to find Barb moving up behind me on her knees, one hand guiding the artificial phallus strapped to her hips, her other hand patting the insides of my thighs. I obediently opened my kneeling position and felt the head of the dildo press against my pussy. As wet as I was, the head easily penetrated and slid several inches in. It was about the size of Mr. Baldwin, which was considerably larger than Gerald and would learn later to be larger than average. I sighed at the initial penetration and continued to as Barb began a short motion of back and in, the dildo moving in further each time. I felt her hip impact my ass as she drove firmly the rest of the way in. I groaned at the final push reaching deep inside me. For several minutes, she maintained a steady, easy, smooth in and out stroke creating delicious feelings sliding through my pussy. I began clamping my pussy down around it, an action Mr. Baldwin had suggested while fucking me on the weekend. Though Barb couldn't feel what I was doing, it was good practice and Mr. Baldwin might be pleased. After minutes of easy fucking of me, Barb pulled almost all the way out of my hungry pussy then slammed full depth strongly and powerfully. It took my breath away. The suddenness of the change was exhilarating. She continued to pound into me, her thighs smacking into my ass with each powerful thrust. An orgasm was rising steadily. My head sagged and I glimpsed my breast swinging and swaying beneath me as she drove into my pussy and pounded my body forward. My eyes closed but quickly popped back open as I felt hands on me. Hands at my breasts and fingers at my clit. Both other women had joined us on the bed, their sole focus being me. I gasped as an orgasm continued to build inside me. I was supposed to be the one giving pleasure but they were solely focused on me, using me but in a way that wouldn't bring them self-pleasure or release. That concern vanished as an orgasm exploded within me. I cried out through gasps and pants. My entire body seemed to quake as the woman continued to fuck me and the other women were relentless in stimulating, tormenting, my nipples and clitoris.
My legs and arms were shaky as Barb pulled the artificial cock from my drooling, quivering pussy. I started to sag down to the bed when I was sternly instructed not to. They weren't nearly done with me, I heard. I braced myself. Barb pulled free and crawled on the bed to my side as Jan took her place behind me. Her strapped-on artificial cock slipped into my pussy with ease. My eyes closed as a low, guttural, sighing moan escaped my throat. It had seemed identical to the one Barb used and I was immediately full, again. As Jan immediately began thrusting powerfully into me, after one thrust sank her dildo cock fully in and our bodies smacked together. I felt a hand on my chin, lifting it. I opened my eyes to find Barb's cock coated with my juices only inches from my face. My mouth opened instinctively and it passed through my lips.
My breasts had resumed their swinging beneath me as cocks now occupied both my pussy and mouth. My left breast was grasped by another hand and I heard Mrs. Baldwin's voice near my head. "Get a good taste of that cock, slut. You've tasted all our pussies, now taste your own."
The smell. The taste. This was my pussy. I moaned loudly. Yes, I was being fucked from both ends but... my pussy tasted good, too!
Mrs. Baldwin shifted next to me. I couldn't look with the cock moving in my mouth. Then I felt it... lips at my nipple. She was underneath and her lips were now clamped around my nipple, suckling, chewing, and nipping. Her hand moved down my stomach to my crotch. She caressed along my pussy as the cock rammed in and out. Her fingers rubbed and rolled my clit, pinched it, pulled it. I felt it rising in me, again. So quickly. So powerfully. The cocks moving in and out. Her teeth biting my nipple. Her fingers pinching and twisting my clit... my breath was lost to me as if a vacuum was created inside. I tried crying out but nothing happened with the cock jammed to the back of my mouth to the entrance to my throat and the other cock jammed deep inside me. All that eventually came of my mouth was a gurgling mix of moans, groans, sighs, and cries all jumbled together and muffled with a half-gagging throat reflex.
My body shook so hard I couldn't help myself. My arms and legs collapsed. I landed on top of Mrs. Baldwin but I wasn't even conscious of that. My muscles quaked and shivered as the orgasm ripped through me. I was vaguely aware of being pushed over so Mrs. Baldwin could escape. I was, also, vaguely aware of giggles surrounding me.
I was still foggy when I felt hands moving me and Mrs. Baldwin's assertive voice. "Not time to rest, yet, slut. Hands and knees. My turn."
My body struggled up. It was as if my body didn't require my mind to be in control. It was as if her voice initiated some sort of audio switch inside me. Her voice, her instruction, her command resulted in my body struggling to my knees, then my arms and hands underneath me, and, finally, my back straightening, and my knees spreading wide. I heard her say, good girl, and warmth flowed through my body and mind. A small but motivating affirmation.
I felt her hand on my hip. I felt hands at my breasts. Something nudged my lips and I opened them without thought or intent. The artificial cock passed into my mouth and over my tongue. My pussy. I recognized the taste of my pussy. I anticipated my pussy being filled, again. But it wasn't my pussy that was being pressed. Something was pressing at my asshole. My eyes flew open. My asshole? My asshole! My mind flashed the image of the odd dildo she had strapped on her hips. It was smaller in diameter with nobs on it. It must be for anal... oh, God... the gel... lubrication... oh, God.
I felt pressure building against that tight, puckered opening. My body wasn't ready for this. This wasn't meant to happen... was it? Do people do this? Of course, they must... they are doing it to me. They have toys for this.
A hand snaked under me and over my pussy as the dildo continued to gently press at my unyielding hole. The hand slid over my clit, between my wet, yielding lips, and into my pussy. A second finger quickly followed and the dildo at my asshole popped through the constriction of my sphincter. I cried out around the dildo in my mouth. My heart raced and my breathing became ragged. Just one of the bulbs of the toy was inside me. Mrs. Baldwin paused as my pussy and breasts were stimulated. Then, more pressure. The second, then third, and fourth bulb each popped inside my ass. I couldn't remember how many there were. Were there more? Then a fifth entered me. Each seemed bigger than the previous one. Then the toy pressed in deeper with another bulb. My, God... what a feeling. A different kind of full feeling. So obscene. So amazing. Anal. Yes, this is what anal is like. Mrs. Baldwin set into a smooth stroke into my ass. Several bulbs pulled out and stroked back in. My sphincter wasn't closing tight, anymore. She stroked in and out, my ass clamping around the invading toy. My pussy, clit, breasts, and nipples are being stimulated as the dildo in my mouth also move in and out, sliding over my lips and tongue.
I could feel another orgasm rising. My, God... another? Was this from being fucked anally? Did it even work that way? Or was this from the other stimulation? Or the combination? My mind cried out, who the fuck cares! Fuck me. As my orgasm rose inside, my mind receded. I no longer cared what was happening as long as it continued to happen. I loved the feeling. I loved being fucked. I loved these orgasms. I wanted more and I wanted it all. This was what a slut was? I wanted it!
As the orgasm crashed over me, I could no longer control my body. I collapsed to the bed and let my body shiver and shake as wave after wave of orgasmic electric pulses and bliss washed through and over me. As I collapsed, the toy in my ass was pulled out of me and I felt every inch of it as my ass closed around the toy as it moved.
Minutes later, I rolled onto my back. The three naked women with their obscene, artificial cocks still strapped on surrounded me. Their fingers immediately returned to my sprawled body. My breasts, stomach, and pussy were all gently, softly caressed as I returned to the real world from whatever blissful place I had escaped to.
Providing service to the women by bringing drinks and snacks, etc. while being available for sexual use was a new step. I wondered if it was a foretelling of what might be coming or if this was the women, only. As I drove home, though, a shiver of excitement told me something about myself. Actively, submissively serving as opposed to the acts of giving pleasure and being used for pleasure, seemed to provide a feeling of fulfillment independent of the sexual acts. The act of providing for and attending to had its own satisfaction beyond any sexual. Where was this taking me? My curiosity, my interest was not idle. I was anxious, excited to find out.
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CHAPTER 4: NORMALCY... NOT
The days and weeks that turned into a few months provided consistency and a sense of what could be expected that tempted me to wonder if it was my new normalcy. Was this going to be what my life was going to be like? The routine calls from Mr. or Mrs. Baldwin to go out to dinner and then their house, or just to go to their house for an afternoon or evening, or to go to their house for the weekend? Knowing that each call would involve sexual acts with one or both of them at their whim? Frequently receiving packages delivered to the house ordered by them that contained intimate apparel, stockings, negligees, or sexual-aid toys? Being given explicit instructions by one or both of them on how and when to use the toys? Being taken shopping for increasingly revealing dresses, higher heels that took time to adjust to, half-shelf bras, and tiny thongs? To be put into increasing situations of exhibitionism at dressing rooms, cars, and generally in public while wearing the new clothes that provided plunging necklines and mini-length skirts?
Normalcy? The usual, regular, habitual expectation to occur with some usual frequency in the week? I hoped so!
The first few weeks after deliberately and willingly committing myself to this strong, confident, and powerful couple were a whirlwind of emotionally and physically testing experiences. I supposed those first weeks were necessary as a reality check for me. First, being taken by him orally and vaginally in his office with Sarah right outside the door at her desk. Then, spending the Saturday night with them at their home with no clothes for myself, giving and receiving pleasure, them partially clothed at times but me always naked. Then, being ravaged by Mrs. Baldwin and her two friends just days later. What would I accept? What would I respond to when asked? Would I reject anything? Would I balk at anything? I am sure they needed to know. Would I withdraw into my old self after some time to reflect and consider what I was doing and what they were expecting? I am sure they had questions if I might accept this for the long term or if I reacted from a sort of desperate need to be quickly fed and then regretted.
None of those concerns, if they had them, ever materialized, emerged. I never felt anything but a deeper desire to serve and please them, to show my obedience to their needs, to prove my commitment to that task. I never questioned, doubted, or weighed the actions I was taking. I only found myself continuously anticipating, even yearning, for what might come next.
The times between my visits with the Baldwins took on something of a routine. But not necessarily boring or frustrating. I took care of the house and yard. I was instructed to be naked as much as possible. Although the yard was fenced, it was not a privacy fence so I had to be dressed but was challenged to increase my exposure with bikinis, halter tops that sagged open at the top and sides, tight shorts, or short loose shorts without panties. Inside, I was always naked unless there was company. I would have to scurry for a covering when the doorbell rang but I was instructed for it to be revealing or suggestive like a loose robe or towel as if I was just preparing for a shower. I was given specific instructions on using the toys they sent to me. BenWa balls in my pussy, small anal plugs, small vibrators in my pussy, or fitted against my clit in panties. There were bigger toys, long or thick or vibrating dildos, that I was instructed to use for specific periods during the day. I would set my smartphone timer for those times to be sure to satisfy the instruction but usually found myself recovering from an orgasm or two and the timer had long ago ended, the buzzing reminder having stopped on its own. I found myself taking increasing pleasure in cooking more interesting and extravagant meals for three or four, the leftovers going into the refrigerator for another meal by myself. But it evolved that I began cooking meals for the Baldwins when I spent a weekend with them until it became a routine if we didn't go out to a restaurant giving them an opportunity for some form of exhibitionism fun with me. I was generally naked or erotically dressed when at their house, always easily available to the touched, probed, or used at any time. While with them, it was never unusual for one of them to find me being used by the other somewhere in the house or yard or me giving oral pleasure or receiving it. They both believed in what became a mantra: the focused intention of giving pleasure results in the most pleasurable experiences.
Reflecting on those months, though, it was still a period of growth, evolution, and careful expansion. I was, after all, a married woman even if I wasn't acting like it. Did I have regrets about what I was doing? No. Should I have? It didn't seem so. It truly felt that I was coming into my own, realizing my true nature, becoming what I deep inside was and should be. It strangely felt separated from the married woman I also was, as if I was in a chrysalis stage of development before breaking completely free and showing my wonderful, beautiful, free, and liberated self. And, the Baldwins were patiently, carefully guiding.
It wasn't all just them, though. The women and other women were sometimes involved in similar activities. I learned to use the strap on as they had used on me. But only one time was another man involved and when it happened as a random-seeming situation but carefully orchestrated. I had been instructed to pick up a stranger in a hotel bar and go up to his room with him only to find out later that it had been prearranged, though at the time it felt quite dangerous and exciting. Another test, I was sure.
The headphones were a continuity through it all, too. The headphones were at the beginning and continued as a source of quiet, peace, and calm. They were also a continued source of inspiration, validation, and corroboration of who I wanted to be and was intent on becoming. The music would periodically change but it maintained the same strange combination of calm and inspiration. When I asked Sarah about that during one of her routine follow-ups, she reminded me that they had upgraded the WI-FI in the house and the headphones to better receive updates on the headphone programming but also to allow better management of what the headphones contained for playback so it would never become mundane and too repetitious for me.
Usually, when I met with Mr. Baldwin, it was at his home or some neutral location like a restaurant if he was at work. A few times, however, he asked me to meet him at his office. I was to still dress provocatively when I did this. A few people might have had a vague familiarity of who I was but not many. Even so, in a business setting like that, I drew attention, though I told myself nobody would really know why I was there and why I had access to the Executive Suite of offices. Sarah, though, never failed to look me up and down, smile, and give me an approving nod as I walked past her desk to knock on Mr. Baldwin's office door. I got the sense that Sarah had a better sense... even understanding... of why I would spend time in his office privately.
It was about the two-month time frame that I understood that Sarah knew. It would be much, much longer before I understood her role in how everything came to happen to me.
Mr. Baldwin was out of town on business. Not a rare occurrence by any means. In the middle of a morning in the workweek, Mr. Baldwin called me. This was rare, though. Knowing he was out of town for work it was a surprise to see the caller ID on the screen, Sir. He was just checking up on me, he said. I flushed. I always do with his appreciative attention. He asked if I was using one of the toys at the moment. I blushed. The presumption of sexual stimulation and openness of discussion was always upfront with both Mr. and Mrs. Baldwin. I knew, from experience, my pussy would have increased lubrication if it hadn't been for the vibrating egg inside me that already had me highly stimulated. I told him about the egg inside me and he had me describe the feelings. My free hand went to my erect nipples as I talked to him, trying to hold off an orgasm that quickly built in me from the eroticism of describing the sensations as much as the actual sensations. They didn't have to be with me to send thrills pulsing through my body.
I had long since dropped the duster I had been using and was leaning against the back of the sofa, one hand holding the phone to my ear, the other moving from nipple to clit and pussy where I could feel the buzz of vibration inside me. I was gasping, fighting to maintain some control to verbally respond to him. He continued to tease me, to prod me, as I was sure he could tell how aroused I was by my responses, the quivering of my voice, the hesitations, the way words and sentences were interrupted by gasps and soft moans.
Then, he did it... "Karen... are you my obedient submissive?"
"Oh... God, yes... sir..."
"COME NOW."
I should have been sitting down. I should have had the foresight but he doesn't always do this to me in this way. Not when he was out of town. Usually, this is when he wants to see me, to build up my need. Peculiarly, these orgasms don't siphon off arousal tension as might be expected but the verbal aspect of them seems to add fuel to the fire burning inside. My legs became weak as the orgasm I was holding off crashed over me. I cried out with unintelligible words and sounds, moans and groans, and panting for breath. I dropped the phone as both hands clutched at my quaking body and I sank down the back of the sofa to the carpeted floor. It was a full minute or so later that I heard his voice. At first confused (I was alone), I remembered the phone. It had bounced off the carpet under the sofa. I squirmed to grab it, each movement of my lower body highlighting the movement of the egg still vibrating in my pussy.
"Sorry, sir... I..."
"You did well, Karen. I could hear. You have always made me happy, dear."
Spent, the orgasm subsiding but the buzzing continuing inside my pussy, I remain on the floor, my legs splayed and my free fingers gently playing over my drooling pussy. A tired smile of satisfaction forms on my face. Physical satisfaction, sure, but also the satisfaction of having pleased him.
"Karen, there is something I want you to do." He doesn't wait for me to respond. He knows I am ready for anything. "Sarah has been very helpful, hasn't she?" Yes. "Have you benefited from the sessions she has led you through at the office?" Yes. "Do the headphones she maintains variety continue to help?" Yes. "You've thanked me in many ways, haven't you?" Yes, of course. "Shouldn't you do something for Sarah, too?" I pause. I respond, Yes, because it makes sense that I do something. But... "I know she would be pleased. You like Sarah, don't you?" Yes, of course. She's wonderful, so helpful, so caring. "Call her then, Karen. Tell her you to want to meet with her." Yes, sir, but... "I want you to serve and please her." Those words. Serve and please... "You understand, Karen?" Yes, sir. Of course. "It will make both Sarah and me happy, Karen." Of course, sir. "Karen... you can use the empty office." That warm feeling flooded over and through my body.
As I enter the main doors of the office building, the receptionist gives me a big smile and welcomes me by name. I don't sign in or show my driver's license as identification. She checks the clock for the time and signs me into her register by the time I reach her curved desk. She holds out an Executive Suite pass with a smile. A lot has changed in these few months since I first came to this building as the shy, reserved, wife of a lowly welder being sent on assignment to India for two years. That is not the thought that goes through my mind, though. In fact, that thought hasn't surfaced since the first couple of weeks. As I moved with familiarity to the elevators to take me to the fifth floor Executive Suite offices, my thoughts are focused on the coming opportunity to please Mr. Baldwin with my service. This time it is different, however, as he is not the one I am intent on pleasing, at least not personally. I feel a shiver of anticipation as the elevator begins its rise. My body is responding already to what I am intent on doing. This is different, though. I won't be in Mr. Baldwin's office to suck his cock or be fucked by it in one of many positions he has used there. No... this time I will need to seduce Sarah to thank her the way Mr. Baldwin wants me to. I press my thighs together and know my thong is soaked. My fingers are drumming an unknown beat in anticipation. Since being instructed, I have focused in my mind on her in a different way. I have always appreciated and respected and relied on Sarah for all she has assisted me with. All the times in the office at the computer, the headphones, the financial assistance bonuses, gym membership... everything has flowed through Sarah. She was the smiling, reassuring face of the company that provided so much support.
Then, everything shifted to Mr. Baldwin. That Friday afternoon when everything changed and Mr. Baldwin became my singular focus. Then, that same weekend when Mrs. Baldwin was included. The company... and Sarah... retreated. It and she were still there but in the background of my attention. Now, Mr. Baldwin has thrust Sarah to the front, again.
As I used the pass card to allow me to open the large, heavy wooden doors, Sarah looked up from her station and gave me a huge smile. She nearly jumped up from her chair behind her desk to come around the side to me with her arms open for our familiar hug. As usual, the other offices were quiet. The Executive VP's were either out or busy behind closed doors. I rarely interacted with them on my visits.
Sarah Thomas was a strong, assertive woman. I always supposed it was an attribute for handling the dominant male personalities she worked with. My eyes focused on her in a new light as she approached to take me into her arms. She was a few years younger, 35 years old, her body was soft and a bit overweight but not surprisingly so for someone who spent long days sitting behind a desk and a husband at home she doted over. She was an inch taller than me barefoot but I was taller in the high heels I always wore now. Her makeup was office-appropriate and her shoulder-length hair very stylish. Her dresses are to her knees and closed at the neck. If she wore a necklace, it was close to her neck. Her earrings were generally studs. She was dressed exactly that way... predictable, comfortable, professional.
After the hug, she stepped back but continued to hold my hands in hers. She was looking at me and her eyes traveled from my eyes to my feet. I didn't even have to think about my dressing, anymore. My old clothes were pushed to the back of the closet. What I wore was always what would please Mr. Baldwin, even if I wouldn't be seeing him. The specific outfits would depend on if I was seeing him or not. If not, my outfit was provocative but subdued. If I was seeing him, it would depend on the occasion or reason. Sometimes it required me to look downright slutty. Other times I am erotic and provocative intent on teasing and exhibitionistic temptation. I am dressed now subdued but still provocatively. The bodice plunges to show the insides of my breasts, barely covering the lace of my bra. The skirt is mid-thigh. The entire dress is molded to my body. My heels are spikes and 4 1/2 inches with straps. When I sit, I have to be careful or the lace tops of the thigh-high stockings might show. My knees have to be tightly together or the lace thong could be peeking out. I always giggle inside when I see someone's eyes recognizing what they see when I relax too much. It is not a dress most 39 year-olds would be comfortable in. I don't think about it, anymore. Not unless someone draws my attention to it. As Sarah now does.
"God, girl... you are stunning!" She makes no reference or comparison to the past. It is just a compliment... and, yes, I blush. I blush a lot. When someone compliments me like now when I catch someone ogling me, when I catch my image in a darkened window along a street, or when I catch a waiter hovering over my shoulder or someone shifting their location to gaze at my legs when I am sitting. I blush a lot. Mr. Baldwin loves it.
I am the one who asked to meet with her. It was at Mr. Baldwin's direction, yes, but it was initiation with Sarah so I am under the assumption she has no prepared agenda. She motions to the extra office, which is where we had privacy in the past. Inside the office, as she is closing the door, I drop my small purse on the empty desktop, and turn, stepping up to her. She looks slightly startled by the sudden move that puts us physically close, certainly inside customary personal space. She gives me a slightly nervous and inquisitive expression. I've changed in the several months she has known me. I can act directly with others when I was a reserved wall-flower before. My change is only the result of following the lead from someone else, which she knows, so her expression quickly softens with the understanding that I probably was directed to some behavior.
"Sarah... I... I want to thank you." The words come out in a stammer but I hold her eyes. Mr. and Mrs. Baldwin give me directions to practice interactions with others. If our time together isn't purely sexual release, there is some agenda, some purpose for me to learn. Her eyes are fixed on mine as I lean forward to bring our faces even closer together. I now whisper, "You've done so much... given so much... been so caring ever since... since... I want to thank you, Sarah."
I close the remaining gap between our faces, my lips lightly brushing against hers. I hear her sigh. I pull back an inch, maybe less. "I want to thank you especially, Sarah. We all have needs, physical needs, soulful needs. I've learned that. Your caring and attention have helped even if you didn't know it." Her eyes had fluttered closed as the tension built between us but they come open quickly with those words. Little did I know how much she knew.
When I closed that inch or less again it was to plant a kiss on her lips. She sighed, again. I pulled back to consider her reaction. Seduction. I was seducing someone else? It didn't seem possible to me. I watch her tongue poke out between her lips and lightly move over her upper lip. Our eyes meet, again, before she moves into me, this time not only closing the space between our lips but our bodies, also. Though she moved to me in acceptance, I press against her with more urgency. We take an awkward step before pressing against the closed door. The kiss continues and transforms into a mutual expression of mutual desire.
One hand moves behind her head to press my kiss firmer and more passionately. The other hand moves to her hip to press my desire and intent. She responds with her own hands moving behind my neck and upper back. Her legs part as my thigh pressed against her. She breaks the kiss to hold me tightly as she moans and shivers her response, her groin pressing against my firmly pressed thigh between her legs. She is hugging me tightly, her face buried in my neck. My hand on her hip moves to her butt and we press even more firmly together. I feel her shiver within our embrace as she presses her groin harder against my thigh.
I whisper in her ear, our faces lost in each other's hair. "I want to thank you... I want to please you." She shivers and moans, again. I pull my face back to look into her eyes and press my intention. Her eyes are searching mine, my face, my mouth. Her lips open. They move, forming a word, a word I can read, but no sound follows behind the movement. "Can I please you?" In a desperate response, her head begins nodding enthusiastically. I press her even more urgently into the door with another kiss that becomes ever more passionate and consuming. The hand at her butt slides up her side to firmly grasp her breast through her dress and bra. She moans, again, and our tongues come together with open mouths.



I pull back and turn her away from the door. I turn the little nob in the handle to lock the door. She is watching intently. Her breathing is heavy, her mouth open as she takes in large breaths, her breasts rising and falling with them. I quickly look her over as she hesitantly steps backward as I step toward her. I assess my options. Mrs. Baldwin and I would strip each other in a flurry of discarded clothes. That probably shouldn't be my approach in the office. Her dress is conservatively covering her with a zipper in the back making it impossible to get to her breasts without essentially undressing her. I smile, mostly to myself but I know it shows on my face. Look at me... the aggressor... but only because I have been directed to be so and I do as I am directed.
With my hands on her upper arms, I continue to step forward and she continues to retreat back. Her eyes are on mine, glued there, possibly stunned by the change in me. She knows what I was like at the beginning. I know only what I feel and what I am feeling is that desirous need to satisfy Mr. Baldwin's direction for me.
She bumps into the end of the bare desk. She glances back. There is nowhere to go but I continue to press forward, closing any space between us. She sits on the desktop and leans back as I lean forward over her. Her hands behind her to brace her, I use one hand behind her head as I lean in to kiss her, again. I pull back only inches and search deep into her grey eyes while mine reflect the desire and lust that is coursing through my body. She moans as I take her mouth with mine in full assault, lips mashed together and open, tongues coming into play. My free hand finds her full hip but only fleetingly as I move it deliberately up her side and to the front to boldly take her breast in aggressive fondling. Her groan is deep and her breathing is labored, gasping.
I suddenly release her from my hands and mouth. The look on her face, in her eyes, is satisfying. She is showing a look of wanting, beseeching, of emptiness and frustration. My hands slide down her dress to her knees which I lift up. She uses her hands to raise herself and slide further onto the desktop. Her eyes are fixed on mine even as my hands begin pushing her dress up her thighs, even as she groans as she voluntarily lifts her hips so I can push her dress up and over them. I lean forward to kiss her as my hands caress her pantyhose encased thighs. My hands move as we kiss. One of her hands continues to brace herself as I press into her gently, the other moves to the side of my head, her fingers entwined in my long hair, her mouth pressing with equal effect into mine.
She gasps into my mouth, "Oh, God..." My fingers are taking hold of the elastic waist of her pantyhose.
I pause at the sound. I break the kiss but don't pull my mouth away. Our lips still in contact, my words come almost slurred, "I want to pleasure you, Sarah. I want to thank you."
She presses her mouth against mine even as she tries to respond. Her reply is more mumbled, more jumbled, more slurred than mine was making it unrecognizable but it is still obvious. She wants this. She drops the hand at my head to the desktop and with both hands to support her, she raises her hips off the surface. I smile as we kiss, as we mash our lips and mouths together. My slurred declaration could be unintelligible except for the heavy groan it elicits. "I want to taste you, Sarah."
She quietly mumbles something as she collapses back to the surface as I break the kiss and put my focus on pulling her pantyhose and panties over her raised hips. Her dress bunched at her waist, I am pulling her pantyhose and panties down her thighs, past her knees, and leave them bundled at her ankles. I dip underneath her feet and rise between her legs, pressing her knees apart while raising them. Her exposed pussy is sparsely covered in downy fur of pubic hair. I notice a glistening along the inside of her pussy lips. It excites me and encourages me to see her excitement. My lips touch her pussy lips. I kiss them. I move higher to kiss her clitoral hood and flick it with my tongue. I retreat back down her pussy, kissing it repeatedly, then licking back up along her lips to her clit. I lap at her with my tongue repeatedly, then stiffen the tip and probe between the lips causing her lips to part as I move up until I surround her now aroused clit with my lips and suck gently.
She is moaning and gasping. Her legs sag and I push them back up and press them toward her upper body. I tell her to hold them back and spread. My voice is firm, unquestionable. If it surprises Sarah, there is no indication of it. I have taken control of the situation but it doesn't surprise me, either. It seems I have only been responding to the direction of Mr. and/or Mrs. Baldwin for months and have been lost in that willing desire to obediently respond. Taking command here, now, isn't a change from that. It is only the means employed to satisfy the direction Mr. Baldwin gave me.
With Sarah's hands and arms locked under her knees and splayed apart, my own hands are freed to assist my mouth and tongue. I use fingers of both hands to open her pussy lips. Her juicy inner folds are laid open to my gaze and mouth. I suck at her hole, lick up to her clit, then suck vigorously at it, drawing it out as the throbbing, engorged sex organ it is. I have learned that the clit seems to have no other purpose but for stimulation but the intensity of that stimulation must be modulated so it remains positive. I release the rigid nub after a moment of focused attention and return to press my tongue abruptly into her hole. I hear her gasping. I feel her body shiver. I slip a finger into her hole alongside my tongue and a long moan seems to fill the small office. I slip another finger inside, moving my mouth to her clit, again. I hear her muttering, just sounds unintelligible, then, "Oh, God... Oh, God..."
Her hips are rising up and falling down to the surface. I only hear muffled sounds. I quickly pull away and look up. She has released one knee and is holding her hand over her mouth. Her breaths are coming in ragged gasps. As I watch, I shove three fingers into her oozing pussy. She gasps and groans. I curl the middle finger and probe to the inside tip of her pussy as my mouth returns to the clit. She jerks sharply as my finger finds her g-spot at the same time my lips encase her throbbing clit and my teeth rake across it.
In the next moment, she explodes in orgasm. She releases both knees and her legs sag to my shoulders, her hands clasping over her mouth as she cries out but only a muffled sound escapes. My mouth clamps onto her hole and I suck at her orgasmic juices.
When I retreat from under her limp legs, she has collapsed. Her breathing is heavy and the room is filled with only that sound. She lays exposed and spent. Her dress bunched at her waist, her pantyhose and panties binding her ankles together, her pussy and inner thighs glistening from her release and the attention from my mouth. I move to the front of the desk and lean down to kiss her on the lips. I can see her struggling to open and focus her eyes. A weak smile forms over her mouth as she continues to gather herself and return control of her breathing.
Then, "My, God... Karen... how did you learn that?"
How? How, indeed. If she only knew what I have experienced at the hands... mouths, tongues, fingers, and toys... of Mrs. Baldwin and her friends!
In the next month or so, Sarah has become another person I spend erotic time with at Mr. Baldwin's direction. We are careful to arrange it when the Vice Presidents are traveling or in meetings. When I walk past her now when called to Mr. Baldwin's office, she has a knowing smile for me which draws a smile from me in return. But it is after that month that everything changes dramatically for me, again.
* * * *
"What do you mean you have a personnel problem you don't know what to do with? We've got channels, Harrelson. Why are you coming directly to me when you could be going through HR?" James Baldwin was exasperated. It had already been one of those days that could have gone a lot better than it was. He decided to work late to try to salvage something good from the day. Some days were just like that. He knew that and was not surprised when they happened. You couldn't sit on top of a vast enterprise like Trinity and not have some of those days. He had just gotten off the phone with Abby to let her know but to be ready when he got home and he would take her out to her favorite restaurant to make up for it. Harrelson's call came in almost as soon as the handset hit the cradle. Harrelson was the project leader in India.
"Sorry, boss. I wasn't sure HR could really do much but there could be... ramifications."
Harrelson was good. He had proven himself over many projects and it was why he was in India to get the new facility there up and running. "Okay... sorry, Bill. It's been one of those days. Apparently, I'm not the only one to have one. What the hell time is it there, anyway?"
There was a chuckle. "Damn early. I stewed all night. Took a chance you might still be in the office. I have a situation brewing. Several, actually. A few of the guys have taken up with locals. We've reviewed and reinforced the training on culture and customs here. We've reinforced that this area isn't Mumbai and even Mumbai is starkly different from our customs regarding men and women." He closed his eyes. He could feel the headache creeping in. He waited for the shoe to drop, know when it hit it probably was more than one gentle thud but something impactful. The last thing they needed was for the new facility to have a negative impression in the local region where they needed to draw workers from.
"What damage?"
Harrelson came back, "Not that much, actually. Locally, that is. They guys agreed to pull back with more caution and care. Caught it in time... except for one. And, you'll never guess who." That's for sure, he thought. Why would he remember any of them? Not that he would verbalize that, of course. He waited, again. "The married guy, Samson."
Baldwin sat up straight in his chair. The fatigue of the day was instantly gone. "Gerald Samson?"
"There's only one, boss." He swore to himself, a long line of words he hadn't verbalized in years... and held in now. It created another period of silence Harrelson felt compelled to fill. "She's pregnant." FUCK. Did that just come out? He was sure it had. Harrelson was too quiet. "But... on the plus side, at least for the company and the plant, he wants to marry her."
"What!? He's fucking married! I don't believe this... what does he think he's going to do with..." he almost said Karen with far too much familiarity "... his wife here?"
"We've been counseling him and it came to a head last night... your early morning. He's serious. You know how reserved and awkward he is... maybe you don't... sure, why would you." Yeah, I know, but can't say that, either. "Anyway, something clicked in him here with the Indians. He never come across as brusque and arrogant. That personality seems to work with the locals. They seem to relate to him. He's a different person with them. He wants to stay. He's put in the paperwork for a permanent transfer. He wants to stay here, marry this woman, and start over."
"And?"
"He says he needs time off to return to the States to take care of the legal stuff."
He sighed, "Simple as that... take care of the legal stuff." His mind was in a whirl. He had seen what was in Karen and could draw it out, have some fun, show her what they had been missing, give her something to apply to her husband when he returned when he would 'reprogram' her attention to her Gerald. That had been his plan. Now... his mind quickly worked on it and he actually smiled for the first time in hours. "Okay... listen, Bill, remind the idiot that he has a wife here he left to wait for him, a wife who agreed to patiently wait for two years... to wait for him. Remind him what that is likely to do to her. If he is going to do this, he needs to think of her and do it quickly and as painlessly as possible for her." He paused as his mind continued to work. "What an idiot. He never understood what he had in her..."
"What was that last part, boss? You were kind of quiet."
Damn, did that actually come out?
* * * *
The doorbell chimed. I didn't hear it the first two times with the headphones on. I ran from the kitchen to the door, threw open the entry closet for the robe hanging there and cinched it around my naked body, took a deep, calming breathing, and opened the door. It was a delivery man with a large envelope requiring a delivery signature. I thanked him confused about why I would be getting such an envelope. As I walked with it back to the kitchen where I had been chopping pepper, green onion, garlic, and ginger for a new recipe I was trying, I studied the envelope. It had a return label from Swanson, Davis, and Garner, Attorneys.
I dropped it on the kitchen table and stood over it. It was addressed to me. What would attorneys be sending me? Looking down at the table, I noticed I was still wrapped in the robe. Before turning to the counter for the paring knife I was using for chopping, I pulled the tie and shrugged out of the robe. By now I felt so much more comfortable when naked. I slit open the envelope and pulled out papers clipped together.
I skimmed the cover letter on top in total disbelief. I was frozen in place. Divorce notice?
I didn't know how long I was standing there with the letter in my shaking hands, not reading, just staring. My cellphone on the counter snapped me out of it. It was a number I didn't recognize but answered numbly.
"Hello?"
"Mrs. Samson? Mrs. Karen Samson?" Yes. "Mrs. Samson, this is Teresa Warner. Did you receive a certified mailing recently?" Just now. "Okay. Mrs. Samson, I am sorry you find yourself in this situation but I have been retained to represent you. I cannot make this situation hurt any less but I can help you." I... don't understand. "This is very sudden, I know. But, please, I would like you to come to my office tomorrow morning and we can talk. I will try to explain what is happening and what we can do. Can you do that? Meet me here tomorrow?" I... I guess so. You say you've been retained to help me? "Yes. My fees are covered. I will text you my office address. Now... I want to give you two rules to follow starting now, okay? One: you will be referred to as only 'Mrs. Samson' until this is over. We want everyone to remember you are the aggrieved wife. Two: you will only wear conservative clothes. That means skirts to the knees, pants, sleeve tops, buttoned to the neck." Why? "Mrs. Samson, divorce attorneys can be very nasty. You should assume someone is watching and waiting for you to make a mistake and photograph it. They would love to imply anything to strengthen their case."
The call was ended. I waited for the text and used a map app to locate the office downtown. Once I did that, I took a deep breath. Think. Damn. Why? That's so unlike Gerald. Conservative. Double damn. Naked feels so good. Provocative is so exciting. I slip the robe back on. Mr. Baldwin. Of course. Who else could have known and do something like this for me?
I pull his contact up on the phone and press the call button.
"Karen?"
"Yes, sir. Mr. Baldwin, did you... do you know a Teresa Warner?"
"She contacted you. Good. Yes, dear, she's our personal attorney. She's good, very good." He chuckled, which I thought was odd, but then he continued. "I've heard some opposing attorneys have even referred to her as 'that fucking Warner'. You're in good hands, dear."
"Thank you, sir. I don't know... I don't know what I would have done."
"Abby and I aren't going to let anything happen to you, dear."
"I'll repay you somehow, Mr. Baldwin. I promise."
"You'll do no such thing. This is what we want to do. You're important to us, Karen."
I felt that warm feeling flood over me, again. "Thank you, sir. But I will find a way to thank you two." I paused. He must have sensed more because he didn't say anything. "Sir, she... Ms. Warner... she said I should dress conservatively and be careful."
"You need to do everything she says. Karen, I want you to do everything she says for me."
"Yes, sir. I will."
"I've told Ms. Warner to get this expedited. Whatever it takes. I've also instructed her to be the bitch I know she can be when she needs to. You'll be okay, Karen." This time he paused and I waited. "Are you still using the headphones Sarah gave you?" I assured him I was. "Good, they might be very helpful during this time."
They certainly have made a difference so far. I saw no reason to stop now. Of course, I will need to move my clothes around in the closet, again. Hopefully, Mr. Baldwin will be right and this will get resolved quickly. I wonder what got into Gerald? Just when my life was getting interesting....



            Executive's Slut Ch. 05

            THE PROPOSITION. The Baldwins alter Karen's life.

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/executives-slut-ch-05

Title: Executive's Slut Ch. 05

Author: ikeman48

Category: Mind Control

Description: THE PROPOSITION. The Baldwins alter Karen's life.

Tags: wife, slut, submission, exhibitionism

Series: Executive's Slut


CHAPTER 5: THE PROPOSITION
Gerald came back for the meeting about the divorce. As we sat opposite each other in the conference room of Ms. Warner's offices, he couldn't even look me in the eyes. He explained that he met someone who made him happy. I didn't know I hadn't made him happy. He said he liked the country and the culture. He wanted to live there. He confided he was anxious to get this over with. I thought he was feeling very guilty but not guilty enough to recant. Of course, I was instructed to say next to nothing, just sit at the table looking hurt. I didn't know if I was looking hurt, but I was pretty sure I looked angry. I reminded myself that I couldn't wear the clothes I now liked: the revealing, the explicit, the provocative skirts and tops. I couldn't run around the house naked. I couldn't see Mr. and Mrs. Baldwin. The only relief I had was using toys in the darkness of my bedroom. Yes, I was angry. It also almost made me laugh.
It took slightly less than 6 weeks from the time I got the summons. Ms. Warner really could be a bitch, too. She found a sympathetic judge to sign off on everything she hammered out of Gerald's attorneys and to expedite the formal signing of the order. When it was all said and done, I got as much as she felt was possible given the desire to finish it quickly, which left some things to compromise. Since I was a supported spouse and not working, I got alimony, two-thirds of the house, the car, and half the savings. The savings and other assets weren't enough for me to buy out his share of the house. I needed to find a job to supplement the alimony to live on. I wasn't sure what the next steps would be or what would happen. What I quickly realized was that I didn't want the house and getting an apartment closer to the downtown area for a job might be the direction to focus on.
Of course, my limited confidence and self-determination were severely shaken by the experience. I nervously called Mr. Baldwin at his office. I was hoping he would be available. He was as patient, caring, and supportive as always but my voice broke several times as the emotion of it all overwhelmed me. He was wonderful. He gave me so much time and I know how busy he always is. His strong, decisive, controlled manner made me feel so good. He was excellent in probing my thoughts about the future: what I wanted now that it was just me; what I longed for; what I would do if I could do anything; what was my greatest desire if I had the courage in this new opportunity. It wasn't so much that he even gave me the time to answer it all. It was more that he presented the questions to consider, to ponder, to explore. He closed our talk with a challenge.
"This is an important time for you, Karen. Most people look at something like this with doubts, self-judgment, recrimination. This is an opportunity, though, if you want to use it as such. This can be a moment when you have a blank canvass before you. A blank, empty, clean canvass upon which you can create whatever life you truly want or, at least, seriously consider the possibilities of pursuing your heart's desire."
I sighed, feeling weight slipping from my shoulders. There was no clear thought in my mind, but his words made sense and opened up something new. I didn't know what I wanted from him when I called, but I understood at that moment why I did call. I could count on him. He was there for me. He, and Mrs. Baldwin, supported me, cared for me, could guide me. "Thank you, sir. I knew you could help me. But how do I do that?"
"Do you trust me, Karen?"
"Of course, sir! It's been difficult for me without you and Mrs. Baldwin. I wanted to seek your guidance so many times. But you said I should do whatever Ms. Warner told me, so that's what I did."
"You did well, Karen. It was hard for us to be away from you, too. Abby and I are proud of you. We stayed in contact with Ms. Warner. We always knew what was planned and what was happening. We were in the background guiding and supporting. We want to help you now, too. The decisions need to be yours, though. We can help, if you like."
I flushed. That warm flood of feelings. They were there! I felt so alone, but they were there. I should have known. And they are here, again. I feared I had lost them, but I haven't. "What should I do, sir?"
"That's my girl. Over the next few days, find some way to find peace and relax so you can open your mind to options going forward. Seek the vision of that blank canvass in your mind in a relaxed mental state. Then, what would you put on that canvass? How would you depict your life? It is up to you, now. Nobody else. What would please you the most, if you could devote yourself to it? Will you do that for me?"
"Yes, sir." This feels so good. I feel like I have a path to follow, again. I might not know where it is leading me but the path is guided and safe with Mr. Baldwin alongside me.
"Do you think you can have some thoughts prepared by Friday night?" Yes, sir, I said with new excitement. "Good. I will send a car to pick you up. I will arrange a nice dinner for the three of us. We'll celebrate the end of your ordeal, your freedom, and the new opportunities in front of you. Remember how proud we are of you, Karen. Find that peaceful place and imagine your desires. At dinner, we can explore what you imagine."
"Thank you, sir! I hope I'm not too much of a bother."
"Nonsense! You've always pleased us, dear."
I ended the call with a spirit that seemed to be floating, flooded with warmth. It was a feeling I had missed but not forgotten. I went straight into the bedroom, stripped out of the conservative clothes I was still wearing. I stood naked before the mirror and smiled. The first step was to rearrange my closet and dresser. As I worked, I considered the steps to following Mr. Baldwin's direction. Wine. Yes, a couple glasses of wine. Peace and relaxation. The headphones, of course. Yes, this is a good start. I felt my heart pumping with renewed energy and excitement. This will work. Of course, it will. I can rely on Mr. Baldwin. He was proud of me... she was proud of me... Desire. What do I desire? Where are those headphones? I can multitask as I rearrange the closet. What is that feeling? Oh, God... I have missed that.
Headphones in place on my ears I hum to the sounds with my spirit lifted by the minute. I pull all the clothes out I haven't touched in six weeks and pile them on the bed. I push all the rest to the back of the closet. I now have more room in the closet. I smile. Options. Clean canvass. I hold up each dress, blouse, skirt, bra, pantie, stockings, and shoes. In between placing each item where I now wanted them in the closet or dresser, I touch my breast and nipple or my pussy. My nipples are erect. My pussy is seeping. God, I have missed this feeling. What are my desires for my life? They are proud of me...
* * * *
Friday night. I am dressed and anxious. I am wearing one of Mr. Baldwin's favorite dresses, a black, form-fitting dress that hugs all my mature curves. The tight skirt ends way above mid-thigh. The bodice has a large oval cut into it above my breasts to show plenty of cleavage but allows me to wear a bra for support. I am nervous. He said nothing about how I should dress for the evening, which is out of character for him... but it has been a while for us.
Right on time, I see headlights flash across the living room sheers. A moment later I hear a car door close and another moment before the doorbell rings. I grab a little purse I left on the entry table and open the door. A large black man in a black suit announces he has been hired to take me to the restaurant. He stands in the doorway a moment too long looking at me. Then he's embarrassed.
"Sorry, ma'am. It's just... you're going to make someone's night very special."
I blush profusely but thank him. I feel that warm feeling wash over me and I smile. It is nice to get that kind of attention, again. I can't remember where the thought originated from but it feels good and right to dress to please men that way.
In the restaurant, I get more looks. I ask for Mr. and Mrs. Baldwin's table and am led to a small alcove open to the main room but providing a bit of privacy. Both of them stand as I approach, each giving me a hug and kiss on the cheek. Mrs. Baldwin whispers in my ear, "I've missed you, dear. Seeing you like this reminds me how much I've missed you."
Most of the meal is relaxed and light. All the talk is about mundane things, catching up on things that have happened in their lives, and pulling feelings about how I am feeling with the resolution of the divorce. Mr. Baldwin waits until we order light desserts before bringing up the big questions. He reiterates many of the same questions he threw out to me a few days ago. I stumble around with my attempts at answering and he can sense I am having some difficulty. Mrs. Baldwin is watching the interaction intently between her husband and me, allowing him to direct and guide it all. Finally, he drives it home.
"Karen, we understand there is a lot to consider and there are a lot of uncertainties. Where a job might come from. What kind of job might be appropriate for your skills and experience? Where to live. There is a lot that can't be defined, yet. But... what your deepest desire is... what you ultimately desire for yourself to feel fulfilled and true at some level going forward... what is that deepest desire inside you?"
I look into Mr. Baldwin's face and find the man who I came to know as stable, strong, controlled while being supporting and caring. I look into Mrs. Baldwin's face and find the woman I came to care so much for and see a look of anticipation and expectancy.
I take a deep breath. Tell them. Just tell them. You've done it before. Why would anything be different now? They are both here for you. Tell them.
"Sir, ma'am... nothing has changed... no, of course, things have changed but not what I truly desire." I search each of their faces. Slight smiles have formed on them and I catch Mrs. Baldwin flick her eyes to her husband and quickly back to me. Mr. Baldwin is fully concentrated on me. I hadn't yet said what needed to be said. "Sir, ma'am, yes, things have changed in my life. Things that will need to be addressed and resolved... and soon. But there is a big part of me, what is inside me, the most powerful desire and need within me that directly affects my feeling of fulfillment that has not changed. You have shown me that I am submissive and I have accepted that. More, I have embraced it, I think." I look him in the eyes. "Sir, I still want to be your submissive." I turn my focus to her. "Ma'am, I still want to be your submissive." My eyes flick back and forth between them as I continue. "I can't stop thinking about what was before this happened. I still very much desire to serve and please both of you. The idea in my head of being in service to you makes me horny, fully aroused. It consumes me."
They are both watching me. Both watch my breasts rise and fall with my huge breaths. Now that I let it out, spoke my desires, told them what I really wanted on a larger need than what job or apartment, my body feels ready to explode in anticipation... hope. Nothing about my confession resolves anything without their acceptance. The first time I was privately in his office was when I committed myself. Now, we are in a public restaurant and it is both of them.
Mrs. Baldwin breaks the silence that fell on the table. "You're sure, Karen?" I nod enthusiastically. "You speak of serving and pleasing... what would you do?"
I gush the response, "Anything, ma'am. Just tell me what you want and I'll do it. I'll eat your beautiful pussy until you tell me to stop and my face is smeared with your juices."
Mr. Baldwin interjects, "And me, Karen?"
"Sir, anything, of course. Both of you." My voice drops, again. "I'll suck our cock... I'll fuck your cock... I'll be what you desire me to be."
"Tell us what you will be for us."
I look at them both, my back becomes straighter, my shoulders pull back, my chin up. Yes, this is exactly what I want and I am proud of it. They showed that was in me before. "I will be... I am your submissive slut." I look back and forth between them. There is only one more statement. "If you will accept me as yours... your submissive... your slut... yours to do with as you wish." They are quiet. A moment of panic begins to form. Could it be they don't want me, anymore? "You asked me, sir, to consider what it was I truly, most deeply, desired. You suggested I consider what lay ahead as a blank canvass and what I wanted could be painted on that canvass. This is what appeared, sir. This is it. There is more I need to resolve to live but I need this to somehow still be a part of that new living."
Mrs. Baldwin smiled as she glanced at her husband. The smile made me nervous. "What are you wearing under that dress?"
"Stockings... not pantyhose... thong and bra."
"Prove what you just committed to us." My eyebrows showed my question. "Remove the thong and place it on the table."
I was sitting with my back to the rest of the restaurant. My tight dress made it impossible to easily do that. I glanced to the sides but had no way of knowing what was happening behind me. The chairs were solid backs and that would provide some cover. I raised my butt and pulled my skirt to my hips. I raised myself a second time to tug the delicate garment over my hips. With one hand on the edge of the table and the other pulling the thong, I moved it down my legs and off one foot and the other. I looked into her eyes. She was waiting. How obedient was I going to be? We had never done anything this publicly humiliating before. I breathed and spread the fabric in front of me.
"Take a breath, dear. The waitress is coming. Let's order dessert."
Oh my God! In the next instant, the waitress was there, standing between Mrs. Baldwin and me. She started her spiel about the dessert option when she saw the thong. She leaned closer and softly commented, "Show and tell? They are pretty." She gave me a wink and took our orders. I knew I was bright red. I was also amazed at her composure.
The thong remained in front of me as we waited. The talk changed from me to banal banter. I didn't know what that meant if it meant anything. When the waitress returned, she had another waitress assisting her with the desserts and coffee. I didn't think she needed to. She was showing the other woman. My dessert was placed on top of the thong. My blush rose, again.
Then, when I had finished the light dessert, Mrs. Baldwin commanded, "Take off your bra." My eyes bugged out. I glanced around. I couldn't... could I? With this dress, I would need to unzip it in the back and lower the whole top to do that. She raised her hand and the waitress was next to us, again. "Our friend needs your assistance with something in the restroom." Oh my God.
She led me through the tables to the restroom door. She pushed it open and checked inside. It was empty and I entered. She looked at me questioningly. She didn't know what to expect but she expected something interesting, I could read it on her face.
I leaned my head forward and pulled my long hair to the front to expose the back. She didn't seem to need more than that after the thong on the table. I felt her fingers at the clasp of the zipper and she moved the zipper down my back. I remained where I was. She gasped, "Seriously? Oh, you guys are so bad." But, she did it. She released the clasps of my bra. I stood before the mirror and looked at her reflection behind me as I pulled the dress and bra straps until the bodice fell in front of me and I could remove the bra. I dropped the bra on the counter and put my arms back through the dress. She giggled as she re-zipped the dress. I turned around and hugged her. I didn't know what else to do. I wanted to kiss her at the moment but didn't want to chance taking it too far. The way she looked at me, though, maybe I should have.
She returned to the table with me. I held the bra in my right hand all bunched together. It wasn't a dainty little thing... not with my breasts. Anyone looking closely would see it, though most would have been distracted by the jiggling of my unconfined breasts in the tight dress. At the table, she leaned forward, "I have loved you guys! If you come back, please ask for Sally." Mr. Baldwin promised to do that.
Mr. Baldwin made a quick call. When we exited the restaurant, the same driver and car were waiting. He held the back door open. Mrs. Baldwin entered first, then me, and finally Mr. Baldwin. I was sitting in the middle. The short, tight dress was forced up to my hips by getting in and they stopped me from pulling the skirt down. Both caressed over my stocking-encased thighs. We had only gone a few blocks before Mr. Baldwin asked the driver, "Please find a spot to pull over for a moment."
As the car stopped at the curb in front of a block of dark storefronts, Mr. Baldwin opened his door and extended his hand for me to follow him. Outside the car, he turned me around, reached under my hair, and lowered the zipper. He's undressing me? Outside? In front of a strange driver? In fact, yes. He pushed the dress over my shoulders and down my body. I held onto the top of the car as I carefully stepped out of the dress, taking care to keep it off the sidewalk. He turned me back to him and smiled. I stood naked but for stockings and heels. With a hand on my breast, he pulled me in for a very deep kiss.
I gasped as a thrilling shiver rippled through me. I clung to him. "Sir... you never said if you accepted me."
He chuckled. His hand at my breast shifted and his fingers squeezed my nipple. I moaned. Naked outside. Cars passing by on the same street and that was what I was concerned about. Did he accept me as their submissive slut?
"Of course, I accepted you... we accept you. This was our hope, Karen, my slut. We have a proposition for you to take care of the other concerns about your future... job and place to live. First, you needed to be our brazen slut." I smiled and kissed him. The warm feeling washing over me was so familiar, again. My pussy flooded. I was theirs! They wanted me!
I slid back into the car. I saw the driver adjust the rearview mirror, not to see out the back window but to see down at me. I smiled at him and winked. I felt so wicked. Mrs. Baldwin took my left leg and draped it over her leg. Mr. Baldwin did the same to my right leg before he closed the door and the overhead light was extinguished. I was spread open obscenely to the gaze of the driver. It was wicked. It was exciting.
On the way, again, they both began fondling, caressing, and exploring my invitingly naked and exposed body. Hands fondled my breasts, rolled and pulled my nipples, stroked my pussy lips, rubbed and rolled my quickly engorged clit, and thrust into my wet and open pussy with one, two, and three fingers. All the while the driver divided his attention between the road ahead of us and the rearview mirror when we passed under street lights. I orgasmed before we reached their home but they didn't stop their assault on my body. I was theirs to use. I told them I was. I had no doubt in my heart that this was right, this was what I desired most. To be used by them as they wished and to please them in any manner they wished.
When the driver pulled into the circular drive of their huge house, I was quickly rising to another orgasm. The car stopped and the hands and fingers were gone. It happened so quickly it almost ached that they were gone. The driver was holding Mrs. Baldwin's door open. She took his hand to exit. Then, I saw the hand reach into the car to me. I looked up into the eyes of the man. His eyes moved quickly over my body, taking in the vision before him. I knew my pussy and inner thighs glistened with the juices of my orgasm. I blushed as I took his hand. As I slid one foot out of the car, I knew I was again opening myself to his gaze. Mr. Baldwin had exited by the other door and met me as I came out. I turned toward the house but was stopped by the driver's voice.



"Miss... your dress."
He stood with a wry smile as he held out to me my dress. I didn't see my thong or bra... were they left on the table? Oh my God... Sally is going to have a story to tell.
We stood as Mr. Baldwin settled with the driver, giving him a healthy tip for his discretion. Mr. Baldwin then turned to me, "Is there some way you would like to thank him, also, Karen?"
I looked from the driver to Mr. Baldwin who wore a relaxed, neutral expression. I turned back to the driver and stepped up to him, mustering the courage to be calm and assured to perform in the manner I knew Mr. Baldwin desired. I stepped up to the man, both hands resting on his suit-covered chest.
"Sir... may I thank you for your care of us tonight?"
He looked from my face down to my bared breasts just pressing into his body. "You can thank me any way you want."
I smiled. My right hand slid down from his chest, over his stomach, past his belt, and over his crotch. All as I reached up to kiss him on the lips. I sank down his body to my knees in front of him, my fingers loosening his belt as I did. My knees were now on the hard, rough, cobblestones of the driveway, I lowered the zipper and pulled his pants down his legs. I felt his growing cock under his boxers. I looked up at him with a smile. He was big. The idea flashed through my mind. A big black cock? I grasped the waist of his shorts and pulled them over his cock and down to his bunched pants. Pointing straight at me was a large black cock. I took it into my hands, kissing the head before taking it into my mouth. I sucked on it for a minute before licking and sucking down the length to his ball sack. I transferred his balls to my hand as I took the cock back into my mouth. I sucked hard. I tried taking as much as I could into my mouth, even just into my throat but it was something I really didn't know how to do. Yet. I told myself I didn't know how yet. But... I would.
When he came, he held my head in his hands and pressed it into my mouth. I felt his cock pulse and stiffen. His balls swelled. His cum shot into my mouth in great spurts. I gulped down each spurt, sucking all that I could get. When he was done, I sucked the last of it from his cock before licking it clean. I pulled his boxer shorts up, then his pants. I stood as he pulled himself together. He turned to Mr. Baldwin calmly.
"If you ever need to be driven in the future, sir, please give me a call."
Mr. Baldwin stepped beside me and slipped his hand down between my legs, which I parted for him. "I'll do that, Charles. Who knows, she might have another way to thank you next time."
I was blushing profusely at the implication but I was also hotter than a bitch in heat.
I followed Mrs. Baldwin up the short walk and steps to the front door. I couldn't believe I was naked in their front yard or that they wanted me that way but it was late, the houses spaced well apart and the neighborhood quiet. Mr. Baldwin followed. He had my purse and dress casually over his shoulder.
Once inside, though, Mrs. Baldwin dropped her purse on the entry table and pulled me into the family room. I was by now very familiar with the layout of their home. Although I anticipated where we were going, I didn't know what her sense of urgency meant. Entering the room, she hiked her skirt to her waist exposing her thigh-high stocking and thong. She stripped her thong down her legs and lay length-wise on the long leather sofa, her head resting on the far arm and one leg draped over the back while the other foot remained on the floor.
She looked up at me with a lusty smile. "Our turn for some release..."
I nodded with my own lust-infused smile, my eyes already focused on her spread crotch and pussy. She keeps her pussy cleaned of hair as I was instructed to do. I knelt on the sofa and crawled to her with my mouth zeroed in on her pussy. She gasped as my mouth made contact with my tongue probing immediately into her hole before lapping up her slit to flick her engorged clit. I felt the sofa shift behind me and felt his hands on my raised ass, then what I knew was his cock head probing at my pussy. I gasped into her pussy as he abruptly penetrated my wet and ready hole. The activity in the car had them as excited and aroused as I had seen them. This really does mean they are accepting me, doesn't it?
He thrust hard into me, our bodies impacting with skin on skin smacking, which forced my mouth hard into her pussy. I wrapped my arms around her spread legs to bring my fingers to her mound and clit. My thumbs spread her pussy lips as I happily lapped at her drooling pussy like a contented puppy. I sucked at her juices, probed her hole with my tongue, and nibbled at her rigid clit. With my attention on her clit, I shifted a hand from around her leg to insert fingers into her hole. I started with two fingers but quickly shifted to three and four, driving them and twisting them into her as I sucked and nibbled at her clit. I curled my middle finger in search of her g-spot. Her hips rose sharply and she cried out as the finger rubbed it, as my teeth closed around her connected clit. The connected nerve endings sending jolts of arousal back and forth like pulsing electricity that then radiated through her body.
At the same time, I was fighting to maintain that attention solely on what I was doing to her pussy because of the delicious pounding he was giving me from behind. He leaned forward over me, one hand grasping and mauling a breast while the other hand strummed my own clit as his wonderful cock drove deep into my clenching pussy. He was grunting behind me with each powerful, urgent thrust he pounded at me. This wasn't about me. This was them getting their release but it didn't matter. I was going to give them their release, that was my only goal, but my body was responding in equal measure, especially with him strumming at my clit. It seemed when one cried out their release it was a chain reaction as the room became filled with an obscene lust-infused chorus of moans, groans, gasps, and screams. I collapsed into her slick pussy, my knees giving way as he sagged onto my back. We lay in that heap of pulsing, gasping, panting flesh for minutes.
We lay like that quietly, the only sound being our heavy breathing. Then, she quietly, calmly exclaimed, "Husband... it is nice... to have our... slut back with us."
I felt him flex his hips into mine, his softening cock jerking inside my pussy that I squeezed around him. "Yes, dear... very nice... indeed." I almost purred with contentment at hearing them talk over me.
When we finally, reluctantly it seemed, separated, he was pulling his pants back up and fastening his belt, closing his zipper. She swung her feet to the floor and tugged her dress down over her thighs. I stood before them expectantly.
Mr. Baldwin sagged down next to his wife. "Karen... pour three snifters of brandy, please."
I turned toward the well-stocked bar along the wall. If I didn't actually skip along the way, that was how I was feeling. The mirrored wall behind the bar and behind the shelves holding the many bottles of different liquor reflected my image back to me. My face shined with the juices from Mrs. Baldwin's pussy and orgasm. I parted my legs and saw the inner thighs also glistened with the combination of Mr. Baldwin's cum and my own. I shivered. Not from cold, they kept the house comfortably conditioned. It was continued excitement. My nipples remained hard. After those weeks of being 'good' for the divorce, being with them like this felt so good and right.
I placed the three snifters on a tray and delivered them. They offered up their glasses and we clinked them together before I sat in a chair facing them.
"To you, Karen," Mrs. Baldwin offered.
"Me, ma'am?"
"Yes, Karen, to you," Mr. Baldwin reinforced. I saw him look at his wife who nodded, some indication of confirmation to continue to something they had planned. "Karen, you have brought us much joy and pleasure. We have been very pleased with the way you have served and pleasured us... the way you have blossomed, as it were."
Mrs. Baldwin sipped from her glass and smiled, "Like a beautiful, exotic flower. You have opened your inner self to us, offered your charms, and displayed yourself freely."
I glanced down at my body. I watched my thighs part as far as the chair allowed. My nipples were still erect. My breasts rose and fell with my increased breathing. I didn't know what to say so I let my free hand roam from my breast to pussy. I watched their eyes follow my hand. I watched as their eyes followed my finger slipping through my pussy lips and sink into my hole. I watched as their eyes followed my finger to my mouth. A shy smile formed on my lips as I sucked the finger. Large smiles formed on their faces.
Mr. Baldwin continued smiling. "Yes... in a short time you have grown into an exotic, erotic, lustful flower of a woman." I sipped from the glass. I waited. They had something for me. Something they were building to. "Earlier tonight you again offered yourself to us. You re-affirmed your desire to serve and please us. You re-affirmed your desire to be our submissive slut... to please us... to serve us... to obey us." I nodded firmly. My voice disappeared with the excitement of anticipation. "You confessed the desire to serve and please us that reflected your deep desire but didn't really resolve the issues remaining for your immediate future... job and living." I nodded more. My eyes flicking back and forth between them. Their free hands were moving over each other's thighs. Both hands were high up the other's thigh at the crotch. Mrs. Baldwin's skirt was again pushed up exposing that leg.
Mrs. Baldwin gasped out, "Tell her, James. We have a proposition for you. Tell her." She moaned. His hand was pressed firmly between her thighs. Her hand grasped his crotch. He was hard, again. My own fingers returned to my breast as I watched, waited, anticipated.
Mr. Baldwin smiled. He was teasing his wife and prodding me. I leaned back and lifted each leg over the arms of the chair. Fully opened to them I thrust two fingers of my free hand into my messy pussy. They stopped their teasing of each other but it didn't stop me. I masturbated in front of them. I clumsily set my glass down on a side table, one hand in my pussy, the other strumming my clit viciously. They waited. They watched. I performed. Openly, brazenly, boldly. It only took moments for me to orgasm before them. My body tensed, stiffened, my hips rising from the seat, boldly displayed before them as my body shivered and my pussy pulsed open and closed around my fingers. I sagged back to the seat panting. I remained as I was, boldly displayed, panting and flushed.
They both were smiling. They had stopped teasing each other and were only watching my display.
Mr. Baldwin continued. "Yes... like that. You want to be our slut, don't you?" Yes. "You want to be our submissive slut?" Yes. "You want to obey us in whatever we want from you?" YES. "You want to please us with your body in any way it might please us?" YES. "Even if it pleases us to share your body as long as we protect you?" YES. ALL OF IT. "You will eagerly and willing learn to use your body to give pleasure in the most erotic and slutty ways to please us and others?" YES. He smiled. "Come and stand her in front of us, slut." I quickly but awkwardly sprang to my feet. I stood between them in the space created by them by moving their legs to the sides. He looked at my pussy, about eye level for him. He looked up at me as if I should know something. I spread my feet. He leaned forward and slipped two fingers into my pussy. I gasped. The rawness of the display. But it was only beginning. She also leaned forward to insert her two fingers alongside her husband"s. I moaned and gasped. Four fingers inside me randomly sawing in and out. My eyes closed. I felt my own hands grasp my breasts as they used my pussy. I felt my clit pinched and my eyes opened as I gasped and looked down at the fingers between my legs. I shivered as I moaned. They used me like a toy. I stood, open, available. It felt humiliating in one regard and satisfying in another. I gave myself to them and they were taking me. My legs shook under me as my body responded to their thrusting fingers and manipulation of my clit.
Then... the fingers were gone. I looked down with need, with frustration, with built-up lustful need. Their fingers were out in front of them. I dropped to my knees, opened my mouth, and they inserted their fingers. I sucked my juices off them. I moaned more. They were no longer touching me but this act continued my arousal. Service. I was aroused to be at their service!
Satisfied, I sat back on my heels. My knees spread, I straighten my back and thrust my breasts out before me proudly.
"You make us very happy, Karen." It was Mr. Baldwin. "Our proposition for you. We immensely enjoy the time you spend with us serving and pleasing us. But does it solve your living questions?"
I shook my head. My eyes watched each of them. "No, sir. But... it is my desire."
Mrs. Baldwin added, "We know, dear. That's why we considered the issue ourselves." They considered it? I welcome their input but I have no marketable skill after not working so long. I'm not sure the alimony will be sufficient to live on.
Mr. Baldwin reached forward and gently grasped a nipple. I remained as I was. Mrs. Baldwin did the same, taking hold of the other nipple. While holding my nipples, he continued.
"We want you to be our submissive slut full-time. We want you to live here, to be our submissive, to be our... maid if you will. You would take care of the house, provide our meals, do what we say, and be available for our pleasure whenever we want it."
My eyes opened wide. What it looked like on the outside, I wasn't sure. Inside, my body flooded with warmth and despite the heat washing through me, I shivered. My face quickly radiated a huge smile.
"Seriously? Sir? Ma'am? You would do that for me?"
He laughed loudly which drowned out my response. "Yes... well, it is to help you but it is as much for us you should realize." He paused to consider my reaction. As if being satisfied, "We will set up a salary to build for your future. You'll have a bedroom. An account for all household items necessary. You'll be completely covered in health and other needs. Along with taking care of the house, you will take care of us... and anyone else." He continued to watch me closely. "Do you want time to think about it?"
I smiled. "No, sir... ma'am. I don't need to. Thank you, thank you, thank you!"
Whatever I might have thought could come from that first time in his office... whatever I might have thought could come from the weekends with them... whatever I might have thought might come from getting the divorce notice and guiltily acting as the innocent, aggrieved wife... this was the perfect, the ultimate outcome. My entire being felt content. This allowed me complete fulfillment of my deepest desire. I could serve them, please them to my heart's content.
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CHAPTER 6: THE TRAINING
The transition from my home to the Baldwin's home took almost no time, at all. He must have been supremely confident about my response to their proposal and that I would defer to his taking control because he had everything coordinated to happen. He had a realtor and an estate liquidator ready. The realtor would even contract to have certain items in the house updated to maximize the sale. The liquidator would sell or donate anything left in the house and garage. Mr. Baldwin sat me down in his home office to explain everything, even the importance of where and how to donate items for tax benefits. As their employee, I would have taxable income, not to mention bonuses, which he said might come into play later. I had no idea what bonuses might entail but I continued to nod and agree with him. My trust in him was absolute. My confidence and acceptance of him taking control were complete.
Mrs. Baldwin also took charge immediately by establishing some rules and routines. She controlled my outfits to be worn around the house and my responsibilities in it. I would rise in the morning early to make coffee and prepare breakfast. I would be naked during this time until Mr. Baldwin left for work or until told to dress for the day on the weekends. Mrs. Baldwin would lay out my outfit for the day. It always included high heels. The rest might be thigh-highs only, or with a self-bra. It might be a sheer little white skirt that didn't cover my entire butt or a sheer white apron that hid nothing. She became very creative. But I was always exposed. When her friends came over, I was no longer another friend who they had fun with but now a servant they groped and probed. And, I welcomed it.
It was a new world, a new life that revolved around arousal. But what I was getting used to was only the beginning.
I served the two of them in the dining room. It was a meal I had tried for the first time and it had turned out perfectly. The dining room was set semi-formally. The table was without leaves making it an oval but not the length it could be. The spare chairs lined the wall. They were seated at the ends, the serving plates and three candles in the center. There was a routine for this, too. I would eat with them but only after serving them from each dish. There was always more if they wanted it, but I was careful to cook meals not only balanced but to a specific caloric level by serving size. If they went over, it was their choice by taking seconds. Once I served them and poured the wine, I could sit on the side between them. I was very careful to take serving sizes. Despite an increase in working out, my attention to my body drove a need to stay trim and firm. The other evening meal routine for home was our dress. Mr. Baldwin remained in his business suit until after dinner. Mrs. Baldwin changed into a dress while I finished with preparation before he returned. My dress? It was very specific and defined for me by Mrs. Baldwin. After serving them a drink after his arrival home, I would rush up to my room to change. Sometimes it would be a baby-doll, sometimes a floor-length negligee that gaped when I moved. Always it included thigh-high stockings and high heels. Sometimes, like this night, it was the thigh-high stockings, heels, and a shelf-bra that left my nipples exposed. Despite the occasional shelf-bras, panties and thongs were rarely included. They enjoyed fingering my pussy and pinching my nipples so easy access dictated the outfits I wore.
Dinner was finished and I began to rise to clear the table when Mr. Baldwin stopped me. "Karen, we need to talk." He sounded nervous. Is something wrong, I wondered? I glanced at Mrs. Baldwin and received a wink. I returned my attention back to him. "You've been amazing, Karen. Considering what your experience was before we started, you've been very open and eager. Abby and I are pleased. There is only one thing that could make us happier."
"Anything, sir." My response was overflowing with eagerness to fully please them.
He smiled. "We know that about you, dear. You are always very eager to please us. And, for the most part, you do." I squeezed my eyebrows together with a concerned look. Most part? "Sex... you've progressed well." My inexperience. Catching up with me? "Remember when we talked before? Way back when? It was your inexperience... your lack of exposure to a wide variety of sex... that was immediately identified, even by you." I nodded. I have experienced more, though, since then. Even women. Even Sarah on my own. He glanced at his wife and must have received the signal he wanted to continue. Despite his controlling, dominant nature, it seemed they were a well-suited pair when it came to the house and their private life and I was a part of both. "Remember the group we belong to?"
"Of course, sir. Mrs. Baldwin's friends are from there."
He chuckled, "Yes, a horny group. Well, you have been the topic of much discussion there because of those women. The entire group has become quite excited to... well... have you. And, as excited as we might be to share you with them, we are also concerned for you. A new person into the group, especially a sexy woman, draws a lot of attention and interest."
I cocked my head, "Sir?"
Mrs. Baldwin jumped in. "Usually the group is more like a swapping event. A woman would have one, maybe two partners. Everyone has been told you are a slut... our submissive slut. They would expect more from you."
Back to Mr. Baldwin, "When you submitted, you committed to our wishes, to learn all you could to please us and anyone we chose to share you with."
"Yes, sir. I meant it and still do. My greatest desire is to please you in every way. Anything, sir. Whatever I need to do or learn to be the slut you want, I'll do it. Even now, my body is reacting as it always does when I think about some way that might please either of you more. What is it I need to do?"
"We have found someone who will assist you... actually train you to be a better slutty submissive. You will spend three days with him. You will be used as you have never been used. What you have experienced with us will seem like nothing. But he assures us a woman could be a whore at the end of it." I look questioningly at both of them. "We don't want a whore or a slave, dear. We want you but a version of you that is more of a consummate slut."
Mrs. Baldwin touched my arm, "You have already evolved so much, Karen. Are you still okay with going further? For us?"
I smiled, nervously, at both of them. The truth was, as nervous as I felt about what they were telling me, my body was responding to it. It was clear this was what they wanted; this would make them happy; this fits into their future plans for me. It excited me to think of pleasing them, satisfying them. The unknown was also exciting. Intimidating, but exciting. "Of course, I am willing!"
* * * *
I was covered in only a thin satin robe tied at the waist. My erect nipples pressed at the material and clearly identified my body's arousal. This was the day my training would begin. Three days in the home of another man. Three days when I am expected to respond to this other man's every command. Three days of... whatever it was that would turn me into a better or real slut, a whore if they wanted it. At least I knew the Baldwin's didn't want a whore or slave, merely a submissive that could act like one. I sat in the back of the car. They sat in front as we traversed the city. I was nervous as we entered a part of the city that was more run down than I had seen in a long time. Did he actually take women and turn them into whores? Or, was it just bravado, ego, macho-talk?
When Mr. Baldwin pulled into a driveway, his fancy, expensive sedan was clearly out of place in the neighborhood. The house was a ranch style like many in the neighborhood, probably all constructed during one of the suburban expansions of the city many decades ago when this would have been the suburbs but was now just part of the city. The house didn't appear to be run down, but the yard lacked care. A closer look showed some trim on the house with peeling paint. The Baldwins lived in an exclusive, rich, gated community. My old neighborhood was certainly mixed, lower middle income but well cared for. This was something less.
When the car stopped in the driveway, they both turned and looked at me. Mrs. Baldwin might have had a touch of concern seeping through but she quickly covered it. I didn't give them a chance to express a crack in their resolve.
"I will make you proud, sir, ma'am."
I then opened the door and moved directly to the front door. It was opened as I approached. It was early morning. Late afternoon on the third day, they would return for me. In between, I was to follow this man's direction as if he were Mr. Baldwin. I had no clothes. He told the Baldwins I wouldn't need any. The man who stepped out onto the cracked stoop, the man I was spending the next three days with without clothes, was the biggest black man I had ever been close to. Not fat. Just big, well over six feet, and strong looking. He could have played football and might have. He looked to be in his 40's. A little older than me. My heels clicked on the hard concrete of the sidewalk as I stepped up the two steps to stand facing him. I was told to give him my full attention so I didn't dare look back at the car.
The big man looked down at me with a smile that seemed to be saying a lot. I just wasn't sure I wanted to know all of what it was saying. "Are you sure about this, woman?" He wasn't even going to use my name? I nodded. "The next three days you are mine. You will merely be a cunt, a bitch, a whore, a slut. Those will also be your only names." I held his eyes and nodded. "Okay, then... let's take a look..." His hands moved to the tie at my waist. What, here? Outside? My mind screamed it but I released nothing. I was sure my eyes and face reflected the panic, though. He merely chuckled. He opened the robe wide and appraised my body, then slid it off my shoulders and slung it over his shoulder. I stood naked on the front stoop at 8:00 AM. His hands grasped my breasts and called them tits. His hand went down the front of my body and I opened my legs. His finger slipped along my pussy, found my hole, and his thick finger thrust inside. He smiled when he brought it out with juice covering it. He sucked the juice off and smiled, again. He opened the front door and went inside. I followed. I didn't look back. My focus was now this man. Three days. This man.
He held the door for me to enter, then closed it behind me. Naked in a strange man's house. The small entry opened into a living room that had all the appearance of a family room with a very large flat-screen TV on the wall and masculine furniture. A small dining room was visible at the back of the house with the kitchen to the side of it. A hallway led to the right where bedrooms presumably were located. I had no more time to take that much information in when I felt his large hand press into my back between my shoulder blades. I found myself pressed over the back of a faux-leather couch. His hand slid to my lower back, holding me against the back of the couch. He kicked with his boots at my feet. I spread them wide, heard him undoing his belt, zipper, and lowering his pants. That was my first penetration by him.
One hand pulled my butt cheek to the side as his cock pressed between my legs. "A good slut doesn't need preparation. I know you're wet. That's good because it's what I expect. In this house, wet or not you'll be fucked." Good to meet you, too. My name is Karen. Clearly, nothing was going to be polite or considerate here. Push that out of my mind. He had one thing only in mind and I needed to catch up.
The cock, which I hadn't even seen, pressed along my slit and abruptly sank deep into my pussy due to the pressure he applied. It was large and a cried out. He laughed. "You'll get used to big cocks, slut. Or, should I say, wanna-be-slut?" It was big. Much bigger than Mr. Baldwin and I thought his was big. This was stretched me wide. Every inch of it stretched me. My opening and every bit of my vagina inside. I never felt this full of cock. No... I felt full when Mr. Baldwin first fucked me... but this... my god! I thought he was deep inside me but he kept thrusting deeper. What does he have? A pole for a cock? His cock hit the top of my vagina, rammed against my cervix, and continued to press. More of it went in. He was opening me on the first fuck. He was pressing his cock deeper and deeper, butting it against the top of my vagina and somehow moving deeper. I orgasmed. He hadn't even started really fucking me and I was already orgasming.
He was strong and rough, not caring like Mr. Baldwin. There was something almost primal in the way he fucked me like he was in the act of owning me through his cock. I was surprised by my reaction and equally surprised that another orgasm was rising within me as he fucked into me with absolutely no regard for me. This was a fucking in which I was truly being used. I had the sense of being used by Mr. Baldwin on occasion, but this was at a completely different level. My own orgasm, I became convinced, was inconsequential to his action. It was dominating.
When he came... finally... his cum was voluminous. Spurt after spurt from his twitching, jerking, swollen cock head jammed deep inside me, jammed against the top of my vagina. My second orgasm was right there... right at the peak and it would take only a few more thrusts... he pulled out. I gasped and moaned in frustration. My body sagged completely onto the sofa's back. I felt so empty and... robbed. My pussy was empty, gaping, needing. I could feel the muscles flexing around nothing... empty.
Then, he barked. "Clean."
He pulled me from the sofa, spun me around, and pushed me to my knees. It sounded like a command given to a dog. A single sound to elicit a complying response. His long black cock bobbed in front of me. And thicker than any I had seen. Of course, that was a short list. It glistened with our juices and a small amount of cum formed at the hole in his cock. What remained inside. I opened my mouth and took the head inside and sucked what I could that might remain. It wasn't lost on me how I responded to the simple command. Crazily, it sent a chill through my body and mind. I was that close to another release and it was denied me but I was obediently attending to the cock that unceremoniously had fucked me moments after arriving and without even introduction. My God, what was going to happen in the next three days?
He stood with his jeans hanging at his thighs as I tended to his cock. My own need slowly, frustratingly ebbing with the realization of the moment.
His words seemed to rumble out of him from somewhere deep in his wide chest. "I don't know what you are used to but forget it, whatever it was. I understand you are submissive and you have given yourself to be a slut to that white couple. If you think you were a slut to them, you weren't. You might have made yourself available to them, but you weren't a slut. But you will be. That's why you are here. Three days isn't a long time but we'll make do with it. If a real slut is in you, we'll find it and let it out. Your only responsibility over the next three days is to follow directions and open yourself to what you experience. Can you do that?" Without taking my mouth away from his massive cock, I nodded. "If you can't, we might as well stop now. I can call them back and we'll all be disappointed but we won't have wasted our time. So... continue or stop?"
I left the cock head between my lips and mumbled, "Continue."
He chuckled. "Good. I like a challenge. Here's the thing, slut-to-be... it's simple, you just have to get used to the idea, let your body and mind get used to it so it's a natural response. A slut worships cock. It's that simple. Oh, sure, a slut worships pussy, too, but we'll get to that later. Once cock becomes your temple, pussy just follows. As a submissive, you respond to the direction of a person... that couple in your case. But, as a slut, think of a cock as your master. Not the man attached to the cock but the cock. The cock, small or large, hard or soft is your master. You worship it, your singular desire is to please it, to make it spurt its juice into your mouth, in your cunt, in your ass, or on you. That is what a slut is for... all a slut is good for... all a slut wants." My tongue was licking the entire length of his cock even as it began softening in my hands. "Do you understand, slut-to-be?"
"Yes, sir!"
He chuckled and pulled back. Pulling his jeans back up, "Good, we'll see. There might be a real slut inside you, after all." With his pants in place, I tentatively stood up. One of my shoes had fallen off during the fucking. I looked down for it. "You will be naked this entire time. Your heels are to be worn at all times." I nodded. "When you aren't being fucked or busy sucking cock or pussy, you will cook and clean and practice."
"Practice, sir?"
He pointed to the coffee table. It had been right there but the abruptness of being pushed against the sofa and roughly fucked from behind made everything else invisible. There on the coffee table was an array of dildos, plugs, and vibrators. Several had suction cups attached to the bases.
"Have you done anal?" I shook my head. I tried to imagine his big cock in my ass and I shivered. It wasn't a shiver of excitement. "You will. A slut uses all her holes and she is in heaven when she can use them all at the same time when she has multiple cocks to please and worship." Another shiver went through me. What did I think a slut was? I had no idea. I thought I was being a slut by making myself available to Mr. and Mrs. Baldwin. This is so much more. I promised I would be their slut, to obey, to learn what it meant. I won't disappoint them! I will please them. I have to. And, I'll show this man! I'll show him I will be a slut! It was as if he could read me. "We'll see." He considered me, then looked at the table. "You did well with my cock. I'll give you that. You only whimpered a little when I thrust it into you. A virgin ass, though. I have some dishes that need washing. First, put that small plug in your ass. There is lube on the table, too." I moved to the table. As I squeezed some lube onto the plug and smoothed it over the shape, he added, "Don't be waiting for me to direct you. If you aren't being filled with cock, think about how you should practice. Practice means getting your holes used to being filled. We'll talk about taking cock into your throat, too. The best sluts will deepthroat a cock." I shivered stronger.
When I came out of the kitchen, I found him naked sitting in front of the large TV. His cock, even soft, was long. His legs were slightly parted as he slumped on the sofa. His cock hanging between his thighs. He didn't look up at me. He didn't say anything. I stood for only a moment before I knew what I should be doing. I moved to him and opened his knees as I knelt between them. My hands gently lifted his flaccid cock. Worship. The new concept reverberated in my mind. I kissed the head, lifted the cock, and licked the length. A drop of pre-cum had already formed and I flicked it off with the tip of my tongue, taking it into my mouth. I felt it firming in my fingers as I continued to lick and kiss its length until I took the head into my mouth and my efforts became more urgent.
Worship. I sucked diligently. His cock was hard in my mouth, he raised me up, turned me around, and grasped onto the plug in my ass. I groaned and grunted as he tugged on it. My inexperienced asshole was clamped onto the plug despite it being an unwelcome intrusion. Slowly, painfully, despite being the smallest on the table, my ass stretched until the plug seemed to pop out. He pulled me back and my legs bumped into his knees. I opened my legs around him as he pulled me back further causing me to shuffle back along his legs until I was hovering above his cock.



"Sit down and fuck me." He said it curtly. No asking. No offering. Just do it. Like a pornographic Nike commercial. I reached between my splayed legs to lift the head of his cock upright and lowered my pelvis to meet it. I wiggled it and my body until I felt it hit my hole. I pulled in a deep breath and slowly sank down over the head and continued down it until I pulled back up a few inches and pushed down harder. After several times and taking most of it inside, I heard his deep voice, again. "This time, slut-to-be, take all of it."
I remembered instantly. The image of his slick cock when I was ordered to clean it after that initial fuck. There had been a portion, a few inches, of his cock that had not been slick with our juices. I hadn't thought anything about it at the time. Now, I understood. Even with all the bumping at the top of my vagina, he hadn't forced all of it into my pussy. But he was now expecting me to do it.
I gasped, groaned, and grunted alternately as I pulled up over his cock or pushed down, grunting as I pressed hard to take more cock. Like before, this cock impacted at the top of my vagina, and like before it seemed to move, elongate, or stretch me to allow more to penetrate. I leaned forward slightly, my hands on his thighs as I worked my body up and down. I gasped and moaned as I rose, feeling his thick cock sliding through my clenching chamber. Then, I moaned more feeling it slide back in until I grunted when I pressed the head into the top of my vagina. Over and over. Up and down. Finally, the grunting and impact pain was gone. I was sitting on his thighs. I had taken all of him, every inch was inside. It was thrilling. Like a major achievement, I smiled wide and my heart burst with pride.
"Harder." I heard him command from behind me. "Fuck me hard, now." I didn't turn to look at him. I only started moving faster, harder, more intentionally, and less tentatively. I rose and pushed down with purpose and determination. I felt an orgasm rise in me but I never faltered, never paused, never even considered anything but fucking him hard, bringing him to climax.
I was so intent I flinched slightly when his big hands grasped my waist. He added his own effort to mine and at the same time, he began flexing his hips up to meet my downward push. My orgasm burst over me as we combined our efforts. My ass smacking into his thighs with each downward thrust, our combined groans, and grunts of effort and stimulation surrounding us, seemingly hanging in the air around us. My pussy quaked and spasmed around the cock pumping in and out like a powerful piston. When he came this time, I gasped at the feeling. I felt every thick spurt of his cum. I sank down completely, filling myself with cock as it emptied into me and filling every recess and void between us.
He pulled me back against his chest. I felt his chest and stomach heaving with his deep breaths the same way mine was as his hands latched onto my big breasts and, for a moment, gently fondled them. It was as if he allowed just a moment of gentle, a moment of tenderness. Then, I felt his hand move and press against my shoulder. I leaned forward at the touch. I knew... clean.
I made him lunch and cleaned up after it. He was dressed, again, right after he fucked me... or, I should say, I fucked him. Anytime I was in reach, it seemed, he touched, probed, penetrated, or fondled my naked body. There was a time when he watched ESPN while he had me lying on the coffee table before him with my legs spread, knees pulled up, and a small diameter dildo in my hand being thrust in and out of my ass. I was reminded of the time with Mrs. Baldwin and her friends, but even being the smallest diameter available to me now it was thicker than she had used on me. I was also aware my ass would be experiencing much more before the three days were over.
He moved to his computer at some point and brought me with him. I went under the table and sucked his cock while he worked on the computer. I heard him tapping keys, typing, and making sounds about whatever he was looking at and responding to.
It was amazing to me how many times he could cum. It seemed he always had a ready supply of cum in his body, though the volume and power of his climax seemed to diminish over time. I heard him on his cell phone. "I need you over here." Pause. "Yeah, as soon as you can." He chuckled. "A white cunt." Pause. "Just the cunt and mouth for now."
An hour later, the doorbell sounded. Distractedly, he told me to answer it. I was naked in a stranger's house and someone at the door. I sucked a deep breath to gather my courage without hesitating too much. I tried to stand behind the door as I opened it but I heard his voice behind me.
"A slut doesn't hide. A slut is proud of who and what she is. Welcome him properly and open the outside door, too."
I stepped up to the glass outside door. Another black man stood on the stoop. He wasn't as big but quite tall. He leered at me and smiled over my shoulder at the other man, who I still didn't know the name of. Somehow, not knowing names made the situation that much more erotic.
As the new man passed through the door, his hand dropped and stroked over my pussy mound. The two men shook hands elaborately as I closed the inside door. I shivered when I heard it, "The cunt thinks she can be a slut. That's why she's here. I agreed to try to do it for the couple she belongs to. We've been going at it but she needs a lot more fucking and sucking. Can you spend a few hours helping me?"
The new guy considered me. "She's not young, is she?"
"No, but the couple isn't either."
"She hot enough, I'll give her that." It was like they were talking about someone on the TV rather than me standing in front of them. "Is she any good?"
"She's new to it, obviously, but... yeah... her cunt is tight. She needs to learn a lot more about sucking, though." The new guy laughed.
The new guy seemed to have made his decision. He grabbed my hand and led me down the hallway. I hadn't been out of the living room or kitchen. This was new. He led me into the first bedroom, which looked like a spare bedroom by the mismatched furnishings and lack of anything personal. He stood next to the bed and seemed to wait. It took me a moment to realize he was waiting for me. That became clear with his words.
"Come on, cunt. Do you expect me to invite you? Get my clothes off and get me hard."
I dropped to my knees fumbling with his belt and zipper as he pulled his tee-shirt over his head. I had his pants and underwear down as he pried his shoes off. I began licking and sucking his cock. It was long, not as thick as the other man's. From behind me at the door, I heard, "Try taking him into your throat. You need to learn that. He's smaller." I pushed down and promptly gagged. I felt his presence at my side and his softer words provided encouragement and instruction. He talked about relaxing, breathing through my nose, releasing the fear of not getting air. He described how the nasal passage was inside the throat so taking the head into the entrance wouldn't block airflow. Then, time breathing with taking the head further down, pulling back to take air, all while keeping the head in the throat. He made it sound easy... it wasn't.
After continuing to gag but successfully getting him straining hard, the new man pulled me up and thrust me onto the bed. I landed on my back and wiggled into the center of it. I glanced at the first man as the new man moved between my legs. This was so demeaning. I knew neither of these men, not names or who they were. All I knew was that they could do with me as they wanted and I was to do everything they wanted. Mr. and Mrs. Baldwin entrusted me to them for the express purpose of my 'training'. The three days were to turn me into a three-hole slut. It was what I professed to be for them. It apparently was what they envisioned for me, too.
The new man fucked me missionary. He quickly came by pulling out and spraying my belly. Surprisingly, he pulled out and lay on his back holding his still hard, slimy cock up. Quivering from my own orgasm, I swung my leg over him and sank quickly down its length. I gasped, his cock again bumping deep inside me sending renewed jolts through my body. His hands and fingers worked my breasts and nipples. My hands were on my thighs for stability as I raised and dropped my ass over his cock. Being his second time, he was lasting a tremendously long time. He had me turn around while staying on his cock. What a wild sensation, his cock turning inside me. As I did what he wanted, I found the first man sitting in a chair against the wall, a large mirror now facing me. The man calmly appraised me, not indicating with any reaction what he thought about my performance. My attention was drawn to the mirror, though. I watched myself fucking this stranger as if I was on the other side of the mirror and watching some other woman. It was very erotic and... if I could call it that way... slutty. My breasts bounced and swayed as I fucked on his cock with energy and purpose. The sight gave me a new perspective, too. I squeezed my pussy muscles, switched my action from bouncing to grinding and a circular action. They all caused different contact, rubbing, and stroking. I came, again, sagging slightly and dropping my hands to his thighs for support, never stopping the action despite my pussy and body convulsing.
I lost track of all time and perspective. I stopped being aware of the first man watching. I stopped thinking about being with strange men. I stopped wondering how I ended up alone with strangers. I only saw my image fucking the black man underneath me, my breasts bouncing, the look of lust captured in my face. It seemed like I came and came. The man didn't. He remained hard, his cock like a perpetual fucking tool. He pulled me back and I moved my feet to lie over him. He rotated so I was on the bottom, my legs squeezed together, his cock still inside me. His cock pulled back as he repositioned himself and began thrusting powerfully into me, my closed legs creating more tightness... for both of us.
It seemed like I had his cock inside me for hours, though I presumed it hadn't been. When I felt his cock pulse and swell, my own body spiked. His climax sent a river of cum into my pussy as if the length of time fucking me had built up a huge reservoir inside him. The powerful spurts of cum filling me sent me over the top and my body shook. It felt like I couldn't breathe. Air came in spastic efforts.
He collapsed on top of me breathing heavy, panting into the back of my head. Our naked bodies against each other, I realized how sweaty I was... how sweaty he was on top of me. He rolled to the side, his cock slowly pulling from my pussy. I heard an 'ah-hum' from behind me. My foggy mind registered the sound and made the association. Clean.
That night, the doorbell rang, again. Naked, I went to the door with less trepidation than before. The first day of fucking and sucking two strange cocks already realigned my expectations. I had never been fucked so much or sucked cock so much. Two new men stood on the stoop. Both were black. I smiled at them and the smile was real. They both touched my naked body freely as they entered. They did that handshake thing and immediately stripped as I was directed to serve beers. MMA was on the TV and they were quite energized by it. I moved from cock to cock on my knees. I sucked one for about five minutes before moving to the next.
The guy whose house it was still had the largest cock. These new guys were big, too, though. The guy in the afternoon had left before dinner, which seemed to be to give me a rest, though it was never said. My pussy was feeling a little tender and puffy but I already knew that was not going to be a limitation for the evening. When it started, the TV was forgotten. One of the new guys pulled me up to straddle him where he sat on his chair. The other two came to stand on either side, offering their cocks for me to suck as I bounced up and down on the third cock stuffed in my pussy.
This was a slam/bam process of fucking. When the one guy came in me, I was pulled off his cock, cum dribbling out of my gaping pussy, and led to the sofa where another guy was sprawled back, his cock held in the air. This time I was put over him with my back to him so the other two were in front of me. The one I had just fucked pushed his slimy cock to my face. My mouth opened and he shoved it in. I sucked and licked it until the man owning the house pulled my face to his cock. It was definitely the biggest, stretching my mouth more than the others.
The fucking went well into the night. The three guys trading off back and forth, getting rest and being stiffened again by my mouth. Each of them must have fucked me three times, though I was losing track of when the one started and ended and the next began. It became a single long fuck at the end though I was sure the men were rotating and changing, setting me into different positions as if I were a pliable, unthinking doll to fuck.
I woke the next morning in a small bedroom by myself. The sun was high, shining in through the open curtains. I threw off the sheet, sat up, and the bedsprings groaned loudly. I looked down at my body. I was a mess. Dried sperm showed on my stomach, breasts, and all around my pussy and inner thighs. I reeked of sex. I stood on wobbly legs, took a step, and stopped abruptly. My pussy ached. I caught sight of myself in the large mirror I now remembered from the day before. I looked like a well-used whore, at least what I thought one would look like. My hair was matted from sleep, sweat, and who knows what. My skin was blotchy with crusty white blotches of cum covering portions of me. I spread my legs and looked. My pussy lips were swollen and red. At least it looked as bad as it felt. Would that make a difference today? Or, would they just continue to fuck me and ignore the pain I would be feeling?
My impression was I only did what he told me, so I opened the bedroom door and got my bearings. Heard some soft noise from down the hall and followed it, remembering the house layout as I padded barefoot and still naked toward the kitchen. The smell of coffee was like a magnetic drawing me, hoping some of it would be for me.
The floor squeaked and he turned to me. His face showed a warm smile, then turned to a frown. He pulled out a chair at the kitchen table for me, then brought me a mug of coffee before dishing up a breakfast of scrambled eggs, ham, and potatoes staying warm in the oven.
He sat down, too. He took a sip from his mug while watching me. "Do you hurt?"
I nodded. I looked up shyly, "I'm not used to that much. I thought being a slut was just having sex when my couple wanted it. I'm pretty naïve, I guess."
He considered me intently, "Too much? Do you want to stop? It's up to you. As I understand it, you're not an owned slave or whore, you're here willingly."
I nodded, again. "I am here willingly. And, no... I don't want to stop. I hurt, yes, but I said I would be their submissive slut. Even if I was naïve about it, my strongest desire remains true and that is that I desperately want to serve and please them. I don't think I can explain it to someone else. It's just the way I feel. I've committed myself to them. They want a real slut. Maybe they are naïve, too. But I won't disappoint them... even if they might also understand. Is that crazy? Probably, but..."
He touched my hand. "I think your couple is lucky. I have had slaves here and women being turned into whores. I don't put women into those roles, they come to me already in them. I just turn them on to sex to a higher degree. Honestly, drugs or discipline are usually involved by those who bring them to me. You're different. A woman willing to be turned only motivated by not wanting to disappoint and to realize a higher purpose of yourself... it's amazing and far more erotic."
I smiled. It was something. I liked the idea that he found it a turn-on that I was here of my own free will. He told me to take a shower. He said there were two lotions on the counter. One was a topical salve to ease the discomfort. The other was to boost the healing. I stood under the hot water for a long time, then applied the lotions wondering if they would really help with more fucking. One day down.
As it turned out, I didn't need to worry so much about my pussy. Midmorning and the doorbell chimed, again. I didn't even fret about opening the door. I had been in front of enough strangers who I knew were going to fuck me. These two were younger than the others but definitely not minors. They seemed to know why they were there but were also uncomfortable with the owner of the house. I didn't know if it was being intimidated or in awe.
The man gave out instructions to the two younger guys while I stood to the side, naked and anxious, but also curious. The two guys sent furtive looks my way as the man talked. When he was done giving his instructions, they smiled at each other and began throwing their clothes off as they watched me. I might have had a dazed look in my eyes, a look of a deer hearing something not quite right but frozen in indecision. Long instructions made simple; the man told them they were here to fuck my ass. That was all and if they had a problem with it, they could leave. They didn't leave, just smiled. It wouldn't have surprised me if I was going to be their first anal, but maybe not, too. There was a tube of lubrication on the coffee table. How I failed to see that before then, I couldn't say. Avoidance, maybe.
The two guys are naked. Both have smaller cocks. Well, not small... maybe average size. They just seem small after having the man's cock so much. I am a bit relieved to see it. They aren't any larger than the dildos I have been using for the training of my ass in-between fucking and sucking. I knelt before them to suck their cocks but they rise to erections quickly in anticipation. I rose, squeeze some lube onto my fingers and handed the tube to them. I insert some lube into my ass and probed lewdly with my fingers. Could I possibly have done that just days before in front of strangers? I doubt it. Even for Mr. and Mrs. Baldwin, the humiliation might have been too great. Now, though... now it was just another humiliation among so many in just days.
They greased up their cocks and I was directed by the man to kneel on all fours on the coffee table and open my ass cheeks. My face burned red but I didn't hesitate. I lowered my face and chest to the table and used both hands to open my ass to them. It was humiliating. I wasn't only going to be fucked anally, my actions invited it.
The first one stepped up behind me. I first felt his hand on my hip, then it was his cock head touching my asshole. I closed my eyes. I remembered Mrs. Baldwin, though it was much thinner. I remembered inserting the increasing butt plugs in preparation. I took a deep breath and exhaled. Then smaller, steady breaths that actually relaxed me. My focus was on breathing, relaxing. I felt him press against my tight opening and I pressed the muscles outward to open it. I gasped when the cock began moving in, stretching the opening. I cried out when the head popped inside, my hand going back to stop him, pressing on his thigh. I wasn't sure he would but he waited. I only needed a moment to adjust and I pushed my body back at him, which was the signal for him to continue and he did. He pressed firmly and another inch went in. He pulled back slightly and pushed in more. I was gasping and grunting the entire time until I felt him pull back several inches and push hard. The rest of his cock slammed in and our bodies smacked together. I moaned in response and he did, too.
He seemed to want to pause and adjust to the tight fit, too. Then, he began a slow fucking into me. He used long, smooth strokes. I felt him pull back so only the head remained inside and smoothly pushed all the way back in. I could feel the cock filling that chamber as it proceeded, expanding the tight sleeve until our bodies came together, again. As his fucking became more urgent, I felt his cock swell and twitch inside. The tightness sent amazing sensations. It was different than my pussy, though. The sensations weren't as intense and arousing but my body was adjusting. I felt him jerk and send his cum into my ass, a new sensation of the fluid soaking my insides. His grunting and groaning indicated the arousal he had experienced. My own arousal wasn't quite there to join him in climax but I found I had enjoyed it.



The cock pulling out was obscene. My ass remained clenched around it as it moved down. It reminded me of... well, I reminded myself it wasn't. The next young man immediately took the first one's place. His cock was slightly larger but slid into my ass with less resistance, telling me my opening must have been gaping open still.
A wet cloth was placed in front of me and the first cock appeared before my face. After realizing what the cloth was for, I shifted my weight to one hand, used my free hand to wipe the cock before engulfing it in my mouth. As I sucked the cock of the cum, I pushed out the thought of where it had been and wondered if a real slut took the care of wiping it first or taking whatever remained from her ass. I quickly pushed that out of my mind.
While the two younger men rested, the original man pulled me over his cock on the sofa. I was faced outward so the young men could watch it all. I was sure it added to their recovery as I bounced up and down on the massive cock stuffed up my pussy. It was several moments of increasing arousal that it occurred to me that the salves had really been helpful. My lips were still puffy and sensitive but not nearly as much as when I woke up. When my pussy was filled with a large load of cum, the guys were ready and eager, again.
I spent much of the afternoon with toys in my ass as I moved around the home doing simple chores, making lunch, and cleaning up. I sucked his cock and got him beers and snacks while he whiled away his time in front of the TV or his computer. In large part, where he went was where I went to continue sucking him. It seemed unbelievable to me how many times he sent loads of cum into me. I found myself thinking about the cum I had tasted because I certainly had experienced a lot of different men over the two days. The taste had varied slightly but none had been distasteful. I also realized, happily, how much I liked sucking cock. My mind flashed on spending idle time sucking Mr. Baldwin now that I was always there. I chuckled inwardly... pussy, too. Mrs. Baldwin and her friends gave me ample experience there.
Late afternoon, the doorbell chimed, again. What a change. I had started moving to the door before I even checked with the man. But when I did, he nodded with his own smile showing his recognition of the change that had already occurred. I knew more men were here to fuck me and I was willingly welcoming them. I kissed these two men passionately as they came in. Each fingered and stroke my naked body. Both commenting openly on my hot, mature body to the man. All these black men.
As I went to get beers for them, it suddenly occurred to me that I was walking in such a way that caused my breasts to shake and bounce more. I stood boldly with feet apart, bending over to show my ass and allow my breast to hang and swing for their gaze and fondling. How could I have become so wanton in such a short time? How could I have become so used to, accepting of being fucked by men I never met... or knew any names? How could I have gone from that shy, reserved, inexperienced wife to this... this woman slutting herself before strange men?
As I was bent over, I felt one of the new men grasp the butt plug end and give a tug. My face went red, again, when I heard, "Your white slut is three holes, right?" He pulled harder and took the plug out, releasing a groan from my mouth.
The man responded as he fondled my hanging breast, "She is doing well. Given her prior experience, I was doubtful, but she's got more inside her than I thought. But she needs more. That's what you are for. Concentrate on her cunt and ass, mostly ass. She's making progress with her throat." Again, they were talking about me like I was an actress on the video, yet their fingers were on or in me. "By tonight, I want her ass as used to being fucked as her cunt."
They did, too. These new guys were both larger than average but still not as large as the man. The three of them fucked me hard. The new guys were mostly in my ass while the main man continued fucking my pussy. I was relieved because of his size but I knew his time was coming eventually. He seemed to have a schedule worked out. About the time it was slowing down with the three of them, the doorbell chimed, again.
I was wobbly from the fucking and almost continuous orgasms from fingers stimulating me to add to the anal or a cock in my pussy. And, I was a real mess. Cum leaking from my ass and pussy covered my inner thighs and both openings, which were by now gaping. I staggered to the door and stood with a smile on my face as two more black men entered, boldly slipping fingers into my pussy and bringing them up to my lips. I gave each a big smile as I greedily sucked the fingers clean.
I continued bringing beers. These new guys were now naked and were about the same size as the first man... huge. Now, I knew, everything was going to change. I gulped as I looked at two larger than average cocks and three larger cocks as they sprawled on the sofa and chairs. Somehow, it hadn't hit me that day 2 had evolved into a sort of black gangbang. My experience was about to move dramatically from having one cock to five.
I was instructed to lie on the coffee table and finger my pussy. I was instructed to orgasm in front of them. I found myself moving comfortably into position and my fingers pinching a nipple and diving into my gaping pussy even as my face blushed. Even as I began doing it in front of five black strangers, there was still that part of me that was embarrassed about doing it. It added to the excitement.
The man's deep voice told me it was time. I knew what time that was. His big, black cock was about to take his turn at my ass. This was harder. This fucking hurt! When his cock pressed at my opening, it felt like it had never been fucked. The difference in size shouldn't have been that great but it was. I felt stretched to the point of tearing. I cried out and swore. The guys watching all laughed. In response, I pushed back against the cock until it popped inside. The man leaned over me and whispered into my ear as his cock moved in slow, short motions deeper.
"You have surprised me. You're an amazing woman. Your couple will be very proud when I tell them." My God! Yes! I pushed back hard against his gentler pressure and he sank deeper into me than any cock had been in my ass. I cried out in pain but my being was riding a high, thrilled by his words. That night I was fucked well into the early hours. I was a limp doll and I ached. I was covered in cum from cocks climaxing in my pussy, ass, and mouth. But, until the other four men left, I continued to openly receive the next cock in one of my holes. I stayed aware and involved, even standing at the door for final kisses, feels, and my expression of thanks to them (something that surprised me). But, when the last of them were out the door, I sagged. I felt the man's arms around me... but I was out.
The next morning, my ass joined my pussy in being sore and swollen. So much fucking. How do whores do it? But I chuckled. I'm doing it. I really am. Yes, I am sore but that will end. My body isn't used to it. Yet. The salves were waiting for me on the bathroom counter. In the mirror, it looked like I was covered in dried, crusty cum. The shower felt sooooo good. The salves felt better and I now knew what magic they would do. As I padded barefoot and naked to the kitchen, I felt my body's reaction. Anticipation. Arousal. Damn... I was tired. More... exhausted. But I felt that tingle. I felt that familiar warmth flooding my body. Despite it all, I was looking forward to more, unsure what more that might be, but the excitement was building within me in anticipation. The third day... what did he have in mind?
He started slow. Or, at least it seemed that way after being used by five last night. After breakfast, he fucked me in the pussy as I was bent over the kitchen table. After I cleaned up the kitchen, he fucked my ass. He was ready and waiting when I came out of the kitchen. His already hard cock was fully erect and lubed as he sat on the sofa. He had me back to him as I straddled his legs. He positioned the head at my asshole and let me lower myself down his big cock. That was strange... different. Before, I had always been fucked in the ass. This time, like taking charge riding a cock cowgirl, I was in control of my ass being fucked. Actually, I was doing the fucking while his hands and fingers played over my breasts, nipples, clit, and empty pussy.
I sucked him more after that and was ecstatic when I finally managed to take his big cock deep into my throat. The sounds he made told me why men like it so much. When he came, I remembered his instruction to pull back far enough that my nasal air passage wasn't blocked as he pumped spurt after spurt directly down my throat.
It was crazy. Early afternoon and I wasn't thinking about only hours being left before I could go home with Mr. and Mrs. Baldwin. Crazy, indeed. I was fully involved in taking advantage of his training. Sucking his cock deep down my throat, fucking him in my pussy or ass, or using several toys in each of my holes.
He slid the large black dildo up my ass, then fucked my pussy. My God! It hadn't occurred to me how used to his big cock I had so quickly become until there was something else in my ass. Everything became tighter. After I sucked him hard, again, he reversed it. The dildo in my pussy and fucked my ass. That was even more intense. I also discovered something interesting about double penetration. The nerve ending in each passageway. They were both stimulated by his sliding cock up my tight anal passage. What would it be like to really be fucked in both, two sliding cocks?
After, I lay gasping and panting. My fingers roamed my body, fondling my breasts, rolling my nipples, stroking my clit and pussy. My body felt alive... tired... but distinctly alive. I raised my head and looked at him collapsed. He was watching me, a pleased smile on his face. I sat up, then kneeled alongside him, taking his cum coated cock into my mouth. His hand lightly settled on my head. I pulled off his cock with a smacking sound.
"Am I doing well, sir? Will my couple be pleased with what I have learned?"
His voice was soft, a gentle element he hadn't often shown in my time with him. "I am pleased and that isn't easy. You have done well in a short time. Tell me what you are."
I stared at him for a moment, searching his eyes and face but also search how I felt at the moment, the feeling in my body. "I... I am feeling like a cum hungry, cock socking, cock fucking, three-hole submissive-slut-cunt." He smiled. "My couple released something inside me, a desire to serve and please them fully. You've released more from inside me, a desire for more and more sex, to be used... even abused sexually. I know I can handle it now. Whatever they might present to me to serve them."
"You are far more than a three-hole submissive-slut-cunt. You're right, you can act like one now but you're also a respectable mature woman who is giving herself willingly. And that is uniquely hot, much hotter than a slutty cunt."
I beamed at his appraisal and resumed sucking his cock well beyond getting it clean. I was so excited to return to my couple. They had some intention for me to initiate this. I was anxious to please them with achieving those intentions.
A period of rest came in the early afternoon. Was he giving me a rest or himself? Before, he had other guys come so I didn't have much rest, my body in a seemingly continuous state of arousal and endlessly building orgasms. I had the feeling he had a climactic conclusion to the three days planned. When the doorbell chimed, I almost jogged to the door. My mind didn't even register that I was naked, that whoever was on the other side was undoubtedly here to fuck me. It was like a Pavlovian conditioning response. My nipples hardened, my pussy began lubricating, and my breathing quickened. I was ready for sex.
Standing outside were three guys, all black and large like the house owner. The lead man opened the outside door and I reached up to wrap my arms around him. Naked, standing in front of the glass door, I began making out with him. His hands immediately roamed my body. He roughly squeezed my breasts and fingered my pussy. When I released him, he turned to the owner (three days and I still didn't know his name... any names) as I turned to the next man.
"You're right, man. She's a hot, white cunt. Can't wait to try her out and see if she really is that good."
I was already tongue kissing the second man, his hands freely on my body as I heard the words about me. They were demeaning, humiliating, denigrating, embarrassing, but I welled in pride. My couple should be pleased.
It started immediately. The four men stood in a tight circle around me in the living room. All four cocks were about the same size... huge. I salivated as the first was pushed to my face and my mouth opened to accept it. I stroked two others with my hands and switched frequently. They all became hard after minutes of sucking and switching in the circle but they stayed where they were. As I switched cocks in my mouth and hands, I looked up at the man and smiled. I thought I understood. This was the finale, the climactic concluding test. They were going to cum down my throat so they would last longer when they fucked me. They were going to fuck the hell out of me. I was going to show what a three-hole slut I was. Three holes. Four big black cocks.
After swallowing four loads of cum, all deposited directly into my throat, I was lifted and carried into the spare bedroom, the one with the large mirror. Maybe I would get views of what a slut I had become...
I hadn't really noticed that it was the three new men in the spare bedroom with me. Not the owner of the house. They dropped me on the bed and one of them got between my splayed legs while the other two presented their cocks to my mouth. I groaned loudly as the cock slammed into my drooling pussy as another pushed into my mouth. I wondered if I heard the doorbell. Were there more guys arriving? I had big cocks to please. I stopped thinking.
* * * *
James and Abby Baldwin stood at the door of the house anxiously. Despite having assurances from several people, they had left Karen with this man three days ago. They couldn't help but be anxious, to know Karen was okay, to have her back with them, and to see if the man was as talented at conversion as people said.
The inside door opened and the man appeared dressed only in jeans. His large black body was on display. He was even barefoot and the thought occurred to them if he hadn't just thrown on the jeans during the short delay in answering the door.
He smiled warmly, "Welcome." He held the door for them to enter.
They heard noises from down the hall and saw men's clothes discarded in the living room. The words tumbled out from Abby without forming thoughts, "How?... Is she?... Did?... Where...?"
He chuckled. "She's fine. I promised you. She's sore but she's fine." From down the hall, they heard a somewhat muted but distinct, 'Oh, fuck, YESSSSSSS!' It was obviously Karen's voice. He smiled at the sound, "See? She's fine. I have three friends fucking her right now. I wanted you to come earlier than the agreed upon time to see for yourselves. I have a room set up with a one-way mirror. Some people are voyeurs and prefer to just watch and willing to pay. Don't worry, I respected her privacy. The only people who have seen her are the ones who have fucked her." He smiled. "There were quite a few of those."
James tried to ask but didn't want to be too crude, "How... did... she..."
The man chuckled, again. "Come on, see for yourselves. She's about to have her final exam, so to speak." He chuckled, again.
James and Abby glance at each other nervously... excitedly, too. They follow the man down the hall. The door to the room is open and the sounds of fucking become clearer. They step into another room which is darkened. One wall has a large window looking into the other room. He assures them they are invisible as long as the light is left off. Karen is sprawled on the bed, a large black man aggressively fucking her while two others are feeding her their cocks.
He indicates with his head, "Those two have already fucked her."
Just then, the man fucking tenses his body and jams his cock harder into Karen. They can hear her cries of ecstasy as she joins him in orgasm. The sounds carry from the other room into the hall and into the room where they are watching.
The man muses, "She is a hot fuck."
Abby stares at him a moment. It sounds so demeaning to refer to Karen as simply a fuck. But they brought her here for what? To be trained. To be a slut. But she was still Karen to them.
James gasps and Abby's attention is brought back to the window. The man was pulling his cock from her pussy. Abby gasps as well. It was so big. She'd heard of big black cocks. That's what Karen has been fucking? With the man to the side, they were both shocked. Her pussy was gaping open from the fucking. Cum flowed out of her open pussy. They watch as she leaned to the man and gobbles up his messy cock and quickly takes it down her throat. Abby gasps, again.
"I don't think I have seen a woman take to deepthroating as she has." He glances at his watch. "Okay, time for the finale."
He left them watching from the room. He enters the other room taking off his jeans. Karen pulls her mouth off the cock and smiles at him as he enters. They hear the excitement in her voice.
"I was wondering where you were. I was hoping to fuck you, again."
He chuckles, "Time for your final exam. Airtight, slut. Airtight."
She squeals, "All three at once? Oh, yeah... come on guys, fuck me."
* * * *
It was every bit as intense as I anticipated. Being double penetrated sent me into orgasm after orgasm. At the same time, my throat was filled with cock. I was on top of one guy with another in my ass. I serviced the other two with my mouth. When one came in my pussy or ass, he was replaced. I got six loads of cum in either my pussy or ass. Two more loads went down my throat.
I was told to shower. When I came out, I found the thin robe and heels waiting for me. The only items I wore when I came here three days ago. I could hear voices from the direction of the living room and followed the sound. I stopped while still hidden in the hall as I heard the man talking to Mr. and Mrs. Baldwin.
"Before she comes out, I want to explain something to you. She's just experienced an intense three days of training. She'll be sore but I gave her some salves. It would be good to have them on hand, especially after periods of heavy fucking... at least for a while. What I've seen from her, she might get used to it. I've also given her some BenWa balls to exercise her cunt muscles. As time goes on, you might want to replace them with smaller and heavier ones. The heavier the better for keeping her cunt muscles tight." There was a pause, then he continued. "She's quite a woman. All the guys who were here really enjoyed her. They were all told to treat her like a cheap cunt but they expressed themselves to me privately. I think you'll be pleased. The guys and I would love to have her around." He laughed. No, I wanted my couple. His voice turned more serious. "Something else you should keep in mind. She's essentially been released to openly respond to eroticism. You may live in a refined style but she is a slut now. She'll have special needs for release. She lubricates at the thought of sex and will be ready for fucking at any time. But, in between, when she isn't being used, she should be stimulated frequently by masturbation, vibrators, whatever."
In the car, they asked all kinds of questions about the three days. I gave as much detail as I could. I was interrupted by Mrs. Baldwin. She turned in the front seat and handed me a long, narrow package. The man gave it to her to give to me. Something that might remind me of these three days. I tore the wrapping open and released a gasp followed by one from Mrs. Baldwin. It was a big black cock dildo... exactly like the man's cock in every way I remembered. As I resumed my commentary of the days away from them, Mrs. Baldwin nodded to me. I smiled. I untied the robe, spread my legs wide, and slid the dildo into my ever-wet pussy. I sighed as I pushed it deep, then resumed my story.
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CHAPTER 7: THE VICE PRESIDENTS
"Karen! God, you look hot! You're going to inspire me to lose some weight."
Sarah jumped up from behind her desk and gave me a huge hug, then a full kiss on the lips. I arrived at the Trinity Enterprises corporate office building as most people were leaving for the day. Mr. Baldwin asked me to attend a special planning meeting he called for his Executive Vice Presidents. They were meeting at the moment in the glassed conference room at the back of the Executive Suite. I wasn't really there for the meeting but the 'social' time afterward for him and his three Vice Presidents. And, there was no illusion about why I was asked to be here.
"They about done with the meeting?"
Sarah looked behind her. "Yeah, they should be done soon." She watched my face when she continued, "I can tell he is excited to share you with them." My smile tells her I am just as excited. She asks, "So, how is it being a complete slut?"
"He's told you, then?" She nodded, a smile growing on her face. "I love it. You experienced that."
She nods and leads me, "He said you could wait in his office. And, yes, I do know that. Thanks, again, by the way for that night with us. Tom is still talking about that night. Could we do it, again?"
"Your husband liked it, huh? He sure got hard fast watching us in a 69." We both laughed. Mr. Baldwin suggested the meeting between me, Sarah, and her husband. I was surprised but after that moment in the small office.... I considered he was reacting to that comment from the man. "I'd love to. You've been so helpful to me, Sarah. Spicing up your sex life is the least I can do." Sarah shook her head, thinking about something but letting it pass. I let it pass, too.
She left me to see how they were doing in the meeting.
* * * *
Sarah knocked on the door and entered, moving directly to Mr. Baldwin to whisper in his ear. "She's here."
He smiled and whispered his instructions. "Tell her I want her undressed to stockings and heels. I'll call her in a minute. Are you ready to go home, Sarah?"
"Yes." She winked at him. "Have fun."
The three Executive Vice Presidents had carefully watched the exchange but had heard none of it. Sarah closed the door after she and Mr. Baldwin stood, clicked a remote and the large flat screen in the room came to life. "The meeting is concluded, gentlemen. Before we open the bar, though... I have a separate treat for us tonight."
The screen was a shot into his office. He would have the hidden camera removed tomorrow. A woman provocatively dressed in a tight-fitting dress with deep cleavage and a very short skirt was seen and turning to the door. Sarah also came into view. They hugged, Sarah transmitted what she had been instructed to convey, kissed each other and left. The interest in the room increased when they saw her reach behind her back and fumbled with something. They realized what when her dress gaped open more and slid off her shoulders and down her arms revealing a lace bra that barely covered the nipples. They watched hushed as the dress was pushed over her hips and down her legs. The woman stepped out of the dress and carefully spread it over one of the chairs. They were shocked at the comfort she displayed as she then reached behind her back and her bra sagged. Her bikini panties were next. She stood naked except for the thigh-high stockings and her high heels. She moved idly to the window and looked outside, one hand moving to cup a breast.
"You hired a prostitute, James?" NO. "An escort, then?"
"No, gentlemen. Karen Samson."
The VP of Operations mused, "Samson... I've heard that name... a Samson went to India."
"Yes... and he divorced her to hook up with a woman there. He decided to stay in India. I seriously question the man's judgment." He paused. They all watched her roam the office looking at pictures, awards, and back to the window. "An interesting woman. Abby and I have a relationship with her now. Her life has opened up considerably, to put it mildly."
"She's coming in here... dressed like that, James?"
Another added, "What's going on, James?"
He chuckled, "Just a little something as my thanks for the excellent work and dedication. The corporation is doing very well... she's excellent at relieving tension... and pleasing." They all laughed. He picked up his cell and called.
* * * *
I step out of his office completely unaware the men have been watching me. If I had known, though, it would have just added to my excitement. I am different after spending the three days with that man and in keeping his encouragement that I would need more, Mr. Baldwin came up with this idea. Yes, I was excited. Four cocks in an office setting? It had everything: a provocative atmosphere of the offices; Mr. Baldwin being in a position to motivate and align his senior people; being shared with others; and... did I mention four cocks?
All heads were turned my way through the glassed wall as I exited his office and boldly stepped the short distance to the conference room. I noticed but didn't think anything about it, as Mr. Baldwin pointed a remote to another wall.
The men all stood as I pulled open the conference room door. I smiled at each of the men and stepped confidently to Mr. Baldwin at the head of the table. Each step in my five-inch heels sent a vibration that jiggled, bounced, and swayed my breasts. The three Vice Presidents brazenly appraised my body. The slickness I felt at my inner thighs might even have been evident to their eyes as several shifted their eyes to my bald pussy.
I stepped to Mr. Baldwin's side. His arm came around my back under my arm and boldly cupped a breast. "Gentlemen... Ms. Karen Samson. As I mentioned, Karen is very special to Abby and me. As a favor to me, she's agreed to add her own special way of thanking you all for your efforts and our success."
I smiled sweetly. It must have looked a bit odd, a sweet smile from a mature woman standing all but naked in their conference room ready to have sex with them all. But it was a strange thing. Since those three days, there was something different about me. I was still the same in terms of lacking general confidence and interest in making decisions. I was still the same in terms of an overwhelming desire to serve and please the Baldwins. But, now, after being given direction regarding sex, I boldly approached my effort to comply. Before like when Mrs. Baldwin had her friends over, I would comply but there was tentativeness, even awkwardness, in my compliance. That was gone. It was as if that man had found a switch inside me. The mere indication of sex and my compliance was direct, confident, and energetic. The only situation where confidence exuded from me. My body, like now, was fully aroused and ready to perform anything for the pleasure of others. My nipples were hard, my pussy lubricated to the point of seeping.
Mr. Baldwin was rolling a nipple as he introduced each of the Vice Presidents, adding something about their areas of responsibility. They each gave me a nod as I turned my focus to each as they were introduced. Mr. Baldwin then gave my bare butt a pat to send me to greet each of them myself... in my way.
I stepped away from Mr. Baldwin and up to the closest corporate officer. I put my hands on his chest over his suit jacket and looked into his eyes, "Sir... I hope you accept Mr. Baldwin's offer of his appreciation." The man glanced over my shoulder and smiled at his boss. The smile of appreciation to him turned to lusty anticipation as his gaze returned to me. His hands tentatively found my nakedness but quickly became bolder in the way men of power seem to do with ease. His hands roamed my back and butt as I leaned into him and offered my lips. His hand on my butt pulled me into his body. I felt how hard he already was under his clothes as he pulled me harder against it. The other hand took a breast and openly fondled it as we kissed.
I repeated the action to each of the three men. It was the last one, the one who was responsible for operations globally, the one who was responsible for India, and the project that had Gerald gone from my life where he found interest in another woman, even if I had been cheating, too. Events that ultimately moved me step by step to being released to accepting what I could be, wanted to be and was now. Although I would be acting as Mr. Baldwin's gift to all these men, I felt a personal wish to thank this man.
Jackets and ties were discarded as I prepared drinks from a bar that appeared in the credenza under the flat screen on the wall. The men were now congregated on one side of the massive conference table as I ferried the drinks to them before standing by Mr. Baldwin. I wasn't drinking. I presumed I would find myself otherwise occupied. Mr. Baldwin moved me in front of him as he stood before the others in a small circle. I leaned back against him as his arms traveled under mine and his free hand caressed my naked front, fondling a breast, rolling a nipple, sliding down my stomach to the top of my pussy. I watched the men's eyes as they followed his hand. He leaned his head into my hair and whispered. I licked my lips, took a step forward, and dropped to my knees before the other three.
My hands began working the belt and zipper of the man in the middle. Drinks were temporarily put to the side as the other two fumbled with their belts and zippers, slacks being pushed down their thighs like the man I was helping. I presumed they took up their drinks but I was focused only on the one cock I took with my gaping mouth and the two I took with my hands. It was awkward as I shifted my mouth from one cock to another while also wanting all three to be stimulated. But I managed.
I don't know how long it had been that I was sucking cock. Time didn't seem to function when I had a hard cock near me. I felt my arms being pulled up. I reluctantly released the cocks and followed the pulling as I stood. I glanced behind to find Mr. Baldwin relaxed in one of the conference chairs, another drink in his hand, contentedly watching. He smiles and winks at me. Though he might join in at some point, he intends me as their reward tonight. I smile back at him and turn my attention back to the men who were quickly shedding the rest of their clothes.
The hard cocks available are no more than average in any way. It is something I can't help doing. After those days at that man's house, after all that fucking and sucking, after being opened to anal, deepthroat, double-penetration, and airtight, but especially after all those big black cocks, my eyes perform a comparison like an obsessed woman on a strict diet automatically gages portion sizes. It is not at all that size really matters. Size has its effects and those effects are wonderful to experience but it is not everything. And for me, someone whose pleasure comes as much from giving pleasure as much as the cock I experience, the size is an unconscious gaging to determine my approach and variation potential for the experience to follow. I immediately know with these men that all of my holes can be easily used.
I expect to be put on the table in some way and I am. I am boosted up, sitting on the edge of the table. I lay back, my legs dangling over the edge. The first man, the marketing and administration guy, raises my ankles to his shoulders. For a moment he gazes at my open and exposed bald pussy. I know I am dripping wet. I know the lips are probably parted with anticipation and readiness. My eyes boldly seek his as the head of his cock contacts my pussy and parts the opening. I smile at him, a hungry, lusty smile of offering and encouragement. His eyes captured in my gaze; he slams his cock fully into me. His fucking is aggressive and strong and he doesn't slow for several minutes. Then, he pulls out and I seek out the next man to take my legs over his shoulders. I look into his face gazing at my pussy. The emptiness I feel is reflected by the empty hole of my pussy. I clench my muscles as if there is a cock inside and I know my pussy is calling to the man, opening and closing before his eyes. He slams his cock into me and resumes fucking me strongly. The third is the same and the rotation is established. Several minutes, approximately, as nobody refers to a clock or watch, they simply fuck. Each man grunting, gasping, groaning. My own gasps and moans join theirs unabashedly, unconcerned about noise, unconcerned about the wall of glass or the tall windows on the opposite wall.
A sense of increased urgency develops as the fucking rotates through the men. When not fucking me, the men begin stimulating me with hands and fingers, mauling my breasts, pinching, pulling, twitching, and rolling my nipples, and doing similar actions to my clit. I cry out loudly as the orgasm crests and my body lurches on the table surface. My hips rise up and I feel my thighs roughly pulled back into the man as he spurts cum into my spasming, clutching pussy. He pulls out and another cock begins plowing my quaking pussy with the same determination.
With three loads of cum filling my pussy, the last of the men staggers back and collapses into a chair against the glass wall. My legs hang limply over the edge of the table. I am gasping from my own experience, an orgasm that peaked and repeatedly peaked as each man drove for his sequential climax. I slide off the table to my feet. I knew I wasn't done. I didn't want to be done. Mr. Baldwin only told me what was happening. He didn't set boundaries about what was happening. But I knew the expectation was to fully sate the desires of these men. It was a reward but was also manipulation, control, buying their allegiance and loyalty. At this moment, I was a tool and I would be a very effective tool.
All three men are sagging in chairs. I step to each of them, bend over to kiss them, offer my thanks for their seed, and feel their hands invariably cup my hanging breasts. I then step to Mr. Baldwin, the only one still dressed, though his cock is out, hard, and clutched in his hand. I smile down at him, lightly caress it with my fingertips, but continue moving to the bar where I refill glasses and distribute them to the men. Then, as the other men relax, recover, I kneel before Mr. Baldwin and take his cock in my mouth. After two strokes with my mouth, I take him fully into my throat. I look up and he smiles at me.
I quietly ask, "Are you pleased, sir?"
"Very pleased." The next he whispers, "Now... show these men what a slut you really are. Fuck me with your ass."
"Gladly, sir!" I leap up and turn my back to him. I step backward with my legs on the outside of his. When I am over his hips, I grasp his cock between my legs and sink my pussy over it, taking his cock deep inside. He whispers in my ear, again. I giggle, "Lubrication, sir." He chuckles and pinches my nipples as I rise up and off his cock only to shift slightly to sit back down, wiggling my ass and his cock until I feel it pressing at my tight asshole. I grunt as I press the head past my sphincter. He groans, I gasp and grunt as I press my body down harder on his cock, slowly sinking over its length, it moves deeper and deeper into my anal passage.
Seated on his thighs, I rise up and drop back down. The men in front of us are agape at the display as they realize my coming off and back down took him in my asshole. Mr. Baldwin, to leave nothing to assumption, opens his legs wider, which opens my legs wider. His fingers pry open my pussy lips and hole, displaying my empty pussy to them. I couldn't help but give the men a wicked smile but I was quickly consumed with the lust rebuilding to another orgasm and a need I could feel from Mr. Baldwin's straining beneath me. His fingers continued to stimulate me, rubbing my clit, dipping into my pussy, pinching and twisting my nipples. That man in the house told me I was an anal slut when I orgasmed during anal fucking without other stimulation. I didn't know such a thing was possible but anal has been exciting since being introduced to it by him. I knew I was going to orgasm in front of these powerful men and I wanted to. But, only part of the reason was my own pleasurable experience. Mr. Baldwin was the alpha among these men and I wanted to reinforce that with the most powerful orgasm, yet.
When my orgasm broke over me, my body shook violently. My eyes rolled back for a moment but Mr. Baldwin's thrusting up into me and finger manipulation never ceased. My ass clamped around his cock like a vise. He came at that moment. We both strained, bodies tensed and rigid, quaking with built-up energy suddenly being released. I collapsed back into him, my legs obscenely spread, cum leaking from around our joined parts. I could feel his ragged breath in my hair. I slowly sat upright, then stood, his cock dragging out of my cum-filled ass. I turned my back to the others and bent over to kiss Mr. Baldwin. "You were magnificent as always, sir. Thank you." He smiled back to me while his fingers pinched my nipples hard enough to make me flinch slightly.
He whispers to me, "You are showing your gaping, cum filled hole to them."
I smile wickedly, "I know." It was all a thrill, especially that it all pleased him by being the slut he desired me to be.
Another drink and this time I joined them. I sat across Mr. Baldwin's lap, my legs hanging over the arm of the chair. The men talked. I was a plaything and so remained quiet. Mr. Baldwin's fingers played over my body. When his fingers went to my pussy, I dropped one leg to the floor to give him the access he wanted. I purred as he played at my pussy. Occasionally, he would dip a finger inside, then bring it up to my lips. It was a fun game and it had the desired effect on the other men. Mr. Baldwin, too. His hard cock was pressing into my butt.
He apparently felt it was time, too. He pats my thigh for me to rise. He mutters loud enough for all of us to hear, "We need more room. I have some ideas for us to use her."
The men look at me. I shrug my shoulders. I have no idea what he has in mind. But I smile. Whatever it is, I am sure it will be different and exciting.
I follow him out of the conference room. The conference room is walled by glass. It is very open and exposed. Yet, leaving it somehow feels very exposing as the other men and I follow Mr. Baldwin out into the open common area between their offices and past Sarah's cubicle. Then, I see what he is doing. He is going to the visitor reception area and the sofa. The other men are visibly nervous. They are next to the door leading out into the rest of the building. I remember Sarah confirming with Mr. Baldwin that she would engage an additional lock that even the cleaning and security people couldn't open.
I feel my body slowly release the tension of the change in the situation but I then feel it heighten, again. I put nervousness about the door away and the anticipation of what Mr. Baldwin has conjured up replaces it. I don't look but two of the men stop next to me and their hands rub my ass. I don't look because Mr. Baldwin has made eye contact with me and there is a mischievous grin on his face. His cock is semi-hard, sticking out in front of him. He is bigger than the others by a couple inches. There I go again, thinking about size. But I smile. I do so enjoy having a cock like that to please... and enjoy.
My hands drop and they find the cocks of the two men next to me. They are both hard. My own body is energized... ready for anything Mr. Baldwin might have in mind... whatever it is... suggestion to the men... expectation for me. The difference is thrilling. I know that whatever he is thinking he expects me to do and I am certain to fulfill because he expects it. It is impossible for my pussy and body to be more ready but a new warmth floods me. But my pussy has already had three loads of cum and my ass one load. My nipples are as hard as pebbles, my clit is engorged, my pussy and ass are leaking, and my inner thighs are slick with combined juices. I return his mischievous smile. I am ready for anything.



Mr. Baldwin became a choreographer. He announces, without asking me, that they are going to double-penetrate me and the couch gives them the room for it. He doesn't ask me for two reasons. The first is the biggest: after the time I have been with him, he fully accepts I will do whatever he wishes. The second is also big, though: after those days with that man, even the Baldwins have double-penetrated me with Mrs. Baldwin using one of her larger strap-on dildos and he knows how I enjoy it. Now that I was able to orgasm anally, vaginally, and clitorally, the combination was explosive.
Mr. Baldwin directed the bodies. The men eagerly complied. One lying on his back on the sofa, I sat on his hard cock and leaned down and began kissing him, then the next man knelt behind me, opened my ass cheeks, and pressed his cock at my closed asshole. The man was tentative, clearly never having done anything like this before... certainly not with their wives. Mr. Baldwin gave directions like a porn director.
"Don't worry about her, Bill. She can take it... hell, she loves it, don't you, dear?"
I break the kiss and look over my shoulder at the man behind me, Bill Turner, the Financial VP. My eyes are already filled with lust in anticipation, "Yes... yes, I love it. Stick your cock in me, sir. Force my ass open and fuck me."
Mr. Baldwin chuckles. My words are like an injection of an aphrodisiac to the man. He presses hard against my hole. I hear him grunt and feel the opening stretch. My asshole didn't resist all that much, though. I have been frequently fucked in the ass since those big black cocks initiated me to the pleasures. Mrs. Baldwin also enjoys putting butt-plugs up my ass as I spend my day around the house. All of my plugs now have colored glass jewels on the ends and she especially enjoys seeing them twinkle in the sunlight when I bend over to clean or whatever.
I still cry out, though, when the cock pops inside giving me both passageways filled. The bit of stretching quickly passes and the wonderful full sensation takes hold of me. The men hesitate. I quickly encourage them.
"Oh, fuck, yes... yes... yes, fuck me now. Ram your cocks in me. Use me like a slut, sirs. I am yours for your pleasure... use me... fuck me how you want."
I feel fingertips on my shoulder and cheek. I turn to find a cock, Mr. Baldwin's cock. I know every inch of it, every vein, every bit of shape and contour. I reach to it with my mouth and take it between my lips. His fingertips caress my sucking cheek. He softly comments, "You are such a good slut." Some might think the comment demeaning, subjugating, shameful... to me it was euphoric.
The man behind me took my words and fucked me hard, ramming his cock into my ass. The effect was wildly positive for the man in my pussy, too. Trapped underneath, his action was limited, but the cocks sliding over each other in the tight confines provided the stimulation both needed. As it did for me.
Both passages are being pumped and stimulated at the same time and have a cock in my mouth. My breasts were swinging, the nipples brushing over the chest of the man below me. My mouth involuntarily opened from around Mr. Baldwin as my orgasm peaks. I mutter to myself between moans as the cocks continue to probe my insides. My orgasm, though, sends my body into quaking spasms, my ass and pussy both clenching around the cocks inside them. That is enough additional stimulation that both men erupt in climaxes, their cocks swelling, pulsing, and twitching inside me until they spew cum. The three of us are gasping and panting.
Whatever time our bodies might have wanted to take for recovery was short-lived, however. Mr. Baldwin was setting up the next double-penetration. The man in my ass slowly pulled out of me, a very different feeling than cock pulling out of my pussy. I was assisted off the other man, his cock plopping wetly onto his abdomen. I stood to the side and watched the four naked men move around, out of each other's way, and into position as Mr. Baldwin directed. The third VP lay on the sofa. I began climbing over him to reenact what I had just experienced when I was stopped by a hand on my arm. Mr. Baldwin.
"Sir?"
"This is going to be different, dear. You trust me, yes?"
"Of course, sir."
He turned me around and backed me over the man prone on the sofa. I sat my pussy over his cock. It slid in with little effort. He then pressed my back so I was lying on the man.
"Raise your hips, dear." I looked up at him as he took his position between my legs. What was he doing? There was no way he could enter my ass this way. But I did as he instructed. Trust. I raised my hip and felt the other man's cock pull against the bottom of my pussy in the process. "More, dear. Pull up harder."
I did. I stretched upward. Still not understanding. Obediently following his direction. I felt my hole being stretched as I pulled up. Then, my eyes went wide. I saw his concentration, first. His concentration was on my pussy before I felt the head of his cock at my pussy. But... there was already a cock inside me.
His smile was beyond mischievous. I couldn't even read what the smile was. His focus was on my pussy as his cock pressed against it. I understood. His words came first, though.
"I said a double penetration. A double vaginal penetration, though."
My gaze goes from his face to his cock pressing at my pussy. I understand. That was why he wanted me to raise my hips. He wanted me to create an opening at the top of my pussy for his cock. I quickly raise my hips further. He presses forward and looks into my face. "Such a good slut." I smile at him.
He forces his cock into me, his cock rubbing along the other man's cock. Skin against skin. No separation even by a thin membrane. I have never felt so stretched... so full. I feel like I might tear, the feeling is so intense. I whimper and gasp. My mind, though... my mind reminds me that babies are so much larger. I concentrate on my breathing. I relax. Focus. Please him. Obedient. Serve him. I'll do anything for him. I am his. I am his slut. I will please him. My mind is flooded with thoughts that come from an unknown place. They encourage me. They inspire me. I raise my hips a little more, the tearing sensation increasing. I feel his cock sliding in, filling me more. Two cocks in my pussy! God... I am so full. God, what a feeling... what a wonderful feeling.
I look into his eyes as he presses fully into me, then pulls back and thrusts fully inside. Our eyes meet. I see the look in his eyes. I think... I think he didn't think it was possible. But, we did it! He leans down and kisses me. The passion is consuming. I am lying on top of another man with his cock inside me and it is only Mr. Baldwin in my mind. Two other men are watching this obscene act and it is only Mr. Baldwin.
The rest is a blur. I am fucked like I never imagined being fucked. My orgasm is truly shattering. Somewhere in my mind, I am aware of the two cocks climaxing and spewing their cum into my stretched and quivering pussy. There is little else my mind is aware of, though.
When I recover, the office is quiet... very quiet. I am covered on the same sofa. Mr. Baldwin is sitting in a chair nearby very attentive. He smiles. "Wait until Abby hears about this." We both laugh. She's going to be so upset she missed it.
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CHAPTER 8: DP VARIANT
Home Sweet Home. The loving, safe place. Tensions can evaporate. The body can re-energize. A place to be yourself without fear. A place where airs, images, and pretending can be left behind.
Right. It wasn't in my home, either. Growing up certainly wasn't. There were always the expectations for school and performance in whatever other activities there were. Marriage... it seemed pretty good but... what did I know. A lack of conflict means everything is good? What we found was neither of us was getting what we wanted, much less needed.
Here, though... here is different. These two have it figured out. How did they do that? The second marriage? Learning from mistakes of the first? I know they aren't opposites. They are similar in many ways. They are both strong people, though Mr. is far more aggressive, especially in business. Mrs. is more social, easily flittering around and through groups large and small. Complimentary. Not opposite.
And then me. I fit between them so perfectly. It is as if I were molded from a lump of clay shaped by their mutual hands in a shared and coordinated image of desire and need. They each guide me and handle me effortlessly, sharing what I can give, instructing and guiding toward what either conjures for more. I am content. Content... it seems so... mellow of a word, expression of feeling. The feeling is more than merely happy, relaxed, or satisfied. I am those things. I am at ease, unthreatened, secure, safe, and protected. But there is always a fire inside me ready to burst into consuming energy and titillation. How is it that I can feel so at peace, so secure, so at ease in this new life and at the same time, the next moment in that life be physically teased, probed, fondled, or be given a cock to suck or pussy to eat or be ravaged by cock or toys for the pleasure of others? The anticipation, the potential of it happening, is that fire inside. The mere touch or word or, sometimes, a look and that fire erupts in flames to consume not only me but the other who lit it. It is an odd state to be in... at peace but ready to explode.
My name is Karen Samson. I am a mature woman. I was married. I am divorced. I have other names: slut, cunt, bitch, whore. I have responded to all of them in situations. Here, though, with them, I am Karen or slut. I am submissive to both of them. My singular desire is to please and serve these two. I follow their instructions and directions to the letter. I satisfy their wishes and desires to my ability. They promised me I would always be learning and experiencing. I am thrilled with each new experience to satisfy them in a new way. I am a slut. Their slut. Mutually and openly. I am rarely fully dressed in the confines of their home and private yard. They desire to have access to my body, to my holes. Their desire fuels my desire. Much of my pleasure comes from pleasing them individually, combined, or including others. Who or how is irrelevant. Submissive slut. It is what I am... what I do. It has taken some training, some experience, some time. Now, it is who, what I am. I may be a maid, servant, cook, confidant to them. Those roles provide pleasure in serving. The true vessel holding the flame, though, is being a toy with three holes ready to be used at any time, in any way, wherever either or both desires. I am a slut.
The thoughts of what and who I am fills my mind in quiet times. Many times of quiet, I will wear special, noise-canceling headphones that provide a calming, soothing, peace of mind and soul through the music and sounds they generate. They were a gift of Trinity Enterprises to relieve the stress of my former husband leaving for an overseas assignment. The headphones were a miracle. With them, I was able to not only cope but to thrive. When I was served with the divorce, that peace helped me get through it and allowed me to see myself in new ways I might never have imagined, new ways that must have been buried deep inside me. I continue to use them now when cleaning, cooking, and times of quiet. It no longer is to relieve stress or tension. It might be partly habit but also it continues to take me to a special place in my mind where I am invigorated, reinforced, and encouraged deeply in my soul.
Right now, I am perfectly content and at peace. My couple is reclined against the headboard of their massive bed, each with a glass of wine. Shortly before, we had all three of us orgasmed together. Sometimes it is almost a game to see if I can manage climaxes to erupt at the same time. Tonight, it worked. I had used a vibrating dildo and my mouth and fingers on Mrs. Baldwin while he fucked me. Sometimes I am not specifically pleasured at all but merely used to pleasure the two of them as they fuck each other. In such cases, I masturbate later. There is no frustration on my part. My intention is their pleasure. My masturbation relieves physical tension so I can focus on them. I masturbate a lot. I use a collection of dildos, vibrators, eggs, plugs, and clips... to supplement my fingers.
This night we all orgasmed. They are relaxing. I am doing what I enjoy doing when they are relaxing like this. I am sprawled out with them but without a drink. My mouth is occupied with his cock. I have long since cleaned it of our juices and now sucking and licking casually. It is almost comforting in its own way. A sort of pacifier. It has softened but I have not allowed it to fully soften. As I contentedly suck, my hand is spread over him to her. She has one leg draped over his, her wet pussy open to my fingers as I play over the lips, clit, and her hole. There is no urgency or overt stimulation in my action. I am merely keeping them 'warmed up', their sexual engine idling smoothly should they desire to begin, again.
Sometimes they are talking about what just happened, or their days, or something at the company, or an upcoming social thing, or the house. I am never completely out of it, though. Their fingers lightly caressing me keeps me a part of it... my mouth and fingers, too. Tonight, she is probing more into what happened with the Vice Presidents.
Her voice is incredulous, "You double-penetrated her vagina? James... what got you thinking... Karen, dear, did it hurt terribly?"
I pulled my lips from the head of his cock, raised my head to look at them, "It did, ma'am. At first. Do you remember how big that man was and how big his dildo is? Remember how it stretched you the first time?" She nodded and I could see in her expression how the memory ignited a response inside her. I smiled at the reaction. She wasn't that much different than me... she's just strong and in control. "At first it felt like I might tear. I was stretched so much. Then, I adjusted. It was like being fucked by a pole." She shook her head in wonder. I returned my mouth to his cock and slipped two fingers into her pussy. She gasped at the suddenness of the penetration.
She playfully slapped my hand but didn't stop it. "You wicked slut. Are you trying to make me cum, again?" I giggled around the cock.
It was quiet for a moment. My sucking increased and my fingers moved more intentionally. The memory of that night aroused me, not that it takes much. I feel his cock swell in my mouth and know he is thinking something, either reliving the moment or something else. She opens her legs a little more and I respond by driving my two fingers deeper and my thumb on her clit. Soon, both are breathing heavier and soft sighs and moans cascade down over me.
Then, his cock springs to full erection in my mouth and I know something is coming. He is thinking something.
"Since that night... the double-vag... I've been having this thought... something different, new, outrageous. The double penetration has been amazing and I know Karen has felt the same way."
She responds to her husband, her hand also moving to caress my head sucking her husband. "Thinking something outrageous? Dear, neither of us would be surprised." I giggle around the cock, again. "What is it you've been imagining but not saying?"
"I want you to give me a hand-job."
She moved to her side, probably to properly look at him in disbelief. She kept her one leg raised though so I still had access to her pussy. "A hand-job? We have Karen who is willing and eager to do our bidding, to do anything we desire, and you want me to give you a hand-job?"
He laughed. "Okay, that sounds stupid left like that. You're right about Karen. My thought is more involved, though." Okay, a hand-job that is more involved? He stroked my cheek as I softly suckled on his cock. "You've never been fisted have you, Karen?" I paused. Fisted? What does fisting have to do with Mrs. giving him a hand-job?
With my mouth full, she beat me to the question. "James, you're not making sense. First, you talk about me giving you a hand-job, then say it is more than that, then ask her if she's been fisted when we all know she hasn't." She took a breath and I waited, too. "What are you... Wait a minute." I felt her shift more, her pussy pulling away from my fingers in the process. "Wait a minute. You... you are talking about another form of double-penetration? Seriously?" Another form of double-penetration? What does any form of that have to do with giving a hand-job? What am I missing? My mouth has stopped, stopped sucking, and stopped moving. What is he not saying? Has she figured it out?
His voice is more excited now. She's guessed and he's excited. "I am serious. At least, serious enough to consider it. Can you imagine what that might feel like? Not only for me but for you, too?"
She gasps out her response. She is excited. Why am I not getting this? She blurts it out. "My God, James! You'd be in her ass..." He must have nodded. "And my hand would be in her pussy." What? Her hand in my pussy? His cock in my ass? "I could give you a hand-job from inside her pussy?"
"Think about it... it's just a thin membrane of separation. Wouldn't that be wild?"
My mouth came off his cock and I rolled to look up at him and her. "What? Are you two serious?"
She looked down with an amazing smile. "Karen, it would be... wow, that might be so wild."
"What? Your hand in my pussy jacking him off in my ass?"
His excitement was contagious and I felt myself in trouble. "I think it could work. It's so erotic."
"So obscene is what it is," I gasp.
He touched my chin and looked into my eyes. "Karen, you've never said, no. I don't think you've ever considered saying no to us. You aren't really questioning it, are you?" Both of their smiles said it all. They both knew there was never a question of doing it.
I sighed. "Fuck. God, you two... You know I won't refuse you."
Their smiles increased knowingly.
Mr. Baldwin shifted slightly down on the bed until he was flat. He began into his director mode, reminding me of the night with the Vice Presidents. His cock was plenty hard and he held it straight up in the air, the implication obvious to us all. But Mrs. Baldwin stopped me from mounting him. She stretched across the bed to the nightstand, opened the drawer, and removed the handy tube of lubrication. Since my three days with that man, anal and double-penetration had become a regular in our play. Well, double-penetration for me using a variety of dildos to joining Mr. Baldwin.
She squeezed some onto my fingers and some onto hers. I went right to work covering his cock with the gel as she moved behind me and poked it into my asshole. I giggle with a playful squeal at the cool gel being pressed into my tight hole.
Mr. Baldwin lay on his back wiggling his cock back and forth. I climbed over him with my back to him at his direction. I positioned myself over him, aligned his cock with my tight bud, and lowered myself slightly until I felt the pressure at the opening. I gulped in air and pressed down harder. After some resistance, his cock sunk past my tight sphincter. I gasped. No matter how many times I have done this, the initial penetration is still tight, still can take my breath away. There is far less time needed to get past that feeling of stretching sting compared to the early times. Now, I sink quickly down on his length, feeling his cock filling me as it passes deeper, a constant filling, opening, stretching until I feel my butt on his hips. I let out a long gasp of air and settle myself on him, giving my body a moment. Then, quickly, I begin rising and lowering on him. I pull up along his full length, his cock head only inside, then press back down on his full length. Over and over. His cock was hard when we started but it seems to have become even harder now. I wonder... just from the fucking? Or, equal part anticipation? Anticipation of the devious idea we're about to act out?
Mrs. Baldwin crawls on her knees between our legs. Her hands come out and capture my bouncing breasts. She squeezes them hard as she leans in to kiss me causing me to slow my fucking just a bit. When she breaks the kiss, she reaches for the tube, again. She squeezes a large amount into her right hand and begins smoothing it over her entire hand and wrist. Her wrist... God... she's really going to do this... put her whole hand inside my pussy!
I grab her right hand, "Ma'am, please take your ring off..." She giggles embarrassed that she hadn't noticed it. She was wearing an elaborate jeweled ring on her right hand. I lean forward and kiss her, to put that moment behind us, partly to encourage her forward. "I don't know if I am ready or not... so just do it."
She used her left hand to push me back against her husband, his cock firmly and deeply embedded in my ass. With me lying against him, his cock slides inside me, pulling the head from the deepest penetration merely because of the position of our bodies. She had me pull my knees up and splayed out to the sides. Mr. Baldwin was propped up by a pillow and headboard so I was, too. I gazed down between my legs obscenely spread before her. I felt Mr. Baldwin's heavy breath on my shoulder and knew he was watching, too. Mrs. Baldwin's lubricated hand played over my pussy, spreading my lips, and pressing on my clit. My eyes watched each movement, the cock in my ass now overshadowed by what I was anticipating. How weird is that? She slipped two fingers inside, sawing them in and out, then added a third, plunging them into my drooling hole. She pulled the three fingers back but not out and added the fourth. At first, the four fingers were bunched together as she plunged them in but she soon had them on top of each other in a line, sawing in and out, twisting her arm to press in sideways, too. My breathing was already ragged. I could feel Mr. Baldwin's cock twitch inside my ass and I wondered if she had impacted it, already.
I leaned my head back for a moment, gasping and panting, feeling her fingers open inside, wiggling, sliding along the inside walls of my pussy. Then... her fingers were out. I pulled my head up and looked down between my legs. She was folding her fingers together, trying different shapes. She seemed to settle on forming a cone with her four fingers, her thumb tucked inside. Her fingers came to my pussy, the tips easily going in stretching me wider as she pressed her formed fingers past the second knuckles. She pressed harder, twisting her wrist back and forth as more and more entered. The last knuckles were about to disappear, which would be about the widest part.
She looked at me. She pushed but there was a lot of resistance. I gave her a weak smile and nodded. God help me but I wanted her to. "Do it. Force it in! Get your hand in my pussy. Fist me, ma'am. Do it and get your husband off!" God, what was I say? What were we doing? This was so obscene, so filthy... fuck, I was so hot and turned on. Masturbate him from inside my pussy? How crazily obscene can it be? So crazy, so obscene I wanted to do it.
She pulled back an inch, tightened her hand into the cone shape, and pushed. I grunted as my pussy stretched. She turned her hand back and forth as she pressed. I could see it move, covering that last of the knuckles. I was nodding and grunting around the gasping and panting. Then...
"Oh... fuck... oh, yes..."
The knuckles were in, most of her hand was inside. She paused, knowing to give me a moment to adjust. But her fingers wiggled inside me. She was lightly stroking the walls. I heard a gasp behind me and I could feel it, too. She was lightly stroking his cock with her fingertips. Another push and her entire hand was inside to her wrist. My eyes and mouth were agape. I dropped my head back and glanced off Mr. Baldwin's cheekbone. He reacted but his hands continued fondling me, one hand on a breast and the other down at my pussy. His hand stroked around his wife's hand... or, really, her wrist because her hand had disappeared.
She pushed more of her forearm into me. She was curious, apparently. Her fingers were exploring blindly. I flinched as her fingernail glanced over my cervix. I gasped as her finger found it, again. She traced around it, finding the tight opening. I raised my head to look at her. She was intent on me, too.
"I wonder if I can push in..." My eyes grew wide, again. It's not enough her hand is inside me while her husband's cock is filling my ass? She wants to probe my cervix, too? Her fingers shifted over the opening inside me, finger after finger until it was probably the little finger. The tip rubbed over the opening, found its spot, and pressed. It opened as she pushed and more of her hand and lower arm disappeared into me. I felt the cervix open and my womb invaded. At that moment, a memory flashed: young, unable to get pregnant, we sought answers from a doctor... I was unable. Had that nagged at Gerald all this time until he met the woman in India? Was that part of his decision to stay there? Was he still wanting a family?
I groaned as the finger went deeper and the memory, the question was gone. My pussy was clenching around the invader. Mrs. Baldwin looked down at her arm and up at me. Mr. Baldwin moaned from behind me. I was orgasming around her hand, my pussy tightening, quaking, which sent spasms of muscle reaction into my anal passage and around his cock. Fingers and hands stroked and teased me on the outside, too. I rode the orgasm. My body shivering, my head hanging back on his shoulder, my eyes tight and mouth open, gasping for air.
As my body settled, she returned to the purpose at hand... so to speak. Repositioning her hand, her fingers stroked back and forth downward. I felt not only him strain up against me but also her pressing my pussy wall over the throbbing cock in my anal passage. His hips raised in response and we both groaned. Her hand moving inside me stimulated me further and I felt another orgasm rising through my body. His straining told me he was reacting to it, too.
"Oh, God... yeah... right there... fuck, honey... yeah..." He was encouraging his wife. This time I had nothing to do with bringing him to climax. His wife was indeed giving him the obscene hand-job he imagined. I crashed into another orgasm as her hand and fingers increased in speed over his cock, massaging the head through the thin membrane.
He strained up, raising both of our bodies off the bed slightly. I felt his cock straining hard, jerking, pulsing. My muscles spasmed in orgasm, my pussy holding tight to her wrist and hand, my anal clasping to his cock. Then... I felt his cock spew cum into me, filling, coating my ass seemingly into my bowels as he strained and thrust an inch deeper.
She didn't remove her hand for many minutes. She lightly stroked back and forth, my body quivering in after-shocks, his cock remaining very hard for longer than normal.
God, these two... just a quiet evening at home, they said...
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CHAPTER 9: CUSTOMER BENEFITS
"Welcome home, sir. How was your day?"
I stood just inside the kitchen, turning to greet Mr. Baldwin when I heard him entering through the garage. He grunted something, very unlike him, dropped his briefcase, and entered the living room. Mrs. Baldwin was coming down the stairs at that exact moment and walked up to me.
"Did you hear what he mumbled?"
I shook my head. "Not really... something about customers... I think. I think there were some four-letter words mixed in, too."
She looked me up and down. "And he didn't even react to you?"
I shook my head. That also is very unlike him. Mrs. Baldwin selected my outfit as something to catch his eye. It didn't. I was wearing a black leather top that wasn't a top at all but holding rows of shiny chains draped from one shoulder to the other. There was no coverage of my breasts or nipples, merely the illusion of some coverage. The skirt was nothing more than a garter belt with sheer frills attached to it. My stockings were sheer and dark attached to the straps below the frilly, sheer skirt. Naturally, no bra or panties.
She looked concerned. She patted my butt under the skirt that did nothing to cover. "I'll go pry. Make some drinks."
"Yes, ma'am."
As I delivered the drinks to them, I saw them deep in conversation. Mrs. Baldwin thanked me for the drinks and nodded. The nod was my indication that I should join them with one. When I returned, I saw her speaking quietly but firmly to him. He simply nodded and glanced up at me as I entered the room. I had never seen them express any form of displeasure with each other and seeing it come from her reinforced the impression I had of her in their relationship.
He nodded a final time, put his drink down, and stood. The action stopped me from sitting in the chair across from the sofa where they sat. He stepped right up to me, took me in his arms, and hugged me. He kissed my neck, cheek, and lips. Then, he looked me in the eyes. He reflected softness and regret.
"I apologize, Karen. I came home out-of-sorts and fussing over a customer situation. You welcomed me home warmly, as you always do, and I ignored you. All you do is give to us without asking for anything in return. Abby is right, it was very rude of me. Forgive me?"
I am smiling at both of them, "Thank you, sir. Shitty days happen, sir. I suspect there could be more. I'm a big girl. AND... I may not ask for anything but only because you two have given me so much."
He smiled sheepishly from his behavior and returned to the sofa next to his wife. She continued to probe, understanding that he needed to get out what was bothering him. He sighed deeply and took a long pull of his drink. The corporation has been in negotiations with another major company over the past weeks. The contract would be huge. Trinity was in the driver's seat for the contract and their strategy was developed and implemented perfectly. The regional salesman discovered a weakness. The customer was desperate for the product quicker than the documents required. They were in a financial bind and getting the product quicker would give them a stronger foothold in meeting their commitments. It was knowledge that allowed Trinity to squeeze harder on pricing and terms because they were the only ones capable of delivering that fast.
While he paused to sip his drink, I could see her pondering something. The way she was thinking about what her husband had explained, I wondered, for the first time, what her background might have been before they married.
"So...", she began, "it sounds like normal negotiations. You found a weakness and took advantage. It's what happens between companies. Why your reaction? You've done this before and there was always a celebration. You went in for the kill and won."
He smiled, "Of course... it's ego. I know this guy. He took over that company when it was sinking. He brought it back up to significance. Accepting our increased pricing and terms will be a blow to their bottom line. I could see it in his eyes when we shook hands at the end. For a while there he thought he was going to pull off a miracle. Instead, he is just going to do well. Ego."
"He doesn't blame you."
He chuckled, "No... it's business. As I said, I just know him from before. I wish there was something, something symbolic of my understanding."
She glanced at me. I didn't think anything of it. I was quiet during it all. "Something like what? A personal gesture? Some offering to soothe the loss?"
"Yeah. They will be here all day tomorrow and night to finalize the contracts and schedules. Most of their team will be gone, but the three top men will remain."
She leaned into her husband and whispered into his ear. They both turned and looked at me.
* * * *
I was wearing a magnificent dress Mrs. Baldwin and I searched for at the finest boutiques in the city. It was provocative, yet appropriate for the expensive restaurant setting. I did look stunning in it. A black spandex, sexy long dress with long sleeves, plunging V-neckline, and thigh-high slit. The dress was inches above the floor with my 5-inch heels but the slit over my left leg easily parted nearly to my hip when I walked or sat. Mrs. Baldwin loaned me her strand of pearls that hung between my breasts, drawing further attention to the plunging neckline. The back was non-existent requiring support built into the bodice. With the neckline plunging below my breasts, it left a good amount of my breast exposed. I felt like the delicious offering I was intended to be. The thong I wore was carefully selected so even it wouldn't be noticed through the form-fitting material. My legs were bare... the tops of thigh-highs would have been visible... and pantyhose are no longer even considered.
I was lightly holding Mr. Baldwin's arm as we entered the elegant foyer of the restaurant. This was the kind of place that if you needed to consider the price of meals and drinks, you probably didn't belong. The three customers were just inside the bar. They hadn't had the chance to order a drink so the timing was almost perfect.
As Mr. Baldwin made the introduction for me, I began getting the impression they might have an inkling of my joining them this evening. I wondered what impression of me had been left with them. The men were discrete but they each took in my body in the dress. Certainly, the plunging neckline but I made an effort to step to each of the men with my left leg so it would also be exposed. That was a suggestion from Mrs. Baldwin and it had the desired effect.
All through before-dinner drinks, dinner, and after-dinner drinks, the conversation was light, not about business, and stayed on safe subjects. The men were staying in one of the nicest hotels located just on the next block. Mr. Baldwin had arranged for their president to have a suite for their use for their conference meetings during their stay. After an exchange of telling looks between him and Mr. Baldwin, he made the suggestion that we join them there for a nightcap. Looks were exchanged around the table with furtive ones given to me.
I laid my hand on Mr. Baldwin's arm. "It sounds like a wonderful idea, sir. This has been a very nice evening and it will be more comfortable there." My warm and sincere smile to the men around the table seemed to seal the idea and we left the restaurant.
While stopped at a corner to wait for the walk light, one of the men more tentative about the situation, asked me if I was okay with joining them. Mr. Baldwin turned, put his hand on my bare back, and ran it up and down over my butt. "I have known Karen for a little while now. She is a quiet woman, perhaps seeming reserved, but is fun and adventurous. Is that fair, Karen?"
I smiled, reached up, and gave him a peck on the cheek. "Thank you, sir. I like to have fun, gentlemen, and this sounds like it might be fun."
Despite the food, the amount of alcohol affected them all. As usual, I restricted my intake. I didn't know where that came from but it was something I just understood, to remain sober while others might indulge. Even at home, I refrained from too much. Something inside told me I could please others much better when my attention and focus were clear. In the process, I remain very aware of my intentions and actions, which was its own stimulation.
Any questions about how the men were feeling after the comments from Mr. Baldwin and me were dispelled standing at the elevator. The hotel was 23 stories. It was late and the lobby and area by the elevators were quiet. As we waited, I found myself surrounded by the three men, Mr. Baldwin standing just to the side. Hands from several of the men casually touched me. Fingers lightly traced up and down the exposed skin of my back and hands more firmly caressing my ass over my dress. The hands gently provide pressure to guide me into the elevator when it opened.
Mr. Baldwin entered first and took a spot in the back corner. The other men formed a tight circle behind me with one pressing the top floor button. These were senior officials of their company and did not just defer to their president. One of the men asked, "Just how much fun is Karen?"
I smiled into the mirrored interior at the men behind me. "A lot of fun, sir." I glanced to Mr. Baldwin who gave me a subtle nod and smile. The game was on. I was to please these men in any manner possible. "Is there something in your mind, sir? Nothing ventured, nothing gained. It doesn't apply just to business."
There was a hesitation, a moment of thought and consideration perhaps. Then I felt it. Fingers at the back of my dress. The zipper was secured in fingers and lowered. The zipper wasn't long, there wasn't much back to the dress. I felt the dress loosen at the waist and hips. The men were watching in the mirrored interior. None of them boldly took the next step, so I did for them, the intention clear to all of us. I handed my small purse behind me and Mr. Baldwin took it. I crossed my hands to my shoulders and slid the dress off. I continued it down my arms, the bodice releasing my 34E breasts to their view as I continued to lower the gown past my hips. Standing in black lace thong and heels, I stepped out of the gown, turned, and handed it also to Mr. Baldwin. His soft smile told me all I needed.
The elevator dinged as it passed the 15th floor. I put my hands out to the sides... an invitation. Fingers from two men hooked into the waist of my thong and it too fell to the floor. I stepped out of it but did not pick it up. I boldly stepped up to the president, wrapped my left arm around his neck, and kissed him on the lips. Another man stepped to my right and I wrapped that arm around him, turned my head to him for another kiss. The third man was fondling my breast until I turned to him for another kiss.
The elevator dinged indicating our arrival on the floor. I turned around as the doors slid open, ready to hide my embarrassment if someone was waiting. The foyer, however, was empty. Hands on my body encouraged me out. I stood naked among the men, not knowing where the room was the one. I knew there were security cameras likely in the elevators and in the hallways. If I didn't seem distressed, I hope we wouldn't be interrupted.
The president indicated the room and all followed behind me. I made sure to enhance my steps in the high heels to make my hips sway and rotate just right. I was going to be fucked by four guys and I wondered if Mr. Baldwin might have a new idea to incorporate to make it even more memorable for these men.
At home last night, he had seemed tentative to Mrs. Baldwin's idea of using me to appease the customer. A little bit of sex to soothe the ego... could things really work that way, I wondered as Mr. Baldwin considered the idea. Me sitting naked in front of him as he did consider it. I remembered my mind working at the same moment. Serve and please. He had taken the step to use me to reward his most senior company officers. It was one step into including me in corporate affairs. He knew this would be a bigger step. Serve and please. I was his. Her idea already had my body on fire. To be given to customers... complete strangers... an offering... a tool for his business. It excited me. Another way I could serve him.
He wanted me to be a slut for a reason. Just for evenings and weekends at home? Not hardly. That was good, but his imagination would always come up with new things to explore. So, to encourage him, to assist him in his decision, I had opened my legs, slumped into the chair, and raise my knees over the arms of the chair. I exposed my leaking pussy, flexed the muscles, my hole winking at him. I moved a finger to my pussy, slid it over my clit, dipped it into my hole, and raised it to my lips where I sucked the moisture off.
His eyes had followed the show, the display. Mrs. Baldwin smiled widely, lustily at me. She turned to her husband and whispered into his ear, again. I had offered myself. I accepted being the tool of appeasement to the customer. Sex for a very profitable contract for Trinity Enterprises. We were going past sex for fun. Now, sex is for business, for profit. Whoring me? I didn't care. Just another name. Karen... slut... cunt... bitch... whore... whatever... so I can serve and please them.
I was flaunting the reality to the men as I walked down the hall. Whatever anticipated embarrassment when the elevator door opened, it was gone. If another room door opened, I didn't care. My body was on fire. I turned and walked backward a few steps as we approached the room number. My breasts jiggled and bounced, enticed them. As we waited for the door to be opened, hands were suddenly covering my naked body. A finger slipped between my legs from behind. I opened my legs and the finger found my hole just as I was encouraged to step inside. I sighed at the public penetration and quick loss of it.
The room was a suite. We entered into the living room type setting and an open door to the side indicated the bedroom beyond. It became a frenzy of activity in the room. Mr. Baldwin stepped further into the room to carefully lay my dress out of the way. The other three men threw off their jackets and were in the process of opening their pants. I knelt in front of them hungrily eyeing their fingers fumbling with belts, clasps, and zippers. As pants and underwear dropped, they stepped up around me, three hard cocks pointed in my direction. Two average-sized cocks (smaller than Mr. Baldwin) and one smaller. It was a mental exercise, only. An awareness after the size I had been exposed to. The only impact that awareness had was a consideration if I might experience any difficulty, penetration stretching, etc. I attacked these cocks with the same energy and enthusiasm regardless. The pleasure these men realized was critical.
I sucked in the first cock and quickly took the other two into my hands as they appeared to me. I spied between the men and found Mr. Baldwin still fully clothed and raiding the mini-bar to prepare four drinks. He took one and settled into a chair.
As I rotated from one cock to the next, my hands moving to other cocks, I wondered how this was going to go. Was this going to be it? Would I blow them and that would be it? Did they have the stamina to make it interesting? Certainly, I had some influence over that and Mr. Baldwin's actions seemed to indicate his own preparation to assist in buying them time with a drink for recovery. To be perfect, this had to be extraordinary.
I heard murmurs above me. I was intent on pleasing them so I missed the words but I found myself pulled up to my feet, the cock in my mouth falling out as I rose. Hands quickly covered my body, again. At the same time, their president led me by the hand to the bedroom where I was gently pushed onto the bed. I lay on my back, my legs opened and arms reaching out to them.
They threw off their remaining clothes and climbed onto the bed, the president moved between my legs and the other two on either side of my head. I grasped one cock while engulfing the other in my mouth as the president pressed his cock against my wet pussy. I felt it slide along my slit until it sank into my hole. He adjusted his position and inched his cock inside as if there was a need for gentleness. I was used to a larger cock or dildo being slammed into me, accepting whatever action given as I was used. I enjoyed it all: rough, used, abused, gentle.
I squeezed my muscles around his cock and he gasped. He pushed hard and leaned over me, his hands bracing himself on either side of my body. His almost immediate reaction to my clenching around him was to begin fucking frantically. I wanted to tell him to slow down, enjoy it, but it would have been presumptuous... besides, my mouth was full.
He came quickly, well before I was going to be ready. My body was on fire with need but not stimulation, yet. His cock spurted inside me. I continued to clasp around him. He gasped his release and as he pulled out of me, one of the other men took his place. I heard Mr. Baldwin's voice, then felt the bed next to me sag. I turned in that direction as the next man pressed his cock at my pussy. The president knelt alongside me, his cum coated cock inches from my face. I smiled up at him and opened my mouth wide for him. He pressed his cock into my mouth as the other cock was pushed into my cum-soaked pussy.
The president sighed as my mouth sucked his cock clean. "You're right, James. She is a slut. I've never had a woman do this before." When he pulled out of my mouth a few moments later, "Tell me, James, how do you know her?"
The other two guys fucked me missionary in turn. Plain-Jane fucking. I came once. But that wasn't the point and I understood that. I hoped there would be a next time for them, though.
Mr. Baldwin handed each man a drink and a bottle of water to me. He understood me, he was used to me and my desire to remain clear-headed. I didn't need or desire alcohol to relax or release my inhibitions. A clear head allowed me to focus on what I truly enjoyed doing... giving pleasure and satisfying desires.
I excused myself after consuming much of the water as the men raided the mini-bar, again. I went into the bathroom to clean myself for them, hoping for another opportunity. When I returned, I found them huddled in the living room, sly, leering glances sent my way as I entered the room. Mr. Baldwin was up to something and, by the look in his expression, I had a feeling that something was new for me.
Once again playing the scene director, Mr. Baldwin had us back in the bedroom. One of the men laid on his back in the center of the bed. He put his hand on my bare back, "Next, Karen... you sit on his cock with your back to him." I smiled but was confused. But, as I aligned myself over the man and sat down on his cock bringing a sigh from the man underneath me, "No, dear... in your ass." I blushed. Obviously not from shyness or what he was asking me to do, but because it should have been obvious before. With everyone standing around and him directing, it had to involve more than just one man. So, it was going to be a double penetration. Good. After everyone had cum, the action would last longer.
I settled over the man slowly, his cock now aligned at my ass. Once it popped past my sphincter, I pushed and pulled my way down his length. I sighed at the feeling and the man gasped and mumbled a line of nonsense telling me it was his first time with anal. I spread my legs further as I leaned back. The next man moved onto the bed and crawled between our legs. He looked at me for a moment but his real focus was guiding his cock to my empty and exposed pussy. He leaned forward as his cock pressed into my pussy.
I saw Mr. Baldwin stripping, finally. He had not been a part of this. I smiled at him but my assumption was he would be participating in the next DP. I was bewildered at first by what followed. With the man now firmly stroking in my pussy.



Mr. Baldwin's voice, "Okay, Ted, straighten up. Jim, now you." The man he called Jim crawled alongside us and swung his leg over us while facing me and his back to the man in my pussy. I thought maybe he was going to fuck my mouth but he didn't move any closer. Instead, I watched in surprise... maybe fear... as he leaned forward slightly and pressed his cock head down to my already filled pussy. Mr. Baldwin's voice, again, "Karen, you know what to do..."
OH... MY... FUCKING GOD... With the VP's I had been double-penetrated pussy and ass and double-penetrated vaginally. He was combining the two? Triple penetrated? Was that a thing? The trepidation must have shown on my face as the man press his cock on top of the other one in my pussy. I looked up at Mr. Baldwin at the side of the bed as he dropped his slacks and underwear. His cock was rigid. I turned my gaze from his familiar cock to his face. He nodded with a devilish smile and mouthed, 'Just do it', like an obscene Nike commercial.
I sucked in a deep breath. If the night with the VP's didn't show me like a slut, this certainly would. And, Mr. Baldwin was now stripped, too. He was going to come to my mouth. I knew he was. God... four cocks in three holes. Air-tight with four cocks!
I tilted my pelvis as I had been instructed that night with the VP's. This was so much more. I felt the cock in my ass move. I felt the cock already in my pussy move as I stretched my pussy hole by tilting up. I was mesmerized by the cock being pressed at the opening my tilting had created above the cock already there. It wasn't much of an opening, though. I tilted more but I was going to create only so much opening. If it was going to go in, it would have to be forced in. The man already in my pussy groaned as the new cock pressed against his. I groaned as he pressed hard against the tiny gap at the top of my pussy hole.
The man under me in my ass groaned as everything happen above him. Every cock becoming tighter as the head of the new cock pierced my pussy, penetrating just inside with the head, all four of us moaning, groaning, and muttering exclamations of 'oh fuck, God, fuck, shit' and sounds nobody understood.
I stopped the man with my hand. I had taken a much bigger cock than any of these. I had been double-vaginally penetrated, but the other cock in my ass made it all feel very different and intense. I gasped and gulped air. After a few moments, I pulled my hand away and nodded, not looking at the man, just the cocks filling me. He pressed deeper, sliding along and over the other cock twitching inside me. The cock pulled back slightly and pressed deeper. It took a bit of effort by him and gritted teeth by me but he was finally deep. My head fell back on my shoulders, propped up on my arms off the man beneath me.
That was when I felt it. I turned my head with an open mouth without opening my eyes. The last cock, Mr. Baldwin's, slipped past my lips and over my tongue into my mouth to the entrance of my throat. My immediate need to concentrate on my breathing as his cock pressed further into my throat diverted my mind from the searing feeling of my pussy being stretched. But, as I fell into a rhythm of his cock in my mouth and throat, taking air with his smooth strokes, my mind again was consumed by the cocks awkwardly moving in my other two holes. It was unbelievable. It was all-consuming. It seemed that every nerve ending was stimulated at the same moment and I went into an immediate orgasm.
The men slowed and Mr. Baldwin pulled back so his cock was just inside my mouth to allow me to breathe as my body shook and spasmed. My pussy and ass convulsed around the cocks there. My body flooded the cocks in my pussy with more juice. Someone held my ass tight. Maybe it was the man at the bottom pressing up, but they were all thrusting their cocks into my holes.
Having just climaxed moments before, they were all able to last quite a while. Combined with the heightened stimulation of four cocks inside me, I orgasmed twice more, the last time as they seemed to climax one after the other in my holes. All three of my holes flooded with cum... especially my pussy.
GOD... what a fucking night!
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CHAPTER 10: BIRTHDAY BOYS
"Welcome, sirs."
The two young men standing at the front door stood wide-eyed in shock. Who could blame them, though? I wasn't in shock myself but I was nervous as hell. Mr. and Mrs. Baldwin told me the young men would be arriving. The young men were his college-aged twin sons by his first marriage. I hadn't even known he had sons. He explained he lost effective custody during the divorce when their mother moved out of state with them. They had contacted him and he had discussed it with Mrs. Baldwin. They quickly agreed on a plan. A mid-term break hit around their birthday and they managed to convince their mother to allow them to spend it with him. He welcomed the opportunity, of course, and suggested in response a surprise that adult young men could appreciate if they were open-minded.
They presented their idea to me. Not surprisingly, I was the surprise. For the five days, they would be staying here, I was asked to treat them with the same regard that I did to Mr. and Mrs. Baldwin. So, as I stood at the front door welcoming them, I was dressed in a manner appropriate for me in the Baldwin home. I was dressed in black high heels, sheer black thigh-high stockings, tiny lace thong, and lace shelf-bra. The thong was a last-minute addition. Mrs. Baldwin thought my normal appearance with pussy exposed might be completely over the top for the first appearance. So, yes, I was nervous. They were Mr. Baldwin's sons but strange men to me and my first sight of them being dressed like this with the clear implication of future expectations.
"Guys, come in... come in. Don't stand out there gawking. You can gawk all you want inside."
As I held the door, he held out his arms to welcome each of them in a hug. With my nipples exposed in the shelf-bra, pussy barely covered, and long blond hair cascading over my shoulders they almost stumbled past me to their father. Then, I heard Mrs. Baldwin's voice welcoming them.
They set their bags in the foyer and moved to the family room where I then stood off to the side as they got settled. Mr. Baldwin gave me a nod and I asked what each would like to drink. After serving them, I again stood to the side of the group. Mr. and Mrs. Baldwin sat beside each other on the sofa while the two young men sat in chairs across the coffee table from them. Even while talking about what was new in their lives, the young men, Chad and Bill, could not keep from glancing at my nearly naked body.
Finally, Chad blurted out, "Okay, enough... what's with her?"
That brought a laugh from Mr. and Mrs. Baldwin. He said, "She's your surprise. Consider her one of your birthday gifts." It was clear they didn't want to presume too much, even with the apparent meaning being pretty clear, especially from my attire. "She's our... hmmm... Karen, what are you? What do you do here?"
I stepped up next to the coffee table and looked directly at the young men. "Sirs, I take care of Mr. and Mrs. Baldwin." That didn't address nearly enough. "I am their housekeeper, their cook... basically, their maid, if you will. I am here to serve them in any way they desire."
Bill asked, "Dressed like that?" I could tell them apart only by their faces. Bill had a couple days of growth of facial hair and his hair was a bit longer.
I glanced at Mr. and Mrs. Baldwin. She nodded at me. I continued, "Yes... or less. Very often, less. It is unusual that I am wearing a thong or panties." I didn't think they were still believing. By their glances to Mr. and Mrs. Baldwin, they were still expecting this to be some sort of perverse joke on them. So, I needed to make it clear. "I am very submissive by my nature. I do what I am told as I am told to do it. I derive great pleasure in serving and pleasing them. I am also... a slut. I am their submissive slut. So, while I am responsible for the household and cooking, I am also completely available to them in any physical way that might satisfy any physical desire. While you are staying here over the next days, I am instructed to extend the same service to both of you."
They looked across the table with mouths agape. Mr. Baldwin chuckled. I kept my attention on the two younger men. "Yes, it is true. Of course, it is completely up to you. Nobody is forcing you to take advantage of this and it will be completely up to you what you let your mother know about this. Unless she has changed a lot, though, I might suggest you not mention this part of our arrangement."
Chad was watching me but asking his father. "Seriously... you're making her available to us to fuck?"
Bill added, "Whenever we want?"
Mr. Baldwin very seriously replied, "Whenever... yes. I might just add she is a three-hole slut. Meaning her pussy, ass, and mouth. She is a very good cock-sucker. Deepthroat, too." He looked up at me.
"Gentlemen, would you like any assistance in settling into your rooms?"
The implication was clear. They exchanged looks, then noticed even their stepmother was smiling in a very knowing, suggestive, and encouraging way. She then shocked them and it seemed to tip any decision effort for them. She said, "She's not only good with men, but she's also amazing at eating pussy."
They both stood, leaving their empty glasses on coasters. They were accepting my offer of assistance. Which wasn't really much in the way of assistance. They picked up their luggage and followed me up the stairs to the second floor. The thong I was wearing barely covered my pussy in front and disappeared into my ass crack in the back. I made sure my hips rotated teasingly as I ascended the stairs in the heels as they clicked on the surface.
At the top, I took them to the right where there are three mini-suites. The first one on the left is mine. The next two, across from each other are the rooms the boys had used the few times their mother had allowed them to visit the Baldwins after marrying five years ago. I pointed out the towels, etc. I made sure hey were well stocked in each room for them and gave them a rundown on the general schedule of the house, though I was sure it would be looser with them here. Then, it became awkward. We stood silently for several moments. It wasn't in my nature to try to fill the void but I smiled to myself as I watched them try to come to grips with what had been said downstairs.
Finally, Bill blurted out, "Karen, tell us the truth... this is really some elaborate 'gotcha game', isn't it?"
I looked at them puzzled, though I knew what he was asking. "Sir?"
"Come on, Karen. Enough. It's kind of funny but also mean to try to trick us in teasing college guys with raging hormones."
Chad added in explanation, "Mom really hasn't let us have much contact with dad since... well... and now with Abby..."
Bill finished, "So... what he's trying to get out is... is this dad's sense of humor? Are all of you in on some kind of big gag on us?"
They were standing side by side in Bill's room. I finally took mercy on them. I released my face to show the big smile and the arousal building within me. Ever since the Baldwins told me what this weekend was going to be, the tension inside me had built to incredible heights. No amount of masturbation and response to Mr. and/or Mrs. Baldwin could dampen it.
"No, this isn't a gag or joke or tease." I reached behind my back and released the couple hooks of my shelf bra. I let the bra slip down my arms to reveal my breast completely and dropped it behind me. Both had eyes fixed on my breasts. When their eyes returned to my face, I gave them a smile. At the same time, my fingers hooked into the waist of the thong and pushed it over my hips and down my thighs. The dainty material clung to my wet pussy for a moment as I pushed down. When it dropped to puddle around my feet, I stepped out of it and kicked it behind me, also. I now stood before them in heels and stockings. "This is how I am often dressed around here." I knelt down before them and placed a palm on the front of their jeans. I looked up at them, "I would very much like to serve and please you two like I do your father and stepmother."
The young male confidence dissolved. They stood frozen looking down at me. I had no doubt they had been in a situation where they were sucked off, but the full implication of the situation ahead of them for the weekend seemed to momentarily blow their minds. The smile on my face as my fingers began fumbling with belts and zippers might have been misinterpreted by them, though not fully. It might have been their thought that I really was a slut eager to have some new cock. That wasn't wrong, but what I was really thinking at the moment was that Mr. Baldwin might be seeing much more of his now-adult sons much more often.
I lowered the jeans and underwear of one, took his already hard cock into my mouth, and worked to release the second son's cock, which I began slowly pumping in my hand. I worked the cocks back and forth, both became rigid in their hardness and soft groans escaping from them above me.
I pulled back, taking both cocks into my hands, and looked up at them. "Sirs, I love cum and would eagerly swallow yours but I am yours to serve. Would you like to cum in my mouth, on my body, or in one of my other holes?"
They looked at each other. These were twins who were best friends. "I don't fucking believe this." "I know but I need to cum." "Yeah..." "DP?" Big lecherous smiles. "Yeah!"
I jump up and jogged out the door telling them to get ready. Well, at least what I call jogging when in high heels. I returned to the bedroom with a tube of lubrication in my hand, my breasts jiggling and swaying as I entered. Both young men were naked. Bill was sprawled out on the bed holding his rigid cock in the air while Chad stood beside the bed. They had already made the decision of who would be on the bottom. I tossed the tube to Chad.
As I crawled onto the bed, "Now that I know your willingness to participate, I'll make sure a tube is in your bedside drawers. We have tubes scattered throughout the house in anticipation."
"I still don't believe this..."
I chuckled as I took Bill's cock and aligned it to my pussy and easily settled down over it. I glanced behind me, "Your father said he had surprises for your birthday." Bill groaned as I settled down completely over his cock. "Now... get up here and join your brother in fucking your slut."
I felt the bed sag as I lowered my face to Bill to engulf his mouth with mine. Chad's hand pressed on my left ass cheek, his thumb in my crack and spreading it as his greasy cock head pressed at my puckered hole. He pressed against it and I pushed back against him. He moaned as the head pressed past the sphincter muscle. I raised my head.
"Yes... do it... fuck me. God, I love DP!"
My exclamation did the trick. He thrust the rest of the way into me. For a while, they were disjointed in their fucking but they quickly found a rhythm that had their cocks stroking into me deeply and forcefully. I was soon gasping as an orgasm quickly rose. DP is like a magnified stimulation of nerve-ending for me with anal and vaginal nerves bouncing the sensation back and forth as the cocks move inside me.
"Fuck, yes! Fuck me! Make me your slut... your whore... own me with your wonderful cocks! Cum for me... make me yours... oh God..." I felt both cocks pulse and twitch inside me. I was almost there and I fought to hold it back, to match them in climax as I felt them swell inside my clasping passages. They simultaneously cried out and pumped deep. The first spurt of cum sent me over the edge to join them and I cried out in unison with them.
We rolled off each other still panting. I rolled to my knees and kissed each of them, telling them to take a shower and redress. I would let their father know it was time to begin the grilling. I sucked residual cum from their cocks and left the room, purposely leaving my bra and thong on the floor.
When they came down, I was in the kitchen, bent over in the refrigerator getting the prepared potato salad from the bottom shelf. Mrs. Baldwin returned to the kitchen and chuckled as she took in the two men standing agape in the entryway looking at my exposed pussy still shiny with the mixed juices. Although I had them shower and dress, I was still only in stockings and heels and deliberately not having cleaned myself.
* * * *
"Hey, dudes! Surprise!"
I watched as Mr. Baldwin's sons sprang up from the lounge chairs they were sprawled out on. The five young men I led through the house to the pool area were a surprise. Some they've seen in college, others only during visits. After fist bumps and shoulder bumps, Bill came to me.
"What's going on?" He asked me while looking me up and down, taking in my attire. I was dressed in low sandals, shorts, and a t-shirt.
I smiled and looked over his shoulder at the horse-play that had already begun as the guy stripped off shirts and kicked off shoes. "Your father wanted to give you two another surprise for your birthday. Food and a keg will be delivered soon. They are spending the day and night in town. The place is yours but they", I indicated the others with my chin, "should be gone by morning at the latest. I would suggest tonight. Your father is leaving his home in your control."
"Well... except you're going to be here, right? Kind of still watching over us?"
"I guess... but I'm not your mother or stepmother, am I?" I looked at him intently. "I don't want to have to act that way. I want you just to have fun."
His look changed as he thought of an obvious consideration. "Speaking of having fun... did dad include you in that? And if so, what's with the clothes?"
I chuckled, "Yes, your father left me with instructions to make sure you guys were... hmmm... well taken care of." I smiled at the smile forming over his face in understanding. "My clothes... until the food and keg are delivered and set up, I am to appear the responsible, mature guardian of the party. After that, though, I won't disappoint...."
He smiled big. He glanced over his shoulder at the others including his brother. He started taking slow steps backward toward them as he responded, "Seven of us... and you. You're going to be quite the surprise for them. I bet you're wet right now just thinking about all of us, aren't you? A sexy, mature, horny woman with seven young horny guys." He gave me a leering look before turning his back and moving quickly to his brother who he pulled to the side and talked to him urgently. Chad looked my way with a smile that could be used as a beacon in a lighthouse.
Chad and Bill carefully watched as the food was arranged on tables under the covered patio and the keg was prepared. As I led the delivery people back through the house and signed for everything, the guys raided the food and beer like they were an invading horde. The energy and enthusiasm were impressive and that thought was on my mind as I stood at the window of my room overlooking the backyard and pool as I prepared to make my return to the group. This was a change that would impact the rest of the party and was what Bill had hoped for and Chad had responded to.
My high heels clicking on the pavers of the patio leading to the tiled surface surrounding the pool caused a couple guys to turn their heads. They, in turn, immediately elbowed others. I strutted toward the group spread out on lounges at the side of the pool. All were in their swim shorts. I was in my suit, too. Mrs. Baldwin had selected it for me and it was having the effect she intended. It was a Wicked Weasel brand. Nothing more than a thin string with three narrow strips of triangular material that only covered the nipples of my large swaying breasts and my shaved slit. But the more I moved and walked the less certain I was that I would remain covered, at least my pussy. Of course, part of that was due to my own arousal. My pussy was wet and that meant the thin material of the thong attached itself. As I walked, I could feel it slipping into my pussy between the lips.
I asked the guys if there was anything I could get them. I announced that I was here to make sure they were satisfied and to serve them in any way they desired. Their response was gaping looks. Bill and Chad, of course, were stifling laughs at the reaction. Their ears may have registered the sounds of my voice but the images of my exposure blocked everything else coming into their brains. Getting no response other than gaping stares, I kicked off my heels and walked into the pool. I tread water to the deep end and back. Exiting the pool, I glanced down. Mrs. Baldwin was right about the suite. The white material all but disappeared on my body. My nipples and pussy were clearly visible. I was sure I wouldn't have it on long, though.
Bill and Chad, who were lying in lounges next to each other, both reacted to provide the encouragement needed for the other guys. They pulled the string at the waist and raised their hips to push their suits down their legs. I moved to Chad, grabbed his suit at mid-thigh, and pulled it off the remaining distance. I stroked his semi-hard cock as I knelt between their two lounges. When Bill's suit was fully removed, I grasped his hardening cock, too. I began sucking one, then the other cock while continuing to stroke both. From the corners of my eyes, I saw a flurry of activity from the other guys and soon was surrounded by naked young men and hardening cocks.
Bill broke away and lay a cushion on the surface by the pool, then guided me to it where I dutifully knelt, the seven cocks arranging in a tight circle around me. I took a cock into my mouth, taking two others into my hands, and began a slow rotation around the circle. Within moments, I was unable to guess whose cock was in my mouth. And, it didn't matter to me. I moved from one cock to the next, my mouth and hands taking whichever cock was next in the procession. For a moment, I wondered if they intended for me to bring each to climax in my mouth as they seemed content for me to spin on my knees. It would take a very long time, however, given the wait in-between times of being sucked. But we had the whole rest of the day and night if that was their intention. Mr. and Mrs. Baldwin assigned me to this task... to serve and please them in whatever way they desired. I allowed my mind to dissolve from specific thoughts or wondering so I could simply and obediently only respond as needed.
The reality of the situation was impactful, though. I might have released my mind to accept whatever but the 'whatever' loomed large and powerful. My body and mind flooded with the telling warmth that so consumed me. My mouth and throat became a sexual organ; my nipples became hardened pebbles sending shocks of erotic jolts anytime they were brushed against; my pussy began dripping with lubricating juices... not that the already wet thong material could show it. Even my asshole began to react with anticipation by clenching and relaxing as if trying to draw attention.
I don't know how many rotations I made on my knees around the circle of cocks. It seemed like a long time only because of the number of times a cock was removed and another shoved in and into my throat if it was long enough. It also seemed like no time at all as my perception of time evaporated as I simply became a cock-sucking slut until otherwise directed.
When it happened, it took a moment for me to associate the touches at my back, neck, and hips as anything. But then I was naked. Truly naked. The wet clinging bits of material pulled from my breasts and hips as the ties were released. Hands and fingers from seven men roamed my body, competing for skin and erogenous body parts. Suddenly it seemed, 14 hands and 70 fingers were roaming and probing my body: wrapped in my hair to press a cock into my mouth; stroking shoulders, back, or arms... anywhere with bare skin; breast tissue and nipples; ass cheeks and asshole; and pussy and clit. My mouth continued to move more to whatever cock was presented to me. My lips encased it, my tongue licked, my throat grasped it. It became awkward and clumsy to shift to the next cock. The many hands and fingers fighting to remain in place on or inside me as I attempted to move.



Then, I was pressed forward and the man in front of me, his cock lodged in my mouth, sank to his knees on the tiles in response as I felt a cock press at my open, dripping pussy. The cock sank into me with no resistance. I sighed at finally being filled. My breasts began their own dance hanging beneath me as the cock began plowing strongly into me, our bodies smacking into each other, forcing my mouth down the cock there. I moaned and groaned not only by being ravaged by the two cocks but the many hands and fingers working over my nipples and clit and body. I struggled to reject the rising orgasm building inside me, desiring to not be the first to climax.
It was only a moment of struggle, though, as both cocks swelled and pulsed, the men grunting and driving their cocks hard and deep into my pussy and mouth. As I felt the first spurt into my gripping pussy, I exploded with it. My mouth gaped as I gasped and moaned but quickly closed around it as its cum began filling my mouth. I struggled to swallow as my body reacted. I was gasping for air between swallowing cum. My pussy spasming around the cock spewing into me.
Then, I was empty. Both cocks pulled out. The feeling of emptiness was consuming but short-lived. Immediately, two more cocks filled my pussy and mouth. I felt cum being pushed out of my pussy and dribbling down my thighs as this new cock began pounding forcefully into me. The new cock at my mouth was slightly longer but smaller in circumference and easily found its way into my throat. My body was on auto-pilot, though. I was in full slut-mode, a fuck-toy, a thing with holes for fucking. My pussy clamped around a cock. My lips and throat tightened around a cock. My breathing shifted to nasal intakes coordinated with the cock pulling back for the next thrust. My previous orgasm had never fully dissipated as the new cocks continued fucking with only a minor interruption.
Another orgasm peaked as they continued fucking me. It wasn't long, though, that these two also climaxed, more cum flowing down my throat in noisy gulps and my pussy taking another load. When these two cocks pulled out, I found myself being manipulated to the side. Chad was lying on another cushion; his cock being held up in the air. My foggy mind did the simple calculation: four down leaving three to go... for the moment. Seeing Chad smiling lustily up at me told me what to expect. I swung my leg over his body and settled down over his hard cock. Another cock was pressed against my cheek and I turned with an open mouth to take it. And, I knew what was next and wiggled my ass to indicate my readiness. It occurred to me that I might be taking a cock up my ass without lubrication but Chad and Bill had apparently also considered that as I felt gel being pushed into my asshole. The cock pressed against my tight hole and popped in after token resistance and the final three cocks were inside me.
I heard the comments around me as I became air-tight. "What a slut." "Where did you find her?" "Is there anything hotter than a fucking mature slut?" "She's probably my mom's age." "Maybe, but she's definitely hotter!" That last comment brought laughs from them and a glow of slutty pride to me.
They fucked me awkwardly, the three cocks seeming to act very independently, sometimes in unison but mostly not. My body was forced back and forth by the thrust into my body and my breasts reflected the wild pummeling I was receiving. When they began cumming, it was in my ass, first. My well-lubricated pussy allowed Chad to last longer but even he came before the one in my mouth. My orgasm was overlaid on top of theirs, my every hole seeming to spasm around the cock inside them.
Their youthful energy was thrilling and my orgasm reflected it. I collapsed on top of Chad, the cocks from my mouth and ass pulling out as I covered him. I kissed his neck and spoke through gasps, "Thank you... thank you... God, that was wonderful." It was quiet for a moment, then there was a chorus of them thanking me and hands helping me up. I was sweaty from the long three cycles of fucking under the bright sun. I could feel cum and juice seeping from my pussy and ass. I could feel cum on my chin that I pulled with a finger to my lips. The five friends were especially mesmerized by what had just happened with them and in front of them. Chad and Bill stood just behind them with big smiles on their faces, nodding approvingly at me.
I smiled at their approval and moved to them, putting my arms through theirs and leading them, and their friends following behind, to the covered patio. I moved to the opposite side of the table laden with food and uncovered the trays. "Time for food and beer, sirs. That will give you time to recover... unless you are done with me..." That was rejected immediately. Well, they would partake in the food and beer but they definitely rejected the idea of being done with me.
The food lasted through the next round of sucking and fucking and recovery. The beer was running out by the third round. Awwww... the power of youthful endurance and recovery. I knew I was going to be tender and sore the next morning but I could see what it was doing for Mr. Baldwin's sons to have a slut to share with their friends. Nobody ever divulged who or what I was. They merely allowed the other guys to draw their own conclusions that I was some sort of escort hired for the occasion. The man who provided my training had said he could make me into a whore. Though I wasn't... not really... having these guys think it was still a bit of a turn-on.
It was getting late and the party was in the final throes of dying if something didn't happen to save it. I waited for the opportunity and motioned for Bill and Chad to talk to me privately. Cum was by now running down my thighs from both my pussy and asshole, both of which had been well fucked. I suggested a grand finale. They looked at me with interest when I described what their father on done to me: double-vaginal-double penetration. Though, someone would be out. Bill volunteered to take my mouth when I promised to duplicate with him, Chad and their father tomorrow.
It worked out like a charm. The idea described to the others blew their minds and reinforced the thought that I was a pro to be able to do such a thing.
I knew the second time would be easier. I have done this before but it has been a while since having two cocks or a hand inside my pussy. It would hurt the first time but not as much the second. I sat on one of the friends, his cock lubed up to slide into my asshole. Once fully embedded, I lay back onto his chest and the next friend thrust his cock into my gaping pussy. Remembering how this was accomplished before, I raise my hips up, stretching my pussy opening to create just a bit of gap. The third friend approached and straddled over the tangle of bodies; his cock pressed down at the small gap I have created. He forced his cock into me. At first, the head just jammed against the slight gap but soon it was opening me up more and his cock entered me inch by inch into my pussy on top of the one already there. His cock rubbing along the other man's cock. Skin against skin. No separation even by a thin membrane. My pussy stretched obscenely. Even those huge black cocks never stretched me like this... so full. I feel like I might tear, the feeling is so intense. I whimper and gasp.
My mind, though... my mind reminds me that I've done this. I concentrate on my breathing. I relax. Focus. Please his sons. Obedient. Serve his sons like him. I'll do anything for him. I am his. I am his slut. By his will, I am his sons' slut, too. I will please him. My mind is flooded with thoughts that come from an unknown place. They encourage me. They inspire me. I raise my hips a little more, the tearing sensation increasing. I feel his cock sliding in, filling me more. Two cocks in my pussy! God... I am so full. God, what a feeling... what a wonderful feeling. The same feeling as before. OH... WHAT A FUCKING SLUT! I love this... being used... pleasing. I look to the side and see the look on Bill and Chad's faces. Their friends are beside themselves. This final act with them is the exclamation point. I am bursting with joy and pride in doing this for them. That overflows into an orgasm that racks my body and we are just beginning. Then... we'll do it, again.
When they cum, it is a quick succession of climaxes. I am virtually flooded with cum. It flows from my stretched and gaping pussy. As they begin pulling out of me, it feels like a... I don't know what. Air seems to flow into my gaping holes. I can see the guys looking at my holes. Not at me but my holes gaping open and cum running out.
I change things for the next time. One of the friends is on his back. I easily slide down his cock with my pussy. Chad is next. I raise up and he has seen what I am doing from before. He presses his cock at the gap I have created, but it is easier this time. I am already stretched and he enters with less angst. My pussy is full, again. Deliciously full. Then, I feel the last friend straddling my back, his cock soon pressing at my open asshole. I turn my head up and find Bill ready with his cock at my face. I smile up at him before opening my mouth wide. Then... I am being fucked by four cocks.
While I am ravaged, nearly too tired by all the fucking and especially these last two, my mind wanders in the blissful euphoria of sexual over-stimulation. I love this. I love being used to please. I love that my body can bring such pleasure and exploration. What was I before? My sexual life is full and ever-expanding and wondrous. What were my experiences before? I can't remember. I am a submissive slut. And... a good one.
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CHAPTER 11: EXPERIMENTS
"Welcome, ma'am, sir." It was just after noon on a Saturday and this was the second of two couples Mrs. Baldwin indicated would be arriving. Like the first couple, they were dressed for an afternoon at the pool.
"You have to be Karen," said the man in a way that didn't really sound like a question as much as a confirmation. I nodded with a smile and a glance at his wife. "I have heard so much about you, Karen. It is so nice to... see you, finally."
I was dressed normally for being at home with the Baldwins which is to say I was naked. I smiled at the wife who leaned in for a kiss. She, as was the woman of the other couple, was familiar to me from my introduction to girl-girl sex at the very same pool.
He leaned in for a kiss, too, and lightly stroked my breast. His wife playfully slapped his hand but with a smile added, "Just be patient, mister. I'm sure Abby has something interesting planned for us with this sexy slut." She focused on me intently, "Do you know what it is, Karen?"
As I turned to lead them through the house to the patio in the back, "Sorry, ma'am, I don't. I am sure you're correct but she knows she doesn't need to consult with me in that regard. She knows whatever she decides, I will comply and satisfy her desires." I glanced over my shoulder as I pulled the sliding glass door open for them and added, "And your desires, too."
He stroked my breast again as he passed by me. She, however, being more familiar with me slid her fingers quickly between my legs which quickly parted for her. She smiled and muttered, "Wet already, Karen..." I just smiled. What other state should I be in when I know Mr. and Mrs. Baldwin have something fun planned for everyone and it will undoubtedly involve me sexually. When she told me of the couples coming and forbade me from masturbating (a common activity for me to temper my easily ignited arousal so I can better focus on them), I knew something was brewing in her mind. These couples were part of the same sex group they engaged with occasionally. Three cocks and three pussies... after my training by that man, there was nothing else to expect my body to do but prepare for use.
I made sure everyone had drinks, then returned to the house to finish preparing snacks and arranging everything conveniently in the grilling area under the covered section of the patio.
Standing before them, again, I surveyed their drinks quickly and in the process couldn't help to also survey their bodies under the sun. All the women were now covered only by tiny thong bikinis. The men were in speedo swimsuits, suits not often seen publicly in the US but presenting them in the same obvious nature as the tiny bikinis the women wore. It appeared I wasn't the only one with some anticipation affecting them as all three of the men's tight suits showed semi-hardening cocks underneath.
I focused on Mrs. Baldwin while standing before them naked, "Is there anything I can do for you or your guest, ma'am?"
"Open your legs, Karen," she instructed without directly answering my question. I did, parting my feet past shoulder width. "My," she began, "you're right Barb," she said indicating the dark-haired woman who felt my pussy earlier. "Karen, dear, you seem to be needy." I remained as I was, feet apart and hands to the back of my thighs so as not to obscure the view of my body to anyone. My pussy was apparently showing my highly aroused state.
"Of course," came Mr. Baldwin's voice conversationally, "she might not be leaking quite so much if you had allowed her to masturbate before they arrived."
There were looks of confusion and intent curiosity from the couples. Masturbate?
Mrs. Baldwin chuckled and I knew she was going to explain. That, of course, caused reactions in me: I blushed and my body flushed with a flood of new arousal anticipating the explanation. "Yes... well... you know Karen is our submissive and has fully committed herself to us in every way. Despite her willingness and dedicated effort, James and I saw how inexperienced she really was sexually so we found a man who said he could train Karen."
Train her? came a muttered comment. "Karen's desire was to fully serve and please us. As part of that, she desired to be a willing and complete slut. She admitted, however, that she just didn't know what she should know about satisfying all our sexual needs and expectations. We found a man who assured us he could convert her. He was skeptical at first that a naive mature woman like Karen could tolerate his program but he found her desire to please us, James and I, to be the strongest self-motivator of a woman he had encountered. Mostly, he works with women brought to him for turning into slaves or whores. Our intention for Karen was not that. We wanted a hungry, willing slut capable of doing anything. Karen surprised the man. For three days, the man and an untold number of other black men fucked Karen. Every hole was opened to their assaulting cocks. I should add that their cocks were... hmmm... quite large." There was silence for a few moments as all eyes considered me and my body in this new light. "We were warned," Mrs. Baldwin began, again, "and the man was correct that Karen's need for release of arousal would be strong. In those three days, Karen had become a woman who could become highly aroused almost instantly. As a result, Karen is free to masturbate whenever she feels the need so she can adequately focus her service on us without the distraction of her arousal."
Mr. Baldwin's voice came to me, "It would appear, dear," he addressed his wife as everyone's attention was on me, specifically my glistening pussy, "that our slut is in desperate need."
"Sir," I responded quickly, "I won't allow that to interfere with my service to you two or your guests."
"We know that, dear," Mrs. Baldwin interjected, "but, perhaps, James is correct." A new lusty glint appeared in her eyes. The day was about to shift. "Why don't you go get your favorite dildo and bring it out."
I didn't even bother with a nod or comment but shifted into an immediate jog to the house. The men, in particular, were watching attentively for me jogging back with my large breasts bouncing and swaying with each stride. Mrs. Baldwin instructed me to place the end on a narrow side table in front of them so it pointed up. I was standing over the top of it in hopeful anticipation. There was no reluctance or hesitation on my part if she was intending that I fuck myself with it in front of them.
"God, look at that thing," came Jan's exclamation. "Is that...?"
Mrs. Baldwin chuckled, "Yes, that was my reaction at seeing, too. According to Karen that is an exact duplicate of the man's cock. That cock and many others opened her pussy, ass, and throat for fucking. She is a complete three-hole slut willing to be used in any way." She looked at me directly, "Isn't that right, Karen-slut?"
"Yes, ma'am. Ma'am, can I?"
At that moment, there was a collective gasp from the two couples. I looked down to see wetness on the head of the dildo and another drop of my seeping lubrication fall to the head of the black phallus.
Mrs. Baldwin nodded and muttered, "Yes... I'm sorry, Karen, maybe I shouldn't have restricted you."
I steadied the long, thick, black dildo with one hand, wiggled my body over the head before dropping over it when I felt it at my dripping hole. When I pulled back up to thrust down further, another gasp came from them and I looked, again. It wasn't that I had taken the dildo into my pussy at once, it was that that it was fully coated with my lubrication, already.
My movements were simple and, by the looks of the others, very stimulating. The cocks constrained with the thin speedo suits of the men were straining with erections and the women were softly caressing breasts through the thin material of their bikinis. I crouched down deep, my thigh parting further as my knees bent and the large black phallus disappearing into my white body. It was a duplicate of the largest cock that had ever before or since fucked me but not only fucked me but fucked every one of my holes with domination and complete penetration. My fingers found my engorged clit and tight nipples as I only used my flexing knees to drive the cock in and out of my hole. Every ridge, vein, shape of the head, and the shaft was that cock. It filled me and reminded me of those three days in vivid memory of being fucked one after the other and combinations, opening holes and throat to every cock and every size. This phallus represented what took me from willing to be a slut for Mr. and Mrs. Baldwin to being a slut for any situation, anyway, anyhow that either of them desired.
So, when Mrs. Baldwin wanted me to fuck myself on this dildo, she knew the effect it would have. As the headphones continued to somehow encourage and reinforce my submissive commitment to them, this dildo continued to reinforce my physical need for getting and giving orgasms in any way desired.
I fucked the massive dildo with abandon and lust that enflamed my body and mind. Any embarrassment or modesty was locked in a dark room deep in my brain somewhere, the key hidden somewhere I might never find it. And, I had no interest in finding it. I can serve and please Mr. and Mrs. Baldwin now with complete inhibition and devotion and every slutty, obscene, lewd act they bring to me is another opportunity to feel the pride of pleasing them.
So, I fucked myself on the dildo resting on the small table as I smoothly but aggressively thrust my body down and up on it. When I open my eyes, my eyes seek out only two people, Mr. and Mrs. Baldwin. I seek only their reactions, the only reactions that will bring me true pride and pleasure when seeing their expression of being pleased. Yes, my eyes also seek out other signs but not faces. I look for cock and pussy, hardening cocks easily seen in the tight suits and pussies dampening thin bikini material seen between spread thighs, several being softly stroked. Cocks and pussies are the way a slut pleases and my approaching orgasm blatantly rising before these people, these cocks and pussies, will not dampen the fire of arousal inside me but motivate me to give to them however it is decided.
When I orgasm, it is so hard and intense my knees weaken and I find myself sitting on the little table, the dildo buried completely inside my pussy. My hands are pressed onto the table surface for needed support as my legs and arms twitch but the real spasms are hidden inside my pussy around the phallus, flooding it with my warm juices and clasping tightly as if my pussy was itself fearful of losing it.
Through my gasping and the pounding of blood in my ears, "God, Abby... you're right. She is a slut now."
"Yes, she is," Mrs. Baldwin softly replied as she rose from the lounger she had been on and came around behind me to fondle a breast and slide the other hand down between my legs where her fingers stroked over my clit and around the dildo still buried inside me. She encouraged me to stand and my body slowly rose over the length of the fake cock until just the head was still inside and my clasping muscles held it as the base lifted from the tabletop. I heard one of the women gasp. Mrs. Baldwin slapped my ass and told me to release it and it immediately dropped from my clasping pussy to the table where it fell to its side coated in my orgasmic juice. I don't squirt but sometimes it seems just barely that I don't.
"James has had his fun with our released slut," Mrs. Baldwin began as her fingers more easily fondled my still stimulated body now that I am standing in front of her and before their friends. "I know our fun group has heard about our submissive and are anxious to have her be the main attraction for a night..." she paused and pinched a nipple hard enough to bring a slight flinch, a delicious flinch, she added to me but loud enough for the others, too, "have we told you our group is ten couples, Karen? Are you ready for ten cocks and ten pussies, Karen?"
I moan at the abuse of my nipple as my clit is softy stroked. "I am yours, ma'am. I am yours to use and give as it pleases you. My only desire is to please you two. Yes, ma'am, God, yes... ten cocks and ten pussies... God, yes!"
"Amazing, isn't it? We thought that man might be able to open her up more, teach her something about sucking cock, doing anal, double penetration, but he achieved so much more. You're now in constant need of cock and pussy, aren't you, Karen?"
"Yes, ma'am."
"This is all very exciting for you, isn't it? This display, this embarrassing, demeaning display of yourself before my friends." All I can do is nod as my arousal is again peaked. "Good, because James has had his fun with your body, now it is my turn, and I have ideas I think you'll find... different."
She then looked at the other two couples but didn't stop her teasing of my body. "James has challenged Karen-slut, things that might seem crazy but her orgasms showed how much excitement she experienced doing them. You orgasmed violently during your double-vaginal fucking, didn't you, Karen?" I nodded and her finger disappeared into my pussy. "When I fisted your pussy and gave James a hand job in your ass, you orgasmed then, too." I nodded and the couples gasped and muttered between themselves. She then spoke past me to the couples as I shivered with arousal. "Yes, Karen enjoyed all that and she will repeat any or all of it with you later if you wish but James and I are in agreement that we will share those things only with you, our best and trusted friends, privately and outside the group." I saw the couple nod their understanding. Their hands and fingers were not idle. The two men had their hard cocks out and stroking them, the women had hands inside the small bottoms and the movement under clearly indicated what their fingers were doing to pussies. "First, though, I have come up with ideas of my own. Some might be exciting, some might not be. I think we can have fun experimenting with Karen as our test subject."
"We have all afternoon and as much of the evening as we want or physically manage", she said with a chuckle. She has a list of six methods of fucking me that she thinks have an increasing stimulation potential. Although Mr. Baldwin has been silent, he appears to be letting this event be hers. The two couple friends will cycle through the list of ways to fuck me. I know they will be fucking like maniacs they watch each other.
Everybody quickly strips the little clothing they had on and I finally gaze at the hard cocks and wet pussies I desire. Again, though, I remind myself it is never about my desire but theirs. Deriving my own pleasure is by pleasuring others except when I am masturbating, of course.
Mrs. Baldwin picks up a magazine I had ignored. Sticking out of it are yellow Post-it notes. She peels off the first and hands it to Jan and her husband and pulls out a satchel that we all find out contains some of her sex toys. Jan reads the note: fuck the Karen-slut with a vibrating bullet in her ass. It sounds rather tame to me compared to what I have been experiencing recently but perhaps they haven't experimented with adding toys to their fucking.
The how is up to them. They agree on me on my hands and knees on the lounger but first Jan applies lube to the bullet, turns it on high, and pushes it into my asshole as I am bent over. Jan then reclines on the lounger reversed so her head is at the foot. I know immediately what her interest is and I crawl onto the lounger, my knees and hands on each side of her until I lower my mouth to her spread pussy. Immediately after I am in the position, her husband presses his cock at my pussy as though some delicacy is required but encounters a very wet and open hole. He presses inside more firmly and quickly moans.
"Oh... yeah... I can... feel the vibration from... her ass."
Jan does something unexpected. She reaches around our fucking, pulls on the string attached to the bullet, then pushes it with her finger back in. It's clumsy, but she is fucking my ass with the bullet as her husband fucks my pussy and I am aggressively eating her pussy. Her hand is intermittently trapped by her husband's body on the aggressive thrust of his cock into me and she soon gives up to focus on my clit and nipples. I feel the vibration in my ass from the bullet but it is still little more than a background stimulation for me. The combination of the two of them brings me to orgasm and I have to struggle to hold off to focus my pussy on clamping around him to increase his sensations.
Mrs. Baldwin's next challenge is to have me fucked with a vibrating dildo in my ass. This is for the next couple, Barb and her husband. The elect to use missionary, Barb pressing the dildo at my asshole and I can immediately feel it is set at a high level as it buzzes against my hole as she wiggles and twists it past my sphincter. To aid her, I had pulled my knees to my chest, lewdly exposing my already messy pussy and lubricated asshole. With it inserted, I lower my feet and splay my knees to the side. He is kneeling between them, his eyes fixed on my open pussy and his wife prods him into action. He shuffles forward and I am distracted from him as Barb swings her leg over my head. Our eyes connect for an instant and we share a smile: hers is very lusty and anticipating while mine is recognition and inviting.
Feeling his cock head slide into my ready pussy diverts my attention, again. My hands were already wrapped around Barb's thighs as she settled over my face and my lips and tongue encasing her pussy when I clasp my pussy around the thrusting cock. He thrusts strongly several times before he pauses. I can see nothing, of course, with Barb over my face but I feel a shifting of their bodies and sense they paused to share a kiss above me. I smile to myself as I thrust my curled tongue into her hole and clamp my pussy around his cock. Can there be a better service for me than to be arousing a couple and to have their desire to share their arousal together? It is something I frequently feel with Mr. and Mrs. Baldwin as my stimulation of the two of them brings them together in the sharing moment.
I personally feel this more and his groans indicate he feels it, too. We have done this before in our play and that recognition occurs to me that Mrs. Baldwin may not be experimenting so much with new ideas as a step increase in stimulation. My mind was diverted from any pondering of what her next ideas might be by the sounds above me and Barb's sudden application of fingering my clit. I respond with my own attack on her clit as I shift slightly forward for my lips to encircle her small nub to suck and flick with my tongue. I hear her gasps increase and I increase my pressure on it. The grinding of her pussy into my face has the effect of pressing my nose between her lips and occasionally into her hole. I use my hands and arms to hold her hips still so I can concentrate my assault on her clit and I feel her shudder and her body sags against my face.
Fighting for my attention, though, is his cock in my pussy. Barb had abandoned her fingering of my clit but his fingers seemed to replace hers as he increased his cock's assault on my pussy. Both his finger and pelvic bone impact my clit and the vibration from my ass into my pussy is radiating through my body and, it seems, his cock, too.
Impossibly, we climax together. I feel his cum spurt into my pussy and her warm juice flow from her gaping pussy as my body shakes and spasms in response. The feel of pussy juice freely flowing from her pussy causes a moment of wondering what it might feel like to be under a woman who squirts. The idea provides an extra spike of arousal for me.
After two of her fuckings, plus my masturbatory demonstration, Mrs. Baldwin suggests I refresh everyone's drinks. I struggle on wobbly legs to my feet from the lounger. I give her a weak smile and a soft kiss on the lips. She smiles, pleased with my response, and takes a nipple between thumb and forefinger. As I turn to do as she asked, she holds tight, her fingers releasing my nipple only after distending it inches.



As I fix the three wines, two bourbons, and one beer, I guzzle some water myself. Somewhere, sometimes, it clicked for me that I couldn't serve and please Mr. and Mrs. Baldwin as well if I was influenced by alcohol or stimulants and these couples were their guests making it as important for me to serve and please them. She said she had six experiments but she hinted at the couples trying Mr. Baldwin's extreme ideas, too. I was going to be used to the extreme as the couples were paced by switching back and forth. I also wondered if Mr. and Mrs. Baldwin intended on rotating into the action. If not, I mused with a hot flash of sudden arousal, I knew them and they would use me well before allowing any sleep after the couples left.
After serving the drinks, I scanned the group and made my decision. I knelt next to Mr. Baldwin and lowered my face to his cock. I took his soft cock in my hands and lowered my lips to it, licking it and kissing its entire length before taking the head into my mouth. I sucked his cock casually without hurry and urgency. My intention was only to show my service while I waited for Mrs. Baldwin to begin, again. Mr. Baldwin's hands settled lightly on my head as it bobbed up and down slowly on his cock and on my bare shoulders and back. I sighed contently.
After they had consumed their drinks, Mrs. Baldwin suggested the next so-called experiment. She instructed Jan to insert the Lush vibrator into my pussy and I watched her fiddle with her smartphone and the Lush jump into action inside me. She moved it through several settings before stopping on variable intensity and pulsing mode. Jan told me to lay on my back, her husband taking his position between my legs. He looked down at my pussy, my face, then back to Mrs. Baldwin. Fuck her pussy with that inside? She smiled, yes. He shrugged, looked at me, then pressed his cock past the entrance of my pussy, nudging the Lush up as he pushed deeper, and then began fucking in long strokes. He immediately began gasping and moaning. The vibrator was on his cock now. Jan had held the antenna against my mound as he penetrated me and that had an amazing effect on me. His cock was positioned under the Lush which pushed it up in our position and his withdrawal pulled it against my top-front and against my g-spot. The first contact was like a jolt as the vibrator had just cycled to high intensity. I cried out with my hips rising off the lounger. He moaned and his body slightly shuddered as it vibrated on the head of his cock.
I orgasmed quickly with the vibrations on my g-spot and he shot another load of cum into me not long after. He collapsed on top of me and I wrapped my legs around his waist and my arms around his neck. He was shuddering even after he stopped releasing cum with the vibrator still stimulating him. My arms and legs held him against me and inside as the vibrator, even without our moving, continued to stimulate us. It was trapped against my g-spot and it was all I could do to hold him there as my body rocketed up for another orgasm. As I crested, again, I could feel his cock and body jerk but there was little or no cum able to be released so soon.
Gasping, he finally pulled out as I released my arms and legs from around him. Mrs. Baldwin wasn't waiting, though. She saw how I was reacting and gave instructions to Barb and her husband. The Lush was left in, though the vibration setting had been lowered, and the vibrating dildo was inserted into my ass. Barb secured the Lush in the same way without realizing the effect it had on me only thinking not wanting it to slide all the way inside, I suppose. The effect was just as amazing on me and intensified for her husband as he had a vibration on the top and bottom of his cock. I felt the vibration from my pussy but it was overpowered by the Lush on my g-spot, again. When the Lush intensity was increased, I bucked into the air gasping but my gasping and moans were quickly muffled by Barb's pussy pressed over my mouth.
It was hard for me to think about anything but what was happening in my pussy. I heard Barb's moans above me and, at first, couldn't understand why but my lips and tongue seemed to function on her pussy and clit without my conscious consideration. My mind was nearly shut down at this point and it was my body that was responding, seemingly without input from my thoughts. I don't think Barb achieved orgasm but her husband and I definitely did and this time I didn't try to prolong it.
Mrs. Baldwin sent me into the house after refreshing their drinks. She said it was time for preparing some snacks. I was startled upon entering the kitchen to see it was already late afternoon. I picked up my headphones from the counter where they waited for me and put them over my ears. With a push of a button, the soft, soothing music filled my ears and I began feeling recharged even on my wobbly legs as I pulled out the snacks and food I had arranged earlier for just this time when Mrs. Baldwin would want them. Soon, I was moving around the kitchen with renewed energy and commitment. Even if my body and legs were still physically fatigued, my mental state was again energized. I so loved to serve and please my couple and the arousal rising in my body brought a smile to my face. Four of her experiments meant there were two remaining, but my smile grew on my face as I remembered she promised the other couples they could try what Mr. Baldwin has already done to me. There was much to experience yet today and there was a recharged bounce to my steps as I took the snacks out to the covered patio and arranged them with plates and forks.
When I heard Mrs. Baldwin explain the fifth one, I wasn't sure how that would effectively work. The vibrating dildo was reinserted into my ass. Again, it was set on high intensity. Then, I watched as she handed Jan my set of Ben Wa balls. I think Jan was as doubtful as I was and her husband reflected concern. Jan did as instructed, though, and the balls were pushed into my messy pussy. Jan straddled my face and the lounge, settling her pussy over my mouth which immediately began sucking, licking, and nipping her lips and clit. As she was already releasing moans, her husband placed his cock at my pussy hole and pressed inside. After all the orgasms, insertions, cocks, and loads of cum, his cock slipped into me easily.
This was decidedly different. His cock jammed against the balls which moved inside my pussy to make room for his thrust and moved again as he pulled back for the next thrust. The vibrating dildo sent vibrations against the balls which in turn stimulated both his cock and my general pussy tissue but without the intensity of the Lush jammed against my g-spot. Mrs. Baldwin missed on this one if she was thinking her ideas were increasing each time in stimulation. I, of course, wouldn't be the one to tell her that unless pushed. I suspected Jan's husband would report the same conclusion after we were done. Her ideas never failed to add stimulation, though, and climaxes were again achieved.
The last one and Mrs. Baldwin sent me back to the kitchen for a bowl of ice but not the cubes from the refrigerator machine but the ice balls from the freezer compartment, the ones they use for their vodka and other drinks. When I resumed my position on the lounger this time, it was with some trepidation. I was afraid I understood what her intention was and even Mr. Baldwin came closer to watch.
Mrs. Baldwin explained her idea and told me to curl my body to raise my hips and spread my knees. After everything that had been happening in front of all these people there was no modesty even if I was so inclined. In this position, I watched tensely as Mrs. Baldwin held the bowl of ice balls and Barb took one in her fingers.
"Into her ass," Mrs. Baldwn instructed.
I tried closing my eyes but even they couldn't help but watch as the ice was pressed at my tight hole. I focused on relaxing as if this was the first time my ass was being invaded which was so far from the truth now that I was somewhat surprised my ass didn't just open to the pressure except the cold ball had the natural effect of puckering me shut. When the first one did finally popped through, a second was quickly followed.
Then, "Three into her pussy," came Mrs. Baldwin's words.
At this point in my existence, my pussy might as well have a sign indicating an open-door policy of entry but not this time. The ice in my ass and the touch of the ice at my hole shut it down instantly.
Barb laughed, "The slut's body is questioning it even if she isn't."
I apologized to them and used my own fingers, reluctantly but obediently, to pull my hole open with two fingers. It wasn't lost on me how crude this must appear but it was Mrs. Baldwin's desire so it became mine. The two ice balls in my ass already had my body shivering and an ache began spreading out from my clenched ass. The first ball entering my pussy had me gasping. The second and third felt like my pussy was clamped shut. I was visibly shivering as the cold spread through my body.
Barb's husband didn't seem any more interested in his role than I was feeling about mine but he pressed his hard cock at my puckered pussy hole, perhaps out of morbid curiosity about the effect. Again, I focused on relaxing my body to allow penetration of his cock, and when he passed inside, he moved slowly, his cock moving the balls of ice out of the way as his cock pressed deeper and deeper. He was gasping and muttering as his cock not only went in deep but was also surrounded by ice.
It had the predictable effect, though. The cold knocked out his arousal far faster than a cold shower ever could. He pulled out of my pussy and I motioned for him to come to my mouth. I sucked him, warming his cock in my mouth, and soon he was regaining arousal and hardness. He stayed in my mouth and I considered what Mrs. Baldwin and Barb were doing out of the corner of my eyes. Both were focused on my pussy and whispering back and forth. Not only them, though. Jan and her husband and Mr. Baldwin also joined them. All were offering comments and suggestions. I only wished I could hear what might be happening next. Barb's husband seemed quite content to be in my mouth and not involve himself further.
I couldn't believe how cold I was getting from the ice in my two holes and I couldn't believe my ears when I heard Mrs. Baldwin's decision: more ice and the dildo. They did everything they could to me: one of them fucked me with the dildo through the five or six ice balls now in my pussy; some was mauling my breasts and nipples; someone else was strumming my clit; and, anal beads suddenly were driving into my ass, the ice there mostly melted.
Despite their deliberate efforts, though, my body was having none of it. I endured it but arousal was not a part of it. The only sensation I felt was intense cold in a very delicate and sensitive location. I had to admit to myself as it was happening: they had never discussed BDSM but this was feeling very much like it but without arousal. The only reason my nipples were so hard was merely being so cold.
In the end, it was Mr. Baldwin who came to my rescue with warm (not hot) water that he poured into my pussy which Barb's husband stretched open with two fingers. He, Barb's husband, was the only one to get a climax from that experiment. The warm water helped melt the ice and I was helped up with my pussy hole opened to drain, then put down and more water poured inside me. After several times, I was finally beginning to feel like there was a chance I might warm up again.
Mrs. Baldwin asked me to refresh drinks. I shivered still while doing that even though the ice was out of my holes. Mr. Baldwin took my hand and led me down the steps at the shallow end of the pool. He turned me to face him in waist-deep water and held me tight. His warm body, the hot sun, and the sun-warmed water all helped to give me a warming feeling but there was something else that really began warming me: Mr. Baldwin's cock stiffening between our bodies.
"You're such a good submissive slut, Karen," he whispered into my ear. I glanced up at the five others and they were occupied with energized talking and laughing. They had used me for these good and failed experiments. What did it matter that I was now with someone else? "I hope," he was continuing, "this wasn't too uncomfortable."
I pulled my head back to gaze into his eyes. "What difference would it make, sir? I'm your slut. Haven't I proven I will do what either of you desires of me?" He kissed me. Then, I continued, "Sir, I was taught by that man my pleasure or discomfort is not what is important. As a slut, I merely avail myself for the service and pleasure of others. I only wish to be the best submissive slut you could have, sir."
He lifted me with the aid of the water buoyancy and when I settled back down, I felt his wonderful cock head at my pussy. As I settled down over it, easily after all the use, I pulled my head back a bit to again look into his eyes. It felt good to have just a cock inside me to focus on.
"You are," he told me, "already the best submissive slut we could have." My arms were around his neck and my ankles clasped around his back. He raised and lowered me on his cock.
I gasped as my pussy clamped around his cock as I was moved up and down over it. "Thank... you... sir," I gasped. He looked at me questioningly. I smiled despite my mouth gasping and moaning to join his grunts and groans as his fucking became more earnest and forceful. "I... I thought... I might... never be warm... again." We both laughed and that drew the attention of the others as we continued fucking in the pool.
"Consider this your reward, then," he added with a chuckle as he thrust me harder on his cock.
"Sir," I gasped, "you reward... me... everyday... I am allowed... to serve... you two."
He fucked me until we both came and it was the best way to warm my pussy and body.
The couples relaxed, moving to the shade of the covered patio. I moved among them to serve drinks and food. I continued to be felt, stroked and probed by fingers as I did so. Mrs. Baldwin was constantly smiling at me and I felt her gratitude and by her soothing, soft strokes on my naked body. It warmed me as much as Mr. Baldwin's very timely fuck in the pool.
I didn't specifically pay attention to their conversations but I did catch comments about their sex group and when I was going to be brought for everyone's entertainment. One comment from Jan stuck with me: "It would be something to see one woman as the focus of ten couples." Ten men and women focused only on me? I had experience with Barb and Jan and how they were energized by fucking me with strap-ons and dildos. Would it be 20 people fucking me with real and fake cocks? Even the abusive thought of that intense fucking brought new arousal to spread through my body. I unconsciously licked my lips at the thought of ten pussies to eat, too.
Of course, later, I was wonderfully abused more. Both couples still wanted to experience the man getting a hand job through my pussy. The two men were intent on double vaginal penetration, too. Mrs. Baldwin reminded them all that was to remain private. She looked at me as I stood behind the couples waiting to serve someone. She smiled at me and added, "I am perfectly willing to stretch my slut but on my terms." She blew me a kiss. "Karen-slut is far too important to us to hurt." A warm flood of gratitude and pride washed over me. I felt my nipples harden instantly and my pussy lubricate. I was ready and eager... as I always was to serve and please.
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INTRODUCTION
By IKEMAN
Jean's a slut. She wouldn't want to be crude about it or lewd about it, but... she likes to fuck. She's known it for a long time. In fact, it was what ultimately drove her husband away. Oh, he liked the fact that she enjoyed sex, at first. He liked it a lot. He came to enjoy it enough that he challenged her with exhibitionism, even sharing her. What he didn't like was how much she enjoyed it. Somehow, he wanted it only on his terms and he could see how her enthusiasm for sex would eventually go beyond him, if it continued. How could she not enjoy it, though, when she found she had been married to a man with a smaller cock. To her, it was just sex but it was threatening to him. So, like other weak-willed men, he left her even though he assisted in creating the problem. She likes everything about sex. Her problem, though, is how to get it. After the divorce, she had to find a job while raising their daughter. She's tried to be discrete... because of her daughter.
Toni's a slut, too. Jean didn't realize that of her daughter, of course. What mother wants to think that of her daughter? It turned out that even before Toni had graduated from high school she was getting more than her mom was. Not that Jean wasn't trying, but she felt awkward about how. When Jean made the discovery, their lives changed... both of them... and for the better.
Jean and Toni didn't turn into whores. They don't sell themselves, though they would be thanked with rewards and gifts. It wasn't why they did it. It just became one of those unique opportunities that can present itself into life. So, when the opportunity came to do what is truly enjoyed in your life, who wouldn't take the opportunity?
* * * *
CHAPTER 1: HOW IT STARTED
Jean Evans suddenly pulled her white Honda Accord sedan to the curb in front of a dark strip mall on the quiet avenue leaving the downtown area to the eastern suburbs and home. She turned in her seat belt and reached across the center console to a surprised young woman in the passenger seat, her daughter, Toni Evans.
Toni looked around outside the car, even checking the car's dashboard for some sign of trouble. "What's wrong, mom?"
Jean just stared at her daughter. Her eyes began glistening and a tear threatened to drop down her cheek. She swiped it away with the back of her hand. Jean Evans, a 39-year-old single mother has raised Toni by herself working as a receptionist/secretary for a real estate office for over 10 years since her husband filed for divorce. Despite her 39 years, she could be mistaken as considerably younger with her trim, athletic body on a 5' 5", 110-pound frame and 34C breasts with long, wavy gold-blonde hair that extends past her shoulders. The sudden stop and misting of her eyes as she took in her daughter next to her was because of sudden guilt of what she had just asked of her daughter.
Gazing at the innocent appearance of the young woman next to her just added to the feelings of betrayal that seemed to consume her in recognition of how their life had recently changed. Toni, a 19-year-old Community College student studying in a program for Administrative Assistant was the joy of her life and, if she were to be honest, turned out pretty well by a single parent except she might be too much like Jean in one respect. Toni looked very much like her mother which they both enjoyed. Toni's smaller frame, though, was still trim and athletic but on a 5'3", 100-pound frame and smaller breasts of 34B.
Jean sighed deeply, then stared out the windshield. "I'm sorry, honey. I'm a terrible mother and you're so... so... perfect. You deserve a mother that doesn't take advantage of you like this."
Toni reached across the console and pulled a hand off the steering wheel to also get her mom's attention. "Take advantage of me? Like this? Do you mean like tonight? What we did tonight?"
Jean nodded as she steeled herself to look at her daughter, the wetness in her eyes finally releasing and falling down both cheeks.
"Mom... what's going on? Tonight... tonight was just you helping me with a fantasy, a desire to experience something we've talked about." Toni reached up, placed her hand on her mom's face, and their eyes locked. "Mom, you're a wonderful mom. You're a perfect mom for me. I'm not promiscuous because of you. Remember? I was promiscuous in high school before I had a clue you were, too. We both hid our experiences so well neither of us had a clue. It wasn't until your date that one night ended badly and you came home early and caught me with Johnny Bartles."
Jean giggled, "In my bed, too."
Toni laughed, "Yeah, it seemed especially wicked at the time." Toni squeezed her mom's hand and looked deeply into her eyes. "Mom, I love you. What you've given me is wonderful. Now that we understand each other... what we need... what we both desire... we can be open about it. Maybe you had enough to drink tonight that allowed you to take us to the next level. But what happened tonight, mom... it was amazing! It was a desire come true."
Jean nervously giggled. "Do you believe us? What kind of mother-daughter relationship includes sharing about a mutual desire to experience the mystique of black cocks?"
"A relationship like ours. At least we're honest with each other mom."
Jean smiled. At only 19, her daughter seemed so mature and capable and confident. She was nothing like that at the same age. "You're really okay? I mean with what's happening? It feels like we might be on a course that will take us deeper and deeper into our desires. I'm not sure that will end well. We need to think about what we're doing and how."
"I want to go home, mom. I want to do something with you that I have wanted to do for a while. I want to show you how okay I am with all of this."
Jean raised her eyebrows in question but Toni wouldn't offer more. Both women felt the spike in sexual energy, though. Nervously, anxiously, Jean put the car in gear and continued toward home.
* * * *
Jean's feelings of guilt had their roots earlier that night. She had gone out looking for some action. She had long tried to keep her high need for sexual release in check, settling for the occasional fling, attempting to hide her desires from, what she thought, was an impressionable daughter. She had been shocked to discover that her 'impressionable' daughter was getting more sex than she was and she was an 18-year-old in high school. That awareness and some very frank discussions cleared the air between them.
Toni encouraged her mom. Jean wasn't sure she should reciprocate by condoning her daughter but being a hypocrite wasn't the answer, either. After Toni graduated and began the pursuit of a career at the local community college, mother and daughter evolved in their relationship to friends, more like roommates sharing a house than one trying for control over the other. They found a middle ground where they respected the privacy of the other. The loosening of their relationship and the obvious similarity of desires led to an increasing and mutual sharing of ideas, options, and fantasized situations.
Jean had gone to one of the nice hotel bars downtown where she had the good fortune in meeting respectful businessmen only interested in a fling, a simple no-strings evening of pleasure. That particular night she found herself with not one but two older men and it seemed to be a problem for them that she was by herself. They asked if she was with a friend. No, she responded, but I might be able to have one here soon if it matters.
As Toni's phone chimed, she recognized it from her mom. "Hey, mom, what's up?"
"Honey, remember that conversation we had about one of your fantasies?"
Toni giggled, "Which one?"
Jean laughed, "True, you do have quite a wish list. The one I'm talking about is black men."
"Oh my, God... for real?"
"I've got two here who want some fun. They are older... older than me... but I pressed up against one of them dancing and... interested?"
"Yes! I can't believe this! Thanks, mom."
"Get dressed, there's a cab on its way."
Toni laughed, "You knew."
After another drink and conversation that had turned very suggestive, Toni appeared in the entry to the bar. She spotted her mom waving from a booth along one side. Jean was sitting next to one of the guys so Toni slid into the booth next to the other. She no sooner sat down and a waiter appeared and asked for an ID. Toni dug her driver's license from her small purse for him and he shook his head. The state's age limit is 21 years old, even to be in the bar. He put the license back on the table and one of the men discretely turned the card to look at it, then whispered into Jean's ear. Jean smiled.
On the way out of the bar, Jean leaned close to Toni. "One of these guys owns a company here in town the other is a client. The client has a room upstairs... and a mini-bar."
The women hesitated in the lobby outside the bar and the men each took one around the waist and guided them to the left and the elevators. Toni shivered as the man's big hands slid down from her waist onto her hip and to the back to her ass as the elevator doors opened. The man who had fondled Toni's ass pressed the '10' button. He turned to the three in the elevator with him, "Are we okay?"
Jean nodded but Toni didn't even notice. Her attention was on the man in front of her. She smiled and closed the gap between them and looked up at him, "Yes, sir. Very okay." He tentatively lowered his face to hers and she accepted his kiss. She smiled and asked back to him, "Are we okay?" He laughed from deep in his chest before pulling her against him and kissing her harder. They didn't break the kiss until the elevator dinged at '10' but Jean hadn't noticed because she was similarly engaged with the man she was with.
In the alcove on the tenth floor, the client stops and whispers something to the company owner. Both women watch. "No, Sam, I took a peek at the license. She definitely 19."
The man seemed embarrassed but relieved but he recovered quickly. With a twinkle in his eyes, "Ladies, we all know why we're up here, right?" Jean nodded and returned a wicked smile. "Maybe that should be enough but I've always fantasized about the image of a naked woman walking down a hotel corridor."
The two women shared a quick look and smile, turned simultaneously so their backs were to the men, and pulled their long hair to the side to reveal the zippers of their dresses. Jean and Toni exchanged nervous but excited looks as they both felt the zippers lowered. Despite their sexual proclivity, being pushed into exhibitionism was very new to both. The women turned to face the two older black men, standing side by side as they pushed their dresses off the shoulders, allowing the dresses to fall to the waist exposing bra-encased breasts. They shimmied the dresses over their hips to step out of them and awkwardly held them until the men put their hands out to take them. The men gazed appreciatively at the women as they stood in matching lace bras and thongs with thigh-high stockings and heels. Both women moved their hands behind them and slid bra straps down their arms exposing breasts.
"Beautiful," one of the men exclaimed.
Toni began, "Mom's..."
"No, dear," the company owner assured her, "your breasts are perfect for your body."
Toni smiled at the compliment and felt the surge of excitement building higher as she stood mostly naked before these strange men in a hotel hallway as they admired both bodies. She moved her hands more confidently to her hips and slid her thong down. She blushed when she realized the thin material of the gusset momentarily clung to her wet pussy. After stepping out of it and handing it towards the man, he brazenly lifted it to his face and breathed in her scent.
She blushed deeper. This was so different. Although experienced in sex, it was with young men. Experienced, confident, worldly men... this was different. They weren't awkward and unsure of themselves. This was very different and another shiver coursed through her as she stood naked in front of them and not only them but outside an elevator in a hotel. Her body flooded her with a wave of heat and energy. She knew her nipples were hard and her pussy was wet as her skin flushed tellingly. And, the smile on the man's face told her he recognized all the signs.
The men gazed admiringly at the two naked blondes in front of them. The long blonde hair, smooth white skin, clean and bald pussy mounds, and firm breast with erect nipples presented an erotic image, especially right outside a hotel elevator. The local company owner stepped up to Jean and fondled a breast gently. Then, "Hard to believe you're her mother. You could be an older sister." The other man stepped up to Toni and duplicated the fondling. The public interaction seemed to have similar effects on all of them.
Jean smiled, "Aren't you the flatterer." She looked from the alcove to the hallway. "Which way? I assume you will want to follow behind us."
The client pointed to the right. Jean held Toni's hand and led her confidently down the hallway. Only dressed in stockings and heels, Jean leaned toward her daughter, "Are you still okay?" Toni returned a nod in answer.
The men followed 15 feet or so behind carrying the discarded clothes. The view of the two naked blondes ahead of them, their asses tantalizingly rotating before them presented a conflict in thoughts: they were very much enjoying the view, but they very much were anxious to get into the room.
For Toni, this was a turning point in her thinking of herself and what she wanted. Of all the guys her age she had been with, none of those situations had given her this feeling. The only word that came to her mind was 'slut'. She glanced at her mom as little bottles of wine were pulled from the mini-bar and poured into glasses previously wrapped in plastic. Her mom stood with amazing grace... considering she was naked with clothed men... and engaged them in small talk. Toni wondered at where that confidence and self-assurance came from and if she too would at sometime develop or acquire it. She hid her nervousness by sipping the offered wine rather than chancing her voice in a conversation.
The standing around, though, didn't last long. Toni was led by the man to a chair where he sat and pulled her into his lap. She sat across his lap facing her mom who was in a similar position. She watched her mom put her free hand behind the man's neck which opened her body to the man's free hand since he had put his glass on the side table. Toni duplicated the move and soon found her body being fondled and explored as she was pulled into a kiss that became increasingly urgent and passionate. She found her one leg slide off his lap as his touch moved between her thighs. She was breathing heavily and gratefully gave up her glass when the man took it from her. She devoured the man's mouth and tongue as his fingers found her bald and slick pussy. It took a moment for her to recognize the sounds of moans and gasps coming from her but her mom was equally involved.
Toni sensed movement and found her mother slipping from the other man's lap and kneeling in front of him. She watched, only for a moment, as Jean began loosening the belt. Toni again duplicated the effort. Her man was soon lifting his ass from the chair so Toni could pull his pants down. Her fingers had grabbed his underwear at the same time and she found her first black cock standing erect in front of her. It might not have been a truly big black cock like the porn videos show but it was bigger than any she had before.
She put out her tongue and licked the underside and head, then turned her head to lick the side and glanced at the action next to her. Her mouth fell open at what she saw. Her mom was sucking on a truly massive black cock. In recovery, Toni slid her open mouth over the man's cock and began sucking hard. Her mind reeled. She was experiencing one of her big fantasies... and big black cocks really do exist. But she put her focus on the man... and cock... before her.
The man stood and Toni knelt taller to keep his cock in her mouth while he opened his shirt to remove it and the undershirt. She pulled her mouth off his cock, her lips and chin slick with her own saliva. She untied his shoes. He placed a hand on her head to balance as she assisted him in the removal of shoes, socks, and pants from his feet. He then stood her up and led her to the adjoining bed. She crawled on top of it and lay on her back with her legs spread wide, her arms outstretched to him. She watched with fascination as his large black body crawled between her white thighs, then her eyes fixated on the black cock being guided between her thighs to her pussy. She gasped as she felt the head pressing against her wet pussy and raised her shoulders to see the black cock penetrate her white pussy. She groaned and fell back onto the bed, a wide satisfied smile on her face as she reached out to the man.
What was the fascination of black on white? Mystique? Some long-ago taboo of the races? It filled her nonetheless just as much as the cock working its way deep into her pussy with in and out motion until she felt him against her, pelvis to pelvis. She clutched to the man as he pulled his cock nearly all the way out before driving it powerfully into her. She groaned and moaned and uttered 'yes' repeatedly even as she felt a hand hold hers and turned to find her mom being fucked alongside her. She smiled at her mom, a weak smile, a smile overridden by lust and wild emotions.
She felt the man stiffen, his cock swell inside her, then pulse and jerk as he grunted and thrust even more powerfully and urgently into her. She raised her legs and wrapped them around the man's thick waist to hold him tightly and to open herself completely to him and he slammed into her as he climaxed. Feeling his cum spurt into her pussy sent Toni over the edge, too. They both groaned and grunted as his cock spurted and jerked and her pussy spasmed and clutched around it.
It was long moments later before any of the four noticed the quiet except for the panting of breath and the blood pounding in their eyes. The men rolled off the women to stand at opposite sides of the bed. They shared congratulatory smiles, then returned their eyes to the two blondes with legs spread and pussies still pulsing in orgasmic after-effect.
Jean raised herself to her elbows and considered her naked, spent, but happy looking daughter. She then turned her attention to the men who had moved back to the chairs. "If you ply us with another glass of wine, we could switch partners the next time."
They liked that idea. Jean pulled Toni into the bathroom to clean up. Inside with the door closed, Jean said to Toni, "You've fantasized about a BBC... there he is."
"God, mom, I could believe that thing when I saw it. Will I be able to take it?"
Jean chuckled, "I wasn't so sure myself at first, but once it was inside me...."
Jean left no doubt upon returning to the men. She immediately went to the client and sat in his lap. Toni went to the other man, the local company owner, and all she could think about was the monster hanging between the man's legs. As the man began fingering her smaller breasts and the kissing resumed, she could feel movement under her ass cheeks and she just had to see it closer. She slid off the man and knelt between his legs. She lifted his cock up to kiss and lick the head and work her way down the length with her tongue and lips. As it slowly grew, she held it in both hands and marveled that the head was still exposed. And it wasn't fully hard. She opened her mouth wide to take the bulbous head between her lips and felt the cock growing in her mouth. She pressed her mouth down like she did on other cocks before and felt the head at her throat but her hands told her there was still more cock outside than inside. She pulled her mouth off gasping but she wanted to see it in its hard state. She looked up at the man and he gave her a smile, a smile that told her he had seen the look on her face before.



She simply said, "I want..."
He stood up, bringing her up with him. Only then did she realize that during her fascination with this cock that her mom had returned to the bed and was being fucked missionary by the other man. This time it wasn't going to be the same, though. Her man lay on the bed alongside her mom and held his cock straight up in the air. It looked even bigger as she crawled over his legs to his midsection. She had to raise her hips high to move over the top and sucked in a huge breath as she aligned the head to her pussy.
Jean watched from below as her daughter aligned the cock to her pussy. With eyes closed and a breath held, Toni rubbed the cock head back and forth until it fell into her hole. Then, she went stiff as she slowly, hesitantly lowered her body down the pole. Jean watched as more cock disappeared into her daughter. She remembered the feeling herself moments before when he fucked her. The feeling of complete fullness, the cock bumping into her cervix repeatedly as he fucked her, the feeling of such tightness that she felt the veins and ribs of the shaft, the bulbous head as it moved in and out. She wrapped her legs around the man currently fucking her but she was remembering the feeling of that monster, the monster now inside her daughter.
* * * *
Jean drove into the garage and they used that entry into the house. Jean turned once they were in the kitchen. "What was it you wanted to show me or do or whatever you said?"
Toni just grabbed her hand and pulled her through the kitchen and family room area and into the hallway leading to the bedrooms of their three-bedroom ranch home.
"Toni? Toni, what...?"
Instead of an answer, though, Toni pulled Jean into the mother's bedroom, turned to face her suddenly so her momentum brought the two together, and she kissed her mom firmly and fully on the lips. This wasn't a mother/daughter kiss. This wasn't a kiss of thanks or 'you're wonderful'. This was a passionate kiss... a sexual kiss.
"Toni?"
Toni pulled her in with another kiss but her hands moved over her mom's upper back until she found and lowered the zipper and stroked inside on the bare skin of her back. She quickly unclasped the bra and brought both dress and bra down the arms.
Toni placed both hands on her mom's now bare breasts and looked into her surprised face. Toni smiled. "I've thought about you... us... being together... for a while now but... I... didn't feel I had the nerve. Not until tonight." She bent down and kissed each erect nipple. "Tonight..., when you included me in this... then I knew, I was sure. I want to share more with you... be more with you. I don't want to be just your daughter. Is this... okay?"
Jean felt like she might melt. She suddenly felt more attraction to Toni than she had felt to anyone in... in a very long time. This feeling was far beyond mere sex. Tonight... those men... especially the local guy... that was blazing hot sex. But this was different and somehow more, better, wonderful. She pulled Toni into her and reach around her to lower her zipper, dress, and bra. They parted enough to allow the dress to fall to Toni's hips and when their bare breasts squeezed together in an embrace, they both moaned the pleasure of the contact.
They parted and pushed off the remainder of their clothes, pulled the covers down on the bed, and scrambled into the center to crash into a tangle of arms, legs, and full-naked body contact. They kissed, stroked, fondled, groped, and explored each other until Jean raised her head, her breath and words coming between gasps, "69?"
She didn't even wait for a response but pushed Toni flat on the bed and swung her leg over and aligned her pussy over her daughter's mouth as she lowered her lips to hers. She moaned as her lips and tongue made first contact with her daughter's... HER DAUGHTER'S... wet and heavily scented pussy and moaned again at the first feel of Toni's tongue and lips on her pussy. Both pussies had been well fucked and filled with two deposits of cum and both women greedily sucked and tongued the other until both, stimulated and motivated by a new emotional and physical connection, strained and quivered against each other in mutual orgasm, both sucking and licking orgasmic secretions that tasted so, so, so good and satisfied a thirst, a need neither imagined they desired.
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CHAPTER 2: THE INTERVIEW
Jacob Collins sat in the firm's conference that served as a 'war room' for formulating a strategy for new clients and major projects but was also a real conference room for the Monday morning update and planning meetings he held with the three salesmen that rounded out the firm. He was blessed with working with three of the best and hardest working people he had ever encountered. Of course, as also being their father, he felt blessed that he could honestly say he had their devotion and loyalty, too. His sons felt similarly, though. He had always been a demanding but devoted and loving father who held the family together by example.
His sons, Matt, Caleb, and Terrell, were 31, 29, and 28 years old respectively. All four men were deeply black, strong in physique and will, and proud of who they were in business and as a family.
Jacob had just finished reporting on their new client, what would be required to satisfy them, and what it could mean to the firm down the road. He had saved this topic for the end of the meeting because he knew what was about to happen when he brought up his proposal to them. And the proposal had a direct connection to the new client. The boys were professionals, though, and he leaned back in his chair to allow the questions and discussion to flow and lead to his proposal.
It took some time to work through the meat and potatoes of the client's company, needs, demands, and culture. Then, Caleb asked the question.
"That all sounds great, dad. It's all manageable with our usual devotion to details and communication and service. What you haven't mentioned, though, is how did this turn around? Friday, it sounded like they might have loved our presentation and references but they weren't really sold on pulling representation away from the guy they currently have. Or, I should say had." They all laughed. But as they all sat at the round table, the three younger men focused on their father. Caleb had merely been the one to ask what they all had been wondering.
Jacob smiled at them. Now was the time for his proposal. A proposal to change their lives and, in some ways, how they could do business. Over the weekend it sank into him as he roamed the big house alone. Since his wife, the boys' mother, died nearly 10 years ago, he had turned his life energy into the firm. It seemed the only thing he could do to ease the pain of loss. Again, he was blessed to have boys who understood, even helped by driving their focus into the firm, too. But released in that weekend that though he might not ever love someone like that again, he was reminded of how sex, just the act, energized him. The focus on the firm had limited his boys, too. And that wasn't fair. He couldn't find them someone to love, but ...
"You're right, Friday didn't look good but I had a dinner planned and I pushed forward with it." He paused. This was outrageous, but it had worked once. "I'll be honest, guys, what happened had little to do with anything I said, promised, or assured. It was luck, a lucky happenstance." He looked at each of them and wondered what they were going to think about their old man. "Let me tell you an interesting story ..."
* * * *
Thursday night and Jean and Toni were home finishing the dishes after dinner when Jean's cell phone chimes. She wipes her hands on the dishtowel and checks the screen. An unknown number but despite the increasing occurrence of spam calls, she answers, anyway. "Hello?"
"Jean Evans?"
"Yes, who's calling, please?"
"Jean, this is Jacob Collins. You probably don't remember my name but ... remember last Friday night? With your daughter?"
"Oh my God! How did you get this number? I don't want any trouble because of that. Don't you dare try to hurt us and God help you if you try to hurt my girl!"
"Jean ... Jean? Please, Jean, let me explain. I don't mean to cause you or your daughter any trouble. Just the opposite in fact if you could give me a few minutes."
Jean asked if she could put the call on speaker since Toni was standing right there. He then went on to recount what Jean had confided in while waiting for Toni to arrive. That they both just like sex and that she focused on nice hotel bars to find businessmen who would be respectful and not present any expectations beyond the night. He also exuded praise for both of them, that they were both respectful, caring, and very, very sexy. Jean smiled across the phone at Toni who wiggled her eyebrows.
Jacob continued, "What you two don't know is that you made me a lot of money that night. I thought I had lost that client but the chance meeting with you two changed his mind. He called me the next morning before boarding his plane to tell me he decided to give my firm a try. And, I quote, 'If that night is any indication of the service provided, the arrangement will be very profitable for both.' Over the weekend, it caused me to think." He paused and they could hear him take a breath before continuing. "I want to propose an idea that has you two working for us. I'm going to be upfront here. You said you like sex and that is what I propose. You would have secretarial positions with secretarial duties but ..."
Jean finished his statement, "... but there will also be sex involved. We're not whores, Jacob."
"I don't want to imply that. My three sons and I make up the firm, a sales firm. Our arrangement of sex will be among us ... in the office and maybe out but only by your acceptance. This wouldn't be forced or dominant ... anything like that. I didn't see anything submissive about you, Jean. What I saw was a couple of women who really like sex."
Toni put her hand over her mouth to cover her giggling. Jean tried to shush her, then, "You're saying both of us. We'd be your ..."
Toni blurted out, "your office sluts."
"Well ... I guess it could be worded that way, yes, Toni."
Jean was trying to hold some level of decorum. "Can I ask how far along are you in this thinking?"
"Far enough that I brought it up to my sons. They are partners in the firm. They like the idea, too. I have to qualify all this that they insisted on interviewing you two ... together. Any thoughts?"
Toni was nodding her head so fast and hard she looked like a bobblehead on a wash-board dirt road. Jean asked him to hold for just a moment and muted the line. Toni was bouncing next to the table. "What are you waiting for? I want that cock, again, mom. Just think, his sons ... might be just as big. Could that be possible? Four of them?"
"This is a job where we'll have to have sex."
"Oh, that's right, you don't like sex. OR ... or, this is a great way to have great sex and we have to do a job, too."
Jean tried to maintain a serious attitude but broke into a huge smile. "Relax. I just didn't want to seem too anxious ... like you." Toni stuck her tongue out. "Very mature."
"You didn't mind my tongue last night."
"No, I sure didn't." She unmuted the call. "Jacob, we've talked it over and I think from everything we discussed here we need to have more details. Scheduling an interview would be appropriate given our ... thinking."
"Then, Saturday at 2:00 PM?"
"Saturday? You work Saturdays?"
He laughed, "Not normally, but this requires not being interrupted, don't you think?"
When the call was ended, Toni fell into the chair and looked up at her mom. "Damn ... what do you want to bet we get fucked by them?"
* * * *
"This is it?" Toni looked out the windshield at the dark windows in the strip mall set between a darkened dentist office and State Farm Insurance office.
"This is the address he gave us." She looked to the side and studied her daughter's innocent-looking face. She had such a sweet and innocent look and a petite body. Who would suspect she had a raging desire for sex inside her. Like mom like daughter? "This might be a big deal, honey. Are you sure? It's one thing to pick guys up you might not ever see again and this where ...," she looked at the window, too, "... this where it's a recurring expectation. And four of them. And even strangers."
The car was quiet for a moment until Toni turned to look at her mom, her face developed a big smile. "Exciting, isn't it?" Jean chuckled and nodded, then opened her door.
A younger black man held the door open for them and locked it after they entered. He was dressed casually in khakis, a pull-over shirt, and loafers. He gave each of the women an appreciative look. Both were dressed in similar mini-skirts, button-up sleeveless blouses, thigh-high stockings, and 4" heels. He especially liked the way their asses tilted back and forth as they walked in the heels, the short skirt swishing side to side.
They were led through the office and past two empty desks, one behind the other, set between a pair of offices on each side and a glassed-in conference room at the back. Jean asked, "The desks are empty. When did you secretary leave?"
He glanced over his shoulder and smiled, "We've never had a secretary before." The two women glanced at each other. The desks weren't exactly empty. They had new computers, in-boxes, etc. Even the desks and chairs looked new. The setup just looked sterile like everything was new and unused.
Three more black men were visible through the glass wall of the conference room. As they entered, the men stood and the older of them, the man they knew from the hotel came to shake their hands by taking them between both of his.
"Ahhh ... yes, so good to see both of you, again."
The women could sense a desire to hug them but a reserved shield formed for the purpose of this meeting. Introductions were made. They noticed that the four of them had aligned chairs on one side of the 6 foot round table and two more chairs set opposite them. Jacob indicated for everyone to sit, then moved into a description of the firm and the type of work they do. Jean asked about the comment Terrell made about the desks and Jacob explained that the idea of a secretary, or secretaries, was timely because their firm was expanding rapidly. Although they had been successful by doing their own word processing, etc. there were some deficiencies in the group. The sons laughed at that which made it clear the deficiencies were with Jacob. Despite that, he continued, the effort of office work and customers have become challenging for all of them.
Jacob then shifted into a more interview approach of the women's experience and training. Jean and Toni had sat primly with legs crossed in their short skirts and hands folded comfortably in their laps. The interview suddenly changed completely when the oldest son, Matt, interrupted.
"Father, excuse me but we all know what a big element of this job is. We can continue to pretend but we are all thinking about it. Jean and Toni even selected their dress for it. Mini-skirts and thigh-highs with the tops peeking from under the skirts are hardly the normal attire for a normal job interview. It's on all our minds."
All four men had their gazes fixed on the two women across the table. None of them averted their eyes and the two other sons nodded their agreement.
Jacob finally glanced at his eldest son, "What would you suggest?"
"If this is to be real and we are all to be comfortable with it, let's start right from the start. I think we should see how real this is and how willing and comfortable they can be. I think the rest of the interview should be with them naked."
Toni stole a glance at her mom who was sitting calmly and seemingly in complete control. Toni's stomach was fluttering, though. This was real. She figured there would be sex after the interview if they were serious but she really hadn't considered what the office environment might be like. Some sporadic sex maybe? But maybe it was a lot more. Maybe the office atmosphere would be a lot more. A lot more like this? The nerves she felt, though, were mixed in with a warm flush of arousal. She stole another glance at her mom and found a coy smile formed on her lips. When she saw her mom move to stand up, she knew their fate was sealed. All her hopes, wishes, and desires crashing into the moment. A job, black cock, and the freedom to indulge in it.
Jean felt in her heart this was what she wanted and maybe even needed. She had to trust that Toni had been honest with her when they discussed all of this and the ramifications it could bring with it. In her mind, there was no question. As she stood and nudged the chair back slightly, her fingers were already opening the buttons of her blouse. She fixed her eyes on Jacob as the last of the buttons were undone and she pulled the blouse from her skirt. She scanned the faces of the sons as she pulled the blouse open and let it slide off her arms to be dropped on the table in front of her. She glanced to the side as she reached for the zipper on the side of the skirt, pleased to see Toni already slipping her blouse off, too. As Toni's hands moved behind her to unclasp her bra, Jean was pushing down her skirt. Jean smiled and sighed in relief at seeing her daughter's deliberateness and apparent comfort in following her lead. As Jean reached back to open her bra, Toni was pushing her skirt down her legs. They locked eyes for just a count, both smiling, both expressing their own confidence in the direction they were going. As one, then, they pushed their tiny thongs down their legs to be dropped on the rest of their clothing.
They stood where they were, naked, their hands at their sides so the men had a good look. Matt muttered, "Mother and daughter ... amazing."
Caleb added, "Shaved white pussy and pert breasts."
Jacob reacted, "Caleb, I promised them respect and safety."
Caleb responded defensively, "No, no ... I ... I was just ... shoot ... just reacting. They're both so beautiful and ...," he looked at them, "... you know the mystique about black cock?" Both women nodded. They both knew they too were drawn to it, especially big black cock. "Well, for us, white pussy is the same."
Jean smiled and responded. "No offense taken, Caleb."
Toni shyly added, "We understand the mystique concept." She then blushed and the whiteness of her skin showed it all.
The women took their chairs and the interview continued. It was difficult for all of them. The women were very aware of their nakedness but the men were as well. The formal qualifications, experience, and training part of the interview covered half an hour and Jean was impressed that it had. It indicated to her that there really was a worthwhile job to be done. Jacob covered the business job requirements, hours, salary (which really was very good compared to her current job), company benefits, sick and vacation, and health insurance.
Then there was a pause ... an awkward pause. A pause that everyone knew was leading to the less traditional ... far less traditional ... job requirements.
Jean reached to the side and took Toni's hand, partly for her own support. "Jacob ... the rest? The reason we've been interviewed naked ... there are more expectations for this job. I am sure you and your sons have had some discussions regarding what you would expect of us?" Toni squeezed her mom's hand tightly. It felt like her heart might jump right out of her chest it was beating so hard.
Jacob looked at each of his sons. They were all feeling the tension in the air. Jean was right. The more he was around her the more respect he had for her strength and self-awareness. Like him, she had successfully raised her child by herself.
"You're right, Jean. But in truth, the concept of all this is so outrageous we have had trouble getting our heads around it. What are the expectations? Let's start out with the understanding that we will mutually agree on its evolution with the understanding that it will be respectful and safe. How you were dressed today will be perfect to start with. We don't get walk-in visitors in our business. We almost always go to the client. As such, we'll make sure the door is locked at all times just to be sure. Also, we'll do something about the front windows for privacy in case we want you to move from one office to another. Why bother getting dressed." The implication of that statement said a lot.
Then there was another long pause. Jean stood up and leaned forward with her hands on top of the table. "Is that it, gentlemen? Surely not."
Toni joined her mom and added, "Surely, we haven't been here naked for a discussion about the job. Isn't there some additional element of evaluation you need to make?"
Jacob laughed and stood up. He began loosening his belt and slacks. "Didn't I tell you, boys? Ladies, you've already assured me of your willingness and desire but, you're right, the boys should be convinced, too."
His sons stood up so fast their chairs rolled back away from the table. In a moment, it seemed, all four had pried off their shoes and dropped their slacks. Toni went around the left side of the table and Jean the right. They each stood facing two men. It was Toni who uttered what flashed through both their minds. "Sir, I see the family resemblance." Jean gasped at her daughter's comment. For a moment the men were caught off guard by the comment, then seeing the two women were only looking at their cocks, they laughed. The men laughed, not the women. Both Jean and Toni tried discretely to suck in saliva forming at the sight of the four big black cock. Toni wasn't even sure Jacob's was the biggest. She could fully relate to Caleb's comment about 'white pussy' because she was definitely feeling that way about black cock.
It was as if their knees had given out. Both women dropped to their knees in front of the men. Taking one cock in hand and the other in the mouth. Both Jean and Toni shared the same thought though separately: how long were these cocks? Their hand didn't cover half of it. Their mouths became full with half of it still outside. Another same thought went through their minds: I have to measure these. Sometime, I have to measure them. That alone said everything. They had already made up their minds. These jobs were theirs.
With two hard cocks she was switching between, Toni looked up at Jacob and Matt. "Sirs, where would you like to cum ... my mouth or pussy?"
Jean pulled her mouth off the cock, looked at her brazen daughter, and giggled. Then, she looked up at Caleb and Terrell. With a smile, she said, "What she said."
Both women were raised up, turned, and bent over the table nearly side by side. There was a flurry of motion behind them as shirts were thrown off, then they felt hands on their asses. Jean looked to the side to find her daughter smiling. She returned the smile and nodded, then gasped as she felt a cock suddenly parting her pussy lips and slipping into her wet hole. It was just inches, just the head, but it was a reminder of the size of the cock she had seen on all the men. All the sons had cocks like their father, certainly about a foot long and thick, and the fullness of being penetrated by their father that night was an indelible memory milestone in her sexual life only to be overwritten by more such experiences. She moaned deeply, her eyes closing, and mouth hanging open. The cock slid deeper into her, her pussy clamped tightly around it, then pulled almost completely out before sliding back in, each time going deeper and deeper. She opened her eyes, already clouded by the haze of lust to see Toni reacting similarly. She turned her head to gaze behind her and wasn't surprised to find Caleb, the atypical aggressive middle son concentrating on her 'white pussy' as he said earlier.
Terrell encouraged their coupling to the side slightly and presented his hard cock to her face. Without thought, she opened her mouth as the cock touched her lips, then opened wider to take the head into her mouth. A muffled groan escaped her throat and she heard similar sounds coming from next to her and there was no doubt they were experiencing the same action.



Toni had Jacob's cock in her mouth as Matt fucked her. Her mind flashed back to the night in the hotel and the feeling of Jacob's cock fucking her. Matt's cock felt at least as big and her mind reeled at the overwhelming realization of big cock in both mouth and pussy and this would be her new normal. Her life was to be big black cocks. She and her mom had talked about this, talked about what taking this job would mean to them, and also about them. They liked sex and fucking but this was going further, much further. Being available ... for fucking and sucking ... for four men ... in the office and more ... there was a name for that ... sluts. Toni orgasmed thinking about that reality about herself. There was no way she could give up this, though. The cock in her pussy plunged deeply, powerfully, and consuming in her body. The cock filled her, bumped repeatedly into the top of her pussy but she took more and more of it up inside. Her pussy spasmed and clenched and tightened around the invading stiff rod of man-flesh and she desired it, needed it, and found herself pleading vocally for more.
"OH, GOD! Oh, God ... Oh, God ... YES ... YESSSSS ... fuck me sir ... fuck me, fuck me, fuck me. Oh yessssss... I'm cummmminnnggggg. Just fuck me."
Jean heard her daughter beseeching them to fill her and it sent her over the top of her own mountain-high orgasmic surge. She cried out, too. Her pussy clenching the cock inside her and her orgasmic juices coating the cock suddenly pounding more rapidly and urgently into her. Then she felt it, as her own pussy spasmed, she felt the cock swell larger, felt it jerk and pulse with all the clarity if she was holding it in her hands. The first spurt up into her pussy was massive, filling her it seemed, and was followed by three more spurts of cum.
Both women were collapsed on the tabletop, breasts mashed in the surface panting and gasping for air, their legs quaking. There was no respite, however. Jacob remembered the feeling of Toni's tight pussy around his cock and after watching his son fuck her wasn't going to wait long. As Matt pulled his cock out leaving a gaping hole in her pussy and the first dribble of cum seeking escape, Jacob aligned his cock and drove nearly half into her in one thrust. Toni cried out with an animalistic sound of pure lustful pleasure. As he thrust in and out, Jacob watched with interest as his son brought his messy cock to Toni's face. He touched her cheek with his slimy cock head and he smiled seeing her mouth open wide and greedily begin sucking and licking off the combined cum juices. He glanced to the other side to find the same thing happening with Jean.
After Jacob and Terrell climaxed in the women and gave them another orgasm, the men pulled out and fell back in chairs. The four men sat back while the women remained gasping and panting over the table. The view was almost enough to immediately instill a continued erection. Open gaping pussies with cum appearing in the opening of each woman, the insides of their upper thighs glistening with smeared secretions. Jacob nudged Matt next to him for he and another brother to get them into chairs, too.
Jean gasped with a tired smile, "Thank you, I was beginning to wonder if I had the energy to move." Toni just gave a faint smile and nod. Both women were slouched back in the chairs with legs separated in front of them.
Toni's eyes followed the eyes of the men and muttered, "I sure hope these chairs can be easily wiped clean." Another moment of surprise followed by shared laughter.
Jacob asked, "Ladies, do you have any questions about the positions?"
Jean said, "No, sir. I believe you ... and your sons ... have ... ah ... provided a thorough and deeply penetrating impression of your expectations."
Toni muttered, "Mother?!?"
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CHAPTER 3: FIRST DAY
"Take a deep breath."
Toni turned to look at her mom as they sat in the car in front of the office of Collins Sales. They were asked to park in the back row and there were other cars parked there they guessed were the Collins men and the other businesses.
"Did you say that for me or for yourself?"
Jean smiled and as she pulled on the door handle, she said, "Both, I think."
Outside the car, they straightened their short mini-dresses and nodded approval to each other. The first day of work, two weeks after that eventful interview. Jean had given her notice immediately and Toni quit school. As Jacob told her, the experience of working in an office will mean more than a two-year degree from a community college. They had debated how and what to wear for their first day and settled on similar outfits: form-fitting sleeveless mini-dresses with plunging bodice, lace bra and panties, sheer thigh-high stockings (the tops of which were just covered by the skirts), and 4-inch heels.
Jean had plenty of experience in an office but Toni was maybe more nervous about pleasing the men with her work as she might be pleasing them ... in the more personal side of the job. As they walked across the parking lot, thinking about that 'personal side' brought a flush to her which was magnified when the door to the office opened and Terrell stood welcoming them.
Jean noticed an immediate change to the outside appearance of the office. The large front windows and door were now covered with frosting covering much of the window and door which effectively hid the inside of the office.
"Welcome to Collins Sales, ladies." Terrell held the door for them as they entered carrying small boxes of personal items for their desks. Jean passed through first. As Toni passed, though, he patted her ass. She turned her head and gave him a wink They had thrown out scenarios over breakfast what the office time might actually be like but quickly gave up as almost anything four men might come up with was possible. Toni was sure, though, that a pat on the butt was the least of it.
They met with Jacob for an hour in his office as he went over the salary payment into direct deposit accounts, vacation, sick time, personal time, etc. Then he explained the employee profit-sharing and where they would be in it, covering health insurance, and got them signed up for it all.
Jean blurted out, "How do you keep all this straight while still running a company, sir?"
He smiled, "I'm not sure I do a very good job. I lose track of vacation time and schedules, missing updating the boys on updates and changes to plans we have through our national sales organization." He paused and studied her. "I know this is quick, but I was hoping you might consider taking all this off my plate and Toni can take on more of the word processing and project tracking." He turned his eyes to Toni, "I don't mean all of it, Toni, but enough more to free up your mom some."
She glanced at her mom and responded back to him, "However you need to use me, sir ... I mean ... ah, ah ..."
He chuckled, "Thank you, Toni. I know what you mean."
Jean added, "Sir, I'd be happy to take on those duties for you. I did have some experience with it in my last situation as long as you don't mind being bothered while I get up to speed." Of course, he said. "Sir, we've talked about this opportunity ... a lot ... and we want you and your sons to understand that we'll do anything we can to make this firm even more effective than it is. You're giving us a very unique opportunity. We're here for you, sir."
He studied both women sitting across from him. The dresses they wore were so short the only thing preventing him from seeing what was underneath was their crossed legs. This new situation was going to take some getting used to. "I can see your dedication by the way you chose to dress on your first day."
Toni responded, "Yes sir."
Jean uncrossed her legs, parted her knees, and leaned forward for intent, "Sir, we mean that in all aspects. We know why we were hired. We also intend to be highly effective employees to advance the firm. But that's half the job." She smiled, "Some days that may be 100% and other days much less. The other part of our job ... you guys just tell us. What you want, how we should dress." He smiled. "To paraphrase what Toni said earlier, sir, use us however you need."
"First days are always tough." He stood and came around the desk. The women stood and Jacob took each into his arms for a meaningful hug with a hand sliding down to their butts. He winked, "Handshakes are a thing of the past for us, I think, don't you?" They both nodded in agreement.
The morning was filled with the sons giving an overview of each of the major clients they represented and providing them with cheat sheets of important contacts, phone numbers, and email as well as their products and the customers they interact with on the clients' behalf. The morning was filled with that and they agreed to push off until the next day to review the specialized tracking software some clients required. After lunch, the men retreated to their offices doing 'sales stuff' which allowed the women time to organize their work spaces and personalize their computer settings.
Toni half-turned in her swivel chair and whispered, "Do you think any of them will ...?"
"Jacob's right, honey, first days at a new job can be different."
Then, as if Toni's question was a cue, Jacob called out from his office, "Jean? Can I see you please?"
Jean turned to Toni and it was then that she saw each of the sons appear in their office doors. She leaned over to Toni and whispered, "I think they were waiting for their father to get things started."
Matt was the quickest, "Toni, I need you."
She stood up from her desk, straightened her dress on her thighs, as far as the dress went, and turned to him. "Of course, sir, what can I do for you?"
He pulled her into him and they kissed ... deeply. As they kissed, he groped her back and ass, then pulled the tight skirt of her dress up her thighs to expose her pantie covered ass underneath. She broke the kiss and looked at the open door they were just inside.
He chuckled, "We all know what's going to be happening and the interview exposed all of us to each other. I don't think we have anything to hide. Not shy all of the sudden?"
She giggled while looking up into his face. "I guess you're right ... the idea of sex in the office includes behind closed doors. But you're right ... its no secret." With that, she pressed into him and kissed him. She pressed her hips into him and felt his arousal, the evidence of his cock pressing against her. She felt him backing her to the edge of his desk. Her dress was at her waist as he stroked her ass and a hand slid between her legs to slide over her soaked pantie covered pussy lips. She gasped and hung onto him tightly.
"I'm sorry to rush, Toni, but I have a phone call in 20 minutes."
She pulled her head back and looked into his face with a smile, "Not a problem, sir. You only need to let me know what you need." She reached behind and lowered the zipper and pulled the dress up her body and over her head. When her head was cleared, she found him loosening his slacks. She reached behind, again, to unclasp her bra, shed it, then quickly push her panties off her hips to fall to the floor.
She stood before him naked in stockings and heels. The door was open and across the space where their desks separated the men's office, she saw Terrell signal her. She smiled and nodded as Matt slipped out of his shoes and pants. He then lifted her easily and placed her on top of his desk. She lay back and felt some papers underneath her as she did but ignored that to spread her legs and feet invitingly for him. His wonderful cock (they were all fantasy cocks come true to her) was nearly hard, already. He rubbed the head along her wet slit, parting and sliding along her lips, over her clit, and back down until he found her opening.
She sucked in a breath and pulled her lower lip between her teeth in anticipation as he applied a bit of pressure so his cock head gently, slowly parted her opening, and penetrated her. She dropped her shoulders and head back onto the desk as she was slowly, steadily filled with black cock ... big black cock ... and she sighed out the held breath as if the penetration were pushing the air out of her. She felt him pull back a few inches, the head sliding inside her tightly clasping pussy, then pressing back in further. Over and over he did this, inches at a time, deeper and fuller, regaining the physical memory of being stuffed, utterly full, and completely consumed by cock. She never wanted to lose this feeling.
She felt his hands on her calves and opened her eyes. He was placing her feet over his shoulders. He was still wearing his sports shirt. They shared a lustful smile and he leaned forward, his cock sliding deeper into her in the process as he pressed his chest into her and kissed. Her knees pressed alongside her body as they kissed, his hips moving to pull and thrust his cock through her clasping, wet, steamy sleeve.
She gasped and moaned as his thrusts became more powerful, his cock slamming into the top of her pussy, deeper and deeper until she felt his pelvis bumping against her mound and jamming against her clit. All thought and consideration left her; all recognition of being in an office, the door open disappeared from her. She was being fucked gloriously.
"OH ... FUCK ... YES! Oh ... God ... I ... love ... your ... cock, sir. Oh.. yeessssss ..."
He fucked her long and hard. She felt herself being moved over the desk, the papers under her moving with her body. Suddenly, he pulled out and she groaned in frustration. She was about to protest when he pulled her off the desk and spun her around, pressing her down over the desktop, her bare breasts pressed into the desk and papers. She moved her feet wide and quickly felt full again as he slammed his cock deeply into what had to be a gaping, winking hole. She cried out at the sudden, deep penetration.
"Oh ... yesssssss ... like that ... yes, sir ... use me ... fill me ... fill me, sir!" Her breasts and body slid on the desktop with his urgent thrusts. She extended her arms and grasped the opposite desk edge to hole herself steady for him, to absorb his thrusts fully ... and orgasmed with a cry. As her pussy spasmed around the cock, she felt it too pulse and jerk before spewing cum again and again inside her with deep grunts of his own.
He lay over her, both gasping and panting for air. She felt his chest heaving, his heartbeat pressing into her back, his still hard cock inside her leaking the last of his cum. Slowly, he stood and eased his cock out of her. He stood behind her and she had the feeling he was looking at her exposed, gaping, cum leaking pussy. She blushed at the sense but found it too arousing. She was an office slut, a real 'sexetary', and it felt exciting and it was now official. She had her first office fuck. She was naked in the office and another of the men had already indicated his desire, too.
She eased herself from the desk and dropped to her knees while taking his softening cock in her hand, raising it to her opening mouth. She sucked the head to capture any remaining cum inside, then licked and sucked the length clean of their combined cum.
She stood and he gave her a kiss. "Thank you, Toni."
"No, thank you, sir. Mom and I held off since the interview. We've been waiting for this."
He smiled. "Well, then, glad to have helped out." He considered her, then, "You use 'sir' a lot. You can use our names."
"I know, sir. It just feels arousing somehow under the circumstances. I guess we're relinquishing some control to you guys and it's powerfully stimulating." She gathered up her clothes and moved to the door. "Don't forget your call, sir."
Stepping out into the open area of the offices, she peeked into Jacob's office and saw her mother similarly undressed as he was redressing. It then occurred to her that she was naked in the open area. She glanced at the front of the offices, was reminded of the frosted windows, and relaxed. She dumped her clothes on her desk, ran her fingers through her long hair, and turned to Terrell's open office door. She knocked on the open door and stood in the opening. "Sir, was there something you wanted me for?"
He looked up and gazed at the vision of the naked woman in his office doorway. All the time waiting and anticipating and it was finally real. Since the interview, it had all seemed more like an impossible dream but then this morning came and these two beautiful blondes turned up in mini-dresses flashing stocking tops and offering smiles that felt enticing even if they weren't intentionally teasing. When his dad started it off this afternoon the tension of the day reached a climax of its own. Now, the daughter is standing in his doorway naked, just fucked by his brother, and willing to have more. He stood from his desk and started pulling his shirt over his body. She quickly moved from the door to him and loosened his slacks, then dropped to her knees. Oh ... it was going to be great coming to work.
As Jacob was dressing, Jean reached for her bra and began putting it on when Jacob stopped her.
"I don't think you need to bother, Jean. I have a feeling one of my sons is out there anticipating you coming out." She smiled and glanced out the door. She bent over to grab her clothes. He added, "Are you okay, Jean?"
She stepped up to him with an armful of clothes and kissed him on the lips. "Oh, Jacob, I am definitely better than just okay. Thank you." She turned, then stopped. "It'll just take a little getting used to. The openness of it all."
She stepped from the office and noticed Toni's clothes dumped in a pile on the desk. She heard sounds coming from Terrell's office and smiled. It didn't take her long to adjust. Jean dropped her clothes on her desk and turned to Caleb's office. She too couldn't help looking to the front of the office to verify the privacy created by the covering on the windows. She stepped into the doorway of Caleb's office and leaned on the door jam. She stood quietly and watched him. She knew he would be fucking her but it still felt odd to be naked in the office.
He looked up from the file he was studying. "Jean ... damn ... you are beautiful." He rose and quickly strode to her.
She smiled at him. Her nipples were still erect and she was probably still a little flushed. She knew (she could feel) her pussy was slick with combined cum and her inner thighs would be glistening. She teased him, "I bet you say that to all the naked women you find in your office doorway."
He laughed, "True ... the one and only such time. Though, I suspect I might get the chance with Toni standing there."
He took her in his arms and kissed her deeply as they stood near the open door. His hands slid over her naked body, feeling her back to her butt. He gripped her ass and pulled her tightly into his body and he pressed into her. She could feel his large cock growing inside his slacks and she began grinding her pelvis into it. She moaned as it continued to grow against her and one of his hands moved to fondle her breast. She moved just enough to create some separation between them while maintaining the kiss and pulled his sport shirt out of his slacks and up his younger hard body. He grasped his shirt from her and continued pulling it up as their kiss finally broke and she dropped down to work on his belt and slacks. She glanced up at his muscular stomach and chest as she began lowering his slack and underwear, then stopping long enough to remove his shoes and socks. As she focused on removing the rest of his clothes his long cock hung in front of her like a snake mesmerizingly swaying. Even hard, the cocks of these men did stand up like other men she knew but hung in front of them only with more sway and bounce.
Finally ready, she sat back on her heels, her left hand grasping his cock, which only partially covered it, and her right hand stroking his hard, defined stomach. His thighs were large and strong, his stomach defined, his chest like massive slabs of black beef. Her body reacted to what her eyes appreciated which added to the drooling feeling from her pussy as her increasing lubrication mixed with the cum of her recent fucking.
Her right hand slid down from his body and cupped his large hanging balls as she lifted his cock to lick the underside from base to head, then licking down one side and back up the other before opening her mouth wide and taking the head between her lips. She sucked at the head, her tongue swirling around it, and playfully scraping her teeth over it. As the head came out of her mouth, she looked up from her kneeling position.
"Thank you."
"Me? I haven't done anything, yet."
She smiled coyly, "All four of you ... ever since the interview and we knew we would be working here ... those two weeks of waiting ... all we could talk about was ... was experiencing this again. So, thank you."
He laughed, "And here we were feeling like we were sexist brutes for thinking the same way about you."
He pulled her up and she shivered as his swollen cock pressed into her abdomen. They kissed, then he exclaimed, "I need to fuck you."
She smiled through the lust, "Oh God, yes!"
He lifted her and sat her on his desk and leaned her back with his body, one hand guiding his cock to her pussy. She gasp anew as his cock head parted her lips and spread her hole. Despite being recently fucked by a similarly big cock and drooling with its cum, she still felt the deliciousness of her pussy being stretched and filled with each inch of penetration. She never wanted to lose that feeling, that sensation. He fucked in and out of her. She slid over the surface of the desk, papers and folders being moved underneath her. When, after aggressive thrusts pushing into the top of her pussy until he was fully inside, he paused. She sighed, wanting it to continue.
He said as he leaned over her, "Wrap your legs around me and hold onto my neck." She was puzzled but intrigued. She did as she was told and he lifted himself upright with her held tightly to his upper body. Her legs and arms gripped tighter as she realized what was happening and she moaned loudly as he stood upright and gravity sank her down onto his cock.
"OH ... MY ... GOD ... TERRELL!"
He shifted his hands under her ass and lifted her and let her drop on his cock. She added her own effort with her arms, loosening her hold when he loosened his. She would drop, his cock plunging up into her wet, hot, gripping sleeve, grinding and impacting their pelvises together, her clit being smashed in the process. She cried out as an orgasm surged in her with molten, volcanic effect. She tightened her grip on his neck as her orgasm crashed over her, her body, arms, and legs quaking and her pussy spasming around the tight fullness of his cock.
He slowed his thrusts as her body responded to her orgasm but soon moved them to the wall, pressed her against it with her legs still wrapped around him, and began thrusting powerfully and urgently in and out, her pussy obscenely making squishing sounds. As he slammed into her, his own climax quickly approaching, she felt another orgasm climb inside her as his cock swelled and began spewing streams of cum. Her second orgasm on his cock left her weakened and more of the support for her impossibly shifted to him and even in the haze of her orgasmic bliss, she marveled at his strength and power.
He walked them back to his desk and gently lowered her back onto the surface of the desk, kissing her mouth, cheeks, neck, and shoulders as she gasped and shuddered through the tail end of an amazing orgasm. He slowly stood up and eased his cock out of her gaping pussy. She smiled up at him, her hands sliding down her body and between her splayed legs. Her fingers played over her gaping hole and brought fresh cum to her lips which she sucked off.



She gazed at him. "I might have already blurted it out, but ... oh my God, Terrell."
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CHAPTER 4: OFFICE TRAINING
Something woke Toni up. It was still early but not too early. The light outside the window was showing the early signs of the new day, the birds were just rousting the night and beginning their calls and songs. It was that, though, and it was the weekend so a longer sleep would be normal for her. She fully opened her eyes and turned onto her back.
"What are you doing?" Her mom. Her mom was lying next to her with her head braced with her bent arm. She was just looking at her. "Mom, what are you doing?"
"Just watching you." She leaned over and kissed her. She was beaming. Her hair was a mess but she radiated happiness. "Wait there, the coffee should be ready." She watched with wonder as her mom nearly bounced out of the room naked down the hall in the direction of the kitchen. Toni didn't stay there, she went into the bathroom but was propping herself against the headboard when Jean returned with a tray of coffee and English muffins.
Jean crawled onto the bed and positioned herself next to her daughter against the headboard. After a few necessary sips of caffeine, Toni asked again, "Why were you watching me? Isn't that kind of weird?"
Jean ran the fingers of one hand over her daughter's bare thigh. She carefully rolled to the side for a quick kiss on Toni's exposed nipple. "So ... I was doing it for the same reason it isn't weird." Toni raised an eyebrow. It was a signature move of Toni's, something Jean was very familiar with that said, 'explain'. "Love. I always have, of course. This feeling is different, though. I'm not sure how to classify it ... not just your mother, though ... something more." Jean paused and turned her head to see her daughter's reaction. "Is this weird?"
"Not weird, no." Toni put her mug on the side table and turned to her mom. She kissed the closest breast and nipple, her hand moving to fondle the other breast. She settled her cheek on the breast and found her fingers roaming down her mom's stomach. "No, not weird. It puts my own feelings into some focus. I haven't known what to make of what's happening."
Jean sighed and stroked a hand over her naked daughter's back, then pressed her head firmly into her breast. She casually opened her legs as Toni's fingers lightly grazed over her mound and softly delved further onto the soft lips of her pussy.
Jean continued, "You realize you've shared my bed every night since we started at Collins Sales." It wasn't a question; it was a statement of fact. Toni nodded as both continued their finger play. "This morning it hit me. Every day we are ravaged by several or all of the men and their big cocks. Every day we're fucked, we suck, we're exposed and groped and fondled. Then we come home and it is us ... quiet and casual ... soft lips, stroking fingers, probing tongues.."
Toni lifted her head and kissed the nipple she had been pressed against. "It's like a rejuvenating ritual. I know exactly what you mean, mom. I didn't know if I was being silly. You let me come to your bed and it felt so good ... and right. I guess I just wanted to share even more with you."
Jean kissed her daughter on the lips. It was a full, heartfelt kiss but soft. "Any regrets about what we're doing, dear? You know we can put a stop to this or modify it if we want. You know I'll support you and Jacob will, too."
"No, mom. I love it. I love it all. It's what we said when Jacob came to you with the idea. It gives us what we've wanted without picking guys up; it gives us what we want with security. I know it is going to evolve and expand and I am really curious and excited to find out how. The other day when Caleb was fucking me across his desk and Terrell came in and began fucking my mouth ... God, mom ... it was amazing."
Jean smiled devilishly. "I have some thoughts, then."
* * * *
The entire office was in the conference room around the six-foot diameter table. The two women had seats on either side of Jacob and his sons spread out from them. The Monday morning meeting was their routine for starting out the new week catching up on development from the past week, expected development for the coming week, and issues with clients or customers that will need handling. They also review schedules and any travel. At that point, Toni cautiously jumped in.
"Having a verbal review and comment on schedules is fine, but I could easily establish an office calendar to record the major things that others should be aware of. It can include vacation and travel. Mom and I already handle the calendars of two of you, we can just pull the information from the individual ones."
All four of the men nodded, Jacob responded, "Excellent idea, Toni. I'll leave that in your hands with your mom." He paused and looked around the table, "All right, anything we missed?"
Matt shifted his chair and softly said, "Just what we talked about yesterday." The three sons glanced at the two women. He added, "Is this the right time?"
Toni looked across to Jean and Jean looked at Jacob. "What did you talk about yesterday? About us? Is something wrong, something not working?"
Jacob reached over and patted Jean's closest hand, then softly grasped it. "Yes, we talked about you two yesterday. The boys and I frequently get together for a BBQ and beer. We like time together that isn't at work even if we sometimes still talk about work. And, yes, the conversation went to you ... the two of you. But far from anything being wrong. Very much on the contrary. To be honest, we anticipated some occasional opportunity of sex, to be blunt, a quick suck or fuck. Your ... both of you ... your willingness and openness and enthusiasm has astounded us. You have given us sex, indulged in exhibitionism at our suggestion by remaining naked, but you've also come in early or stayed late a couple of times to finish projects." He glanced at his sons. "We didn't expect this ... this devotion to both sides of the job. We didn't think we would get efficient, effective help in running the office. You should know that and at some point, we'll figure out how to reward that effort."
Jean smiled, thanked them, said how much they both enjoyed the real part of the job and working for them. Then, "We talked this weekend, too." She looked at Toni who nodded her approval. "You've given us some preferences for our dress: mini-skirts or dresses, thigh-high stockings, and heels."
Toni interrupted, "Or not, like no bras ..."
Jean chuckled, "Yes, exactly, we don't mind and think it is fun, but we'd like some flexibility on that."
Jacob immediately agreed, "Absolutely! We're just pleased you will do it, all of it. It doesn't have to be every day." Little did he know what the women really were thinking.
* * * *
Once again they are sitting in the car outside the office getting themselves ready for another big step. This one was their own making, though. When they had asked for some flexibility, they didn't mean more conservative dress some days, they wanted to have more fun with it since the office never had visitors unless it was planned ahead around a client visit to meet with a local customer.
"Ready?" Jean looked to the passenger side at her daughter.
Toni was looking at the office door smiling. "This feels so wicked. Yes, ready."
They exited the car and strode across the parking lot to the front door of the office. They had long ago agreed to dress in similar outfits, if not identical. What anyone would see now would be similar light coats that hung to just above the knees. A close examination might note stockings by the sheen in the sun but, otherwise, it would be the 4" heels. Inside the office, they encountered Matt returning to his office from the conference room with a refilled mug of coffee.
"Is there a forecast for rain?"
Neither of them answered. They turned to the coat rack by the door and slipped off the coats with their backs to him which prolonged a moment longer what they were wearing.
"Holy Shit! What are you ...?"
That was pretty much the reaction they were looking for. It also brought out Jacob from his office. The women turned and strutted to their desks between the four offices. Both were wearing white baby-doll negligees, quite sheer, with only a single tie in front holding it together. The gap below the tie was quite pronounced and displayed the very sheer thong underneath. They were braless, of course, and their nipples showed prominently through the material. They wore white thigh-high stockings with heels.
Now Jacob said it, "Holy Shit, indeed." That brought out Caleb and Terrell. Jacob added, "When you asked for flexibility, we just assumed we had pushed just a bit much and you wanted some relief. Damn ... you wanted to push it further. This is why you verified that visitors never came unless we knew about it."
Toni gave a little curtsy by holding the sides of the very short negligee to the sides. "It's been fucking and sucking for us every day. Sometimes we spend several hours naked at our desks after."
Jean sat down at her desk and powered her computer up. "It just seemed logical to have a bit more fun with it."
Matt said, "Well, speaking of fun ... Jean, could I see you in my office, please?"
Toni muttered, "Ooooo ... so early."
Jacob said quickly, "Toni ..." He turned to his office. Toni knew exactly what he intended.
He waited for her just inside his door. As she passed provocatively in a negligee in the office, he used one hand on her upper back to firmly guide her to the back of one of the guest chairs in front of his desk, then pressed down. She obediently bent over bracing herself with her hands on the back of the chair. He pushed the bottom of her baby-doll to her waist and pulled the thin thong down her legs. She smiled to herself, parted her feet wide expectantly, heard the movement of clothes behind her until she felt the bulbous head of his cock sliding between her spread thighs. She had been lubricating since leaving home dressed like that but now was very wet in anticipation and expectation. She tilted her pelvis to avail her hole even more to him and moaned deeply when the cock pressed and spread her pussy as it entered. She loves (that might not be a deep enough expression) the now familiar feel of these big cocks spreading and stretching and filling her pussy. She gasped when he pulled the inches he was in until just the head being inside before forcefully driving most of it into her wet and ready hole.
"Oh ... my ... God ... sir. Thank you ... thank you ... thank you." She looked over her right shoulder at him, her long ponytail falling over her left shoulder.
Jacob couldn't help but smile. It was what he and his sons had talked about. Talked about in wonder, really. It was maybe a common fantasy to have occasional sex in the office with a slut secretary. It was the stuff of porn stories and videos and daydreams. To do it once would be a fantasy fulfilled but this ... this was beyond daydreams and fantasizing. And, she was thanking him for fucking her from behind in his office. An occurrence he has enjoyed every day with one of them since they started. And, she was thanking him.
He pulled his cock slowly out nearly all the way and enjoyed the feeling she gave him. Both the women were active in the fucking. Even in this position from behind, Toni was not motionless just taking it. Her pussy clamped around his cock as he pulled, then she pushed back toward him as he thrust back into her. The effect was wildly stimulating. For both, he was sure.
The door to his office was open, of course. There was no need for hiding. What happened in the office was no secret and was now evidenced by the extremely provocative garments of the women. The only provision was getting the work done. He sensed more than saw or heard a presence at the door. Jacob turned to find Terrell leaning on the jam watching, his hand casually stroking his crotch from outside his slacks. Jacob jerked his head with a smile, inviting his youngest son to join them.
Terrell had his slacks open and his equally big cock in one hand as he knelt on the chair in front of Toni. With her eyes closed and mouth uttering sounds of passion and lust, it was the touch on her cheek that aroused her from her deep state of lustful euphoria. She saw the black cock head at her face and opened her mouth wide without looking up to see who it belonged to. The women accepted and desired all four of the men equally with the same passionate enthusiasm whether it was being fucked or kneeling between their legs to suck them.
The two men, father and son, found a comfortable rhythm to sliding their cocks into her from both ends. She, like her mom, was taking their cocks deeper into their mouth and throat over the weeks. They were not yet fully deepthroating the entire cock but the men were not about to mess up a good thing by becoming too dominant or demanding.
Jacob was fascinated by her other hole, though. As he grasped her hips and thrust into her, his thumbs pulled her ass cheeks apart to expose her tight asshole more fully. He slipped a thumb into the crack and robbed the closed opening. He purposefully moved the thumb down to her drooling pussy, coated it with the leaking juices, then brought it back up and pressed at the opening and watched it slowly yield to the pressure. He pressed his thumb inside her ass to the first knuckle.
"Do you do anal, our slutty secretary?"
She pulled her mouth off Terrell's cock, looked up at him, then back over her shoulder at Jacob as he continued to fuck her pussy and probe her asshole with the thumb. "You ... you ... you're ... too big ... sir. I ... I would ... be ... scared." She then filled her mouth with cock, again. Asked and answered, apparently. And, trusting.
Jacob moved his thumb in and out of her asshole. The muffled sighs, groans, and moans escaping from her cock-filled mouth increased with the motion of the thumb in her other hole. He could feel her body's arousal peaking. He could feel her pussy and asshole not just clenching but beginning to spasm. He could feel her impending orgasm cresting inside her.
"Would you do something for me, Toni?" He knew this was the time.
She moved one hand to grasp and stroking cock and pull her mouth off it but never moving her mouth more than a breath's distance away from it as if she feared it might disappear. She gasped out her reply, "Any ... thing ... sir."
"We want to fuck all your holes. Don't you want that, too? Don't you want to give us all three holes?"
Her orgasm was right there. It was about to crest and his words were pushing her closer and closer. "Yes ... sir. I want ... I want ... you to ... have me ... have everything ... to use me ... fully ... completely." She moaned loudly as her body trembled with the nearness of her climax. "GOD ... I'm ... I'm going to ... to cummmmmm. Yesssss ... I want ... everything ... use me ... use me ... how ... you wanttttttt."
He pulled his cock to the opening of her pussy and withdrew his thumb to rest on the outside of her asshole. "Nooooooo ... please ... please, sir ... fuck meeeeeee ... pleeeeeasssssse."
He smiled at his son, "Then, you'll train your ass, your mom's too, for us to fuck?"
"OH GOD ... YESSSSSS ... YESSSSS ... just fuck me. We'll be your 3-hole sluts. Double us ... triple ... us. Use ... us. We'll ... train ... our asses ... just fuck meeeeee!"
He did. He slammed his cock fully into her pussy and his thumb into her ass. And ... she exploded violently and loudly.
"No panties ... what happened to your thong?" Jean's desk was further inside the office between the office doors for Jacob and Matt so easily saw Toni exiting Jacob's office.
Jean was standing at her desk, clearly just arriving from being used by Matt and Caleb. Toni looked down at her mom's crotch. "Well, mom, given the cum and juice soaking your thong, it's as if you don't either."
Jean looked down and giggled. The thin, sheer thong material was indeed soaked and plastered to her pussy, clearly showing her lips and slit underneath. Jean intercepted her daughter and kissed her on the lips. "I have a slut for a daughter."
Toni slipped her fingers into her mom's thong and brought out two fingers slick with the juices from her pussy. She sucked them. "If so, it's because I have a slut for a mother."
They kissed again, then simultaneously added, "Isn't it wonderful?"
Just then Jacob came out with Terrell. "I'd love to stay and view some girl-on-girl action but Terrell and I have something to do. We'll be back in an hour or so."
Jean touched her computer and checked his calendar. "Did I miss a meeting, sir?"
"No, this is something that just came up with Toni. Has she talked to you, yet?" Jean looked at her daughter and shook her head. He stopped and reached between Toni's thighs to stroke her messy pussy, then brought his fingers up to her lips which she parted and sucked the moisture off. "You need to talk to your mother, young lady." Toni nodded and blushed.
When they left, Jean said, "Toni?"
"He was fucking me with that giant cock and he had a thumb in my ass and ... what was I supposed to do?"
"Toni, what are you talking about? What were you supposed to do about what?"
Toni blushed and looked down to mumble, "Anal ..."
"Anal?!? With those cocks?"
Toni looked up, "I know, right? That's what I said. But ... but ... he pulled his cock almost out and I was sooooo close and ... and ... and he had his thumb in my ass and ..."
"And what?"
"He said he wanted us to be their 3-hole sluts and he wanted us to train our asses for them. Mom, I was so close to cumming ... so ... I guess I said yes if he would fuck me and make me cum ..."
Jean rolled her eyes. "You are such a slut." Toni looked down sheepishly. "So, how are we going to open up our asses for them? God, it'll be like putting a fence post up our ass."
Toni looked up with little girl eyes, "I figured you'd think of something." Jean rolled her eyes, again, then sat down at her desk.
Not long after, the front door opened and the sounds of the road outside tumbled in. Jean glanced from her computer monitor as she heard Toni. "Welcome back, sir. That didn't take as long as you thought." Then, she heard Toni's next comment and looked up again. "You went shopping, sir?"
Both Jacob and Terrell looked back and forth between the two women. Terrell exclaimed, "Damn, dad, the office is sure a better place to come back to since these two were hired."
"That it is, son, that it is," Jacob said as they stopped between the two desks in the open area. "Ladies, we come bearing gifts." He looked at Jean. "I trust you and your daughter have now talked?" She nodded and blushed. "I do like this look, ladies. Seeing your nipples harden is rewarding. Based on the recommendation of the store owner, we have some training aids for you. You know what training aids, right?" More blushing from the women.
Terrell and Jacob began pulling out items and placing them on each of their desks. This talk, of course, brought Matt and Caleb out of their offices. Whether they knew ahead of time or not, they quickly caught on to what was happening.
"First, the introductory size." Small butt-plugs were placed on their desks. "Then, the intermediate size, and the final 'this should be open enough' size." The women looked stunned at the three packaged butt-plugs sitting blatantly on their office desks. "We have some lubricant for each of you ... and ... oh yes ..." and they each pulled out a vibrating egg, "... we thought this might help provide some distraction for you."
The guys stood watching and the women sat stunned. Finally, Terrell said, "Aren't you going to try it?"
Jean exclaimed, "Now? Here? At work?"
Jacob chuckled, "You came to work in sheer negligees and have already been fucked. Your nipples are clearly erect and I would bet your pussy is creaming right now. Toni assured me and all I had to do was make her cum."



Matt said, "Maybe they just don't know-how. Stand up ladies and bend over your desks."
Jean was blushing hard. Why she wondered? She wouldn't be if they were going to fuck her, again. But her asshole. Putting a butt-plug into her asshole. It seemed different ... she was sure it would definitely feel different. A couple guys had tried anal but they were small, small even by normal standards. A butt-plug ... insert by them?
Despite the embarrassment they felt, both women stood and bent over the side of their desks as instructed. They looked sideways at each other with looks reflecting they couldn't believe what was happening. Their faces were a mix of fear, intimidation, humiliation, and ... arousal ... yes, that was there, too. It had been a long time in coming and it flashed in recognition in their minds and across the space between them to each other. They had individually and privately recognized what they were, then shared that acceptance to each other which is what ultimately led to that night of sharing men together, one of them being Jacob Collins. Then, their acceptance extended beyond themselves when they accepted this outrageous job offer at which time they are extended to four strangers who would be employing them. What had been a personal need/desire expanded to a shared experience and finally to a condition of expectation. And, in their current condition of expectation, they welcomed each suggestion and added their own (like working in negligees). Spinning in their minds had been the question without wanting an answer: how far would they go now?
They saw in each other at the moment that each recognized in themselves they had come to that question and their action, or inaction, would be the first answer. Jean gave her daughter an encouraging smile and nod. Toni returned it and both women pushed their asses toward the men behind them as the lubrication was being spread over and inside their assholes. They heard the wrapping being torn off the toys, then the contact of the narrow tip of the plug pressing through their crack, then the asshole. They both sucked in a deep, tense breath in anticipation.
"No, relax ... breath and relax," it came from Caleb, "... it will make it easier."
Jean wondered how he would know but Caleb was more worldly in these things than the others and guessed he had encountered a similar situation at some point before.
The women felt the pressure and they tried relaxing. Both had their eyes closed, breathing in through the nose and out the mouth from relaxation and meditation instruction. The sphincter began opening to the tapered body of the smaller plug and they redoubled their efforts to relax at least that one muscle. Both cried out, though, as the plug stretched the tight muscle. The men relaxed the pressure and pressed repeatedly, slowly opening the muscle and penetrating more of the plug. As the plug was worked into the women, the two men watching slipped their hands onto the women, fondling their breasts inside the negligee and their clit and pussy. Moans of pleasure were soon mixed with the grunts and groans of being stretched. Suddenly, both women gasped and shuddered as the widest part of the plug popped through the stretched sphincter closed around the base bringing some relief.
Every hour or so the women stood from their desks for the other to remove their plug from their bodies. They washed them well in the restroom and moved around the office for a half-hour to rest their holes. Then, they were reinserted. Almost every time one of the guys just seemed to be around for the honors.
"Pssst ... mom ..." Jean looked up and leaned to the side to look around her monitor at her daughter. "This thing is driving me crazy, mom. I didn't know anal could be so erotic. I really need to cum. And this egg in my pussy ... damn ... the buzzing and vibration bounce off the plug and ..."
Jean turned back to her monitor and work. The truth was that she felt the same way but verbalizing her body's desperation seemed somehow self-demeaning, humiliating, losing control, so muttered, "You are such a slut, 'I need to cum ... I need to cum'."
"Yes, she is, isn't she. A slut, I mean." They both turned quickly to find Jacob leaning at his door jam. He had listened to the whole thing. "Should I fuck you, Toni? Lay back on your desk ..."
"No, sir." Toni had never hesitated being fucked in the office before, much less say no. "I mean ... I want to be fucked, sir ... really badly ... but not with the plug in. You guys are too big. Can I take it out and you fuck me?"
"She's asking to be fucked?" Caleb had heard and was joining them. Soon, all the guys were out of their offices.
Jacob chuckled, "She said the plug is driving her crazy it is so erotic." He shifted his gaze to Jean. "What about you? You desperate for a fuck, too? The plug in your ass driving you crazy, too?"
Jean couldn't believe it, but if Toni hadn't said what she did, she might have said it first. It was true, the plug had her sitting in a small pool of drool from her pussy. So, she nodded. "Yes, Jacob. I need it too. Please. Let us take the plugs out and fuck us."
Toni added her appeal to her mom's. "Please. We'll put them back in and keep them in going home. We'll ... we'll have the next size in tomorrow morning when we arrive."
Jean didn't know what was happening. All she knew was she needed to be fucked. She had to cum soon. Jacob's words, Toni's words, her own words, all added increasing desperation. Obscenely, she could feel the puddle under her had grown.
Jacob chuckled, "Okay, ladies. I guess we can accommodate you." Jean blushed and she knew it. It sounded like they were merely relenting to their desperate pleas ... pleas to be fucked. Only sluts would plea for more fucking. "Get those plugs out and get on the desk for fucking and sucking."
Jean saw the expression of pure delight on her daughter's face and was shocked but realized her own probably had reflected the same instant reaction. And, to think all this started from their own decision to spice up the office by wearing sheer baby-dolls. Even as quickly as this had heightened the interaction happening to them in the office, and as shocking and humiliating as it had seemed, her bodily reaction evident now was the real proof. It was all exciting and arousing and crazy and she loved it and desired it and there was no question Toni was too.
Both women stood quickly. Without thinking, Jean untied the fastening at the front of her baby-doll and let it fall off her leaving her instantly naked. Toni smiled at her mom and duplicated the action. Both spread their legs and squatted slightly and pried the hard rubber demon out of their asses, groans and gasps escaping their mouths. When the large part of the plug passed through the sphincter they sighed and had an obscene sense of air where it hadn't been felt before.
Jean hopped onto the side of her desk and lay back, raising her feet and pulling her knees back toward her chest. She didn't care how brazen she appeared. Toni may have verbalized the desperation but she had felt it just as much and she saw no reason to deny it any longer. She looked down her body as the men quickly pried off their shoes and stripped off their pants. Her bald pussy and inner thighs were glistening with her juice. Her lips were parted as if also begging to be filled.
Matt stood with his father while Caleb and Terrell were with Toni. Matt exclaimed, "It's working. Her ass is still open."
Jacob made eye contact with Jean and leered, "It's surprising you, isn't it Jean? How much of a slut you really are? How much your body needs to be used after just weeks? How much you are actually looking forward to taking our big cocks up your ass and giving your body completely to us? Did you know all this was inside you, Jean?"
He had stepped up to her open legs and his cock head moving up and down over her spread pussy. She had her head raised and watching the monster black cock sliding over her white pussy, the contrast still erotic to her. She didn't take her eyes off the cock at her pussy but confessed, "Yes ... I am surprised. Yes ... I need a cock inside me. Yes ... I want it all ... as much as I can get. I ... we ... thought we'd be fucked occasionally in the office ... thought we'd give blowjobs occasionally ... this is so much more ... so wonderfully more ... yes ... I want ... we want ...," she looked to the side at her daughter who had assumed the same position and was watching and nodding to her every word, "... we want to be fucked ... to be used by you all." She looked up at him as his cock parted her lips and entered her opening an inch, an inch that left her gasping to feel the fullness, again. "Sir ... Jacob ... you know we're not submissives, right? You know that when we give ourselves it is our free will?"
He smiled and eased his cock smoothly in her drenched, hot pussy. "Yes, dear, we all understand that. We know you are not submissives, but ...," he pulled his cock back and thrust it back in bringing a long moan from her throat and a knowing smile to his face, "... but we know you are sluts and you now need what we can give you ... big black cocks to fill your slutty holes."
He pulled back and thrust hard and deep into her. She looked down at their joining, her eyes fixated on the black cock appearing and disappearing with each powerful thrust. She dropped her head back onto her desk and moaned, "Oh ... fucking God ... yessssssss!" Something touched her cheek. She didn't even look, merely turned her head and opened her mouth. Two cocks. Two big cocks. Soon, she thought. Soon maybe she'll have three big cock inside her at the same time.
The day had been so arousing, so thrilling, so consuming, they wore their coats from the office to the car across the parking lot but stripped them off for the ride home. Just another exhibitionism arousal spike in an already mountain-top day of arousal. They entered the house from the garage (at least the neighbors wouldn't see them in negligees). Dropping the coats, Jean turned Toni and pressed her against the wall, told her spread, and pulled the plug out of her ass. Toni groaned at the sudden emptiness, already used to the feel of it. Toni spun around and roughly did the same to Jean, then pulled her mom to the bedroom, shedding the negligee along the way.
Jean lay on the bed and giggled lustily as Toni crawled over her, dipping her face into Jean's widely spread thighs before lowering her cum smeared pussy to Jean's lips and tongue. Toni felt her mom straining to lick further back on her pussy, then, "OH ... FUCK! MOM!"
Jean had strained to get her mouth high enough to lick her daughter's asshole but to even her surprise her tongue entered the gaping hole. Jean didn't know what had gotten into her, and Toni was clearly shocked, but once there, tasting the lightly flavored lubrication and musky smell, she tried to jam her tongue deeper. The sphincter closed on her tongue which sent a charge through her own body. The two women were in heaven, enjoying the soft, tender attention of the other after another over-the-top experience with big black cocks. They spent 30 minutes kissing, licking, and chewing on pussy, lips, and clit, softly bring each other to an eventual, satisfying orgasm. It had become a ritual of sorts, softly attending to each other's used and cum-filled pussies.
* * * *
Thursday. The day. After showering and drinking coffee naked on the back porch, mother and daughter stood facing each other in the bedroom to dress for the office. They knew what the outfits were, they had done some shopping the night before.
"This is it." Jean looked at her daughter standing naked in front of her with her small B-cup breasts, erect nipples, and smooth, bald pussy mound. Like her, she was holding the third size butt-plug, the 'this should be open enough' size. "If we can get these in, we should be able to take them. Any doubts? You know, despite what you committed to and what they are expecting, it's all play. They aren't going to think less if we chicken out."
Toni was quiet staring at the lubricated plug in her hands. Finally, she shook her head. "No. No ... no, I want to. I had no idea what lived inside me, mom. Now that it is coming out, though, I don't want to turn back or start second-guessing my desires." Toni searched her mom's eyes with big, expectant eyes.
Jean hugged her tight, their breasts mashing together. She sighed into Toni's ear, "I'm already so wet."
Toni laughed. "And you call me a slut."
"Like mother, like daughter, I guess."
* * * *
Once, again, they sat in the car inspecting the parking lot and storefronts for any sign of anyone looking. A morning like this when they were pushing the limits of dress, Jean was in the habit of backing into the space in the far row so they could better see it the coast was clear.
Jean sighed, "Why didn't we just bring those coats, again?"
Toni looked to the left, again, inspected each window and door across the strip mall, ending with the entry drive on the right. "We agreed, that's why. Remember, we're strutting across the lot as if we own it." And she was out the door.
Jean fumbled for her purse and chased after her. Chased wasn't exactly what happened, though, in heels and the dress. Last night they had shopped specifically for these outfits. Being on a sexual euphoria from work was the only excuse she could come up with now, though. The skirts were pleated micro-skirts. What was she thinking to agree not to wear a coat as cover? They were 10 inches of dark blue plaid material. The top of their sheer white thigh-highs was exposed. She had to wear it extra low to get coverage of her ass (and probably thong). Their tops were white semi-sheer tank tops that exposed their nipples (no bra, of course). She watch Toni ahead of her and tried to duplicate the assured confidence she was presenting. She knew she looked good but she was still 20 years older. Watching that tight, lithe body ahead of her didn't do much for her own self-confidence. But the guys inside did.
"OH ... MY ... GOD!" Caleb was standing with a cup of coffee and looked stunned but had somehow managed to get that exclamation out.
Matt came out, "Wow, ladies ... you just keep moving the bar higher and higher. You both look like ..."
"Porn stars?" Jean asked.
"I was going to go with 'amazing' but ... okay, that could work." He was smiling wide and Jean smiled back.
She walked to her desk and bent over to put her purse in the bottom drawer when Jacob stepped out to see what was happening. He stopped in his tracks. When she bent over, Jean's micro-skirt rose to expose not only her ass cheeks and the thong string between them but the very evident end of the butt-plug in her ass. "The black plug," he said.
One of the sons asked, "What? What about a black plug?"
Terrell, who had been with his father when the plugs were purchased said, "The black plug was the largest." He turned to Toni. "Toni, bend over ... please." She did with a big smile on her face. It exposed everything. "Damn, they made it to the biggest diameter." He stroked her bare ass cheek and applied slight pressure on the plug under the string of her thong. "Her thong is soaked, too. You really want to do this ... anal, I mean ... with us?"
She turned around, as her mom also straightened up and turned. They both nodded. Jean answered, "We do. You guys have taken us to an entirely new level than we expected. We don't want to deny ourselves of at least trying whatever you desire of us."
Jacob threw a wet blanket on everything, though. "Several of you have the InterMountain project bid to finalize today, right?" Matt, Jean, and Caleb all nodded their heads, frustrated maybe but refocusing on the job. "I suggest we double our efforts on that and hammer it out. What about the rest of the day?"
Jean and Abbot both sat at their desks and checked schedules. "The rest of the day looks open. "Okay, then ... let's do it, then we can shift our focus on probing how our gals have prepared themselves." Six pairs of eyes flicked between each other with recognition of what he meant while Jean and Toni also blushed deeply against their white semi-sheer tank tops and blonde hair.
The bid documents were completed just before noon. Toni and Jean assembled the documents for signatures and combined them with documents from the client for Caleb to deliver to FedEx, Terrell was sent for salads for the women and sandwiches for the guys.
With the project out of the way, they ate in the conference where the mood had shifted completely. The conversation was mixed with laughs that somehow seemed forced at times. The tension in the room was like a seventh person jumping up and down to get everyone's attention. The guys would have admitted, and would eventually to the women, that their own experience with anal was limited ... for obvious reasons. Their cocks. Something that's an object of fascination and curiosity can also be very intimidating. The willingness and fascination shown by Toni and Jean was a situation they were intent on nurturing and cultivating, not ruining. For Jean and Toni, there was no question that four big black cocks can be intimidating but the four men they were attached to were considerate and caring toward them. They felt secure in the situation, so secure they had long ago foregone mere provocative dressing like mini-skirts to what they were now flaunting the men with.
Jean leaned into her daughter and whispered, receiving a subtle nod back. She stood up, pushing the rolling chair back with her legs as she did. Toni stood with her. They both showed nervous tension. Their nipples poking through the fabric of their tank tops showed another kind of tension.
"We can't take it anymore. We're dripping over here in anticipation of what we've been working up to for these days. We've got our nerve up ... don't let us chicken out by thinking about it too much." It was a desperate plea and surprised the men but the implication wasn't lost on them. The table was quickly cleared and everyone discarded clothes. The women left stockings and heels on to move to the first men to free their lower bodies of clothes. They took growing cock into their hands and mouths and in minutes had hard cocks.
Toni suddenly stood and left the room, creating a moment of confusion until they saw her immediately return from her desk with a tube of lubrication. She was too turned on to even blush as she handed the tube to Caleb who was closest to her and bent her upper body over the tabletop. Jean assumed the same position nearby, each reaching out to grasp hands in support of what was about to happen. They had done what they could to be prepared. They were still intimidated by the size of cocks about to go into their asses.
Their eyes were focused only on each other, not paying any attention to which of the men were stepping up to their presented asses, easing the plug out of their asses, spreading lubrication over and into their gaping assholes, and pressing their cocks into the waiting opening. But both closed their eyes at the first touch of cock and sucked in a breath, then slowly exhaled in preparation, relaxation for the first penetration. Even after all the preparation with butt-plugs over the past days, the cock head pressing in stretched them. Their relaxation practice went out the window as push-and-pull filled their assholes deeper with cock. They gasped and moaned and groaned and swore like sailors as inches of hard big cock steadily invaded them anally.
"OH FUCK, YEAH." Jean felt the hips of whoever hit her cheeks. It felt like the cock head was inside her stomach it was so deep. She finally looked over her shoulder and wasn't surprised to find Jacob easing his cock in and out. Whether he pulled rank or his sons gave him the honors, he was generally the first, and most often he chose Jean. Perhaps a father and mother connection. She smiled, weakly, at him. "Oh ... Jacob ... you ... are amazing. You ... all are ... amazing."



He pulled back and thrust deep into her. With his cock buried to the hilt, he leaned over her and fondled her breasts. "It is us dear lady ... ladies ... who think you are amazing." After another careful thrust, "Are you okay, dear?"
Jean looked to the side at her daughter. Her face was against the tabletop, her eyes closed, her mouth in an open smile as she muttered her pleasure. Gasping her own pleasure, she responded, "I am ... way beyond ... merely okay, sir ... oooohhhhh ... fuuuucckkkkkk ... yesssssss."
One after the other, they were fucked anally. Cock never touched their pussies the entire afternoon, though fingers did. After the men had cum inside an asshole and the women had orgasmed at least once each fucking, a short rest was taken for re-hydrating before the women were sucking cocks for another round. By the end of the afternoon, they had each been fucked by all four of the men. Their assholes remained open and freely dripped cum for several minutes.
"Ladies ..." They had fastened their skirts and were pulling tank tops over their bodies and turned to find the four men gathered. Jacob (of course, Jacob), "We've taken great delight in your efforts to tease us with your creative office attire and we suspect you are buying outfits for our enjoyment."
Toni responded, "They are thrilling for us, too."
"I'm sure. Exhibitionism is. But ... we can't abide by you using your salary for our benefit so here." He handed each a business card. On it was a store's name, address, and contact. The store was called ForePlay.
"That's where we got these outfits," Toni blurted out.
"Well, I chose the right spot, then. It is also where your toys came from. There is an account set up for you both. The charges will come to me. We hope to see more of these outfits."
Both women threw themselves into the men with hugs and kisses.
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CHAPTER 5: BBQ & BBC
"Jean and Toni ... what will it be today, ladies?"
"Hi, Wendy." Jean and Toni called out at the same time as they entered ForePlay, the erotic women's shop. They had been in enough lately, especially since Jacob had provided them with an account there, that they were on a first name basis with the shop owner. "We're undecided. We'll look around for a bit."
Ten minutes later Wendy found them, again. "Anything I can maybe help with? Do you think you are interested in intimate, clubby, show-off, or ..." She had seen them browsing through all those groups of clothes.
Toni said, "Maybe you can. We're having a tough time."
Jean added, "It's for a BBQ and we were told the dress is casual."
"You two, though ... I'm guessing you're not thinking some shorts and pull-over shirts. Let me guess ... Mr. Collins?"
"You remember him?" Jean looked surprised.
"Honey, when a handsome older black man sets up an account for two very attractive blond white women ... how could I not remember." She looked at them seriously. "I'm being nosy so you don't have to answer, but ... do you REALLY work for him?"
Jean and Toni laughed and Jean said, "We do. In his office as secretaries."
Toni added, "We like to have fun."
"Mr. Collins and his son who was here?"
Jean was looking at the lingerie now and commented, "He has three sons working there ..."
"Oh ... my ... and the BBQ is with them ... and you're planning to have some fun ..." The women nodded, though they were blushing now that the truth was out. Wendy nodded. "Maybe combining these ... nobody can say it's not casual and it will get your intentions noticed."
* * * *
It was Saturday mid-afternoon as they pulled into the driveway of the address Jacob had given them for the BBQ. It was a large two-story home with an attached three-car garage, all set about 50 yards back from the tree-lined street. The front of the house was hidden behind tall shrubs only penetrated by the driveway. The front yard was well landscaped and looked professionally maintained. Parked near the front of the closed garage were the three cars the women recognized as belonging to Matt, Caleb, and Terrell. Jacob was a stickler for timeliness in arriving at the office in the morning and completing projects. They had never given him a reason to have to mention it more than the first time when they started working for him. They assumed the same attitude probably carried over into his private life so they were arriving 15 minutes early but his sons had still beat them.
Despite the sunny, warm day, Jean and Toni got out of Jean's car wearing light coats as they sometimes did in the mornings when discretion for being in public view seemed appropriate. Jacob had mentioned the backyard was private but he hadn't mentioned that the front was nearly so, too.
There was a post-it note stuck to the front door. "Welcome ladies. Please walk in and make your way to the back of the house. We're on the patio."
After entering the house into a grand foyer that rose to the second story and a giant light arrangement hanging above them, they remove their coats and lay them on a chair in the foyer as if it was placed there just for such a purpose.
Toni quietly said, "God, mom ... this place is amazing! You think he lives here by himself?"
"His wife is dead and the guys' cars are all parked out front. I would guess they don't live here. But, I agree. I think our little house would easily fit inside this."
Their heels clicked on the hard floor of the foyer. They didn't hear anything. They peeked into several rooms as they penetrated toward the back until their heels again clicked on the hardwood floor of a large, very masculine family-type room. To the left as they entered opened into a large kitchen and the back wall was floor-to-ceiling glass with the sliding door they were seeking. Jacob and his sons were relaxing in chairs on the covered portion of the patio. Jacob was in khaki slack, pull-over shirt, and loafers. The other three guys were in shorts but otherwise similarly dressed. They were drinking bottles of beer and they could see smoke from the grill wafting past.
The women looked at each other before stepping in front of the sliding door, giggled, took a breath, and opened the door.
"Ladies ..."
"Holy shit ..."
"God, you two are amazing!"
Jacob turned around and chuckled, "I did say casual, didn't I? I was trying not to imply anything but ot get together away from work."
They both stepped to each side of him and planted kisses to his cheeks, then moving around the group to similarly greet the other men. They then stood between several of them.
Jean held out her hands, "Well ... we were trying to decide what you intended, what we wanted, and struggled with making a decision."
Toni added, "Then we were in ForePlay ..."
Jean continued, "Now ... what's more CASUAL than going around in your underwear?" The men chuckled.
Then Toni stated the obvious, "Besides ... you, Jacob, may not have wanted to imply anything ... but we did."
Seeing them had piqued their curiosity and imagination, but Toni's statement ignited a change in attitude and expectation for the gathering. Jean and Toni were dressed in identical outfits of white lace: shelf bra displaying much of the breast and the nipples; tiny semi-sheer thong; lace top thigh-high stockings; and white 4-niche heels.
"Damn, dad, giving them the account at that shop was the best money spent," Matt exclaimed.
"You guys know how to make a girl feel good," Jean said.
Jean and Toni sipped wine while the guys stayed with beer. Dinner was late afternoon and consisted of big steaks, baked potatoes, and a salad. With some teasing about how a meal like that fits into their dietary plans. It certainly didn't on a normal basis, but Jean had a teasing response, too.
"Toni and I said from the beginning we'd do what we could to support you guys. And, we certainly want our guys to stay big and strong."
Toni giggled at that. They all looked her way and she shrugged, then muttered, "Especially big."
Everyone was always surprised when Toni came out with something like that and she blushed. They all guessed what kind of 'big' she meant.
Jean stood and gathered several settings and took them into the house to the counter next to the sink. She heard the sliding door close a moment later thinking it was Toni following her lead. Instead, the dishes and bowls set down were with large black hands, hands that then gently held her waist from behind as she scraped scraps into a bowl for later disposal.
"What are you doing, Jean?" Jacob. "Are you okay?" His body came softly up against hers, his strong hands on her bare waist, his close proximity giving her heart a flutter and her pussy a tingle.
An involuntary shiver passed through her and she turned in the hands at her waist, one softly caressing up her side as hers rose to this face. She kissed him on the lips and his hand slid over the fine lace of her bra, an item they seldom wore anymore, though the shelf style might be a new option with its exposed breast flesh and nipples. She pulled back from the kiss and tried to part but his hands held her in place.
"I'm fine. I ... I ... just know ... it's more relaxing when the mess is ... cleared away."
"Are you being honest, Jean?" His hand still on her waist moved over her hip and between their bodies. He moved his hips back just enough for his hand to slip between them. Her eyes fluttered close and her breath caught in her throat as his large fingers caressed her thigh and slowly moved to the inside. She wasn't even aware of her feet shifting, separating away from each other, opening for his expected contact. When his fingers eventually, agonizingly slowly, lightly caressed her pussy under the tiny thong, she gasped and shuttered, her upper body leaning into his powerful chest.
"You're soaking, Jean." She only nodded into his shoulder. Of course, she was, she thought. How could she not be, she thought. She was conditioned ... by them ... by herself. Their cocks ... her mind and her body were constantly aware ... constantly reacting ... anticipating ... desiring the feeling of fullness, a fullness she'd never felt and at a depth she still sometimes couldn't believe. How could she not be wet? How could her body not automatically prepare itself for more penetration by one or more of them? She and her daughter had wanted more sex and to experience it controlled. The Collins men had given that to them but much more, too. She and Toni talked about being sluts before but they had no idea. They had dressed for the office the way a brazen woman might for a lover at night before bed. They had dressed for the office the way a flaunting tease might to the most trending club. Now, they had purposely chosen only exposing lingerie for an afternoon BBQ. All of it for these men. All of it to entice these men. All of it as a clear signal they wanted, needed, desired to be fucked, to be used by them.
She pressed her hips into his, trapping his hand between her thighs. His fingers caressed her pussy over the wet, clinging fabric. "Yes, sir, I am. To be honest, when I am with you guys, I think I always am." His fingers pulled the fabric to the side and stroked over the wet lips of her pussy. She gasped and a smile spread over her entire face. "Toni and I ... we ... we talked ... about ...," she gasped as his fingers played over her lips, parting them and moving through the length of her slit. "We ... we thought we ... knew what ... hmmmmmm ... Jacob, sir ... thought ... knew ... what slutty was ... but ... oooooooo ... you guys ... showed us ..."
She opened her eyes and found his smile, his eyes bright but intent. His finger slowly entered her and her legs parted a bit further. She gasped and lowered her body slightly toward the probing finger. He spoke into her ear, "We didn't show you anything, dear beautiful, sexy woman. We were nervous about pushing. We were afraid of ruining an occasional good thing. No, it wasn't us, we were just there for you to discover yourselves." Her body shivered and her breathing ragged as his finger probed, fucked her. Damn, she thought, his finger is like some cocks she'd experienced before. Everything about these men can make her cum. "You two maybe felt safe and in control with us. If so, we feel honored and aren't going to threaten that, at least not until I proposed anal with Toni." She almost came as she remembered that morning and the butt-plugs to get ready for them.
She moved her hips to feel more movement of his finger in her pussy. She kissed him hard on the mouth, then, "We do ... we do feel safe and respected with you guys. Jacob ... don't worry, please. Don't hold back. Push us. We ... hmmmmm ... we want it."
His cock was hard and pressing into her abdomen. She felt it throb against her. "Are you sure, Jean?" He removed his finger and she groaned at the loss of it. She nodded as she panted. His fingers pinched her exposed nipples, then slid behind her back and unfastened her bra. It fell down her arms to the floor and his hands encased her breasts, squeezing the flesh roughly. She gasped, again. "You want us to take you when we desire a fuck or suck?" She nodded strongly. "You want us to use you like sluts, like sluts you desire to be truly?"
"God, yes, sir. It's why we dress the way we do. It's why we came to your house for a meal outside only dressed in enticing underwear." She kissed him, pressing her groin into him, feeling his cock, grinding herself into him. "You guys make us feel ... OH GOD ... we go home at night and ... and ... we eat pussy ... each other ... for the longest time. We suck your cum from each other. Our tongues probe into gaping holes if any of you used us just before leaving." She gazed intently, lustfully, into his eyes. "Yes ... fuck yes ... just use us." She looked over his shoulder to the group still outside. Toni was on Caleb's lap and the other gathered closer. She smiled. "We could have dressed in shorts and a top and still expected to be fucked. We dressed like this because we feel a sense of being rushed, time-constrained at the office. The time is wonderful, amazing but ..." Here it is ... she's confessed so much ... just a bit more. "We ... Toni and I ... we were hoping ... maybe we could enjoy unconstrained sex with no concerns for time or ... or ... repetition."
He smiled, "That can be arranged ..." His fingers grasped the strings at her side and pushed her thong down. The wet fabric clung to her wet lips but finally fell to her feet. He took her by the hand and led her outside to the others. The others all stared at Jean's increased nudity. She was sure her inner thighs glistened with her moisture and it was verified by the eyes falling to it. "Leave the mess, it won't go anywhere. We're adjourning to the family room where it will be more comfortable." Before she turned to follow Jacob, she saw Caleb stand with Toni giggling still in his arms.
Jean followed Jacob back into the house and into the family where he sat on one of the two couches. Without hesitation, she knelt in front of him and began loosening his slacks and pulling them down his legs. She pulled his underwear from under his hips and paused at the sight of his cock. She did love these cocks, so black, so big. She pulled herself back to what she was doing and pulled his loafers off, then completed pulling off his slacks and underwear while he pulled his shirt off. As she was completing that, another pair of legs appeared next to her with the shorts falling to the ground. Matt plopped onto the couch next to his father. He pulled his shirt over his head, then grasped his cock and stroked it while Jean licked Jacob's cock with long, intentional strokes from the base to the head. As she shifted her lips to the side of the cock, she winked and smiled at Matt as she grasped his cock with her left hand and began slowly stroking the length of it.
After a few minutes, she shifted, taking Matt's cock into her mouth and stroking Jacob's with her other hand. Their cocks were hard from the time of first being exposed but she enjoyed their cocks in all ways and she knew they enjoyed her mouth on them. With Matt's cock deep in her mouth, she still noticed Jacob lean into his son and whisper something to him. Matt began to shift her from his cock and stand. A bit confused, at first, she began shifting back to Jacob but he was pulling her up. In response, she kissed up his stomach and chest to his mouth.
He spoke into her mouth, "Straddle me."
No response from her. None required. Her knees were already on either side of his legs, she just moved them further into the couch, reached between them for his cock, and held it up, her pussy moving to align to his cock. When she felt the head at her opening, she sighed at the first spreading of her lips and opening, his bulbous head again spreading her opening and filling her. Her pussy already coated with her juices allowed her to slide smoothly down his cock, expanding her, filling her until her hips touched his thighs and his cock was pressing, once again, against the top of her pussy.
Matt appeared alongside them, resting on the back of the couch, his cock presented perfectly for her mouth which opened as she leaned to it. With a big cock in her pussy and mouth, she sighed contentedly. The sigh quickly shifted to moaning and groaning and gasping as she rose and fell on the cock which assisted by plunging jerkily up into her. She mouthed and sucked on the cock in her mouth as it was also plunged into her, passing into her throat with increasing regularity. Then Jacob said something, again. She heard the sound but not the words. She was consumed by cock in more ways than merely physical. Matt pulled his cock from her mouth and it must have looked comical as her open mouth followed the retreating source of her desire even as she was fucking another one.
She focused on Jacob's cock she rose and fell on but found herself now being pulled by Matt and pushed by Jacob and she was being removed from that cock, too. She moaned in frustration. She was getting so close to the orgasm she desired, needed, craved. She allowed her body to be manipulated, maneuvered however the men wanted. She trusted they would continue fucking her, she just needed to be patient, go with their direction, be content in being used ... yes, used ... what she wanted, isn't it? ... be used, caringly but assertively.
She found herself repositioned on her knees on the couch alongside Jacob and her head fell immediately into his lap, engulfing his cock he held up for her. She took it deep into her mouth, her tongue swirling over it, tasting herself on the shaft. Then, she felt hands on her hips, knees spreading hers wider, and a cock pressing at her gaping pussy, entering, and surging in a smooth thrust deep into her. She moaned around one cock that filled her mouth to her throat as another began pounding her pussy, spreading the walls and probing deep inside to the very top. She cried out around Jacob's cock as her orgasm shook her even as Matt thrust wildly and forcefully at her. Even before her orgasm subsided, Matt's body stiffened against her and inside her. Her pussy was flooded with cum; spurt after spurt of thick cum filling her pussy and washing over the opening of her womb.
Jean had sagged during her orgasm and Matt's climax, her face buried in Jacob's crotch, his saliva covered cock on her cheek. Then ... he was gone, her face on the couch seat. Matt was gone, too. Emptiness seemed to consume her now. Before she could put real thought to where her cocks had gone, though, she felt someone flip her over onto her back. Jacob. Jacob was back in front of her. He placed one foot on the back of the couch and pushed the other onto the floor so she was spread wide before him. He looked over her body with a leering grin, his eyes were lust glazed. Jean saw the look and her body spiked, again. Her hands mauled her own breast as she watched him guide his cock in all its size and blackness to her pussy in all its gaping, messy, whiteness.
"OH ... GODDDDDD ... YESSSSS!" Instantly she was filled with cock, again. Filled. Consumed. She swore she could never tire of the feeling or cease to be so thrilling. She orgasmed, again, and he climaxed moments after that.
She heard wonderful sounds from across the space from the other couch. When she could, she turned her head from her position with Jacob recovering over her to find her daughter similarly being consumed and in the throes of an orgasm. Terrell was seated next to Caleb, Toni riding up and down on Caleb's cock. Terrell's cock was glistening with wetness in its semi-hard state, stroking Toni's back and mauling her breast as she bounced with a fury. Then, at that moment, Caleb grunted loudly and with hands on Toni's waist increased her already fast pace and slammed up into her, clearly shooting his sperm into her.
Matt appeared with fresh drinks: wine for Toni and Jean; switching to bourbon for the men. Both women sagged on the couches between two men. Jean caught Toni's eye and a simultaneous smile was shared. Jean's gaze fell to her daughter's splayed legs and the white fluid seeping from her pussy. She looked to the side to Jacob, her free hand stroking his naked thigh to his now flaccid cock.
"We're going to make a mess of your couches, sir."
He chuckled, "They're washable ... they'll wipe up." His hand repeated her action, then dipped a finger into her gaping pussy. It came out coated with cum and juice which he brought up to her lips. Everyone else watched as she opened her lips and sucked off the finger. He asked so everyone could hear, "Are you feeling better, now?"
"For now," she answered. "You know what we talked about, is it possible?"
He laughed and squeezed her nipple causing her to moan softly as she was about to sip the wine. He looked across to the other couch where Toni was relaxed between Caleb and Terrell. "Earlier, which started all this actually, your mother commented how there seems to be a feeling of time constraint limitation when we fuck in the office." He had her full attention and he watched his sons' hands caressing her. "She said she hoped tonight could be different. She hoped that this could be relaxed, unhurried while still intense. She hoped this could be a night of repetitive opportunity for fucking." He clearly had the attention of everyone. He felt Jean's breathing quickening and could see Toni's breasts rise and fall with her own heavier breathing. "Do you feel the same way, dear?"



Toni placed her glass carefully between her thighs and squeezed the two cocks next to her. She looked across to the other couch, "Yes, sir. My mom knows me. Like mother, like daughter as she says. I want to feel all of you inside me tonight ... at least once." She finished it with a lewd smile.
They finished their drinks, then Caleb exclaimed, "Since we began having anal, there is something I've been dying to try and I think these women might be woman enough to try it." He went on to describe being double penetrated standing up.
Toni gasped, her small white hands still filled with black cock. "I've not been double penetrated ... certainly not by ...," and she looked down at her filled hands, "... not by anything like these."
Jacob looked across at Toni, again stroking two of his sons, their cocks slowly beginning to show life, already. "There was something else your mom confessed to me, dear." He marveled at the clear, soft, whiteness of her small body next to the deep black large bodies on either side of her. He marveled equally about Jean, maybe more because she was ... well a mother. "Your mom said, 'Don't hold back. Push us. We want it.' Is that true? You don't want us to be afraid of offending you, of taking the office thing too far? You want us to push you, to believe you'll tell us if we want to get too far, that you want to experience more ... and more? Like your mother said she wants?
She nodded slowly. Then a smile grew over her face as she made eye contact with Jean and her hands began stroking more firmly on the cocks in her hands.
Caleb stood, causing Toni to lose hold of him. He addressed everyone. "What about it? Everyone game to try?" Indeed they were as all stood even, if unsure how it was going to happen.
Jean stepped to Toni and put her arm around her. "I love you, honey. Thank you. I feel like you bring my true self out."
Toni leaned into her mom and laughed, "And here I was thinking you were the one bring it out in me."
Caleb took Jean's hand and pulled her into him. They kissed passionately, hotly. She felt his hardened cock pressing into her. "Time for a switch, slut. Are you ready?" He grabbed her at her sides.
She smiled, "Ready for anything, stud. What do I have to do?"
"Just jump." She did and his strong hands held her and used that bit of momentum to lift her high enough for her to wrap her legs around his waist and her arms around his neck. He told her to hold on which she did with legs and arms. She then felt one of his hands leave her butt followed by his cock moving over her pussy. When she felt it hit her hole, she eased off on her grip of him and sank down several inches over his cock. She gasped and moaned at the feeling. He chuckled, "Just like you've done this before."
She gave him a kiss and a smile, "Somethings are just intuitive." She looked to the side and found Matt with Toni clinging to him as he aligned his cock to her pussy. She smiled at hearing the deep, long moan of pleasure coming from her. She then turned her attention completely to her own situation. Terrell was stepping up behind her. Caleb used his hands on her ass to pull her cheeks apart and she felt lubrication being spread on the outside and pushed inside her asshole. "Oh ... Goddddd ... it's going to be tight."
Terrell pressed his lubed-up cock against her asshole and leaned against her back. "I'll be gentle, Jean, but, yes, it will be tight. We've done anal plenty of times so you know you can. With you cunt full of Caleb ... yeah, it'll be tight. Caleb will lift you up so you can let yourself down at your pace, okay?"
She kissed Caleb, then turned her head to kiss Terrell. "Guys, no matter what I say ... I want to do this. Don't let me stop. Please. This will really make me your slut, won't it?"
Jacob called out from the side, "It will always be hard for us to really think of you and Toni as sluts, but ... we understand that's the direction you want to go."
Terrell said into her ear, "To answer you, Jean, without the niceties of how we feel about you, yes, this will truly put you in the class of being a slut ... but a classy slut with our respect."
She let herself go and she fell most of the way down the two cocks. She cried out at being stretched and stuffed so completely in both holes. She raised herself using legs and arms and dropped herself taking the cocks completely inside, Caleb bottoming out inside her pussy ... cunt? ... maybe a slut has a cunt? Though her mouth was open with moans and groans continuously flowing out, she smiled internally.
Later that night, but still not late, the group was relaxing in the family room. There had been yet another round of fucking after the standing DP's. Jean was in the kitchen with Jacob assembling trays of snacks and more drinks. The other guys and Toni were sprawled out in the family room only half watching some sports documentary on ESPN.
"Was this more of what you were hoping for, Jean? No time pressure?"
She left the fruit she was slicing, wiped her hands,, and moved up behind him. She pressed her naked body into his naked back. Her arms went around his body as she hugged him tightly, pressing her hips into his ass and her breasts into his back.
"Thank you for this day, Jacob. Toni and I have truly enjoyed it." She kissed his back. Her hand moved down his front to his long, flaccid cock, and he turned around in her arms. They kissed and he fondled a breast. She looked up at him, "What does it make us, Toni and me, that we get fucked a couple times a day in the office, and what we then desire is more casual, uninterrupted time for fucking?" She nervously giggled. "What does it say about a woman who so openly talks about being fucked with her boss much less how she desires more?"
Her hand hadn't stopped stroking him and his cock was getting hard, again. This had never happened before. He had never been in a situation where he had the opportunity of fucking repeatedly. Four times in a night? He wouldn't have guessed it, especially at his age, but these two women were different.
"What does it say about you?" He picked her up and walked her to the small dinette table near the windows. He set her down on it and looked down at her: her smiling, expectant face, her heaving breasts, and erect nipples, her open thighs leaving her pussy open, glistening, and slightly red from use. He aligned his cock to her waiting pussy and pressed the head just inside. She gasped and sighed with open, honest, and willing appreciation. "What does it say, dear?" She looked up to his face after having watched his large blackness barely penetrate her whiteness. "It must be situational and individual because what it says about you and your daughter is you know yourselves, are honest about yourselves, and truly desire to please. Some women might be whores, tramps, submissive sluts without will, or manipulative sluts out for some gain." He pressed more cock easily into her cum-filled and loosened pussy. She moaned at feeling the fullness yet again. "You two, though, wanted a unique situation, a real job with benefits and you do both very well." He pulled back and thrust back in. She moaned and clamped her legs around his thrusting hips, her breast bouncing on her chest. Her eyes were on his, caring what this man honestly felt about her and her daughter. "The only benefits you've sought is some office exhibition and fucking. You tease us and entice us and we gladly, happily respond to please you and ourselves." Her moans and groans came faster as his fucking increased. "You are none of those other things. Maybe you're sluts but honest ones."
"OH ... FUCK ... fuck me ... SIR! Please make ... me cum ... again."
He leaned over her, kissed her open mouth, and asked, "One thing, my slutty secretary, are you happy ... with what's ... happening ... with how this ... turned out?"
Her arms clamped around his neck and she devoured his mouth as his cock continued plowing into her squishing pussy. "OH GOD ... YES, YES, YES ... it's everything ... more ... mmmmmmmm ... oooooooo, sir ... more than everything ... I imagined." She gasped and moaned. "YES, SIR ... yes, yes, yes ... I am very ... happy to be your secretary ... their secretary ... and ... and ... your slut."
He pulled out until only the head was inside and slammed brutally back in so his cock crushed into the top of her pussy and they both climaxed, drenching each other with fluids.
He lifted her with his cock still buried inside her and plopped into a chair at the table. The impact of sitting roughly jammed his cock into her, again, and she moaned with delight. She leaned against his body, his large hands caressing her back softly and caringly.
"Stay the night, Jean."
She partially froze, then sat back, feeling his cock shift with her movement. "What?"
"Stay the night ... here ... there's plenty of room for all of us." He chuckled, "I might be done. I can't believe you two have pulled me through so many cums ..." She moved on his softening cock. Even softening it filled her and felt amazing. "The boys, though ... if you want, that is ... if you have enjoyed this, it could continue."
She kissed him on the lips. It was a caring, loving, appreciating kiss. "I would like that very much, Jacob. And ... Toni or I entice you, yet again?"
They walked into the family room, finally, with the snacks and drinks to talk with the others. They found Toni sitting on Matt's cock with her back to him while sucking on Caleb'ss and Terrell's cock, alternating between sucking and stroking each. But it was clearly a casual effort. When they were spotted, the group paused in action. Toni pulled her mouth off the cock and looked at Jacob and Jean.
"You're not thinking about leaving, are you?"
Jean laughed as she put the tray of fruit slices, crackers, and cheese on the coffee table. "No ... in fact, Jacob has suggested we all spend the night here and let this party continue into tomorrow."
Jean and Jacob watched as the implication of the suggestion coursed through their sex-drugged minds. Then, Toni blurted out, "Alright, then ... would someone hand me one of those drinks, I don't want to move." She looked over her shoulder at Matt and giggled. "No ... I want to move ... just not off Matt." It was a delicate effort to sip her drink and slide up and down on a cock but she was determined. They all laughed. This is what she had felt was missing, Jean thought. Casual, carefree sex ... and lots of it.
The next morning Jacob and Toni came downstairs to the sounds of talk and smells of coffee and bacon coming from the kitchen. They arrived naked and found Jean and the sons also naked as Jean moved along the counter and stove cooking. Jacob greeted his sons and moved up behind Jean, kissing her neck and shoulder while slipping a hand in front to cup and fondle a breast. She giggle and leaned back for a proper kiss.
"How long has everyone been up?" He took a cup of coffee offered to him by Toni and patted her bare butt in thanks as she moved to the table. Caleb pushed his chair back and patted his thigh. She smiled and happily moved to sit in his lap, her legs spread outside his. She knew he wanted to feel her up and tease her and she knew sitting like that put her on display for the other men and she knew it excited her to do it.
Matt replied, "We just got down here but Jean was already busy with coffee made."
"Jean, you didn't have to do that for us. We're capable of getting our breakfast. Besides, you're the guest here."
Jean turned and leaned her hip against the counter and sipped her own coffee. "I wanted to. And, you big strong men need a good breakfast to stay strong."
Toni giggled and softly added, "... and big ... don't forget big."
"How much sleep did you get?"
Jean replied, "Not much, Jacob."
"What time was it you two woke me up last night?"
Terrell interrupted, "Wait, what? Both of them? Toni fell asleep with me and I woke up without her."
"Mom woke me up and coaxed me to double-team your dad."
"I don't know, Jacob. Late night, early morning ... it was very dark and quiet."
"Double-teamed?" Terrell was still interested.
Jacob chuckled, "Not complaining. I woke to two mouths on my cock. Before I was fully awake, though, one of them climbed onto my cock and the other over my mouth. Before I could cum, they switched and I had a tighter pussy on my cock and a dripping, gaping one on my mouth. Back and forth. I got a mouth full of cum juice at the end when we all came. I could feel fingers strumming the clit on my chin at the end."
Terrell, "Was that where they ended up sleeping, then."
Matt chimed in, "No ... I was woken at about 4:30 by a mouth on my cock." He pointed at Jean. She shrugged
Jean added, "What can I say, I was dreaming about you guys."
Jacob said, "Well, Toni apparently stayed with me because she was sucking my cock when I finally woke up just now."
Toni giggled which drew attention over to her where they found her rising up above Caleb's laps and sitting back down on his cock. She looked sheepishly at everyone watching her, "What ... is this rude at the breakfast table?"
Jean shook her head, "What a slut. Honestly, guys, I tried to raise her right." She was smiling as she said it.
Toni moaned as she rose and dropped in front of everyone, savoring the exhibitionistic attention. "You did ... mom. Mmmmmm. You ... raised me ... ooooooo, yessss ... as a right ... good slut."
Jacob added, "Just like her mother, I think."
Jean turned back to the stove with a big smile on her face.
The day wasn't nearly over. It was mid-afternoon before they finally left and a bit disappointed that they needed to. But, as the men said as they left with their coats secured around naked bodies (they didn't even bother looking for their undergarments), they would be seeing them again in the morning. It had been exactly what they had longed for with them, 24 hours of fucking and sucking. They were a bit sore, but only a bit.
As they drove home, they considered options for what to wear for the men in the morning ... and the rest of the week.
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CHAPTER 6: PROMOTIONS
"Ladies, how are you each doing this morning?"
It was 9:00 and Jacob had just arrived at the office. As he walked briskly past their desks, he asked them to come to his office. They sat in guest chairs opposite him across his desk as properly as possible in very short, tight skirts and blouses unbuttoned just below the nipples. As had become common for the office, they didn't have underwear on, though some days that was all they wore for the day.
"Good, sir," they both replied. Jean added, "You look and sound, sir, like someone who could use some assistance with something. What can we do for you?"
He chuckled, "You two are great. Always ready to pitch in. We all know what we were doing when you were hired, but I couldn't have found two more dedicated, devoted, hardworking employees. You probably had every reason to think you could slack off on the job side of this situation but you haven't, even doing unclaimed overtime. By the way, you need to claim the overtime when you have to work longer to finish things when we overload you. You deserve to be compensated for your time."
Toni glanced at her mom and said, "Oh, we're well compensated throughout the day, sir."
He laughed, "You know what I mean young lady. I am not about to have you begin feeling taken advantage of." He leaned back and fixed his gaze on each for a long moment and he seemed to relax a bit. "Damn ... you two ... do you know what one of the simple pleasures my sons and I enjoy each morning?" They shrugged. "Seeing what you two will be wearing for us. We look forward to it, we really do. And, this morning I rushed past and didn't notice. But ... nice, very nice. It is probably quite amazing we get any work done around here."
Jean smiled and blushed, "Why, thank you, sir. I think, though, that it is a testament to the dedication of the entire office. We can all have our pleasure and still remain focused on the work that keeps us employed and together."
"Well stated, Jean. And, it is that obvious dedication that I want to talk to you both about. I had a phone call at home last night which led to more calls this morning. We, our agency, have an opportunity." He checked each woman and plowed ahead. "Do you remember Harold Swanson?" They both shook their heads wondering if they should if the name was someone they have been communicating with at some time. "I'm not surprised. Remember the man I was with that fateful night?"
Jean and Toni turned quickly to each other with wide eyes. Jean offered, "Ugh ... not really ... uhmmmm ..."
Toni patted her mom's knee, "Sir ... we know there was an older white man there, but ... honestly, sir, you were the one that made the ... ahhh ... impression? ... impact? ..."
Jean stopped her, "No, sir, we don't remember him."
He chuckled, "I suppose that was all flattering. Anyway, he wants another meeting at his place this time. He and his senior management have been very impressed with our handling of the product line they awarded us in the region. He wants to discuss expanding our representation into more of their products. It's a big opportunity for us." He looked them both in the eyes, again. "Which leads me to why I wanted to talk to you." He paused. "Bluntly ... what happened last time worked so well, it might, again. We are very happy with the arrangement we currently have, right?" They both nodded. That was a 'duh' statement. They liked each of them and loved the sex. "What if we expanded it to included others ... clients and customers? No pressure, I'm not expecting you to, but ... you do like sex, right?"
Toni looked at her mom and they both shrugged and smiled. Jean uncrossed her legs and re-crossed them with a slight pause when her thighs were parted (such a slut, she thought to herself). "Okay, sir."
"Wait.. no ... don't you think you should discuss this, first?"
She smiled, "Jacob ... when you proposed your idea the first time, it took us a full minute to agree to the interview knowing full well we would be fucked in the process by you who we met only once and your sons who we still hadn't met. Knowing you now as we do we assume any situation will be by our agreement AND we will be safe and protected by one of you. Is that true, sir?"
He looked with some disbelief, a big smile growing over his face. "Yes, Jean, that is true. I still think you two need to talk about this. Then, we can talk more about it."
Toni asked, "When does Mr. Swanson want to have his meeting, sir?"
"Next week. Tuesday. Dinner Tuesday night. I would arrive Monday night, return Wednesday morning."
Jean winked at Toni and replied to Jacob, "No problem. We'll talk, sir."
Jacob was slightly stunned as he watched them rise to leave his office. His eyes flicked from one to the other as they uncrossed their legs to stand. The skirts were so short he was gazing at clean shaven cunts (the office, including the women, had started using the term more and more with the brazen attitude of the women). But what he was really stunned by was their easy acceptance of the idea and total trust in him. He shook his head and became very aware of the hard cock in his slacks demanding that he call one of them back to his office for some relief. He didn't, though. He didn't want to create any pressure, despite their familiarity.
Later, he noticed no sounds from the desks of Jean and Toni. He got up and went to his door. He looked around, then at the conference room where he saw them in animated discussion behind the closed door. Uh oh, he thought, but it was worth a try.
Just minutes after that, though, he heard a knock on his open door and, "Sir, is this a good time?"
He looked up, smiled wide, and shook his head. These two, he thought, how do they keep surprising them. Both women stood in the doorway naked except for their heels. They had removed blouse and skirt but without underwear or stockings that day, there they stood.
He chuckled, "What, I'm going to look up and see that and say, no?"
With big smiles of their own, they entered the office and took chairs in front of him, again. This time both pause a beat with legs raised as they crossed their legs. Choreographed. Damnit ... now they're even choreographing their moves. Once their shaved cunts were hidden by closed thighs, he raised his eyes to theirs.
"Do I take your appearance as your answer? You know, I saw you in animated discussion and thought it was going the other way."
Jean replied, "Sir ... really? You had our answer before we left. Our discussion was if we should provide you with a visual answer, also."
Toni added, "Sir, we also want to make clear we accept, but it is not because you and your sons are not making us very ...," she blushed, "... it's not because you aren't ..."
Jean came to her rescue, "She means to say that you and your sons are amazing lovers and we wouldn't be looking or imagining anything more."
"Thank you. I hope you know how strongly we feel about you, too. Which brings me to the rest." He opened a drawer of his desk and came out with two pieces of paper and slid one to each of them. They took it and looked at it, then smiled. "I discussed this with my sons, of course. They said they would support without question anything I wanted to do for you. This is your notice of promotion, new titles, and new salary. The last paragraph outlines briefly your new bonus program."
The women looked over the sheet, surprised but appreciative. The new title, 'CLIENT and CUSTOMER RELATIONS ASSOCIATES'. The new salary was almost a 75% increase. The bonus program was a percentage of new client contracts or project awards their 'efforts' influenced.
"Your main responsibilities remain the same." He smiled, "We're not giving up the sexiest secretaries living."
Both women actually blushed and it was quite evident sitting before him naked. Jean said, "Sir, you know we're for you."
He smiled, "I know and I appreciate that. I don't know how often there will be such an opportunity for influence but ... well, thank you."
Jean smiled and held his eyes for a moment, then, "No, sir, I mean we're here for you now."
This time, he blushed though it wasn't as obvious on his very dark skin. "Ohhhhh ..."
Both women rose and bent over the desk, their feet separated wide. He quickly rose, loosening his belt and slacks as he moved around the desk to the women ready for him. Though the door was still wide open, it wasn't an issue as they all were used to what happened in the office so there was no reason to pretend to hide the activity. If his sons heard or saw, it only meant the women would be called into other offices after he was done.
He didn't bother kicking his shoes off and removing his slacks, just let them drop to his ankles as he moved behind the closest ass which happened to be Toni. The entire discussion had him hard so he only had to place his cock between her thighs, move it along her slit, and immediately saw moisture coating the head (no surprise at that, these women seemed to be in a constant state of lubrication) and press into her hole. As his cock squeezed into her hole, he heard a loud sigh and gasp, then saw Jean looking over at her daughter smiling at the reaction. These women certainly loved their big cocks and had become near experts in using all their holes for them, even swallowing down the throat.
Toni groaned at the deep penetration of his cock. Even after all their fucking of the men the sensation of being stretched and filled to capacity was still there. Maybe her mom had been correct when she insisted they both use Ben-Wa balls at home to strengthen their cunt walls and keep that feeling for them and the men. If they worked, it was great but they also felt wonderful.
Jean watched Toni closely when she saw Jacob stop behind her. It wasn't often she had the opportunity to see her daughter during the initial penetration by one of these big cocks. Usually, even if they were in the same proximity, they were occupied by their own men and cocks. So this time with no cock to distract her, she watched only her daughter's reaction, intent on seeing her face and what it showed. She wasn't disappointed. She knew intimately, of course, the feeling of that penetration by a cock that filled and stretched her, but she was curious what it looked like on the face. Just seeing her daughter's facial reaction and hearing her gave Jean a shiver of intense arousal. Her turn was coming soon. They had also devised this plan. This was all about giving him his climax by going back and forth between them. They probably wouldn't. He would be pulling out of Toni at some point soon and thrusting into her own cunt. They would be teased by his fucking, essentially used to achieve his climax. No worry, though. There were three other men in the office always ready and willing.
Jacob surprised them. Jean felt him pulse inside her but he pulled out leaving her with the feeling of emptiness just as she was sure he was about to spew his cum into her. Instead, he slammed his big cock back into Toni. She heard her groan and his grunt as his cock probably bottom out inside and released his thick cum. The real surprise, though, was when he used his fingers at the base of his cock to clamp down on his climax, pulled out, and penetrated her before releasing the flow of cum, again. He had managed to cum inside both of them.
Jacob sagged onto Jean's back, his cock well embedded in her. Toni moved alongside them, turned into a hug of them both.
Jean gasped, "How did you manage that, sir? To cum in both of us?"
He chuckled, "After my wife died, I didn't believe there could be another woman like her so I didn't have much interest in dating. My sexual release mostly came from masturbating. Sitting with a laptop with porn and stroking, I didn't want to just spew so I figured out stopping the flow by squeezing on the base until I got to the bathroom." His arms around both women, he gave each a kiss; Toni on the mouth, Jean on the shoulder. "I can't believe I told you two that."
Toni returned the kiss and cupped her mom's breast. "Because you trust us the same way we trust you."
He sighed and eased his cock out of Jean. Both women turned and dropped to their knees to quickly clean his cock before tucking the monster into his underwear and slacks.
Jean was also right about the other men. Their awareness of the new proposal to the women had them curious of the reaction to the sounds of passion, or more accurately fucking, drew them into the common area in anticipation. After being fucked but not such to achieve orgasm, the women stepped from Jacob's office to the sight of the three sons expectantly waiting.
Matt asked, "A promotion celebration?"
Both women nodded excitedly as they stood just outside Jacob's office naked, nipples still hard, and the insides of their thighs glistening with juice and cum. Their faces reflected the excitement and arousal that came not only from the awareness of just being fucked but the awareness of their expanded role for the agency which was a large new step for them into being sluts in the truest sense. They had been comfortable being sluts for their bosses' pleasure but this new step was to be slutted out by their bosses' to others for the benefit of the agency. They wouldn't want to accept the 'whore' word so 'slut' would truly become their middle names. They had acknowledged that in their short discussion in the conference room. It wasn't that they could just live with that understanding, they were excited by it. They would have continued happily to being fucked by these four big black cocks and felt they were living a fantasy come true. This new thing, entrusting these same four to ... hmmmm ... pimp? ... to LOAN them out to others, to SHARE them with others ... it was like another way of giving more of themselves to these men. And, that was the excitement. Giving even more of themselves to them.
They smiled at each other, both women accepting and acknowledging to each other what they were stepping into, and nodding indicating their excitement and devotion to each other and the path they found themselves on. They dropped to their knees alongside their desks and looked up at the men. Caleb and Terrell stepped up Jean with open slacks and hardening cocks. Matt stepped up to Toni. Both women grabbed cock and began licking, sucking, and stroking. Both women fucked in the common area at their desks, Jacob leaning against his door jam watching with a smile on his face. He chuckled internally ... could there possibly be a better bonding exercise for a team?
* * * *
They were in a cab going directly from the airport to Harold Swanson's company complex. Jacob was sitting between Jean and Toni in the back seat, discretely stroking the thighs of both women. They were wearing business outfits appropriate for the meeting except possibly that the skirts were perhaps a bit too short but not too short. Both dresses came to several inches above the knee and had slid up getting into the cab. That left a good amount of stocking-clad leg to caress under each of his hands. The tops of the dresses were open allowing a hint of cleavage but only a hint. They were aiming at alluring, not slutty. Their wardrobe had shifted so significantly to enticing the men at the office their closets contained little they could choose from. More shopping ... oh darn.
"What's the plan, sir?" Toni's eyes followed his fingers lightly stroking her thigh as she asked the question. She was wishing they had the time to check in at the hotel before the meeting to relieve some of his persistent teasing of them. Her thong had been wet for most of the travel time here. Maybe her body would ease once they were at the company. In the office, nobody cared if their horniness showed. They could work through it. This was different. Business decorum was paramount.
"We'll be meeting them in their corporate offices. The meeting should be a couple hours. I have a dinner arranged in a separate, private room at the hotel where we shouldn't be interrupted unless requested after the meal is served. We'll have a self-serve bar in that room for drinks ahead of the meal. After dinner ... well ... that will likely depend on Harold Swanson. I have a large suite reserved for our room and we can use that for additional entertainment if it goes there. Knowing Swanson, it probably will. This is a man who has hired call girls for some of his senior management gatherings. These are the same people we'll be meeting with."
Jean sighed, feeling the effect of his teasing as his fingers delved under her skirt and grazed her wet thong as she dutifully open her legs for him. "Sir ... do you think ... mmmmm ... sorry ... do you think he will recognize us?"
"I would be surprised. He had quite a bit to drink before we encountered you that night. And, he was fighting the urge to jump you right there in the bar while we waited for Toni. The only thing on his mind was if we were really getting you into his room." He elicited a soft moan from Toni, too. "When I introduce you, the same last names, he will start wondering. Two blondes. Mother and daughter. What are the odds? Then we'll have him."
Jean said, "It all sounds so manipulative, sir."
He smiled and pulled his fingers from between their legs as the cab pulled into a large parking lot in front of an impressive building with manufacturing looking buildings behind it. "Yes, dear, that's what sex in business is ... manipulative."
Toni mused, "Using their base desires against them."
"Well put, my dear." He patted two exposed thighs, "Are we ready?"
Jean answer, "The presentation loaded on the laptop and support documents and data on the tablet."
"And your horny sluts," Toni added with a giggle.
* * * *
They were gathered in a large conference room on the top floor of the five-story office structure. The conference room was floor to ceiling windows overlooking acres of manufacturing and shipping space. It was impressive, especially to Jean and Toni who were so new to such things. The laptop was hooked into the projector system and everyone was seated except for Harold Swanson who was late. Seven men and two women of the senior management team were around the table with an empty chair at the end opposite where Jacob sat. Jean and Toni were sitting near Jacob against the inside wall of the room. They guess the age of the group ranged from about 40 to mid-'50s. The two women were probably mid-40's and both Jean and Toni wondered if they were involved in the activity Jacob mentioned. That would be unexpected.
When Harold Swanson blew in, he closed the door behind him and apologized profusely to Jacob, perhaps not noticing the two women along the wall. Some issue with a stockholder acting like a product manager. Swanson shook his head and his team responded with polite chuckles as if to say, 'Stockholders, can't live without them but ...'.
They settled in the meeting and presentation after a brief introduction to his team to hear how Collins Sales might be of benefit to them handling a wider range of their products. Then, he turned the meeting over to Jacob with him opening with a discussion of the office, small but quick to respond because they were small. He walked them through slides of other product lines they handled that would be in line with theirs. Having lines aligned to customers allowed for a smoother introduction of new and complementary opportunities.
Jean sat quietly but attentively at the side, listening to Jacob and questions but splitting attention between the people around the table and Jacob. They knew the contents of the slides by heart and didn't need to even glance at the flat screen to know what was being shown. She found herself feeling a deepening sense of respect and admiration for Jacob, his presentation, expression of comfortable knowledge, a bearing of authority and strength without giving the impression of ego or superiority. Then it changed, the atmosphere of the room changed. The youngest man challenged Jacob suddenly as Jacob talked about the position of dominance Collins Sales maintained in the region. The man did it boldly and with a tone that suggested he felt Jacob was lying. It seemed he was defensively taking a position in support of the existing agency.



I could see Jacob react with surprise and a moment of confusion. The outburst was inappropriate and even others at the table had similar reactions. Jean saw out of the corner of her eye that Toni was furiously working on the tablet but her attention was again taken by Harold Swanson asking for quiet. He was looking at Jacob as if to ask if the question had merit. At that very moment, Toni moved out of her seat and squatted next to Jacob. Jean heard her say, "Sir, take a look at this." He scanned the tablet and smiled. Toni resumed her seat.
"Harold, I think we've known each other long enough that you know I am not one to exaggerate and falsely boast." He looked from Swanson to the others around the table and smiled which had a noticeable effect on the man challenging him. "But I understand that the rest of your team may not know me as well. I would like you to see the data supporting the claim I made." He passed the tablet to the person on his left and leaned back. That person looked, nodded, smiled, and passed it down the line. Jacob casually turned and gave Toni a smile and a thumbs-up to Jean. He was telling Toni she did well and telling Jean she had a hell of a daughter. She did, too. She reached to the side and touched Toni's thigh. Toni was glowing.
Once everyone had seen the tablet and were satisfied, reluctantly by the one man, Swanson commented, "I've known Jacob Collins for many years and he has never let me down. I think now you all have seen a part of who this man is." Jacob thanked him with a nod. Then, Swanson said, "But Jacob ... I apparently didn't note earlier your associates." He looked directly at the two women along the side. "I am sorry for the oversight, ladies. You've all been introduced, I assume?"
Jean and Toni both stood at their chairs. Jean took over with a quick glance at Jacob indicating awareness of what might be about to happen. Jacob stifled a smile while anticipating it was indeed about to happen.
"Sir ... Mr. Swanson ... I'm Jean Evans ..."
Toni inserted, "And I am Toni Evans."
"We work for Collins Sales as Client and Customer Relations Associates. We work closely with all four of the sales managers making up the firm."
Swanson stared at them. "The same last name ..."
"Yes, sir. Toni is my daughter."
They could see the wheels turning in Swanson's head: good looking blonds; similar looks; mother and daughter. "Interesting ... it must be nice to ... work ... closely with your daughter."
Jean glanced at Toni and winked, "She does bring me pleasure, sir." Toni almost choked and Jacob fought to hold his own composure at the double entendre Jean just spouted.
Swanson smiled even broader and looked at Jacob. "After the meeting, I'd like to ask you something, Jacob." Jacob smiled back at him and nodded.
"What do you think they are talking about?" Jean and Toni had thanked the team, collected the laptop and tablet and were now watching Jacob and Swanson talking. Swanson kept looking in the direction of the women and smiling.
"Whatever it is," Jean said, "Mr. Swanson has figured out who we are. The look in his eyes is remembering details of that night."
After finally arriving in the hotel suite with their bags, Jean and Toni sank in chairs facing a window overlooking the city. Jacob brought them a glass of wine and stood in front of the window.
"Excellent meeting, ladies. I don't think it could have gone better. Even Swanson said it. I must say, Toni, coming up with that data so quickly defused that guy. By the way, he won't be joining the group tonight. Swanson saw through his ploy of trying to ruin our pitch for the other guys. If he is still working for the company tomorrow, it will be somewhere else."
Jean sipped her wine but was watching him over the rim of her glass as he sipped his bourbon. She finally asked, "What about tonight, sir? We saw how you and Swanson were talking after."
He chuckled, "Yeah, he figured it out like we thought he would. Which, incidentally, is also working in our favor. He gave me his ideas for tonight and I agreed. They're outrageous enough that we'll have his lines for sure."
Toni smiled and raised her glass in salute, "That's wonderful, sir! What did he have in mind that you've already agreed to?"
* * * *
Jacob made some modifications to the arrangement with the hotel for drinks and dinner. The women listened and shook their heads. They had listened to the plan and were now listening to Jacob getting the hotel to hustle to make the changes. At 6:30 PM, a self-serve bar before dinner with absolute privacy. At 8:00 PM, precisely, the door would be unlocked and a buffet of items would be brought in for self-serving by the attendees and, again, absolute privacy until they exited at 10:00 PM at which time they would adjourn to their suite. It took some doing, locked doors and all, but the promise of a good tip seemed to swing it.
Showers, makeup, hair, and careful dressing. They were in a private room separated from the restaurant at 6:00 PM. Jean and Toni both wore light coats as they familiarized themselves with the liquor available, Jacob promising to request that nothing but simple drinks would be requested. Toni hoped they only asked for beer or wine. She could handle that. She wasn't even old enough yet to drink in a bar.
At 6:20, the main group arrived en masse and the last straggler at 6:28. The hotel attendant set the lock on the door and closed it behind him. Once they were alone, one of the two women on the team took her drink from Toni and asked loud enough for all to hear, "Okay ... what's with the coats? Not a good look, ladies." The group laughed and set their focus on Jean and Toni.
They both looked to Jacob who was standing to the side with Swanson. Jacob gave them the nod. Jean stepped from behind the bar to join Toni front and center. Both women loosened the ties of the coats and open them. Gasps sprang from the group in unison. When they slipped the coats off their shoulders and down their arms to be discarded, they heard: "My God ..."; "Fuck me."; "That looks like it might be entirely possible."
Jean and Toni stood in the same outfits they had worn to the BBQ at Jacob's house: white lace shelf bra, white lace, sheer thong, sheer white lace top stockings, and white high heels. This time, they also wore pearl earrings and a string of pearls hanging between their breasts.
Toni approached the same woman and asked, "Is this better, ma'am?"
"Oh, dear ... very sexy." She leaned in close to Toni and softly asked, "Do you eat pussy, dear?"
Toni giggled, "Yes, ma'am ... well ... to be truthful there's only one so far." She glanced to the side at Jean."
"Ohhh ... your mom?!? NO ..." She raised a hand and fingered one of the exposed nipples. "Everything about you is sexy."
Toni smiled and returned to Jean still fixing some drinks. "This should be interesting ... that woman just hit on me."
Jean and Toni made the rounds delivering drinks, getting felt up, and generally groped. Eventually, they were both signaled to join Jacob and Swanson. Jean asked, "Sirs, do you desire another drink?"
Swanson reached out and took one nipple of each woman and pulled. "That isn't even close to what I desire. Since it came to me just who you two were, I've been walking around with a raging hard-on."
Jacob got their attention back, if not the fingers off their nipples. "It is almost time for dinner. You know what you have to do." He slipped his hand down between Jean's thighs and slid a meaty finger over her thong covered cunt lips. He smiled, "It feels like you're ready."
Jean sighed as the fingers softly stroked her, "Sir ... we've been ready for hours."
He walked them back to the bar so he could give a final instruction. "There are seven men and two women. Leave Swanson for last with the two of you. Are the women going to be a problem?" They shook their heads with smiles. "Good. I didn't think so given the times we've seen you two going at each other."
Toni was blushing from the recognition of their mother/daughter love-making. "But, sir, there are eight men."
He smiled, "Not me. Not with them. I am going to be watching over the two of you."
They shared a glance, smiled, and hugged him together. "See why we trust you, sir? We'll make it up to you later, promise."
He patted their butt cheeks exposed by the thongs. "Scoot ... time to open the door."
They giggled, clasped hands, and scurried to the long table set for dinner with two too many place settings. The table was, as with many hotel functions, was covered with draping table cloth to hide the fact that the tables were well used and beat up. They dropped to their knees and crawled underneath the table. They could hear murmurs and comments from the other people who noticed just as the door opened and carts of food were brought in for the buffet. It took several minutes for the hotel servers to get the buffet set up before the door could again be locked.
Swanson, then, addressed the group. "Team ...," and he must have raised his glass in the air, "thanks to Collins Sales." There was the clinking of glasses and cheers. "You know how deviant my ideas can go. It has taken a while to narrow down a team of accomplished members who can willingly share in the same activities on occasion." There was comfortable laughter. "Tonight, though, is special. We have had to rely on the particular talents of call girls in the past. I have nothing against a good call girl, mind you, because they certainly provided the unique rewards our group events were intended for. BUT ... tonight, thanks to Jacob and the two ladies under the table ...," laughter, "... we won't be with a paid whore, but businesswomen like us who enjoy sex." More cheers. "In case you were wondering why they are under the table, it is not just because we didn't want the hotel staff to see them. After you get your food and pick a place at the table, strip from the waist down and take your seat." It was quiet for a moment, then more excited murmurs. "Enjoy this unique dinner. After dinner, we've been invited up to their suite for ... Jacob assures me ... for more vigorous activities."
There was a scurry of activity as people lined up, got plates of food, and refilled wine glasses. Jean and Toni were crouched on their knees sitting back on their heels. Then, they saw feet coming to chairs around them, shoes being pried off, and clothes dropping to the floor including two skirts. As people took seats, they were confronted with an array of bare legs, most with cocks in various degrees of arousal and two pussies that were neatly trimmed. They shared a kiss under the table and started with two men on each side of Jacob. They would work their way down the line and meet at Swanson. As it turned out, the two women sat side by side. Toni shrugged and accepted that side.
The two men on either side of Jacob flinch and gasped as their legs were pressed apart and their cocks taken in hand and mouth. Someone commented, guess we know where they are starting. It drew chuckles. The situation must have been particularly stimulating. Both Jean and Toni worked diligently licking and sucking on the first cocks using techniques they had honed from the practice they had with Jacob and his sons every workday and more. It was made simpler that the cocks were smaller and fit in their mouths and easily pressed their lips to the base of their cocks. The moans from above the table indicated the effect they were having but both women couldn't help but think about the difference for them. To press their lips to the base of any of the black cocks they were used to required them to take cock deep into their throat. Not that it was a problem for them, any longer, but it did take concentration and effort. These cocks ... not so much.
Jean took the cum of the first man into her mouth, swallowed what she had, and was reminded (AGAIN) by the difference. Not that she would ever indicate anything to these men, but ... that was like sipping down some cum when she had to gulp the cum to keep up from her men. She smiled as he shifted to the side and grasped the next cock. The thought, her men, caused a flush through her body.
Toni had sucked out the cum of two men when she reached the first of the women. She pressed the woman's legs apart and pulled her legs to get her pussy closer to the edge of the chair. The woman gasped at the manipulation and groaned loudly as Toni abruptly and forcefully thrust her tongue between the already glistening lips. Toni wasn't tentative. She didn't approach it with a lick or kiss but boldly and commandingly as if it belonged to her. The woman leaned back and scooted her ass further on the chair to open herself more to the mouth at her pussy. People around the table were watching her and gasped when a hand came from under the table to grasp and squeeze one breast through the woman's clothes. She dropped her fork which loudly clattered, it bouncing off the plate and onto the table cloth as her one hand covered the hand aggressively groping her breast and moved her other hand onto the head between her legs. While the men seemed to have tried to maintain some composure, this woman didn't seem able to. When she came, both her hands clamped onto her mouth to stifle her cries. She was slouched low and gasping as Toni shifted to the next woman whose breathing immediately quickened and muttered, "Oh God ..."
Jean heard the commotion behind her and smiled as she took another cock into her mouth after three loads of cum sucked out. When she heard Swanson say, "Really, Nancy? Did you enjoy that?" She smiled wider.
The woman behind her responded through gasps, "Fuck ... sorry ... the whores never made me feel that." Jean giggled with her mouth full of cock. She thought, I knew that little slut felt good but that's a new perspective.
After six loads of cum and two orgasmic pussies, Jean and Toni met at the last cock ... Mr. Swanson. He sighed as the tongues of both women touched his hard, straining cock. "Oh ... yesssss ... I've been waiting for my turn." He gasped as one mouth took in one of his balls as another mouth swallowed his cock, sliding down the entire length immediately until he felt the lips in his pubic hair. One mouth fucked his cock as the other sucked and swirled a tongue around his ball, switching to the other ball. "Ohhhh ... fuck ... yeah, sorry ... Nancy ... now I understand ..."
Jacob sat back sipping a bourbon. He looked at each of the people at the table as they watched their boss receiving the same pleasure they had enjoyed. Each had orgasmed to the attention of Jean or Toni, now the two were focused on Swanson. He felt a pang of ... what? ... guilt at using the women this way? ... hmmm ... maybe a little but they were willing and eager about supporting him. He understood these two weren't submissives but he also understood he needed to be careful with them. Despite their participation being free-will, he wondered if there was anything they wouldn't do for him or his sons if asked. No ... what he felt more was jealousy. He knew these two ... very well, he knew them. He knew how their mouth and tongues felt on his cock; how their cunts and assholes felt tightly wrapped around his cock. He was almost jealous of sharing them. These two might be sluts in their way of thinking, but they were his sluts, his sons' sluts. This was an interesting feeling to get his head around.
Jean and Toni were almost making sucking Swanson's cock a competition. They understood without really thinking about it that all of this ended with how Swanson's reaction was at the end of the night. Pleasing and satisfying the others helped but Swanson was the determining factor. So, without plan or discussion, they combined their fingers, lips, tongues, and mouth on his cock, the last in the chain. And, it wasn't easy for them to combine their efforts. With the Collins men, they had 10, 11, 12 inches of cock to use. Here ... well, they kept bumping heads and getting in each other's way. It might have been humorous but nobody else could see it. They ended up trading time between sucking cock and mouthing balls.
Jean was sucking when she felt the cock swell and pulse. Toni felt the pulse, too. She scrambled to get her mouth near her mom's just as it spewed cum. They missed more than they captured. Some cum landed on his abdomen and more on their faces. They licked up the cum from his body, then sat back and looked down the lines of naked soft, fleshy legs, nothing like the hard, dark bodies of their men. Their men. The thought was individual and not shared. It was, however, a thought they both had at the moment.
"Ladies?" It was Swanson's voice. They crawled out from under the table and stood on either side of him. Their mouths and cheeks glistened with the mixture of cum, pussy juice, and saliva. Their breasts were even more exposed from their shelf bras shifting during their efforts, and their sheer thongs were plastered to their cunts and pulled into the lips like extreme camel-toes. Jacob was pointing to their chins and they blushed as they scraped cum from there up into their mouths.
Swanson nodded to Jacob and Jacob stood. "We have about 15 minutes before the door is opened. Time enough to get yourselves presentable. If anyone found this meal enjoyable and would like to partake in a more thorough sampling of these ladies, we'll be moving to the suite shortly."
Swanson's hands were now on the inside of their thighs and his fingers caressing over the material wedged inside their cunt lips. Jean lean over him and kissed his cheek, "We hope you will be joining us upstairs, sir."
He stood, pinching the nipples of both women. 'Are you kidding? That was the best blowjob I've ever had. I want to sample the rest of you, too." Behind Swanson's back, Toni raised her hand and thumb to Jacob. Jacob smiled and mouthed a thank you.
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CHAPTER 7: THE SWANSON AFTER PARTY
After servicing the Swanson team from under the table while they ate, Jean and Toni stood flushed with unsatisfied arousal. Between the two of them, they had taken seven loads of cum and the orgasmic juices of two pussies. They had received applause that added to the awkwardness for them. Jacob came with their coats just before the door of the room was opened to cover their bodies. Their mouths and cheeks glistened with the mixture of cum, pussy juice, and saliva. Their breasts were even more exposed as their shelf bras had shifted during their efforts, and their sheer thongs were plastered to their cunts and pulled into the lips like extreme camel-toes. Jacob had pointed to their chins and blushing they had scraped cum from there up into their mouths.
Mr. Swanson joined Jacob, Jean, and Toni in one elevator while the eight others in the Swanson team took another. During the ride up to the 18th floor where the suite was located, Swanson told Jacob about a fantasy he'd seen on porn sites: seeing a woman walk a hotel hallway in underwear. Jacob looked inquiringly at Jean and Toni through the mirrored door of the elevator. The two women checked each other in the same way, and both shrugged. Walking the hallway in shelf bra, thong, stockings, and heels were the least of what they were doing that night. They both shrugged off their light coats and handed them to Jacob.
As they waited for the elevator to ding at their floor and the doors to open, perhaps encountering an unsuspecting middle-aged couple innocently waiting to go down to the bar, Jean gazed through the mirror reflection at Jacob and Swanson as Swanson ogled the two women, their nipples on full display and their wet thongs pulled into cunt lips. Jean wasn't checking out Mr. Swanson, though. Her eyes were on Jacob Collins, her boss at Collins Sales, father of the three other sales who were also co-owners of the agency. Jacob, like his sons, was a good looking, handsome, strongly built black man. Also like his sons, he had a hugely big cock. Even though she and her daughter had just sucked cock and eaten pussy while the people ate dinner and they were now headed for the suite where they would be fucked by all these people, she was imagining ahead, beyond these others, to when she, with her daughter, could enjoy his cock. She glanced at Toni and found her winking when their eyes met. Did she know what she had been thinking? After the cocks they had seen under the table, she was probably thinking the same thing.
Once in the suite, Jacob got drinks for the people while Jean and Toni excused themselves. They stood at the double sink bathroom mirror, their thongs off and discard on the counter as they touched up lipstick, makeup, and hair. Toni stopped and gazed into the mirror, looking mostly at their cunts they had just cleaned and dried.
"Mom?"
"Hmmmm?" Jean stopped with the lipstick and looked into the mirror at her daughter. "Are you okay?"
Toni giggled, "Oh, yeah ... at least I will be soon ... I hope. I really need to be fucked." Jean laughed. Yeah, her too. Toni continued, "I'm curious about something. When I was under the table eating those women, my mind was thinking 'pussy'." Jean looked quizzically back to her. "I mean ... what do we call ours?"
Jean chuckled, "Okay, yeah ... cunt."
"Yeah, the guys and we have been using cunt, lately. Why do you suppose I was thinking pussy?"
Jean turned fully to her daughter and took her in her arms. She kissed her passionately and stroked down her back to her bare ass. "I think ... we, and the guys, have become comfortable that we really have turned into sluts. Their sluts, maybe ... no, after this, just sluts."
Toni softly laughed. "So, despite what's happening, I didn't see them like us."
"My slutty daughter, they're not at our level." They kissed again. "Let's go get fucked. I want to eat one of them this time." Toni laughed and thought, yeah, before we were like them, now ... yeah, we're different now. They put on fresh matching thongs and strode out into the living room section of the suite.
They stood in the doorway from the bedroom to the living section of the suite. A moment later, as their re-appearance became recognized, a hush fell over the group. The tension in the air was thick and grew thicker with the appearance of these two women dressed in provocative underwear. Jacob cut through that tension as he held two bourbons in his hands and walked through the group to his secretaries.
"You deserve these," he said as he handed them the drinks.
Toni thanked him and took a gulp, then coughed as the amber liquid burned her throat. Jean shook her head, "Sip it, Toni. I don't want you drunk." Toni blushed.
Jacob said, "Are you two okay?" They nodded and smiled. "Are you ready for more?"
Jean leaned forward and kissed his cheek, "Jacob, okay isn't the word. After downstairs, we need to be fucked."
He chuckled, half turned, and patted her exposed ass as he scanned the milling group. He softly said, "And why aren't I surprised?"
The three of them walked into the group of people. Seven men and two women, all of them with the same expectation of what was to happen. Jacob led Jean to the back of the group where Harold Swanson stood slightly apart from those who worked for him. Toni diverted into the throng that quickly closed around her. As Toni sipped her drink and tried to make small talk in the process it wasn't lost on her how strange the situation was. She was nearly naked, her breast and nipples on display in the shelf bra and her cunt barely hidden under the sheer thong. The comment her mom had made to Jacob wasn't bravado, she really needed to be fucked. Her nipples were like pebbles on her B-cup breasts and she could feel her cunt lubricating which probably meant the thin material of her thong was again becoming more transparent as it became wet. Damn, she needed to be fucked. But this was about these people and their pleasure. She'd get her pleasure, though, there was just a game of enticement to precede it, not unlike what happened to the guys at the office.
Jean smiled seductively with her full attention on Harold Swanson. He was the one person who truly mattered in what they were doing to create influence. Jean and Toni had accepted, willingly and excitedly, the new role of providing this kind of influence over receptive decision-makers for the benefit of their business. Jacob suggested she devote much of her effort to this man. Not that Toni would be abandoned to the other eight entirely, but for the initial moments, she would make sure Swanson felt special and apart from the others. She lightly, discretely touched the back of Jacob's clothed, muscled thigh as she flattered and teased the other executive. Her plan was to seduce this man into the bedroom before the others overwhelmed the room with Toni but her real motivation was the man she lightly touched, her boss and office lover. Words flowed lightly from her mouth as her mind was stimulated by thoughts of the large black cocks she had become enamored with since being hired. She would fuck this other man, and the others, but it was because doing so helped Jacob and the agency. Of course, those thoughts tightened her nipples more and increased the flow of lubrication in her cunt and all of those signs were misinterpreted by Harold Swanson as her excitement to be with him. But that was fine for the ultimate good of her mission.
Jacob stepped back discretely when the man put his drink down and used both hands on Jean's mostly exposed body. His fingers squeezed and rolled the exposed nipples in shelf bra and a hand slid over her bare ass cheeks exposed by the thong. She put her own drink down to encourage him to the bedroom. He glanced past Jean to the others crowded around Toni and smiled at how well this working for him to get this more mature woman to himself. Yes, Jean thought, let him think that.
Jean closed the bedroom door behind them and kissed him passionately as her fingers began to open his tie and shirt, then working at the belt and slacks. The room had been prepared by Toni and her before they rejoined the group earlier. The bed was turned down and the light was subdued with the floor-to-ceiling window curtains open to the lights of the city below. She went to her knees and captured his hardening cock in her mouth as her hands busily assisted him with shoes, slacks, and underwear. With him standing at the bed completely naked, she sucked, licked, and fucked his cock in her mouth for many moments until his groans and moans and gasps were a steady flow. Then, she stood and gently pressed his chest to move him back until the back of his knees bumped the bed. He stumbled back onto the bed, finding that arousing for the woman to desire him so much to take over. He crawled back to the center of the bed, his eyes fixed the older of the two but still younger and attractive blonde woman. As with the previous time, he found this particularly exciting to be with a 'real' woman who wanted it, not a pro who was being paid to perform. He would have been happy to be with a pro but this ... this was better.
Jean stood before him. He was looking over her body. She wanted that; she wanted him to see what he was about to have for himself. She watched his eyes settle between her legs and she allowed a hand to slide there, over her thong that was wet, and as she pressed against her cunt lips, the thin material clung to them more. His eyes rose to meet hers. Her expression was lust, desire, imagining the fucking of her life and his eyes read that and smiled with perceived power. Her lust, desire, and imagining were beyond this moment, however, past the time with this group even to the time when she and Toni would be alone with Jacob and his cock and to the office the next day when they would be rejoined with his sons, too.
Jean reached behind her back and unclasped her bra, allowing the straps to slid down her arms to fully reveal her breasts. She then turned and bent with straight legs to remove the thong, a move she and Toni had delighted in practicing before a mirror and each other at home to entice the men of the office. She then crawled onto the bed and sucked his cock into her mouth again before letting it drop from her mouth with a wet slap on his abdomen as she crawled over and up his body to sit over his hips. She bent down to kiss his lips as she took hold of his average-sized 5 -- 6 inch erect cock and sat down on it. She 'oooooo'ed' and sighed and he smiled. She almost felt guilty for the act, but she was practiced ... she had done this with her ex-husband, too.
In the main room, Toni saw her mom take Mr. Swanson into the bedroom. She surveyed the room quickly until she found Jacob. Toni had multiple hands on her body and she was stroking the fronts of a couple men's slacks in return. She found Jacob leaning back on the mobile bar watching her intently. She smiled at him. She was okay and meant it. As she locked her eyes with his, she reached behind her back and removed her shelf bra, then pushed the thong partially down her hips. As she expected, one of the others removed it the rest of the way for her. She nodded to Jacob and turned her attention back to the Swanson group she was left with. She knew her mom would be out at some point when she had satisfied Swanson and she wasn't thinking that would take her mom too long though she might prolong it for effect. Daily, she and her mom had four big black cocks to enjoy and to be used by at the office or even after work at times. This though was a different experience ... new ... the closest thing a gangbang and for the moment it was hers.
She settled down to her knees. Someone had moved the coffee table to the wall to make more room and six men formed a circle around her. She loosened and open one man's slacks without looking up at him. She immediately took his cock into her mouth as she fumbled with another man's belt and slacks but soon there was a flurry of slacks and underwear dropping to the floor and men hopping around to remove shoes and dropped slacks. She started making the circle of cocks. As she sucked one, she pumped the two on either side and those not being touched by her were being fisted by the men themselves. She went the circle a couple of times and found all six cocks hard and the largest may be at seven inches. She looked for Jacob, again, as she turned in that direction and she flushed, her cunt flooding with lubrication at the mere thought of his cock compared with these. This was a good reminder. She and her mom were truly fortunate women.
Jacob couldn't watch over Jean in the closed bedroom but he was watching over the young Toni. What he felt in the moment surprised him. While he felt a pang of something watching Jean take the other executive into the bedroom, seeing the daughter surrounded by these aroused and increasingly demanding men brought an emotion, too. He had no problem using this young woman for his pleasure or knowing his sons were doing the same. It was confusing; he was the one who suggested they could assist the agency by sexually plying receptive clients and customers. Was he questioning that now or was he merely showing the promise of care and protection? The thought was interrupted by the approach of the two women in the group.
He gave them a big smile, "What can I get you, ladies?" After giving them the wine they requested and seeing them eyeing the group moving to the long sofa at the far wall, he asked, "Do you mind me asking a curious question?" They turned back to him. He could feel their eyes appraising him but that wasn't going to happen. The plan they worked out was clear: the women would be used but he would remain outside it all to maintain control and to assert the business connection. "This isn't new for you guys, what does that mean for you two in the group?"
They understood the question and smiled. "You're wondering if we've been sexualized in the group and in the process marginalized." It was a gamble but he hoped that if it was true his expressed support for the night might bring him some favor. "No ... Harold is smarter than that even if some of them aren't. Harold might have selected us because we wouldn't object to this, and actually enjoy it, but we are critical to his business, too. No ... our participation is separate and Harold ensures that. Harold might be a sexualist, a hedonist ... whatever ... but he is all about business and his senior people. This truly is to bind us together in shared confidentiality and vulnerability." Their eyes appraised him more. "There are usually a couple women and sometimes there will be a man for us. We really enjoy women, too. Helps to be bi-sexual in this situation, I guess. Anyway, when we saw you ... we were kind of hopeful. Neither of us had ever been with a black man before." The other leaned in and softly asked, "So, since we don't get to ... is it true what they say about black men?"
He chuckled, "I prefer not to be compared to others. But ... I guess you could ask them ..." He winked.
When the group moved to the extra-large sofa against the fall wall, the frenzy surrounding Toni changed. Her self-musing that this was like a mini-gangbang took on more of that flavor when one of the guys of the group sat down on the couch and pulled her to him. She was turned around so her back was to him and facing the rest of the group. She parted her legs and inched backward, reached back between her legs, held his hard cock up, and lowered her body down. When she felt the head at her opening, she sank down fast drawing gasps and groans from the man and a wide smile of satisfaction from Toni. Finally, after all that time sucking cock and eating pussy and exhibitionism she had a cock in her cunt. She raised and lowered on the cock. The first few times she pulled too far up and lost the cock. She giggled at that and replaced the cock. The guy under her told her to slow down. He probably was thinking her problem was over-excitement of the situation, unlike what happens with a pro. No ... she knew what the issue was and it made her giggle. This cock was only half of what the Collins men gave her daily and she had become so used to those cocks and the motion she used on them. She giggled, again, something the group found confusing.
Toni settled in, though. She rose and fell on the cock, adjusted to keep it inside her clenching cunt, and reached out to the others gathered in front. That drew the other five men to her. Several knelt on the sofa, others stood around her in front. She leaned to the cocks, again working her mouth from cock to cock while their hands and fingers covered her breasts, nipples, and clit. She simply kept her mouth open and moved it around so the guys could thrust their cocks in.
The guy underneath her came, thrusting his hips violently up against her as she dropped. Then, he was squirming to get out from under her, which she was also not used to. She was used to enjoying moments of a cock and cum filled cunt as the cock eased in releasing the final drops of cum. This guy wanted out after getting his release. She rose off the cock, letting it slide out and plop to his abdomen. She was moved to kneeling along the sofa, another guy taking position behind her and thrusting his cock into her cunt. Another appeared in front of her on his knees, his cock near her face. She opened her mouth and it slid inside. The one in her mouth was content with just being sucked. He repositioned himself and began fucking into her mouth, his hand holding her head to accomplish it. For Toni, she just relaxed after stabilizing her position on her knees and hands. The cock in her mouth was nothing like at the office and she had no concern with being suffocated by a cock in her throat when she wasn't in control for breathing. She was soon pummeled back and forth by cock. At the same time, someone else was fondling and pulling at her breasts and nipples.
This time she came. Her orgasm was muffled by the cock in her mouth which released its own climax moments later filling her mouth and shooting down her throat when he plunged his spewing cock deep. She sucked on the cock as it was pulled from her mouth and expected another cock immediately to take its place but none appeared. The one still in her cunt made three, where were the others? She looked around and found her mom kneeling on the coffee table with someone fucking into her from behind while another man was in front of her. The last man was standing idle between the groupings, turned to find Toni's mouth available, and moved to her, his hand stroking his cock. She opened her mouth for him and he gently slid it in. She looked up at him. He was the more senior of the men and his eyes on her showed something ... concern, maybe ... or ... she wondered if he had a daughter ... strange thought to have ...
When the man in her cunt climaxed to add a second load of cum, Toni pulled her mouth off the older man. "What can I do for you, sir?" He seemed lost by it all, awkward and self-conscious. "Are you okay, sir?"
He leaned down to her as if to kiss her and whispered, "This is all new to me ... my first such gathering. I'm not as young as some of these guys."
Toni stood and turned him to sit him on the sofa. She then knelt over his legs. "Okay ... this will divert your attention." She inserted his cock and sank down on it. He was probably the smallest of the group but he was gentler and considerate. She kissed his mouth. "We'll kiss so you can ignore the others." He groaned as he willingly accepted her mouth and tongue and lips and her messy cunt clenching as she moved on him.
When the man came, Toni pulled off and sank onto the sofa next to him. She was surprised to find the group standing with drinks as they watched their finish. Swanson presented a glass of amber fluid to the man. "Well done, Jamison. She looks well fucked."



Toni felt the tension in the man and turned to him, cuddling into his side. "Ooohhh, yessss ... very well done, indeed." She gave him another kiss on the mouth, covering his face from the others. He whispered a thank you and she understood.
When she turned back to the group, she found her mom with the two women on either side of her. Jean had her hand out toward her. She smiled as she got up from the sofa. The group parted as she bee-lined to the small group of women. As she joined them, she heard lewd comments directed their way with laughing. One of the women threw out a reply as they turned for the bedroom. "Grow up, gentlemen ... you've had your fun."
Inside the bedroom with the door closed, Jean and Toni quickly assisted the two women in removing their clothes. Jackets, blouses, skirts, bras, and panties piled on chairs in a flurry of hands mutually touching and groping. Then, the four women piled onto the king-sized bed, the two executive women with their heads on the pillows sprawled out before the two sluts from Collins Sales. The two executives leered at the two women who had just before serviced the men of their group and were now crawling toward their wide-spread legs. It was their turn and they were away from the prying eyes of the others. The two women turned to each other and wiggled their bodies closer to slightly turn into kisses as they felt the first contact of tongue and lips on their pussies. They shared a mutual groan into each other's mouths as their passion and lust flowed through their kiss, a hand finding its way to the other's breast.
Jean strained her eyes up taking in the sight of the women and smiled as she began earnestly probing the aroused pussy at her mouth. These two women may express themselves as bi-sexual, and they probably were if they also enjoyed the occasionally provided cock, but there appeared more to them as she spied on the intensity of the touching and kissing occurring as they were being eaten. Jean enjoyed the change. She had never thought of herself as bi but she couldn't deny the pleasure she and Toni found in each other's arms, their touch, and the feeling of mouths and tongues on each other's bodies, especially their cunts and clits. When she had thought about it, she considered that it might be more that she enjoyed and loved her daughter and that was the emotional reaction coming out. This was showing her something more. She found she enjoyed eating pussy and hearing the sounds of it being enjoyed and effective.
Toni and Jean provided a modicum of assistance to the women in dressing after, what they expressed as, satisfying climaxes. Once the women were properly dressed, they all walked out of the bedroom, all of them with smiles that drew the attention of the men. Jacob was standing with Swanson at the wall of windows when their entry into the living section of the suite drew everyone's attention. Jacob looked very pleased, as did Mr. Swanson. Seeing everyone was ready, the two men shook hands and strode to the door to the hallway where Swanson patted Jacob on the back at the open door. Jean and Toni followed behind as far as the open door, thanking the group and receiving thanks themselves as they stood naked in the doorway with Jacob.
"Ladies, that couldn't have gone any better." Jacob had his arms around the two women as he led them back to the bar where he poured three double bourbons. Jacob saw the look of concern on Jean's face as he extended the drink to Toni. "Sip it, dear. This is the real stuff. The law may not say you're of age, but you're a woman in every way."
Toni smiled at him and took a sip, feeling the amber liquor slide down her throat. "Thank you, sir." She glanced at the open window to the side and caught the reflection of her mom and her in the glass against the darkness of the outside world. The two of them standing naked but for stockings in a hotel suite with this dark, handsome man just having serviced a group of strangers, both men and women. Any feeling of promiscuity before all this started was nothing compared to where she was in life now. What she felt in that moment of sight and insight in the reflection of the window was fulfillment and rewarding. She admired her mom for her strength and guidance in this very crazy life they forged for themselves. And, she felt pride in herself in the maturity that shown from her with the confidence of someone who had earned the respect of those in her life, specifically her mom and the four men she worked so closely ... soooooo very closely ... with. "Mr. Swanson was pleased, then?"
He held his own glass up to the women with a huge smile. "Very pleased." His eyes drifted over the bodies of his two employees, women who were so much more than employees and definitely so much more than mere women he was able to use physically, and added, "He needs to go through the formalities of discussion with his team tomorrow, but he gave every signal possible that we were successful in our effort to secure more of their lines." He saw the genuine smiles of satisfaction grow on their faces and not for the first time or the hundredth wondered how all of this came to pass. These two were genuinely pleased, more than pleased, to do whatever he thought would be beneficial for the success of the agency. "I don't really know what to say ... I don't know how I could thank you properly."
The two women exchanged a telling look and Toni pressed her breast into his arm. "I have a thought, sir."
Jean pressed in on the other side. "Even while we were entertaining the others today and tonight, I think both of us were really thinking about you, waiting for the chance to be with you." Both of them were wanting to feel his big cock inside them, again.
Toni's hand stroked his chest over his shirt and loosened tie, "Let's go to bed and you can thank us properly." It was already late and both of them wanted him? This night was going to be long. He wasn't complaining, though.
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CHAPTER 8: DARK KNIGHTS
Once arriving back in town and pulling their carry-on bags through the airport, Jacob suggested, instructed really, Jean and Toni take the afternoon off. They arrived shortly after noon so there was an entire afternoon left.
"Take the afternoon off. Spend more of my money at ForePlay or in bed with each other... you deserve it." He looked down at Toni as they exited the airport building and waited for the chance to cross to the parking structure and their cars. "And, no, last night was not sufficient 'thank you', though I certainly enjoyed it." Toni blushed at the verbal comment in a crowd of people, though the comment had no obvious suggestion to it. Her mind, however, flooded her with memories of her and her mom ravaging him several times so they both were rewarded with his climaxing big cock in their cunts.
So, when they entered the office door the next morning, they had new, matching outfits for the men to enjoy as much as they enjoyed wearing them. Upon entering the front door, they spied the four men assembled in the glass-enclosed conference room at the back of the office beyond Toni and Jean's desks in the commons area between the four offices for the men. They hung their light coats on the coat rack at the door to reveal their outfits, definitely not appropriate to be seen entering a professional office. As was their custom, their outfits were matching: sleeveless button-up blouse of quite sheer white material unbuttoned and tied together just below their breasts; micro-pleated dark blue skirts they had to wear very low on the hips for any cover of their asses; white sheer thigh high stockings that the skirts didn't come close to covering the tops of; and white, strap 4 inch high heels. After Jean leaned past her chair to turn her computer on, she bent over to place her purse in the bottom drawer of her desk. Toni duplicated the motion but Jean blocked the view of her. Jean kept her knees unbent as she did it and the men in the conference room all turned to see... she was without panties or thong to go along with the absence of a bra which had now become pretty much normal.
It was a tease and the two women giggled as they moved to settle in at their desks. They assumed the men were in discussion about something since many meetings were without them. The only meeting they assumed their attendance was required for was the Monday morning status update meeting. So, when Caleb called out to them from the conference room door, they stood expectantly and responded with a playful "Yes, sir." It could be serious business or... it could be serious fun.
A chair was empty on either side of Jacob and he pulled both away from the table for them. When they sat, it was obvious they were sitting bare ass on the seats. The women looked around the table at the three sons before putting their attention on Jacob.
He said, "While we were waiting for you to arrive, I was telling them that I heard from Harold Swanson."
Jean asked, "Good news, sir?"
"Good news, indeed, Jean," he answered. "As we all know, we went into the meeting with a presentation and pitch focused on three additional lines from them but leaving it open for a hint for more but not having high hopes for more. Harold wanted to give me advance notice, there is paperwork and current representation termination to take care of, that his management heartily agreed to the three additional lines. As a surprise to him, though, was the addition of another. It came from Ann Jamison who offered up the line she has management responsibility for." He focused on Jean. "You remember Ann, Jean... she'll remember you for some time, apparently. She informed Harold she feels she may need to come and visit us to acquaint you with the specifics of the reporting software."
Jean blushed and received good-natured teasing. She smiled at the teasing and fiddled with the loose blouse. "I look forward to working with her and satisfying her completely, sir."
"I have no doubt, dear, no doubt." He stood and pulled on the chairs of the two women and they also stood. He looked at his sons, "I had to insist they take the afternoon off yesterday because they seemed very intent on returning to the office for some reason. I suggested they go shopping or to bed."
Terrell said, "By the looks of it, more money well spent, dad." At which Toni turned, put her ass out toward them, and raised her micro-skirt in a flash.
Matt asked in apparent seriousness, though his mouth betrayed a smile he wasn't controlling well, "What could possibly be of so much interest in coming back to the office after a tiring trip?"
Both women turned sharply, a hand on a hip jutted out to the side and a look of disbelief. Jean moved first but Toni was immediate in her following. The ties of the blouses were undone which allowed the blouses to fall open exposing bare breasts underneath. Toni made the next move of slipping the blouse off and strutting down her side of the table, only a few steps, to Matt and Terrell. She stood between them and when they turned to look at her she pulled their faces into her chest. As their mouths took in a nipple, their hands found the inside of her legs and up to her cunt. One of them commented, "She's wet, already." The other followed through a mouth filled with a nipple, "They're always wet." Toni giggled at that. Around them, she certainly thought she was.
Jean went to her knees in front of Jacob with her hand out to Caleb for him to join. She loosened both pairs of slacks and swallowed their hardening big cocks taking them deeper and deeper as they became harder and longer and thicker. God... Yessss... home, again.
* * * *
Friday night and the women were just finishing up for the day when Caleb and Terrell walked up beside their desks. The women were still naked from their earlier fuckings. It had been a good day... they had both been fucked twice... no, not fucked twice, they had both been fucked twice as in the morning AND afternoon and since all the men participated in fucking them, that meant they had been fucked twice... four times. Also, naked wasn't exactly true... they were wearing stockings and heels.
"It's the weekend, ladies, any plans for tomorrow night?" Terrell was leaning over the side of Toni's desk. Between the sucking and fucking that occurs in the office it might be assumed that the men might be getting used to them being naked, but obviously not and it delighted the women. Terrell's leaning over was an obvious attempt to gaze at Toni's body.
Jean responded quickly, "What?!? Are you asking my daughter out on a date? Are you nosing into her private life? What exactly are your intention, young man?"
"Ugh... umm... no, ma'am... I... I only meant..."
Toni stood up and turned to her mom with hands on her hips before turning to Terrell, "Stop it mother... she's just giving you shit."
Jean was still punching keys, "What? A mother can't inquire about the intentions of a man for her only daughter?" Toni rolled her eyes and Jean fought to hold back her smile.
Caleb jumped in to save their intentions. "We were wondering if you would join us for the evening. We know our office situation is unique and we don't mean to dominate your lives but we really enjoy your company. To your point, MOM, we'll do this right. We'd pick you up, take you to a nice dinner, then to a club for drinks and, hopefully, dancing. Then... it's up to you."
Jean gave him 'the mother's eye'. Toni said, "Mother! She's just... hell, you fucked her an hour ago, you don't know she's messing with you?" Toni rolled her eyes at both of them. "What club?"
"Dark Knights."
Toni shrugged at Jean. Jean continued punching keys, "Don't look at me. You know how long it's been since someone took me to a nice club?" She looked up, "Is this a nice club?"
She heard Jacob, "It really is a nice club. These two own a piece of it."
Then, Matt, "And, we'd love for you to join us. As they said, we don't mean to start dominating your life beyond work, but we do love your company."
Toni asked, "All four of you? You're all asking us out?" They nodded. She looked briefly at her mom, then, "How can we turn that down?"
After getting more information about what Dark Knights was and the type of music, they knew they were going back to ForePlay... more shopping on Jacob's tab. They were beginning to think they were in a rut but it was a fun rut and the guys definitely enjoyed it. They were looking for a mini-dress that had style and was very provocative. They found it in a cowl neck mini-dress. Toni went with navy and Jean with black. The dresses were otherwise identical. The mini-dress had a plunging neckline nearly to the belly button, halter straps that adjusted with an o-ring, and an open back that didn't exist all the way to barely covering the top of their ass crack. The rest of the dress was form-fitting and the dresses definitely hugged their trim bodies at the waist and hips. The skirt ended about six inches below their ass cheeks. There was no way to wear a bra and the loosely draped cowl in front provided coverage only when they were careful. Jean's C-cup breasts would have no support while Toni's B-cup really didn't need any. After discussing the look with Wendy, the owner of the shop, they elected to forego stockings for bare legs and added matching colored lace thongs and matching heels to finish the look.
That was how they were dressed when the doorbell rang at their small ranch-style house. Toni rushed to the door as Jean turned off some lights making her way to the front door as the door opened and Matt filled it with his impressive body. It could have been any of the others and the impression would have been the same. Toni raised herself up on the toes of her right foot to give him a quick kiss greeting, her excitement evident. Jean smiled at her daughter as she approached the door with both their small clutch purses. She gave him the same quick kiss and responded with an involuntary sensual shiver as his big hand lightly stroked her exposed back. She and Toni had talked about this night and weren't quite sure what to make of it. They hadn't even wondered about dating since taking this job. They were getting amazing sex with four equally amazing and caring men. Their evenings and time away from the office weren't wanting or lonely as the relationship between them blossomed into a deeper emotional and physical connection they hadn't expected and somehow complimented the raw sexual relationship of the office and the outside time they occasionally had with them. This night, though, somehow felt different to them. The way they were asked. The way they were being picked up. The way they wanted them to meet their friends.
Jean made sure the front door was locked and slipped her arm into Matt's as Toni had done on the other side. He escorted them down the sidewalk to a waiting black (what else) Chevy Tahoe where Caleb waited at the open side door. The middle seat was pulled forward and Toni assisted to the back seats where Terrell waited with an assisting hand stretched out to her. She stepped up and bent forward awkwardly to get in.
Jean commented at the view, "Nice ass."
Toni sighed, "This dress is impossible." She looked at Terrell, "I supposed I flashed something else, too."
He gave her a welcoming kiss, "We all love your tits, Toni. You know that."
"Your ass, too," Matt added, "just like we do Jean's." He was now watching Jean duck her head to enter the middle seat.
"Ugh... I hope you guys appreciate how we embarrass ourselves for you," Jean responded.
From the driver's seat, Jacob responded, "Oh... we do, dear, we most definitely do. You both look like visions." Caleb quickly added, "Like you always do."
"Thank you, sirs."
The chatter in the car was light, easy, and comfortable with a bit of teasing and laughing that only people very comfortable and safe with each other can manage. There were moments of quiet behind him as Jacob negotiated traffic and would check the rearview mirror to find Terrell and/or Matt kissing the woman next to them, then there would be another burst of comments. He smiled. He glanced at Caleb who was preoccupied with his smartphone. He was busy texting. He felt his father's gaze on him.
"Setting it up with the club," he quietly explained. "Want to make sure we have a booth and nobody will challenge Toni. I want her to have the same experience as the rest of us." He smiled at a response he got back. "No problem. There will always be a non-alcoholic drink in front of her, too." Caleb settled back with the satisfied smile still on his face. Jacob had to smile at that. The women behind them were certainly being kissed and lightly touched amid the talking but there was no competition among the four of them. It was an interesting feeling. Hell, it was an interesting relationship none of them could begin to explain or understand.
The restaurant was one of the finest in the city. Though it was primarily known for its steaks, it also had a good seafood selection the women were interested in. Jacob was greeted by name and the table he requested was set for them, a round table similar to that in the office where they would all be able to converse easily with each other. It was set off to the side so it was quieter and out of the flow of guest traffic. Since she was not 21 years old, yet, and the restaurant's policy was to check, Toni simply stayed with water. When Terrell did the same thing even though he was old enough, it brought an appreciative smile from her.
The conversation was light and easy intermixed with lots of laughter and, though, it might contain some teasing of someone, that someone was equally spread around the group. Then, the curiosity the women had about the club spilled out. Toni asked what they meant by a 'black club'. Caleb and Terrell were the two who were investors. About 20 young professional black men came together to help create an upscale nightclub that would put its focus on black music and culture. They emphasized that the club didn't discriminate but did put its focus on providing a fun, vibrant place where young blacks felt like they belonged. They admitted it was a bit of a gamble if enough young blacks would support a higher-priced experience.
Jacob inserted, "But... they were right and I was wrong. I'm proud of them for taking the chance, having done some homework, and supporting something that worked out well. You'll see tonight... even an old guy can have fun there."
Toni called out from across the table, "Jacob, believe me when I say, you are NOT an old guy." The table laughed. Every one of them understanding her reference.
Terrell continued, "The entire staff from guys parking cars to management are people of color. We didn't only want to create a place for young blacks to have fun but where they could get a start. Black Knights were challenged on that policy but we weren't discriminating against a minority class."
As the waitress took any dessert orders, she stopped next to Toni and leaned over next to her, and whispered, "I love your dress. I wish I had the nerve to wear something like that." Toni blushed. She immediately wondered what the waitress might presume from her dress and her company at the table. Four black men with two white women dressed provocatively. Toni had to smile, though, if the woman presumed the worst... she'd be right.
The club turned out to be a surprise to Jean and Toni even after the descriptions given to them. As they pulled up to the main entrance, they found people lined up on the sidewalk anxious to maybe get inside. The crowd was both black and white but it very definitely leaned to more people of color. When the car stopped at the main door, they were met by staff who helped the ladies out and greeted each of the Collins men by name even though only two of them were investors. Caleb and Terrell held onto Jean and Toni and presented them to the head of security.
"Good evening, sirs."
"Tommy... these two ladies are Jean and Toni Evans. If they ever show up without one of us, I would like you to treat them as my guests."
"Absolutely, sir." He pulled out his smartphone and took their pictures which surprised them both. "I'll get them into the system right away."
They were allowed directly into the club. Toni bumped against Terrell, "Hey big shot... that was impressive."
He chuckled, "How impressive?"
She grabbed him around the waist and squeezed as they passed inside, "Maybe I'll show you how impressed later." He looked down at her and immediately began feeling a stirring in his crotch.
The club was everything and more than what the women could have expected by the descriptions provided. The music was crazy wild, with heavy beats mixed with electronica. The dancing was equally crazy and both women found themselves constantly on the floor with one of the men. When the four men didn't have them on the floor, they introduced them to friends, all black, all big like them, all investors in the club. The women lost track of how many of the friends they met, danced with, and seemed to be consumed in their arms.
Toni looked at her mom who was dancing like she never knew she could and was surprised. She was surprised enough to look down at her own body. The dancing, high stepping, strutting, and wild arm movements all contributed to their dress hems rising up onto their asses. But, if her mom was flashing her ass, she wasn't going to be outdone. Toni was indeed provided with drinks here and on the occasions where she made it back to the booth, she gulped a fresh drink down before being pulled back to the dance floor by one of her men or some other one. She was laughing, giggling, and swooning with all the attention of the men. She could see her mom was equally involved with the stimulation of the night.
As Toni watched, she saw Jean lifted effortlessly by a big black man and held in the air as another man came up behind her, grabbed her exposed thong, and pulled it down her legs and off. She saw more than heard her mom screech but she could also see the delight of the action. Even more, Jean didn't bother pulling her dress down off her hips with the thong tossed into the air. Before Toni could wonder about such a sight more, though, the man she was dancing with dropped to a knee and pulled her own thong down. He stood up wondering what the reaction would be as he handed the thong back to her. She looked at it as she stood on the floor surrounded by others, many of who were now watching her reaction, and she burst out laughing and flung the tiny garment into the air. Guys leaped into the air for it like it was the garter at a wedding reception.
Unbeknownst to the women, a couple of the fellow investors were talking to the Collins men at the booth.
"Where did you find them?"
Caleb chuckled, "Hell, Jean and Toni work for us in the office. They are fun."
"How much fun? You know, our idea of 'Dark Knight Bang' parties have never really gone where we had hoped. Which reminds me, you two have missed the last several, are they the reason for that?" Caleb and Terrell didn't respond, just smiled.
Moments later, though, Jacob spoke to his sons. "Be careful, guys. Remember, no pressure. They give us so much and I am a bit nervous if they have limits where we are concerned. We promised to take care of them. If they understand and agree, fine. No pressure." All three sons nodded. They understood. It might not have needed to be said but Jacob looked out to the dance floor at them now with ass and cunts exposed and Jean's tit flashing from underneath the cowl top and knew it probably needed to be said.
When the women were finally returned to the booth, Toni had pulled her dress back in place. Jacob looked at Jean and asked, "Are you okay, Jean?"
Jean giggled and responded, "Yes, sir. I haven't been dancing in so long! I'm great. Why?" He pointed to her legs and she looked down, turned bright red, and quickly pulled her dress down, swinging a playful slap at Toni, "Why didn't you say something?" But she broke into laughter with the rest of them.



They weren't five blocks from the club when Jacob pulled the SUV to the curb. The suddenness of the change caused everyone to look everywhere expecting an emergency of some kind. "What's wrong?" That was the general reaction.
Jacob turned in his seat, "I don't want the night to end. Jean... Toni... are you up to spending the night with us?"
From the far back seat came Toni's giggling response, "I know Terrell is."
"Is what?"
"Up, silly... hell, yes, we want to spend the night. We have some serious thanking for a wonderful evening."
Jean leaned forward and stroked his upper arm while her other hand stroked Matt's upper thigh. "What she said, sir. I seem to have lost my thong, but if I had it on it would be soaked."
He shook his head with a chuckle as he turned the car back into the lane. "Slut," he teased.
"Yes, sir," she responded and he chuckled, again.
As he drove, both women disappeared from view in the rearview mirror. His two sons with them, however, had very pleased looks on their faces. After pulling into the garage, the women came out of the car naked, even without their heels, looking very pleased with themselves.
It started with Toni but Jean was energized and aroused enough by the evening of flirting, dancing, and brazen attention by all the men, that she followed her daughter after glancing over her shoulder from the middle seat. Toni had settled into the rear seat with Terrell, her dress again bunched at her hips from entering the car and sliding across the seat for Terrell. It wasn't long, though, before she reached up to kiss him, her hand on the inside of his thigh and sliding it back and forth just shy of his crotch, an aggressive move a man might put on a woman. As she turned to him in his arm, his hand moved to the back of her exposed hip. They sighed into each other's mouths and the kiss turned into more passion. Her hand moved brazenly to his crotch where she let it stay, feeling his manhood begin to respond. With her lips lightly touching his, she whispered to him.
"I said before I was impressed but after experiencing the club... Terrell, wow... I'm more than impressed, I'm... I don't know... aroused, excited, but I'm not really surprised, ya know? I mean..." she squeezed his cock inside his slacks, "... I mean... you've always impressed me."
He moved his other hand to her front and slipped it under the loose-fitting cowl of her dress to cup a tit. She sighed and smiled. Her inner thighs were slick with juice flowing from her cunt and her heartbeat was racing. "I said I'd show you..." She pulled the cowl loop over her head and released the small zipper at her waist, then pushed the dress off her hips to the floor of the car. She then opened his slacks and dug into his underwear for his wonderful cock. He assisted by raising his hips from the seat and pushing the slacks down his thighs. Toni shifted so her head was on his abdomen as he slouched in the seat. A purring-like sound rose up from her throat as her hand grasped the base of the quickly firming piece of dark meat that even soft felt massive in her small hand. She raised the cock head and licked the hole at the top in hopes of finding some pre-cum escaping but not being able to see in the dark of the car. She licked around the head feeling it enlarge as she took just it between her lips. She licked down the front of it, kissed the base and his trimmed balls, then licked up the backside feeling it grow steadily until her lips again took the head in to gently suck at the hole, again.
She smiled around the cock head just inside her mouth at the sound of Terrell's moan. God, she loved these cocks. She loved the feeling of being possessed by them they were so big and filling. His hands roamed her naked body and he leaned to reach between her thighs. She awkwardly spread her legs, groaned, and thrust her mouth down over the cock, filling her mouth instantly with so much more still outside even as she took the head to her throat. Holding her head still to just use her tongue, she felt it grow, expand, length into her throat. She pulled back, breathed, relaxed, and pressed back down taking more into her throat. She and her mom had practiced this with life-sized dildos at home with all the intentional effort of someone desiring to improve skills. The office sex had moved far beyond the occasional sexual contact all of them had anticipated. They quickly felt like office sluts and that feeling was an actualization of themselves. Then, somehow, without being submissive in any real way, they began identifying themselves as sluts of all the Collins men. Now they were sexual with others for the advantage of the agency. She didn't know where it might end and she didn't care. She loved the feeling of these big cocks and she found herself increasingly attracted to black cock as a result.
His cock was rigid and pulsing. She looked up. She squirmed on the large finger embedded in her cunt. God, even their fingers... their fingers were like some of the penises she had experienced. She giggled internally. Penis... cock. Even in her mind, she classified them. She asked softly, "Do you want to cum or wait?"
He slipped another finger into her and smiled at her gasp, "Wait. I want to fill your ass."
"Oooooo... wherever you want..."
Both Jean and Matt had listened to the beginning of all that and it didn't take long before Jean turned to him with her own efforts. She had been almost a decade older than most of the people in the club and the men she ended up dancing with but she never felt it from them. She had become aroused to the point of bold exhibitionism and not caring who saw. Like Toni, she was having her own thoughts about all this and all her thoughts were positive and exciting. And, like Toni, she put her deepthroat practice in action.
When Jacob saw the naked women step out of the SUV, he laughed, "I was wondering what was going on back there." The women left their clothes and shoes in the car strutted into the house from the garage.
Nobody stopped once inside the house, though. Jacob took Jean's hand and led her to the stairs and to his master bedroom with Matt following with his hand on her ass while Terrell led Toni with Caleb to another of the bedrooms. Inside the master bedroom, Jean turned and began opening Jacob's slacks as he removed his shirt. She shifted to Matt after dropping Jacob's slack and he pried his feet out of his shoes and stepped out of the slacks. She shifted back to Jacob and knelt before him as Matt finished stripping and took the hanging, thick cock to her lips. In an instant, there were two cocks in her face. She put the two heads together but failed miserably at getting them into her mouth, though the effort stimulated them to grow.
She wasn't allowed to spend much time sucking and licking hard big black cock, though. Jacob moved to the bed and threw the covers back, then crawled onto the center of the bed. Jean stood and followed, ready for anything he indicated. She hadn't paid particular attention to what Matt was doing, assuming he would find his involvement, likely returning to her mouth. Jean's eyes were fixed on the hard cock standing up from Jacob's body as he held it for her. She straddled his legs and crawled on her knees to position herself over it, raising herself high enough to be above it before reaching down to take hold of it herself and guiding it until she felt the bulbous head spread her lips and pierce her hole which drew an audible gasp and moan of gratification. Sounds continued to escape her as she raised and lowered on the pole taking more of the length inside with each cycle of motion. Despite the times of taking these cocks inside her holes nearly every day, she still had the feeling of fullness as her cunt clamped around it. Deepthroat practice wasn't all she and Toni spent time doing at home. They also spent time with Ben Wa balls to tighten their used cunts at the end of the day. This response to the office surprised both of them, the desire to do more and more for the men. And, here she was, again. Riding a big cock.
She felt the bed move behind her but was expecting Matt to get involved. She felt a hand on her back, then a finger at her asshole and she groaned at the touch of cool, greasy gel being pressed against her tight hole as a finger penetrated. She stopped moving and gazed down with lust clouded eyes at Jacob who smiled up at her, his fingers taking both her erect nipples and pulling as a second finger joined the first and pushing more gel into her ass. She leaned forward in anticipation and kissed Jacob and with her lips brushing against his, "God, I am so horny... I still... can't believe... I can take... both of you."
He didn't respond, neither did Matt, he simply aligned his hard cock to her asshole and pressed. This was not the first time she was DP'd, not even close, but she new take two such cocks in her two holes was never easy. She loved the tightness, the consuming domination by them. One such cock anywhere in her was exciting, two were... heaven.
Despite her desire, passion, arousal, she cried out as the head pushed through her sphincter feeling more intense by the fullness of her cunt. They both understood her reaction, though, and Matt plunged forward as Jacob held her hips steady for him to press into. She groaned, grunted, and cried out as Matt used short strokes to pull and push his way into her tight hole made even tighter. When he was fully in her, it felt like the head might be in her bowels and she collapsed onto Jacob's wide chest. Both men paused as her body adjusted to the dual invasion of her body and she mumbled words and sounds that meant little beyond the expression of her need and arousal.
She pushed up, supported by her arms, and moaned out, "Fuck me... OH GOD... I want to feel... feel... feel owned... by your cocks..."
They did. They fucked her senseless. She came the first time quickly. Her earlier arousal, the feeling of double penetration, the combined stimulation of nerve ending being stimulated from both anal and cunt walls. She shook and gasped and cried out. They continued to fuck her. Jacob was on the bottom more awkwardly but he tried. Then, they did something she never expected. The men clutched her tightly and they rolled. It wasn't easy or particularly smooth but they muscled themselves over so Jean was lying on her back on Matt and Jacob was hovering over her between their legs. Matt was buried deep in her ass as Jacob began pounding into her cunt. The shift in stimulation now concentrated in her tight cunt and pressure on her clit sent her over the edge, again. When Jacob began feeling overstimulated, he signaled to Matt and they rolled, again. They did this several times, each time allowing the one on the bottom to settle somewhat and prolong their assault on Jean.
Jean lost track of how many orgasms she experienced before the men emptied into her holes. She would also have been shocked to know how long they had fucked her if any of them had noticed when it all began. By the time they finally climaxed, the stimulation and prolonged effort and delay amounted to a surprising amount of semen sprayed into her holes. She found herself sandwiched between the two men on their sides. Matt was against her back and Jacob was in front of her. They were still inside her and she wondered how long she had been out of it. She squeezed her holes using Kegal and anal efforts. They felt softer but deliciously their length allowed them to still remain inside her.
Matt's fingers were playing over her nipple as she looked at Jacob, "What happened?" she asked.
He kissed her and Matt kissed her shoulder. "You were out for just a couple minutes." He smiled. "You said you wanted to be fucked... did we do okay?"
Sandwiched between these two black men, their cocks inside her holes, she paused. The pause wasn't a reflection on what she had just experienced and they seemed to understand that. The pause was entirely a matter of reflection on where she was, what she was doing, and what that might mean about her. She didn't directly respond to his question, but she responded as she again clenched her holes around the cocks inside.
"You've turned me into a cock-hungry slut. You've turned me into a big-cock slut." She squeezed around them even harder. "Hell... you've turned me into a big black cock slut." The men waited, not daring a comment or reaction. She put a hand behind her onto Matt's ass and pulled him against her as she leaned closer into Jacob. "Thank you."
Both men exhaled. She could feel it as well as hear the relief of breath having been held. She laughed, "You were nervous? You keep pushing us to a new edge and we keep responding."
"What about Toni? Does she feel the same way?"
Jean smiled and yelled through the open door, "Toni!" "What?" "If you're not... occupied, come here."
A moment later the naked trim woman came bounding into the master bedroom followed casually by the equally naked Caleb and Terrell. Toni wore the flushed look of a well-fucked woman and the sheen on her inner thighs was further proof.
"Tell them what we do at night." "Mom?" "Tell them what exercises we do for them."
"Oh... yeah... well... uhmmm..."
Jean rolled her eyes, "For heaven's sake, girl. We've both just been fucked. We were exposed to a club full of people tonight."
Shyly, she said, "Almost every night we insert the butt-plugs, use heavy Ben Wa balls to stay tight and... and suck dildos to improve deepthroating." She blushed, though it was harder to see given her already flushed condition.
Jean raised her leg so the others could clearly see she was still filled with cock but mostly for her daughter. To the men, she said, "You want to know if Toni feels the same way?" She turned to her, "Will you clean up some of this mess?"
With that, Matt and Jacob shifted and their cocks pulled out of her holes. With them came drops of cum. Toni scanned the four men,, not sure what the reference was about but moved to the bed where her mom was rolling to her back. "Hell, yeah." She didn't just move to her mom's cunt, though. She moved to her mom's head and straddled her before leaning forward to plant her lips over her cunt while her own cunt was lowered to her mom's mouth.
Someone said, "Looks like they've done that before."
They were gathered downstairs in the kitchen. They could have checked clocks to see how late it was but nobody cared. They were gathered around the island with snacks and beer. All were naked and none had cleaned up except by tongue. The scent of sex hung heavy over them. They all leaned on the island, Jean on one side and Toni on the other with men on either side of them, shoulders and hips pressed together, hands more than occasionally touching and caressing.
"Somebody's ready." It was Toni's voice. Her hand was below the top of the island surface.
Matt confessed, "Sorry... you two have that effect on me. God, you're hot and sexy. My mind keeps playing the vision of you two eating each other out."
Jean stood and looked to either side. "You're not alone apparently, Matt."
Jacob, being the father and boss, said, "Let's do something about it, then. An anal bang?" His sons quickly agreed and Terrell jogged upstairs for the lubricant.
Jean playfully said, "Don't we get a say in this?"
Jacob responded matter-of-factly, "No... you're the sluts. You said so yourself."
Toni looked across the surface at her mom with a wry smile and thought, 'That's what the conversation was about before.' Jean looked back and gave her a wink.
What they came up with was different. Anal was no longer new for them by any means but this hadn't ever happened and the term 'anal bang' became clearer. With Toni on one side and Jean on the other, both leaning over the surface of the island, their heads close to each other, their feet wide apart, their assholes were well lubricated. With two men on each side, one penetrated the woman and the other used hands and fingers to add stimulation to tits, nipples, clit, and cunt. After a few minutes, they rotated around the island. The one who had been stimulating now fucked them. The one who had been fucking rotated to the other side to stimulate the other woman. It didn't take long for Toni to climax and was shortly joined by her mom.
As Toni began recovering, but the fucking continuing, she looked across at her mom, "God, you're beautiful when you cum." At the moment, Jean could only offer a weak smile in response.
Big black cock after big black cock they were fucked. The men shifted soon enough to control their own climax but kept up a steady enough fucking of the women for them to rise to a consistent level of stimulation to be in orgasm or on the edge almost constantly.
Toni announced, "Wait... wait... I... I want... to see." Jacob pulled his cock out of her ass and Toni stumbled around the island to stand behind her mom. Terrell pulled out of her and Toni gasped, "OH MY... GOD. Your ass... it's... wide open, mom."
Jean stood and pulled her daughter to the island and pushed her bent over the surface. "OH... FUCK... you guys are... destroying us."
Toni stood and hugged her mom, then kissed her hard. They bent over next to each other and in unison demanded, "FUCK US. Cum in our gaping holes! Use us like your sluts."
Jean and Toni paid fleeting attention to the lines they crossed along the way to that moment. They clasped hands as the fucking of their assholes continued. Four big black cocks were destroying their assholes, at least temporarily. They had crossed each line willingly and eagerly to please. They knew somehow inside themselves that this one was a big one. What would follow?
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"Wall of fame? I don't get it. Doesn't look very honored."
Jean and Toni had been escorted through the Dark Knights club to the manager's office behind the bar area. This was the third visit to the club for Jean and Toni. This time with just Caleb and Terrell. Each time they came to the club they felt more comfortable in the environment. They continued to meet other men who had invested like Caleb and Terrell and continued to find themselves on the dance floor with these other men when Caleb and Terrell didn't have them out there. Jean was throwing herself into the scene, even getting Toni to assist her in learning new dance moves. If possible, it drew the two women even closer, blurring even more the lines of mother and daughter as they inevitably resulted in bonding as tighter and more intimate best-friends and lovers.
* * * *
Just before this, a thought occurred to Toni as they were returned to their booth by yet another pair of young investors. She pulled her mom to the restroom.
"We're dancing and mingling with a lot of different guys. Each time we come here it seems we're introduced to more guys and encouraged to dance with them." Jean responded with a blank look. "Are we being shared? Do you think they are considering the idea?"
After touching up her makeup in the mirror, Jean turned to Toni. "Aren't you having fun? I know you love this as much as I do. Every time we leave from here the sex after somehow seems even more intense than normal." She giggled, "And normal is pretty intense." She stopped and considered her daughter seriously. "Okay, seriously … I hear what you're saying and implying … a question for you, then. Do you really care? I mean … as long as our men take care of us … if it comes down to sharing, it is always up to us to be shared. Go back to where all this started, honey. We were both trolling guys in our own way which was putting us at considerable risk. We bumped into Jacob because I was trolling a bar … talk about risky. This crazy job was everyone's 'office slut' fantasy come to life. What did anyone expect from it? A real job and some occasional sex in a closed-door office? We might get tired of it? They might get tired of it? Talk about an awkward working situation. But none of that happened, did it? Why? Because we fit each other. All six of us were perfectly honest about our desires and needs and we were also honest about working, about doing a good job together. They didn't have to coerce us. They just gave us a little push and we went there willingly, hell eagerly. Every new step. Nudity. Exhibitionism. Nightgowns and lingerie in the office. Toys. Anal. Deepthroat. Time outside the office. Company sluts … we agreed to be shared with clients and customers." She looked intently at her daughter. "Honey, we said we were sluts by our actions with them. We love sex and they give it to us … in spades." She laughed. "I didn't mean that because of the black thing but … honestly, the black thing … that's part of it, right? So … if they are leading us up to some new proposition, some new level or idea of sharing, you're going to say you care? As long as we're taken care of?"
Toni rolled her eyes after the speech. "Really? All of that? Talk about preaching to the choir. I was merely wanting to see if you might have noticed the same thing I was seeing." She hugged her. "Sometimes you can be such a … such a mom." Toni kissed her to let her know that wasn't a bad thing for them. "Your speech, though … it is nice to acknowledge we are on the same page."
Jean sighed. It was such a good speech, too. Oh well. "So … we keep an open mind." She caught the look in her daughter's eyes. "What?"
"The past two times, what have guys done to us on the dance floor?"
"Besides dancing and feeling us up? Hmmm …" and her eyes twinkled, "… our thongs … they removed our thongs … right on the dance floor."
Toni nodded, "Right … have you seen that happen to any other woman out there?" Jean thought and shook her head. She was right, she hadn't seen that happen to anyone else. Toni continued with a big smile, "Something is up, like some public willingness to push boundaries or something."
Jean added, "You're right. It's like our guys are allowing … encouraging? … some brazen familiarity with us by their friends. I expected to be finger penetrated out there."
"Slut," Toni teased.
"Yeah," Jean conceded.
Toni smiled, "That isn't right, is it? I mean they didn't even ask. I think we should do something to prevent that."
Jean searched Toni's face and saw she was smiling but serious, too. "I will if you will …"
Again, they were wearing matching outfits: form-fitting micro-dresses consisting of skirts that barely covered their asses and bodices of sheer lace plunging well below their tits with the strategically located lace cover over the nipples. Toni pulled her hem up high enough to reach her thong and yanked it down. She left it on the counter as Jean followed suit. Damn, she thought, good thing Jacob is paying for all these thongs they leave around.
Later when the guys made their move to strip them of thongs (something done to no other woman), they were surprised … and delighted. It led to a conversation by a couple of them with Caleb and Terrell while the women were kept on the dance floor by still more friends. It was also what led them to be shown to the office area behind the bar.
* * * *
The office was large for a bar office. Besides the expected desk, filing cabinets, etc., the section in front of the desk/work portion contained a large leather sofa and a couple leather easy chairs. Besides a workspace for the one investor who had the responsibility of running the club, the office also served as a place for other investors to relax, talk business, or whatever. It clearly wasn't large enough for meetings of all the investors so there must be a core group that made basic decisions.
Above the large sofa, Jean and Toni saw two rows of framed 8 x 10 portraits of the 20 investors. Toni stepped up to the edge of the sofa and looked up at the portraits. All 20 faces were black above crisp white shirts with ties. All 20 appeared to be late 20's to late 30's in age. Terrell stepped up behind her and enveloped her in his arms, one hand sliding down her stomach while the other cupped a tit over her dress, the familiar act of bold lovers. "If you're wondering, they are in order of when they became investors." Toni saw that Terrell was the fourth portrait on the top row. Caleb was right after him. She pressed her butt back against him. It was a feeling she (and her mom, she knew) would always marvel at: big cocks, even soft, were noticeable.
The portrait frames (shiny black, of course) contained a brass nameplate with each man's name. Below the double row of portraits was the brass plate that stood out awkwardly with the words, 'DARK KNIGHTS HONORED SLUTS'.
Jean said, "I repeat, I don't get it. A wall of fame for the investors, I get. The 'honored sluts' I don't get. What's that all about and why the taped pics if they are honored?"
Caleb was holding her similarly as Terrell was holding Toni. Neither woman even considered objecting. They'd been touched on the dance floor by men they didn't know but who were friends of these two. Caleb attempted to explain. "The money is made by the club, obviously. And, it has proven to be a financially great investment. Father and Matt both wish they had gotten into it when it started up. That's the financial side, the business side. There was always another thought … fantasy if you will … of the investors. Every month, the last Saturday of the month, the club would close at midnight for a private, investors-only party. The idea was to live out the black man's fantasy."
Jean was rubbing her ass back against Caleb's crotch feeling his long cock as he held her and fondled her tit through the dress. She smiled at a comment long ago when all this started in the office. "White pussy."
Terrell picked it up, "Yes … white pussy wanting big black cock. We've talked about it."
Toni stroked his thigh behind her, "Yes, we both admitted to both the existence of the fantasy and, for us, the reality of its power."
That was the idea, he said. Some amateur white women desiring a gang bang with 20 black men with big cocks. The thought was to have four to six women from midnight to dawn. The wall was set up in that expectation. The reality was different. There are women every night in the club who are tentatively or really looking for the black cock experience, as it were. Despite what is seen on porn sites, though, finding truly amateur women looking for a gang bang has been a problem. Most all of the investors are single and have white partners who want the 'experience'. It is one thing, apparently, to want to crawl into bed with a big cock and another to get banged by them for five to six hours. The few true amateurs who have attended stay for a couple hours. There is never pressure; they are free to leave anytime, refuse anything or any request. That's not really a gang bang, though. So, the parties have largely been filled with call girls, a smattering of women for a few fucks until they leave, and so-called amateurs from the internet who make a living on filming their gang bangs. Though those women sometimes attend, they aren't allowed to film. Attendance to the parties has dwindled to 12 to 15 of the investors.
Jean stole a glance at Toni and they locked eyes for a moment. There was a twinkle in both their eyes. Jean turned in Caleb's arms and pressed her abdomen into his groin, "So, Mr. Dark Knight, what exactly has this to do with us?"
* * * *
When Caleb and Terrell picked up Jean and Toni at their home, the women were wearing a light mid-thigh coat cinched tightly at the waist. Visible was a string of fake pearls, and white stockings and heels. It was 11:15 PM, as planned, for the 15 to 20 minute trip into the city and the Dark Knights club. Jean and Toni sat in the back seat together by request. They clutched each other's hands. This was so far beyond anything they had done before.
Terrell twisted in his seat and asked, "Are you okay? You can change your mind and nobody is going to ever say anything. It happens all the time to be honest."
Toni muttered nervously, "We're not them. We do what we say."
He smiled and glanced at Caleb who was watching through the rearview mirror. Terrell responded, "Yes … you both always have. That's something about you that dad and we have really admired about you."
Jean looked up, "Will your dad, Jacob, be there?"
He shook his head, "As I said, only the investors." He checked the landmarks, "Getting close. Oh … most of the Knights have danced with you and you've caused quite the stir when it was learned you wanted to be the only girls tonight. All 20 Knights have been confirmed. That's 20 big Knights all to yourselves." He said it with an excited smile.
Jean looked at her daughter. Despite the nerves she was feeling, she was feeling something much stronger in her body. Knowing how they were dressed under the coat, knowing they would be about a half-hour early to have a drink and mingle until the club was cleared for the night, and knowing only that the following five to six hours would be a wild free-for-all had her body tingling and bouncing with anticipatory energy. Her mind had also zeroed in on his two words, 'big Knights'. Before she worked her question up to her lips, Toni asked.
"When you say 'big' …"
Caleb moved his head to see both women through the mirror and answered, "Yes."
The women turned their heads to each other. Should that be scary or … alluring? The smile forming told them.
Caleb brought the car to the front entrance. This time there was no line formed outside hoping to get inside. The club was a half-hour from closing. As the car came to a stop, the back door was opened by one of the club staff. "Ms. Collins. Welcome back." He assisted both women out and did not fail to notice how Jean's coat slid up her thighs as she came across the seat. Some might have wondered about the coat and spying only stocking tops under it but he understood what the night was and why over the past half hour every other investor had also just arrived.
Inside the club, the other 18 investors took notice and seemed to check watches in unison. At a quarter to midnight, staff and security would notify all other guests to prepare to leave. Terrell stopped alongside an empty booth but nobody moved to sit. Caleb returned immediately with bourbons on ice. Both women took a big swallow, then a sip. As fewer and fewer customers remained, the investors gathered around the women, reintroducing themselves, and making small talk. The women remembered many of them from dancing, specifically those who had boldly pulled off their thongs. There was none of the crude leering that might be expected. These were all professional young men like Caleb and Terrell and showed them respect deserving of being the friends of their fellow investors.
After the last of the customers and staff were out the door, the manager locked the door and led the two women to the slightly raised stage where the band equipment was still set up. He introduced the women by name and identified them as guests of Caleb and Terrell as if nobody knew that already. As a reminder, he said, he went over all the rules and expectations for behavior and respect for the women. Although the door would remain locked to avoid interruption, anyone was free to leave at any time. He addressed the men to ask if there were any questions. Of course, there were none. They knew and accepted all the rules.
He turned to Jean and Toni standing on either side of him, "Do you have any questions or concerns, ladies?"
They untied the belt on their coats and in unison pulled them off exposing their otherwise naked bodies. There were excited murmurs and comments from the group of men. "Only to make one thing clear …" Jean started.
"Before we get started …" Toni added.
"We want to be clear …"
"All of our holes are available to you tonight."
"Use any of our holes individually …"
"or in combination."
The manager looked out at the men. "Not much can be added after that, except …"
In unison, the group shouted out, "Let the bang begin."
There was a flurry of clothes being removed and placed safely out of the way. Jean and Toni boldly and confidently stepped from the low stage into the throng of black men quickly becoming naked. They knelt on the floor back to back, each accepting the first cocks presented to them. Each cock they took into their hands or mouth was big as promised … or warned. The full impact truly hit the women as they became surrounded by the 20 big black cocks. This was like spending time with the Collins men away from the rush of the office except five times more and there would always be a waiting cock or cocks fully recovered and ready. Six hours of big cock fucking and sucking. It was enough to make their hearts skip a beat.
After about half an hour they were still sucking cock but chairs had been brought over to them to kneel on. As they leaned over the backs of the chairs to suck a buffet of big cock of mixed shades of darkness, their raised cunts were being penetrated. It started with rapid-fire penetration and long deep thrusts that pushed their faces into the cocks in their mouth. They groaned and gasped, only muffled sounds escaping around the cocks. The cocks driving into their cunts only remained there for minutes before pulled out and quickly replaced by another. After a while, they had no idea how many men had already sampled their cunts. They only knew the cycle of penetration – removal – penetration was continuous and orgasmic. They both came several times which in itself made any effort to keep count of cocks impossible. They eased their minds and bodies into a simple state of fucking … they were toys … holes for fucking and cum.
Toni had thought the long sessions with the Collins men had been an ultimate experience but this was at another level. So much big cock. So much being filled with hard-driving, always hard cock. Man after man came up behind her and drove a cock into her cunt, a hole that had to be already gaping. At the same time, the man leaving her cunt came to her mouth. She tasted her own juices overflowing from natural lubrication and orgasmic responses. The men changed so quickly they didn't come close to climaxing themselves as they brought her to several orgasms, already. When the man in her mouth suddenly erupted and flooded her mouth, she had to quickly gulp down cum. As surprising as it was, it also was an indicator of change. Men took more time in fucking her cunt and mouth. As the cock that just came in her mouth was pulled out, she turned quickly to check on her mother who was positioned the same as her. She had cum dripping from her mouth and she was in the throes of an orgasm. It was happening. After an hour of careful fucking and stimulation of the women, the men were now coming to their own climaxes. And cum began flowing.
Jean gasped after gulping down another load of cum and feeling another load of cum thrust deep into her cunt. As another big cock entered both her mouth and cunt, she almost couldn't imagine another five hours of this but her body was on fire. Orgasms didn't quite end, didn't quite fully recover. Orgasms seemed to rise one after the other. This was what she wanted, though. This was what a true slut did. Cock after cock after cock … She cast her gaze to the side and found her daughter gazing back at her. They shared a tired smile and mouthed a shared 'yes'. Jean knew. Toni was okay. They were in this together! And, together they would give these big black cocks the bang they have been seeking.
After the last of the men, at least in that round, had been spent inside their mouth or cunt, the women turned and fell onto the chairs. In a moment, both began giggling. Between their slightly parted legs, each could see the formation of a puddle of cum. Jean rose and pulled her daughter up. She lay down on the hardwood floor of the dance floor and held her arms up toward Toni. Toni smiled, glanced at the men replenishing themselves with drinks, and found they had their full attention. Toni walked over to her mom and knelt down with her leaking cunt over her mom's mouth. She sighed at the first touch of tongue to her abused and gaping cunt. She leaned down, forcefully spread the thighs in front of her, and buried her tongue into her mom's equally cum-coated and filled cunt. She drove her tongue as deep as she could inside seeking the cum of these men, then planting her lips over the lips and hole, she sucked for all she was worth, trying to pull more cum still inside. Her mom's reaction to the attention gave her a nasty idea. They had both experienced multiple orgasms from the fucking of their cunts and mouths but her mom groaned and writhed under her as she sucked and licked. Toni shifted her attention to the engorged clit and shoved two fingers into the messy hole.
Jean gasped and swore, a muffled sound that mostly disappeared into Toni's cunt. She had already orgasmed three times and her daughter was attempting to bring her off, again? She dug her tongue and lips into her daughter's cunt with her own determination. She took the engorged clit tightly between her lips and heard her daughter moan. She plunged her tongue back into her dripping hole, sucked out more cum that seemed to fill her body. Her lips shifted back to the clit, this time her front teeth taking it lightly, nipping it firmly but gently, and pulling and chewing. Toni came in her mouth but she wasn't allowed up from under her until she had also brought her to orgasm using her lips on her own clit and alternating using four fingers and two curled up to stroke her g-spot.



When Toni finally rolled off her mother, both splayed on the floor on their backs head to foot next to each, both gasping and spent, the 20 men around them set their drinks down on tables and clapped. The women reached for each other's hand and smiled embarrassed up at the surrounding men. Jean pushed herself up to a sitting position. One of the men put out his hand to assist her. She smiled and took the big black hand in hers but as he pulled her eyes were at crotch level and she leaned forward and brazenly took his limp cock head between her lips and gave it a quick lick and kiss before letting it fall from her mouth as she stood.
He pulled her into his hard body and asked, "You're still not done?"
She kissed him full on the lips, her right leg wrapping around his muscled thigh, pressing her wet cunt into it. "Hmmmm … not even close. My daughter and I are going to give you the party you wanted."
He looked at her surprised and responded loudly, "Daughter?!?"
She laughed. Toni then joined her mother with the man, both pressing their naked white bodies into his blackness. "Oh, what? They didn't tell you?"
Someone behind them asked, "You two both work for Caleb and Terrell, though?"
The women turned and scanned the group, finally finding Caleb and Terrell sipping drinks with smiles on their faces but quiet. Jean answered, "Yes, we both work for the Collins men in their office. We're secretaries."
Toni bumped her mom at the hip, "Tell them ..." but Jean remained silent. "Okay … yes, we're their secretaries but also their office toys."
There was a sudden exclamation that essentially boiled down to, "Oh shit, man …" They also turned to Caleb and Terrell with appreciative smiles and crude comments. They smiled. They hadn't shared that with these men and that also said something more about them to the women.
Jean and Toni walked across the gap until they each were pressed up against one of them. They both reached down and lightly, lovingly stroked their long, limp cocks, and kissed the side of their faces. Some asked if they actually fuck them in the office. Jean raised her hand up along Terrell's body while staying tightly pressed against him.
"Yes, they do … all four of them … every day." Toni added, her hand still holding Caleb's cock, "Big black cock was a fantasy desire for us at the beginning. Now …" Jean finished, "… now … their cocks are an obsession."
Then, Caleb finally spoke. "Since they've chosen to divulge so much, yes, they've become office sluts for us. And, we enjoy the non-office time, too. It's why we thought they might be right for the Dark Knights. They agreed."
They received another round of boisterous and bawdy comments and cheers. Someone handed them fresh drinks but they wouldn't have much time to sip them.
Cushions suddenly appeared from somewhere and spread out on the floor. The women were led to them and told to get on all fours. They were shown a tube of lubrication. Toni giggled. Jean commented softly to her, "I was wondering how long it would be for this to start."
As the gel was spread over and into her asshole, Toni added, "I think they're going in steps. Gang banged our cunts, now they'll bang our assholes. With so much time left, what's the next step?"
Jean groaned as the first big cock pressed against her asshole. She gasped and grunted as it stretched her sphincter and plunged into her. "You … know … very well … what's next." She gasped and moaned as the cock began pumping more aggressively into her tight hole forced open and yielding. "FUCK!" Then, "Doubles … at … least …" Then, the words stopped and only sounds tumbled from her mouth.
The same was happening to Toni. She heard what her mom said but didn't even try to respond. Thank, God, she thought that she have been banged regularly by the four big cocks of the Collins men. A strange thought but she doubted she could have survived this night if she and her mom had been experienced with big cock.
Another big black cock appeared in front of her. Engaged in such a slutty event, she didn't bother to look up to see who the cock belonged to. It no longer mattered who was fucking her or entering her mouth. All that matter was that it was happening. This was like the evenings or weekends with the four Collins men only multiplied. She moaned at the aggressive fucking when a hand grabbed her right breast and began squeezing. She felt the cock in her ass pulse so she balanced on one supporting arm and moved the other hand to her pussy and clit. She plunged three fingers into her own pussy, then added her thumb to the clit. She felt the cock swell and jerk inside her asshole and she clamped her muscles hard around it. He thrust hard and deep and held it there as the first spurt of cum flooded into her. A moment after, her own manipulation of her pussy and clit added enough to the anal stimulation to send her over the edge and join him in orgasm.
The cock disappeared from her mouth and another appeared. She had not closed her mouth when it became empty and the next one slid right inside. At the same moment, her empty ass was filled, presumably by the one just leaving her mouth. The muffled groans and grunts coming from her side indicated her mother was being happily consumed by cock, too.
Cock after cock slammed into each of the asses of each of the women. They both sucked another cock while being fucked. The 20 men were satisfied with a shot at one of the women, though. By the time the 10th man fucked one of them, the first couple were ready again. This time they moved to the other. If they had fucked the mother the first time, they changed to the daughter. They finally stopped when fucking the gaping assholes was like splashing into a filled hole so much cum had been deposited in the previously tight sleeve.
The women collapsed onto their stomachs when the last cock pulled out. Toni recovered somewhat first and wanted to see the effect of all that fucking. She moved behind Jean and opened her cheeks. "OH … MY … GOD! What an asshole."
Jean turned and looked shocked at her daughter. "I beg your pardon?"
Everyone laughed. "No … no, no … I mean you should see your asshole."
"Turn around, slut." The guys all laughed, again. Terrell and Caleb were used to this bantering between them and they began to relax seeing the other guys were recognizing it as friendly teasing between them. "Jeez! Now I understand."
The bantering went on for a while and they were given another drink. Normally, both would be concerned by the amount they were drinking but the energy they were expending seemed to drive out the alcoholic effect. The guys didn't wait long, though.
The next stage was coming and Jean’s expectation was right. She and Toni had been double penetrated with some increasing frequency by the Collins men, but this night was way over the top. They both had long since lost any track of cocks entering their bodies or orgasms. The amount of cum in their holes and down their throat had to be staggering if they actually somehow saw it as a volume. Now, it started, again.
Two men were already on their backs on the repositioned cushions. They held their cocks extending up from their bodies. With a nudge, Jean and Toni moved to the men, dutifully straddled them, and lowered down over the big cocks. Of course, each successive fucking had opened their holes to the point where penetration was much easier. They were pulled forward to the chest of the man they were on and another man came up behind them. The need for lubrication was passed a long time ago and each man guided their cock into the waiting gaping hole. Both women still released a gasp at the feel of having two big cocks at once but the men immediately began a smooth, long and deep fucking into asshole or cunt. When a third man appeared to each, they had now achieved air-tight and understood it wouldn't be the last time that night.
Jean was surprised when the man in her cunt came first. Everything was so tight being double penetrated that she felt every pulse and twitch of his cock as it spewed cum into her already filled hole. The man behind her leaned onto her back and wrapped his arms around her, then he rolled to the side bringing her with him. She was now lying on her back on top of him as another man crawled between their legs and penetrated her cunt. She gasped, again, and quickly orgasmed as this cock pummeled her with a lot of energy and stroked her in a new, stimulating way. She was rolled again when the one in her ass came and pulled out as they rolled. They had done this before, she thought to herself. She looked to the side, forgetting for a moment from the rolling where Toni actually was. What she found was the same thing happening to her. Just as she looked over, Toni was being rolled with a cock deep in her ass.
Toni had decided she couldn't be surprised by anything these guys did. So much had been a surprise she didn't believe there could be anymore. She was wrong. When the man under her in her cunt came, the one in her ass shifted his knees for leverage and pulled her tightly to his body, held her there, and somehow got to his feet. She groaned loudly as she seemed to hang in his arms and her body settled by gravity until she was pressed tightly to the base of his cock. That was when another man approached, aligned his cock to her cunt, and drove it home. One mighty thrust and he buried his cock in the sleeve next to her full asshole. She cried out and shuddered and shivered in orgasm. She could feel the spent cum of so many cocks leaking from her holes to the insides of her thighs and trickling down.
After they had been thoroughly used in a steady succession of cocks in both holes at the same time, they didn't believe there could be anything left in them. They were wrong, again. Spent, exhausted, and used … thoroughly and completely used … men and their cocks appeared to them where they knelt on cushions. They looked in disbelief as hard cocks came to them. Only reacting by auto-pilot now, they grasped cocks and opened mouths to suck.
One after the other, cocks spewed cum down onto their faces, in their hair, on their breasts, chest, and body. After the last cock had delivered the last of its cum, the women looked at each other and began giggling. The sunrise was pressing through gaps in the window shades of the club. Hours and hours of cocks and use, they looked at each other covered in cum and could only laugh at the sight. But they had done it. The two of them had survived and enjoyed 20 big black cocks for almost 6 hours.
* * * *
Monday morning they entered the office wearing their light coats. The Collins men were in the glass conference room ready to begin the normal Monday morning meeting reviewing projects and new opportunities. The men all turned in their direction, curious how their Client & Customer Relations Associates would be dressed.
Jean looked at Toni. "We're agreed?" Toni nodded. They had spent much of Sunday talking about what had happened Saturday night (or Sunday morning really).
They loosened the tie of their coats and slid them off their shoulders and arms. Underneath they were matched (of course, they always were): heels, stockings, garter belt, and shelf-cup bras. Jean was white lace while Toni was black lace.
"Sir, if I may hijack your meeting for a moment?" Jean addressed Jacob and the two women remained standing at the two remain empty chairs on either side of Jacob.
He said, "I understand you had quite a Saturday night."
Jean looked at her daughter. They were in agreement. "Yes, sir." She looked at Caleb and Terrell with a smile. "That will be a story for another time. We, Toni and I, want to make something very clear to all of you about that. We assumed you all would have heard about that night. We also assumed you all probably have heard what the Knight pronounced that night. They proclaimed us as their Dark Knights Sluts. We were honored by that proclamation. We will have our portraits up on their wall that will prove what we accomplished that night. Toni and I agree that given a future opportunity, we will be tempted to repeat that night. BUT … we want it known that we are NOT the Dark Knight Sluts. That is not what we wish to be known as. No offense Caleb and Terrell."
Toni turned to Jacob, "Sir, we, mom and I, agree that we are and will be as long as you want us to be … we are Collins Sluts."
Jacob looked at his two youngest sons. Toni and Jean followed his gaze. Caleb smiled. "Good." The surprise was the reaction of everyone but those two. "Terrell and I talked about it. It was fun and amazing to see how you two handled 20 men but we agreed … the six of us are somehow more special."
Jean sat down followed by Toni. "Sir, the meeting is yours." She looked across the round table at her daughter and winked. Her erect nipples were visible in the shelf-cup bra and the hungry look in her eyes. If she could see her exposed cunt under the table she knew it would be moistening in anticipation of what awaited them during the day. What more could a slutty secretary want in a job?
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CHAPTER 10: CLIENT VISIT
Toni mumbled something but Jean couldn't tell what she was trying to say. Of course, Jean wasn't sure if it was because Toni had her mouth over her cunt or the fact that her ears were covered by Toni's legs.
Jean giggled, "How many times have I told you not to talk with your mouth full?"
Toni pulled her head up from her mother's cunt and rolled to the side, raising her upper body to her elbows. Jean did the same thing and they were both smiling.
"Technically," Toni began, "my mouth wasn't full... just..." She smiled bigger. "Okay, yeah, I guess it was full of your cunt."
Jean encouraged her daughter up alongside her. They had been engaged in a nightly ritual after work of sucking the cum of the Collins men from each other's cunts. Toni put her head on Jean's shoulder as Jean's arm wrapped securely and lovingly, if not motherly, around her.
"Now, what were you trying to say?"
Toni responded after moving her lips to Jean's nipple for a quick kiss and suck. "Ann Jamison from Swanson Manufacturing is arriving tomorrow, right?" Jean nodded without answering. She was sure the action was obvious to Toni. "Isn't she the one who added her product line to the others for our representation as a result of Jacob's presentation, the dinner, and after-party in the suite? Weren't you eating her pussy at the end of the party?"
"Correct on all points."
Toni raised to her elbow and looked at her mom, "You know she isn't coming to visit JUST to introduce their tracking software. She's coming to be with you, again."
Jean moved her fingers to squeeze Toni's nipple. "I know... I just wonder if she is expecting a threesome?" Both women laughed, arousal rejoining them at the very thought.
Jean playfully spanked Toni's naked butt and said it was time to make something for dinner. Just as Jean reached the door to the hall, Toni called out to her. She turned to see Toni inserting Ben Wa balls into her cunt. She handed Jean's to her as she passed by. "We don't want to disappoint the guys," Toni said in passing. Jean felt them in her hand. They were the heaviest and smallest ones they owned. They were told these would require more muscle control to keep them inside their cunts: heavy and small. She slipped them into her wet cunt one at a time. They didn't do it just for the feeling, they did it to strengthen their cunts for the men. A slut's responsibilities never end. She smiled and giggled. A tight cunt isn't just for the men, though, it was nice for them, too.
They sat at the kitchen table naked. They had spent so much time exposed or naked at the office, at Jacob's home, with clients even, and the Dark Knights club,, being naked at home just seemed natural. Jean knew their house wasn't private like Jacob's and there was a higher risk of someone spotting them through a window at night, but... even that excited the women.
"Don't you think it's weird?" Toni started again. "I mean Ann Jamison... she's arriving tomorrow... Friday. I mean, who flies in on a Friday?"
"Short trip?" Jean offered between bites of salad. Jean thought it was too quiet and looked up. "What?" she finally asked of Toni who was staring at her.
"I think," Toni offered, "that time in the bedroom at the party with us left a far bigger impression on her than even we thought."
* * * *
Jean and Toni were busy at their computers waiting for Ann Jamison to arrive. With an early morning flight, getting a rental car (her choice), and making her way through the city, they figured her arrival between 10:30 and 11:00. Everything had been discussed with Jacob: how they should be dressed, time with the woman, and especially the office sex. It was decided the office sex should be put off until a feel of Ann was achieved.
When the door chime sounded (the door to the office always locked since no walk-ins ever came and they didn't want anyone else accidentally walking to see naked or exposed secretaries), Jean walked quickly to the door. Toni looked up as she passed and wanted to watch the reaction of the woman. Although they had discussed how the two women should be dressed for the visit, they had all ultimately agreed that Ms. Jamison knew enough about them that the normal office style of dress didn't need to be altered.
"Oh, my God!" came the squealing voice of Ann Jamison at the door as she saw Jean. As was their routine, both Jean and Toni were dressed identically. This time in white, semi-sheer, sleeveless blouses unbuttoned and tied beneath their breasts; dark plaid, micro-short, pleated skirts; sheer, white thong; sheer white thigh-high stocking that the skirts didn't cover the elastic lace tops of; and dark 4" high heels. The slightest bending, raising of the arms, or stretching caused the tiny skirts to rise and expose their ass-cheeks.
As the door closed behind them, Jean took the other woman into a tight hug, parted slightly to look into the woman's eyes, found what she was looking for, and kissed her on the lips. "Welcome to Collins Sales," Jean offered. "We're looking forward to... umm... our mutual sharing."
Just then, Toni approached from her desk. "Both of you. This is how you really dress for work? You really are..." Ann tapered off.
"Sluts, yes," Toni confirmed as she pulled the surprised woman into her arms for a kiss, too. "Yes," Toni continued, "we really do work here."
"And," Jean continued, "we really do love sex."
They heard a movement further in the office and all three women turned to find the four Collins men standing in office doorways. "Oh, my God," Ann mumbled softly so just the two women could hear, "all four of them are..."
"Yes, they are," Jean confirmed without requiring the other woman to finish.
Jean took the woman around the office to make the introductions, finishing at Jacob's office where they entered and sat in front of his desk. Jacob was a master of small talk and putting others at ease, something his two secretaries had experienced so long ago. He led the discussion through normal welcoming comments, into the product line details and thoughts for stimulating sales, and landed finally on her schedule.
"I know it is odd to come in on a Friday," she began and confirmed the same thought Toni had expressed the night before, "but I've never been to your city and thought... well..." she glanced sideways at Jean "... someone might be able to show me around? I have a flight out Sunday morning... but I can change it earlier if..."
"Sir," Jean interrupted, "Toni and I already talked about it and we'd like very much to... uhm... spend more time with Ann."
They spent an hour installing and introducing the new software Swanson uses for tracking and reporting orders, production, and shipments. Then, they broke for lunch when Caleb arrived with the take-out orders. Take-out was their normal practice because it was rare that the two women were dressed in a manner appropriate for going out to eat.
The men left the women alone in the glass-enclosed conference room. Finally, Toni got up and seemed to rush to the restroom. "Is she okay?" Ann asked concerned. "She seemed kind of distressed."
Jean studied the woman and decided she knew enough about them to be honest. "Toni doesn't have quite the control, I think. We all agreed we would suspend our normal activities while you are here. At least the most physical ones," she added with a giggle. "She wasn't sure she could so she is trying a different approach. I think it went too far."
Ann leaned back and stared at Jean. Then, "You're talking but not saying what you mean. What exactly are you saying? What 'normal activities' and what 'different approach'?" She leaned forward again and when she spoke it was in a lower tone, "Jean, for God's sake, you ate my pussy to a magnificent orgasm, you don't need to beat around the bush."
Jean sighed. Ann was right, of course, but what they did in this office... but what she and Toni did at the dinner and after... that was no different...
"Truth is, we get fucked a couple times most days and Toni didn't think she could go without so she's had a Lush vibrator inside her but... you know they operate on bluetooth... one of the guys must have figured it out. These skirts are awfully short."
Ann's hand was over her mouth and Jean worried, then Ann started giggling. "So... she's been stimulated while we were going over the software and..."
Jean nodded and her relief at Ann's reaction allowed her to laugh. "Yeah... I think one of the guys turned up the setting on her."
Just then, Toni came out of the restroom looking a bit more... relaxed. Jean waved her over and both women could see there was something in her hand. Toni looked at the two women, "What are you two smiling about?"
"Ann asked what was going on and I told her," Jean confessed.
Toni dropped the Lush on the table and plopped into the chair she had left moments before. Ann gasped when she looked across the table at the younger woman sagged in the chair with thighs parted. "You're thong is soaked!"
Toni giggled and straightened up in the chair, "I should have known one of the guys would have noticed. They like our asses and the antenna sticking out is pretty obvious."
"So, tell me, Jean," Ann continued with interest, "you each are fucked twice a day, you said?"
Toni laughed, "No," while shaking her head and looking at her mom, "usually, in the morning we're fucked by two of the guys, then in the afternoon, often late, the two who fucked me will then fuck mom."
Ann gasped and stared back and forth between Toni and Jean. She collapsed into the back of the chair. "Four fucks most days? Fuck!" She looked at them with a huge smile, "You guys really are sluts." They all laughed, Jean and Toni happily nodding their heads in agreement.
Mid-afternoon Ann left to check into her hotel but promised to meet the women at their home for a casual dinner, though she was hoping for more than dinner. As Jean and Toni already guessed, it was the real reason she made the trip on a Friday.
Once Ann left, there was an immediate collective heightening of anticipation as the office waited for minutes to be sure the client didn't return for some reason. After that, though, the remainder of the afternoon was a frenzy of fucking throughout the office with Jean and Toni moving around the offices in stocking and heels and cum leaking from both holes. As the women were at the door to leave, Toni raised the back of her tiny skirt to flash the guys.
Caleb called out, "Toni, where's your thong?"
She turned at the door with a giggle and shrug, "I couldn't find it." They all laughed.
* * * *
They had given Ann their address and were fully expecting her to arrive later but when they approached their little house a car was stopped in their driveway.
Toni turned to her mom, "Think someone is anxious?"
They parked their car in the garage and led Ann into the house. After sitting in the car, the skirts of both women were high on their asses and Ann shook her head at the sight of both sets of ass cheeks rotating before her.
"I can't believe what you guys do in the office," Ann exclaimed.
Toni turned as they entered the kitchen and dropped her purse on the counter. She took Ann in her arms and kissed her fully on the lips, pulled back with a smile, and seeking her reaction in her face. "There are times we can't quite believe it, either."
Jean ventured, "Do you suck cock, Ann?" The woman nodded with a blush. Jean smiled, took her hand to pull her behind her down the hall. "Good. We have a little ritual after work and you can help us, then."
They were halfway down the little hall when Toni called out, "By the way, welcome to our home."
When she realized she was being led to a bedroom, Ann stammered, "What... what ritual?"
She watched stunned as both women quickly stripped off their clothes and stood naked before her. Before she could react, both women were kissing the sides of her face and touching her breasts from outside her clothes. She felt the buttons of her blouse being undone and the zipper of her skirt being lowered. There had never been a question in her mind why she had decided on coming to visit Collins Sales and especially on a Friday. She had wanted to feel more of what she had experienced before with these women, this mother and daughter. She had never thought of herself as bisexual. Before with the prostitutes, she felt having her pussy eaten was just a means to an orgasm. These women, though, had opened up something more from inside her and she found herself thinking about that until the decision to visit them was too overpowering to deny.
She gasped. Her blouse was gone. Her skirt was gone. The clasps of her bra were being opened and her pantyhose was being peeled down her legs. She knew what she wanted from these two and, apparently, they did, too. She just hadn't expected this. They hadn't asked; they hadn't even implied anything. When her panties were pushed over her hips and down her legs, she was naked between these two naked women, and her body was being stroked, caressed, and probed without a hint of hesitation or questioning. If she had wondered about these two after that party, there was no longer any question in her mind: these women were entirely sexual; these women were used to receiving sex and giving it freely.
The same two words escaped her mouth, "What... ritual?"
The two women turned away from her and stripped the covers from the bed to expose the bottom sheet. In the instant of their hands leaving her, Ann had a feeling of frustration. Jean turned back to her with lust and urgency in her eyes. She looked at Toni and saw the same thing. Jean said, "After work... after we've been fucked by the guys... we come home and, first thing, we suck and lick the spent cum from each other."
Ann stood naked with an open mouth before these two bold women, mother and daughter, calmly and casually talking about an after-work 69 session to clean out their pussies. And, they wanted her to help them. She'd been eaten before, yes, but had never tasted pussy herself. Now... it suddenly hit her. That was why Jean had asked if she sucked cock. If she'd sucked cock, she'd tasted cum, and....
Ann was reacting numbly. She saw Toni recline on the bed, her legs splayed out wide. God, these women were brazen, bold, and self-assured. They knew what they liked and gave it and received it without qualms. Jean held her hand and was pulling her to the bed where Toni lay waiting. While holding Ann's hand, Jean straddled over Toni's head, her pussy settling over her daughter's lips. Jean gasped at the touch of Toni's lips to her cunt lips but held onto Ann's hand. Ann's eyes flicked from Toni's exposed pussy to Jean's face. Both were speaking to her silently and before she understood or realized what she was doing, Ann found her lips and tongue on Toni's pussy as she was reclined between the younger woman's legs. Ann soon found herself lost in only the experience of her first pussy licking, the taste of both spent man-cum and pussy juice on her tongue and lips. And, all around her was the sound of pleasure: groans, moans, gasps, and sighs.
After, Ann watched silently as both women inserted Ben Wa balls into their cunts. Ann asked because it happened as though it was also part of a ritual.
Toni giggled, "It is. Every night we insert them into our cunts before making dinner and going about the rest of our evening. We've graduated to these heavier balls which take more muscle control to keep them inside."
Jean added, "They keep our cunt muscles tight for the men. You see, Ann, we take our work jobs seriously, but we also take seriously our office slut roles." Both women giggled and simultaneously said, "Tight cunts mean happy cocks."
They kept Ann naked like themselves the rest of the evening. Despite having a hotel room waiting for her, Ann agreed to stay the night and both women gave her a repeat 69 before finally sleeping between the two office sluts in Jean's king-sized bed.
In the morning, Jean pulled Ann into the shower with her where there seemed to be a lot more making out going on than washing. Ann was still naked and enjoying the casual touches of Jean and Toni, casual touches that periodically evolved into less casual touching.
Toni whispered to Jean and the two shared a look. Jacob was having another Saturday afternoon BBQ which by now had almost become a weekly event that reinforced a non-work relationship among the six of them. There was no doubt any longer that Ann Jamison had made this visit because she desired to relieve a sexual itch their dinner and party had given her. What the two women had learned through pillow-talk was that Sarah Thompson, the other female Swanson product manager, had confided the very same itch. Toni encouraged Jean so she stepped onto the patio in the back with her smartphone and stood close to the wall where she was probably not visible to the neighbors. Her backyard was not remotely private, unlike Jacob's where they were safe to cavort naked.
"Sir?" Jean said when the connection was made.
"Jean, good morning, dear." Then, she could hear nerves in his voice, "You aren't canceling out of coming over, are you? The boys would be very disappointed."
Jean teased, "Only the boys, sir?"
Jacob laughed, "You know better than that, slut." She did know better than that but it was still good to hear and she delighted in the way he teased her by switching from 'dear' to 'slut'.
She explained the situation and he responded as she expected. "I trust your evaluation of the situation, Jean. You are correct, too, that there is a risk here but we already introduced that at the dinner and party and her cavorting with you two sluts." That wasn't teasing but recognition of Ann's further exposure to that side of our office. There was a slight pause, then, "As I said, I trust your perception of the situation. I guess it's fair that the shoe drops to our feet, though who would have known, right?" Jean laughed. This will be interesting. Jacob came back, "I'll let the boys know so they can get used to the idea." Jean didn't laugh again until after the phone connection had disconnected.
Upon re-entering the house, Toni intercepted her mom. Jean nodded. When Toni raised her eyebrows for more, Jean added softly, "He's letting the guys know that the role of sluts might fall to them." A big smile covered Toni's face. It wasn't anything mean or about time or now they know what it is like. She and her mom were still the real sluts. What she was smiling about was an assured knowledge that the guys' cocks could turn any woman interested in being fucked.
Ann was given very exacting directions for finding Jacob's house and she left to go to the hotel to shower (again) and change into casual clothes and meet them there in her rental car. She had an early Sunday morning flight so no matter what Jean and Toni were doing that night, she needed to be in her hotel room the next morning. They told Ann not to worry too much about what she wore to the BBQ, it may not be relevant for too long. They chuckled. They had every intention of again wearing their short coats to cover their nakedness underneath. The implication caused Ann some nerves, however. She had met Jacob once and his sons not yet. Was she really doing this? Was she really joining these two sluts to get fucked by a black cock? She knew she was. She knew she had to, she was too far into the arousal the Collins office sluts had shown her, but despite the prostitutes Swanson occasionally provided at the parties, this was entirely new to her. Even having spent the night sexually with the two women seemed very different than spending the afternoon including the Collins men. What was the difference exactly? She wasn't sure but maybe it wasn't the fact they were business associates, at all. Maybe, the difference was the big black cock she was assured to find there. She stood naked in front of the mirror in the hotel room, not deciding so much what to wear but verifying she was doing this. Her body showed her all she needed, though: rock-hard nipples and that familiar slickness on the inside of her thighs.



When she rang the doorbell, Ann expected to be welcomed by Jacob Collins but was instead greeted by a broadly smiling and very naked Toni Evans who pulled her into yet another lusty embrace and kiss on the lips as though it had been days or weeks since seeing each other. Ann was told what happens on these Saturdays but she still expected a slow transition into it. Clearly not. And stepping out onto the back patio just clarified the relationship of the Collins office.
Jacob jumped up to greet Ann as Toni brought her out when she saw a naked Jean sitting across the lap of, she assumed, was one of the sons. Although he was dressed, he was kissing Jean with an intensity that sent a shiver through her, not to mention the arm around Jean also cupped a breast and his other hand was stroking and probing the pussy as a leg was casually splayed to the side off his lap. It seemed very reluctantly that the two separated as Toni began the introductions around the circle, each of the men rising from chairs to shake her hand. Shake her hand. Jean had clearly been demonstrating what happens here with a very casual approach to sex and they were shaking her hand. Her reaction was weird and unexpected, though. Shaking these big, strong, black hands... each touch sent a shiver coursing through her.
Jacob took her by the arm and led her to a table arranged with a variety of alcohol, wine, and a tub of beer on ice. She pointed to wine, then turned her attention back to the group as Toni crawled into the laps of the other two young men seated next to each other on an outdoor love seat. She was soon kissed by one as the other began stroking and probing her body, her one leg also splaying to the side to obviously open herself to their hands. Then, the pull-over shirts of the men were being pulled up and off and she gasped and sighed at the sight of strong chests being revealed and white hands caressing them.
She felt a tap on her upper arm to find Jacob offering her the glass of wine. She sipped it greedily, "This... this is what they are really like..." said somewhere between a question and a confirming statement.
Jacob chuckled, "Yes, did you think at the dinner and party that it was all an act?"
'I guess so."
He added to confirm, "Jean said you understood what these get-togethers are like and you encouraged them to act normally." Ann nodded, her eyes not leaving the group. Jean was now on her knees assisting in the removal of the man's shorts and underwear. As the garments reached his knees, Ann gasped at the sight of the man's cock. Jacob smiled at her response. Jacob let her attention remain on the group and saw Jean begin her very familiar ritual of loving cock. Toni was now being mauled by the other two: one fondling breasts and nipples while kissing; the other ramming fingers into her cunt and stroking her clit. Her moans were only muffled by the lips of Caleb. Jacob heard Ann's gasps and uneven breathing. "Quite something to see two women so uninhibitedly enjoying the giving and receiving of open stimulation, isn't it?" His eyes were on Ann now and saw her gentle nod. "What you saw them doing when we visited your company was them simply doing what they enjoy. Oh, they are very good at their jobs in the office for us, but they simply enjoy sex, and the more the better it seems." Ann numbly nodded and he saw her hand holding the wine glass shake.
They stood side by side for minutes longer as she sipped her wine and he watched her reaction to what was progressing before them. Her hand shook every time she raised the glass to her lips until her eyes looked into the glass surprised that it was empty. Jean was now riding Matt with her back toward him and her bouncing breasts very visible. Toni was kneeling on the love seat with Terrell fucking into her from behind and Caleb driving his cock into her mouth and throat.
Jacob took her empty glass and placed it on the table and moved to close the deal. "We all knew that your coming out to visit us wasn't about demonstrating the software." She tore her eyes from the fucking openly displayed. She gazed into his eyes and nodded softly. "We knew you wanted to experience more of what you felt from Jean and Toni." She nodded again but with a little more energy. Her breathing was more ragged and her eyes continued to flick over to one or the other of the women being fucked. "You experienced that with them last night but it just caused you to want more." She nodded with a deep blush but he held her eyes. His hands were on her upper arms and caressed up and down and over her shoulders to the sides of her face. "They told you what happens here, how we enjoy relaxed, casual sex we might not have time for in the office." More nodding. He leaned forward and softly kissed her lips. She sucked in a breath and gasped it out into his mouth, her entire body shivering. He broke the kiss, his lips an inch from hers, and allowed his hands to slide from the sides of her face, off her shoulders, and down to lightly caress her breasts covered the buttoned blouse and bra underneath. Her eyes closed as his hands fondled her and she shivered. She pressed her body into his and when her abdomen pressed into him, she gasped and moaned.
His hands pulled her in tight to his body, then one hand slid down to her butt covered in her shorts. He pulled her tighter into his crotch, pressing his very aroused cock into her. She gasped, moaned, and shivered. "Oh... God," she mumbled.
He raised her chin and kissed her harder. "Have you ever had a big cock, Ann?" He felt her shake her head against his shoulder. "That's why you came here, though, isn't it?" She nodded against him. "You want to experience a big cock inside you."
She looked up at him. It seemed her entire body was shivering. "Yes, Jacob. All of it is true. I came here to experience more. I only hoped I might experience you or them." She kissed him this time. Then, she looked up at him concerned, "Does that make me a slut?"
He laughed and she was taken aback for a moment. "Look at them, Ann." The men had rotated in fucking Toni and Jean was shifted to kneeling on the chair and being fucked very aggressively from behind. "Those are sluts. They are fucked nearly four times a day and they would do more. You... you just want a fuck."
She watched the women so openly and happily being fucked without regard to being watched. Ann's hand had somehow begun softly stroking Jacob's cock through his shorts. Her hand hesitated when she became aware of it but, instead of removing it, she turned her head back to him. She gasped out her desperate need, "Will you please fuck me, Jacob." She shuddered. "I have to feel it."
He smiled as his fingers began unbuttoning her blouse. He reached down to kiss her as his hands pulled the blouse from her shorts and opened the garment and slid it off her shoulders to be dropped on the table. While kissing her, he unclasped her bra and felt her shiver and moan into his mouth as the bra opened and he slid it off. He lowered his face to kiss her breasts and suck her nipples as his fingers opened her shorts and pushed them off her hips. As he lowered to his knees, he saw her eyes squeezed shut, a steady stream of moans and sighs coming from her slightly parted lips. Pulling her panties down her legs to reveal her sparsely covered pussy, he leaned in to kiss it, his hands nudging her legs to open further. When his tongue came out and licked her slick lips, her hands found his head for support as she shivered even more strongly.
"Here," he asked as he picked the naked women up in his arms, "or somewhere private?"
"Just fuck me," she blurted out. "God, Jacob, please... just fuck me."
And he did and in a manner she had also never experienced but just witnessed. He set her back onto the patio and quickly stripped off his shirt, slacks, and boxers. She gasped again at seeing his aroused big black cock. He backed into an open chair and pulled her back along with him. After sitting, he pulled her back to his lap. With his knees together, she was forced to back onto him with her legs parted on the outside of his legs facing the rest of the group. Although the rest of them were busy with their own erotic couplings, this was definitely the most exposed and exhibitionistic she had ever allowed happen to herself. But she wanted this so badly, so desperately, she felt she would do almost anything to have it.
Jacob whispered in her ear as he assisted her with her body hovering just above his hard, long, and thick cock, "You take control, Ann. Look at those two sluts and how they enjoy our big cocks. You'll take it all, just go at your pace, as much and as fast or slow as you want."
She numbly nodded her head as she tore her eyes from the scene of the other women delirious in the fucking of those cocks. She looked between her spread thighs and gasped, again. How does something that big fit? But, the others managed it and she was past the point of not trying, not having it, too. She grasped the biggest cock she ever touched or saw and held it up, slowly settling her hips down until she felt the head at her pussy. She involuntarily flinched. Yes, she was going to this. She moved the cock back, her hips forward just inches until she felt the head of it at her hole. She gasped, again, and sucked in a deep breath. Yes, yes, yes... she was going to have a big, black cock inside her. She settled down only inches to feel the head, that big, bulbous head, part her hole and she shivered. She raised her eyes at the two women so aggressively being fucked and loving every moment of it. She settled down further, inches only, and felt her pussy stretch to take the cock, and already with just the head and a couple inches inside her pussy felt a fullness she never imagined. She took a new breath with new resolve, lifted an inch, and plunged down over the black cock. She cried out loudly, gasping, panting, and groaning. She peeked down, sure she had it all inside, and was shocked that only half of his cock was inside her.
The cry had diverted, only slightly, the other five in the group and all eyes moved to the woman from Swanson hovering over Jacob's lap impaled on his cock but many inches still outside. She raised and lowered her body, inches more disappearing into her pussy, her mouth hanging open without new sounds escaping to them, her right hand clutching her breast, her left hand braced on Jacob's thigh for support. Up and down until another loud gasp escaped her mouth and she was sitting on his thighs and fully impaled by big cock. All five smiled at each other: mission accomplished.
* * * *
"Collins Sales, Jean Evans, speaking."
"Jean, this is Ann." Jean smiled, she thought she might hear from her, again, but not so soon. It was only days since the Saturday BBQ when she experienced her first big black cock. "Jean, what are you doing this weekend?"
She chuckled to herself. "What am I doing or what are we doing?"
"Sorry, yes, you're right. What are you all doing?"
"Hang on, Ann, just a moment." Jean rose from her desk and noticed Toni wasn't at hers but did hear sounds coming from Caleb's office. Both women had been well fucked in the morning and neither was wearing the thong they had arrived to work with under the short, covering coat to get from the car into the office. Both women were now only wearing lace shelf bras, thigh-high stockings, and heels. Well, Jean giggled softly, maybe her slut daughter didn't have her bra on any longer. She stepped into Jacob's office with only a soft knock as she entered, reached over his desk to punch the blinking light on his desk phone as she smiled and blew him a kiss.
Pushing another button to put the phone on speaker, "Ann, sorry for putting you on hold. I am with Jacob now. You were wondering if we were busy this weekend?" Jacob reached out to squeeze an exposed nipple above the self bra and wiggled his eyebrows because Saturdays had generally been assumed to be a BBQ and a relaxed day outside the office with unhurried, freely exchanged sex.
"Hi, Jacob. Ahmmm... yes, well... Jacob, thank you, again." He and Jean shared knowing smiles and more wiggling of eyebrows but, clearly, Ann was approaching something with some delicacy. "The thing is," she continued, "remember I mentioned Sarah Thompson?"
"Yes, Ann," Jacob replied with a smile at Jean as he opened his belt and slacks. Jean mouthed, fuck, and he nodded back in agreement. She smiled and hurried around the desk as he scooted his chair back. She held his aroused cock up and sat down on it, taking only two strokes to be sitting on his thighs. They both gasped softly. "You mentioned... Ann... hmmmm... sorry, you mentioned she wasn't feeling... satisfied."
Ann chuckled, "Yes, Jacob, not satisfied at all and not satisfied with the way her product line is being handled, either." All three of them laughed.
"Ummmm... Ann," Jean interjected, "oooooo... after experiencing personally the kind of... ahhhh.... the attention Collins Sales can provide, do you agree we have the experience and... desire... to satisfy Sarah, too?" Jacob had unclasped her bra and was pulling on her nipples as she slowly, smoothly moved up and down on his cock. She couldn't contain all the moans pushing to escape her mouth. As soon as she had heard Ann's voice, she understood where the call would be heading.
"You understand why I asked the question, then. She's getting pressure to make a change or stop complaining. She hates changing agencies, terminating representation. I've been talking to her, though. I confessed what happened over the weekend. She's ready to change, you guys, especially if..." Ann stopped and paused, then, "What are you guys doing? Are you... you are."
"Sorry, Ann," Jean confessed with a more audible moan. "You were so sexy last Friday night and Saturday and I just knew why you were calling."
Jacob jumped in, "It's not Jean's fault, Ann. If someone should apologize, it is me. I opened my pants, she just reacted."
Ann giggled, "Like the slut she is, right?" They both agreed with chuckles. "God, you guys!" she gasped. "I'm sitting here with a drooling pussy at the idea of making this call and the implications of it and I almost came when I realized you two were... well, doing what you so comfortably do." There was a pause. "Jean, are you sitting on him?"
Jacob laughed, "Not so much sitting, Ann. If these two sluts have a cock in them, there is always a lot of movement."
"I remember the feeling, Jacob. God, how I remember the feeling!"
"So," Jacob began to bring the conversation back to the topic, "you think Collins Sales might be able to show Sarah Thompson how eager we are to being the... satisfying partner she and her product line need?"
She indicated that was exactly what she was leading Sarah into. Jean asked, "Ann, I hope you're coming with her so we can continue impressing you with our service."
Ann giggled, "It is definitely my intention of cumming and, this time, much more."
After the call ended, Jean fucked him vigorously to a mutual climax. Then, sitting on his lap and cock, "Sir," she began with a giggle and wicked smiled on her face, "does this make you feel like a slut, too?"
He twisted both nipples and sighed at the feeling of her cunt squeezing around his not softening cock. "A little, maybe. It seems that sex-for-business has turned the tables on me."
"Don't worry about it, sir," she offered as she raised up a few inches and dropped back down. "I can feel that it excites you. Besides, you have three sons you can delegate for Sarah and Ann's satisfaction.
He pushed forward, the chair rolling back and bumping into the credenza behind them. He pushed her over his desk, his cock hardening even more as he pulled back and thrust powerfully into her. She gasped. She loved her job.
"It was... different to... fuck someone... knowing it... was a client... for business," he offered between thrusts and gasps. "I appreciate... even more... what you... and Toni... do for us. I don't... mind doing it, too, but... I have all... the cunt... I really want."
Jean smiled. What a fucking strange compliment. His cock slamming into her cunt, her breasts swinging and bouncing underneath her and she could hear a loud cry of pleasure from another office nearby. Yes, she really, REALLY loved her job.
THE END
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CHAPTER 1: THE MEETING
"Are you okay?"
It wasn't the concerned voice I was hoping against all hope to hear. I looked up into the floor-to-ceiling window in front of me. I saw my reflection in the window. But more, I saw the image of the man behind me. Definitely not who I was stupidly hoping might come looking for me.
"Miss? Are you okay?" he repeated.
"I'm fine. Thanks." It was all I could mumble out while keeping my back to him.
"No ... you're not. If you were, you wouldn't be standing in a hotel lobby crying.
I sighed heavily. I wiped my eyes with the back of my hands, no longer caring what effect that might have on my carefully applied makeup. Then I finally turned to face this stranger who had more concern for me than my asshole boyfriend. In the reflection, I could see he was a good head taller than me and black. Turning to face him, though ... wow. I stand 5'-5" and weigh 100 pounds. He was 6'-3" and 230 pounds, if anything. And ... a body shape that screamed athlete and strength.
"What's wrong? Listen, if you want me to get lost, fine. It looks like you could use someone to talk to or ... do you need something?"
I gave him a weak smile, sighed heavily ... again ... then blurted it out: "My life sucks! Weddings are supposed to be happy events, right? Right? I mean, aren't they? Everyone's supposed to be happy at weddings. He certainly is. The asshole." I put my hand over my mouth. "Oh my God ... did I just verbalize all that?"
He chuckled, "Yes, you did. So, who's the asshole?"
I moaned, "My boyfriend." I sighed. "We were at a wedding reception upstairs. And ... as usual ... he's up there probably not even aware I left the hall." He squinted his eyes at me trying to follow it all. "He's been sniffing after half the skirts up there." I raised my arms and let them flop back down to my thighs. "It never changes. Why do I do this to myself? It's always the same."
He touched my arm ... softly and politely. "Let me buy you a drink here. It might settle you down. You can let it out. Maybe you'll feel better."
God, why not. What could it hurt? Besides, he seems genuinely concerned and he at least listens. I nodded and let him guide me into the lobby bar.
A couple drinks later, and much more time than it takes for a couple drinks, I had emptied myself of the negative feelings about the boyfriend and our relationship. But after that, I had also dumped about my going-nowhere-no-respect job. "So basically my life sucks," I finished with a deep breath like I hadn't taken one for the entire time.
We had gotten through formal introductions and I did learn his name was Jason Taylor, that he had spent five years in the NFL, all with the same team that drafted him. The last two years in the NFL were as the starting outside linebacker before injuring his knee. It was during rehab that he questioned going back, made the decision not to, and worked his way into his own rep agency. No big-big clients but enough to make a good living and to see the promise of a good future.
"What you need is a good diversion and time away." He looked at me intently. I hadn't asked for his further advice and I could see he was somewhat nervous about giving it. But he pressed on. "It's Friday night. Me ... I would turn off my phone for the weekend and think seriously about what I want. Mostly, what changes I should make." My expression must have given him some signal because he suddenly held up his hands, palms out toward me. "Sorry. I'm pushing. I'm used to giving advice to clients. Let me give you a ride home, though. I assume you came with ... him."
I glanced at my phone on the seat next to me. No messages. Of course not. I nodded and followed his lead to the parking structure next to the hotel.
I had given him general directions to get us going but within a mile, I told him to pull over and stop. Although confused he did as I asked.
I could feel him watching me as I stared out the windshield. "You're right," I finally said without looking at him. I made a show of taking my phone out of my purse and turning it off. "I don't need him calling or texting me asking why I left as if it was all my fault. I don't need the opportunity to once again cave into his manipulations." I dropped the phone into my purse and closed it. For another moment the car remained quiet but for the soft sound of the finely tuned idle of his car.
When I spoke again, I turned as much as I could inside the seat belt. "You're right about the other thing. Diversion. I also need to get my mind off him, the job, all of it." The light coming into the car from the street lights probably hid the fact that I suddenly blushed. I've never done anything like this. But, I thought, if I expressed my wants and needs, maybe I could get past this bad relationship and dead-end job. "Would you take me to your place? No strings. No expectations. Just enjoy each other."
"You're serious?"
I nodded. "I know it seems risky but I feel I need to take some risks if I'm going to change my life, right?"
It seemed like minutes before he said anything. His hands clasped to the top of the steering wheel. Whatever he was thinking, he was thinking it hard. Finally, "Right ... dramatic change involves an amount of risk. And, yes, it would seem you need to consider some amount of dramatic change in your life and there is some risk in that." He finally looked at me. "No expectations because I can't consider a romantic relationship right now. Right now it's all about my agency and clients and getting established."
I smiled, suddenly feeling some confidence about all this. "That makes it all the easier, right?"
He turned around at the next block and headed in another direction. Along the way, he questioned me several times that I was certain but eventually we were chatting, again. Not about me, though. I learned that he was in business with a close friend of his since grade school. Although they considered the agency a partnership, the reality was that 70% was his and 30% was his friend and that was just because of what he had put away from football.
I was impressed when he pulled into a cul-de-sac of nice one and two-story homes with mature trees and nice landscaping. Even in the dark, it was obvious this was a nice neighborhood. His house was at the head of the cul-de-sac which I remembered probably meant his backyard was huge. His house was ranch-style with an attached double garage which he pulled into. A Jeep Wrangler stood in the other bay. He led me into the house through a laundry room that opened into the kitchen and a family room beyond.
I assumed he would lead me into the family room but he dropped his keys on the counter and turned into me. His hands held my head on each side as he leaned in to kiss me with a first tentative kiss. I looked into his eyes as we parted and my arms went around his neck. He pressed forward which pressed my back into the refrigerator. It felt like the air was sucked out of the room as our mouths consumed each other's and our bodies came together. Although he was pressing into me against the refrigerator, I nonetheless pressed back by arching my back and flexing my hips. I wanted to feel his body and I did. He was as solid and hard-bodied as he looked.
He pulled back inches ... just our mouths parting. I still felt his body against mine. "I want you, Kristi," he exclaimed.
"Oh God, yes ... that's what I wanted to hear!"
He slipped his hands under my armpits and I was suddenly in the air. I grabbed onto his neck and wrapped my legs around his waist. We kissed again and I knew how high my dress had raised when he put his hands under my ass to hold me. His hands were directly on my pantyhose. I moaned into his mouth, as much from the realization of what I was doing as from the kiss. A wonderful kiss; a consuming and deeply arousing kiss.
He carried me through the family room and into a hallway. My eyes closed as we continued to kiss. Being carried, like I was nothing in his arms, a strong deeply black man whose mouth on mine, tongue caressing mine, combined to cause my body and mind to quake and shiver and flush.
He stopped. I opened my eyes as I pulled my mouth from his. His bedroom. Masculine in every way. A sliding glass door leading outside. The curtains were open and it was black outside. The bed was a king with a throw over it, the easier for making, I suspected.
He set me down on my feet. After another soft kiss, he searched my eyes and face. I was nervous. This was so far beyond me, outside my norm of behavior. Not just that I had a current boyfriend (even one I might be breaking up with) but I didn't really know this man I was gazing up at, whose large hands were still on my upper arms. Though I may not have projected a look of confidence and assurance, I nodded. He smiled with some relief at not having to stop.
He pulled me into his body, again. We kissed but his hands were otherwise busy this time as they fumbled with the clasp and zipper at the back of my sleeveless dress. I sucked in a breath as I felt his hands and the zipper lower down my back and a hand slip inside against the bare skin. He parted us slightly with his hands moving the shoulders of the dress forward and down my arms. I lowered my arms from his neck to allow it. For a moment my dress was bunched at my waist but only for a moment before he pushed it over my hips to fall to my feet. His hands slid back up my sides to encase my D-cup black lace bra enclosed breasts. My panties were matching as I hoped for something special after the reception. I chuckled internally: I was getting something special, after all. His hands slid to my panties and pantyhose and around to hold my ass cheeks and pull our groins together. I felt him against my abdomen. It must be fully hard, I thought.
That thought evaporated as his fingers worked the bra clasps. I felt the bra strap open and his hands on my bare back. He slipped a hand between us, going under the cup and fondling the breast. I gasped and moaned into his mouth, sucking in air from his mouth as his thumb and finger took hold of the nipple, rolled it, and lightly pinched it.
Before I was even aware, the bra straps were slid off my shoulders and down my arms. I had lowered my arms to release it. He lowered his head to kiss and suck each nipple before his hand slid inside both pantyhose and panties to cup my ass cheeks. I gasped again as a finger slipped into the crack and lightly stroked that hole. He nudged me back onto the bed as he grasped both garments and pulled them off my hips and down my legs. My heels fell off with the last items of my clothing.
My breasts heaved on my chest with the deep breaths I gasped with excitement and arousal. I lay on his bed naked before him standing before me fully clothed. He stepped between my knees and nudged them to open further as he leaned over to kiss my mouth before trailing his kisses and tongue to my neck, chest, breasts, and stomach. I gasped with each next touch, each bringing with it an anticipation of the next. When he knelt between my legs and raised my knees as his mouth and tongue worked their way down my abdomen to the top of my pussy, I shivered with arousal and need. When his tongue touch my lips, I gasped and moaned. I felt my lips easily part as his tongue probed between them. He used a long stroke down to my hole before returning back to flick the clitoris as his fingers pulled to expose it. He kissed, sucked, and tongued my pussy lips, hole, and clit. His hands found my breasts and nipples. My hands clenched the bedding as I felt an early orgasm rise within me.
I raised my head. His black head buried between my white thighs. It was like I couldn't get air in and then it would gasp in between moans. Nobody had ever done this for me much less bring me to an impending orgasm. I threw my head back into the bed, arched my back, then raise my hips. It was so intense, so wonderful, so amazing. And ... it was just his mouth.
I couldn't believe he had brought me to orgasm with his mouth. I looked between my heaving breasts at his face, smiling and shiny with my juices.
"My God, Jason," I gasped. "I mean ... WOW!" Then I blushed at the realization. I was still spread out in front of him. I was sure my trimmed pussy was matted with the combination of my juices and his saliva. My breasts heaved and my nipples were rock hard. "When you said I deserved to have 'wow' in my life, I didn't think I would get it so soon."
He smiled and kissed my pussy, his tongue flicking my engorged clit once more. "You are very responsive, Kristi. I have longed to find a woman who responds so well to the attention given to her."
I was blushing profusely which only managed to deepen the blotchy coloring over my chest as a result of the orgasm. I certainly wasn't used to such a strong arousal response and even less used to having it verbally recognized. I didn't know how to respond to such an open expression so I did the only thing I could think of: I sat up and pushed to standing in front of him as he stood to give me room. I pressed my naked body into his clothed body to mash my mouth into his. For only a moment, though, before creating just enough room between us for me to begin unbuttoning his shirt. Once accomplished, I pushed the shirt off his shoulders and down his arms. I lowered my lips from his mouth to his chest. His chest was sculpted in muscle. I kissed his body down to his six-pack stomach. God ... what a man. Just touching him was turning me on all over again.
My hands went to his belt. I looked up to find a smile on his mouth, his eyes shining back to me. I reached up to begin kissing again as my fingers loosened the belt and opened his slacks. I felt him shift from foot to foot and his shoes being pried off and kicked aside. I kissed my way back down his upper body and pulled his slacks down as I did. I was kneeling before him, my face inches from the cock under his boxers, the cock I had thought was already hard by its feel. My hands shook as I worked his slacks off each foot while removing his socks at the same time. I raised my hands up his defined legs and lightly moved them over his crotch. My hands shook even more and my mind wasn't accepting what I seemed to feel underneath the only covering remaining.
With fingers I had to will into obedience, I grasped the waistband and edge it down his abdomen. I was expecting to quickly find the head of his cock come into view but it didn't. I lowered slowly and it dawned on me that I wasn't even finding pubic hair. When I finally uncovered part of his cock, it was the base. He was shaved. I didn't realize men did that. But his cock ... was firm and large but it wasn't hard. I finally pulled the boxers all the way down and only then did my gasp and sharp intake of air indicate that I had been holding my breath.
I looked up at him, both of my hands grasping the long member. He was watching me closely. My mind didn't seem to still fully accept that a cock could be so big. I looked back down. My hands held it pointing directly at me. With both hands around the shaft, there was black shaft visible at the base, between my hands, and the head was exposed and it was expanding in my hands. I found my hands were moving back and forth and the cock was growing, lengthening, and expanding in girth. I reached forward slightly and kissed the head, then parted my lips to take the very end between them. My tongue came out to lick the massive head just inside my lips and probe the hole in the end. I felt a shiver course through my body as it grew at my touch and seemed to open my lips and mouth to enter there. I opened my jaw wide and accepted the head inside and my head swam with an overload of physical and psychological stimulation.
The boyfriend had wanted me to do this and I had despite that he never reciprocated to me. But it had never been like this. Before it was something I had performed for his pleasure and part of that motivation was that it would somehow be returned. This was different. Already, I knew this was different. Holding this massive thing in my hands, the bulbous head in my mouth, I felt the strength and power it seemed to have. I stroked and kissed and sucked with some feeling very much like devotion.
I kissed and licked my way down the length of it and continued to marvel at how much there was. When I reached the ball-sack, I moved one hand to cup it, and I felt the weight and size of them, too. My mouth moved down until I was kissing and mouthing them. I moved my mouth back up until I could take the head back into my mouth. I pressed more inside and pressed more until I felt the head enter my throat. It was so thick. I heard of deep-throat but could anyone possibly take such a cock down their throat? The boyfriend wasn't long enough. This one seemed impossible.
I wasn't even aware any longer. I sucked and licked on the cock head and stroked the length of the shaft outside my mouth. At the same time, I imagined having this cock to love and how I might do more for it ... for him.
I felt Jason raise my chin and his cock head slid out of my mouth. Unconsciously, I licked my lips and my tongue came out to lick the underside. The cock was hard and throbbing but when I released it still sagged down. A lusty smile formed on my face: it was too big to stand up.
I felt Jason's hands on my arms and found myself standing. I still grasped his cock with one hand as I raised the other and wrapped it around the back of his neck. We kissed with his hand pulling my ass to trap my hand around his cock between us. I felt my breasts flatten against his chest. I moaned when he stepped back but found him pulling back the covers to the bed. I followed as he crawled onto the bed and lay on his back. I kissed his cock, then kissed up his body to lie over him. I felt his cock flexing against my abdomen and I squirmed over it, relishing the feeling of it pressed against me. I had already cum once and I wanted more. The idea of that massive thing inside me caused some nervousness, though.
As if he could read my mind and the nervousness residing there, "Straddle me, Kristi." I gazed into his eyes. He simply nodded in encouragement.
I sat up on his stomach. He grasped my breasts, "Take charge, Kristi. You fuck me but go at your own pace." He smiled. "It'll work."
I took a deep breath and raised up as high as I could and reached underneath for his cock. I moved my pussy over the head until it sank into my hole. It was only an inch but it made me gasp. I looked down. I was sitting over his black cock that was too thick for me to get my hand around completely. My pussy hole expanded with the slightest movement as each fraction of an inch penetrated me. With only a few inches inside me, I felt stretched to the maximum. I knew in my head it wasn't the maximum but my poor pussy was trying to tell me something else. I went with my head ... and my spiking desire. I pressed down and took several more magnificent inches. I raised up and pressed down. Up and down. Each time taking impossible inches more into my stretched pussy.
Jason's fingers were playing with my nipples. Otherwise, he was leaving this up to me. I wondered if my hesitancy and deliberateness weren't exceedingly frustrating for him but his face only reflected encouragement and supreme patience.
I groaned and moaned as I steadily, if slowly, inched the cock into my pussy. When I felt it hit me deep inside, I looked down again. There were still several inches outside. I gasped out in frustration but bit my lower lip and pressed down harder, then rising and settling back down. I could feel something give as more cock disappeared inside. I rose up, took a huge breath, let it out slowly, and sank back down. I cried out as my ass impacted his thighs. I shuddered and whimpered. I had big black cock stuffed up my pussy and if I moved I thought I would cum. I slowly raised up with my breath held. Then, Jason took over. He put his hands on my waist and pulled me down over his cock. His cock hit deep inside and I cried out like a banshee as my body erupted in the most intense orgasm of my life.



My eyes glazed over and I remained upright only by the support of Jason's hands on my breasts. The orgasm caused my body to shiver and quake and it was moments before I realized Jason was providing powerful thrusts up, his hips driving his pole in and out of my body. I still hadn't recovered from this second orgasm when he pulled me against his body and rolled us so he was now on top. He began thrusting in and out urgently, then he supported himself more on his elbows and knees and I felt his cock pull back and back until only the head could possibly still be inside my pussy.
He stayed like that for a moment while looking into my eyes. Then, "I need to cum. Is it safe?"
"Oh God, wonderful man," I gasped out. Even nearing his own climax he thought of me. "Cum inside me! Yes, please ... I want to feel you cum."
He plunged into me, his cock driving into the end of my pussy while his balls slapped against my ass. He pulled back and plunged back in. Over and over with increasing urgency and power and strength. It was like being assaulted. Wondrously, gloriously, superbly assaulted by a heaven-sent cock. There was no question in mind as my moans, groans, and nonsensical mutterings mixed with his grunts and groans that I was bound for an improbable third orgasm in a short time.
When his cock swelled inside me and pulsed through the length of his cock inside my tightly clamping pussy and the first spurt of his cum shot into me, a third orgasm crashed over me ... an even greater intensity orgasm that I never felt the end of as my eyes rolled back and sublime darkness consumed me.
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CHAPTER 2: THE WEEKEND
Sometime in the blackness of night, my eyes opened and it took some moments for me to begin to grasp where I was and ... more importantly ... what had happened. I was not consumed with either embarrassment or regret. Instead, I felt curiosity. Was last night real? Were those experiences really real?
I turned onto my other side. I could feel him there in the bed and my eyes could make his shape even in the blackness. I reached out and touched his side, moved my hand to his flat stomach, and paused. His breathing remained steady and shallow. I remembered the wonderful pleasure he gave me last night and my hand moved as if drawn by a magnet too strong for any resistance ... not that I wanted to resist. My fingers grazed along his skin until they encountered his cock laid to the side like a snake in peaceful repose. I gently grasped it to move it to his abdomen. Again, I sensed no disturbance in his sleep.
I let my fingers softly glide over the cock from head to base. My touch was gentle and very soft but his cock began responding nonetheless. As I stroked, I began applying more pressure with his cock hardening steadily. Before I knew it my hand was grasping the cock and pumping it and it wasn't much longer before I was moving down the bed with my mouth encompassing the head. I sucked on the head more gently than I had the night before but still with the same devotional effect. While my mouth and tongue worked on the head, my hand stroked the remaining shaft and balls and there was a lot of shaft remaining. I felt so content with his cock in my mouth. It seemed crazy if I were to think on it too hard but it felt so right. He made it very clear that he was not looking for a relationship. His life was his clients and agency. I got that but he also was eager and willing to lead me into great sex. Could the sex, in part, be so great because it was just sex without the entanglement?
A groan and his hips lifted from the bed. Then, without a word, he pulled me up alongside his body and rolled onto me. I opened my legs. His long, firm cock lay pressed against my abdomen and stomach.
He kissed me. "I had to offer help to a sex maniac."
I giggled. A sex maniac. I've been deprived when I wanted it. Was it anything more than that? But I did want it. I wanted sex very much but I especially wanted his cock. As the head of his cock sank into my ready pussy hole, I wondered if all those women who say size doesn't matter ever had a really big cock stuffed up their pussies and owning them. He was less tentative this time. Maybe tired. Maybe half asleep. He rammed his cock up into my pussy. He drove much of his cock deep into me with each stroke and, again, it was bumping me deep inside with spikes of arousal until my legs were wrapped around his waist and my hips rose to meet his powerful thrusts. He was grunting with effort and I was moaning in response. When his cum filled me again I marveled at the warmth and volume as my own body quaked in yet another powerful orgasm.
When my eyes opened the next time, it was light outside and I was in the bed alone. I stretched like a cat feeling this man's bed against my naked body. I rolled to the side of the bed and stood to part the curtains. A sliding door to a large patio. A pool in the back and thick landscaping around the yard. I used the bathroom, then stood considering my discarded clothes. He's given me four wonderful orgasms in just hours since we met. At this point, was any degree of modesty relevant?
I padded barefoot and naked to the bedroom door and down the hall. I saw and heard nobody in the family room or kitchen, though I did smell relatively fresh coffee. I moved to the sliding door where the family room and kitchen join and found him sitting at a patio table. On the table were a mug and a cell phone. He seemed contemplative. He was wearing boxers. Rather than second-guessing myself about putting on some underwear, I opened the sliding door. I stepped out cautiously glancing around to check on privacy (it seemed very private), leaned over to kiss the top of his head while pressing my D-cup breasts into his neck and shoulders. He greeted me and very casually reached back over his shoulder and caressed a breast pressing against him.
I stepped around in front of him to ask if he needed more coffee. He looked me up and down without hiding his deliberate appraisal. "Damn," he exclaimed. "I was beginning to question if you could really be as sexy and beautiful as I thought last night. You are, Kristi." He looked from my pussy to my breasts. "Maybe I should just lock you in a spare bedroom and periodically go in to fuck you."
I blushed, partly from his blatant stare and partly from the arousal I so immediately felt by his expression of desire. I leaned in for a kiss on the lips. "You wouldn't have to lock the door."
I got us both coffee, then sat at the table to also look out over the yard. He asked what my plans were today and when I needed to be back at my apartment. I told him I had no plans ... such was my life, remember? He shook his head and exclaimed that I deserved so much more. I shrugged. That's what he said last night but a change wasn't really so easy. I told him I could call a cab, that he probably had things to do. He looked out over the yard for minutes then at his phone. He said he would undoubtedly be getting calls and would need to make some but he had no real meetings or commitments.
"I really enjoyed last night, Kristi. As long as you understand what this is, we can have fun and be good for each other. What I would like is for you to spend the rest of the weekend with me."
I studied his face, my eyes drifting down over his hard, muscled upper body. The words flowed out without thought. "I don't have any clean clothes."
"You won't need any."
I looked out at the pool. "I don't have a swimsuit."
"No suits allowed."
I looked back at him. Very intently I studied his face. It was obvious what he was suggesting. "I would be available for you to fuck when and how you wanted." He nodded. "I have just one question." He watched me. Waiting. "Is it even possible to deep-throat a cock like yours?" I blushed profusely but my pussy was already lubricating. I was about to become his naked slut for the weekend.
He smiled and chuckled, "You'll have time to explore that question."
I shifted to kneel on the hard pavers in front of him. I tugged on the waistband of his boxers, removed them, and took his long, black cock in my white hands. I kissed the head before taking it into my mouth, pressing my mouth down over it, and gagged before taking it very far into my throat. I pulled my mouth off. "I'll be your slut for the weekend. You said I needed a diversion to consider how my life should change. I can't think of a bigger diversion." I didn't look up. I just retook his cock into my mouth. This time his climax filled my mouth and was swallowed. Could there be a better way to start a day? Was this the awakening of a new me?
We made breakfast and I cleaned up while he made one of his expected calls. He came back into the kitchen as I was wiping down the counters. He came up behind me with a hug and kiss on my neck. I pressed my ass back against him and was pleased to feel I wasn't the only one still naked. He cupped my breasts and we pressed into each other. We both sighed and I felt his cock stir with renewed interest. I was pleased I was still having that effect even after the fucks and sucks I had already given him. I was pleased, but amazed, that he was still able to respond. I wondered how he could recover so well.
He took me by the hand and led me down the hall. I was stunned. He was actually intending to fuck me again. Instead, he led me into the bathroom and turned the shower on. It was a very roomy shower enclosed in clear glass. The opposite wall over the sinks and counter was a huge mirror. As I looked into it as Jason reached in to adjust the water temperature, the image I saw reflected the stark contrast of our bodies. He pulled me into the shower and under the spray of water and into his arms. He kissed me passionately as he pulled my hips into his cock and mashed my breasts in his chest. I parted my legs so his hardening cock was between them. As it hardened, I stroked my pussy over its length, adding my own juices to the slickness of the water. I was essentially masturbating on his hardened cock until he pulled back a step, abruptly turned me around, pressed me into the glass wall of the shower, and drive his cock up into my pussy. I cried out at the suddenness of the penetration but at the same time, I pressed my ass back toward him to meet his thrust. Deeply embedded in my pussy he pressed me fully against the glass. I was facing the wall covered by a mirror and could see Jason behind me thrusting his hips at me while my breasts were flattened against the glass. It wasn't long before fog from the shower clouded the glass ... except for where my breasts and nipples were pressed. What an erotic sight and one that served to increase mentally my already spiking arousal. This was by far the most base fuck yet. He was fucking me hard from behind in a standing position and his intention to climax quickly was clear by his aggressive thrusts. Even so, with breasts and hands pressed against the glass, I orgasmed with him. I've never achieved orgasms or enjoyed so many different positions and I trusted there would be more.
Later that morning Jason needed some time on the phone with both a client and prospective team. Of course, I only heard one side of the conversations but I really wasn't paying much attention. Jason was relaxed on the couch in the family and I was sprawled on the rest of it with my head in his lap and my mouth over his wonderful cock head. It was kind of a passive sucking since he was preoccupied but already I was feeling a compunction to love his cock in any way I could. If he wasn't fucking me with it, I seemed drawn to touching and sucking it.
"You can't get enough," Jason said, though it didn't sink into me. "Kristi?"
"Mmphhmm," I mumbled back around a mouthful of cock.
"I said, it seems you can't get enough."
I pulled my mouth from his quickly expanding cock. "Mmmm ... sorry ... didn't realize you'd ended your calls." I kissed his cock head and wiggled to sitting up next to him ... tightly up against him. One of my hands returned to stroking his cock. I pressed my breast into his side as he put an arm around me to casually fondle the other breast. "Ahhh ... I thought this is what you were intending for the weekend. Like a naked slut to have whenever you wanted."
He chuckled but then moved his other hand to my thighs. I parted them and his fingers slid to stroke my pussy. "My fantasy. Even spending the weekend I didn't think it would really happen. I love it Kristi, but I won't if you're going to regret anything later."
I moaned as his finger found my hole. I squeezed his cock in response. "Maybe that's part of it for me. You've given me the best sex of my life through the fulfillment of your desires. But at the same time, you have this concern for me. I didn't realize the hunger and yearning I was feeling. It probably sounds crazy, but this time with you is opening doors for me." His finger at my pussy stopped moving. I looked up at him and laughed. "Don't worry, Jason, I took to heart what you said. I believe you can't take on a relationship right now. I actually admire that you know what you want and what it will take to achieve it. You suggested a dramatic change for me. I think becoming a cock slut for a weekend is pretty dramatic. So ... I'm yours to do with as you want for the weekend if you'll have me."
He didn't say anything in response. His next action said it all. He removed his hands from me and lifted me into his lap. Between the two of us, I was in the air until his cock found my hole and I sank down over it until the entire black cock was inside and I was sitting on his thighs. I leaned back against his chest with an aroused but contented sigh/moan mix. God, it felt so good with him inside me. I felt like such a cock slut and I was enjoying sucking and fucking this man beyond my comprehension. How was it I was taking to this so easily and eagerly and pleasurably? And, what was going to happen on Monday when I went back to being 'predictable, taken-for-granted Kristi' with the bad boyfriend and equally bad job?
I shifted forward, got my feet underneath for leverage, and began fucking him in earnest. Monday was a long time from now. At least a lot of black cock from now. After all our fucking, I anticipated he would last longer and he did. After a while, he pushed me up and off his cock, moved to the edge of the couch, had me sit back down facing him, and stood up. He seemed to manage it effortlessly which was another turn-on. Standing up, gravity sank be down further and his pelvic bone pressed against my clit. The combination sent a charge and shiver through me.
I hung on with my arms clenched around his neck and my legs around his waist. Each step he took sent a jolt through me. I expected him to carry me back to the bedroom but he turned to the sliding door to the patio. He walked across the patio toward the pool. I couldn't help myself, I look around in the direction of other homes but I already knew they were barely visible.
With each step sending a jolt from my pussy and clit through my body, I gasped, "Where are you going?"
As he went down the steps at the side into the pool, he managed to respond, "I've always wanted to do this in the pool and you are exactly the woman I can do it with." Stepping off the last step gave me another jolt before he lifted me completely off his cock and turned me to the side of the pool. With my arms on the side of the pool for support, he came up behind my spread legs, expectant, anticipating, wanting to be penetrated and fucked. I still nervously looked around at the borders of his property but when his cock entered my ready and gaping pussy with a single powerful thrust any privacy concerns evaporated as if pushed out by his cock. God, I love everything about his cock and the way he uses it. I lost everything but being aggressively fucked, the curious weightlessness of the water, the smacking of our wet bodies, the splashing we caused, and the humid Miami sun beating down on my shoulders and upper back.
I pressed my ass back into his thrusts. His hands gripped me at the waist and hips in the four-foot depth as he pumped his cock into me with increasing urgency. My own approaching orgasm was rocketing up so I closed my thighs to increase the friction for him. It seemed to work as he grunted with long, strong strokes that threatened his cock to pull completely out before plunging back to the deepest reaches of my pussy, depths that his cock caused my pussy to adjust to.
After we both climaxed, he wrapped his arms around my waist and chest and walked us back to the steps at the side. I had no way to add my own arms or legs to assist in holding on. My back was against his chest, my legs hanging below as he walked us out of the pool, his cock anchoring me at the groin. Water cascaded down our bodies as he made the short walk to the nearest recliner where he sat on the edge and spun around to recline with me on top of him still fixed with his cock in my pussy.
Reclining and relaxed, one of his hands slipped down my stomach to finger my engorged clit while the other rolled, twisted, and pulled a nipple. I added Kegel flexes of my pussy muscles around his cock. With only these slight movements, we stayed aroused and him hard. He was a beast and he brought the same out in me. He had just cum and was remaining hard? How was he doing that? Why would I care, I just enjoyed it too much. We talked casually but continued this soft arousal of each other until he instructed me to turn around. I rose up to sitting and standing, his still hard and shining cock from my pussy slapping against his abdomen. I turned around and lowered my body to his as he held his cock vertical for me. My mouth opened and a long, satisfied sigh escaped me as I again had his cock inside me.
This fuck was casual and unhurried. I used long, smooth strokes. There was no demanding urgency, overriding tension to climax. We were content in letting our bodies slowly rise back to climax need. He again teased me that perhaps he could lock me into one of the guest bedrooms and let me out to fuck. I again teased back that he wouldn't need a lock. At that moment it was true; I could happily be his cock slut to be used when and how he desired. But the real world would somehow intrude with the needs of fulfillment. He was showing me a side of myself I only considered before and had been left unfulfilled. There was more that I wanted to be and needed to be and that was what I would need to seriously work on after this weekend of diversion.
Now, though, I was going to bring us both to yet another climax.
* * * *
The weekend had been magnificent. A dream fantasy if I hadn't just lived it. I had never known, much less expected, such eroticism, wanton desire and slutty response, and intense, mind-blowing, multiple orgasms.
The new week of reality did intrude, however, as I knew it would. The boyfriend had left a single voice message expressing his displeasure and embarrassment that I left the reception. Clueless. Monday morning when I received a text from him saying we needed to talk about my leaving, I seriously considered ignoring it and him. Instead, I replied with a simple response he wouldn't truly understand. I said he wouldn't need to worry about that in the future as I never wanted to see him again. I was sure he would come back forgiving me, that he was willing to take me back. Finally, I was standing up for myself, though, and he was relegated to my past. It was progress. And, Jason was correct. I already felt immensely better about myself.
Tuesday, I received a text from Jason. 'Call me'. I did at lunch. After some small talk, some of it remembering the activities of the weekend that caused me to blush as I sat in the courtyard of the office complex.
"Something I thought you might be interested in if you were serious about a change in your job," he launched into. He cautioned that it was a small agency looking for a receptionist -- secretary -- office manager. It was their first such hire and the position would be a little of everything but the guys were good. I wouldn't have the same respect issues of not being valued. He gave me a name, Paul Thompson, and a phone number. He didn't say much more about Thompson but thought I might be interested. I thought about it for a couple hours. The change was what I wanted, right? Maybe a small office doing a wide variety of things was exactly what I needed. I called from the hallway that afternoon. The call was picked up so fast it almost seemed like he was waiting for it. Soon, I had an appointment for Thursday. I immediately went inside and asked for Thursday afternoon off.
At the office number on the fifth floor of a downtown office tower, I found a well-groomed man cleaning the glass door to the office. He was blocking the name of the company but I could see it was the right office by the number.
"If you're Paul Thompson, you could use someone to delegate that chore so you could focus on making the firm money." He was attractive. He was black, about 6' tall, about 190 pounds with an athletic body.
He turned around with a wide smile. "If you're Kristi Edwards, that would be my intention," he replied with a laugh. I certainly liked the way this was starting.
We talked for almost two hours. They were a small firm and sounding much like the kind of business Jason was in. I supposed that was how he heard the interest at this firm. Maybe small outfits competing against the large agencies were more cooperative and sharing. He was almost apologizing for the lack of a solid job description but they were a small outfit and what they needed was someone to hold the office together so they could, as I joke earlier, make some money. He said there would be a little of everything except for one thing: boring. There would always be something different to do.



He assured me they were seriously looking for the right person but the owner would be the one to make any hiring decisions and he was out of town for the week but they had agreed it was important to start the process when I called. He committed to getting back to me after talking to the owner and I left feeling very upbeat about the potential.
Friday morning my phone chimed on the way to work. After parking, I dug my phone out to check. I had one text ... Paul Thompson. It simply read, please call me when you get a chance. It still was before 8:00 AM but I called hoping he was in the office early. He said based on his recommendation, the owner was interested in talking to me and didn't want to wait for next week but he wasn't getting back into Miami until late afternoon. Would it be possible to meet them both for dinner tonight? This was moving fast. I told him I would very much like that and he gave the details. I didn't explain to him, but without a man in my life my social calendar had opened up considerably.
I informed the restaurant hostess I was looking for Mr. Thompson. She led me into the restaurant and I soon saw him sitting at a corner table with another man whose back was to me as I approached. Seeing me approach, Paul Thompson stood and the other man followed suit. When the other man turned, I stopped in my tracks before continuing with a confused smile on my face.
"Jason? What ...?"
He opened his arms and took me into a hug with a discrete kiss on the cheek. He smiled, "Sorry for the deception, Kristi. I wanted you to consider the job without any other entanglements."
"Wait," I was still trying to catch up. "You're the owner? Wait ... JP ... JP Agency ... Jason and Paul? I never connected ..."
The dinner was wonderful with all the discussion being about the agency and the job in much more detail. As Paul indicated before, the job would be a mix of many different responsibilities and functions requiring multi-tasking at many times and watching over their schedules which might (he laughed) sometimes feel like herding cats (I laughed, too). He eventually asked me what I was currently making. I smiled and said that wouldn't be a very good negotiating approach for me. Paul laughed and Jason nodded.
"Do you trust me, though?" he asked.
I looked at him, glanced at Paul, and back to Jason, "Completely." So, I told him what my hourly was and the benefits. He reached into his jacket, took out an envelope and gave it to me. It wasn't sealed and there was one sheet inside. It was a detailed listing of salary and benefits including vacation, medical, and profit plan. It was double in pay and much more inclusive in all other areas of benefits. For a moment I was speechless.
He leaned forward over the table toward me. Paul sat on the side between us just watching quietly. In a low but clear voice, Jason continued, "I want you, Kristi." Our eyes were fixed. There was something about his attitude and voice that said he wasn't just talking about working together. I glanced at Paul. He was trying to hold a neutral expression but it wasn't quite working. Jason continued, "What about your other issue?"
"Taken care of," I said as I held his gaze now, too. The ex had nothing to do with my seeking a new job but ... there was the way he said, 'I want you'.
His eyes grew more intense. "Good," he said. "Then the three of us agree?" I tilted my head, not quite sure what he meant now. We were talking in innuendo now. What were we really talking about? But he read my uncertainty, "No romantic involvements, focused on the job, but still needing ... diversion." He smiled. Diversion. That was the word we used during the weekend when he fucked me over and over ... and over. What was he offering besides the job? He called for the check. After paying, "Shall we move this to my place? Maybe the three of us can work out how this can be further beneficial for all of us."
I moved to stand but my legs were weak. Nervous or fear of what he was possibly talking about? No, I thought with a smile. No ... excitement. What was happening to me? I wasn't sure but Jason had just tied the last weekend into an offer to work together. There was no question, though, but that I would be following them back to Jason's place to find out.
Paul and I separately pulled into the driveway as the garage door opened and Jason pulled his BMW into it. He waited as we parked our cars outside the two garage doors and followed him through the garage and into the house. As I dropped my purse on the kitchen counter, Jason spun me around and took me into his arms for a very passionate kiss. It was at least a minute before we came up for air and then he only parted us enough to begin unbuttoning my blouse.
"Jason?"
He kissed me, again, as he unzipped my skirt and pushing it over my hips before completing unbuttoning my blouse and sliding it off my shoulders and down my arms. My heart was beating like a runaway train, my chest rose and fell with gulps of air, but my eyes were fixed on his. I was completely unaware of Paul or even remembering that he was there with us.
He took me by the hand and led me into the family room and the wet bar he had there. I was now aware of Paul behind me as Jason led me while dressed only in black lace bra and panties and high heels. He pour three glasses of bourbon and handed me two. I turned to give one to Paul and became very aware of his eyes roaming over my scantily clad body. While Jason was intimately familiar with my body, this was all new to Paul.
We stood in a loose grouping, each of us taking a tentative sip of our drinks. Finally, Jason broke the expectant silence.
"When I learned that you called Paul about the unknown job," Jason began, "I had a wild thought. When Paul told me how well the interview went, I couldn't stop thinking about what it would be like to work with you. I decided it might be too hard, too awkward to try to pretend what we had done for one weekend could be left behind. So, I talked to Paul. It wouldn't work unless he was also interested. Duh. How would he not be on board?"
"So Paul knows about last weekend?" I was stating the obvious, but ...
Jason nodded. "So ... Kristi ... my idea for the perfect job situation given everything. You and I couldn't possibly ignore last weekend. The three of us aren't ready to pursue a relationship. We want to work together. And, we all have a strong sex interest."
I was nodding and I noticed that Paul was, too. He was also watching my breasts straining my lace bra with each deep breath I took.
"Anything we undertake has to be consensual and voluntary, Kristi," he added. My breathing became heavier and a strong warm flush spread through me. "I can see Paul's interest and desire. He hasn't had the benefit of seeing your bare breasts. Would it be okay for him to remove your bra?"
I nodded numbly and turned my back to Paul while pulling my long hair out of the way. I moaned when his fingers grazed my otherwise bare back as he unhooked each clasp. As my bra sagged, I turned back to face Paul while throwing my hair over my shoulder. He reached out with both hands and eased the straps off my shoulders. I shrugged and it fell from my breasts. It stopped on my forearms and I dropped it on a nearby chair.
Jason stepped up behind me. I shivered and gasped at his touch on my sides. He whispered in my ear just loud enough for Paul to probably hear, "How closely are we going to be working, Kristi?"
I looked into Paul's face. There was a tense displayed there. Nerves, certainly, but very much arousal. His eyes flicked from my face to my breasts and down my body. I stepped forward, put my hands on the sides of his face, and kissed him on the lips. I pressed into him and moaned. He returned the kiss with his bubbling passion and my arms went around his neck. For a minute we continued to kiss ... passionately, uninhibitedly. His hands roamed over my bare back and panties. He pulled me tight against his body and I gasped. He was very definitely aroused.
After breaking the kiss, I took one partial step back, took his hands in mine while holding eye contact, and placed his hands on my breasts. I leaned forward and gave him another quick kiss and moved his hands down to my hips. I took a deep breath. This started out with the premise of making some dramatic changes to take control of my life. Being fucked all weekend by Jason definitely fit that bill. Taking a new job in a small firm with undefined responsibilities or future did, too. Was I going to add having sex with the two primaries in the firm? My heart beat at such a rate I would have thought it would be visible on the outside. My nipples were rock hard. My pussy was flowing in preparation. My body was saying, yes. My mind thought it should be crazy but was also recognizing what the weekend felt like, how I gave myself over to Jason without hardly knowing him, how I quickly became obsessed with touching, sucking, and fucking his cock. Jason had unknowingly exposed a need within me that may have surprised me but a need I could no longer deny. Yes ... Jason had an idea for the three of us and I was excited without knowing the details.
Paul's hands had remained still on the sides of my panties as those thoughts flashed through my mind. Now I removed my hands from his and softly said to him, "Please remove my panties, Paul."
I heard him gasp even as his fingers slipped inside the waistband and I sighed a moan. He knelt in front of me and looked up. I nodded. His eyes transformed from merely aroused to lustful as he turned his full attention to lowering my panties from my hips down my thighs and calves, and carefully off each foot still contained in heels. His face was at pussy level and I parted my legs to shoulder width. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. An invitation. An instant later I felt his lips on my mound and his tongue on my lips and grazing over my clitoral hood. I moaned uninhibitedly as I spread my legs a little further and rotated my hips in a more blatant invitation. His fingers opened my pussy and his tongue found its way through them and my hole which I knew had to be drooling. Jason was now right behind me, his hands cupping my breasts, teasing my nipples.
Then ... they stopped. Both at the same moment. I groaned in frustration. I had accepted it. Why did they stop?
Jason refilled the glasses and took my hand, leading me to the couch. I sat in the middle with them closely on either side of me. They each took the closest leg and pulling it over their leg. I was now not only naked with two clothed men but spread out in exposure. Jason draped his free arm over my shoulders and fondled my right breast and nipple. Paul's free hand was immediately sliding up my inner thigh to my open and wet pussy. His finger curled into my hole within a moment. My eyes closed but were brought back by Jason's voice.
"I had a feeling this might work, Kristi. You really can't get enough, can you?" I didn't respond. I didn't think I really needed to at this point. My position between them was a better response than any combination of words could possibly be. I just put my head back on Jason's arm, moaned my pleasure, and tried not to spill my drink. Jason's words still took some of my concentration. "Are you familiar with the term, free use, Kristi?" I shook my head. Sure, the two words were simple enough and I could discern a meaning by combining them but I wanted his voice to explain. This was what he wanted for me and I wanted it clear and in the open. "Free use, as I am envisioning it for us, is that Paul and I will have the free use of your body ... at work and when we are together. Like we are now ... you naked ... us touching, fingers probing ... free to enjoy and use you."
I looked first into Jason's eyes, then turned to look into Paul's. Both returned my gaze unflinchingly. I then turned back to Jason and kissed him with an open and hungry mouth. After doing the same to Paul, "You'll fuck me in the office?" Jason nodded. "You'll bring me home and fuck me?"
Jason nodded but added, "Only if you're willing. You won't be a slave or owned, Kristi. As I said before, this has to be consensual and voluntary. Last weekend showed me how hungry you were, though. Like us, no entanglements, just good sex." He pinched my nipple and Paul inserted a second finger. "Last weekend you called yourself a cock-slut. We won't use that but you may very well be."
I stood up from them. Fingers slid from my dripping pussy. My breath was coming hard and rapid. I looked down at them. "Yes ... I think I am a cock-slut. I will be your 'free use secretary'. So, will you two move on to taking me to bed and fucking me?"
They stood together. I kicked off my heels, finally, and led them to the bedroom. I was already very familiar with where that was.
I figured a free use cock-slut had to have a certain amount of power so I told these two horny men who were soon to be my bosses to strip. With a lusty look, "I want to see cock and I want it in my mouth now." Clothes flew off them like there was a magician in the room. I dropped to my knees in front of them with one hand grasping each very firm and long cock. I smiled. I knew Jason was big. I knew because I measured it over the weekend. I was smiling because Paul's cock was only a few inches shorter and just as thick.
Jason noticed and asked, "Why the smile?"
I didn't look up, just kissed each cock head and muttered, "I'm a happy cock-slut. Two big black cocks to satisfy."
Jason chuckled at that but Paul gasped and moaned as I immediately took his cock into my mouth and partially down my throat. Some day I will be deep-throating these two. Another thought came to mind: someday I will be double penetrated by these two. With my hands holding both cocks, I also knew it wouldn't matter which one eventually took my ass first ... they were equally thick.
I crawled onto the bed and suggested Paul be the first to fuck me. He didn't hesitate and Jason moved to my head so I could suck him until it was his turn. I was so eager and wet Paul slid smoothly inside until his heavy balls were bouncing off my ass. I am going to love this job.



            Kristi's Fulfillment Ch. 03

            THE OFFICE. Kristi's new job and 'free use' plaything.

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/kristis-fulfillment-ch-03

Title: Kristi's Fulfillment Ch. 03

Author: ikeman48

Category: Interracial Love

Description: THE OFFICE. Kristi's new job and 'free use' plaything.

Tags: office, slut, bbc, group sex, threesome, group, exhibitionism

Series: Kristi's Fulfillment


CHAPTER 3: THE OFFICE
It was very late at night or very early in the morning depending on your frame of reference when the fucking had finally slowed to a stop. We had taken several breaks and even refreshed once in the pool with Jason reminding us to be quiet so as not to disturb the neighbors. I don't know how many times they came in my pussy or that I swallowed. It seemed like a lot and given that they were both big cocks I was sure my pussy was gaping by the end if I dared to look. A gaping, cum-dripping hole didn't seem like an attractive sight.
Jason offered for Paul and me to spend the night. I readily accepted but Paul said he had to be home in the morning to help his elderly neighbor move some furniture. I would have bet he was that kind of guy. Just also the kind of guy with a big cock who likes to fuck.
Jason put on boxers but didn't let me put anything on as we walked Paul out to his car. It felt strangely erotic to be outside in the front yard of a residential cul-de-sac with the light of streetlamps at least partially shining on me. The privacy of the backyard was one thing, this was different and Jason and Paul acted as though there was a rush. I stood by Paul's car and gave him a final hug and a passionate kiss.
Then Jason surprised both of us. He said we should be in the office (Saturday) by noon, if possible. He had scheduled all my furniture (desk, chair, laptop, etc.) to be delivered. We have rearranging to do, he said.
With hands on my hips, I turned to him, "Wait ... you had all this on order? Before you even offered me the job?"
"God, you look sexy standing naked like that. But, yes, I guess I was pretty confident." Paul laughed and gave my bare butt a playful pat.
The next morning Jason fucked me in bed and again in the shower before I went home to change for an afternoon of moving furniture and setting up computer equipment. I showered at home, trying to clean out some of the cum from last night, before standing between my dresser and the closet to decide what to wear to the office for the first time as an employee even if not completely official. It was then that my phone chimed with a text. I tensed thinking it was a certain man trying yet again to convince me I was making a mistake to leave him. He had resorted to texting and I should just block his number.
Instead, it was Jason, 'I would love to see you in a thin tee-shirt and short-shorts. No bra.' I immediately knew what I had. I dug through the drawers for a very old tee-shirt, well washed, and on the tight side. I remembered it had a band's name on it. The shorts were ones I wore to the gym and molded to my butt. Once pulling on the items alone with a thong so as not to be visible under the tight shorts, I looked at myself in the mirror. My nipples stood out under the shirt without a bra. How could they not; I seemed to be in a constant state of arousal even thinking about Jason ... and now Paul. After two weekends in a row starting innocently, now look at me. The first I end up spending, I am with a stranger and being fucked to a state of obsession with his cock. The second, I am with the same man but including a second and being exposed outside naked in his neighborhood. Now this, following his instruction that will have me exhibited braless not just with him but deliverymen. I didn't understand what was happening. The former BF tried to bend me to his will, to take advantage of, to have me be subservient and I rebelled. Jason ... I've yielded to him almost from the moment of meeting him. I became his cock-slut for a weekend when I hardly knew his name. I accepted his partner as a fuck-mate. I eagerly accepted the offer to work for his agency and also be what he called a 'free use' secretary to be fucked whenever. I allowed him to take me out into the front yard naked and now define how I should dress to clearly entice other men. Although I didn't feel Jason was pushing me into a subservient role, he had managed very quickly to bring out of me a submission side I didn't know I had. Regardless of what it was and how we came to this point, I was aroused and excited to be near him, hell, at the mere thought of him.
All this musing and it was getting late. Don't want to be late on my first, even unofficial, day. I was also pretty sure my thong was now very wet but I didn't see the point in changing them when I would just get myself into another highly aroused state with him. And Paul. God, the two of them. Two attractive black men with big cocks and personalities to make me swoon and comply with their wishes.
I walked up to the office door in sandals that smacked on my heels with each step. Two deliverymen were each holding a reception chair and stopped in mid-step at seeing my approach. I could feel what they were staring at: my d-cup breasts were bouncing and swaying with my, admittedly, pronounced strides (I figured if Jason's intention was to exhibit me, I may as well play along).
At one point, Jason came up behind me, his hands on my hips, "You seem to be getting into showing off to these men."
I bumped my ass into his crotch. "It's what you wanted, isn't it?"
"You know what it is I want," he came back with.
I put a hand behind and rubbed his crotch through his jeans, "I know and, when these two leave, you can have it."
With the help of the two deliverymen, we had arranged my office furniture in the opening between the offices of Jason and Paul and in front of the conference room in the back. Those offices were enclosed and private. My desk sat directly in line with the main office door to the building's hallway which was mostly glass with the agency name painted on it.
With the filing cabinets from their office centrally moved to the conference room for easier access for all of us and the server installed and computers linked to it for the same purpose, we were essentially done for the day. The men still would need to move stored files to the server but that could happen as we go.
"Good work, guys," Jason said with a sigh as he sat back against my new desk. "It looks good."
"I agree," Paul added. "Conference room?"
I looked at Paul with a 'conference room?' look. Jason responded quickly, "Aren't you anxious." And it hit me what the conference could also be used for.
Paul quipped back, "Are you kidding?" He stepped up behind me and boldly put an arm around my waist and a hand over my breast. Or not 'boldly' given my designation of free use by Jason. "After last night and watching these boobs bouncing around?"
Jason smiled, pushed himself up, and stepped up to us. He cupped my face and kissed me. My mouth opened to his and my arms went around his neck as Paul wormed a hand inside the waist of my tight shorts and under my thong to stroke my pussy. His other hand continued to fondle my breast from outside the tee-shirt material. I felt the bottom of my shirt being tugged up. Jason broke the kiss as his hands pulled the shirt up my body, over my breasts, and quickly over my head.
I stood topless between these two men, one I have known for a week and the other for only days. I knew I was about to be ravaged yet again and this time in the office I will be soon working in ... for them. A testament to how much I accepted the change that it wasn't the ravaging that concerned me, it was standing topless in the open section of the office in front of the glass door separating the office and the building hallway outside.
Jason seemed to recognize my discomfort and said with a chuckle, "Maybe we should have some frosting added to parts of the door."
I looked into his eyes, "If this is going to be commonplace, it might be a good idea." Paul still had a hand in my shorts and the other now fondling my bare breast and nipple.
He kissed me, again, dropped my tee-shirt on the desk, and took me by the hand toward the conference room. Once inside, Paul quickly stripped my shorts and thong down my legs as I kicked off the sandals. Before anything else could happen, though, Jason innocently looked out into the outer office and commented with a sly smile, "Maybe you should go lock that door, Kristi."
Flushed with excitement, I stepped toward the open conference room door only to quickly stop in my tracks. 'Wait ... you waited until I was completely naked to think of that?" I shook my head as I stepped out of the conference room and tried to appear confident as I strode to the outside door. Of course, he waited. He probably planned it. Exhibiting and exposing me seems to be as much a part of his agenda as fucking me. I walked to the side for some cover and glanced down the hall through the glass door before stepping in front of it to secure the lock. I then turned and padded back to the conference room. My nipples were hard and my pussy was flowing. If those two aren't naked by the time I get there, I may rip their clothes off them.
I was lifted onto the large oval table and Paul stepped between my open legs and drove his cock into my ready pussy with a smooth, powerful stroke. I gasped at the penetration and moaned as he began a strong movement of his cock in and out. My mouth was soon covered by Jason and our kissing was regularly broken by my open-mouth groaning and moaning.
I felt Paul swell inside me and I felt my own orgasm swell at the same time. I have never failed to orgasm on these marvelous big cocks. After Paul spewed his cum into my pussy, Jason quickly moved around the table to take his place but, first, he turned me over and pulled me to the edge of the table so my legs hung off as I lay face down on the surface. He plunged into my cum-filled pussy, sending his cock into me in a single powerful thrust. My gasp was almost a cry as his cock pressed against me deep inside.
Ravaged. This was a fucking. His cock pounded into me. I felt dominated and used. I was a hole for him to cum in. I loved the feeling. There was no question or hesitation in my mind or being: I was theirs to fuck, to use, and I want it and more of it.
I sat in my old car outside the job I still had. Jason had asked when I could start working for them. I surprised him by saying Monday afternoon. That company hadn't done me any favors or given me any respect so why should I show any to them by giving them notice. He had then given me his idea for my dress code. It fell in line with the realization that he has a penchant for exposing me. I was almost dressed per his preference: this time in a white, button-up blouse and mid-thigh pleated skirt. No pantyhose ... NEVER pantyhose. I wasn't going to give this company the benefit of my new dressing entirely, however.
I walked into the office late enough to draw attention. I carried an empty box for my personal desk items. I dropped the box at my desk, removed the letter of resignation from it, and marched with a confident strut to the office of the manager. Without knocking, I dropped the letter on his desk with a simple, "I quit." By the time he came striding out to confront me with, "you can't do this without notice," I was already nearly done packing my few personal items.
The office space normally buzzing with phones and keyboards was as quiet as a crypt. I picked up the half-full box, and pushed past him with, "Huh ... well ... you can argue that with this empty desk." It's impossible to predict how liberating it is going to be to take charge of your life ... finally take charge. To leave a miserable job where you are taken for granted and unappreciated to go to a job where you are wanted, valued, and ... (giggling) desired.
In the underground parking garage of the office tower, I adjusted my clothing to adapt to Jason's preference. I stepped out of the car and scanned the other parked cars. It appeared quiet. I unbuttoned the blouse and removed my bra. I hiked my skirt up a bit higher to shorten the skirt further. I reached underneath to pull down the cotton panties and stepped out of them. I wasn't going to even have the thong on at the old place even though they wouldn't have known it. I pulled the new thong from my purse and stepped into it, hiking my skirt up as I positioned it just so. I rebuttoned my blouse and tucked it into my skirt. I checked my reflection in the car side window and unbuttoned another button. Jason said I should be unbuttoned past the nipple line. The blouse wasn't tight. With a smile I thought, I hope I don't bounce out.
Once in the office, I placed the box on my new desk, turned, and walked into Jason's office. I leaned over his desk, my hands supporting as I leaned way over towards him. I could feel the blouse fall from my body and open. I could feel my breasts swing out. I focused on his eyes though he seemed more fixed on my gaping blouse and breasts.
"Reporting for work, sir." I shook my shoulders back and forth. It had the desired effect. "Do you approve?"
He must have. He came around his desk and pressed me down into the desk surface. He raised my skirt and moved the thong to the side and an instant later was pressing his cock in and out of my wet pussy until I felt his slacks on my bare ass. What a wonderfully obscene way to start a new job! Free use. How much work would I actually get done?
The week was consumed with my getting used to what the agency actually did. My voice answering the phone elicited much curiosity from the clients. The main door did in fact get a coating of frosting over much of it which seemed to embolden Jason and Paul even more which was, in turn, the source of awkwardness. One day, after going much of the day without fucking me due to his schedule, Paul came out of his office, encouraged me to stand, moved my rolling chair out of the way, and bent me over my keyboard. After having been fucked by Jason an hour before, I had left my thong off so his cock had an unobstructed approach to my ready pussy. He fucked me in front of the door that might open at any moment except we had rare drop-in visits. Still, it added to the eroticism of being abruptly used without warning. During the week I had come to understand that was what 'free use' was about: I could be taken, used, fucked at any time with or without warning. During the week another reality set in, too. The three of us became aware that I was always in a state of arousal that had my pussy wet and ready to be fucked. Of course, there were also the times when one of them would be on the phone for an extended conference call and I was on my knees sucking cock.
Friday night the guys asked to take me out for dinner and a club. I suggested maybe going to my apartment to change but they insisted what I was wearing was just fine. They like deep cleavage or mostly unbuttoned blouses and that was what I was wearing, a mostly unbuttoned blouse and another short, pleated skirt. Of course, there was no bra. I didn't even bring one. I was a little nervous about taking this game out into the public but ... this was consensual and voluntary but I couldn't seem to predict how outrageous a suggestion might have to be for me to refuse them.
I was very self-conscious as we walked through the restaurant to our booth. The guys had me sit between them in the U-shaped booth and it was no surprise to me why. Within minutes both had their hands on my thighs. The table cloth served to hide what was happening but my shifting under their attention may have drawn some notice.
I thought I survived the dinner without embarrassment until our after-dinner drinks were delivered. Both men had hands well up my thighs with my short skirt pressed up. Jason leaned closer with his fingers stroking over my thong-covered pussy. I knew the thong was soaking wet and I couldn't hold back a moan as his finger moved and I felt the thin material pressed between my slippery lips.
"I want you to remove your thong."
I blushed at just the suggestion being verbalized but I deepened even more because I knew I would find a way to comply. I rolled my eyes but mostly for effect. I was already hiking my skirt the rest of the way up so I could grasp the tiny garment and wiggle it over my hip and thighs to reach under the table to remove it from my high heel encased feet. I handed it discretely below the level of the table to Jason but he raised it up to put it to his face. The fact that he was sniffing my thong was not nearly embarrassing as having it raised into view of anyone who might be looking. Then he passed it across me to Paul. He didn't smell it but he did put it in his sport coat pocket.
The way this evening was going I was sure they would skip the club for a hotel room or back to Jason's place. I was wrong, though. Sliding out of the booth I had to pull the skirt back into place and touch my blouse to ensure more buttons hadn't been opened. The club was nice, we got another u-shaped booth with me in the middle, and immediately had another drink. Jason took me out onto the dance floor to a very lively number. I was caught up in the music, the drinks, my work-life as free use, and the guys pawing me tonight. I was bouncing and swaying to the music and I felt my breast doing their own thing. Jason was smiling and so were other people as my breasts performed an uninhibited act.
At the end of the number, Paul took Jason's place as my partner. Before the next number began he stepped up to me, dipped his head and I raised mine for the expected kiss. I did get kissed but I also felt another button undone. I glance down as the music started and I followed with dancing and fully expected to see my breasts bounce into full view. They almost were but not quite.
I was very aware of stares on our way back to the booth. Another drink was waiting and I sucked down some immediately as I felt Jason pull my leg open and a finger wormed its way into my pussy. I put my head back and moaned as a second finger joined the first. Paul's hand was inside my blouse.
Just then the band announced a set of slower numbers. Jason pulled his fingers from my hole and brought them up to my face. My eyes were fixed on his and only his as my lips opened to greedily suck my juice from his fingers. Again, it was Jason who took me back onto the dance floor. Halfway through the first number, I felt my short, pleated skirt rising up my legs. He was holding me tightly to his body; I was pressing my hips into his, feeling his cock swelling. Inside the second number, I felt air on my bare butt and knew it wasn't just air rising from below as his hands held me at the waist. I continued to dance and sway in his arms, all the while ignoring what I was sure had been exposed to others on the dance floor and beyond.
Paul cut in at the next number. The skirt fell on its own but probably not completely. The first thing Paul did was unbutton the last two buttons above the waist of the skirt. Pressed into his arms I knew it wouldn't matter until we returned to the booth or the music changed. It was the music and Jason cutting in. Jason spun me and twirled me, fully exposing my breasts under the gaping blouse.
Back at the booth, Jason said, "Let's go back to my place." He looked intently into my eyes and added, "For the weekend."
I smiled at him, looked at Paul who nodded, and I replied, "Oh God, YES!"
In the parking structure, we stopped outside Jason's car. We had left the other two cars in the underground garage at work. I hadn't touched my blouse and one nipple was fully on view. I stood before these two and wanted them so badly. I had been exposed and fondled much of the night and fucked only once by each of them in the office. I had just agreed to go back to Jason's with them for the weekend as their fuck toy and we were just standing by the car?
"How are you feeling, Kristi?" came Jason's query.
"Feeling?" I responded. "I'm feeling that I need to be fucked and fucked hard and fucked many, many times."
They both laughed. They each had a nipple between their fingers and they pulled at the same moment. I watched the flesh of each breast extend to the point of becoming slightly painful but it seemed only to increase my desperate need. I would have sworn that my juices were flowing down the inside of my thighs.



"That will happen. This weekend you'll have two cocks. That might keep one or the other in your pussy or mouth. Is that what you want, Kristi?"
They released my nipples and my breasts jiggled in response. My hands rose to openly massage the sore buds. "Yes ... please, take me to your home and use me. God, you guys ... you're turning me into such a slut I'm begging for it. Yes ... I'll do anything you want all weekend."
"Good. We already knew you would, though, didn't we? I want you to strip to your heels. It won't take long, will it? Then walk up to the end of the aisle and we'll pick you up there."
I strutted for about 20 feet before turning and bouncing my steps backward before adding shaking of my shoulders for my breasts to wildly sway. I was disappointed when the car pulled up alongside me. Both men were in the front and the bucket seats meant I had to sit in the back of his BMW. I had anticipated fucking or sucking one of them on the way to Jason's. Instead, I was sitting in the middle of the back seat alone. Before long, though, my thighs were spread wide and my fingers were thrusting into my needy hole and strumming my engorged clit. I managed a cum and it took a bit of edge off but what I wanted more than just a cum was to feel a big black cock filling my hole. And the knowledge that I was going to be a cock-slut for the next two days ramped my desire and lust right back up.
As I was catching my breath, I heard from the front, "I thought having her by herself would make her more hungry for us."
I looked up to find Jason watching me in the rear-view mirror and Paul turned in his seat. I held their eyes, "You guys wanted a free use slut. Even I didn't know that was in me. But now that you have freed that part of me if you don't give me cock, a girl has other ways."
My weekend took a big step before I was out of his garage. Their teasing had pushed them to the limit of patience, too. Paul fucked me bent over the warm hood of the BMW as Jason went inside to open up the house, made drinks, and got the bed ready for whenever we got that far. There was no pretext of seduction or preliminaries. Knowing what the weekend was likely to be, I didn't bother even collecting my clothes before getting out of the car to follow into the house. Paul intercepted me, pulling me into his arms for a kiss I was hungry to give. One hand was on my bare butt and pulled me to his aroused cock. The other hand was mauling a breast. I moaned through the kiss, my body and mind reacting urgently to his direct and dominating approach.
I pushed a hand between us and stroked his highly aroused cock beneath his slacks. My hands worked his belt and zipper as we kissed and moaned into each other's mouths. I reached into his opened slacks and inside his boxers to grasp his throbbing cock.
"Oh ... God ... Paul ... fuck me ... I need you ... inside me. Oh God ... please ..."
He spun me around, pressing my upper body against the warm car hood. His hands left me. I knew he was preparing, lowering his slacks, so I spread my feet wide, opening myself for his thrust. I wanted all of his cock right now and he didn't disappoint. I felt his cock head move over my wet, yielding pussy lips and sink into my hole. With a powerful thrust, he penetrated me. I cried out in thankful relief as his ball sack slapped against me at the end of that first thrust. I mewed and moaned and gasped and (needlessly) encouraged him to fuck me hard.
I moved ahead of Paul into the family room where Jason waited with fresh drinks. He wore a big, knowing smile. "You're a beautiful woman, Kristi, but ... when you are freshly fucked ... amazing."
I blushed. How was that even possible. I've been brazenly shown off, fucked in the office and throughout most of this house and property. I've only known these men for weeks and they've turned me into a willing, ever-hungry cock-slut. And I still blush? Of course, they love that I still do because they believe it indicates more to be revealed in my journey in becoming their free-use cock-slut. I think they are right about that. Standing naked and freshly fucked between them as we share a drink that only represents a pause in activities, I can feel my body coursing in anticipation of what is next ... and next and next ... for this weekend.
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CHAPTER 4: THREESOME WEEKEND
Standing naked, and freshly fucked (feeling cum coating my pussy lips) with Jason and Paul in Jason's family room, the lusty hunger they could ignite in me by their mere presence, again burst into flame as my mind remembered past times in this house. This time ... this weekend ... this full, entire weekend was to be with both of them. Both men with big black cocks were free to use my willing and eager body when and how they wanted. I knew their two minds working together would somehow bring new things to experience but I forced myself to yield to the experiences as they came and patiently await each use and request.
Who knew I could love being their cock-slut ... love being their free-use secretary. That I would love to be devoted to learning and improving so I could increase new experiences and pleasures for them ... myself. That I would love quietly sucking and stroking their big black cocks when they weren't fucking me.
We sat on the couch with our drinks, me tightly between them, their fingers lightly stroking my inner thighs higher and higher until I raised my legs and hooked my knees over their legs. We chatted casually as their fingers glided over my slick lips, one occasionally dipping briefly into my hole. When I finished my drink, I stood. I took their also empty glasses and refreshed theirs. Handing them back I stood before them. My breathing was deep but controlled. I watched them for a moment as their eyes followed the rise and fall of my D-cup breasts.
Jason broke his gaze back to my face. "Aren't you having another?"
I smiled, shifted my stance to press my thighs together, and feeling the slickness of my own juice and Paul's cum. I shook my head, "I want to suck cock." I blushed, again. I've thought about their cocks continuously. I sucked them both. Somehow verbalizing my desire to do it without their request or initiation was different. They smiled.
After loosening their slacks and fishing out long cocks already firming up, they tried to continue small talk, then shifted to anything that might put on an air of nonchalance. It didn't last long, however, as I sucked greedily on one while fisting the other. Just the feel of their cocks was arousing for me. Jason's was longer but both were the same girth, both stretching and filling my mouth and entrance to my throat, both too wide for my fist to completely close around.
Jason's cock was throbbing at the entrance to my throat. I pressed down, again trying to control the gag reflex. I was improving but still a long way from fully deep-throating his magnificent cock.
"Are you wanting to drink my cum?" he managed between gasps.
I mumbled something unintelligible through my cock-filled mouth but nodded to clarify that I did. Jason hadn't just fucked me as Paul had quickly done in the garage. I knew from prior experience our fucking could be significantly longer and varied the second, third ... fourth times.
His hands lightly grasped my head and his assistance drove my mouth and throat inches further down his cock. I had solved the breathing and gagging control but now needed to get past the simple fear of having a hard fleshy pole down my throat. Suddenly, I knew this was the time. I pressed harder and he seemed to recognize my intention and assisted. When my nose was tickled by his trimmed pubic hair, I almost came, the thrill of achievement was so great. At the same time, I felt the deeply embedded cock head swell and pulse. I pulled up, feeling like a mile of cock moving from my throat. I clamped my lips around the head and sucked as I used both hands to stroke the saliva-coated cock flesh. When he came, it felt like a hose instantly set on high pressure spewing warm, thick cum to the back of my mouth. I gulped desperately to take it all down my throat but some managed to escape the sides of my mouth.
Jason fell against the couch back gasping. His eyes opened just in time to see me carefully use my index finger to collect his cum from my lips and the side of my mouth and lick it with an exaggerated effort. He smiled.
I stood up and Jason asked, "Where are you going?"
"The pool," I responded.
Paul jumped up and began throwing his clothes off. Jason rose much slower but he was following. I figured the pool would be refreshing and I could clean up a bit. Not that I expected Paul to be shy after watching me suck off Jason to climax. I was sure he was ready by now.
I jumped into the deep end of the pool and nearly shrieked. The water had cooled with the sun setting. I was correct about Paul, too. Before I regained the surface there was a splash nearby. I stood in chest deep water, saw Paul swimming underwater towards me, a dark shape in the reflecting lights of the pool. I widened my stance as he got closer and as he went between my legs he rotated. Now on his back, his long, semi-rigid cock standing above him, I was delighted to feel his cock slide over my pussy.
He rose from the water just behind me. I stayed as I was and he rose up against my back, his cock sticking between my legs. I leaned back against him as his hands came around to my front, squeezing my breasts and fondling my pussy. He grasped me with one arm and lifted me enough for the other to push his cock head to my pussy. I wiggled enough to get his cock aligned to my hole and I was again about to be fucked by Paul tonight. With his cock as an anchor inside me and his arm still around my waist, he moved us to waist deep and to the edge of the pool. I rested my forearms on the edge of the pool and let him do the work fucking from behind.
After a few moments, Jason was sitting at the edge of the pool. Paul maneuvered us to him where my mouth was again consuming his cock. Paul's action behind me had the effect of pushing my mouth on Jason's cock.
After Paul climaxed inside me, he pulled out and I found myself being pulled out of the water by Jason who moved me to a lounge chair where he lay on his back. It was obvious without words what he intended. I swung my leg over his mid-section, grasped his cock, and lowered my body over it. Filled with cum from Paul I slid down this even longer pole until I sat on his thighs. I adjusted my footing on either side and began rising and lowering on his cock. His hands lightly rested on my hips, his gaze shifting repeatedly from my rapture reflected face with eyes closed and mouth open to my bouncing and swaying breasts to his black cock appearing and disappearing into my white pussy.
I knew he would last much longer the second time and he instructed me to turn on his cock. I raised up on his cock with about half still inside and awkwardly twisted on it, supporting myself on his hard body and the edges of the chair. I looked up and realized I had lost track of Paul who was now standing stroking his cock next to me. His eyes already reflected renewed desire as he watched us. I leaned toward him and opened my mouth, not wide enough to take him inside but wide enough to indicate my offer. He stepped up to me as I bounced up and down. I paused a split moment to capture his cock head between my lips. My hips could now move along Jason's cock and my mouth along with Paul's, both anchored by long black cock.
Jason filled my pussy with his cum and all movement ceased as I experienced yet another mind-blowing orgasm. Paul pulled me up and off Jason and moved me to an adjacent chaise lounge laid flat. I went down on my back and he raised my knees and pressed them to my chest. I was fully and obscenely displayed, my pussy not only gaping open but oozing cum. His eyes were focused on that with a consuming lust. I held my knees in place as he aimed his cock head to my hole and pressed forward, penetrating easily and deep with the first steady thrust.
Sleeping was something that occurred between moments of feeling one of their cocks pushing into my pussy. Sometimes I was splayed out missionary while other times I might be rolled over on top of them. Once climaxed, I would usually be sent to the other bedroom to crawl into bed with the other man which generally resulted in him waking and initiating another penetration and fucking but since I was awake I was usually the one more actively fucking.
I found them both the next morning quietly talking at the kitchen table drinking coffee. They were both wearing boxer shorts when I walked in naked and still groggy from a night of not enough sleep. Jason jumped up, pulled a chair out for me at the table, and got me a mug of hot coffee. I smiled my thanks and leaned into the table with my elbows supporting me on the surface as I concentrated on sipping the hot drink.
They offered the usual morning pleasantries including 'how did you sleep'. I rolled my eyes and they shared a knowing bemusement. It still occurred to me that spending the night with just Jason would get me fucked more in one night than I might have been fucked in a month before. With both of them trading me back and forth during the night after an already intense time of sharing, it seemed unbelievable how much I could be fucked. Yet ... my desire and yearning to be fucked by them didn't seem to ever be quenched. Even now, sitting somewhat numb from disrupted sleep, I felt the returning tingle through my body as my eyes glimpsed their hard black bodies.
I moved slightly on the chair wondering if I was still oozing cum from the many loads of semen deposited in my pussy when I felt my nipples drag on the surface of the table. The guys noticed, too.
"God damn, Kristi, you are a sexy woman," Jason proclaimed.
Paul added, "The sight of you large breasts and hard nipples resting on the table ... your lips on the rim of the mug ..."
I put the mug down and looked each in the eye with a smile that was not a merely polite 'thank you' but of the increasing desire of my own. "You guys never stop, do you?" I offered.
Jason laughed, "Says the cock-slut who by her own admission can't seem to get enough of our cocks."
I did blush at the pronouncement but still held their eyes. I faintly shook my head. "I can't understand it or believe it. The way both your cocks feel in my pussy and mouth ... yes, I confess, I can't get enough. Even after a wonderful orgasm and I see the other one still glistening with our combined juices I begin desiring all over."
"Which brings us to a discussion Paul and I were having before you woke," Jason said with a conspiratorial smile. "A couple things we've thought of."
I raised an eyebrow and set the mug on the table. Just that quickly my interest in coffee had dissolved and was replaced by a different physical concern.
"We want to shave you," Jason continued.
"A clean, bald pussy ..." Paul added as if there might be any confusion.
"Yeah, it will make it even more tempting when seen."
Again, my eyebrow. "You plan on exhibiting it, too?" They looked at each other and shrugged. I only hoped I hadn't unwittingly provided them with the idea. "And ..."
"And?" Paul repeated.
"And the other thing. You said a couple things you were thinking about."
Again they glanced at each other. Jason came out with it and the hesitation provided me with a warning. "Anal," was the single word he uttered.
A single word. What more was needed, though? An explanation? No, uttering that single word defined everything: their immediate intention and how much they were likely to push me going forward.
I raised both eyebrows. "What?" Jason teased. "You don't think so?"
I merely smiled and kissed them both on the lips before turning to the refrigerator to cook something for breakfast. I flipped my ass back and forth. "I had been wondering how long it would take you guys is all."
* * * *
My pussy had two very fresh loads of cum and my pussy lips slick with the leaking fluids when they decided it was time for my shave. The men were still naked, too, when Paul led me out to the pool deck and spread a large towel over a lounge. Jason came with his electric trimmer, shaving cream, razor, and some bottled water. I was told to lay back, they had this, they said. As much as I trusted them with my body in nearly every other way, them with a razor around my clitoral hood and tender lips gave me some tension.
The process wasn't quick or coordinated. What it was, however, was extremely erotic. I had two naked, hard-bodied, black men singularly focused on my pussy. My legs were spread wide, one or both at times raised or moved for some unspecified intention of theirs. Finger pulled and spread, grasped a lip, or moved the clitoral hood as first the trimmer, then shave cream and razor were used. A finger, sometimes multiple, were inserted into my hole in their efforts. I didn't care why. At one point, three fingers were inside me and not from the same man. My hips involuntarily rose to meet them.
"You'd best stay still if you don't want a nick or worse," admonished Paul with a sexual gleam in his eyes.
"Oh ... God ... you guys ... are you ... almost done?" I gasped. "I'm going to cum." It would be my third orgasm but they had convinced me I had had an unquenchable thirst for fucking and sucking but also, as far as we could determine, a limitless orgasmic response.
Their reaction was immediate. The fourth finger from someone was added. It curled to stroke my g-spot, a thumb or knuckle pressed my engorged clit, and the other three fingers sawed in and out in random fashion indicating they were separate hands. Both men lowered their heads to my heaving breasts to catch a nipple between lips and/or teeth. My resulting orgasm was glorious. As I recovered my breath, they casually resumed cleaning my pussy of every trace of hair.
I suggested a swim to clean off. Their expressions told me a lot more than just their agreement. I have used the pool many times in my stays at Jason's place. I have gotten in several good workouts by swimming laps. If I am in the pool with either one of them, though, I've always been fucked. Their eyes told me this time might be more than normal.
Both men are very capable of fucking me standing up with me wrapped around them and their hands lifting and lowering me on their cocks. The thing about the pool, though, is the effect the water has on weight, and fucking that way becomes even easier. That's what I was expecting.
Jason pulled me into him, our wet naked bodies pressing against each other, my breasts mashed against his solid chest, his firming cock trapped between my thighs playfully. The more we kissed and stroked each other, though, his cock between my thighs became more and more solid and I began sliding my pussy over its length. When he lifted me, I was expecting to be penetrated so I parted my legs wide for it. Instead, he spun me around so my back was to him, caught me, and lifted me, again. One of his arms encircled me just below my breasts and the other must have been guiding his cock because I felt it probing at my ass.
"Oh, God!" I gasped as it occurred to me what he was wanting. So soon ... I wasn't expecting so soon.
"Relax, Kristi. It'll be better if you relax." God ... easy for him to say. "Help me ... open your cheeks."
He was holding me, the water was helping, so I reached back to pull both ass cheeks apart. As soon as I did, I felt his cock head at my asshole. He lowered me a little, gravity not playing as big a part in my lowering but still very much involved. He pulled me down with one arm while the other hand must have been holding his cock in place against my tight hole. I took in a large breath and thought about how to relax. I slowly released the breath through my mouth and focused on my muscles relaxing. I felt the head pressing and my hole begin to open to the steady, insistent pressure he applied. His hold on relaxed and I seemed perched on top of his cock for a moment with the water's buoyancy. Then I settled over him an inch, he bumped and I settled several more inches. I gasped, moaned, and muttered as my body slowly settled down over his filling cock. That tight hole and chamber never felt such fullness with the first penetration and the feeling just increased as it penetrated deeper and deeper as I settled over it.
I felt lips on a nipple and fingers at my empty pussy. I opened my eyes to find ... of course ... Paul adding his erotic teasing to my body. Miraculously, the stimulation at other parts of my body seemed to distract what was happening at my asshole, and soon I found myself slipping down Jason's cock until all of his cock was up my ass.
A moan-filled cry escaped my lips, my asshole clenched around the invader to seemingly strangle it, and my body began to shiver and quake as an orgasm shook every fiber of my body. Somewhere in my subconscious, I was aware of the secure support of arms and hands as everything else went limp.
"Damn ... she's anally orgasmic," came Jason's soft voice.
Even before I was fully aware, again, I felt a new fullness. My eyes opened to find Paul in front of me ... close in front of me. He kissed me hard and my body seemed to jump-start awake and that new fullness feeling became clear ... Paul was pressing his big cock up into my pussy. With Jason's big cock in my ass, my pussy felt impossibly tight as Paul pressed his cock in. My arms and legs were limp between the two men. Despite how full I already felt Paul was indeed making steady progress with short stabs into me. Each time he pulled back and pressed in was an advance of inches. I was moaning and gasping and muttering as Jason remained still and Paul did the work, pressing his cock along the length of the other cock but in the adjoining sleeve. It was impossible. It was crazy and insane. The base of Paul's cock hit, his pelvic bone mashing my clit ... another orgasm sending me limper than limp.
I found myself suspended between these two black men in the pool. Their arms weren't even supporting me. I merely hung between their bodies, anchored on so much cock. Then they took over. Jason had me under the arms and Paul by the waist. In coordination, they had little difficulty in raising and lowering me. I was sliding up and down their cocks. Up and down I was moved over their stiff, big cocks. But I decided to take some action myself. I raised my hands to Paul and kissed him passionately. My body continued up and down. A fuck-sleeve for their cocks. I twisted as best I could to capture Jason's lips in a kiss. That simple action was wonderful. Merely twisting and straining changed how they fucked into me ... or how I was fucked over them.
When they climaxed, it was almost simultaneous and I joined them for a third orgasm since this started.
After we took a much needed rest and, a rarity for my times there, I was allowed to sleep through the night. The weekend was only started, though. Once I had been double-penetrated, it seemed everything changed. Lubrication for anal appeared throughout the house suddenly and DP became more common as a wonderful way for the three of us to be together sharing. My life had completely changed ... and it was perfect.
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CHAPTER 5: THE CRUISE
In quiet moments I would think back to how my life had changed and believe that nothing could possibly top what had already happened. After all, beginning with having a drink with a stranger in the lobby of a hotel when 'the boyfriend' had abused our relationship once again at a wedding reception, I had ended up accepting an invitation to go to a stranger's home. We had fucked immediately and I ended up staying the weekend, remaining naked, and ready and willing to be fucked whenever he desired. Shortly after that, I had an unexpected job interview opportunity that would possibly take me away from my miserable job situation. When the interview and firm turned out to be the partner and firm of my white knight (though an astoundingly handsome black man) and the eventual offer to join their small agency led to fucking both men and accepting the crazy proposition that I would also be their 'free use' secretary. We fucked in the small office and continued with frequent weekends. I was fed up with bad relationships and they were both committed to the agency's growth with no time for romance. It was perfect: no strings, no complications; just a good job and extraordinary sex.
Did I really think nothing could come next to add more than what all that had provided? No, of course not. When my first anal with a big black cock (any cock to be honest) evolved into my first double penetration, I knew to be always ready for the next surprise, the next request, the next 'first'.
The next 'first' came, unsurprisingly, during a conference of the three of us. My desk sits right in front of the glass door to the office suite. Though some frosting had been added to it after I started, it was not private. The other office for Jason and Paul and the conference room were private behind solid doors and walls. I've been used in their separate offices many times including sucking cock from under a desk as they communicated with a client or someone they were negotiating with. Our logistical conferences, though, held in the conference room were predictable. Those were scheduled for mid-morning to allow messages to be taken care of and I always scheduled them for two hours though it was generally only requiring one hour. The first hour was devoted energetically and enthusiastically to relieving any pent-up tension. This was a time when I could count on being well and soundly fucked by their big black cocks. Though Jason and Paul redressed for the actual meeting, I remained naked, the sexual flush still event on my white body and the cum from their several loads possibly leaking from my pussy and asshole. Hand towels for me to sit on have become an office supply item.
I opened the manila folder I brought into the meeting, took two sheets out, and brought one to each of the men. As I leaned forward to place the sheet in front of them, my D-cup breasts swayed teasingly. It was why I wasn't to wear a bra in the office and leave my blouses largely unbuttoned. It never failed that even when I was carrying several fresh loads of cum from each of them, they greeted my presence near them with soft caresses to my bare hips, thighs, or breasts. I was always horny with these two because they were always appreciatively letting me know how desirable I was.
"This is the latest list of NFL draft players plus a couple others from last year who didn't make teams." The list contained the names and short bio of ten men, all mid to lower players of the recent draft. The agency was developing a respected name but was still too small and new to attract higher rated players. "You were thinking about bringing them together for group sharing of sorts?"
Jason was studying the list. "Right." He glanced up at Paul across the table, then back at the list. Paul wasn't totally convinced but the agency was Jason's and he would have final sway but having Paul's buy-in was still important to Jason. The concept hadn't been done before. They understood there was an inherent danger in bringing them together. Jason was a strategic thinker and many young players were immediate thinkers: how much can be gotten right now. Strategically, Jason encouraged young players to think in longer terms: get a good salary (more than they could ever see doing anything else) but settle for contingencies aimed at the future. Allowing the team to have flexibility with the salary cap could put them individually in good stead with management while allowing the team to seek fits for other needs on the team. The desire for immediate satisfaction was difficult to overcome.
They talked it over for a while but I could tell Paul was coming around to Jason's thought process. They would have a partial day of group discussions, including financial management for the future, too many made so much and still were left nearly bankrupt after retirement. The following day would be on a boat they had used before.
Jason glanced at me, then spoke to Paul. "Risky?"
It sounded like code to me. Risky what? What was risky? Paul glanced at me, too. He shook his head after returning to Jason. "Not with these guys. They're all young and full of themselves. It's the reason for the talk, right?" He glanced at me, again. "Risky maybe with just one."
Jason nodded and stood as if any of that made sense. He left the conference room door open as he went to his office and a moment later returned with a small boutique bag which he set on the table in front of him.
"We've talked about your role for the first day as hostess and coordinator, then joining us for dinner after which we'd call it an early evening to be rested for the next day." I nodded, a smile growing over my face. They were including me in in-person client activity and I was looking forward to it. "On the boat ..." he uttered with hesitancy, "... I had a thought about your involvement, too." He focused his eyes on mine. He was projecting total seriousness and concern. "I don't want to offend you, Kristi, with this. Maybe, even to our clients, you are possibly the best thing to come to this agency but ..."
I smiled and finished, "But ... clients are the life-blood of any agency." He nodded in recognition of his own mantra and reason for dedication above nearly everything else to his agency. "Anything, Jason. I would hope you know that by now. I'm sitting here naked after being fucked by you both and wanting to be again. I spend evenings and entire weekends with you two willingly and eagerly fucking and sucking in any way you desire. I've conquered deep-throat, anal, and double penetration for you." I stood up so my nakedness was fully displayed as if he needed a reminder. "Just tell me, Jason."
He pushed the little bag across the table and I peered down at it. He didn't say anything. I opened it and peered inside. Under a bit of soft tissue was a bit of yellow fabric and string. I took it out to find two separate pieces: a very thin, very small Wicked Weasel. I held them by a single finger and looked at him. "For the boat?"
He nodded and held my eyes. "At least ... for a while."
I looked down at the list of names in front of me where I had also added some notes. 10 men. Jason and Paul. He wanted me to wear this obscenely small thing among 12 men ... 'at least for a while'. I could still feel the cum of our earlier fucking but now I could also feel my nipples become erect, my body flush, and my pussy add additional lubrication. Me and 12 men. A gang bang ... out on a boat.
"Free use means others?"
"Only if you're willing," Jason responded. "That was our understanding, Kristi. You always have to be willing."
I dropped the silly thing on the table and stepped to him, bending over so my breasts swayed under me to kiss him with passion. I slipped a hand onto his lap and lightly stroked his cock inside his slacks. I then walked around the table to do the same for Paul. Returning to my chair, I cup a breast.
I smiled at both of them, "You two have fucked me that many times in a day. Maybe not in rapid succession, but ..." Standing at my chair I slid the other hand down my stomach to lightly fondle my pussy ... a display that rose in me by need rather than teasing or lewdness. "Anything." I mused as my fingers continued to play over my breast and pussy in front of them. "You've moved me from one stage to another. Before I can wonder what might happen next, what you might challenge me with next, it's in front of me. Just like this. Each thing leads me to something more. It's all been glorious, magnificent. You've brought me to more orgasms than I thought was possible. Why shouldn't a gang bang be next? I trust you two ... completely, unquestioningly. Anything ... sincerely, I'll do anything for you."
"Shit ..." Paul exclaimed. He stood up and began loosening and removing his pants. Jason joined him.
"Both of you," I said. "DP me. Fuck my brains out. God, you guys, I'm so damn horny."
Jason was stripped first and he held his arms out to me and I knew instantly. It was crazy wild. I jumped into his arms, my arms around his neck and legs around his waist. He moved his cock head to my pussy hole oozing spent cum and my new lubrication. Paul was behind me with some delay and I knew what he was doing. From some drawer in the room, he was applying lubrication to his cock, and then I felt the gel pressed against and into my asshole. As his thick cock stretched my sphincter, I gasped out but was pressed back as well as I could to assist. It didn't matter that they have used my ass regularly since the first time, they were large enough to always stretch me each time.
They fuck me hard to another quaking orgasm and more cum for my greedy holes.
* * * *
"Welcome aboard, gentlemen," I greeted the ten men as they made their way down the dock of the harbor to the rental boat. I was standing at the access point onto the boat and what I was wearing (or not wearing) would have been obvious to them as soon as they stepped onto the dock. As they approached closer, it only became more so. The yellow material against my tanned white skin only highlighted how little there was. The top was two narrow pieces of very thin material and held together with string. It was so narrow that I had to carefully place the material just so to cover the nipples. Of course, my D-cup breasts were essentially bare and almost any movement on my part caused the material to slip to one side or the other by the sway or wobble of my breasts. Besides that, my nipples were very erect and clearly displayed that fact. The bottom were no better. An equally narrow piece of equally thin material had to be carefully stretched to cover my pussy. It only took a few steps on my part, though, for the material to essentially disappear between my lips. It was beyond a camel-toe display. I had carefully arranged the material as the men approached, but I was well aware it was only temporary. All of it was only temporary. I was sure that shortly after leaving the harbor area for the open sea, the ties would be pulled and I'd be naked. Then, I would be well fucked. The question was only how many times.
The comments that came as they boarded brought me back from my musings. "Kristi, wow!" "Damn, girl, it is good to see you ... so much of you." "This looks to be a better outing than I thought it would be." I gave them all coy smiles. I was beginning to believe the same thing.
I was serving drinks to the guys as we got underway and Jason had me standing on the bow to wave at the boat watchers on the shore at the inlet of the harbor. That produced quite a few catcalls and whistles. One nipple had slipped loose of the material, whether anyone on shore could tell or not I didn't know.
I adjusted the top material to fully cover me (or at least the entire nipples) as I made my way back to the rest of the group. Jason and Paul winked at me. I smiled and nodded. I went around refreshing the drinks. The guys had all arrived in shorts and shirts and most of the shirts had now been removed as they too got into taking advantage of the sun and warm air.
After refreshing all the drinks, I felt someone press up against my back. A hand came around to hold me at my stomach.
"I want you guys to think about what we talked about yesterday but this day is for enjoyment." Jason, of course. His hand caressed my stomach and casually and confidently moved up my body. I stood before the others at perfect ease as Jason's hand cupped my breast then moved the material to the side (a small movement) to take a nipple between his thumb and index finger. He continued, "Drinks, food, and ..." he slipped the other hand down my body, pulled the material there out of my pussy, and slipped a finger along my shaved slit. "And ... this lovely woman. You know Kristi as our secretary and office manager but she's really more than that, aren't you, Kristi?"
I nodded as I felt Jason pull the ties on the top for it to flutter from my breasts. I sucked in a breath as the bottoms followed. I leaned my head back and he kissed me with passion on the lips while his hands moved on my body in front of the others.
"What are you really, Kristi?"
I moaned as his fingers pinched a nipple. I looked out at the other men who were mesmerized by the bold display before them. "I ... I really ... their free use secretary," I gasped out. It was then it occurred to me that all the men were black athletes. So I boldly added, "I love ... black cock. Jason and Paul keep me very happy."
Jason chuckled and added, "She's never had a gang bang before."
Nothing more needed to be said. That last thing probably didn't need to be said as they were beginning to stand. Jason was suddenly gone and I was surrounded by the ten other black men, each trying to find a piece of my flesh to caress, stroke, and squeeze. When the first finger found my pussy hole and lips sucked my nipples, my moans became long and soulful.
Gentle pressure on my shoulders had me on my knees surrounded by exposed black cocks. Some were six to seven inches while others were more. I smiled with the answer to something I had idly mused about since taking up with Jason and Paul: were all black men so large? Apparently not.
I shifted from cock to cock within the tight circle as the boat rocked gently in the open water. I knew the plan was to cruise to a cove where the water would be calm but, hopefully, still somewhat private. Jason's declaration got things going much faster.
The sequence of moving from cock to cock was broken when someone behind me pulled up on my hips, raising me to my feet even as I kept my head low to maintain sucking cock. I felt a cock head at my pussy and opened my legs wider to provide better access and indicate my readiness. The cock entered me tentatively, at first just the head. It wasn't real thick. Oh, how I've been spoiled. I pressed back at the cock with several more inches penetrating then the man thrust the rest of it in and our bodies smacked together. His thrusts quickly became fast and furious, perhaps due to impatient encouragement from others around him.
I continued to try shifting from cock to cock but relied more on the men giving way to the next man. None seemed content to cum in my mouth so there was a steady rotation in front of me. The man fucking me definitely seemed intent on climaxing, though. Hands from others captured my wildly swaying and bouncing breasts and someone added fingers to my clit while my mouth and pussy were assaulted.
I felt the cock in my pussy swell and pulse, followed quickly by streams of cum shooting in me. I rode that with my own overly stimulated orgasm. The next man penetrated my pussy as soon as the first vacated it while men in front of me continued to rotate their cocks to my mouth. My breasts and clit were never without stimulation.
After four or five (I couldn't keep track) men climaxed inside me, the frenzy seemed to be abating somewhat and I was relieved when I was moved to one of the waiting chairs where the man sat. My back was beginning to feel the strain of being bent over for so long. I glanced behind, saw the man holding his black cock vertical, and I met his eyes with a smile. I straddled his thighs and backed to his lap, reached under for his cock, aligned it to my dripping pussy, and sat down for full penetration. He moaned as did I.
As I rose and dropped on their cocks, I glanced around the open area of the boat at the black men, naked with cocks of varying lengths and thickness. A clothed Paul came into view carrying drinks and beers to some of the men. After delivering them, he came to me, kissed my bouncing mouth, and rolled a nipple between his fingers. I wanted the kiss to last, to devour his mouth like what happens while we are consumed in our own fucking. But he stood and lightly touched my cheek with his fingers, a smile on his face and his eyes softly reflecting amazement and appreciation. Jason followed with more beers and was also fully dressed in shorts and a buttoned shirt. He also kissed me as I bounced up and down with increasing need.
"God, you look amazing," he whispered to me.
I saw Jason fully clothed and the other naked men, most of whom had already fucked me as I bounced up and down on another man whose name I likely wasn't going to remember. I shivered. If I felt like a cock-slut before giving myself to Jason and Paul, what was this? Ten men I just met freely fucking me for the express reason of helping the agency. Now, perhaps, I really was a cock-slut! I looked into his eyes, saw the connection I knew had developed, and erupted into yet another orgasm. As my pussy clenched and spasmed around the cock I was fucking, I felt it swell with approaching climax. He grunted and thrust his hips up to meet me, his climax spewing more cum into me.
Before I fully caught my breath, another man appeared before me and pulled me. As I rose, the cock inside pulled out and audibly, wetly smacked his abdomen. I looked back with a smile hopefully reflecting gratitude while being led to yet another chair. I was pulled into the same position as the previous so I would be facing the others as I fucked the next man. I leaned forward as my pussy slid down the length of this next cock, the black skin of the cock starkly contrasting to the paleness of my body consuming it. I positioned myself and began fucking earnestly with only a few more men to go, at least for the first round. When I glanced up as my head fell back, I spotted Jason talking to one of the waiting men. The man's eyes grew large and a larger smile spread over his face as he nodded and stared at me. Then, I saw Jason hand the man a small tube. I glanced down at his cock to find one of the larger of these men and a smile of awareness spread over my own face.
I was right, too. When that man claimed me, he positioned me in a similar position facing the others but his gel-slick cock head pressed at my asshole. The others were watching with interest. Jason hadn't specifically mentioned that I was three-hole ready but they were witnessing it now. Having been regularly anally fucked by Jason and Paul's thicker cocks, my tighter hole accepted this one with no more than routine, steady pressure. When it sank past my sphincter and penetrated me by several inches, we both groaned and gasped. I looked up to find more cocks being stroked with renewed lusty desire.
The next man wanted anal, too. He chose to take me bent over the railing of the boat. His cock sinking into my ass as the boat rocked providing its own fucking motion and the water flowing by in wakes across the smallish waves of the open water. I held my legs wide and my hands tight on the railing for balance against the aggressive pounding and movement of the boat. It was an erotic and highly stimulating combination.
I enjoyed anal orgasms with both but everything changed yet again for me (and the group) with the next man. I was brought back to sit with my back to the man as his cock entered my ass. When another man appeared before me, I opened my mouth to take his cock there but he shook his head. A movement to the side caught my attention and I found Jason with a knowing smile and nodding his head. The man was crouching and moving forward with his legs inside ours. I looked up at the man. My mind was a fog. All this fucking; all the orgasms; all the manipulation from man to man, cock to cock, without my own thought but continuous stimulation and orgasms. My mind was slowed by all that as to what was happening but when his cock dipped between my spread thighs to my dripping and oozing and gaping pussy I knew.



"Jason said you like double penetrations," the man uttered as he pressed his cock into my pussy made tighter by the cock in my ass.
"OH ... FUCK, YES!" I exclaimed as the two cocks began awkwardly fucking me.
Almost immediately, spaces on either side were created and cocks presented to my mouth. Air-tight. Another first. Three black cocks filling my three ready and needy holes.
The cock in my pussy climaxed first and another took its place. The same for the one in my mouth. The cock in my ass was stuck fairly immobile by the situation but eventually came more by the stimulation of the cocks in my pussy stroking along it separated only by that thin membrane between the chambers.
When he came, I was pulled off to find a man lying on some cushions spread on the deck. He was holding his cock vertical and I sat on him, taking him in my pussy. Another cock immediately penetrated my ass, no longer requiring lubrication after the cum deposited there. Again I was air-tight as cocks appeared on either side of my head. I switched from cock to cock, some on either side or directly in front. Some I tasted recent coating of fucking which stimulated me more. I was completely unaware of how many times I had been fucked or penetrated or experienced orgasms. Cock after cock after cock was my sole experience and awareness.
When the last cock left me, I was sprawled on the deck of the boat, twelve black men seated or standing around me. The boat was no longer moving but gently rocking with the waves. At some point in all that fucking frenzy the boat had been anchored in a semi-protected cove. I was helped to my feet and assisted to the bench seat at the very back. I felt volumes of cum leaking from my ass and pussy, both I was sure were gaping from the repeated use. I glanced outside the boat as I was assisted and saw several other boats also anchored but gave them no concern. I was naked and extremely well fucked but beyond being concerned about it. I had swallowed many loads of spewed cum in my mouth or throat but was surprised to find how much cum was also on my breasts and around my mouth.
Jason appeared with a cold bottle of water which I gulped down gratefully. As I slowly recovered, it was shocking how we casually sat chatting, limp cocks shiny with spent cum and my orgasmic juices, cum still leaking from my holes and splattered on my body. Jason came to me, pulled me to my feet, and sat down where I had been before pulling me onto his lap. I nuzzled into his chest and wiggled my butt into his lap. I was sure I was leaking onto his shorts but was beyond caring about something like that after everything I had experienced.
He kissed my hair and whispered, "How are you doing? If we don't call it quits now and let you go below to sleep, they'll probably be looking for more."
I wiggled in his lap and feeling his cock firming under his shorts. I looked up at him and whisper back, "I'm good, Jason. Thank you. I am tired and likely to be sore tomorrow but ..." I searched his eyes, "but it would be good for the agency to allow more, right?"
"Yes, but ..."
I kissed him, "Thank you, Jason. Your concern is why I'd do anything for you."
I stood and the wake of a passing boat rocked the deck just then. I reached out to one of the guys for balance but ended up falling to my knees in front of him. I laughed and said, "Well, as if planned. As long as I am here ..." I reached into his lap and raised his limp cock to my lips. I sucked him hard in only a moment and that sent a spark through the rest of the group changing the atmosphere on the deck back into a sexual frenzy with me at the center.
Jason and Paul had the anchor lifted and the boat headed back toward the harbor soon after, not that any of us noticed. By the time we arrived back to the harbor, I had been fucked, double penetrated, and air-tight multiple times over with orgasms and climaxes to match.
Needless to say, my first real client in-person contact made quite an impression.
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CHAPTER 6: 24/7
Weeks after the boating gang bang I am again spending a weekend at Jason's place as his free-use cock-slut. I love everything about my life now. The combination of having a challenging and worthwhile job that also has me getting fucked at the office by the two agency partners has proven to me what I could never have anticipated in my earlier life. I love to be fucked. I need to be fucked and regularly. I'm addicted to big black cock and both partners are so endowed. I also now know I don't need or want romance. But mostly I love the weekends Jason asks me to spend with him at his house. There I am his naked cock-slut to use, any hole at any time as often as he wants. Paul, of course, is welcome and does come and go through the weekend to enjoy my body, too. But it is Jason and his big black cock that has made me addicted. My pussy and ass will be full of cum and if he pulls out to spray his cum on my body I wear it gladly and proudly. I answer the door when Paul arrives and I am naked and very often have cum on my face or breasts and it is all Paul can do to get inside and close the front door before attacking me in the foyer.
There is only one thing that could make our arrangement even better in my mind. And it sometimes keeps me awake with it bouncing around in my head.
I am spooned into Jason, my back against his front, his cock still embedded in my pussy. I love falling asleep with his cock still in me. It is long enough that even as it softens it is still inside. Some weekday nights as I try to sleep in my apartment, I might toss and turn trying to find the position I need. I've sometimes even resorted to slipping an old dildo in but it is a sad and inadequate substitute.
This night, even having his magnificent cock lodged in my pussy isn't enough.
Jason's hand squeezes my breast and slides down my body to stroke my pussy. "You need another fuck?"
"What?" I reply confused. I thought he was asleep. "Well ... always, I guess, huh?" He chuckled. "But, no, that's not it."
"Well, that's sure not the signal your pussy is giving my cock." I now feel him growing inside me and I realize I had been squeezing his cock with my pussy muscles. "Is something wrong? Are you regretting what is happening?"
"Silly. Have I shown the least bit of regret?" I strain my neck to glimpse him. "I'd turn to kiss you but I don't want to lose you."
"Silly, yourself. We can fix that."
I turn in his arm, do lose him from my pussy but I raise my leg over his and he smoothly reinserts himself. I sigh at the feel of his semi-hard cock sliding in. I kiss him long and passionately, sighing in contentment.
"So ... what is it?" His fingers are teasing a nipple. I smile at the easy, forward touch. That's what I love. Free-use gives him a license to touch and use all my holes; cock-slut gives me license to enjoy and worship his cock. He flexes his hip and his cock moves inside me. I can actually feel it expanding, swelling. "Talk to me, Kristi. Tell me or ... or ... or I'll take my cock out."
I playfully slap his bicep, "No reason to be mean about it." We both laugh, both recognizing my obsession. "Okay ..." I raise my head with my elbow planted in the bed to support my hand holding my head. My free hand is caressing the same bicep to his sculpted shoulder and chest. "Have I ever asked for anything?"
He thinks for just a moment, a sign of taking what is coming seriously despite the teasing. "No, you haven't. All the asking has been me from the initial time of coming here from the hotel to spending weekends to the job to being free-use to the gang bang." He kissed me and his cock was moving significantly up my pussy without movement from his hips. "What do you want, Kristi? You've given everything."
I squeezed my pussy muscles around him. "I've received a lot, too." We kissed passionately for a full minute and our shifting bodies were producing wonderful effects. We would fuck, again, but first ... "I love everything we are doing, Jason ... everything. I think you know now I will do anything, be anything for you." I continued to squeeze. "I know you don't want romantic entanglements. I don't either. We are good at fucking, though. It's comfortable and natural for us. The thing is ... when I'm not here, when I'm not with you even working at the office, this is all I can think about. I don't know ..." I push him and he allows himself to roll onto his back. I move with him and am straddling him, his cock now buried deeper in me. I rest my forearms on the slabs of muscle that is his chest, my pelvis moving slow and easy. "I don't know if such an obsession with a man is healthy or not. When I'm not with you, Jason ... I'm a mess. I yearn for the feel of your hands and fingers touching me without asking; for your magnificent cock penetrating my pussy, ass, or throat; for the feel of my fingers and lips on your black, veiny cock." I lean forward to kiss him before pushing back to take him deeper. "I was never like this before you, not in the least. Not having sex might have been a bit frustrating but it was other things that drove me away from him. You made me what I am. I was willing and eager and I love what I have become but ..."
My gaze dropped but he raised my chin back up with a single finger to gaze into my eyes. "But?"
"I don't want to be away from you. There I said it. I don't want to be away from you. I don't mean in a romantic way or a lover's way. I mean in a fuck-slut way, always here for you." I watched his eyes, too. "Jason, I'm not stupid. You know that. I know there may come a time when you don't want this anymore when you want more in a way maybe I can't give you. But until the time comes when you throw me out into the street, I want to be your 24/7 fuck-slut to do anything, anywhere, whenever, and whoever."
"Wow," was his only response. Well, that and the sharp flexing of his hips.
"Yea, well, you asked. I don't expect that's possible. I mean, I'm sure you need your space for the rest of your life. That's what has been on my mind and you asked." I rose higher and thrust down on his cock, driving it the deepest into me. "Now ... we can fuck ..."
His hands held my waist so firmly I was stopped. "Wait."
My heart was pounding and this time it wasn't just his big black cock. "What?" Have I overstepped, threatened him by my confession?
"I was afraid to ask, I've asked so much of you, already."
"You mean ..."
"Let's talk in the morning." He reached up and kissed my nipples. A sly smile formed on his face. "There may be conditions."
I raised my hips up and slammed down and moaned. "Of course! Anything! I'll be your cook and housekeeper, too. Anything."
The next morning was like others. Jason had slipped out of bed before me. I resisted running out to find him and elected to shower off last night's activities, first. When I did find him, he was on the back patio with a mug of coffee.
"What can I do for you, sir?" I asked in bubbling excitement. I was naked, of course, though I knew he would have at least boxers on.
"You can get some coffee for yourself and sit."
I hurried off and returned, sitting expectantly. "Last night," he continued once I had sipped some coffee, "as I said ... conditions." I nodded with excitement. "No real changes, Kristi. I am not 'sir', I'm Jason. You aren't serving me. You aren't a servant or submissive. We both know that. You are a fuck-slut." He watched my response. Despite my using that term for myself he had always resisted using it. I guess we are now in agreement about what I was. "We will share all duties in the house. I'm used to it, I've taken care of myself. It'll just be easier shared." I nodded and smiled. "The first thing you do upon entering the house is strip. You will be naked at all times in the house and in the back. The only times that won't be true is when I specifically tell you."
"Guests? When someone comes to the door?"
"Only when I allow it will you have anything to wear. You will be the one to answer the door. If it is a neighbor, you can be behind the door as you talk to them and call me, if needed." I open my mouth but words don't come with any follow-up. "Otherwise, solicitors, deliveries, service people ..."
I nod, "Naked ... yes, s... Jason."
"I may have guests. They may be male and female. I may elect to display you, have you dressed in stockings and heels, maybe a shelf bra or sheer thong, maybe a sheer nightgown. I may want you to ... entertain them." I nodded as I squeezed my thighs against my excited pussy. He was using this as a means to ramp things up another notch or two. Maybe three. He was giving me everything. A 24/7 cock-slut. He was taking all control, how I was used and how I was seen.
We fucked three times that morning alone. I guess the idea supercharged both of us. He called Paul to tell him he needed to come over. There was something he needed to hear. I answered the door boldly, naked with cum leaking from my two holes. Ultimately, there was little change for Paul. He would still have me at the office and visits on weekends as before. There were implications, though. Implications on his limits.
* * * *
The reality of the change hit soon. The move was easy. We packed up my clothes, personal things, and a few items in my apartment Jason felt might be useful in his already well furnish home. The rest we moved to a storage locker he had rented and insisted on. If this arrangement didn't work, he didn't want me having given away or sold everything else. He called it a contingency plan, not any skepticism in his thinking.
The first weeks went off with just the normal stuff. Any interaction with neighbors was casual and generally from a distance while tending to the yard, mowing, weeding, etc., or out for evening walks (something that never happened before but became an after at-home dinner thing. The lack of interaction wasn't surprising really. Jason was a single man who worked long hours living in a close cul-da-sac neighborhood of middle-aged families.
There was only one other visitor to the door, a solicitor for windows, but we were quite consumed with each other in the pool. At least until this day, the following Saturday morning. I woke up in a marvelously different way feeling like I was experiencing the best, most realistic erotic dream ever. It was marvelous and erotic and also was Jason between my thighs lapping, sucking, and probing at my pussy and clit. Realizing finally what was happening, I tried pulling him up to feel his cock plunge into my drooling hole but he refused, intent on bringing me to a never before experience of orgasm by oral contact.
Immediately after, even while my body was still reacting to the orgasm, he shifted up and plunged his hard cock powerfully through my open hole to the top of my clenching pussy. I shook with a new spike that continued my orgasm through another cycle before settling into a prolonged fuck that rotated us from missionary to cowgirl to reverse cowgirl (I love the feel of rotating on his long cock) before we both climaxed in missionary, again.
It was later in the morning, though, having gotten a later start and I was cleaning up in the kitchen when the doorbell chimed. I tensed but moved from the kitchen toward the foyer as it chimed a second time. I sensed more than saw something down the hall and was sure it was Jason curious how I would handle this given the conditions he put down, conditions I believed were intent on arousal more than game-changing importance. I gulped a deep breath as I approached the door and peeked out the narrow side, curtained window. There stood two young men in white shirts and dark slacks looking very proper and serious. Jehovah witnesses?
I dropped my forehead against the door and took another breath as the chime sounded again. Chances were that three times would be the most they would attempt and would leave in the next moment. That wasn't what Jason really wanted, though. Jason wanted to expand my experiences more, to add new forms and ways of being aroused, to experience new arousal even if embarrassing.
I quickly grasped the door handle and pulled it open. The young men, probably in college somewhere, had already turned down the step from the front. Hearing the door open, their faces instantly changed from 'another unanswered door' to 'our opportunity to share our mission'. Only they found a naked woman standing behind the glass storm door. The turmoil they instantly felt undoubtedly clouded any chance of noticing the blush flowing over my face, neck, and chest. I opened the door just enough to put one foot out and saw the battle raging within them. My nipples became erect and my pussy began to flood with new lubrication. For mission young men, they had a very difficult time keeping their eyes on my face.
"May I help you?" I boldly asked as if my standing naked before strangers was an entirely appropriate thing for Saturday morning.
Seeing them closer they appeared to be slightly different in ages, certainly in confidence. The younger one stumbled backward to make a hasty retreat. The other stood for a moment. He pulled his gaze from my body, glanced over his shoulder toward his companion, before turning back to me with a small smile escaping over his mouth. I winked at him and he finally beat his own hasty retreat.
When I turned, the outside door closing behind me, I found Jason unable to contain his enjoyment of what had happened. He could also see my arousal. I threw the door closed, strode up to him, crushed his mouth with mine while my hands undid his belt and shorts. I reached inside and grasped an already hard cock. Still holding onto his cock I led him back to the bedroom. We spent the next hour fucking through numerous positions and bringing me to two orgasms to relieve me of the built-up erotic tension.
The missionaries turned out to be a tease, an indicator of how far Jason might really exhibit me and, if the energy I put into fucking him after was any indicator, I found it very arousing. The doorbell rang again later.
After the earlier experience, I quickly moved to the door with more confidence. I peeked out the side window, though, to see two largish black men, each with a duffle bag over his shoulder. This wasn't any solicitor but definitely wasn't a neighbor.
Opening the inside and storm door, I stood boldly naked before them as Jason had intended. "May I help you?" I asked. I was immediately hit by the difference in reaction. Their eyes traveled over my fully exposed body as smiles covered their faces. The bold way I was appraised by the time my eyes traveled back up to my face produced a deep blush that my tanned white skin showed clearly.
"Maybe I have the wrong address," one began while his eyes dropped again to my breasts. Apparently, if he was at the wrong place, he was going to take advantage of what was presented to him. "I thought this was the address of Jason Taylor."
I pushed the door open a little further. "And you are?" I asked. Jason didn't say anything about expecting anyone though that lack of sharing would likely be another plan on his part.
"Tyrone Bartels and Craig Mason," he responded with a flick of his thumb over his shoulder to indicated the other man. "I think he's expecting us, but ..."
I called over my shoulder for Jason, still not ready to just let them into the house. Forget robbing the place, I was naked, and as much as I like being fucked, being raped was not on my to-do list. Jason was nearby watching, though.
"I told them they could stay here for the weekend on their way down to Key West."
I stepped aside so they could enter figuring I had already spent enough time in front of the glass storm door chancing the neighborhood seeing me. I stood next to Jason as Tyrone and Craig dropped their duffle bags opposite us in the foyer. It was awkward. After all, they came to their buddy's home who they believed was single, and found a naked white woman answering the door.
Craig commented, "A lot is visible but no ring."
Jason laughed and pulled me in front of him. I was wondering how our situation was going to be explained. I mean ... if they were going to spend the weekend with us and ... well ... how I was expected to be. Jason's right hand came around and cupped my right breast. His left hand slowly slid down my stomach to my mound. Fingers on both hands were moving. He was fondling me in front of his friends.
"Are you my wife, Kristi?" I shook my head, no. "Are you my girlfriend?" Again, I shook my head. "Tell my friends what you are to me."
I gasped as one of his fingers slipped between my pussy lips rubbing against my clit in the process. "I'm ... your secretary." He pinched my nipple. Clearly, that wasn't the complete answer he wanted. "I'm your ... I'm the office ... secretary ... free-use secretary."
The men were watching with rapt attention. Jason prodded, "What does that mean, Kristi?"
"You and Paul ... you can use me freely at the office," I struggled to get out. I was flushed, partially from the fingers stimulating me but also from the exhibition in front of complete strangers who I now believed would also be free to fuck me through the weekend.
"We'll tell the very interesting story about all this late. Right now, though, tell them what you are now ... in the house."
I looked at each of them as my body raced higher in excitement and arousal. I knew what Jason was going to have happen this weekend and I knew if he had asked ahead of time I would have agreed just like the boat. He was adding the element of control. I had yielded to him, given myself over to him. This or something similar was bound to happen and will continue to happen. In some form, it is what I wanted. It is what I have become.
I looked the two men in the eyes as Jason openly fondled me. I parted my thighs as his hand pushed further down and moaned when his finger penetrated my hole. I could see the lust building in their eyes.
"Free-use cock-slut," I blurted out. "Jason and his partner have free use of my body while also being their secretary/office manager. I now live in Jason's house as his free-use cock-slut. I am available for his use 24/7. That is why I am always naked in his house. He has free use of me and I love cock. I love to feel it inside my holes and in my mouth. We fuck and our enjoyment of it is without the complication of any other relationship." I leaned back and rotated my head for a kiss. He gave me a deep one. "How was that?"
"Perfect," he replied. He released me and patted my butt. "Why don't you show Tyrone one of the guest bedrooms he can use." I stepped up to Tyrone and took his hand. He looked stunned. This was fast. I kind of felt the same way. Jason continued, "I'll take Craig out to the back for some beers until you're ready to show him his room." Craig was left with an open mouth but with reassurance from Jason as I led Tyrone down the hall.
These were Jason's friends and his intention was clear. I wasn't about to disappoint him or his friends. Tyrone was hesitant when we entered the first spare bedroom down the hall and I closed the door behind us. I pried the duffle from his hand and let it drop to the floor. He took a nervous step back as I stepped up close to him. I pressed my naked breasts into his chest and used a head jerk to indicate where the bathroom was and another where the closet was as I added pressing my hips into him. I felt arousal there and one that would be a size to be a lot of fun.
My fingers opened his belt and slacks. I pulled his shirt out from the loosened waistband and pushed it up. He had a muscular stomach and chest, too. I kissed the black flesh I exposed as his shirt was pulled over his head and he pulled it off his arms.
"Jason ..." I giggled. He had a naked woman stripping him and he was nervous. "Jason is really okay with this?"



I kissed his chest again then reached out and held both sides of his face and looked directly into his eyes. "Jason isn't 'okay' with what I am doing, Tyrone. Jason 'wants' me to do this." With that I kissed him hard, giving him some tongue for an exclamation point.
I slowly sank to my knees before him, my lips and tongue tracing a path down his chest and stomach as I lowered his pants. I pressed my lips into the outside of his underwear against his hardening cock. Yes ... it felt good. He pried off his shoes as I assisted in removing his pants. I knelt at his feet looking up his body. He still looked stunned but the lust was plain to see. My hand rested on the cock underneath his shorts as I gave him a smile a moment before turning my full attention to removing the shorts. I rose up to come face-to-face with his cock pointing at me. I smiled, unconsciously licking my lips. It was nice and thick, thick like Jason and Paul. I raised my mouth up to it and took it into my mouth, slid back and forth a few times, then pressed it back to my throat. I pressed and pulled back and pressed more until my nose was pressing against his pelvic bone and pubic hair. I flexed my throat muscles around the cock buried there before pulling back to gasp for air. I looked up at him and smiled. There was an unspoken question there and he answered with a shake of his head.
"No ... God ... I'll want to ... I will ... first, though, I want your pussy. Can I?"
I chuckled, rose, and pushed him back onto the bed. He back crawled up the bed and watched me follow with hungry desire. I crawled over his legs to straddle his hips where I rubbed my drooling pussy over the length of his hard cock. I leaned forward to kiss him and softly say, "Can you? Tyrone, remember what I called myself. Jason didn't invite you to stay here just for the room. If you want me this weekend, just take me. I'm yours. Craig, too. But I get your cocks, too."
He watched with still disbelieving eyes as I raised up and sat down on his cock until it was buried inside me. He groaned and flopped his head back on the bed as I began a deliberate up and down and rotating action. I moved up and down with occasional rotating of my pelvis to vary the feel with the intensity increasing steadily until our bodies were smacking together on the downward stroke. He was groaning and moaning but I didn't want him climaxing yet.
"Fuck me, Tyrone. Pound me and make me cum!"
I wanted him to take over and he did. He rolled us, supported himself over me with his arms and braced his knees in the bed, and threw his hip at me, driving his black cock in and out of my pussy. I clenched down around him and he moaned. I reached up and grabbed him around the neck and devoured his mouth with mine. Still, he pounded away at my pussy with his rod. He became a machine, a frenzied machine, driving his cock into me with powerful, almost violent strokes that quickly put me at the edge of orgasm.
I cried out to him, "Cum in me, Tyrone! Seed me. Fill me with your cum."
Then he exploded, spewing his cum in thick ropes deep in my pussy as my pussy spasmed around him in orgasm.
He collapsed alongside me and rolled to his back gasping for breath. "You ... weren't ... kidding. You really do ... like to ... fuck."
I rolled onto my side and kissed his sweaty chest. "No, I LOVE to fuck, especially thick black cocks like yours." I teased his cum slick cock with my fingers. "How quick do you recover?" I asked. He moaned and shook his head. I knelt up and pulled on his arm. "Into the shower and let's find out."
By the time we got out of the shower, he fucked me pressed up against the wall with water spraying over us. After he dressed in casual shorts and shirt, I led him back to the patio, my hair still wetly plastered to my head. Without hesitation, except to thank Tyrone and wink at Jason, I firmly took Craig's hand and pulled him behind me to the remaining spare bedroom. Craig performed equally well and I was delighted to find his cock was just as thick and perhaps an inch longer than Tyrone (still several inches shorter than Paul and Jason).
Later that afternoon Jason and I found ourselves alone on the deck of the pool. Jason hadn't fucked me since the guys arrived and despite having been well fucked by them there is nothing like Jason's long and thick cock in my holes. I knelt on the foot of the lounge he was reclined on, leaned forward to untie his suite strings, and pull on his shorts. He obligingly raised his hips so I could fully remove them. I lay on my front between his legs and began kissing and licking his ball sack and flaccid cock.
"After all that, still not enough?" he teased me.
I chuckled with one hand firmly wrapped around his stiffening cock while I mouthed his balls. "Seriously ... you know me. Besides, you haven't used me since they arrived. What kind of cock-slut do you think I am? I don't want this big guy (I kissed the head) to think I forgot him."
He laughed. "If it could think, there would be no way in hell he could think you could forget about him." I slid up his body to lay on top of him, my groin pressing and rotating over his cock, my hardened nipples pressing into his chest. We kissed for a moment before I felt his hands grasp both my ass cheeks, pull them apart, and as a single finger slid over my asshole and gently press against it. "They haven't used your ass, yet?" I perked up and shook my head, my eyes wide in hopeful anticipation. He smiled that lewd smile of his. "Run inside so we can resolve that."
I leaped up and jogged into the house. There were tubes of lubrication scattered throughout the house. He's used me in every room of the house, even in the tight laundry room on the washing machine that sent a vibration into our coupled sex. The other two were sleeping in front of the TV in the family room so I went to the miscellaneous drawer in the kitchen, grabbed the tube I knew was there, exited back out the sliding door before returning to a jog toward Jason.
Jason was standing at the lounge chair waiting, a huge smile appearing on his face. It's the reason he doesn't like me wearing a bra unless it is absolutely required for proper decorum somewhere. My D-cup breasts were bouncing and swaying with each jogging step. It is his assertion that natural breasts like mine deserve to live free of confinement. He also believes they should be appreciated in their unconfined state. So I have become quite accustomed to prolonged looks from others when I walk, especially in loose blouses with many buttons undone.
I lay on the lounge on my front after handing the tube to Jason. I spread my legs wide and pulled my ass cheeks apart. I didn't wait long. I felt lube being press at my asshole and inside. I knew Jason would also lube his cock because he always does and despite the pounding, he may give me sometimes he doesn't wish to cause too much pain. I felt the lounge sag under his weight as he joined me there then his cock head at the closed hole. He pressed hard and I felt his long cock buckle. He probably repositioned his hand closer to the head then his pushing began opening my sphincter. He pressed hard and I cried out when the bulbous head seemed to pop through the tight sphincter and sink inches into my ass. He paused to allow my muscles to relax but was soon pulling and pressing until the pressing became strong thrusts.
Jason's was buried fully up my ass when I barely recognized, "There you guys ... are ... I must ... have ... fuck ... her ass, too?"
I wasn't sure, and frankly didn't care, which one it was. I was in the throes of crashing into another orgasm on Jason's cock and the neighbors could have been watching for all I cared. My orgasm flooded my empty pussy as Jason continued to pound into my ass but he, too, erupted to spew his voluminous amounts of cum up my ass.
I was gasping and limp on the lounge. Jason was panting when I heard him offer, "She's open now if you want. There's no part of her that wouldn't be the best fuck you've ever had."
"God damn," I heard and I now recognized Craig's voice. "I already believe that." His voice was moving and was behind me when it ended. The lounge sagged, again. I reached behind, spreading my ass cheeks and offering myself to him. Tyrone appeared shortly after. Three thick black cocks in a row; one after the other; orgasm after orgasm after orgasm. It made for one exceedingly happy and satisfied cock-slut.
It seemed the rest of Saturday and into Sunday until they had to leave for the drive down to Key West in the afternoon was a continuous series of fucking. The boat gang bang was a large number of aggressive fucks in a shorter time. This was just continuous over the days and night. It wasn't just them, though. To be fair, there were times when I wasn't being fucked that I became the aggressor by pursuing one of the dormant cocks for sucking until someone was ready for me again. I do love the feel of a thick, veiny cock in my hand and mouth.
Sunday night, late and in bed, I was curled into Jason's body, my left leg sprawled over his, his left hand lightly stroking my ass. "How was the weekend, Kristi?" came Jason's voice in the dark.
"Hmmmm," came my reply as I squirmed tighter into him. "Very satisfying. But ... it is nice to be alone with you, again." It was quiet for a few moments. "You seem intent on continuing to challenge me sexually. Is it just curiosity about my limits?"
He hesitated in his response. Finally, he pulled me and I moved with his motion to lie on top of him. We wiggled against each other until his cock head was nestled at my pussy. Fucking him earlier in our bed had felt glorious. A slow, intentional, fully sharing experience. Except that we knew each other's bodies so well, we might wonder how the other could possibly still be able to respond. We kissed and we both were responding and it wasn't a surprise.
"Not just curiosity," he finally answered. His cock was growing between my legs. The head was now pressing at my pussy and I wiggled to align my leaking hole to it and my lips were soon parted by it. "By your own admission, you were never like this before, never a wanton cock-slut as you say. I want you here with me, Kristi."
I raised my head off his shoulder to look through the darkness at him. I pressed slightly back against his cock to feel it penetrate a little deeper with its increasing stiffness. "I was the one desperate to be with you, Jason. I was the one who desire to be used by you. I am here, I am yours."
He paused. Finally, his hips flexed and his cock drove deeper inside me. He flexed again and again. I matched his movements with mine before adjusting my legs and sitting on his cock filling my pussy fully. His fingers groped for my nipples and pinched them as I began rising and lowering in smooth, long strokes.
"What if I said I might be nervous I might no longer be enough for you?" he blurted out.
I didn't laugh or admonish him. I leaned forward and kissed him with all the passion I felt for this man. When I raised back up, I was thrusting my hips up and down on his magnificent black pole.
"I would say you are insane." I thought for a moment. I think he was serious. "Jason, I love all the fucking. You know that, right? I love the feel of cock in my holes and I have enjoyed everything. But, Jason, part of the excitement, part of my enjoyment of it all is that I know I am pleasing you, that I am being the cock-slut you wanted ... that you created." At that moment ... something ... we both climaxed.
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CHAPTER 1: HUSBAND'S NEW JOB
Connecting flights within the US to Chicago and a long flight to Paris allowed Robert and me a night to enjoy the food, wine, and atmosphere that city is famous for. Then, another long flight to Africa and a connecting flight by a smaller regional jet deeper into the continent where we were met by a United Africa Corporation representative for a long drive that took several hours from the city. We were exhausted. But, then again ... we were finally in Africa.
My name is Ann Garrett and my husband is Robert. I'm going to relate to you a story, one I continue to live. Being from the States the idea of Africa held widely mixed images of primitive cultures and unlimited potential. And, we were there, exhausted by travel and fighting the impulse to doze in the backseat of the Land Rover as the vehicle left the civilized images of the city and presented the wild landscapes we envisioned in our anticipation.
Robert, at 29 years old, was an accomplished Product Development Manager in the States. When he began to be recruited by United Africa Corporation, he initially brushed it to the side. Robert is an individual with rare focus and intuition at seeing potential and value and developing product marketability and profitability. It was the rare, singular focus on detail and effort that allowed him to rise so quickly within the industry and to signal to others his value. That singular, unshakable focus was also something that could make him seem naive or unaware of other events and happenings around him.
Me? I was without question naive. At 27 years old, Robert took me from the small world where I grew up to expose me to the wonders of big cities and the occasional travel with him across the country as he presented at conferences and attended product shows in places I only dreamed about like New York City, Miami, New Orleans, Las Vegas, and Chicago. And, then ... pinch me ... Africa.
The driver's name was Dimka. I didn't know if that was his first name or last name or his only name. When he met us at Baggage Claim, I had to tear my eyes away from staring. Dimka was an imposing figure: coal-black, bald head, deep black eyes, 6'-3" tall, and 220 pounds with an athletic body that the clothes he wore couldn't hide.
I felt tiny next to him. I was. A white, long blonde-haired woman with bright blue eyes, I was 5'-5" tall with an athletic body from frequent time at the gym that weighed a mere 100 pounds. When Robert stood beside him waiting for our two pieces of luggage (everything else had been shipped ahead before our leaving), the comparison was the same. It was a surprise to me, but it was only one of many that would occur to me in the days and time ahead. Robert was 5'-9" tall with a slim, soft body. As I said, he was singularly focused and his focus was work. He had no time for the gym or being active. In truth, he had little time for me but I had a big world exposed to me and we'd been married only five years. But I saw Robert in a new light at that moment in the airport. He was a talented, successful, brilliant man who seemed to have the world by the tail. Wasn't that why we were here? In Africa. But ... was it fair? I saw this exotic hulk of manhood and ... my husband.
Robert was the first white person hired by the corporation. They had facilities throughout the continent and produced a variety of products, many of which were for export. We were headed to Corporate Headquarters, which explained its remote location. This was not where things were produced but where ideas and decisions were made. During the recruitment and interview process, they had been open that it was something of an experiment. The United Africa Corporation had a heritage of pride in the black African culture and diversity of people.
We were rising in the foothills with gentle rolling mountains beyond breaking up vibrant plains. I pinched myself when I looked out the vehicle window to see groups of exotic animals only viewed in zoos back home. Dimka got our attention as we crested a rise. United Africa Corporation. Looking through the front windshield, the building below seemed to fill the small valley below. The larger office and support buildings and parking lots were centered in the valley with residential, clubs, and the company town spreading out from it.
We had only seen pictures of the villa that would be ours as part of the creative compensation package of continuing contractual employment. As Dimka drove us past the center, as it was already late afternoon, I recognized the villa from the pictures as we approached it on the side of the hill. Another shining black Range Rover was parked near the front door and, as we approached up the drive, another large black man in a casual suit exited the house.
This was Mr. Contee, Roberts immediate boss who we had met during the recruitment. Mr. Contee (it seemed all superiors in the Corporation were referred to in that formal way) was another impressive man. Not merely by his title. Robert's department Director was perhaps a decade older. Like Dimka, he was the darkest black with deep black eyes and black, tightly curled hair cut very short. There was another similarity to Dimka that was impressive, his body. He was perhaps only an inch shorter than Dimka and just as imposingly powerfully built. As Robert moved forward to greet his new boss, the comparison was again too striking to pretend I didn't see.
I noticed there was no garage as part of the villa but the question in my mind of transportation was quickly resolved when Mr. Contee announced that Dimka, as our assigned driver, would come for us at 8:00 AM the next morning for initial greetings and orientation. Our driver? Our villa overlooking the valley? Africa? It seemed my whole being was vibrating.
Although our personal belongings were scattered in boxes identified by location within the house, the bed was made with clean linens and covers, the bath was equipped with towels and various soaps, and package toothbrushes and paste. I changed into a negligee I purposefully brought for this first night to hopefully reignite a new passion in this exotic land we were brought to. Robert was too exhausted by travel and too focused on the challenges of work ahead.
Dimka rang our front doorbell exactly at 8:00 AM the next morning. We were delivered to the Administration building where we were processed through initial documentation (Corporation IDs, country documentation and IDs, procedure and information binders - told to become very familiar with, and general welcoming. By late morning we were led to a conference room where Mr. Contee awaited us. We chatted for only a short time when another man entered the conference room without request. This was Mr. Ibori, the Corporation Vice President over groups including the Product Development group. He was about 45 years old, again dark black with a bald head, several inches shorter than Mr. Contee and still taller than Robert, and a trim body under his tailored suit.
We had lunch with the two of them in the Executive Dining Room which was elegant with servers in white outfits. Everyone I encountered at United Africa was not just black, obviously, but dark black.
After lunch, we were taken for more orientation. We sat through a 30-minute video of the Corporation, it's founding, and its drive for being a premier African business run and employed by Africans. And this was where we (Robert more than me, perhaps) became the 'experiment'. As part of the ongoing orientation, we were given headphones equipped with blue-tooth which would contain language lessons to learn rudimentary elements of the local language. We were also informed of TV channels with programming we should watch together each night about the Corporation, regional news and events, and points of interest for visiting. It seemed they had anticipated everything.
During the next couple of weeks, as Robert immersed himself into his new job, I set the house in order and became another form of the domestic wife he expected. Along the way, in addition to regularly using the headphones to learn the language, I was introduced to other video channels focused on yoga and meditation by Dimka.
After those couple of weeks, I felt a new energy. I had always received a boost from working out but this was somehow different. It was more than feeling my muscles. I began feeling a sense of anticipation, of yearning. I became addicted to the videos in the mid-morning and spent a couple of hours on yoga, meditation, and stretching to the soft, encouraging sound of the woman's voice as she led me through positions and thought. The woman on the screen was young and very African. There was something about her, too. The videos shifted to an intermediate grouping with a promise of moving to advance quickly with dedication and I found myself just that ... dedicated to the movements and doing them perfectly.
The sensations of anticipation and yearning only increased as the days went on. I still had no understanding of where these sensations came from or what they were expecting but my attention to the exercises increased as they shifted to advanced. That morning the woman appeared on the screen not wearing the customary exercise outfit but instead a short silk robe. She said the video would pause and suggested the viewer (it felt like only me) go to my closet to find the same robe, undress, and wear the robe. I jogged to the bedroom. I hadn't noticed the robe before. I certainly didn't unpack it but it was there as she said. I stripped off my clothes and slipped the silky material over my naked body. I stopped to look in the floor-length mirror before tying the robe closed. My 5' - 5" and 100-pound athletic body attracted even my eyes. I watched my hands rise along my 34-26-36 shape to cup my C-cup breasts. I smiled back at my image.
I quickly cinched the tie at the waist and returned to the family room and the paused video. The woman smiled back at me (at only me as it felt?) before untying her robe and slipping it off. She was gorgeous with her smooth, dark skin and regal appearance. I followed suit without her suggesting it. We moved through the positions. It felt wonderful. No, it felt amazing and over the next few days, the feelings of anticipation and yearning increased steadily. I was more than addicted to the videos and the headphones. When the videos ended in the morning, I immediately put the headphones on and I refused to get dressed as long as I wasn't going anywhere. I cleaned and cooked naked.
The front doorbell rang. I quickly retrieved the little robe and cinched it as I went to the door. "Mr. Contee," I softly said with a blush that sent a flush of warmth surging through my body.
"Mrs. Garrett ... may I call you Ann?" I nodded. He didn't seem phased by my attire but another surge of warmth flowed through me. I knew the robe, tied only at the waist, provided a deep plunge at my breasts and barely covered my ass at the bottom. "I know we've been keeping Robert very busy. He has not disappointed and is showing progress already on several ideas that are very exciting for the company." He paused. "But ... how are you doing?"
I smiled demurely and invited him in, through the entry to the family room. The yoga mat was still on the floor before the large screen TV. He sat on the couch before the TV, glanced at the mat, and smiled. He asked questions about how I was doing: was I progressing on the language lessons; was I taking advantage of the videos. For some reason, I remained standing before him. I doted on him with something to drink and responses to his questions. But, I remained standing as if it was part of something proper and expected. And, I didn't mind. It wasn't awkward. It felt right to be standing before him in the little robe that identified me as being naked underneath. As his eyes moved over my body, I didn't blush ... it was a flush, a warmth that crashed over my body that reinforced the feelings of anticipation and yearning.
"What do you think of Dimka, Ann?" he asked out of nowhere.
"He's amazing," I blurted out before I could stop it. My response hadn't been anything about his driving or his respectfulness or his timing. My reaction was simply about him being an overpowering symbol of maleness, of African male confidence, power, and domination. But, so was Mr. Contee as he sat on my couch with me in my short robe, my body flushed with excitement and need. God ... what was happening to me?
"Amazing ... interesting reaction. He is actually. Do you know he was not only a soldier but a fitness expert?" I shook my head. I wasn't surprised. His tight clothes exuded it. "You really should try him sometime." I nodded. Yes ... God, yes ... I really should. Wait ... what? I blushed deeply this time. He smiled at me as I squeezed my thighs together feeling the wetness there. "Yes ... try him ... as an exercise partner, of course."
"Yes, sir ... of course." I stepped closer to him and bent over to take his glass. I was sure the robe would gape open but it didn't stop me. It didn't even give me pause. I saw his eyes drop from my face to my chest. I moved to the kitchen to add more ice and water. I felt the slippery tie material loosen as I moved but ignored it.
"You're blonde." An obvious statement based on the hair cascading from my head over my shoulders. I nodded. "Natural blonde?" I nodded. He watched me carefully. He was gauging my response. I watched his eyes boldly travel over my body in the robe. "Show me, Ann."
"Sir?" I flushed, again. I knew what he meant. It just surprised me without any offense taken.
He was looking at my waist. I looked down. The robe had loosened so it was parted on top nearly to the tie and the same at the bottom. Nearly parted but not quite. I looked up to find his eyes back on mine. "Show me that you're a natural blonde."
I giggled in response. Such a girlish reaction. Not feeling any offense by the request but only knowing what he wouldn't see when I showed him. And I did. With one hand I loosened the tie and allowed the robe to fall open as my eyes stayed on his. He chuckled.
"You shave! Excellent." I stood before him with my legs slightly parted. His eyes moved up and down my body. Then, not knowing why, I moved the robe off my C-cup breasts. I realized I was standing straight, shoulders back, proud. Standing before him like that didn't only feel right but necessary. In that instant, I understood what the feelings of anticipation and yearning were all about. At the time, I didn't understand the feeling was a result of messaging from the videos and headphones. At the time, I only understood it was the necessary action.
"Beautiful, Ann." I flushed. The wetness between my legs increased. I desired to touch myself as I did after watching the latest videos not understanding the hidden images and messages contained in them. I resisted but wanted him to look at me. "Do you know how desirable your body is, Ann?" Should I nod or shake my head. I certainly didn't know that from Robert's attention to me. I just waited. "Tell me, Ann. What do you think your body is made for?"
"Black men, sir," I blurted out without thought. The words coming from my mouth shocked me but excited me more. I didn't know what was happening. I all knew was my pussy was flooded with juice.
He smiled and motioned me closer. "Do you have a question for me?" I blushed this time. "Ask me what is on your mind, Ann." He leaned forward to tug the robe from my shoulders. I allowed it to slip from my arms to the floor. "Ask me, Ann."
"Is it true about black men?" I asked softly. His hand came to my bare hip. I shook my head slightly. "No ... is it true about African men?" Yes, that was it. African men.
His fingers lightly moved over my skin to the top of my shaved mound. My eyes were still on his. "Why don't you find out."
His knees parted and I found myself on my knees between them, my fingers working his belt and trousers clasp and zipper. I didn't look up at him. I only ... anxiously ... focused on opening his trousers. I reached inside, under his shorts ... my mouth dropped open as my fingers wrapped around his cock. I glanced up at him, then back down as I pulled it out. It was soft. It was big. It seemed gigantic compared to Robert's. Hard, I would learn, it would be 12 inches. Even soft it hung over my hand clasped around it. My other hand joined the first and I began leaning forward. I stopped and looked up at Mr. Contee. He nodded approval. I smiled. Rather than any feeling of being controlled I had only the sense of being given something to enjoy, to please.
I leaned forward and touch my tongue to it. It felt so natural. It felt too necessary. It felt so essential. As my fingers moved up and down and my tongue and lips worked over the rest of it, I felt it grow. The head was enormous between my lips. If Robert indulged me, it was slam-bam and roll over to sleep. This drew me to want it, to please it.
I took the head between my lips and swirled my tongue around it. As a result of my marriage experience, I wasn't accomplished at any of this but my eagerness and desire took over. I knew I would become better at this. I knew it would be expected.
I took the head into my mouth and sucked. I moved my mouth down to my throat and pulled back up. I wasn't sure what I was doing but the cock was getting harder and Mr. Contee's moans were more frequent. I felt his fingers on my chin applying upward pressure. I allowed the cock to slip from my mouth and lips. With some element of frustration, but I did. I looked at it, again. Now hard, the veins of it stood out on the blackness of the shaft. My fingers continued to glide over the shaft. I marveled. So big. So long. So thick.
"What do you think now, Ann?"
I looked at the shaft of hard, big black cock in my fingers, slick with the juices from my mouth. "Sir ... are all African men like this?"
He smiled and looked intently at me. "You should discover that for yourself." I gazed at him. My fingers moving over his cock. I should discover more men's cocks ... more African men. That was his message. He was right. I now knew what I had blurted out responsively before was true. I was made for African men. It was like the final messaging to complete my understanding. This was what I wanted ... needed ... desired.
"Now, Ann ..." I looked from his cock to his eyes. I was hungry, needy. My pussy was flooded. I felt juice flowing from my pussy onto my inner thighs. "Now ... it's time to feel it inside you."
My eyes opened wide. No shock at the words. "You're so big, sir." My fingers still sliding up and down. "It won't fit." An academic consideration as if I were Robert analyzing a new problem.
"A little at first, maybe. It will fit, though." Our eyes met. "You want it, don't you?" I nodded. God, there was no question about that. "Come," he said, "sit on my lap ... take control and satisfy yourself that it will fit. I want to fill your pussy, Ann." I gazed at him as my knees settled onto the couch seat on either side of him. "You want it, too." Not a question. A statement. I nodded. God, YES! YES, I wanted that. "Fuck me, then. Take my big, black African cock into your tight white pussy." I grasped his cock and held it up straight below me as I moved it and my pussy until I felt the head at my entrance, at my hole. I felt the head barely pressing against the opening. I looked into his eyes. "Do what you're meant to do."
I pressed down and felt the massive head spread my opening, stretch my hole. I gasped at the size but pressed down more firmly and the head went inside. I cried out at being stretched so much and my entire body shook like I was suddenly freezing and my pussy clamped down around the intruder tighter. I gasped and panted while holding myself rigid on his cock. It was only a moment, though. Then ... the wonderful sensation as I pressed down more and I felt stuffed with cock. Another comparison with Robert ... poor Robert. There was no real comparison like totally dissimilar objects and this object was overwhelming.



My eyes were closed as I raised slightly and settled slowly back down. Over and over. I felt completely stuffed with cock when I looked down between my legs and saw so much still outside me. I looked at Mr. Contee and he was smiling as he watched me. I pressed down harder, taking several more inches, and felt the head bump me deep inside but there were still inches left to be taken. I raised and pressed down, my breathing ragged when I felt fingers on the nipples of my breasts being gently pinched and pulled.
I orgasmed explosively and sank another inch, the top of my pussy pushed and stretched. I began shivering in orgasm and dropped to his chest moaning. He began thrusting up into me as my body continued to shake, my pussy convulsing around the monster inside me.
My orgasm eased but I was being fucked throughout it and that kept me on the edge of continuing it. His hands-on my waist eased me up on his cock and pulled me down and all of it was inside as my ass smacked his thighs. I cried out, again. It was then that the sounds of his moans and grunts penetrated all the other senses on overload. I gazed with heightened lust into his eyes. I was going to orgasm a second time so soon. I'd never had such an experience before and somewhere hidden deep in my brain was a programmed response that it was African cock and I accepted it as tested and proven. My eyes pleaded with him to cum, to flood my pussy with his cum. We were both thrusting, both working to the same inevitable conclusion when he grunted and thrust powerfully up, raising his hips and me in the process and I felt his cock swell larger and pulse as huge spurts of cum sprayed my insides. And my second orgasm joined him.
I was sagged on his chest with his spent cock still well inside my leaking pussy. "Thank you, sir," I mumbled against his shirt. "I knew it would be like that."
"You see, my dear," came his affirming response, "I said you were intended for this."
I raised my head to look into his eyes. "Fucking African cock, sir?" I asked to be sure. He responded, yes. I paused. "What about my husband, sir?" Of course, I was clenching, relaxing, and clenching repeatedly my pussy over his cock the entire time.
He shifted and pressed his softening cock but still feeling long. "Discretion for the time being." I nodded and smiled. I was going to get more African cock. Were they all like his? "We'll give your husband more time to accept what you already know."
I nestled back onto his chest and moved my pelvis, feeling his cock move inside me. Even softening it felt like a monster compared to ... The words flowed softly from my mouth with consideration or thought, "Hmmmmm ... yesssss ... African men are superior." Where did that come from? The words from my mouth surprised me but didn't shock me. I didn't rebel against them. The only surprise was verbalizing what I knew to be true ... somehow knew it in the deepest part of my mind. Then, I giggled and wiggled on the cock. "Especially their cocks."
His large dark hands roamed my white nakedness and, though I couldn't see it, he wore a large, smug smile.
Some moments later he eased me up from his chest. "Are you trying to get me hard, again?" He was smiling. I smiled back and nodded. I had been squeezing my muscles around him and felt encouraged to continue by his softened cock stirring inside. His cock was so long even soft it remained in me like a retreating snake that didn't wish to leave its wet, warm nest. He thrust up several times and smiled wider as I felt the cock stiffening distinctly.
"On the floor on your hands and knees, slut. I'm fucking you from behind."
I eased my body up, his cock backing out of my dripping pussy. I moaned as it slid and moaned with frustration at the feeling of emptiness as it fell out but I scrambled to the floor to my hands and knees and glanced back over my shoulder in anticipation. I'd never been on top before, now this is yet another position I'd never experienced. Oh God ... so much new and exciting.
I watched him pry his shoes off and step out of his trousers, then kneel behind me. I wiggled my ass at him and felt one hand capture my ass and his cock head move up and down over my gaping wet pussy. As it settled at my open hole, he thrust powerfully in and I gasped, moaned, and shuddered. An unimaginable feeling. With one thrust by him, I felt consumed, taken, and claimed. I readjusted my hands for support to brace against the assault of his pounding cock. 'Fuck' became defined. Nothing was loving, caring, and certainly not gentle about this. This was fucking, raw and dominating and primal. And, it was thrilling. My breasts shook under me and our bodies smacked with impact. It seemed to go on for a long time and I was thrilled in it for every second of it. When I felt his cock swell and pulse, I reached underneath and stroked my clit. And, as his cock again filled my pussy with his cum, I orgasmed and washed his spurting cock with my orgasmic juices.
After grunting his final release, he pulled out and I collapsed to the floor. I heard the rustling of clothes as he dressed, then the front door opening. He hesitated and I raise my head to look.
"I'll direct Dimka to return after dropping your husband at the office. He'll assist in your training."
The door closed and I lay back on the floor. Training. I mused over that last comment. Training. Dimka was a fitness trainer, too. Then my eyes popped open. Was that what Mr. Contee meant?
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CHAPTER 2: DIMKA
Robert said goodbye and walked out the front door knowing Dimka was waiting outside in the shiny black Land Rover. I finished up the breakfast dishes and went to the bedroom to prepare for the morning exercises. This morning, however, was different in my mind and my preparation was different, too.
Nearly an hour after Robert left, the front door chime sounded. I opened the door without checking who was there. This was, after all, a community that was essentially a compound in many ways with control of who enters and where they go. Of course, I knew who was going to be at the door. Mr. Contee made me aware of that just yesterday after ... after my world shifted and I understood everything about myself and ... well ... African men.
Dimka looked me up and down with a knowing smile that turned bemused. I stepped back to let him enter and he touched my hip as he passed by, a shiver coursing through my body at the touch. He walked into the family where the flat-screen TV was and noticed the mat on the floor waiting for my exercise.
"Shall we begin?" I asked. "Mr. Contee said you would be here this morning to assist me with training."
His eyes moved up and down my body. "Is this the way you dress for your exercise?" he asked pointedly.
I looked down but I knew how I was dressed, of course. I had decided on a sports bra and leggings today with Dimka working with me. "I ... no, but ..."
He gave me a look that reflected disappointment. It nearly crushed me. He watched as I pulled the sports bra off, then pushed the leggings down, sitting on the couch to pull them off my lower legs and feet. I stood before him naked and his smile became lustful.
"You have kept yourself fit. That is good and it will allow us to focus your training less on fitness and more on the rest." I looked at him confused and that seemed to amuse him. I thought he was here to assist me in fitness; what was 'the rest'?
He moved me through warm-ups, then into the movements still using the TV. His movement around me was a little unnerving with each position as he always seemed to find a location where I felt most exposed. My mind wandered at times and it wandered to Dimka, not what he was saying or might suggest next, but to the physicality of the man. He was a 6'-3", 220-pound man of muscle and blackness. After Mr. Contee yesterday, my mind wandered. All the things I confessed to Mr. Contee, all the things I strangely but honestly felt now about African men cycled through my mind and my body reacted to his proximity to my nakedness by flushing warm surges that ended at my pussy. As I moved into the downward dog position with my hands on the floor in front of me, my legs straight, and bent over only at the waist, I saw Dimka behind me. Directly behind me. I could feel the lubrication seeping from my pussy. I could feel it on my inner thighs as I shifted. That awareness sent a stronger flush surging through me with the recognition that from his position he not only was faced with my exposed pussy but how wet with anticipation and arousal it was.
I held the position and I sucked in a breath as his feet moved up behind me. His large fingers touched the back of my thighs and gently glided up to my ass. "Press back into the tightness in your thighs and lower back," I heard him comment. I pressed back further, feeling the tightness increase a moment before it began easing, his fingertips continuing along the backs of my thighs. I gasped or sighed each time his fingers reached my ass as they rotated steadily toward the inside. Then, he instructed me to spread my feet to feel the change in tightness shift. I did as he instructed with bated breath. His feet nudged mine a couple of times until my feet were wider than my shoulders apart. I watched his feet shift between mine and his fingertips resume on my thighs but now moved to the inner skin, agonizingly slow and grazing alongside both sides of my pussy. He continued to encourage me to press back against the tightness while his fingertips continued to lightly caress. I became aware I was holding my breath when I wanted to suck in a breath as his fingers moved softly between my lips and there was no room in my lungs. I exhaled in a long moan.
He stepped back and shifted me to lie on my back, my knees bent and thighs pressed to my body. I held my legs at the knees and pulled back in his direction with him kneeling directly in front of me. I knew exactly how exposed I was as he encouraged me to pull back tighter on my knees and curl my lower body which raised my hips and pelvis off the mat. His fingers resumed teasing my thighs.
"Spread your knees wide," came his command. Without thought, I did as commanded. My hips curled up, I parted my knees as wide as I could while pulling back tightly. Unlike before, now I could see him directly in front of me, directly in front of my exposed and spread legs and wet pussy. His fingertips moved down my inner thighs to my open pussy. One finger stopping at my clit as another found my hole. His large finger felt every bit like Robert's cock as it eased in smoothly, proof of my wetness and arousal. I gasped and moaned as I watched his fingers touch me so openly and deliberately without any question of appropriateness or seeking willingness from me.
Our eyes met as a second finger joined the first in my hole. I moaned loudly and freely without inhibition. I tried to rotate my pelvis up to the touch but the position didn't allow more movement but my pussy could and did squeeze around his sawing fingers. He smiled at that.
He told me to remain in position as he stood. My eyes followed him as he rose and stepped back making me very aware of the lewd position I was in. I glanced down my curled body and saw the glistening surface of my pussy as well as how open my pussy was, the lips parted to expose my hole his fingers had just retreated from. I looked back at him when I saw him pull his shirt up to his body and over his bald head to expose his upper body. God, he was a man-god. Large slabs of muscle on his chest, wide powerful shoulders, and thick arms. His abs were defined in a way I had only before seen in fitness magazines. He pried off his shoes, pulled off his socks, and dropped his pants. Now I knew he was a god. His powerful legs framed an exposed cock that was a monster, larger even than Mr. Contee's and I thought that was massive. I stared. I think I licked my lips.
He knelt with his knees just to the side of my hips. I watched between my splayed thighs as he took his cock in hand and dropped it on my upturned pussy. He moved it along my wetly spread lips. A sigh and moan escaped my mouth. If Mr. Contee's cock was a foot in length, Dimka's had to be at least 14 inches. And thicker. The bulbous head looked intimidating as it moved over the length of my spread lips. He leaned forward and slid his cock the entire length over my pussy and I saw the head and underside glistening with my seeping juices.
I was still holding my knees back and apart as he placed the head against my hole. It seemed to move on its own, winking or clenching as if trying to pull the monster inside. While I had a bit of trepidation at the thought of being penetrated by it, I also desired to have it do just that, to feel its massiveness inside me. I no longer considered how lewdly I was presented to him. I only thought about that cock, that shaft of blackness poised at my white pussy.
He pressed slightly and I could feel my hole opening to him and I could also feel it was going to stretch me like even Mr. Contee hadn't. And that hurt. I looked from my pussy being penetrated to Dimka's eyes. I know my face had to express nervousness but it would also be expressing desire ... more like lust, a deep craving. He pressed more and I took my lower lip between my teeth as the great head stretched me and I closed my eyes as he pressed harder until it sank inside. I called out gasping and panting for breath. He paused. I opened my eyes to find him leaning over me, no longer holding, guiding his cock but leaning over me with the head buried in me and 12 or 13 inches of black, thick cock poised outside.
"I am going to train you," he softly stated poised above me, "until you are ready." I nodded. Without verbalizing, I was nodding my understanding, acceptance, and willingness, eagerness even. He pushed several more inches inside. I looked from my up-turned pussy being filled to his face above me. "Why am I to train you, Mrs. Garrett?"
I felt, then watched several more inches disappear. I looked back at his face and softly replied, "To fulfill what... I know I am for ... to please ... and honor ... African men." I gasped out every few words as more inches were pressed inside my stretched pussy. I looked back down to find more black shaft still outside. "Please ... please ... give me ... more. GOD ... fill me ... I need ... all of you ... inside me!" He pulled inches back and was poised until I completed 'inside me' and he drove his entire length in. His cock head jammed against the top of my pussy but forced its way deeper. I screamed as I orgasmed, my pussy washing his cock and convulsing around it.
He didn't pause but continued to pull and thrust with increasing speed while my body shook with orgasm. My shaking arms lost grip of my knees and fell to the floor, my knees falling but still splayed widely apart as he drove his cock fiercely into my quaking hole.
As my body began to recover control, he rolled us so I was on top. "Fuck me," he said. And I did. I placed my hands on his wide, thick chest, my knees planted on the floor, and raised my hips and pressed down. Each raising went higher, unbelieving how much cock there was to fuck. Each drop jammed into the top of my pussy even deeper in this position. He grasped my breasts and mauled them as I fucked his pole with increasing energy and attention to pleasing him with my body. Up and down I went on his pole with my mind cycling a mantra that came from a deeply planted suggestion: African men are dominant of all males and I am theirs to use. Over and over the mantra cycled with each fucking motion on the black pole buried inside me.
After we both climaxed, I collapsed on his front, his cock buried deep in my used and still spasming pussy. My heart beat wildly as I gasped for breath and felt his heartbeat and breathing as his chest rose and fell. I sighed at the feeling of his cock still filling my pussy.
"Thank you, sir," I breathed out.
He raised my chin with his finger and smiled when our eyes met. "Why did you thank me?" he asked.
I squeezed my pussy around his cock and moved just slightly to feel it more inside me. "For fucking me with your magnificent cock, sir."
He smiled. "Yes, Mr. Contee was well pleased with you." He stroked my back and pressed me down on his cock firmly. "I am pleased, too." I smiled back with an unconscious reaction from my pussy. "But, there is more for you." I looked quizzically at him. "What is your deepest desire, Mrs. Garrett?"
"To please African men," I responded without hesitation. He asked how. "Any way they want, sir."
"Yes," he responded, "very good. And men will use you for their pleasure. You have three holes, Mrs. Garrett, for their use?" I stared at him. I didn't want to object, but ... my ass, too? "That is why I am here, Mrs. Garrett. That is the training you will receive" I shuddered and that movement moved his cock inside me and it all combined to heighten my arousal. "By the time we are finished, you will be able to accommodate men who come to you in any way they should desire."
Then we continued. He fucked me with his monster three more times in various positions. We ended in the bedroom on the sheets my husband and I had slept in only hours before. I would be washing them. He ended by climaxing in me in the missionary position after powerful thrusts that left me gasping for breath as if his very thrusts were forcing the air out of my lungs. When he pulled his cock out of my pussy, he retrieved a small mirror from my vanity and held it between my spread thighs. I gasped. My pussy was still gaping open and thick white globs of cum flowed from the opening.
With wide eyes, I turned back to him. "My God ... tell me ... are all African men big like you and Mr. Contee?" He chuckled and said no but many were. "Look ... look what your big cock does to me. How will I satisfy a smaller man?"
"We will work on that, too. Trust me, you will satisfy any number and size of cocks." One of my hands fondled a breast as the other slid down my belly to my messy, gaping pussy. I smiled. Any number and size, he said. After being fucked so much, how did I need to be fondling myself? Hmmmm, yes ... as it should be.
After a week, I had been fucked in more positions than I could have imagined. No day was less than two fuckings and I was also being advanced in sucking cock. I was already taking more than half his cock into my mouth and throat. It was only the practicing of deep throat that would limit our fucking. Then, the day I knew would come did.
I greeted Dimka at the door naked, as was now usual. As he entered the house, he handed me a tube of lubrication. "From now on," he began, "always keep a tube nearby when you are with an African man." I nodded. I knew what it was for.
He took me directly to the bedroom. The master bed was already made and he pulled the covers back. There was no pretense. He was here to fuck me. Even so, it wouldn't be right to bring an African man to a bed rumpled by my husband.
He instructed me on the application of lubrication to a cock and my asshole. It was all very matter-of-fact and still sent shivers of excitement and trepidation through my body. The initial fucking by Mr. Contee and him had both been trying until I was stretched. Dimka was the biggest and he was going to put it in my ass? I became weak-kneed as I stood before him naked and he talked me through it as he stripped off his clothes and his massive black pole came into view again. It was like my forearm hanging between his legs.
I got on the bed on my hands and knees. This position is so primal and submissive as an alpha animal would claim a mate or bitch. I had lubricated his long cock with both hands gliding up and down the length, his cock stiffening in the process. Then, as he intently watched me, I had applied globs of it liberally to my asshole and using one and two fingers to push some into that hole. I blushed deeply when I saw his eyes inflame with lustful intent as my fingers worked my asshole for him to provide lubrication but also initial loosening.
I didn't just get on the bed on my knees, though. I presented myself to him, albeit with a significant measure of trepidation. On my knees with my knees spread wide, I pressed my breasts and face into the bed so my ass was high in the air and exposed for him. The bed sagged as he approached me on his knees from behind and when the slippery bulbous head of his cock touched my equally slippery closed asshole, I shuddered violently but otherwise remained in position while releasing a nervous whimper. He forced a finger into that hole past the tight sphincter muscle, sawed it in and out, then added another finger forcefully. I moaned loudly both times. Already, his two large fingers were larger than any cock I might have imagined before ... before ... before Africans and ... and discovering what I was meant to be for them.
His cock returned to the opening that was probably already closed, again. He softly talked to me about breathing, relaxing, that the muscles would stretch and adapt. His voice was soft and encouraging but difficult to accept. It was going to hurt ... no question ... but it was necessary if I was to be fully what African men desired. And, that was what I now understood I was: a sexual object for African men.
He pressed his cock at my hole and it initially seemed impossible. I breathed as instructed. I willed my muscles to relax as instructed. I pushed away thoughts of pain for thoughts of pleasing and satisfying cocks. My hole began to open and the cock opening it began to penetrate but I knew it was almost none at all entering me even as the pain became searing as I stretched to its powerful effort. I whimpered and cried and gasped and groaned but I remained still and braced against the effort. I mumbled protests and pain but never pulled away but instead continued to press back against his effort.
The cock finally thrust inside, several inches when it finally did, and I cried out, partially in relief and the rest in pain. He stopped without my having to touch against him. He waited, patiently, as my asshole spasmed tightly around the impaling shaft. Refocused on breathing and relaxing, I slowly pressed back against him to feel the pole move an inch deeper which brought another gasping groan from my mouth. He pulled back that inch and pressed back forward, several new inches penetrating me. Over and over he did this as I continued to voice the discomfort and searing stretching that slowly gave way to a new and overriding sensation of stimulation that I would never have anticipated. I had imagined anal as just a hole for a man to cum inside but I was feeling something much more, a stimulation, arousal, electric sexual energy coursing out into my body, to my pussy and clit to my nipples and throughout me like my pussy orgasms. I would later search the internet for answers and find the anus is packed with nerves, especially the incredibly erogenous pudendal nerve, which connects to the clitoris. At the moment, however, I only cared that it was happening and that happening turned pain into erotic bliss.
I felt his massive cock swell and pulse inside my tight sleeve about the same time he leaned over me, one hand mauling a breast as the other stroked my clit before driving two fingers into my empty pussy. I exploded in orgasm moments after his cock filled my ass with cum.
After collapsing underneath him and his cock slowly softening and slipping out of my ass and he rolled off, I slid down his body to suck his cock hard, again. I tasted something new on my tongue, a salty something but pushed it out of my mind, replacing it with getting fucked more.
After a second anal fucking, I cuddled into his side exhausted by the orgasms. Even so, my hand slid down his body to the softened cock. It was like a magnet for me now. If it was there, I had to have it ... my hand, my mouth, or inside me ... I had to have it.
After recovering some, he suggested I do some lap swimming in the pool in back. I was tired but he had convinced me the exercise would assist in avoiding soreness. But, he surprised me. He didn't let me just walk outside, he lifted me ... effortlessly ... and settled me onto his cock with his hands under my ass and my arms and legs wrapped around him. I settled down his full length, the head of his cock glancing off my cervix for an immediate jolting surge of electric arousal through my body. Each step he took sent a jolt up into my pussy. By the time we reached the family room, he was lifting me on his cock and dropping me, my clit and pelvis slamming into his pelvic bone at the bottom. We stood ... he stood ... outside under the hot sun by the pool and used my body as a fucking sleeve over his cock until he again came. As his third climax, it took some time and two orgasms for me with the shift in stimulation from asshole to pussy was extra stimulating.
For the next several days this was repeated with more anal fucks but a pussy fuck and deep throat efforts mixed in for stimulation variety. Then my axis shifted once more. I answered the door chime with a big smile, naked, and holding the tube of lubricant to find not only Dimka but another large African man who unabashedly gazed up and down my exposed body. Dimka walked in as if it was his own home and the other man followed, his fingers of one hand rising to squeeze an erect nipple as he passed. Dimka introduced the man as another driver for the corporation.



Standing naked before the two powerfully built Africans, I nodded. "Welcome to my home, sir," I said as I stepped up to him, wrapped my arms around his neck, and kissed him on the mouth. The man's hand cup my ass and pulled me against his groin. I could feel what he had inside pressed against me.
I broke the kiss and stepped back hearing Dimka, "See, I think she is ready." They both reached out and squeezed a breast. "We'll find out this morning and you can judge." He looked at the other man with a knowing smile. "Mr. Contee is anxious." The other man nodded and leered at me. This was going to be a very different morning.
I was immediately surrounded by the two men, one in front and Dimka behind. Dimka's hand came around me to grasp a breast while also pushing between my thighs. I opened my legs to give him what he wanted. The other man duplicated the actions with a hand going to my pussy and a finger quickly entering. I leaned back against Dimka with a finger in both holes and both breasts being mauled.
It didn't last long, though. Dimka moved around to stand next to the other man. The look on his face projected his expectation. I sank to the floor on my knees before Dimka and worked his belt and slacks until they were open. I pulled them and his underwear off his hips and grasped his hanging cock with both hands and giving it several pulls before taking the head into my mouth. It began growing by the time I stopped and did the same to the other man. I didn't seek verification from Dimka; my mind told me any African man deserved the same attention. I was pleased to see that the other man was only a few inches shorter than Dimka's magnificent cock. My mouth encased his with the same energy and eagerness.
Soon, they were both hard. They had stripped off their shirts in the process. "Go to the bedroom and prepare yourself." Dimka's words released a strong shiver of excitement to course through my body. My pussy had lubricated when the doorbell chimed and I now felt it leaking onto my inner thighs in anticipation of more of what I had come to expect from Dimka these mornings. I rose to my feet after leaving a kiss on the head of each long black cock.
In the bedroom, I stripped down the covers of the bed I had just made. I then went to my dresser top drawer for the tube of lubrication I hid from Robert under my panties. Mr. Contee had said Robert would come to understand and accept but until I knew when that occurred I was taking precautions. I prepared my asshole and knelt in the center of the bed waiting with my back straight, shoulders back, knees parted, and breasts thrust forward. Somewhere in my mind, I knew it to be the proper position to wait for them to come to use me.
When they did enter the room, I think it may have had a drooling effect on me as I swallowed several times. Both men were completely naked and stroking their long cocks. Their bodies were similar: powerful, muscled, and dark black. Dimka spotted the tube in my hand and shook his head with a smile.
"Not yet, Mrs. Garrett." He used my married name frequently. Did he understand how excited it made me being reminded I was a married woman cheating with African men of the company he worked for? "We're going to fuck your pussy first. Then your ass. Then, I was thinking something special."
He motioned to the other man who crawled onto the bed, pushed my shoulder back so I fell onto my back. I spread my legs for him as I looked into his eyes with heightened expectation and arousal. I could see in his approach that he was here only to fuck me. There was no consideration or attempt at preparation or my comfort ... if any of that was necessary. And, it wasn't. Maybe he already knew that or didn't care. Either way, I turned my eyes to his cock as he leaned over me and positioned his cock at my pussy, and moved it up and down over and through the lips to my drooling hole. He smiled at feeling my wetness and gave a quick approving glance at Dimka. I raised my hips in readiness just before he plunged forward powerfully, driving his cock through my opening and deeply into my body. I groaned and moaned and gasped. He grunted, pulled back, and plunged back in to bury his full length in two thrusts. I raised my feet and hooked my ankles around his waist as he continued to drive his cock in and out of my pussy. My breasts bounced with the impact of each thrust.
He suddenly rolled us and I separated my feet so my knees were planted on either side of his body. With an adjustment of my position, I began rising and pushing down on his pole with increasing urgency and need ... not my need, though, but to please this new man, to make him cum, to satisfy this primal instinct I felt with these African men. After many minutes, he rolled us, again. The lust in his eyes told me everything. He fucked me with a base need to mate. His strokes and thrusts became even more powerful and urgent. My orgasm crashed over me and soon after he plunged his cock deep inside and held himself there and I felt spurt after spurt after spurt of cum filling my pussy. I held onto him with my arms as if I was afraid of breaking apart.
Gasping and panting, he sat back on his heels. Even in this position, several inches of his still pulsing cock remained inside me, the last of his cum leaking out and into me. "I approve, Dimka," he announced over his shoulder. I smiled. "I can't wait to try her ass." I shivered.
"No rush," Dimka responded. "She's not going anywhere, are you?"
I shook my head with renewing arousal surging through me. "No, sir," I softly uttered. "I am here to be used by African cock. Please use me as you wish."
The new man backed away, his cock slipping out. His eyes fell to my gaping pussy and he smiled at the sight. I couldn't see but I could feel the cum leaking from a gaping open hole.
Dimka flipped me over onto my hands and knees. He fucked me in that position until he came, as I did, too.
The other man told me to stay in the position I was in. My asshole was already prepared. I wondered about his cock. Instead, he plunged his cock back into my cum-filled pussy, fucked me for a minute, then pulled out momentarily leaving me wanting, then pressed his cock at my closed asshole. I realized I was tense. A new man, perhaps. I concentrated on everything I had learned in all the experiences with Dimka, my asshole relaxing and I pushed back against the man's efforts. He popped past my sphincter and we both groaned. He plunged deeper with several thrusts until the sound of our bodies smacking together joined the moans and groans and gasps also mingling in the air of the bedroom. He fucked me like this for a long time, his cock hard but his need to cum diminished by just climaxing moments before. I clenched my ass muscles to increase the friction and soon brought him to climax which came after my own.
Dimka immediately attacked my asshole. His massive pole plunged into it with little resistance, verifying how gaping my asshole was when the other man pulled out. With additional climax and orgasm, I collapsed on the bed, my breath being sucked in with huge panting, my heart seeming to skip occasionally. A smack on my ass brought me out of my near dozing.
"Fix us some light lunch," came Dimka's command.
I sighed, rolled to the edge of the bed, and struggled with my balance and strength to make my way naked, cum dripping from my two holes to the hallway for the kitchen. After serving the two men at the little kitchen table, Dimka's head jerked down toward the table and I quietly sighed. I crawled under the table to his chair. His knees were open and I took his messy cock in my fingers to bring it to my open mouth and tongue. I licked it and sucked it until it was clean of all the remnants of fucking. Then, I awkward shifted to the other man and repeated the same for him. After I had him cleaned, I switched back and forth until Dimka's chair jerked back and I crawled out from the table, my knees beginning to be sore from the hard kitchen floor tiles.
The something special he mentioned would blow my mind. He walked out to the back and I followed. Was he going to have me do laps? That didn't seem how this morning was progressing. Standing between the patio and the pool under the hot African sun, he motioned me to him, lifted me as if it were nothing for him. I wrapped my arms and legs around him and felt his cock bump my pussy. He aligned his cock and lowered me down the length of his cock. We had done this before. His cock buried inside me deep and pressing on my clit by his pelvic bone. Then, I felt my ass cheeks being spread. I sucked in a deep breath as another cock was pressed at my asshole. I tensed but immediately forced myself to relax. This was not going to be like before. Dimka's massive cock filled me. It would make entering my ass even harder. Dimka raised me. When he lowered me, I sank down over both cocks, one easily into my pussy and the other forcing into my tight asshole and anal passage.
Both men began thrusting up into me, each thrusting into a hole that was separated by only a thin membrane, their shafts gliding along each other which served to further stimulate me as the nerve endings in each chamber bounced stimulation back and forth between them. I sagged between the two men, my arms barely holding on and my legs hanging beneath me, the two men doing all the holding and lifting as their hips rotated and I was raised and dropped on the cocks.
When I came, I completely sagged. At some point, they came, too. I was just too overwhelmed with my own experiences to be aware of it.
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CHAPTER 3: MR. IBORI
The phone rang while I was clearing the table, Robert finishing his coffee before Dimka would arrive to take him to the office. I was covered in a light robe loosely tied at the waist. I turned quickly and felt my breasts move underneath the silky material, my nipples rub against it and harden instantly. It wasn't the nipple rubbing on the material that caused the reaction, though.
"Good morning, sir," came Robert's voice as he responded to the phone. Sir. One of the African men he reported to. That was why my nipples hardened. That was all it took. Even though the man was some distance away, it was an African man. "Of course, sir. That's very thoughtful of you." After a pause, "Should I remain here, sir?" Another moment of quiet as he listened. "Very good, sir. I will let her know you are coming. And again, thank you for thinking of her."
He ended the call and brought his coffee cup to the sink. "That was Mr. Contee. He said he is going to come by this morning to check on how you are doing." I watched him carefully for what his face might reveal. Was he concerned? Was he troubled by another man in our house when he was gone? Apparently not. "That's nice. I just knew this was the right decision for us."
I smiled at him and gave him a peck on the cheek. I checked the clock on the stove: 8:00. We both knew Dimka would be waiting outside in the shiny, black Land Rover. I walked with him to the front door. As Robert focused on opening the passenger door, I loosened the tie for the robe to gap open more while still connected at the waist ... just barely. As Robert settled into the seat, I stepped from the door and bent over to touch a flower next to the walkway and purposely undid the tie. When I stood, the robe opened exposing a breast and my slightly parted legs. Robert was focused on something in his lap. Probably his phone. Dimka, however, smiled in appreciation.
I returned to the kitchen to finish cleaning up from breakfast. So, Mr. Contee was coming. I glanced around. The house looked good. I would make the bed, of course. I would remain as I was dressed, though. I didn't know when he was coming, but I would be ready. It has been weeks since I had been with Mr. Contee. I felt my arousal surge. Dimka had certainly reported my progress and he certainly knew I was now a three-hole slut for African cock after the two drivers ravaged me. I smiled at the memory. Then, I recalled Robert's reaction to the phone call. There was no hesitation or reluctance in his response. Was he somehow making the same transition in whatever way it was happening as I was? As Mr. Contee had assured me he would?
When the doorbell chimed later, I rushed to the front door. I was barefoot, still in the same thin, silky, short robe which I cinched a bit tighter. I opened the door expectantly and wasn't disappointed.
"Mr. Contee, sir," I gushed out. My face was radiant and I felt a flush wash over me. Damn, just the anticipation of African cock. "Please come in, sir. I was hoping to see you, again, sir. I ..." He held up his hand for me to stop.
"I'm not staying, Mrs. Garrett."
"Oh ..." It came out with the disappointment I felt.
"Actually, we're not staying," he added quickly.
"Ohhhh ..." came my response now filled with new hope. "I ... I ah ... I should get dressed then."
He stopped me, again. "No ... you're dressed perfectly. High heels, perhaps."
High heels and a short silky robe? "Where are we going, sir?" I could have added, dressed like this.
He ignored the question and motioned me off to the bedroom. I returned a moment later bouncing. At least my breasts were bouncing with no restraint under the robe. He held the door and closed it behind me. His car was parked in the driveway. The robe loosened as I sat in the passenger seat and fastened the seat belt. My entire right leg was exposed and the robe gaped on top to show my right breast. I looked over at him. He noticed it all. He smiled. I left it as it was.
"I don't believe you have met Mr. Ibori, yet," I assured him I hadn't. "Mr. Ibori is the Vice President of the group your husband and I work in." I nodded. "We are on our way to his estate where you will meet him." Dressed like this. Mr. Contee reached over and tugged on the tie to fully loosen it. He then pulled the robe open on top to expose my breasts. He pinched a nipple as he drove. "Dimka speaks very highly about you, Mrs. Garrett. This meeting is very important. Do you understand?"
"Yes, sir. You want me to fuck him." He looked over at me. I rethought my answer. "It would be my honor to fuck such an important African man, sir."
"There is an agenda at play here. How you fit into that real agenda will be made known to you when the time is right." He glanced at me. "I trust Dimka. I have taken his assurances and passed them on to Mr. Ibori. Do you understand?"
I smiled at him. "Of course, sir. I understand completely. I understand now what I am meant for. It has been very illuminating, sir. Not to mention exciting. I am honored to be able to please African men in whatever form they desire. Dimka has opened me, sir" I giggled "to the ways that can be done. I will happily do whatever is necessary, sir. I won't let Dimka or you down." He told me to open my legs and I did. He reached over while keeping an eye on the road. I knew I was wet and he did now, too. "Of course, sir. I know I am going to have African cock." He chuckled.
There was another car parked at the front of the magnificent house as we entered the estate. I immediately thought of the Land Rover Dimka uses for us. I opened my door when the car stopped. Mr. Contee looked at the front door, then he turned to me. "You can leave the robe in the car," he said. I glanced around the area and the other large homes but barely hesitated in complying. I resumed a proper position of straight back, shoulders back, and breasts proudly displayed. "Mr. Ibori is a taskmaster and a stickler for detail. That's what this is about. He wants to verify for himself before ..."
I nodded and presented a smile I hoped showed my confidence. It would have been the confidence I was struggling with, however. I was nervous. Not the fucking. Dimka is 14 inches and I can now take him in all my holes even if it takes concentration. No, the nerves were because Mr. Ibori was a more important African, even more important than Mr. Contee. I realized along the way that my nerves were not focused on possibly disappointing Dimka or Mr. Contee as much as not showing the honor such an African man as Mr. Ibori deserves. I felt it in my body, my pussy and nipples, even my asshole clenched. Pleasing African men was now my purpose but some African men deserved more.
Mr. Contee began walking to the front door and I fell in slightly behind him to the side. I found myself maintaining posture as I followed naked outside in this important neighborhood. Inside, I was surprised to find not only Dimka but the other driver who double penetrated me that day. They were both naked, their strong powerful bodies and long cock like a buffet of desserts for my eyes. Nobody said anything but led us deeper into the house to a huge bedroom with a large bed and a man wrapped in a satin robe reclining on it.
Mr. Ibori. He wasn't as physically imposing as the other men but his real power was very evident in the deference all of them showed this man. I was ushered to the foot of the bed. I stood naked before him wondering what was going to happen and how. Dimka was on my left and the other driver on my right. It wasn't until Mr. Contee pressed into me from the back that I realized he too had become naked.
"This is Mrs. Garrett, sir," came Mr. Contee's presentation of me. I glanced down (shyly?} and found my nipples rock hard and felt the wetness between my legs surge.
The man smiled, his eyes leering as he appraised me. I studied him, too. He was 5'-11" and trim. Like all the others he was very black and he was also bald. My eyes quickly settled on his big cock lying against his left thigh. I felt a slight pressure on the small of my back. I knelt on the bed and made a couple of crawling steps toward the man.
"I am honored, sir." My knees were parted. His eyes moved from my face to my breasts to the space between my thighs.
"Why are you here?" I could have taken it as a challenge. Instead, it was only a test, a beginning test.
"To honor you, sir," was my immediate response. "I now understand my purpose in being here, sir. I am here to honor and please and serve African men as they rightly deserve, sir." I unflinchingly looked into his eyes. "How may I serve you, sir?"
His response was simple and direct, "Suck my cock."
A smile formed on my mouth as I crawled further to him and his side. I grasped his cock softly in my hand, stroked its length from head to ball sack. Like the others, his balls were large and I imagined swelling of African seed for my pussy. I bent down to lick his cock up and down to feel his cock swelling in my hand as minutes passed when I took the head between my lips and I sucked the collected pre-cum off. I sucked his cock leisurely, carefully as if loving it, as if worshiping it. I was. As I did all African cock presented to me. My mind continued the mantra: African men are dominant of all males and I am theirs to use.
His cock was hard and a full foot long in my hands and mouth. I took it into my throat and worked with serious, devoted effort to take more and more of it into my throat until I again had my nose pressed into the pubic hair and an African cock deep in my throat. I felt a finger on my chin. It woke me from my intent efforts.
"I will cum in your cunt."
I pulled my mouth from his cock and licked the excess saliva from it. I then straddled his mid-section, raised to align his cock, and sat down slowly over his cock. He moaned as I gasped. I had a contented smile on my face. Apparently, he was watching me.
"You like African cock, Mrs. Garrett?"
I looked down at him as I rose and fell to full depth over his cock, my smile growing. "Hmmmm ... oh yes, sir." I was bouncing up and down on his cock, my breasts bouncing, my body jiggling with each impact. I heard him groan and strain up and I ground into his body, jamming my clit into his pelvic bone. As his cock spewed cum into my pussy, I orgasmed with him washing his spewing cock with my juices.
After only a moment, he rolled me to the side, his cock sliding from my used pussy. On my back now, I saw Mr. Contee moving onto the bed between my splayed legs. I reached out to him. He easily slid his 12 inches into my open pussy and immediately began pounding into me. There was nothing gentle or prolonging about this. This was a primal fuck for release and I wrapped my legs around him to rise and meet his powerful thrusts.
After he filled my pussy with more cum, he immediately pulls out. It was Dimka's turn. He flipped me onto my hands and knees and thrust his 14 inches fully into me. I found Mr. Ibori relaxing against the headboard next to me, his now flaccid cock on his thigh. I wiggled to the side as Dimka pounded his cock deep into my pussy to take the man's soft cock into my mouth. Dimka's powerful thrusts made it difficult to suck the other cock but once I had it growing in my mouth, the pounding behind me drove my mouth and throat down over the other cock.
I lost the cock from my mouth as I began orgasming and Dimka added his African sperm to the others, all of it mixing in my swampy pussy. I remained as I was when Dimka pulled his long snake from me, recapturing Mr. Ibori's cock back in my mouth. The last man, the other driver, plunged his cock into my gaping pussy and began fucking. Then, he abruptly pulled out. I moaned in frustration around the long cock in my throat but soon sighed in relief as it pressed against my asshole. I groaned around the cock as the other one stretched my asshole until it opened my sphincter and plunged inside. The cum soaked cock then slid through my clenching anal passage.
I orgasmed again before he did but not by much. As the cock in my ass finished draining its cum, I felt Mr. Ibori's cock pulse in my mouth. I pulled back and looked up at the man.
"May I drink your cum this time, sir?"
"No, not this time. I want your ass around me, too," was his reply. His words weren't lost on me, either. 'This time' he said. God, these African men are amazing!
The cock in my ass immediately pulled out of my still spasming asshole. An involuntary throaty moan escaped me. Mr. Ibori didn't move, however. I expected him to move, to kneel behind me to forcefully thrust his cock into me as the other had but he didn't. My mind caught up, though. He hadn't moved before, either. I had fucked him. How would I do this with my ass? I didn't remember a time when this had happened. I improvised.
I rose and turned my back to him as he reclined with his upper back against the headboard. I knelt over his hips, leaned forward to reach underneath for his cock. As I lifted his cock and my hips, I could see the cum leaking from both used holes. I moved the cock and my hips until I felt the cock against my open asshole and sat down. I moaned as it slid into me and I heard him groan as my ass clenched around him. As I positioned myself to fuck him, I caught the eye of Mr. Contee who was smiling broadly. My face responded. My body flushed with arousal even beyond the 12 inches of cock buried in my ass. And pride welled up inside me at having pleased Mr. Contee.
I rose on the stiff cock until just the head remained lodged inside my tight sphincter, took a deep breath, and dropped, not lowered, but dropped. Gravity jammed the cock to its full depth and I smacked onto his hips. He groaned and I felt him stiffen more inside me.
"GOD ... you wench ... you almost made me cum."
I turned enough to look over my shoulder and down at him as I continued to raise and lower my hips over his cock. "Isn't that the idea, sir?"
"Yes and you are very good at it but I want to enjoy your tight ass a bit more."
I looked forward and found Dimka smiling and stroking his long cock. I caught his eyes and opened my mouth toward him. His smile broadened as he climbed onto the bed next to me holding his black cock out. I tried several times as I bounced up and down on Mr. Ibori until I finally snagged Dimka's cock with my mouth. It was awkward and I was mostly concentrating on Mr. Ibori but the intent wasn't now to make Dimka cum but to merely assist him with stimulation.
After Mr. Ibori filled my ass with more cum, he pulled me back to his chest. I straightened my legs out and his feet hooked mine and spread me out wide. His cock was still buried deep in my ass just because of its 12 inches. When he pulled me back, I lost Dimka's cock from my mouth but I heard him call Dimka who moved between our spread legs on his knees, his cock held out in front of him. I looked in wonder at what was about to happen and remembered what the two drivers had done to me. As I sat on Mr. Ibori's cock, I watched Dimka approach my spread and messy pussy with the head of his massive cock. I sucked in a breath as it began spreading my hole for entrance. It was tight with the cock in my ass but it was going to fit. I moaned loudly as it spread me wide and pushed inside. I also heard Mr. Ibori groan behind me as the new cock slid over his with just that thin membrane as separation. I immediately felt his cock twitch and jerk with the stimulation.
I looked into Dimka's eyes as he thrust his cock into my stretched pussy. "Ohhhhh ... FUCK YESSSSSS!" I cried out.
He began thrusting harder and harder. Mr. Ibori was groaning as was I. I orgasmed around both cocks, both holes clenching the cocks buried inside them. That sent Dimka into climax and through it all I felt another twitch and growth in my ass.
When Dimka pulled out of my pussy, Mr. Contee was right there to take his place. He thrust fully into my pussy and both Mr. Ibori and I cried out. My eyes were closed with this assault but opened with some disorientation when I felt something tapping my cheek. It was the last cock. I opened my mouth and the man behind the cock pressed it into my mouth and down my throat. Three big African cocks at once. It seemed impossible but I was doing it ... or it was doing it to me.
Mr. Ibori came first followed by Mr. Contee and me, again. Then, with both holes still full of spent cock, I focused on the last cock in my mouth until it too came while buried in my upper throat.
With all the cocks spent, they released me and I slipped to the side and Mr. Ibori's cock slipping from my ass after who knows how long it had been there. Suddenly, I felt incredibly empty ... and gaping ... and messy.
We moved to the back patio for drinks. The men put boxers on. I remained naked, of course since my only article of clothing, the robe, was in the car. The four men were seated in a rough circle while I was seated across Mr. Ibori's lap with one foot to the side to provide his fingers access to my open and messy pussy which he frequently made insertions to bring up to my lips to suck off.
"You did well with her, Contee," Mr. Ibori said as if I wasn't sitting on his lap. "Mr. Okafor will be pleased with her."
"Thank you, sir," Mr. Contee replied, "but the credit belongs with Dimka here. He was the one who spent the time with her training."
Mr. Ibori chuckled and dipped two fingers into my pussy and brought them up to my lips. "Well, then, thank you, Dimka. Though I don't imagine it was an assignment you regretted."
I listened to their banter back and forth. I didn't find it at all humiliating. I had come to believe my body truly was for the pleasure of African men. If they found additional pleasure and bonding in sharing these experiences, it is just another form of providing service to them. They often referred to me as Mrs. Garrett but I knew very well they didn't see me as another man's wife in a manner of respect. I knew I was a slut ... an African cock slut ... and I was thrilled beyond reason to be just that.
Suddenly, my engorged clit was squeezed. "Are we boring you, my dear?" Mr. Ibori, of course.
"Oh, no, sir. I was just lost in thought about all your wonderful, big, African cocks and all the pleasure you provided me."
He laughed. "Ah, you are a good slut, indeed. I was saying that Mr. Okafor ..."
"The CEO?" I interrupted with.
"Yes, dear, that Mr. Okafor. Anyway, he is having a celebration the weekend after this one to celebrate a new acquisition. It will be at his hunting lodge for the entire weekend. I will be suggesting to him that you come as the entertainment for the men there." He was watching me. I was ignoring the others in the room.
"Are you asking me, sir? Because I didn't hear a question. If you are asking me, YES! It would be such an honor for me."
"You heard what I said? You will be the entertainment."
"Oh, yes, sir. I understand. All weekend I will be able to honor all the African men present. Thank you, sir!"
He chuckled and looked to Mr. Contee as I snuggled into Mr. Ibori's body and wiggling on his lap. He was saying he would provide details to him. As an idle thought, I wondered how Robert was going to react to this news but quickly let it slip away. A whole weekend. I mused about how many men it might be attending. I thought to ask but decided it didn't matter. No matter how many it was, the number would only make it better.
I waited for a pause in their conversation, then, "Sir, I'm so excited. May I please fuck you, again?" He laughed and I did. I fucked them all again.
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CHAPTER 4: MR. OKAFOR
I was kneeling naked before Mr. Contee who sat on the couch in the living room which was next to the front door of my home. My head was bent to his lap, his slacks undone and his big cock halfway in my mouth when we heard a car door slam outside. Mr. Contee's hand stroked my head reassuringly as the front door opened and I heard the initial footsteps of my husband, Robert, enter the house. His view would be me on my knees naked from the side with Mr. Contee's long cock partially visible below my mouth. Mr. Contee's used his left hand to stroke my hair so as not to block the view of what was happening.
This was the answer to a question I had raised some time ago. How was my husband going to react to my conversion to worshiping African cock. It was difficult to come up with the proper word. Worship? I had given myself up to serving African cock completely and that was all I was sure about. In the end, it was all I care about. But there remained a part of me that sympathized for Robert. Not that his sexuality changed much. There hadn't been much sex in our life before all this began.
I knew Robert stood in the foyer with a clear view of me and Mr. Contee. Mr. Contee broke the silence that for me was very tense. "Robert, there you are. Why don't you get yourself a drink and join us? We've been waiting for you. I have something I need to ask you and it involves your lovely wife." Mr. Contee was so relaxed and confident about this. Me, I half thought my husband might react far beyond anything I had ever seen from his normal demeanor and reach for a candlestick to use as a weapon on Mr. Contee's head.
When I heard Robert's footsteps recede into the house, I exhaled a huge breath around the cock in my mouth; a breath I hadn't been aware I was holding. I had been told what all this was about shortly after Dimka began earnestly training me for big African cock. Robert was still in the dark. I giggled to myself at the thought. I was the one deep in the dark ... dark black African men's bodies and cocks. Robert was just unaware. The videos we were instructed to watch, the language audio lessons, all were embedded with subliminal messaging. Both of us were being convinced that African men were dominant, superior men in control. Our role as whites among their superior presence was to honor and serve them. It started easy with respect and deference but evolved to compliance in their suggestions. By the time I gave myself over to experiencing Mr. Contee's magnificent cock that day and Dimka's cock the next day, I was hooked and my hook went beyond a messaging trick. The hook in me was deep inside that managed to find a part of me that always wanted this even if not in this exact form.
I heard Robert's footsteps returning. I had truly given myself over to these men. My actions with Dimka, Mr. Contee, and Mr. Ibori were all mine. Robert would still need the messaging and to make sure he was receiving them (should he lapse in listening to the language lessons), they were also embedded in private video conferencing between him and remote sites.
As Robert came to the living room, I pulled my mouth from Mr. Contee's long cock, kissed the top (purely a reflex action), and stood to greet my husband after a day at work. I placed a hand on the side of his face and give him a quick kiss on the lips. I watched his reaction as I was sure Mr. Contee was. I had been nervous about this moment. If the messaging hadn't been enough to override this situation in his mind, what would be the outcome ... for Robert. There was little reaction. The slight tension I felt in him was not different than could be assumed by the presence of your boss at any time.
I asked Robert how his day was as I stood naked before him with his boss on the couch and his black cock exposed. He responded as he always did, fine. Robert was a non-communicator unless he was asked about a project he was working on and then it didn't matter if I understood what he was saying or not, he went into great detail. So, I asked what he was working on and added that Mr. Contee would certainly be interested, also. Robert sat in an easy chair on the other side of the coffee table and I resume my position before Mr. Contee and retook his cock into my mouth and soon down my throat. Robert never stuttered or lost the flow of what he was expressing. I heard none of it. I had an African cock in my mouth.
Mr. Contee had questions about his project because the talk went on and on. Mr. Contee had certainly made his point about Robert's reaction. When I felt the cock pulse, I pulled my mouth off and looked intently at him. He looked down and uttered a single word, pussy. If I had continued sucking, he would have cum in my mouth. He wanted to cum in my pussy ... in front of my husband.
I stood after licking the excess saliva off his cock, turned my back to him so I was facing Robert, and stutter-stepped back over his legs so my feet were outside his legs. I glanced at Robert across from me. I could see in his eyes that he was aware, uncomfortable with what he saw but not objecting. I reached down to grasp the large cock to align it with my ready pussy and slowly sat down over it. I caught his eyes as I gasped at it entering me (always an amazing initial feeling) and slowly began settling down over it, aware of how it must look to him for his wife to have such a large, dark cock sinking into her.
The conversation ended at that point. I was intent on fucking Mr. Contee, rising so just the head was inside, then sinking over the full length to draw groans from him and me. The image I had of Robert during it all: quietly sipping his drink, awkwardly shifting in the chair, his eyes diverting from what was before him as if embarrassed but not able to not look. His wife was fucking his boss in front of him in his home and he was unable or unwilling to even offer an objection.
Mr. Contee reached around to pinch and rolled my nipples as my fucking became more urgent, then a hand dropped down my front to stroke my clit as I rose and fell over his cock. I orgasmed and his strong voice behind me drove me to continue furiously fucking up and down despite weakened, shaking legs and body. When he came inside me, I used my pussy muscles to milk him as I allowed myself to collapse back against him. With my eyes closed since my orgasm, I had forgotten Robert until Mr. Contee again spoke but not to me.
"Your wife is magnificent, Robert," he uttered, "you are a lucky man to have such a woman." I detected an underlying mocking to his tone. Truthfully, Robert hadn't touched me in months and little before that. Though part of my training with Dimka had been to strengthen my pussy muscles specifically for the small cocks I might encounter (and haven't yet), it suddenly sunk into me that I might feel the motivation to the effort for my white husband who weakly sat across from me. I looked at Robert now. His eyes did not rise to confront mine but meekly viewed the display before him even as he tried not to look.
I was relaxed and content sitting on Mr. Contee and I was somewhat surprised by that. Mr. Contee's hands roamed casually and easily over my exposed, naked body. He fondled my breasts, rolled and squeezed my nipples, and lightly caressed my engorged clit and stuffed pussy blatantly displayed by my splayed legs.
Mr. Contee laughed behind me. I felt his body rise and shake as he did and it drew Robert's attention back from wherever it had slipped while awkwardly observing.
"I almost forgot what brought me here," he lied. This was all planned to show me Robert's conditioning and cement in Robert the new reality. "You may have heard we, the Corporation, has made a new acquisition." Robert nodded. He seemed a bit confused by the change back to business. "Yes, of course, it's big news, isn't it? Yes. So, Mr. Okfafor is having a group of our executives and their executives together for a celebration and bonding event at his hunting lodge. It will be for an entire weekend, Friday through Sunday." His hands and fingers never stopped on my body and I wiggled on him to feel his still embedded cock move in my pussy as I sighed contentedly. It was very exciting to be displayed this way in front of my compliant husband and that excitement began re-surging through me.
"On my recommendation, your wife, Ann," he continued while stroking me more aggressively as if to clarify who he was talking about, "has been invited to participate. She will be needed all weekend starting Thursday night. Since Mr. Okafor has not met her previously, I thought it would be good for them to become ... how should I say ... familiarized ... yes, familiarized before the guests arrive. It will be important for her to be aware of any special considerations and expectations he may have, don't you think?"
I watched Robert. It was presented so matter-of-factually it might have been about tea in the afternoon.
"What time should we ..." Robert began.
Mr. Contee laughed, again. "Not you, dear man. No, just your wife."
"Oh ..." Robert's voice was full of the complete impact of his condition. "Yes ... of course. I'm ... yes ... we're happy to ... ah ... to ah ... support Mr. Okafor's ... whatever Mr. Okafor thinks best."
Mr. Contee patted my hip and shifted. I took that as the sign this was over. I leaned forward to plant my feet firmly on the floor and stand. I wasn't trying to rub it into Robert. I wasn't ... I just so enjoy the feel of these big African cocks sliding from my well-used pussy that I rose slowly, the cum-covered black cock retreating from my white body.
I cleaned Mr. Contee's cock with my tongue, then walked him to the front door, then stood brazenly in the open door to wave as he drove off. Like a good hostess?
I had dinner warm in the oven. I disappeared to the bedroom to dress and we sat down to eat in the dining room. A normal evening.
* * * *
"Honey," Robert called, "they're here to pick you up." He had taken the afternoon off to see me off. That was sweet. It was pathetic, too. I rushed out of the bedroom and into the hall toward him. "You're not even dressed. And where's your suitcase?"
I stopped before him wearing a big smile ... and little else. "This is what I was instructed to wear," I responded. He looked up and down my body. I was barefoot, my pussy freshly shaved, just a hint of makeup, and my hair just done that morning. The one thing I was wearing was sent by Mr. Okafor for this weekend: a dark, woven hide choker with an intricately carved ivory medallion hanging from the front.
"Isn't it beautiful," I added. "Mr. Okafor sent it."
"But ..." His head was moving back and forth but he didn't utter it. "The weekend ..." he suggested as if he had moved past my leaving the house naked for the couple hour drive to the hunting lodge with Mr. Contee and Dimka, "... clothes for the weekend?"
I gave him a peck on the cheek and it hit me that the only lips I have kissed in a while have been African men. I backed to the open door, "Don't be silly ... you think I was requested because of my business skill?" I giggled as I turned, then turned back. "I'll see you Sunday night ... wait ... it might be late so don't wait up."
I was almost skipping down the walk to the car where Dimka stood with the back door open with Mr. Contee inside. Neighbors? It didn't occur to me to wonder or worry.
I squeezed in tightly against Mr. Contee who raised his arm for me to settle in, his hand draping over my shoulder to lightly stroke my breast and tease the nipple.
"Are you ready, Mrs. Garrett?" I squirmed into his side. It was such a tease to use my formal title as another man's wife.
"Oh, yes, sir, very ready. Do you know how many men will be there, yet?" He chuckled at my excitement and I caught the eye of Dimka in the rearview mirror. He had received a lot of personal credit and praise for his effective effort in my transformation. It had been quite a while since I had needed subliminal messaging. The only messaging I required now was the continued promise of a big African cock. In recognition, Dimka had been promoted, received a significant pay increase, and continue a close connection with me, something he and I both enjoyed.
"The information I have is 10 men will be in attendance." I looked up at him and my hand slid up his thigh to his crotch. His long cock lay dormant underneath. I squeezed and felt a twitch in response. "Do you think that is enough for you?"
I pressed against him and stroked the bulge in his pants. "You're teasing me, sir."
He chuckled. "Well ... there are the two men and one woman who take care of the lodge." I looked up at him. "Have you been with a woman, Mrs. Garrett?" I shook my head. So, 12 men and a woman, I thought. I wondered if the woman would fit in ... would the woman fit in?
I sat up straight and half turned to him. "May I fuck you, sir?" This was all too exciting. My fingers were poised at his belt anticipating, hoping, for his agreement.
"No." I was stunned. Being fucked was what I was for. With African men, I always expected, anticipated, desired to be fucked. Then, "You should be clean inside for Mr. Okafor." I bit my lower lip and nodded. Yes, that would make sense. I would be presented to Mr. Okafor as I had been to Mr. Ibori in respect and honor to their higher positions of power and authority. Yes, his should be the first cum in my pussy ... or ass. I absently mused about how big Mr. Okafor was. Were all these Africans so big? Dimka had assured me that not all African men had big cocks. I wondered about the United African men, though. I ventured the question.
"Sir," I tentative began, "is Mr. Okafor ... is he ... is he big down here, too?"
Mr. Contee chuckled. "Does it matter to you?"
"OH, NO, SIR!" I quickly responded. "No, no ... it's just that ... all of you so far have big cocks and I was just wondering ..." I glanced at Dimka who was watching intently, glancing from the road to the mirror. "Sir," as my fingers continued stroking through his pants on the growing cock, which was big, of course, "Dimka just said not all African men are and ..."
He squeezed my nipple hard and I winced but didn't call out. "You can't fuck me but you can suck my cock and be careful to swallow it all." I immediately began opening his slacks and was ready to leave my question behind but he continued. "Many of the men in responsible positions are all ancestrally from the same tribe. And, genetically, they produce big cocks." He sighed as my mouth enclosed his now semi-hard cock. "Hmmmm ... lovely, my dear ... anyway, Dimka, maybe we should take her to the village sometime. What do you think?"
He chuckled, too. "I think they would enjoy her."
* * * *
After swallowing the cum of Mr. Contee, I was instructed to climb to the front where I leaned over the center console to also suck Dimka's cum into my stomach. As the car pulled up to the massive gates of the lodge, I was given a couple of mints to cover the lingering smell of cum in my mouth and throat. I suddenly became nervous. Not about what the unknown for the coming weekend might bring but meeting such an influential and important African like Mr. Okafor. I was so dripping wet, I wondered if it would leave a wet spot on the leather seat.
Dimka parked in an area that looked like it was for that purpose. I walked the sidewalk to the massive front door behind Mr. Contee and alongside Dimka. I fingered the choker, the only thing I wore as I walked even barefoot. The door was opened by a deeply black-skinned woman in her mid-30's. She was bare-breasted. Otherwise, she wore a striking grouping of necklaces, a skirt that spoke of native tribal presentations in books, and delicate sandals. She gave a slight bow to the men and eyed me with interest as I passed into the house behind them.
Mr. Contee seemed to know where he was going through the great entryway to an expansive room of dark wood, paintings of African scenes, and numerous mounted heads and stuffed animals. An older man standing at an expansive window turns as we all enter the room. He is about 55 years old, about 5'-10" tall with an average body gone soft. His hair is tightly curled, cut short, black with touches of gray sprinkled throughout.
"Mrs. Garrett, I presume," he started. He put his hand out to me and mine began to rise to take it but the hand was not for a welcome shake but to grasp a nipple between thumb and forefinger. I fought the impulse to flinch at the surprising move. He fingered the medallion on the choker around my neck. "It looks good on you. What do you think the image depicts?" I blushed. I assumed the impression I had of it was due to my arousal about the weekend. He noticed my hesitancy, smiled, and encouraged me.
"A pussy, sir."
He smiled broadly. "Exactly!" He looked past me. "I like her. You may be right about her being the one," he said to the men behind me. He returned his eyes to me. "Only a special kind of woman can rightly wear this and we will see if you might be that woman." He boldly slid his hand down, the fingertips teasing down my body toward my pussy. I parted my feet in anticipation. His hand went between my thighs and a finger moved over my lips, found my hole, and inserted. He smiled, again. "Wet already."
"She seems to have become into a state of perpetual readiness, sir," came Dimka's voice behind.
He raised my chin to look me intently in the eyes. "As I said, this medallion can only be worn by a very special woman. It has to be earned, the woman proven. I loan it to you for the weekend but this weekend will tell me. Its significance is known by Africans of certain tribal heritages. It is not a trifle thing to be wearing it, do you understand?"
"I understand, sir, that I will not disappoint you this weekend. I will not embarrass you for putting this lovely symbol on my neck." I fix my gaze on his dark, black eyes, "I now understand myself, sir. I only wish to serve and please African men."
"We'll see," was his response as he took my hand and led me out of the room. We passed the bare-breasted woman standing at the entrance to the room. She was still watching me intently.
He led me to a room, a large room with many chairs along the walls but otherwise sparsely furnished except for the very large bed in the center of the room. This wasn't a bedroom and my guess was it was a room simply for sex able to accommodate many people. I immediately wondered if this room would be where I would spend much of my time this weekend.
He stopped alongside the bed which was made with only a bottom sheet. There was a sense of expectancy so I reached out to open his belt and the zipper of his slacks. He stood still. I reached inside, then into his underwear ... and smiled. He was big. I remembered what Mr. Contee said about the tribal ancestry and wondered if that could be true. I released his cock and moved my fingers to unbutton and remove his shirt to carefully lay it on a nearby chair. I then knelt at his feet, untied and removed his shoes, his socks, and then his pants down his legs.
After carefully folding his slacks and placing them on the chair, I returned to my knees before Mr. Okafor. I look up along his body as my fingers slid up his dark thighs and over his underwear to lightly caress his soft cock underneath. This was a body quite different from Mr. Contee's and certainly Dimka's. But power and authority oozed from this body as I knelt before him. It wasn't the body that compelled me. Dimka looked like an African man-god and his strength was compelling. Mr. Contee was similar but with more authority; Mr. Ibori was less physical. Mr. Okafor highlighted it all. Although physical appearance might be compelling, I was compelled by something African infused in me. In some part of me, I now might understand what might be a function of the previous messaging but it was now a part of me and a part of me I was happy to respond to.



I lowered his underwear and my face broke into a big smile. I tossed the garment in the general direction of the chair to grasp the 12 inches of big, dark, African cock hanging from his body. I held it in both hands as if it were a precious gift to be admired and viewed, first. I guess it was ... they all were.
I licked the head, then the entire underside of the cock. Even as I did this I felt it begin to swell and grow. I loved licking big African cocks because it seemed so wondrous for the lick to cover so much skin, so much black shaft, so much thickly veined surface that was very different from cock to cock.
I took his cock into my mouth and sucked, twirled my tongue, and took more of the cock deeper and deeper. I raised onto my knees as his cock grew harder to take the cock deeper down my throat. I heard him groan above me. Then I felt him tug on my arm. He crawled onto the bed and lay on his back. I followed to straddle him, hold his cock in the air and settle my pussy over it. I sighed as the head penetrated and heard him add his sigh to mine. I fucked him up and down until my ass sat on his thighs. His hands mauled my breasts and used them to pull me down to him. We kissed and his tongue penetrated my mouth like it was another cock. I sucked on it and used my tongue to caress it. All that while increasing my fucking motion on his cock.
I was ready to explode already. To have Mr. Okafor's cock in my pussy was somehow overwhelming. The powerful stimulation from serving African men was somehow magnified by this man, this powerful African of authority. My orgasm crashed over me to wash his cock as I drove my body up and down over it. My body shook as I attempted to continue moving over him. I found myself under him as he rolled us. He began fucking with powerful, dominant thrusts that shook my body with the impact, his cock head butting into the top of my pussy after glancing off my cervix. God ... I love big cock!
I squeezed my muscles as he continued to drive into me. I raised my legs and hooked my ankles around his back to raise my hips to his commanding thrusts. He leaned down and sucked in a nipple, taking it between his teeth and nipping it. I groaned.
He rolled us again. I adjusted my position and began fucking with wild intensity, rising high on his cock and driving down with abandon. He groaned and grunted, then raised his hips to meet me. I felt his cock swell and pulse, then release streams of cum into my pussy and that sent me over to another orgasm. I fell onto his chest and he held me tightly in his arms as his hips jerked in a spastic fashion as the last of his cum was released. I was gasping and he was panting.
I heard a sound at the door but didn't turn. I didn't want to move. Like so many other times since this all began, I didn't want to lose the feeling of this cock inside me.
He fucked me, again. I was continually amazed at the ability of these men to recover and have multiple climaxes. After cleaning his cock with my tongue the second time, he instructed me to go fuck the others. As simple as that. "Now, you can go fuck the others."
I padded down the hall with cum leaking from my twice fucked pussy, my inner thighs being smeared by it. The bare-breasted woman stood at the end of the hall and gave me a small smile as we passed. A naked white woman with three African men and many more men to arrive. I wondered what she thought of me. But I let it pass, I knew what I was.
I was being double penetrated by Mr. Contee in my ass and Dimka in my pussy when I became aware of another cock next to me. I assumed it was Mr. Okafor but found it belonged to Mr. Ibori. I smiled up at him as I gasped from the fucking I was receiving and opened my mouth. As I did, I noticed Mr. Okafor sitting to the side in an easy chair with the bare-breasted woman standing next to him. His hand was under her skirt and her eyes were closed, her lips parted and head slightly tilted up. Whatever he was doing under there, she was enjoying it. But, I was too. I had three African cocks in my holes.
Curiously, the cock in my pussy and ass slowed as Mr. Ibori in my mouth drove his cock harder and deeper into my mouth and throat. Only once I felt his cock pulse in my throat and the other two resumed forcefully pounding did it occur to me they were trying to time their climaxes. My arousal spiked at the potential and I clenched all holes at the same time: throat, ass, and pussy on the cocks assaulting each. When I felt the first spurt of cum, I exploded in response. Soon I was filled with cum in every hole, nearly gagging as the cum shot into my throat as I was distracted by what was happening in my other holes. I collapsed onto Dimka. Mr. Ibori's cock pulled from my mouth but the other two cocks remained embedded inside me as the three of us panted and gasped a recovery.
When Mr. Contee pulled out of my asshole, I began stirring but was held firmly by Dimka. Confused at first, I then felt a tongue at my gaping asshole licking leaking cum from it. I twisted my head back to find the woman, her tongue pressed in my hole and lips surrounding it and sucking. It was an intense feeling.
When she was finished with my asshole, she pushed me to side off Dimka, his cock sliding out of my pussy. She then pushed my knees back to my chest and spread them to open my crotch. She dipped her face and gave my pussy the same attention. I nearly orgasmed, again, she not only licked my pussy of cum but sucked my clit. When she raised her face, it was smeared by her efforts. She knelt between my legs looking at me intently. Not a smile. Not a frown. Not disgust. Not resentment. She was studying me. After a long moment, she rose smoothly to her feet and returned to Mr. Okafor. She bent to say something into his ear. He listened and nodded. She took a couple of steps to the entrance to the room and stopped.
"Assist my wife in preparing the meal," Mr. Okafor stunned me with. His wife? It wasn't just that she was 20 years younger but her breasts exposed and eating me in front of the other men. But I dutifully followed her.
"Wife?" I asked her once we were alone in the kitchen.
"You sound surprised," she responded with a heavy accent. "Is it because I am bare-breasted, that I cleaned up the cum from your holes in front of all the men, or because I am so much younger?"
"Well ..."
She smiled to ease my tension. "In truth, I am from the tribe they are all connected with and this is more to my liking than his insistence, though I don't think he has ever objected. There was a time when my husband thought I might be the one who should wear the collar but he desired me to be his wife and she cannot be married to one man. My husband thinks you, however, might be that one." She checked the door, then lowered her voice. "I cannot say too much until my husband is convinced and has decided to sponsor you, but ... I will say it would be a first. Through generations, hundreds of years, the woman sought has always been from within the tribe. She has never been found, again." She held my eyes.
"What do you mean," I asked with deep confusion and a new concern.
"No more," she said. "I fear I may have said too much. Later. Convince my husband and all will be explained."
What was I getting into? The only thing I did know at the moment was that today I still had African cock to please and tomorrow many more would arrive. I had enough to focus on at the moment.
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CHAPTER 5: THE CELEBRATION
Late that night, before the guests were to arrive, I stumbled into the room used by Dimka. The men from the Corporation were using rooms inside the main house. There was a separate large guest lodge where the guests would be staying. This was the second time I moved down the hall to Dimka after spending time with each of the others.
"Dimka?" I softly called from the open doorway. "Are you awake?"
"Come here," came his sleep-heavy voice from the dark. "You need to get some sleep." He held the sheet up for me to crawl in alongside him. He pulled me tight to his strong body and I squeezed in even tighter. "You are going to be very busy starting tomorrow."
He raised my upper leg and I felt his cock at my ass. I had been fucked all night it seemed by the men of the corporation. Not the first time. Since I was already full of their cum, I knew I wouldn't need the lubrication. He held me tight and flexed his hip and penetrated my pussy with a powerful thrust. Between the two of us, we wiggled him in deeper. He said I should sleep, I thought. Then, to my surprise, he wrapped his arm around me and held me tight, his body formed tightly along with mine, and except for his breathing his body was quiet. This felt so right.
I lay like that for minutes listening to the quiet of the house and Dimka's soft breathing into my hair. "I like this, Dimka." He grunted but his squeeze confirmed he did, too. I released a long breath and felt my body and mind sink into deeper relaxation. My last thought was: I'm going to fall asleep with the biggest cock I've ever imagined deep up my pussy. I squeezed into him. He jerked his cock and squeezed me back.
* * * *
The other men began arriving after mid-day. I was upstairs in a bedroom. Waiting. I stood at a massive window that looked over the back of the house and yard stretching to the wilds. On the manicured lawn below (out of sync with the surrounding nature) were a semi-circle of tables and chairs and awnings to block the sun for those that wanted it. It was all organized around a central area left open. My entrance into the event was intended to be dramatic and had been rehearsed a couple of times. Mr. Okafor wasn't so much interested in good acting as much as it not being too clumsy. So, I waited.
As the guests were assembled, drinks were served, mingling was engaged in so both company men became at least introduced. After several drinks had been consumed, a bit of entertainment was being introduced. Through the open window, I heard the introduction. Young women would perform a couple of traditional dances. When the drumming began, a line of young, dark-skinned women danced out. They were barefoot, bare-breasted, and wearing coarse grass skirts. Around their necks were several strings of beads and artifacts. All were genuine I was told as the young women were from the tribe. The tribe. I have heard so much about that tribe the Corporation men were from. So much pride. So much respect in the traditions even though they now lived in the Western-style. I noticed Mr. Okafor's wife next to him. She was not bare-breasted this time.
After the dances, there were more drinks and a buffet opened in several tents. After the early dinner, I was signaled by Dimka who stood and looked up where I was to be watching. I moved deliberately to the ground floor where two deeply black young men were waiting with my outfit. The men were each wearing loin-type cloth and nothing else. Their solid, muscular bodies gleamed from waiting in the sun. My outfit for this drama: a conservative white linen dress buttoning down the front. It took me only a moment to put it on.
The whole idea of this little drama would be unheard of almost anywhere including much of this very continent. The visitors had been checked out and screened, though. All were African, if not from 'the tribe', and all harbored similar latent impulses triggered by the Western invasion, domination, and abuse of native lands and people. Mr. Contee told me the little drama had two goals: one, to present me; two, to inflame deep-seated impulses regarding white people and bind the men in that heat. To be the one they would be focused on was both frightening and lustfully exciting.
The two men representing tribal warriors dragged me, literally, through the semi-circle of chairs and tables. My head swiveled to capture my surroundings and I was dropped to the ground at the feet of another man dressed like the other two. Dimka. Dressed like this he looked even more like an African man-god. He told the men to lift me. They did. They each grabbed a side of my dress in front and ripped it away from me. In a single movement, the dress was ripped from my body and down my arms. We had only walked through this part of it and described in general terms my coming rape. Having it happen, though, sent a chill through me that felt very real. I stood timidly before Dimka and realized at that moment the hush that had descended on the audience of men watching.
I struggled for a moment, then Dimka shouted a word I didn't recognize. The two men lifted me and dropped me to the lawn. As I looked up, the men stripped off their cloth coverings. These cocks were closer to normal sized, 6 or 7 inches. I glanced at Dimka from my position below him. He was focused on the men watching, shouted another word I didn't know, and a cheer rose from the tables around us. I was about to be 'raped' but my overriding thought was that these men MIGHT be half as big as Dimka's mighty cock.
I was brought back to the drama being played out as a man knelt between my widely splayed legs. I began to struggle weakly as the second man held my shoulders to the ground. When the cock was slammed into my pussy, I cried out as I was instructed to do but my pussy reflexively clenched around the invader as my training required. The men cheered as I was taken, then cheered again when the second man fed his cock into my mouth open in a cry. They fucked me on both ends at the same time, the same aggressiveness. I clenched my pussy and sucked my mouth.
They, in time, came. I didn't. I was frustrated though I went through the motions and actions of having been defiled. I looked at Dimka standing over us like a great warrior-chief. I'd been spoiled. I'd been spoiled by big cock. That was the reason he trained me to squeeze around small cocks. He knew. They knew. They knew what their big African cock would do to me. I craved one of their big cocks. I needed one of their big cocks.
My wandering mind was brought back by gasps and murmurs from the tables. I raised my head to look around. We had just finished what was planned for the drama. Then I looked up and a smile began forming on my face that I had to push down. Standing above me was my man-god exposed. His covering removed, his long, thick big cock hung before him pointing at me despite it being aroused. He motioned to the two men and they lifted me to my feet. They had this planned without including me but that gave me the ability to truly looked surprised and confused.
With a man grasping an arm on either side, I was lifted into the air in front of Dimka who grasped me with an arm just under my breasts from the back. From the back. I was lifted and felt the head of his massive cock at my leaking pussy and settled down over it. My mouth opened and a long sigh escaped. After the smaller cock his seemed to go impossibly deep inside but no deeper than I had experienced so many other times. He muttered into my hair, "act".
The enjoyment I felt was quickly replaced. My eyes and mouth opened wide. I cried out in protest and anguish. The audience was raptly watching, then broke into more cheers and approval as if they were truly witnessing the savage rape and abuse of a white woman by a tribal warrior taking revenge for the rape and abuse of their lands, peoples, and cultures. It was only symbolic but I witnessed the depth of the resentments still lingering.
I was impaled on his massive pole, my body exposed, my legs and arms hanging limply. Dimka took a couple of steps toward the table where I found Mr. Okafor and his wife with two other men. Mr. Okafor looked pleased. His wife smiled at me and nodded. Our eyes fixed on each other and I saw not only a smile but approval and at that moment it occurred to me that she may be a key, also. If owning the medallion I wore now was something I wanted, her support might be a key to her husband's support which I needed. I just wondered what it meant to own this medallion.
"You are such a big cock slut," came Dimka's whisper in my ear through my hair. "I could see it in your eyes after those little cocks."
I raised my head in mock anguish and bemoaning my fate. The men watching laughed and cheered as if all this was real. I then muttered for only Dimka to hear, "God, yes ... I love your fucking cock. Yes ... I love cock ... but I ... worship ... all the big ... cocks ... you men ... use on me."
He chuckled while walking in front of the tables lifting me with his arms and dropping me on his pole. "You can't get enough big African cock, can you?" he taunted me. I shook my head and it might have looked to the others like I was trying to deny what was happening to me. The men at the tables smiled at my seeming anguish and, perhaps, they truly believed I was in anguish at being impaled on such a pole, my naked front displayed, my breast bouncing with each drop. "Then release the cock-slut we both know you are," he continued, "and convince Mr. Okafor and you'll get all the big African cock you want ... maybe more than you want."
More than I want? Was such a thing possible? All the big cock I've fucked and I've always desired each fuck. I didn't know what this medallion meant but I had to find out.
He walked back to the table of Mr. Okafor and the senior executive of the other company, United Africa's new acquisition. Dimka moved me up and down on his cock with little effort as though I was a toy to masturbate into. My breasts bounced and my flesh jiggled. My mouth hung open allowing an endless stream of moans, groans, gasps, and meaningless mumbling. When I orgasmed, he grabbed me tighter as my legs and arms shook. My spasming pussy around his cock, my warm juices washing over his cock, he joined me with his climax as he flexed his hips violently up into me and grunted like a beast seeding his conquest.
For a moment there was quiet ... hushed silence so the breeze moving the awnings, the leaves in the surrounding trees, the birds voicing their songs were the only sounds. Then ... then the tables exploded with appreciation. Dimka had both arms wrapped around me as I was still impaled on his cock and useless to support myself.
Dimka was bending over until my feet touched the ground at the same time Mr. Okafor rose from his chair. He was clapping and smiling broadly. His wife rose with him, also clapping, shaking her head with a big smile, and saying something to her husband that was lost in the surrounding noise.
"Honored guests ... honored new associates ..." Mr. Okafor began as Dimka pulled his cum slick cock from me, "I am pleased you enjoyed that." He looked around at the tables. "She is now yours for the rest of the weekend. We have many activities planned for you but you should have ample time to sample her for yourselves." He motioned me to him so I walked with shaky legs around the table to him. He applied pressure to my lower back to a gentleman about his same age and I found myself on his lap. "All her holes are available. Don't be shy." He began sitting when his wife made another comment to him. "Yes, thank you, dear. I should tell you, she is not a whore, nor a random slut engaged for this event."
He leaned to me and told me to identify myself. I blushed immediately. It is one thing perhaps to be a slut while nobody knew but ... The man I was sitting on had his hand mauling my breast. I looked around, saw the men I knew well. They only shrugged. It was Mr. Okafor's wish, they weren't going to object. I swallowed. Suddenly, my mouth felt very dry.
"My name is Mrs. Ann Garrett," I announced. "My husband works in Product Development for United Africa." I felt a surge well up in me, a surge of pride in what I have become. "I am honored to serve United Africa in the only way I know how. I am honored to now serve you gentlemen, too."
A finger penetrated my messy pussy and I gasped. Everyone had to know what just happened. I allowed my head to fall back as my breast was mauled and my pussy and clit probed. Then I heard his words in my ear, "I've never had a white woman suck my cock."
I didn't even look at him. He was African. I slid off his lap to my knees and began opening his slacks. I pulled his cock out and took it into my mouth. There was a flurry of activity with the table being moved away and others congregating around. As I sucked the cock, I felt more hands on my naked body. I raised on my knees and hands were at my ass, others at my breasts. I parted my knees and a hand moved between my thighs, a finger quickly finding my pussy and penetrating. My breasts were mauled and my nipples pulled and twisted as a second finger was inserted. I took the cock deep in my mouth. It was only long enough to just enter my throat.
Hands lifted me from the ground to my feet forcing me to bend way over to continue sucking. A cock entered my pussy and I heard the grunt behind me as the man, whoever it was, slammed hard into me. He, too, was an average sized cock.
The man in my mouth, the other company's boss man, came in my mouth with a grunting sound and holding my head down over his cock. The other cock was fucking me all the while. When the man in my mouth left the chair, I was turned to face another cock. This man was standing and I used my hands on his hips for support. For the size of the cock, I was being fucked well but he came before I could reach my orgasm. The one in my mouth pulled out and pulled me with him as he sat on the metal chair, his cock standing straight up. I sat on his lap facing him, guiding his cock into my very used pussy and sinking over his length. He took a breast in his mouth and sucked at the nipple, his teeth chewing on it lightly as I fucked him. When he strained up against me, I squeezed more with my muscles, fucked harder and faster, bringing both of us to climax in the process.
It was like a feeding frenzy. Man after man either in my mouth or pussy. None of them lasted long but all of them were urgent, almost frantic in a need to cum. Some even pulled out to coat my face or breasts.
As quick as the frenzy began and fed itself, it also ended. I lay on the grass gasping when a shadow fell over me. I looked up at the figure blocking the intense African sun. Dimka. None of them had participated was my immediate thought. He reached his hand to me, I grasped it and was pulled up.
I looked up at him, "None of you ..."
He stopped me with a raised hand. "No. You are theirs for now." He smiled with meaning. "When we take our opportunities with you, though, you can be sure our need will be high." I smiled and pressed my hand to his covered crotch.
That night, the next day and that night, I was freely used by the eight men of the new company under the umbrella of the United Africa Corporation. Interestingly, to me anyway, was how my use declined as the weekend progressed. These men seemed eager certainly, but their ability to continue waned. I spent the last night in the guest lodge as intend but I slept much of the night. Sunday morning came and I was awake and anxious with the first light of the new day. I was anxious to be used. I was anxious for more African cock even if these cocks were only slightly bigger (or not) than my husband's. I was there to be used, to be fucked, to be double penetrated, air-tight, gang banged, anything they desired to try.
I was disappointed, frustrated ... those words were inadequate to express what I felt. I sat behind the guest lodge, naked of course, sorting out my feelings. I expected to be used by 7 or 8 men before they prepared for the group breakfast and leaving for the airport. Instead, I sat bathed in the rays of the new sun before the magnificent view of the African wild landscape, alone. I considered the significance of my emotions. I lamented that my pussy wasn't dripping with cum, my asshole wasn't gaping and leaking, my clit wasn't engorged and throbbing, and my nipples weren't aching from being abused. It was a revelation, an epiphany of sorts. I had given myself over to African cock. I had been willing and eager for anything and everything. I had certainly been used over the past couple of days but ... but not like I desired to be used. Was this all just some perversion that couldn't be maintained?
"There you are," came a female voice. I turned to find Mr. Okafor's wife who was again bare-breasted. She walked in front of me and stopped. I stood before her and she scanned my body. "How are you feeling?" I told her I was fine. "No ... I mean what are you feeling?" I hesitated before admitting to feeling frustrated. She nodded and smiled broadly. "Good," she said, "my husband and the other Corporation men are impressed. The other company's men are talking about you as a slut ... a slut or whore willing to do anything for strangers. They are bragging about all the ways they used you, all the things they had you do."
"Is that what I am?" I asked in return. "Am I just a slut to be used for random men? Am I just a whore for the Corporation's benefit?" I looked down and saw my nakedness. "I thought it was more ..."
She put her hand out and touched my arm. I looked up. She was smiling. "It is more ... much more. That is what the others think. Our men," she smiled at the use of the term as inclusive, "are impressed by your eagerness." She handed me a small jar she had been holding in her hand. "Clean up and use this on your holes." I furrowed my eyebrows in question. "It is an herbal cream made from plants found in the region of our tribe. It soothes sensitives areas."
"I'm not in pain, though."
She smiled. "It's preventative for later." My face questioned her again. The men were leaving. "Once these men leave, our men will want you. They've watched and refrained. Their need and desire are high." She smiled and I understood. "The two men who work here?" I nodded. "They are from the tribe, too." Her smile told me the rest. She was telling me they were big, too. That would be 6 big African cocks. She shook her head when I looked at her, again. "No, they will be all yours. This, Mrs. Garrett will be your true test." Six big cocks. Oh God, my pussy was dripping, again.
I did as she instructed, showering and primping in the guest lodge as the other men gave their thanks and goodbyes. I was surprised when I applied the herbal cream: there was a little soreness and my pussy lips were puffy and slightly red. The cream, though, tingled as I rubbed it into them and around my ass and any soreness quickly disappeared.
After what seemed like a long time but might have only been an hour, the two men who worked the lodge facility and property arrived for me. The men were ready for me. I walked across the property separating the guest lodge from the main house flanked by two clothed men while still being barefoot and naked. Somehow my nakedness took on a magnified impression on me. I took sneak peeks at the two men, now more aware of them after the earlier discussion. They were big and powerfully built men, similar to Dimka, somehow more impressive and potent now that I knew they too were from the same tribe.
They walked me around the side of the house to the back patio that overlooked the wilds in the valley and beyond. The four men, ranging in years from Dimka to Mr. Okafor and were all naked, casually and confidently sitting in a close circle with some kind of drink. There were two unoccupied chairs. Mr. Okafor's wife stood at his left shoulder, bare-breasted and attentive to him with a hand casually stroking across his shoulders. My white nakedness again stood out for me as I entered the little circle. I looked around the circle with a subdued smile. My body was super-charged and I was surprised to find the other two men already naked and occupying the two remaining chairs. Around me were six powerful African men either in physical stature or exuding from them by the positions they held over others. Six African men and not one of them with a cock less than 12 inches.



I knelt on the hard patio paving stones before Mr. Okafor with spread knees, back straight, breasts out, and head high. "Sir," I offered, "how may I serve you?"
"Tell us about your experience this weekend."
I glanced to the sides and found Mr. Ibori and Contee also watching intently. I glanced at Mrs. Okafor and her facial expression was warning me. I had to avoid any expression of conflicting emotions about abuse, belittlement, or personal frustration. "It was an honor," I succinctly expressed, "to have the opportunity to serve African men, sir. Even more that they were your guests."
He watched me a moment. I tried to maintain eye contact but my eyes flicked downward occasionally to his long cock between his parted thighs. Another shiver course through me; these men were so rightfully confident in their manhood and affect on me. Then, "They were quite boastful. Tell me, Mrs. Garrett," he added with an intense gaze for my reaction, "did you feel that you had been whored out to them for my personal benefit to influence those men?"
I held his gaze and straightened my already straight back and proudly stated my affirmed belief, "No, sir! Dimka ... and Mr. Contee ... have shown me what I truly am meant to be. I only wish to serve and please African men, sir. If you or the others here should gain something in the process, it is merely in addition to my desire to please and an additional honor to be of assistance."
Mr. Okafor reached his hand up to pat the hand of his wife resting in his shoulder. "My wife told me something interesting. You served these African men all weekend, was that experience fully what you were talking about?" He looked at me, "Speak honestly."
I glanced to the side where Mr. Contee sat. I wished I could see Dimka. "It is perhaps a fault within me that it was not." He watched me. He was patient in waiting me out for more. "I should, I suppose, be satisfied in merely being of service but ..."
My eyes involuntarily fell to his cock and he saw and laughed. "It is okay, Mrs. Garrett, to have your desires while pleasuring others."
"I have become spoiled, sir." I blushed profusely. "I want big cock, sir. Is it wrong, sir?"
He laughed, again, and looked around the circle at the men patiently waiting. "No, my dear, it is not wrong to also have your desires and wants. I am impressed, Mrs. Garrett by how you managed what was expected of you this weekend. You did indeed fully please those men and that will have an advantage for me and the Corporation. We will all benefit from that."
"Thank you, sir. It is all I could wish for."
"Not true," he came back with quickly. My surprise was shown on my face. "You just admitted to what more you would wish for," he continued. "You will be rewarded, my dear Mrs. Garrett, for your excellent service." Reward, I thought. There was only one thing I truly desired at the moment and the men being naked with their long cocks exposed suggested that very thing. "You service 8 strangers repeatedly this weekend. If I can grant your wish, tell us how you would like to be rewarded. Be honest ... anything."
I rose and walked slowly around the circle and touched each of the men, returned to Mr. Okafor, and knelt at his open knees, my eyes meeting the warm gaze of his wife. "All of you, sir. I want all of your big cocks to use my holes. I want to be ravaged, used, and owned by you all. More than anything, sir, I want to be used by big African cocks."
As if he was confident in what I would request, he smiled and nodded. It was all I needed. Without glancing again at his wife, I moved between his knees to grasp his long shaft which began to harden even as we talked. I licked it as something needing to be worshiped, my tongue gliding over the length. I kissed the head and took it between my lips to suck off the pre-cum building there. As I began licking, again, I was raised to my feet, my head remaining where it was with my mouth in constant contact with Mr. Okafor's cock. Once on my feet and bent at the waist, a cock was pressed at my pussy, sliding up and down the dripping lips until it sank into my hole. I didn't know who it was. I didn't bother looking back. I didn't care. All the men had big cocks and my desperate body was happy.
The cock behind me drove in powerfully (of course, they all fucked me that way) and each plunge moved me forward. I repositioned myself and the cock in my mouth so the angle was in line. Now, each thrust of the cock in my pussy pushed my mouth over the cock and down my throat after several times.
Mr. Okafor's wife had told me these men had resisted all weekend so I could focus on the other men and that would make them very ready for me. She was right, too. Soon, Mr. Okafor told me to take a deep breath, he pulled my head so his cock was deep in my throat and I felt it swell and pulse there, then spurt great ropes of cum down my throat. It bypassed the need for me to swallow, sending his cum directly down to my stomach. I was gasping for air by the time he released me but I was smiling broadly at accomplishing it and dropped my mouth back down to clean his cock.
I was then awkwardly moved to the next man sitting, all the while with a big cock jammed up my pussy. When the one in my pussy shot his cum, another took his place until all six had cum inside my pussy or throat.
I didn't get a rest, though. The men relaxed, chatted together like long-time drinking buddies despite the men ranging from common workers at the lodge to a driver for the Corporation to the CEO of the Corporation. As I assisted Mrs. Okafor in preparing drinks for the men, I marveled at how comfortable these men were naked together.
"You are doing well, Mrs. Garrett." I was surprised by the words from her sounding very much like an appraisal. She put drinks into my hands, then pinched one nipple. She then touched the medallion at my throat. "You win this," holding the medallion, "and you will have all the big African cock you can handle."
"I ... I don't understand."
She smiled. "Continue as you are ... you will."
I was still confused. I had no idea what the meaning of this medallion was, a meaning that everyone else seemed to understand. Whatever it fully meant I knew it would give me what I desired and that was all the African cock I could want. Mr. Contee said it might be more than I could want but I'd like the chance to experience that.
"Yes, ma'am," I said. Then, I dutifully served the men their refreshed drinks.
I walked around the outside of the circle and found myself softly touching the men across their shoulders. I watched my white hand slide across their dark shoulders but mostly I watched the long cocks hanging between their legs, long even flaccid. Finally, one of the lodge workmen pulled me into the circle in front of him. I smiled and dropped to my knees between his spread knees. I stroked, licked, and sucked his cock until his full 12 inches were firm in my hands. Then, he simply said, fuck me.
I stood and turned around, only then remembering the other five men who were now quiet and watching. The man brought his knees together and I spread my legs and backed over them, reached between, grasped and raised his cock, and eased my pussy down over the head. I sighed as the head again parted my lips and hole. As I allowed gravity to lower me down his cock, both of us released overlapping moans and sighs until I was sitting on his thighs.
Men were gazing and I looked down at my spread thighs, the dark cock buried in my white pussy, a dark hand encompassing a breast, and the dark cock now with a sheen on it as I lifted to expose the cock wet with my arousal juices and previously deposited cum. I looked across the circle at Mr. Okafor whose hand was raised to his wife's bare breast as she again stood at his side. He was watching me fuck this man as he idly toyed with his wife in view of the entire group.
I fucked him to climax, mutual climaxes then moved to the next man in the circle and repeated the action. Two men, two loads of cum in my pussy, two orgasms. The next man was Mr. Ibori and I began to repeat the same action. I sat on his cock and fucked him for a few minutes when he pulled me back against his chest and told me to fuck with my ass. I raised, groaning when his cock left my pussy. He held it as I spread my ass cheeks and wiggled for my asshole to align with the cock head, then pressed down. My sphincter opened with just a bit of effort and I gasped as the head penetrated. I eased up and down to take more of him with each motion until I was moaning with his full length deep in my ass. As I began intently fucking him, I caught a glimpse of what the other men were viewing: not only the black cock moving in and out of my body but my gaping and drooling pussy coated with cum.
After I had fucked each man like that with either my pussy or asshole, I gathered the empty glasses and moved with wobbly legs to assist Mrs. Okafor in refreshing them. She merely smiled at me. This time, after delivering all the drinks to the men, I wasn't hesitant about what to do, but I immediately began licking and sucking cocks. Again, as I worked on their black shafts with devotion, they engaged in animated conversation with a mix of English and their native tongue, which I was learning but still missed some expressions. It was strange that even while seeming to be ignored as I poured my love onto their cocks it was arousing to me. There was almost a feeling of being ALLOWED to hold, lick, and suck their cocks that drove me wild with desire to please. There was nothing casual about my approach to their cocks but there wasn't any aggressiveness, either. Just devotion. They were allowing my efforts so I had to make my efforts, the touch of a hand, tongue, and mouth, worthwhile and at the same time not so much as to interrupt their conversation. At least not until they were again ready and they would let me know.
As I moved around the circle on my knees on the hard paving stones to arouse the cocks to remain firm if not fully hard, my mind mulled on how I might be used next. There was no doubt in my mind that there would be more. It was another part of giving myself to these African men was how they recovered and could provide fuck after fuck.
When the time came, it happened quickly, quickly enough to be a surprise. Dimka lifted me from sucking on Mr. Contee's cock. He turned me to face him, lifted me in that effortless way he can and settled my pussy down over his cock. I grasped him around the neck and my legs around his waist. I felt his hands spread my ass cheeks and I sucked in a deep breath in awareness of what was next. I didn't know who the man was who put his cock head at my puckered asshole but he pressed it forcefully past my sphincter filled with cum from earlier and they settled me down over both until I was filled in both holes. I gasped, moaned, and groaned but began using my arms to pull myself up on Dimka, then release to fall back down. I felt their hands assist in the effort and we were soon fucking urgently.
My eyes opened, gazing over the shoulder of Dimka, and found Mrs. Okafor smiling and softly commenting to her husband who was nodding. His hand was under her skirt, a fact that didn't seem to cause her any discomfort or embarrassment.
I was later double penetrated by the other men, too. They elected to use cushions on the ground that seemed to magically appear at the necessary moment.
I had lost all relation to time. Exhausted and collapsed on the cushion in the middle of the circle, there was a discussion among Mr. Okafor, Mr. Ibori, and Mr. Contee as to whether to return me to my husband dripping in their cum or to allow me to clean up. There was no question but that I would be returned naked as that was the way I left for the weekend. There was also no question that my pussy, asshole, and breasts would reflect the use of my body. Naked, there was no hiding that. In the end, whether the discussion was a tease for me to overhear or not, I was told to shower and rinse as much cum from my holes as I could. The long drive back to the United Africa compound remained.
I was in the back seat with Mr. Contee while Dimka drove. I wasn't fully aware so maybe it was a dream but ...
"Is she asleep, sir?" came Dimka's voice from the front. He confirmed that. "With her mouth still full?"
Mr. Contee chuckled. "Yes, still with my cock in her mouth." After a moment, "You know that look, Dimka, when a young one reflexively sucks on a pacifier in its sleep? That's what she is doing." Then, "We have to keep her, Dimka." Dream? I smiled.
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CHAPTER 6: THE MEDALLION
I woke in the morning to the sounds of the shower and cabinets and drawers opening and closing in the bathroom. After a moment of confusion about where I was, I recognized our bedroom and the sounds of Robert getting ready for the workday. I turned to the side and gazed out the window at the new day. I wasn't sure how I had gotten into bed. Did I walk here on my own? Did Robert meet me at the door and help me?
I followed him to the kitchen a few minutes after he left the bedroom. However last night ended, it had happened. When I left, Robert had been quite compliant about all that was happening to me. I had no reason to think anything had changed. It had, though.
He sat at the little kitchen table as I fumbled with the coffee maker and considered what to make for breakfast. I was still exhausted but this was my role for him.
"What in the world happened to you, Ann?" I turned around and gazed at him dumbly. "You looked awful last night when they brought you in." He snorted. Was that disgust? "Hell ... you don't look much better now ..."
I looked down. I was naked. I always put a robe on for Robert. Naked was too much but naked is what I am used to now.
"You were fucked, weren't you," he went on. He suddenly stood up. "This has to stop, Ann. They've brainwashed us or something. It came to me yesterday, then I saw you and I knew for sure." He left and moments later came back dressed. "This stops or we're going to have to go back home."
I was stunned. I fled back to the bedroom, slammed and locked the door ... and cried. I must have fallen asleep, too. What woke me was pounding at the front door. I stumbled down the hallway to the door and flung it open without a thought to still being naked. I threw myself into Dimka and began crying, again. He carried me back into the house and sat in an easy chair in the living room with me across his lap. After I calmed down some, he asked me what happened. I told him everything that was said that morning.
"I wondered," he offered. "Mr. Garrett seemed upset. He looked upset last night, too, but just watched as I put you to bed." Dimka was caressing my arm. Now and then his thumb grazed the side of my breast. "He wasn't acting like he was before."
He shifted us and pulled his phone out, swiped his thumb over the screen, then pressed. He smiled at me and pulled me close to his body as he put the phone to his ear. I felt his strong, muscular body through his clothes. It was comforting and reassuring. I could only hear one side of the conversation.
"Sorry to bother you, again, sir, but I was right. She was crying when I got here." Pause. "Yes, sir, he was very upset which is what concerned me. His demeanor was not normal." Pause. "In my lap, sir. She's quieted now." Pause. "Naked." Pause. He chuckled. "No, sir. Despite the earlier crying, I don't think there is any change." I looked up at him hearing that. He bent his face down and I kissed his thick lips, then cuddled into him, my hand caressing his broad chest. He moved his free hand to cup a breast and I sighed. His hand slid down my body and I moved the outside leg to give him room. His fingers caressed my pussy and I moaned softly. "No change, sir." Pause.
He ended the call and placed his phone on the side table. "Mr. Contee. He wants to come and talk to you. He's concerned about you, Mrs. Garrett. He wants to make sure you are okay."
"Would you like some coffee while we wait? It should still be fresh."
He shook his head. "You know that's not what I want."
I blushed. I still can. They find it attractive. "Me, either," I confide.
I slid off his lap and offered my hand. He stood and I led him back to the bedroom and its unmade bed. He was very familiar with this room, of course. Many a day I washed the sheets before Robert came home. I helped strip him quickly and settled him on the bed. He was aroused. A damsel in distress, I wondered? I straddled his thighs and moved over his hips, raised his long cock, and raised myself higher to settle my pussy over the head. I eased down over it and sighed. I worked it into my hole until I felt it deep. I leaned down onto his chest, kissing his broad, muscled, black chest before working up his neck to his mouth. My hips began making slow, short movements on his cock.
I moaned into his mouth. "Oh ... yessss ... thank you, sir."
"Better now?" he asked softly.
I sat up, raised high on his cock until it nearly escaped my clenching pussy, and dropped back down with a smooth movement. I sighed, "Oh ... God ... yesssss." I looked down at him. "Thank you, sir."
He chuckled. "Glad I could be of assistance."
I giggled as I continued moving up and down on his shaft. "Oh ... Dimka ... you have no idea how much."
Then, we fucked. It was like we were desperate lovers who hadn't seen each other for weeks instead of hours. I fucked him hard and urgently, then he rolled us and returned the favor. After a while, he flipped me abruptly, raised me to my knees, my chest pressed into the bed, and he plunged back into my pussy and fucked me with wonderfully powerful and dominant thrusts.
I was about ready to cum when another big, dark cock appeared on my face. I opened my mouth without looking up and it plunged into my mouth and throat. Fingers pinched my clit and I exploded in an orgasm. The cock in my mouth pulled back as I mumbled a cry and panted through my release, then began fucking my throat, again. Then, both cocks pulled out. I moaned my frustration until I found Mr. Contee's naked body reclining next to me. I eagerly straddled him and only looked down into his face after settling my body fully down on his cock. He pulled me to him and I gasped as we kissed and I felt Dimka pressing his well-coated cock at my asshole. He forcefully pressed into my ass and I groaned into Mr. Contee's mouth. Double penetrated by big African cock ... what husband?
After we all climaxed, I was finally able to serve that coffee that was still hot, though the coffee maker had turned off.
"Do you think he intends to take you back home?" Mr. Contee sipped the coffee and watched me over the rim of his cup as I arranged some leftover pastry for them. We were all still naked. He and Dimka sat at the kitchen table as I moved around the kitchen. I snuck peeks at their long cocks with the sheen of our orgasmic juices on them. They blatantly watched me knowing they could detect their cum leaking from my holes front and back.
"How did this happen, sir?" I questioned. "He was so compliant when I left."
Mr. Contee nodded and sighed. The sound was the closest I had ever heard from any of them that had the slightest hint of defeat. "We had to stop his messaging sooner or later. We chose this weekend while you were gone. The process wasn't sustainable over a longer time." He reached up as I stood near him at the table. He took a nipple between thumb and forefinger. It was an action without hesitation or doubt or question. He knew I would not only allow it but welcome it. I moved slightly closer and parted my legs just in case. "We had hoped, wrongly apparently, that the months of messaging might have taken for him."
"It didn't," I responded with the obvious. "So ... I mean ... well ... with me it just pulled out what I wanted? I mean deep inside me somewhere?"
"Regrets?" he asked.
"I'm not leaving, sir, if that's what you're wondering."
"Even if he decides he is leaving?"
I glanced at Dimka who was watching intently. I glanced down at his cock, that wonderful cock that took me to heaven. I returned my gaze to Mr. Contee. I shook my head. "I'm not leaving if I can be of service here to you two and the others."
"Mr. Okafor thinks you are the one ... for the medallion."
"I still don't know what that means. I just want to be of service to United Africa, sir."
"He might threaten you with divorce."
I looked at them both and offered a smile, "As you said earlier, sir, I guess it wasn't sustainable."
He returned my knowing smile. We were back in the bedroom where the two of them fucked me in several positions, trading back and forth, plunging into my holes, forcefully and dominantly thrusting their cocks into my pussy, ass, and throat. I came several times before they dumped more cum into one of my holes.
Robert returned that night in a huff. He slammed the front door still in a rage or again in a rage. The door didn't slam shut, though. Dimka stood in the way. The sight of Dimka had a settling effect on Robert. I giggled internally. It would have that effect on almost any man.
"Start packing! We're leaving. I'm not going to stand for my wife being abused by these ... these ... men." He gulped a breath. "I resigned. Mr. Contee has my letter. We're leaving." It was only then that he seemed to really see me. Stunned. "You're naked! See what they've done? I won't allow it." He turned and in a show of strength I hadn't ever seen in him, he shouted at Dimka, "You can't abuse her, anymore!"
I laughed as I walked past him and settled alongside Dimka who wrapped an arm around me and cupped a breast. Mr. Contee and I talked it all out earlier. I knew where I stood and I knew I was needed here by them. My service to them was wanted. He also notified me when he had received the email with the resignation letter. I was prepared.
"Don't be silly, Robert. You are under contract. You can't just walk away, you'll lose everything from the past 6 months."
He stared at me. There was less rage now. He could sense something but he still pressed his argument. "I don't care. We've still got savings back home. We'll start over." I shook my head. He watched Dimka's hand leave my breast and slide down to stroke my bare ass. This was all planned.
I shook my head, again. "Robert ... listen to me, dear. I'm not being abused by anyone."
"We were being brainwashed somehow!" he raged, again. "This isn't you, Ann. Their making you do this. I only realized it this weekend. We have to leave. I won't allow this to continue."
I shook my head. "I'm not leaving, Robert. This is what I want. Nobody is forcing me. I know they were using messaging; they told me ... a long time ago. I realized it was what I wanted, though. My God, Robert, you've seen their cocks!"
He looked at me in shock. Then blurted out his last effort, "I'll divorce you and take everything. You'll have nothing! No court would dispute my claim."
I smiled calmly. I played my hand as the men had told me. "We're not in the States, Robert. I'll win here. They'll make sure of it." Too bad. It was sad. I had loved him. Just not sustainable, I guess.
* * * *
After Robert left (he did and, as I had been assured, I kept the house and half the investments and liquid assets), Dimka was a frequent visitor. He continued to be my driver but also drove for others. It seemed he had a lot of downtime, though, and I welcomed him spending it with me.
One night, "Can I ask you something, Dimka?" I was lying on his body, my chin propped on my forearms folded over his powerful chest. It was part of the magnetism of the man for me: nearly a foot taller, double my weight, very little body fat on his body that made him seem like a god, and all that with the biggest cock and the strength to use it like none other.
I had just fucked him cowgirl and his softening cock was still well-buried in my clenching pussy. He nodded. He wasn't a man of a lot of words, but I knew that even from the time he began training me to be what I now was.
"Have I become the United Africa whore?" Ultimately, it probably didn't matter. It was a term that nobody used. I had wanted cock and I was getting it. His intent gaze made me wonder, though.
"Am I still being tested?" I asked as a hand moved to touch my throat where the choker and medallion had been that weekend. He merely smiled which brought a smile to my face, too. I still didn't know why the medallion mattered to me or what it meant to have it. Mrs. Okafor mentioned it brought a lot of cock but I was already getting cock, many of them big. I found the thought had me moving on his cock with short movements and that his cock was again growing inside me. I squeezed the muscles around his shaft and squeezed other thoughts out. His growing cock was all I now was interested in.
* * * *
Dimka led me down the hallways of the top floor of the United Africa Headquarters building. Offices, cubicles, and people scurrying around. All deeply black. All very busy. All professionally dressed. I was out of place and a number of the people looked with the same recognition. A white, casually dressed woman in a sea of black professionals.
Dimka had chosen my outfit for this meeting with Mr. Okafor at his main office. It was a halter summer dress and sandals. The light jersey material dress was loose, tied behind the neck, backless, and hung to mid-thigh. The bodice was open to below my breasts and the sides loosely hung and easily gaped. A bra was impossible but he offered no panties, either.
Dimka knocked on a door and waited. The young secretary sitting at the desk outside the door boldly scanned my body up and down. Yes, definitely out of place here. The call came from inside and Dimka opened the door for me. The office was large and elaborately decorated in African symbology and artifacts. I found Mr. Okafor behind an expansive desk, his wife sitting in a chair at the side of the desk, and Mr. Ibori and Contee on a couch. I heard the door behind me click closed, then felt fingers at the tie of the halter. Once untied, the loose dress fell from my breasts and dropped to the floor at my feet. Although initially surprised to be exposed in the office within the Corporate building, being naked in front of these people was not unusual. Sensing movement, I looked down to see Dimka gathering the discarded dress. I casually raised one foot, then the other for him to remove it from below me. I felt a nudge at the small of my back and I stepped in front of the desk.
I met Mr. Okafor's eyes, then glanced to the side at his wife who was watching, a knowing smile on her face, her eyes scanning my nakedness.
"How have you been doing, Mrs. Garrett?" Mr. Okafor began. "I mean since your husband left."
Instead of directly answering his question, "Sir, I'm not a married woman any longer ... or soon won't be, at any rate."
He smiled pleasantly and glanced at the other men in the room. There was an appearance of satisfaction that my comment meant more to him than just a reaction to my name. "Very true, my dear. Would Ann be more appropriate, then?" He was gazing at my body. He lifted his hand from the desk slightly and opened the thumb and fingers. I parted my feet to about shoulder-width in response. He smiled, again. "Of course, we could always refer to you merely as 'slut'."
I flinched slightly, hoping the flinch I felt wasn't noticed by them. I now would do anything for African big cock. Anything. I'd always been treated with respect, though. The idea of possibly being merely a slut in their minds jolted me but deep down it ultimately wouldn't change anything. Not at this stage.
"Or," came Mrs. Okafor's voice at the side, "Osuni."
I looked over at her not understanding the word. When I looked back at Mr. Okafor, he was smiling broadly. "Osuni ... the goddess of beauty, sensuality, and lust." He was watching me intently. I could feel every eye in the room suddenly more intensely on me. I flushed, blood and arousal flooding through me. I was sure they all could see the physical change on my tanned, but white body. I instantly became wet ... very wet.
"Osuni is a regional legendary figure from where our tribe still exists," he continued. "It is said she was the supreme concubine of the god of war and strength. Her story has passed down through vast generations of men and women for they were inspired by the warrior attitude for men and the devotional service for women. You see ... Ann (and he smiled at using my name) ... Osuni wasn't just a concubine." He shook his head softly and his eyes became unfocused as he stared into space as if seeing something clearly from those ancient times. "Her sexuality instilled strength and fearlessness. She was offered to all the men of the tribe and their warriors became the fiercest and most powerful. No other tribe would oppose them and they maintained peace in the vast region until an outside threat appeared." He refocused on me. "Do you know what happened?"
"She was shared with the other tribes?"
"Exactly! The outside threat was soundly defeated and driven away. Despite being an overwhelming force, they had never encountered such fearless and determined fighters." He paused, a prideful expression forming on his face as if the encounter had just occurred. "Ever since, the people have sought the woman in their midst who embodied Osuni to continue to ensure the strength and power of their men. Legend has it that the woman might even hold the position for most of their life until she could no longer adequately service the men. The woman cannot be married to a single man. She is for all men of tribes in the region. Osuni ceased to exist but in legend. The people believed the next Osuni could take generations to find."
"Or longer," came the voice of Mr. Contee behind me.
"Or longer, yes. Centuries even. It is a special kind of woman who shows the capability in her heart of being Osuni. It is to this day believed an honor for any woman to ascend to even being thought of as such. A woman proved to be worthy ... she would be revered by all. She lives a life of giving pleasure and of sensual delights."
"You see men are the problem. We are strong but we don't always think beyond ourselves. Even for gods. Osuni can be intoxicating. Her simple lust and sensual pleasure. Men have been the problem from the beginning. After their victory over the outsiders and peace in the region was restored, the god had to have her for his own. So much power was within her. Once he married her for his own, her power was gone." He looked embarrassed. I didn't think this man could openly show it. "I am more of a Western man now than tribal. But ... I, we, still believe that she might return. I have sought to find the next Osuni."
The implication of what he was describing wasn't lost on me. My feet parted, I could feel my lubrication leaking onto the insides of my thighs. My nipples were hard as pebbles. My pussy was involuntarily clenching around nothing, seeking, yearning for penetration.
Mrs. Okafor reached toward her husband and then I saw it, the choker with the medallion. He laid it reverently on the desk in front of him.
"Wait ... you think I might be her?" I asked dumbfounded. "How could that be? I'm not of the tribe. How can a white, blonde, blue-eyed woman possibly be the representation of Osuni in your tradition?"
Mrs. Okafor stood. She unfastened the exquisite, wrap-around dress she was wearing. She became naked instantly. Her black body was smooth and flawless. Her pussy was cleaned of hair and there was a faint image on the skin above her pussy, difficult to see on her deeply black skin.
"It turns out," she said as she came in front of me, "Osuni is associated with the color yellow," she touched my hair, "lightness and beauty," she touched my skin. She smiled and we kissed. It was not a light kiss but sensual and passionate. I found my arms around her as hers wound around me. Our breasts mashed together, our groins pressed together. "Her favorite number is said to be '5'." It was like we were in the room alone as our eyes drilled deep into each other. "I watched you in the guest lodge with those men. You were uninhibited, willing and eager, and wanton in pleasing them. I watched you on top of one man in your pussy, another behind you in your ass, another in front of you in your mouth, and two more beside you as you stroked them. Five men. I saw you ... I watched you with those five and another five ... I orgasmed watching. I knew."



She sat on the desk and lay back, her knees raised and spread. There were four men in the room and I no longer saw them. It was only her. This beautiful woman with deep black, smooth skin and firm breasts. But I mostly saw her open pussy lips, the pink inside, the wetness of her arousal.
"Love me." She said it almost like a command but still like a plea, too.
There was no thought on my part. I stepped between her spread thighs. I leaned over her and kissed her mouth. I pressed my body against her groin as our lips mashed together, our tongues explored, my fingers exploring her breasts and nipples. She moaned into my mouth as my fingers moved over her body to her pussy, hesitating on her clit before parting her pussy lips and entering her. My two fingers entering her wet pussy brought a gasp from her. I smiled as I moved my face down, my mouth and lips stopping at each breast, sucking each nipple. I continued my mouth down her body, leaving kisses and licks on her skin, her deeply black skin. I was aroused by her ... by her blackness underneath my tanned but still white hand and fingers.
I backed as I brought my lips to her groin, bent at the waist, feet parted ... I knew my wet, drooling pussy was exposed to the men behind me as I feasted on the pussy and clit. Her moans brought me satisfaction, then my moans mixed with hers as someone pushed his cock forcefully into my pussy. Of course, it was wide and thick. Of course, it was long as it pressed deeper and deeper into me. All the men in the room had thick, long cocks. An African pussy and an African cock. My emotions were blasting higher and higher.
I heard a strangled sound and looked up for only a moment to find her head hanging over the other side of the desk, Mr. Okafor's cock deep in her throat. Not surprisingly for his wife, she wasn't struggling but with her hands on his hips was pulling him forward and deeper into her mouth and throat. I lowered my mouth back to her pussy and with my teeth nipped at her clit which brought another strangled sound from her.
The cock in my pussy was pounding me hard and driving my mouth firmly against her pussy. I wasn't even curious who it was that was fucking me, they all have used me with increased regularity especially after the departure of Robert from my life.
When the cock in me throbbed and spurted cum into me, I saw Mr. Okafor move from his wife's mouth. He was the next for me and he slammed his cock into me with the urgent need that came from being deep in his wife's throat but resisting the growing need to climax. I noticed someone move to her mouth and it all continued.
After the last man in the room climaxed in my pussy, I slumped to the carpeted floor. I was surprised but delighted when Mrs. Okafor encouraged me to recline on the floor and she joined me but laying alongside me in the opposite direction. She then rolled me on top of her with my pussy over her mouth. I gasped and moaned as her lips and tongue began eating the copious amount of cum deposited in my pussy. Once again, I was eating her pussy, too. Unconscious of the men in the room, only our mouths and pussies were important. We both orgasmed in a writhing tangle of black and white limbs.
Our pussy eating display had a predictable effect on the men. Granted, my experience before entering into the world of these African men was limited, but I remained impressed and excited by the remarkable recovery these men displayed. The two of us were idly fingering each other's pussy when I heard her giggle. I raised my head and saw her looking at the men standing around us. I joined her in a giggle of my own in recognition: four aroused cocks too long to stand up but hard nonetheless.
The men moved us into the position they had worked out among themselves. Mr. Okafor lay on his back on the carpet, his wife was moved on top of him with his cock up her ass with her back to him. Mr. Ibori moved in between her thighs and eased his cock into her pussy. She was moaning and groaning as she gasped out her encouragement to them. I was kneeling on the floor watching, anticipating how I might become involved in this ... if I would be involved in this. Maybe it was merely her turn. But, Dimka encouraged me up to straddle over her face as she was pulled back against her husband. With her tongue probing my pussy, I felt my ass cheeks spread and a cock pressing against that hole. He quickly was inside my ass and Dimka's cock, largest of them all, was pressed into my mouth and soon down my throat.
I still marveled at how my body responded to all this sexual activity. It didn't seem to matter how many times I orgasmed, I was always ready to orgasm again with stimulation. Along with her tongue in my pussy, her fingers pinched and twisted my engorged clit as the cock reamed my ass. I cried out, the sound stifled by the cock blocking my throat. My orgasm was not stifled.
Afterward, I was still standing before them on weakened legs, still naked as they redressed. I heard the faint sounds of the office functioning just outside the closed door of the office. I then wondered what the women at the desks just outside might have heard.
Mr. Okafor was speaking, "Osuni is represented as a beautiful, charming, and coquettish woman. She has no sensual repressions and inhibitions. But, she is also an independent woman." He looked at the others behind me as if to verify what was already decided, then add, "I want you to be Osuni, Ann. Not the tribal Osuni but the United Africa Osuni" He gazed into my eyes. "We are convinced you hold the same power, but we are of the modern world now, not the primitive, tribal world. We have already seen what comes of your body when men take part in it." I looked at him puzzled. "We received the largest contract in our long history after that celebration, dear girl. Also, the ideas and strategy coming from this group since you came have been like nothing we have imagined. Just think if more men began fucking you."
I returned his gaze but turned to check with the others, too. They all appeared very serious about what Mr. Okafor had said. "But, sir, how many modern men, even African men, still believe in the old tribal legends?"
Mrs. Okafor laughed and my attention returned to her, again sitting next to her husband. "You forget, dear. Never forget ... men are the problem and create their own trouble. They all desire to be stronger, smarter, more powerful, more wealthy. All of them. Even these men you've been fucking so long and are seeing rewards for it. Rewards, dear. Even before it occurred to us that you might be a modern Osuni, you were revered by them. It was the reason your former husband had to leave. It was the true test for us. When you wouldn't leave African men, we felt it could be true."
Mr. Okafor took over. "It sounds strange, doesn't it? We wanted to fuck you, we needed to fuck you, we needed you to need us to fuck you. You needed African cock, didn't you? You still do." I nodded. "Is it too much to truly believe that fucking you brings us success? Perhaps it is, but it is the same as any belief system passed down over generation. Belief isn't a matter of science and logic, it is here." He tapped his chest over his heart.
"Sir, you're saying that my being Osuni for the Corporation will have the effect of inspiring and motivating men so they can come to fuck me and in return hope to be rewarded." He nodded. "But ... sir ... won't that belief merely be a motivation, an inspiration to put the effort into their work to succeed?"
He smiled. "Does it matter which one is the fuel as long as it happens?"
Now I saw what this was. More than reality this was about symbolism. Bringing Osuni back as a Corporate symbol was an inspirational outcome rather than a truly divine one.
"No, sir, it doesn't matter. I have professed for a long time that what I truly wish is to satisfy African cock and especially United Africa cock. If representing Osuni's modern spirit for you produces added benefit, it will give me additional satisfaction."
I turned and found Dimka. He was the one I was connected to. He nodded, "You are the one. I feel it. I have for some time."
"If I do this," I asked finally, "what does it mean? Do I just fuck lines of African cock?" I chuckled trying to be absurd.
Dimka responded, "Exactly." Seriously? "Understand, you will be a goddess of sexuality. You will be sought after by company men throughout United Africa. But, remember it is not just sex for sex to them. Men will come to you for strength; wives may even wish to bring their husbands that they may be better providers in whatever role they have in the Corporation. It isn't just sex, it is sex with a purpose, an expectation of what only the goddess might bestow."
Mr. Contee added, "Remember, as Mr. Okafor said, it isn't so important that they believe fully but rather that they can't take the chance in NOT believing. Like the Christians and Jews ... do so many REALLY believe when science and logic have more questions than support? But they have believed at some level for thousands of years and they seek peace and comfort and strength from that belief."
I accepted, of course. I would have my respect and all the African cock I could want. More than I could want? That was to be seen.
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CHAPTER 7: OSUNI'S SPIRIT
The legend of Osuni was a part of the past and bringing such a thing into the present, into the modern world took planning, manipulation, and effort. The resurrection of the Osuni legend would take on an orchestration and production effort that might be reminiscent of a minor movie production.
I went about my business which was to say making my body available to the executives of United Africa as the effort was worked out. Dimka was assigned to me as guardian and companion. He essentially moved into the house and my bed. When no other executives were there to fuck me, Dimka was, and with my gratitude and appreciation; his was the cock that transformed me to begin with. I felt funny about Dimka being relegated to watching over me until I learned he had asked for the responsibility. His success in transforming a young wife into a cock-hungry slut for African men (with the assistance of subliminal programming) had been recognized by the corporation and he was given promotion and reward. His request to be my guardian was quickly granted.
Eventually, tribal leaders and holy men were called upon to establish the resurrection of Osuni with a story to provide validation coming from them. Ultimately, that meant more African cock for me as they 'tested' and 'certified' my ascension to being Osuni. It was a marvel that all of them had big African cocks. That must be some tribal region.
I learned from Dimka that Mr. Okafor has been a benefactor of the remote tribe for years, even before he made his massive fortune and better afford it. While building the company that would someday become United Africa, he established water rights and supplies lines and regional protection against roving warlords. Although the tribe, and other tribes in the region who have benefited by their proximity, have their chiefs and medicine men who rule, Mr. Okafor's influence and favor have been rumored to rival them in effect. So, when Mr. Okafor made the long journey over the mountains that have no passable roads to ask for the help of the tribe, they were very willing, even when it was understood to be for business gain. But, all knew that Mr. Okafor's success secured the tribe and region in security and abundance. Lending support of the resurrection of an old legend was a small price and one the tribe found easy to accept.
In the period of a few weeks, Dimka and I lived a quiet existence. We used the pool a lot and quietly enjoyed our time alone. Other than a few assignments to drive someone, Dimka had me mostly to himself with only an occasional arrival of one of the other executives, a very telling sign of something very important occupying them. I, of course, spent the entire time naked and paying as much attention to him with my body and mouth as he could stand. He can stand a lot.
We were lounging by the pool in the back when we heard a car door slamming in front. Dimka rose from the lounger we were occupying to see who it was. He slipped on swimming trunks as he approached the sliding door at the back of the house. A moment later he was opening the same door for Mr.s Okafor, Ibori, and Contee, all of whom were still in suits from the office.
I quickly rose to join them, kissing each on the lips and relishing their casual touches on my naked body. "May I get you gentlemen something to drink before I set myself to removing those suits to make you more comfortable?"
Mr. Contee laughed, "You read our minds, dear."
I jogged into the house and returned with a tray of various drinks, each the favorite of the men including Dimka. After serving them, I went to work removing jackets, shirts, slacks, and underwear, Dimka's swimsuit leaving him, also. The men, the three most powerful men of United Africa plus Dimka, the most powerful cock of United Africa, stood in a loose semi-circle talking about something. I learned long ago to ignore what the men discussed and to put my full attention on satisfying their cocks.
I was busy moving from man to man on my knees to take each of their wonderful African cocks into my mouth and throat. I would suck and switch as long as it took before one of them indicated they wanted to use some other hole of my body. But, sometimes they wanted to finish in my mouth the first time.
I was sucking greedily on Mr. Contee's cock when I was pulled up. I found it was Mr. Ibori and he pointed me to Mr. Okafor who was lying on one of the lounges. I hurried over to him, straddled the chair and him, reached for his 12 inches of hard cock, and began sitting down over it. There was no need for preparing myself. The men and I knew very well I was always wet and ready for their cocks. It was like a switch inside me and when any one of them was near me it was flipped on.
I instantly began an even, rhythmic fucking motion the moment my ass touched his thighs and his cock was fully in me. The celebration event at Mr. Okafor's country estate proved that not all Africans are endowed with such cocks. That knowledge, though, only gave me an additional reason to rejoice that it was them who I found myself devoted to. I was torn, as I often found myself with these men. On one hand, I always desired to give each man the best enduring fucking and climax; on the other hand, there were the other three men growing more anxious as they watched. It was taken out of my hands, though, as was often the case. I was theirs to fuck or suck, theirs to use as they wished, and I generally could count on not having to do anything but respond to what the men desired and to flow with those desires as they shifted and evolved during our sessions. Such was the case again.
I saw him point with two fingers and quickly found Mr. Contee and Mr. Ibori at our sides, their cocks in hand pointing at my head. I moved back and forth with an open mouth, moving my head to take each, in turn, deeper and deeper until I was taking each into my throat. I didn't notice Mr. Okafor's point once again, my face pressed into one or the other of the men. The first indication was feeling powerful hands spreading my ass cheeks. Dimka. His 14 inches of African cock in my ass with Mr. Okafor already in my pussy would be a struggle. It always was when these men double penetrated me but after the initial tension of being penetrated, it was heaven and I was sure Mr. Okafor chose Dimka for my ass because it would fill me to the maximum and add that much more tightness around his cock. Mr. Okafor was always aware of how to maximize his situation. And that included my holes.
Dimka fucked my ass aggressively, as he always fucked me. It occurred to me at a moment when Dimka paused to reset his feet that Mr. Okafor wasn't even providing any movement. He was deriving stimulation from Dimka's cock sliding over his own, the only separation being that thin membrane between my pussy and asshole. He was fondling my C-cup breasts that would otherwise be bouncing and swaying from Dimka's pounding into me. This was different. He seemed content to being inside me and achieving stimulation gradually through the other fucking.
My thought was confirmed when Dimka came. His long, thick cock pulsed and spewed cum deep into my ass, his cumming moments after my orgasm caused my two holes to spasm and clench fiercely around the invading cocks. It felt like Dimka shot cum up my body into my bowels. He flexed and thrust as the last of his cum was released into me, then he pulled his 14 inches from my clenching ass and it was then that I felt Mr. Okafor's cock pulse in my pussy but he seemed to control it. I looked down at him and he smiled back up to me.
That moment was broken, though. No sooner was Dimka out of my ass than Mr. Ibori slammed his 12 inches into the gaping hole of my ass. I gasped and cried out at the aggressive penetration but moans and sighs quickly replaced them as I was once more in the throes of increasing stimulation of two cocks filling and stretching me. Before either I or Mr. Ibori climaxed next, Mr. Okafor climaxed. I felt his cock swell and pulse at the moment before cum filled my pussy. I could feel everything about the cock inside me, so tight were they filling me. But, he never made an effort to escape from underneath me. He was content to remain in my pussy as the other cock stroked his. His cock seemed to remain hard, if it softened at all. I came a second time a moment after feeling Mr. Ibori fill my ass with more African cum. My body convulsed and shook and I collapsed onto Mr. Okafor's body but my body was still being used.
Mr. Ibori slid his cock out of my ass and I could feel the cum of two men flowing from my gaping asshole. Not for long, though, as Mr. Contee took his turn at my ass, plugging any flow so only that which was squeezed out by his quick and powerful thrusts forced out.
I didn't cum a third time but used my tired muscles to clamp down around the cock in my ass which also had the effect of clenching around the cock in my pussy. I didn't cum but Mr. Contee soon did.
After Mr. Contee pulled out of my asshole, I again had the obscene feel of cum sliding out of my open hole unimpeded. I raised my breasts from Mr. Okafor's chest by regaining support from my arms. I looked down at him, squeezed his cock, and moved slowly on his cock.
"Should I fuck you again, sir?" I asked.
He reached up and pinched a nipple. "No ... we need to discuss something with Dimka. You can suck me, though. I don't know that this old man can cum so quickly. I'm not like Dimka, you know. You can clean my cock, at least."
"Of course, sir," I said with enthusiasm that belied the fatigue I felt from three orgasms and god only knew how many minutes of fucking. I raised my hips slowly, wishing to feel his cock inch from my clenching pussy. I shifted to my knees between his legs and smiled as I gazed at his still firm cock coated with our combined juices. I licked his cock from base to head, licking his balls of leaked cum and pussy juice, then the shaft and finally the head, taking it into my mouth to suck and lick with a swirling tongue. The conversation was going on around me but I was oblivious to the words, only the distinct tones of each voice registering in my mind. These were the four men, the four African men who held their magic over me, the four African cocks my mind and soul was devoted to satisfying and, as a result, any other African cock these men directed me toward.
Dimka had been the one who converted me but at Mr. Contee's direction and his scheme of using mind control or suggestion. It hadn't been as effective as hoped on Robert but had been effective on me to release the woman I was from the confines of societal restriction and conformity. They released an African-cock slut who was devoted to satisfying African men. Mr. Ibori had confirmed what had happened and Mr. Okafor found a way to take advantage of it. It would seem I should resent all four men. Instead, I revered them for what they had done for me. That was the key: FOR me, not TO me. They released me, released me to realize a simple existence that consumed me. Orgasms and African cock spewing cum into any hole they might be thrust into. I was in heaven because of these four men. Mr. Okafor and the others might have an agenda for using me but that use only gave me what I desired ... more African cock.
"How much did you hear," Dimka asked after the other three men had left. I had walked them to the open front door to kiss and thank each of them. I squeezed my thighs together feeling their cum on the insides of my thighs, far too much cum to be contained by pussy or ass.
"Nothing, Dimka," I replied as we walked directly to the master suite and the bathroom for a shower together. "I was ... thinking ... as I sucked his cock how lucky I am to have met you ... and the others. Why?"
He put a pause on further talk as we came under the impressive shower heads, water cascading over us from above and the sides. Of course, serious cleansing of our bodies had to wait for yet another fucking with me pressed up against the glass wall of the shower as he assaulted my pussy from behind with his fulfilling pole. I gazed out from the shower at the image in the massive mirror above the counter and sinks, watching the assault coming at me from behind, my breasts mashed against the glass, my body being thrust forward with every thrust of his cock. This is what others see as I am being fucked by someone while awaiting their turn. This joyful, eager, lustful expression as I give myself fully to the experience. No wonder ... no wonder these African cocks continue coming to me.
It is late and I am lying on top of him, his cock buried in my pussy after yet another satisfying mutual climax. I cherish the chances to go to sleep like this, a satisfying orgasm and his cock inside my clenching pussy. This time, though, Dimka has been explaining what was going to happen and what was expected of me. It seemed surreal. They think this is going to work. I will, of course, do everything within my ability to assist in the effort. I have desired to please African men for so long now and most recently since Robert left have committed myself to whatever the men of United Africa specifically might desire from me. That I might facilitate in advancing the corporation and the enrichment of these men through this new role was now my focus.
We were to leave in the morning. It would be a long journey that at times would be difficult to reach the remote region beyond the mountains where we would encounter the tribes. I was nervous and excited. Even Dimka didn't know what the process would be for the tribes. Resurrecting an ancient tribal legend ... for the legend to spread, first the people of the tribe would need to be convinced.
Dimka had his shiny, black Land Rover waiting outside. He had a large duffle of his stuff but was adamant that I was to bring nothing. "Surely," I argued, "the people in the tribe don't run around naked anymore." He agreed, kind of. This is remote and there is still a lot of partial nudity. And, he came back with, Osuni would be naked regardless. "But, I'm not going to BE Osuni, just a modern embodiment of her, like the Pope is of Saint Peter." He stopped arguing. Since when did I get so resistant to being naked. "Fine," I said in defeat and resignation. I don't go walking around naked in public. The village is their public.
We slowed alongside an identical Land Rover containing three black men. Dimka only slowed and the other vehicle accelerated to fall in behind us. I asked the obvious. Cameramen and a producer, he said. He elaborated. Nobody knows what to expect what the tribal elders will want to do to give their stamp of approval. Despite the influence of Mr. Okafor, the people of the tribe have to be convinced, too. And, a big part of the legend being resurrected is for it to spread out from the tribe in a natural way in this modern world. Conspiracy theories are spread by word of mouth and 'proof' on the internet. Experts have advised Mr. Okafor to follow that path.
I looked skeptical. He smiled. It's not so far fetched, he added. He explained that whatever the tribal leaders did to 'prove' Osuni has in essence returned through you, the cameras will capture it. It will be rough, captured from a distance, and probably difficult to show detail. It will be carefully edited and ultimately approved by Mr. Okafor and his experts. In the end, they want only some footage, an hour at the most, edited down to capture whatever tests you are put through but most importantly the final presentation of you by the elders to the tribe and their acceptance and reverence.
I was dressed in shorts and a tee-shirt and sandals for the first part of the trip. I slightly turned to Dimka, "You know I will do anything to please you and whatever they think is best for United Africa. But, do you think this is going to work?"
He shrugged and turned to look at me for a moment. "What I know is, if it does work, you become even more important to Mr. Okafor and that is always good."
I thought about that for a moment, then, "Is that why you requested being my guardian and companion? If this succeeds, this will be good for you, too?"
He reached over the center console, stroked, and squeezed my exposed thigh. "You were my assignment ... at first. I was to fuck you and convert you." I pressed his hand more firmly onto my leg. It worked. "That quickly changed, though, Ann. I was to show you the wonders of sex and release them from you if it was there, the woman desiring cock, specifically African cock. That happened, didn't it?" I nodded. Did it ever! "Something else happened very quickly: your marvel at the experiences, your joy, and excitement, your enthusiasm and curiosity and eagerness captured me. I wasn't merely fucking an attractive white woman; I was again living with you the wonders and peaks of sexual experience. In a way, you also converted me." He paused, "I wanted you. Protecting you was the way I could."
I reached to his crotch. It was packed solid with what I imagined was an aroused 14 inches of African cock straining within the confines of his khaki slacks. The feeling is mutual, I thought. I undid his belt and he raised his hips as I undid the button and lowered the zipper. I released my seat belt and bent over the console pulling out his long black cock and kissing the head.
I raised my head and kissed his cheek. "You know I've given myself to African cock and the corporation." He nodded. "Dimka ... from the first you have been my favorite and the only one I truly desired to be with. Everything else is just sex ... fucking ... satisfying cock." He smiled and nodded. It would have to be enough. I sucked him into my mouth, eventually down my throat, and then to climax. We understood what the limits were for us, but we also understood that in a very real way I could never have enough of him.
The Land Rovers could take us only so far. Then we walked. Dimka had his duffle pack, the other men had packs and equipment. I had only my body weight. The trail was narrow, windy, but well-traveled, including indications that horse or donkey was also used. Into the thickest forest, I'd seen, up the mountain, and after a day over the pass. Down the other side, I imagined it as being easier but the trail was steep and the calves quickly felt the effect of stopping the momentum of going downhill.
I was gazing at the scenery, the wilds of African in the real when Dimka stopped and lowered his pack. I was thinking of a rest stop but he tugged on my tee-shirt. I knew. I looked into the valley and finally spotted several columns of smoke coming out from the trees below along the river. We were close. I glanced behind me at the other men, then tugged my tee-shirt up and over my head. Handing it to Dimka, I then shed my shorts, leaving the sandals on. As Dimka had said earlier, my being naked among men, even strange men, wasn't unusual. Walking into a village of people, even this remote, felt much different. But, I knew what was at stake and I understood my role.
My appearance entering the village drew attention from everyone. Those who were inside huts or otherwise occupied nearby came out into view of the naked, blonde-haired, white woman in the company of four clothed black men. Dimka was greeted warmly by men, women, and elders. Dimka stopped in what appeared to be about the center of the village where four older men came out of a hut. While many of the people wore casual clothes of some kind, the older men wore elaborate robes. Men were largely wearing shorts, the women some form of dress or skirt. Many of the women, despite their age, were topless. The children were for the most part naked, even some pubescent boys and girls.
The elders spoke to Dimka. Although I have picked some of their language I wasn't picking any familiar words as they spoke in a hush and quickly. Dimka nodded a lot, then turned to me to approach. He explained this was the hut where I would be evaluated within a process they had decided. I would stay there until he, Dimka, came for me. It could be days. I nodded. Nobody knew what this process was, many believing, I suspect, that one no longer existed, if it ever did.



I was led into the hut which inside was muted lighting from small openings in the wall. Most furnishings had been moved to the sides and a large woven mat with several blankets on it was centered in the room. The implication of that, along with knowing that Osuni was an openly sexual woman, indicated what part of the process would be.
The elders face me inside the hut. Comments were shared between them they were not intending for me to understand or reply. The man who seemed to be the leader or chief began fiddling with his robe at the neck and waist. The robe dropped and he was naked. He, like everyone else I saw in the village, was dark black. He was slightly on the soft, heavy side in physique but what immediately caught my eye was his cock. It hung between his legs, thick and long, nearly as big as Dimka. The other men followed suit. I fought to control my face as a smile tried to spread across it. What is it about this region, I wondered. Before me were four big African cocks. The three Africa United executives and Dimka were also from this region ancestrally, at least.
Nobody initially moved. They stood alongside each other with me before them. I made the move. I made the few steps to them and dropped to my knees before the Chief. I leaned forward to kiss the head of his cock where it hung. I then turned to each of the others doing the same before returning to the Chief and, taking his dark black cock into my white hands, I kissed and licked the length of the shaft and finally opened my mouth wide to take the head inside. I sucked and licked and stroked his cock. It felt so much like the others, large, thick, long, and protruding veins snaking along with it. I was lost in the feeling of it in my hands and mouth until I felt it throb and Iooked up. His moans and gasps were soft and quiet but his eyes were closed and mouth open.
I moved to the next man, leaving one cock hardened and putting his hand on it. I smiled as his hand slowly stroked his cock in response. When I had four hardened cocks around me, I crawled to the blanket-covered mat, lay back opening my legs, and reaching my arms out in an invitation to them. It was the Chief, of course, who came to me first. I watched between my legs, knees raised and splayed to the sides, as his hand moved his cock head to my pussy and I felt it moving over my lips, spreading them open, and locating my hole where he paused. He looked down at me with a slight smile of his own. I wasn't sure what caused it but it wasn't lost on me that the only foreplay was me preparing their cocks. No man had touched me. Yet, my pussy was wet and readily opening. It wasn't just my United Africa men. I juiced in preparation for any cock.
He pressed his cock head at my hole, his eyes flicking from his cock at my pussy to my face. Was he concerned about me taking his size? I moved my feet behind his hips and pulled. His cock sank inches inside me. I gasped and sighed at the sensation of about to be filled by a big cock. Dimka had withheld sex during the journey and I was hungry for the feeling of it, again. The man nodded, seemingly understanding my desire and ability to take big cock. He thrust powerfully and sank most of his cock into me. I gasped and moaned as he groaned and grunted. He pulled back and thrust the remaining inches into my wet, clasping pussy. He fucked me quickly like there was an agenda or timetable. His fucking was powerful and urgent. He fucked me like he was used to fucking pussy given to him. The entire situation, the expectation of what was to happen, added arousal and eroticism for me and my orgasm flooded his cock with warm juice and spasming pussy muscles. He climaxed quickly, too.
After the other three men quickly fucked me (I reached orgasm two more times), they assisted me to my feet and led me outside the hut. There a crowd of the villagers awaited. Like the United Africa men, these elders' cum was voluminous and as I stood before the people I could feel cum leaking from my pussy down the insides of my thighs. The Chief spoke, the people reacted. I didn't understand any of it but the people appeared to be excited. I was led out into the crowd. I spotted Dimka and the camera crew at the edge but soon lost them as I was led through the village and down to the river where I experienced something that could only be described as a baptism as water from carved cups and gourds was poured over my head and body, first by the leaders before the rest of the villagers did the same. It wasn't just water caressing me, though, as hands and fingers touched and felt everywhere on my body. Perhaps I shouldn't have been surprised. If I was presented as the woman believed to embody the spirit and power and Osuni, the people's fascination would be this exactly.
Unknown to me at the time, the camera crew was busy putting discreet, data-storing cameras inside the hut. These grainy images would eventually be part of the 'proof' used for the resurrection of the legend.
As I was led away from the river, the people separated into two lines with me being led between them. It was like a gauntlet of touches. Hands touched, caressed, and stroked any part of my body they could reach. It suddenly occurred to me: this had nothing to do with my merely being naked; these people were inclined to believe, not believe in me, but believe the legend and somehow that was me.
Back in the hut, my test, if that's what it was, intensified. For the rest of the day, except for a brief rest period when I got some food and water, there was a procession of men brought in who fucked me. It was all missionary. I had no idea who all the men were or why each was let into the hut or how many there had been, but I did notice that all had largish cocks. They weren't all as large as the executives and Dimka or the Chief but a few were and the others were mere inches less. Despite all the fucking I routinely get I was getting tender around and in my pussy but the steady stream of orgasms I experienced diverted my mind from that.
As darkness was settling over the village, two women entered with bowels and cloth. They help me stand and walked to a sloping spot near a wall. I blushed as they began wetting the cloths and washing me. Both women were naked, their dark bodies were toned, their breast B to C-cup size, their hips were shapely with strong thighs. I blushed not from the attention of being washed but the cum that ran out of my gaping pussy. It came out in globs, sometimes drops hanging from my lips before stretching to the elastic limit and falling to the ground. After a time, they washed me there, too.
After I air-dried as they patiently waited, one retrieved a small gourd I hadn't noticed. She dipped two fingers in and they came out coated by a thick, viscous substance. She delicately spread it over my outer pussy lips and skin around the area. Another dip of her fingers and she pressed it into my hole. Several times she did this, working her fingers around the inside walls as far as her fingers could reach.
The other woman was removing the top layer of blankets, then pulled back the next layer. They indicated for me to return to the mat. I did as they instructed and was covered. They then left, leaving me in the dark without a candle listening to the muted sounds of people outside and the unfamiliar sounds of the jungle.
Until a familiar voice: Dimka. In the dark, he sat next to me. I wiggled to get my head in his lap as his arm held me to him. Ahhhh, I thought, familiarity ... security. He recapped what the day had been and what he learned about what was coming. Today had been this village: leaders, elders, and rising men of influence. Tomorrow and the day after would be other villages similarly. He explained that the entire region was required, not just a village. After that ... what happened after would be dependent on how the leadership of the villages felt about the likelihood that I embody Osuni's spirit.
I raise my head, startled. "Wait ... the likelihood that I embody her spirit? They are taking this seriously? I thought ..."
He stroked my shoulder and upper arm, pulling me back down and against him. "It wouldn't work, Ann. Mr. Okafor misjudged his influence or ... or more probably, the tribes consider the legend of Osuni too important to be lightly used."
"For real? Dimka ... how ... how could this happen, then?" I dropped my head and a mournful sob escaped my throat. "I'll have failed Mr. Okafor, Dimka." He patted my shoulder, stroked my back.
My fatigue took over, though. I woke to the sounds of the village coming to life. I was visited by the same two women who took me outside to relieve myself, wash, and eat. As I sat in silence eating the fruits and bread given to me, the dreams that filled my sleep revisited me. I realized that the dreams had been symbolic. I saw myself from above being fucked by man after man, black cock after black cock until spent cum flowed out of my pussy with each thrust of cock into me. I saw myself in orgasmic bliss, a repetitive experience of sexual delight and quaking response. I saw men watching, muttering, commenting, and calling for another man to use me. I saw with more clarity what my mind hadn't registered while it was happening: I saw the elders smile and nod and using excited, hushed voices among themselves.
The women indicated it was time. I stood with more resolve. It seemed impossible. Yet, the dreams said otherwise. How could it possibly be? The question didn't matter, though. What mattered was my new resolve and as I walked with determination back to the hut I was aware I had no tenderness, much less pain. Whatever the women spread on me last night was nature's miracle. I might need to have a supply. How's that for thinking with renewed positivity?
It went like that for the next few days. Each day was another village then the women applied the salve at night. After nearly a week of being fucked steadily each day by new men, it stopped. Not entirely, of course. Dimka was allowed to be with me, again. The tribal leaders indicated a desire for my body. I walked the village now, usually with Dimka since I still struggled with the language.
I now spent nights with Dimka and we resumed our fucking. When Dimka took me in the ass the first time after again being together, it occurred to me that all the men had only used my pussy.
"It is not uncommon among the people but is considered a much more intimate form of fucking. They wouldn't presume that it would be acceptable," Dimka explained.
I wondered about that and decided I could use that, too. The next time the Chief indicated his need, I confidently took him by the hand and led him into the hut. There, I knelt on the mat with my face and chest pressed into it. I spread my ass cheeks and said, "Please", in their language. He was quickly out of his robe and, once behind me, sank his cock into my pussy that always seemed to be full of cum. After fucking me for several minutes, he pulled out and pressed his large cock at my tight asshole.
"Yes ... please ..." I murmured.
He grunted and pressed harder against my asshole. I pressed back against him and my sphincter opened under the joint pressure and he popped inside. We both groaned in unison. I raised onto my hands and joined in the rhythm he quickly established. As he thrust into my ass, I thrust my ass back against him. He was soon deep in my asshole, my muscles clenching around him, squeezing him.
I cried out in orgasm, my spasms clenching and massaging his cock that came deep in my ass, spewing his cum, spurt after spurt. He collapsed onto my back murmuring something I didn't understand. I didn't need to ... he was satisfied ... we both were.
Word seemed to spread quickly after that. More of the elders and leaders came to me, again. I offered my ass each time and all happily took it. Each shoving their big cocks up my ass and filling it with their cum.
During a pause, I went back outside. I found Dimka talking to the Chief and several other elders. They had big smiles at seeing me. I turned to go to the river and Dimka fell in alongside me.
"You made quite an impression," he offered. "I can see how, too." I looked up at him puzzled. He leaned over to speak softer though others were not likely to understand. "There is quite a stream of cum down the backs of your thighs." I blushed. He pulled me against him and we both laughed, drawing looks from several others as we passed.
Then something changed in the village regarding me. One day a woman stepped out in front of me, her head turned down slightly and looking at me from the tops of her eyes, her long black hair nearly making it impossible for us to connect eyes. Dimka translated something about her husband who hasn't been willing to get out of bed, hunt or fish, or work with the other men on projects. I looked at Dimka wondering how any of this affected me or what I could do to help her. Dimka shrugged.
The woman was dressed in a worn cloth wrapped around her waist and hips. She was otherwise bare. She was perhaps middle-aged, though life in the jungle made it difficult to judge age. I put my hand on the woman's shoulder and applied enough pressure to indicate I would follow her. She took my hand and led me, with Dimka following behind, a short distance past others to a hut like nearly every other in the village. It was dark inside with all the window openings covered. It took a moment for my eyes to adjust to the sudden darkness. I moved to one of the openings and pulled the covering to the side, then moved to the opposite opening to create lighting from two sides. I found a man curled on the mat. I knelt next to him and straightened his legs and rolled him on his back. I could discern no injuries, fever, or unnatural coloring of his skin. The only thing I could tell from his appearance was that he seemed listless ... depressed.
I looked at the man for another moment, then glanced back to his wife standing in the opening. What to do? What did she expect of me? Osuni? Was that it? Could that be it? What did I know about Osuni? What did anyone know about Osuni beyond the limited stories told and retold over centuries? She was sexual. Her powers were from her sexuality.
I rubbed my hands together briskly for several minutes building up the heat before placing one hand on his stomach and another over his heart. Where did I hear about this? Reiki? The touch of heat caused the man to open his eyes fully and seemed for the first time to truly see me. I took a breath and hoped. I undid the worn shorts he wore, dipped my hand inside to pull out a soft cock. He watched me intently. I didn't look back again at his wife. How could I? Without permission I was holding her husband's cock. I felt it begin to swell in my hand so I lowered my head to place my mouth at the head and took it inside. I sucked and twirled my tongue over it. It steadily grew and firmed until I held a hardened cock in my hand, another big cock. I shifted and pulled his shorts down his legs, then crawled back up and straddled his hips. I reached beneath me to grasp his cock and hold it up and sank over it, taking most of it in one downward thrust. With multiple cums from Dimka and others already in me, his cock slid in easily.
With my ass on his thighs, I dared a look at his wife at the door. I saw not only her and Dimka but several other curious villagers, too. The man groaned as I began moving up and down more quickly and forcefully, the impact of our skin sending smacking sounds into the room. I leaned over him, my breast swaying as I continued to fuck him.
I lowered my face near his and whispered, "You are a strong man. You have a loving wife. You are a proud and necessary member of the village. Roll me over and fuck me. Claim the strength and gift I can give you. Fuck me."
He pushed us apart slightly and gazed into my eyes. His gaze searched my eyes and face. He looked down between us as my hips continued moving up and down his cock. In the next instant, he rolled us and was between my legs fucking me fiercely and urgently. I cried out with moans and gasps and groans that joined with his grunts of effort. I felt his cock swell and pulse before spewing cum in my pussy. Then, I exploded ... noisily, my cries and his groans filling the hut.
Later that same day, another woman stopped us. She said her husband has not been able to kill any animal during hunts or catch fish from the river. It has been several days and they have been eating from the sharing of others. Dimka turned his back to the woman to tell me that sharing is common in times of need but the men are supposed to be the providers of their families. I nodded.
This woman too had her head downturned and looked at me from the tops of her eyes. I held her shoulders and nodded to her. A smile spread over her lips. She turned to lead me to another hut where her husband stood nervously. All window openings were open and it was not dark. I stepped up to the husband and he turned his head down, too. I glanced back at hearing movement. The woman was inside with Dimka. Others were crowded in the doorway and still, others peeking in the side openings. This reminded me of all the times I've had an audience since arriving here and before with the United Africa men.
I took his hands and placed them on my breasts. I nodded to him and he began fondling me. I leaned closer and opened his shorts, letting them drop to the floor. I knelt before him and took his limp cock into my mouth. It wasn't limp for long, though. Another long cock and I took it briefly into my throat. A loud groan escaped from him. I stood and led him to their marital mat where he stumbled backward and landed on his ass. I smiled and followed him down, pushing him back and straddling him the same way as the other husband. I repeated similar messages into his ear: strength, pride, proficient hunter, and fisherman. I then told him to roll us and fuck me and receive my strength.
I heard a gasp from around the hut as the man held me and rolled us and began fucking me hard and furious. After we both climaxed, I pulled him close, "You are a good hunter and fisherman. You will provide for your wife and repay your friends."
Dimka and I talked about it later. "It's just psychology, Dimka. I wasn't doing anything but providing encouragement and reinforcement of what they already knew they were capable of. What if it doesn't work?"
Dimka chuckled. "When you were a practicing Christian, did you pray? Pray for your mother and father, maybe pray for something you wanted, pray for someone to get over an illness?
"Of course."
"And, did those prayers get answered the way you prayed for?" I thought about that. Rarely as a matter of fact. "But, your prayers not being answers didn't stop you from believing or praying for other things and other people." I saw what he was saying: faith in something isn't easy and wasn't dependent on your wishing coming true.
I stopped him from walking. "Do you think Osuni was like that? So, she encouraged people to do what they could and doing it with more purpose and determination because they believed she was helping them."
He tweaked a nipple, "Sounds like you're becoming an Osuni believer, too."
I turned to continue our walk. I don't know what to think.
It had been days since my initial encounter with the two wives and they were only the first. We were at the river when I noticed a woman waving frantically in our direction. As we walked closer, I recognized the woman as the one concerned for her husband who hadn't had any success with hunting or fishing. Then I saw what she was doing. Using a sharp knife on a large flat, smooth stone, she was cleaning and filleting fish, and next to her was a pile of fresh fish and on the other side of her was a woven basket already nearly full of her work.



She was beaming. She was also covered to her elbows in fish scales, slime, and blood. She jumped up and raced to us, throwing her arms around me in thanks. Then, embarrassed, she backed several steps with her head turned down, again. I chuckled, stepped forward, and took her back into my arms. She melted into me. All along the river villagers stopped whatever they were doing to watch, then murmur between themselves. I didn't pay much attention but Dimka did.
More and more, these episodes were repeated in different ways. I spotted the first husband busy with other men erecting a new hut. When he noticed me, he smiled shyly.
After three weeks in the village, a middle-aged woman stopped us. She was dressed in a similar style of worn cloth around the waist and topless. She has a son who wishes to ask a certain young woman for marriage. Dimka explained that marriage proposals were presented to the father for his approval and typically involved some gift representing his ability to provide for the daughter. The young man, I found out, was a very capable hunter and worker but was very shy. Not wanting to offend the mother of the young man, I kept the smile I felt inside.
Knowing the young man was shy and also knowing the curiosity of the village, she led me out of the village to one of the clearings of grasses where livestock was left to graze under the watch of older boys. This clearing was not being used for livestock at the moment. I found the young man standing nervously with maybe a bit of resentment of his mother for seeking my assistance.
I found being among the people for weeks a tremendous advantage in learning the language, even if it was still a rudimentary knowledge for me. I asked him about the young woman and his demeanor changed instantly. She sounded like a wonderful young woman and it was obvious he care deeply for her.
"You have the necessary gift for her father?" He nodded. "And you want the courage to confront him ... to ask for her?" He nodded, again. I gazed into his eyes and held his even though he attempted to look away. My fingers loosened his shorts and they dropped to the ground. He looked down and I did, too. Damn! What is it with the males of these villages? I sank to my knees before him, only part of me doing so with the intent of trying to help him. The other part (bigger part?) wanted his hardening cock. There was no question, United Africa had transformed me into a cock hungry slut. It sounded like Osuni was, also.
I looked up at him as I held his hard cock up and licked the base, "How much courage do you think you need?" I asked. He looked down. His eyes were glazed with desire and lust. Was this his first time, I wondered. A lot, he said.
I turned on my knees and bent forward, my hands spreading my ass cheeks. He just looked at me presenting myself to him. I laughed internally, but said, "You better take my ass, then."
There was no more hesitation. He dropped behind me and awkwardly pressed his cock at my asshole. He pressed but seemed tentative, maybe of hurting me. I pressed back hard and the head popped past the sphincter and he groaned. I gasped as he fucked me with the unique energy of the young.
Dimka and I were invited to the other villages, too. Similar occurrences happened in those, too. I had completely lost track of time in the village life. It was peaceful and unhurried. I was welcomed everywhere I went and my body was sought after by men hoping to gain something and by women for their men. I had also forgotten about the camera crew.
It was more than a month after I had arrived in the village when I was presented still naked to the assembled tribe and members of other tribes. Chiefs and holy men of each of the tribes were present as I walked through the crowd of people. I saw many who I had interactions with, men and women who had interceded for their men. Many people shifted for positions to reach out and touch me.
One after another, the chiefs spoke to the assembled mix of tribes. Dimka translated to be sure I understood all that was said. The Chief of this village spoke of the ancient legend of Osuni, how she had brought cooperation, strength, and prowess to the people of the region. He mused about what it must have been like in those times when she walked the earth among the people.
Then he pointed at me and said, "Not so long ago, a woman not of our tribe came into our village and we all wondered why. Why is this strange white woman with light-colored hair in our village? What we didn't know when we first saw her come among us as she came with a spirit, a spirit that was beyond herself, beyond the people she came from, beyond anything of this world." He came up behind me and I felt the other Chiefs and holy men step forward closely around me. The Chief of this village put his hands on my shoulders. He continued, "Do I believe this woman is the Osuni of the legend? No..." I had to admit, that was a surprise.
Then, amazingly, those behind me spoke as in one voice, "But she carries within her the spirit of Osuni."
Each Chief then chronicled events that had happened in their village since my arrival and interaction with them. As they spoke of events, those who had experienced those events called out in voices that I could only think of in terms of praise or hallelujahs. It was spooky, unreal, surreal. Chills crawled up my spine and rippled over my naked flesh. Could they be right? Could it even remotely be true? Mr. Okafor wanted a tool, me as a tool, to motivate and incent people for corporate gain and his enrichment. I had been chosen initially to become a tool, a toy for their use and pleasure. Along the way, it had become more. Could it possibly have become this much more? Was all this an elaborate play being acted out to an end that even Mr. Okafor and the others had no comprehension of? It seemed too amazing to be. Yet ...
The Chiefs retreated a few steps back from me and the holy men of each tribe assembled around me. One held up the choke collar and medallion I had worn before but as they put it around my neck, something more was happening. I felt a thick piece of hide placed against the skin of my neck as they fastened the collar, but the collar ends were being fused, not clasped. The medallion and collar weren't coming off.
Then, I received another surprise. Men held me on both sides and my legs were parted wide. One of the holy men knelt in front of me and bowls of the colored mixture and sharp needles were given to him. As the other men held me still, I was tattooed in front of everyone. I felt the needles dipped in the inks pressed into my flesh low on my abdomen, very low on my abdomen. The image after he was completed was an exact duplication of the medallion in bright colors that begged to be seen. The bottom of the shape was a mere inch above my clitoral hood.
The man had managed to rub and bump and prod my clit repeatedly in the process. My pussy was dripping and my clit engorged. I was overcome with arousal, confusion, and gratitude. I had come to the village for one purpose, to assist United Africa. I was left feeling something very different and I didn't know how to accept and manage the conflict.
Before we left the village, though, there was one thing I had to do: find a place to take Dimka and jump onto his cock.
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CHAPTER 8: IMIRA
My return from the villages was more than a little weird. Along the journey back, the other men were different around me. I asked Dimka after we were back in the Land Rover.
"You saw the reaction to you back there in the villages. Sure, their leaders may have understood there was an agenda for you being there but even they refused to just yield to Mr. Okafor in this matter. And the people... you saw. They believe. These men," he gestured back to the other vehicle, "seem all Western in their jobs and dress and attitudes but they are still Africans and Africans of this region have heard the stories like peoples everywhere in every culture have stories passed on from generation to generation. They saw as I saw."
"Are you saying, Dimka, that you believe in this?" I asked. I didn't know what to think, anymore. It all seemed too much.
He smiled and stroked my bare thigh. I had elected not to put my shorts and tee-shirt back on. After all the time in the villages, being naked felt too natural. Maybe, as we reached the city, I would have to.
"I believe something happened. I saw it. You are not Osuni, Ann. That person is gone. Do I think you could have the same spirit as Osuni? Do I think you, through your body, can help people who just need a reason to think they can succeed when they could all along and only need something to believe in for strength and purpose? You might be right, Ann. Osuni's power might only have been an uncanny ability to use psychology to give others the strength or courage or determination to do what they needed to do." He patted my thigh and slid his fingers up the inside of my thigh to my pussy. I opened my thighs to give him access and sighed as his fingers tickled my pussy with familiar ease. "But what do I know... I'm just a driver."
* * * *
We had a day to sleep and rest at home and we took advantage of it and rarely left the bed all day. Not all of it was sleeping, though.
The next day I was preparing myself to be taken to Mr. Okafor's office on the top floor of the United Africa corporate office building. I found I touched the collar and medallion frequently and the tattoo just above my clitoral hood. It was strange to think this symbol couldn't be removed without considerable effort and ruining it. And, even if I somehow got out of the collar, the tattoo would always be there.
Once again, I was led through the offices and cubicles of the senior executive level of the corporation by Dimka while wear a light summer dress and high heels. The dress was different than last time but the same style. My long hair covered the collar in the back but the deep, loose plunge of the dress made the presence of the collar and medallion attached to it very evident from the front. I wondered how many of the average people of the region who worked here were even familiar with the legend much less recognize the medallion.
Dimka received a quick reply to his knock on Mr. Okafor's grand office door. And, as I was now used to, I felt Dimka's fingers lifting my hair and untying the halter tie at my neck. Once it was untied, the dress fluttered down my otherwise naked body. Again, Dimka knelt as I lifted one foot, then the other for him to remove it. I stepped up to within a couple of feet of his desk. Upon entering I found Mr. Contee and Mr. Ibori sitting on the couch at the side. Mrs. Okafor stood at his side dressed in an elegant tribal gown much like the robes the Chiefs wore. They were all smiling.
"I have received preliminary reports from the men who accompanied you. I also had representatives waiting for your leaving to talk with the Chiefs and holy men," Mr. Okafor stated matter-of-factly. "I understand people were helped." He fixed his gaze on me, "What do you think happened, my dear?"
"I... I don't..." I stammered.
"Sir," came Dimka's voice from behind me, "I don't think she was in a position to recognize what might have happened." He was challenged. She was there came the retort. "Yes, sir, we both were but she was in the moment, experiencing the men, interacting with the people, listening to their problems, then dealing with them. She was too close, sir. She didn't see the reactions, the looks, the expressions. She didn't hear the comments and murmurs around her and spreading through the villages. She knows she was given the collar and medallion, sir. I don't think she can understand yet."
"What I heard is they found Osuni," came Mr. Olafor's strong voice.
"No, sir," came Dimka's back to him. I think they were all surprised at hearing so much come from Dimka's mouth and with such conviction. I smiled at him. He was my protector. "When the collar and medallion were attached to her and she received her tattoo, it was acknowledged that she could not be Osuni but she was the spirit of her. I think the distinction is important, sir."
Mrs. Okafor left her husband's side and came around his desk to take my hand. She bent to look closely at the tattoo only an inch above my clitoral hood, touched it softly, then did the same to the medallion. She kissed my hand and still holding it turned back to her husband.
"Don't mess this up, husband." There was a hush in the office. First Dimka, now his wife? "Remember your own words, husband. 'Men are the problem'." She turned to me, again. "It is difficult for a white woman from another culture to believe she could be the embodiment of an African legend, isn't it, my dear?"
"Yes, ma'am."
She smiled, "Ma'am?" She shook her head. The men were all wondering what was happening. I was wondering what was happening. "No... dear, I should be on my knees before you but I don't think you could accept that." I shook my head. I definitely couldn't accept that. "Tell us, dear, what do you think about all this and what do you think should happen." She chuckled, "Don't worry about these men. What did I say before? Always remember men are the problem. Now tell me."
I took a deep breath. This wasn't right. All I wanted was to just serve African men and now all this is happening and she wants me to tell them. It's supposed to be the other way around. Then, I felt a soft touch from a strong hand on the small of my back. I looked over my shoulder and Dimka nodded. Dimka has never acted like this with these men despite all he has done for them. Now he was standing up for me and encouraging me. When did this change in him happen? Could I have...?
I took another deep breath and slowly released it. The only one naked in the room and they were all now waiting to hear what I might say. "I... I think..." Mrs. Okafor nodded for me to continue. I felt Dimka's touch, again. "I think something happened in the villages. I can't explain it... I... I don't understand it. Maybe these things aren't supposed to be understood, least of all perhaps by the one who might be causing it, as Dimka said." I turned and smiled at him. "Dimka told me once that some things can only be accepted by belief. Some things can not be proven by the analysis of science or rational logic. Sometimes the only explanation is what you believe in. What I know, though, is that people were helped and that was what others saw. I could rationalize that it's all a psychology trick that the people merely needed to think they were given power or strength or courage to succeed in what they needed to do. For all we know, that might have also been true for Osuni back then. Perhaps she didn't have the power to give but could help people believe they received power from her. I don't know the answer. What I know is I fucked a man who had lost his ability to hunt and fish and told him he was a capable, strong hunter and fisher. A few days later we found him catching more fish than his wife could keep up with cleaning. There was enough for the village. There were other examples like that. Was it luck... or... something more?"
"What do you think should be done?"
"If I embody Osuni... and I have trouble thinking that way... I can't be the confined to United Africa." This caused a stir among the three executives but Mrs. Okafor raised her hand for quiet. Interesting, I thought, that even in this male-dominant culture how much control a woman can still have. "I'm not saying your idea can't still work, sir. My motivation is still serving African men and United Africa. What I am saying is that Osuni is bigger, too big to be contained and still be believed in. The resurrection of Osuni's spirit will be driven by the news from the remote villages where a legend should be resurrected. That her spirit was found in a white foreigner with ties to United Africa can be managed. I am sure your people can create a plausible backstory to incorporate my own story of being here. But, her spirit is too big to remain only here. To continue the belief and to continue the spread of it, she must be seen where she originated... with the tribes."
Mrs. Okafor put her hands out toward her husband, "See?" Then she shocked me by kneeling before me and kissing the tattoo before rising and hugging me. A shiver coursed through me with her lips so close to my clit as I remembered our shared 69 experiences right here in this office. She turned to her husband, the most powerful and important African man I knew, "Don't be a problem here, husband. If you look at her and still see the slut, you aren't seeing her. Listen to what she said. It is the wisdom of Osuni."
I staggered slightly and felt Dimka's supportive hand on my back. She believes, I thought. Not just for business but truly believes. Then I remembered, she's recently from the village I visited. The room was hushed, not a sound but the regular tick of the ornate clock on the shelf.
For the first time EVER, I left these men without being fucked.
When we arrived home and behind closed doors, I jumped into Dimka's arms, my arms and legs wrapped around him as I smothered him with kisses. I held it inside all the way but inside the house, it all came out.
"You were amazing, Dimka. Thank you!" I kissed him more. "Did you hear them? Of course, you did. They were stunned. You made them stop and listen."
He chuckled. His hands were firmly on my bare ass. "They listened to you."
"Only because of how you stopped him. You stopped Mr. Okafor, Dimka. It was amazing. How did you do it?"
He held me like I was nothing. He kept looking at me and I wondered if he was going to answer. Then, "I think you know how that happened."
I pulled back in his hold and gazed into his eyes. "Don't say it, don't say it." I crushed him with a kiss. "Take me to bed, Dimka. Take me anywhere. Fuck me, please. Please fuck me."
He did. He took me to bed and fucked me twice with his big cock. Pussy and ass.
* * * *
A week later and it was still quiet. I hadn't seen an executive or been called into an office. Quiet. Dimka knew something was still happening but he didn't know any details. I knew there was a lot to bring together to start people talking about a legend coming to life.
Then, one day Dimka was called away. He had looked a little different the past day or so but he was a hard man to figure out. A couple of hours later I was out at the pool letting the hot African sun dry me after swimming laps. I heard a car door shut... but then a second. I wasn't expecting anyone but Dimka to return. I stood on the apron of the pool and listened for the doorbell but it didn't happen. Only the executives would enter the house without my inviting them but even they rarely visited me without Dimka being here.
My shoulders sagged, releasing tension built up I hadn't realized I was holding, when I saw Dimka open the sliding door but he stepped back and a young African woman exited the house and he followed. She was dressed nicely in a blouse and skirt as though she should be at an office job. She was 20 years old with a trim, athletic body, my height and weight, and breast size. We would be very similar except for her long black hair, black eyes and skin.
"Ann," Dimka began, "this is Imira. She is from my tribe." Interesting. He explained that she stood out early and was given an opportunity to go to college on a scholarship from United Africa. After graduation, she is now working on the executive floor as a secretary to gain experience with the business."
I stepped forward to close the gap between us and put out my hand to shake hers. It wasn't the form of greeting I was used to any longer, but it seemed more appropriate. Her eyes were fixated on the medallion around my neck but her eyes also flicked down repeatedly at the tattoo below. My being naked didn't seem to bother her.
I watched her fascination with the medallion for several moments and saw her lips moving but it was some moments before I began hearing anything and then it was only a faint, 'oh my gods... oh my gods... I was right... I knew it...'.
"Why is she here, Dimka?" wanting to get the answer but also break her spell-bound stare. Hoping to get her attention with my voice didn't work but Dimka bumped her strongly with his arm and whispered to her.
She looked at me embarrassed. When she looked at me though, it was with a lowered head and only looked from the tops of her eyes... the same way the people at the village had looked at me.
"I am sorry, Osuni. I just knew it was you... really you." I was about to correct her when she continued. "I work on the executive floor and I saw Dimka bring you through to Mr. Okafor's office. Mr. Okafor is a very powerful man, isn't he? Anyway, I saw you, how could I not, when you were the only white person and dressed as though you were going to an outdoor social. But I was close enough to see you. I mean not just you but the... the... oh my gods it's true...sorry. I saw the medallion around your neck and I just knew because nobody would wear the medallion unless it was true."
She hadn't taken a breath until now and that alone was impressive. I thought back, though, to Mr. Okafor wanting me to wear the medallion at the celebration at his estate and knew what she said may be true in her belief but not in the world. Not really.
I blurted to her in her pause, "I am not Osuni." Her head dropped several more degrees and she was silent. My sharp words had far more impact than I intended. I sighed and looked at Dimka. "Why is she here?"
"I visit the village frequently. Many leave the villages and they leave. They claim the village but they leave it behind them. I couldn't do that, the connection is too strong and I like being there."
I nodded, "Yes, I saw that... the way people came to you when we arrived."
"She is the same way. It isn't just the people with us, though. It is also the tribal traditions and beliefs that hold us. I knew her family and I knew Imira well as she grew up. It was my suggestion that she receive the scholarship. Anyway, because she knew me so well, she approached me shortly after we were last with Mr. Okafor."
"To ask if I was Osuni?" I turned to her, again. "I am not the woman Osuni from your legend." Her eyes dropped a little more and I felt bad but I'd been through this with the others, too.
"No, Ann, there isn't a question in her mind about who you are. You ARE Osuni to her. Remember the people in the village. Their belief in Osuni was strong and they believed in you. Imira is merely the same. She may have spent some years outside the village but her beliefs are still strong and she returns to the village when I do. She wants to serve you in any way that might be. If all you need is someone to bathe you, she will do it. Her belief and devotion are that strong."
"Dimka..." I began to protest.
He held up his hand, "Her request has been granted. She is being transferred within the corporation to you. She will still be with the corporation, just not as an office employee... just like you." Like me? I'm not... He smiled at me, "Yes, you are. You don't think your devotion to United Africa wouldn't be recognized to secure your future, do you?" I had no idea.
Did this change anything? If she was mine, and she seemed intent on devoting herself, what would I do with her?
I turned to her and pulled her by the shoulders into my arms and embraced her. Her arms hesitantly went around me to return the hug and she began crying.
I pulled my head back and tried to look at her but she continued to hold her head down. "Why are you crying, Imira?"
"Are you accepting my service, Osuni?" she replied.
I raised her chin with a finger so I could see her eyes. They were beautiful, like the rest of her. "Not if you keep calling me that. I know what you think. I know what the people of your village think. But, in truth, I can't be that woman. That woman went with the god and then died hundreds of years ago. You're an intelligent woman, Imira, you know that. If I am anything like her, I..." I took a resigned breath and sighed it out, "... I am embodied with the Osuni's spirit. Do you understand the difference?"
She did look at me, then. She then hugged me harder and nodded, her head alongside mine. "Yes, ma'am... I understand." She was quiet for a moment, then, "So... you'll accept my service?"
I held her and sighed. I looked at Dimka and he just smiled as if to say, 'such is what your life will be'.
I pushed her to arm's length and fixed my gaze on her. "You know what I will be doing? If you are with me, you know what will be happening?"
"Yes, ma'am," she responded with renewed enthusiasm, "you will... make... love..."
"No, Imira, not make love. I will fuck African men. African men will come to me to use my body."
She nodded. "Through you, they hope to gain some of your power." She looked at me, my body, as if for the first time. "That's why you are naked, ma'am? Are you always naked?"
Maybe that's the way to scare her off, I thought. "Yes. Yes, I am almost always naked just as Osuni was. Remember the legend? And you will have to be, too, if you are serving me. You will be among those men who wish to use my body." She was quiet for a moment and then merely nodded. I was surprised. "You think you can do that?"
I saw her pull in a breath and nod. I checked Dimka and he nodded. "Show me," I challenged her. She was nervous, understandably. She glanced sideways toward Dimka who she had known for many years probably more like an uncle than anything else. Then, her hands rose and she began unbuttoning her blouse. She wore a simple, plain bra underneath and I almost stopped her but there was no other way, not if she was with me. With the removal of her skirt, her panties were equally plain. I waited and she completed undressing. Her black body was stunning. Put seven more years on her body to mature and we would be even more similar.
"Are you a virgin, Imira?" I asked. She nodded shyly, as much by the question and admission as by being naked next to Dimka. "I fuck men, Imira. If you assist me, I will need you to assist me in all ways. Even though some men will come only to use my body, there will be others who come to have their desires satisfied. I do both, Imira. My life is simple, Imira, I only wish to serve African men but really their cocks. Now, I have another reason for doing it. Do you understand what I am saying?"
"Yes," she said as she nodded her head. "I will do anything you wish of me, ma'am. As you see your life serving African cock for either their pleasure or their gain, I wish my life to be in serving you in any way that might be. I will do everything you wish... but... I... I don't know how... with men, I mean."
"I know just the man to train you in knowing the how, Imira." I looked at Dimka and he smiled at me. It wasn't a lusty smile but a look of an agreement to also do what needed to be done. We would be an interesting group, I thought. "I don't mean to embarrass you, Imira, but I need to know you can do this." She nodded. I told her to turn to Dimka and open her legs shoulder width. I wasn't sure if she blushed or not under that dark black skin. I instructed Dimka to touch her pussy which he quickly did. She stood her ground without overt flinching. She did seem determined.



There was something in Dimka's expression. "Is she wet?" I asked. He nodded. This was surprising. Perhaps she too was a woman just waiting to be released. The next would be the true tell. "See if her hymen is still in place," I instructed Dimka. I saw Imira slightly tense but her feet opened a little more without my instruction. Dimka's hand shifted and she took in a deep breath, held it a moment, and released a deep sign and soft moan. Dimka shook his head and didn't remove his thick finger. I came up behind her, took her into my arms from behind, my naked front against her naked back, my hands cupping and fondling her breasts and I nodded at Dimka. No time like the present, I thought. I rolled, twisted, and pulled her hard nipples as I kissed her neck and shoulder before one of my hands slid down her body to stroke her clit. All the while, Dimka's finger stroked in and out of her pussy. When he added a second finger, she gasped and jerked her hips. I realized she was thrusting at his hand. Dimka and I shared a smile. Inside her hiding was a slut eager to be released. She achieved her first ever orgasm on Dimka's finger while naked outside by my pool while I caressed and stimulated her.
I wouldn't have thought I needed an assistant, but the idea was quickly growing on me.
Dimka stayed away for a few days taking care of her transfer and arrangements for her furnished apartment and personal items moved. It was all happening very quickly but I was settling into having her around and she was responding well, too. The clothes she arrived in were left in the bedroom across the hall from mine which I told her would be hers when her stuff arrived and Dimka rejoined us. I continued to press her about the things she will see and led her into awareness of what I would expect.
That first night we were in my bed. She lay on her back and I was half on her, one leg over hers, one arm on her as my hand gently caressed her breast. Her head was propped on a pillow and she watched as I fondled her breast with one hand and softly kiss her other breast and nipple.
"I will need to be like you, ma'am?" she asked softly.
"Like me," I replied, "but not me. Do you understand the difference?"
"I think so," she replied. "You are the spirit of Osuni so there are demands on you. I will assist you, support you with men. I will fuck men?"
I gave her nipple a suck, then looked intently at her. "I desire to fuck African men, Imira. You will, too. We may be instructed to fuck a white man, but only if one of our United Africa men instructs us. Does that idea bother you, Imira?" I gazed at her. "You cannot assist me without truly assisting me."
"No, ma'am, the only bother is that I don't know-how. You say I will be trained?"
"Yes, dear. Dimka is excellent. He trained me from a conservative wife to the slut who now only wishes to serve and satisfy African men. You must wish that, too. A man can tell when it is not real."
She put her hand on my head and stroked my long blonde hair. "I wish to serve you, ma'am, and satisfy all your wishes and needs. If you direct me to satisfy African men, I will do so with my heart and body to the extent that it pleases you. I wish to learn everything I need to serve you and them fully."
I mused as I returned to sucking her breast and nipple and listening to her increasing moans. She didn't need messaging; she only needed the motivation to release what was inside her waiting.
I knelt up beside her, one hand remaining on her breasts while the other slid down her stomach to her pubic mound. "The first lesson," I said and she became more attentive. "Since we serve African men, we remain available to them by being naked whenever possible. I will let you know when you should be covered even if I remain naked." She nodded. My finger slipped between her thighs and I had to press to get to her shaved pussy. "As we are naked to be available to them, we make ourselves available fully. When you are touched down here," as my fingers continued to press, "you open your legs to be more available for their touch."
Immediately her legs parted. I smiled at her and she beamed back. She will be an eager and fast student. Dimka had finger-fucked her out at the pool, now I was going to it but I had another motive in mind, too. I slipped a finger into her still (or again) wet pussy. That finger was soon followed by a second and a third. My other hand stroked her clit or pulled and twisted a nipple. When she was sufficiently aroused and her breathing labored I quizzed her. With her guard down I thought I might uncover some motive or desire to gain something by assisting me. I was satisfied: she merely revered Osuni explaining that it would be an honor for any tribal woman to be thought to be Osuni and the same to be able to serve her.
Satisfied, I brought her to her much-delayed orgasm. I cuddled her as her orgasm ebbed. "Did you enjoy your two orgasms, Imira?"
"Very much, ma'am," she gushed. "I think I will like sex very much." She was quiet a moment, then, "What about you, ma'am? Can I do something for you? I don't know what to do, but if you explain."
I smiled and kissed her on the lips. She didn't flinch but returned it. I said, "I recently learned the pleasures of being with a woman." She smiled. We satisfied each other frequently over the following couple of days Dimka left me to get her comfortable. I had no idea where any of this going to take me but having Dimka and now Imira as companions on the journey will be comforting.
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CHAPTER 9: IMIRA'S TRAINING
Imira and I were busying ourselves picking up and putting the house into order. I was expecting Dimka to return and we had let the house get messy while focusing our time on each other and exploring the nuances of girl-girl loving.
We both heard the car door slam at the same time. Imira turned quickly at the sound. She looked nervous. Despite our spending the entire time together naked, the sound of someone outside made it feel very different for her. We peeked out the side windows at the front door to find Dimka standing by a United Africa truck talking to two men, very black, of course. It had to be Imira's belongings which meant Dimka had successfully closed out her furnished apartment and donated everything but her clothes and personal things.
I told Imira to rush to my closet and return with two of my robes. It didn't matter which because they were all the same except for color and trim: short, silky, and very hard to keep the waist tie secured. They were a favorite of the men if I was to wear anything. I smiled at the thought that it was exactly what I wore to Mr. Ibori's estate the first time I met him.
Imira returned just as Dimka was opening the door. He caught a glimpse of Imira's naked body as she slipped into the robe. I was less frantic about it. The men with the truck were busy at the back of it for the moment. When the first man arrived with a box, it was a very light one. I stopped him, took it, and gave it to Imira. I told her to wait and lead the men with heavier boxes back to her room. Dimka knew what I was doing and we followed behind. The walk from the entryway, down the hall, and into her bedroom had exerted just enough movement to loosen the tie substantially. The men followed her into the room so that when she put the box down on the bed, the men dropped their boxes just inside the door and when Imira turned, the tie fell open along with the robe. She was exposed from neck to shaved pussy and the men didn't miss it.
Dimka hurried the men out and I found her shaking. "They ... saw me ... didn't they?" It was more of a statement than a question.
"Most definitely. I think they were stunned by your beauty. How did it feel?"
"Embarrassing," she admitted immediately, "but ... exciting, too." She looked at me shyly. "Dimka was the first man to see me naked ... and touch me."
I hugged her and assured her many men will be seeing her naked in the future. She shyly looked at me, then smiled. I suggested we tease the men by leaving the ties loose so the robes would gape open from the right viewing. She was nervous but she did it.
After the men left, Dimka and I left her to sort and organize her stuff in her room. She ended up with two boxes for storage in the garage. By the time we eventually went through her clothes, there would be more than that, I was sure.
Dimka and I were alongside the pool when Imira finished and came looking for us. To her credit, she was naked as I had instructed her we always were in the house. I had swum some laps and dried before settling in Dimka's lap as he reclined on a lounge chair. Imira shyly appeared before us, nervously looking at Dimka dressed only in a swimsuit as he lightly caressed my breasts and stomach. I sat up, kissed him lightly on the lips, and gave him a knowing look. He nodded.
I rose and told Imira to take my place. It was time to continue her training. She needed to be somewhat ready before the executives or others began coming.
She smiled demurely at Dimka after I rose. I had to remember that they knew each other from the village and, more significantly, he had been a family friend. She settled onto his lap in the same position I had been in to allow her front to be exposed and available to his touch. He whispered in her ear and his fingers started slowly along her arms. I left them to get a pitcher of cold water and glasses.
When I returned, I saw her eyes closed as his fingers played her nipples and began stroking down her stomach and belly. I watched curiously as his fingers neared the top of her pussy. Her legs parted but his fingers still didn't go there. I gently placed the tray on a poolside table nearby and returned to watch Dimka's efforts and her reaction. I was pleased that her legs opened to him, a response to the play between us during the days we waited for Dimka to return. I had wanted her to experience more orgasms and the casual touch of another person. Now, she needed to feel the same availability to men.
She was squirming on his hard chest and stomach, arousal clearing taking hold as he fondled her breasts and teased her nipples. When his hand moved down her stomach and abdomen the next time, I saw her lower back arch and then her hips curl in anticipation but he withheld his touch there, once again. I heard a soft whimper escape her lips as his fingers caressed back up her toned, black body. Once more, his fingers caressed a lazy route down her body and her body reacted similarly. This time, though, a different sound escaped her lips.
"Please ... oh, Dimka ... please ... touch me there ... please ..."
I had quietly placed a chair to the side and front of them so I could watch. He looked at me. We shared a smile. Dimka was looking at me to receive direction, he was entirely capable of playing a woman; he had pulled the slut out of me. So, I merely smiled and sat back to watch him and her. His fingers were in line to move over her clitoral hood but suddenly moved to each side and the same for her pussy lips which bore a sheen under the sun ... a sheen of the lubrication leaking from her. She continued to release soft gasps and groans and sighs as his fingers teased along her pussy without touching her there. When his finger suddenly moved along her wet slit, she expelled a loud breath and moan. Her hand moved to her remaining free breast and her legs spread a little further, her back flexing in rhythm to her ragged breathing. His finger pressed and parted her lips, moving between them, and taking on a sheen of her wetness.
My eyes shifted to her face. Her eyes still closed, her mouth slightly open, occasionally biting her lower lip or licking her lip with her tongue, her head turning up as her shoulders flexed with her moving back. Suddenly, her mouth opened wide, and a strangled expelled moan escaped. I looked down to find Dimka with his finger deep in her pussy and slowly moving in and out. His other hand moved down to stroke her clit, which was now clearly engorged, and she reacted strongly to the touch. In minutes more, she came, again, on his fingers.
I brought them both water, which she guzzled down. Hydration is critical in the hot African sun and more so with orgasms, I think. She held the glass with one hand and stroked his arm that still had fingers stroking along and in her pussy. She looked at me watching her. Her face expressed shyness but her body was wantonly exposed and open to Dimka's touch.
I smiled and nodded to her. "How do you feel?" I asked.
"Wonderful ... amazing," came her reply. She was stroking his arm, "Thank you, Dimka ... again." He hugged her under her breasts with his other arm. Typical Dimka, his action speaks more than words.
With Dimka's fingers playing over her open pussy, I asked for my curiosity, "You seem primed to experience these things, Imira. Why is it you are still a virgin? Surely, in the city, you found many young men who you were attracted to."
She nodded, "The tribe ..." she began, paused, and started, "... in the tribe, it is an honor to have the Chief be your first. If the Chief contacts the parents and the parents agree, a young woman feels honored and it is a sign of special significance for attracting young men of the village who would be good providers and give lots of children."
Interesting, I thought. I had a sense when I was first with the Chief as he fucked me that he was accustomed to many women. That, and I suspect many mothers, too, was the reason. Dimka nodded.
She continued, "When people leave the villages, they often leave behind the old ways, especially the children of parents who left. I was taken out to be tutored for college. I guess ... I think I still yearned for the ways of the village." She looked at me, then down her body at Dimka's fingers moving over and into her pussy. She sighed at his continued touch and looked back at me and, obvious to me, she was considering something more. "The village, ma'am, is a place of order ... especially for a woman like myself who wishes for order. This world," she opened her arms to everything around us representing the material world, "holds many opportunities but ... but maybe not for a woman like me who still feels the pull of the village life." This was amazing. I looked at Dimka and wondered if what I was thinking might explain him, too.
Nothing ventured, nothing gained. "Imira, you honestly believe in me, don't you?" Dimka's fingers stopped. I suspected he didn't want to influence her.
She studied me closely. I had rejected the name earlier, now I was asking. She nodded. "Yes. You are her, maybe not her-her as in the physical her, but you are her. I don't know if that makes sense but it is true. It isn't just the medallion you wear. Anyone could have given you a symbol, but the tattoo ... when I saw it ... it is of the style of my village. They believe."
I looked at Dimka who watched me over her shoulder. Our eyes had their separate conversation until I had to have it verbally confirmed. "You, too?" I asked. "You've been coy with your answers before, Dimka, but ... you, too? This isn't just helping United Africa?"
He sighed but I could read him now. He was reluctant to betray the men who had provided him so much. At that moment, I saw the tribal man separated from the tribe in the same way Imira described herself. He opened his mouth, closed it, and I saw Imira stroke his arm more firmly.
"Yes," he finally responded. "Yes ... I believe, too. I have pretended to be separated from the tribe but there is a reason I visit the tribe when others don't. I need them. I need to feel their connection and real life in the natural world. When you live in that world, Ann, you are open to signs others cannot see or feel."
Imira rose from Dimka and stepped in front of me. She bent over and kissed my throat but I knew she wasn't kissing my throat, she was kissing the medallion. Then, she pushed my knees apart and knelt between them, and kiss the tattoo just an inch above my clit. And, suddenly it made sense. It was curious to me that this young, inexperienced woman should flow so easily and eagerly into girl-girl sex. Yes, we licked and sucked each other's pussies, but that wasn't her real aim. She was attending to that symbol. And, this ... her openness to Dimka's touch and her nervousness with other men. She felt a bond with Dimka, a common belief, and commitment they shared. Me ... but not me ... Osuni.
Dimka's voice refocused me. "You were surprised when I stood up to the executives. Do you understand, now?" I nodded. "When Mrs. Okafor pressured you for your thoughts, you flatly agreed to help United Africa as they intended but you insisted that Osuni was the tribes', not theirs." He studied my reaction. "She pushed her husband, remember? Do you remember she was more recently from the village, too?"
She was, I remember her sharing that, that Mr. Okafor took her away from the tribe. It had been an honor to be the wife of a powerful man, but I remember there was something in the way she told it that hinted at a significant loss in the gain. I gazed at Dimka then Imira still between my legs looking up at me. How long was my western thinking going to reject what was so obvious to them? As Dimka has gently challenged me several times, when does science, rational thinking, or logical arguments made a difference in beliefs? Those things never explained belief. They can't. Belief comes from within, not from the brain.
"What am I going to do with you two?" I playfully asked.
"Accept us," Imira responded as she gave my tattoo another kiss and her tongue dipped lower to lick my clit. I nodded and smiled down at her. Then, she sat back on her heels. "You want me to serve African cock like you but all I can do is serve you and in serving you I can satisfy African cock." She gazed at me and took a deep breath before pushing on. "I think ... I think when Dimka released you to feel your devotion to serving African men, something else happened. I think ... he released you ... you who you were and nobody knew. I think ... you don't lust after African cock at all. I think your lust is the awakening of yourself in serving African men, yes, but ultimately, in serving African men who desire your help." She held my gaze without flinching from it, though I could see she felt she was treading on unstable footing.
This was overwhelming. They were both presenting an argument devoid of rationality or logic but more compelling than if they were using those very tools to argue against it. Could it be? Could my insistence of including the tribes regularly have been the demarcation point in my subconsciousness when my commitment to United Africa for material, motivational gain also accepted the tribal effect of my presence? Was I already subconsciously moving in the same direction these two (three including Mrs. Okafor) were already firmly planted? And, if I believed, even a little, what would that mean?
It was too much. Everything I assumed before was being challenged. I abruptly rose from the chair and rushed into the house, slamming the bedroom door closed. Several moments later, Dimka knocked and came in, sitting on the edge of the bed where I was curled protectively.
"It's too much, Dimka. I was a simple wife, frustrated but content at some level. Then, I was a cock-hungry slut and I truly was happy. Yes, I was manipulated at first but, in the end, I was truly happy to have an African cock to suck and fuck. Then, Mr. Okafor comes up with his medallion plan. It was manipulation... it was fake ... he intended nothing more but to use it for his gain. The village surprised him, though. It messed with his assumptions. The villages believed. Who would have thought? I continued to reject it because ... because what was I? I was just a slut. It caused me to think, though. Then you standing up for me and Osuni and the villages. Then, Imira. Damn, Dimka ... I can't help it ..." He hugged me tight and told me it was okay. He was comforting me. "Dimka ... see? See what's happening? Before ... before you would have just fucked me to straighten me out. Now ... you're so gentle, comforting, caring." I straightened and rolled over to look up at him. "We're changing, Dimka. I'm changing." He simply smiled. "What does it mean?"
"It means, I think," came a young, innocent voice from the door, "that none of us can assume to know who we are, what we are, or will become until it is finally revealed to us." She crawled onto the bed on the opposite side of me from Dimka and added her comforting arms to his. "Maybe ... maybe ... if you thought you were just a slut, maybe that time provided you with the openness and skill to be with men now. Maybe you had to go down that path for this path to be found."
I looked up at Dimka and he raised his eyebrows. I started laughing, then saw how that devastated Imira. I pulled her into my grasp, "No, Imira, no, no ... no." I kissed her forehead and hair and stroked down her back. "No, Imira ... I laughed because your words, your vision, with everything else makes it all so reasonable."
"You mean," Dimka venture, "you are believing, too?"
I smiled at both. "Believe? What it means is that I believe I can make this more than being United Africa's slut for their profit."
Almost in unison, they said, "It's a start." This time we all laughed.
* * * *
There was another start necessary, though. In my mind, Imira's training to fuck African cock encountered a tectonic shift. I discussed it with them the next morning. Amazing what your subconscious mind can work out when you stop trying so hard. Dimka liked it. Imira blushed and was speechless. After everything she had come up with recently, that was a surprise.
What difference would it make? Maybe not a lot. She would still fuck African cock. She would still be naked. But, in our minds and attitude, the difference was ... well, a tectonic shift in perspective. It was, apparently, as big a significance in Imira's attitude that she suddenly couldn't wait to begin her serious introduction to sexual training by Dimka. We would have to walk a fine line around United Africa but I felt we all were suddenly much more interested in returning to the villages.
Imira and I were finishing the cleaning of the kitchen after breakfast and coffee when I glanced back at hearing a sound. Dimka stood leaning against the entry to the kitchen. Imira saw my face and turned with me.
"Yes?" I asked playfully with a large smile.
He shrugged, "Just enjoying the view of two amazing naked asses." He was dressed as always in dark slacks, a pull-over shirt that fit his strong body like a second skin, and his heavy shoes.
I whisper into Imira's ear and her face lit up brighter. She hung the dish towel and turned to Dimka. She was naked like me and seemed more comfortable with it now. She stepped up to Dimka, "Can we begin my training, now?" He had confided to me that he never liked the idea of tricking me and we were relieved that none of that was to be used with Imira. Her approaching him, brightened him, too.
He picked her up like he has done to me so many times as if she weighed nothing. She giggled with her eyes only on him as he carried her into the family room. He placed her standing on the floor in front of him as he sat on the couch. His hands began fondling her breasts, his fingers on her nipples, his hands moving down her body to her pussy. I watched quietly from the side and was pleased to see her open her legs as his fingers approached her pussy just as I had instructed. Dimka was telling her she would be touched by men without asking her approval. She must get comfortable with being touched just as she must be comfortable being naked and viewed by men. I watched as his finger again entered her pussy. I saw her flinch slightly, very slightly, but she didn't move and didn't show any resistance. What I heard from her was a soft gasp followed by a moan.
Dimka was smiling, "You are already wet, Imira."
She nodded, "Yes, sir. I ... I ...," she stammered. Being verbal about her sexuality was still too new but there was a determination in her. "I found myself ... being very excited just ... just to be able to assist Osuni." If her mind was diverted in the slightest, she continued to fall back into using that name.
"You like the idea she presented this morning?" he asked as a second finger entered her and I could see her breath catch as two of his large fingers moved inside her, her legs now wider and her knees flexing slightly as if to gain more of his fingers deeper. I think there is a very sexual woman inside her.
"Yes ... yes ... ooooooooo ... before ... I would have ... done anything for her ... anyway ... but now ... she honors me and ... my life is hers."
We both looked at her, found her eyes closed and looked at each other. I could see he was as surprised as I was. Then he smiled and raised his eyebrows as if to say, see how she believes. I saw; I heard; the burden of that belief weighed on me.
I was brought out of my thoughts about her ... and me ... by the moans and gasps of her orgasm, again by his fingers. He grabbed her into his lap and softly caressed her back and arm as she settled and calmed. He softly spoke to her about how beautiful she looks when she orgasms, how easily she responds, and how that will encourage and empower the egos of men. He then asked her if she was ready. She nodded confidently.



I watched nervously. She is going to be introduced to men by the largest cock I have encountered of all the African men I have fucked. He whispered instruction to her as she knelt at his knees and loosened his slacks. I watched as he raised his hips for her to pull his slacks down. With his slacks at this knees, she looked up at him and touched the front of his boxer shorts. Her looked moved sharply down to her hand and I knew what she was feeling there surprised her. No matter what most women might envision about cocks, and Imira was very innocent, nothing quite prepares you for what he carries between his legs.
I saw the huge breath she took and watched as her fingers grasped the waistband and tugged them down, too. I saw and heard her gasp as his 14-inches of black cock came into view. He continued to whisper to her with instructions and I watched her head lean forward and her mouth open to let her tongue come out to lick his shaft. The first licks were tentative but that quickly changed as he complimented her and encouraged her. I saw his mouth moving with instruction and her mouth open wider to accept the bulbous head between her lips. I saw her begin to take more into her mouth, to pull back and press down. I saw her cheeks concave as she sucked. His magnificent cock was soon hard and her hands fisted his shaft and stroked up and down as her mouth sucked the head.
He stopped her with a finger under her chin and lifting her chin to look up at him. "Are you ready?" he asked. She shivered visibly but nodded despite her nervousness. "Straddle me, Imira. On top, you have control." He told her to take her time, control how much she took, how deep, and how fast. I watched as she crawled up, her knees on each side of his legs. He held his cock up as she positioned herself over it. He whisper more to her, undoubtedly about taking it and positioning it, as she did just that. I heard a loud gasp escape her mouth as the massive head fit against her hole and she settled down just slightly. She moaned and gasped as she wiggled around positioning his cock better and finally pressing down a fraction of an inch. I could easily imagine the feeling she was experiencing at the first time of being stretched so fully after only having fingers, even if large fingers, ever having penetrated her otherwise virginal pussy.
I could tell when the head had pressed inside by the cry that filled the room and she collapsed into his chest and hugged his neck. To her credit, she continued to move her hips slightly up and down. Soon, half his cock was inside her and, as she rose along with his cock, I could easily see the sheen of her juices coating it.
Her orgasm was massive but he encouraged her and I knew by my own experience with him back then how he was telling her that her pleasure was secondary and she must continue her effort to please and satisfy the man who is fucking her. She never stopped, even if her motions were interrupted by the explosions of her body. When I heard Dimka grunt and flex his hip sharply up against her, she had most of his cock inside her and her eyes shot open and she cried out in orgasm a second time.
Her moans and shivering slowed as she remained settled against his body still deeply penetrated by his cock. She pulled her head up and kissed him hard. She seemed to kiss him with a new awareness of what kissing was, how much can be shared and expressed by the pressing of lips against each other. She then twisted her shoulders and head but remaining on his cock.
"I did it, Osuni! I did it!" What could I do but smile? I may never get her to stop using that name now. Maybe I shouldn't try.
Dimka whispered in her ear and she giggled and lifted her hips and slid back down. He whispered again and she giggled again. She looked shyly at me, "He asked me if I want to do it, again. Can I, Osuni? Can I, please?"
I had to stifle a laugh. Yes, he had that effect on me, too. True, there was messaging involved with me, initially, but I now wonder if it had been necessary. I smiled back at her, "Of course, you can. Take him to your bed, Imira. I am sure there are some positions he would like to show you."
She bounced on him and the bounce, of course, was a fucking motion. Dimka gave me a look and I knew. I moved to them and removed his shoes and socks, then his slacks and boxers from his legs and feet. He held her in place on him and Imira watched puzzled until Dimka shifted to the edge of the couch and stood up. Imira's legs quickly wrapped around his hips to hold on and laughed, then moaned as he let her settle down his shaft, and from my position, I could see she now had the entire thing inside her. She moaned and gasped with each of his steps as he carried her to her bedroom.
I heard a quiet exclamation from her as they left, "Oh ... Dimka ... this is all amazing."
I checked on them over two hours later when they never came out of the bedroom. Imira was lying on top of Dimka and, as I looked closely, I could see she was sleeping. I bumped the door accidentally and Dimka's eyes opened. I also saw his cock was still inside her leaking pussy as she slept on top of his body. A favorite way to sleep for me, too.
"It must have gone well," I giggled as I sat next to them and stroked her bare back.
He nodded, "She's determined. Her pussy is so tight, I'm sure there was discomfort in some positions especially but ..." he looked at me as he added his hands to her back and butt, "but she's motivated. She won't let herself disappoint you."
I stared at her lying quietly on top of him. Her flawless dark skin, my light-skinned hand stroking over it, Dimka's large hands bumping mine while doing the same. I studied her soft, innocent face.
"What are you thinking, Ann ... Osuni?" he asked. I shifted my eyes to him at hearing the name.
"I can't get my head around all this, Dimka." I leaned in and kissed him on the lips, one of his hands moved to my bare thigh and moved up. I opened my legs without thought and, as I suspected, his hand moved up my thigh to lightly stroke my pussy which was also an automatic action on his part. "She has so much faith this is real." I stared into his eyes and sighed. "And ... you, too?" He nodded. "The tribes believe, too."
He nodded, "You saw it. Imira is correct, you know. If they were merely bowing to Mr. Okafor's will, you might have been given the medallion, but not the tattoo. The tattoo was from them. I saw the look of shock on his face when you became naked in his office. His wife's face only reflects confirmation of what she suspected all along."
I suddenly realized his fingers had moved over my pussy but continued moving up, lightly touching my clitoral hood, and stopping on the tattoo which he lightly traced. "What do I do, Dimka? I don't know what to do with all this ... this belief."
His hand rose to my breast and then to my face. He gently pulled me down and we kissed. I sighed into his mouth. I no longer felt I could live without him. Not like a lover feeling ... he was my rock, my foundation that kept me stable. Lovers can disappoint you. Dimka ... he would always there.
He finally responded with our lips touching, "You will decide and we will follow you."
* * * *
A week later we still hadn't heard anything from United Africa regarding how they were handling Osuni. I became increasingly concerned. But, we still had the training to complete with Imira if she was to be fully a part of my interactions with African men.
She and I were lying on opposite sides of Dimka. He had fucked both of us and we were now kissing and licking his semi-hard cock between us. Our lips frequently left his cock so we could kiss. My introduction to girl-girl by Mrs. Okafor had now fully blossomed with Imira and she had taken to it with the same eagerness as she did to cock.
I took my mouth off the head of his cock and she immediately took it into hers. She was also making progress on deep-throating. I sometimes wondered if Dimka might get tired of two women singularly focused on fucking and sucking his cock. Even when he could no longer get hard, one of us seemed to be still licking it unless he got dressed. The amount of time he spent naked told me he didn't object.
"Are you ready?" I asked her.
"Ready?" she managed with the cock head just inside her mouth.
"Anal," I said matter-of-factually.
Her mouth was off the cock, "With this? This will split me in two."
"We'll go slowly, dear. We'll use toys, first, to open you up." I looked up at Dimka with a mischievous twinkling in my eyes. "Then Dimka can have your last virginal hole."
She kissed the cock in her hand absently, then with recovered resolve, "Of course, Osuni. Yes, I am ready."
I shook my head. She doesn't make my turmoil easier.
She had seen me being fucked in the ass many times and was aware of the real potential for anal orgasms. After several days of using anal beads and dildos, Imira declared at breakfast she was ready to be fucked. I had even debated if I should push anal with Imira but I knew how much the United Africa executives liked anal and I remembered how intimate and personal the tribes regarded anal. I didn't see any way around it if she was truly to be alongside me.
We would use my bed which was larger and more comfortable for the three of us to sprawl across in various directions. The three of us showered together, hands of anyone soaping and stroking anyone else. There was a lot of arousal, a lot of kissing and feeling, but nothing was taken further. We wanted Imira aroused and heightened but no more.
In bed with Dimka sprawled on his back, I instructed Imira on lubricating his cock as she had done to the toys. She used plenty of lubrication and spread it over his cock with more interest. She was cock-hungry now and this would be her final step to accepting any cock anywhere in her. I seriously doubted, I told her reassuringly, she would encounter a larger cock.
I remembered my first time was on top of Dimka and we offered that to her. She agreed, having been fucked in many positions by him now she recognized the position as giving her the most control. Control was vital as I wanted her to thoroughly enjoy every aspect of fucking as I have come to enjoy it and that was the way Dimka was about introducing something new.
She straddled his mid-section and I sat back to watch, ready to offer encouragement or a bit of guidance whenever needed. What a strange feeling this was. I had long since lost the feeling of merely training her for fucking men. Instead, it had become a careful and attentive effort to show her the delights of fucking. Her eagerness and devotion to please and serve me unconditionally had won my heart and soul. Her devotion and belief in me was something I continued to struggle with but ... I felt my struggle weakening. I just didn't know what that would mean.
Dimka held his cock up and she used her hands to spread her ass cheeks and wiggle her hips so her ass moved over the head of his cock until she felt it at her asshole. Her eyes closed and she took several breaths, releasing them through her mouth to relax. Her shoulders sagged a bit as she did and she pressed down ever so slightly, the cock pressing at her hole, beginning to open and stretch her. She immediately gasped and whimpered but followed that with a repeat of the process, then pressing down more. She took our comment to go slow and at her own pace to heart. She pressed, paused, pressed, and paused. The pressing could seem minuscule but it was happening, her asshole was opening, cock head was entering.
When the entire helmet of his cock head popped inside through her sphincter, she stopped, gasped, and whimpered with eyes tightly closed and her breath coming ragged and quick. She waited. She allowed her body, especially her sphincter, to relax as we had instructed. She was doing it and when her eyes reopened, I could see reflected there pride and determination she had brought to every new accomplishment. Her eyes were open but seemed unfocused except for the determination. She pressed down further, stopped, pulled up a bit, and pressed down more. Over and over she continued the small up and down movements, not unlike what she did in her first pussy fuck.
She suddenly cried out and I realized she had forced nearly the entire length of his cock into her ass. One more time and she was sitting on his thighs breathing hard and heavy. She rose tentatively and sank back, then up so most of the cock was outside and dropped back onto his thighs.
"OOOOhhhhhh ... I ... I ... thought I ... felt full ... with his ... cock in ... my pussy!"
I knelt up and hugged her shoulders. "Wait until you have one in each hole," I told her.
"Oh ... I'll wait ... a while ... for that," she stammered between gasps and moans. We all laughed. Then, she began fucking in earnest, but I interrupted her, again, by instructing her to turn around on his cock. Her eyes bugged out and looked at me as if I were a crazy woman. She repositioned her feet under her and awkwardly turned herself around on his cock, moaning, groaning, and gasping the entire time.
I whispered to Dimka what I want and he pulled her back and rolled them, then encouraged her onto her hands and knees, again with much moaning and groaning. When they were in place, I wiggled on my back between her arms and underneath her body until my face was at their groins and I reached up with my head to lick her empty pussy and clit. Dimka's ball sack hit my forehead as he took over the fucking of her asshole. I slipped a finger into her empty pussy and she orgasmed immediately. Her upper body collapsed onto me but I was already in the position I needed to be and her being on her knees kept me from feeling squashed.
Dimka has just fucked both of us before our doing this so I knew he would last a while longer. He slowed his motion while Imira shook in her orgasm but did not stop. I didn't, either. I continued licking, kissing, and sucking at her pussy lips and clit with a finger inside her. As her orgasm eased, I added another finger into her pussy and Dimka increased his strokes. She came a second time and Dimka filled her ass with cum for the first time.
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CHAPTER 10: ESCAPE TO THE VILLAGES
Imira and I had just completed our lap swimming workout and we both stopped in our tracks. Dimka had frequently joined us by the pool though he seldom used it except to fuck us or fool around throwing us in the air to splash on re-entry. The strength and power of his body were amazing. He had lately stopped putting on a swimsuit, however, after much cajoling from us. The site of this man sprawled out on a lounger, his dark black, muscled body glistening from perspiration from being in the African sun took both our breaths away every time. Of course, his long, thick, black cock lying flaccid between his thick thighs grabbed our attention, too.
Imira, as sex became more comfortable and casual for her, once asked if we were seeking too much from Dimka. I laughed at the idea. Even during some of our marathon sessions, he might have had difficulty getting hard after many times but he didn't discourage us from trying by sucking, licking, and stroking his cock. At the time, I could see that was the response she was hoping for.
I joined Dimka on a lounger as Imira went into the house for cold drinks. When she returned, I watched her carrying the tray of drinks, her naked body still wet from the pool, her firm C-cup breasts bouncing a bit with each step. Our bodies were so similar and mostly different by the difference of my 27 years and her 20 years and my white and her black skin. I was also aware of another difference: African men responded with lust to me naked; for her naked, they would see a cultural beauty.
The sun had done its job of transforming our wet bodies from the pool to beads of perspiration, the three of us quietly and fully relaxed when we heard the chime of the front door. None of us were expecting anyone and it was Dimka who jump out of the chair and struggled into his shorts as he moved toward the house. After several minutes, the glass door rolled open and Dimka stood to the side, and ... Mrs. Okafor came through.
She was again dressed in a colorful, tribal gown. Imira and I both sprang to our feet. "Mrs. Okafor ..." I started but was stopped by her rush to hug me to her, then repeating the same to Imira. She didn't seem to care in the least that we were both covered in a light film of perspiration.
"Mrs. Okafor," I tried again, "what brings you here? I'm always delighted to see you, of course, but ..."
"She has disturbing news," Dimka offered, "and I felt you should hear it directly from her."
"Osuni," she began and inwardly I tensed as these three continued to let their beliefs slip out with that name. "Ann, then," she offered at perhaps seeing my tension though I thought I covered it, "remember the discussion that men are the problem?" I nodded. It occurred in Mr. Okafor's office when discussing what happened in the villages. "He's determined to do it, again. I argued, Osuni, I did but ..."
"Wait," I interrupted. "Who's determined to do what?"
"My husband. Why am I even surprised? I thought your argument that day had won the men over, that it was for the tribes that you truly belonged to but that United Africa could still reap some benefit." She shook her head, her eyes and face reflecting great sadness.
Imira turned to me, "What is it, Osuni? What's happening?"
I couldn't answer but Mrs. Okafor could and she did. "My husband is finishing plans to keep Osuni, you Ann, for United Africa, only." She looked at Dimka and back to me. "In the next few days, they will reassign Dimka to another company in another region. They believe, rightly I know, that his loyalty is to you now rather than United Africa." Dimka immediately tensed, the muscles of his neck, shoulders, and upper arms knotted with veins popping out, his hands clenching into tight fists. "Then," she continued to me, "they will move you, and Imira if she cooperates, to another location in the compound that they can control better."
Control better? "I'll be their prisoner? Is he insane? Are they insane? All of them? How do they think the Osuni image can be maintained in that way? My argument meant nothing."
She held my hands, "You must act quickly. You don't have time to wait." She turned her head to Dimka and he nodded his support. She smiled at that. "You don't have options, you must act now." I asked what options but she couldn't or wouldn't say. I saw, though, she was taking a tremendous risk just warning us.
After she left, I stewed in thought. She was so adamant about taking action but how was this happening? I had to get my head around what this was and what this all meant. I was feeling so positive about what was coming. I had remained in support of helping United Africa while increasingly seeing how I could help the people of the tribes. I hadn't seen myself as Osuni like these two but I was accepting what seemed to be a reality of what had happened there and how I had felt among them. I had come to a turn-around in my thoughts: I was accepting that United Africa would use me; but I was looking forward, yearning, to being with the people, helping them if I were able.
I stopped my pacing as my mind fixed around my thoughts and settled. I turned to Dimka and Imira. Imira blurted out, "This isn't right, Osuni. They can't do this."
I ignored that. "Dimka, what did she mean, there is no option?"
He smiled softly and that smiled confirmed his unending support, "You know ... if you stay here, you truly become United Africa's slut ... whore even. When the image of Osuni evaporates ... and we know it will ... you'll stop being of real value to them."
"If I stay ..." I repeated.
Imira asked with a voice filled with depression, "Does that mean you're going back to the States? Does it, Osuni?" She was looking desperately at Dimka and back to me.
I stared at the two of them for strained minutes. Then, I shook my head with resolve. "The villages." It was very quiet. "Is that possible, Dimka? That's where Osuni belongs. That came out of my mouth before and it has taken this much time for me to accept it. Is that an option?"
Imira rushed to me and enveloped me in her arms. Dimka stepped to us and took both of us into his. He responded in a way that suggested it was something he had been thinking out for some time. He explained life would be very difficult. My weeks in the villages earlier would be my life if I did. There were no homes with bedrooms and soft beds and showers or pools to lounge at or cars to travel in from village to village. I had seen it and experienced it.
I broke away from both of them and looked at each in turn. "It's where Osuni belongs, though." They both smiled at my apparent stronger acceptance. "I've been given a responsibility, a purpose. I don't know if you and the people are correct or not but it's the most I have had. I think I owe it to them, the people, and me to see if it is real." I giggled, "And to avoid just being a corporate whore." They stood expectantly, "But, how would I get there, and would they accept me among them?"
Dimka reached for my hand, "How? I'm taking you."
Imira took my other hand, "Me, too. And, yes, they will rejoice in your return and have a huge feast. I know these people, Osuni. These are my people."
Yes, she does, as does Dimka, but, "I can't ask you two to go with me. If you just get me to the trail, I think I can ..."
"We're going," they said in unison.
I argued as strongly as I could. They were giving too much up. Going from this life to the jungle villages ... it was too much. They both laughed. I was in for a far greater culture shock. They knew what each life held and, truthfully they said, both were still pulled by the simpler life. Besides, they argued back, they had already committed themselves to me ... or Osuni.
Everything had to happen very fast after that decision. We packed very little. I knew Osuni was a naked woman and Imira argued she would be, too. Besides, most of the women in the villages were topless with simple cloth around their hips and nothing else. Dimka packed more but we agreed there may be a potential for him to leave for short periods. Dimka made several calls and it wasn't until later that I learned he had made contact with several friends he could trust to further removed their personal things and place them in garages for safekeeping for the time being.
I was distressed that we weren't packing the Land Rover and leaving until another Land Rover arrived driven by the other driver who had joined in my first double penetration which seemed a lifetime ago now. Another trusted friend of Dimka's would be driving us which allowed Dimka's Land Rover to remain in front of the house, perhaps buying time for us by not raising alarms if it was missing.
We made camp for the night along the trail after parting with Dimka's friend at the end of the road. As we walked, I wondered with some anxiety what lay ahead of me. Taking on the spirit of Osuni and fucking tribal men was one thing but my life was about to change in such a dramatic way I could never have anticipated. A city woman used to modern city life with all the conveniences that brought now living the life of remote jungle villages without any of those conveniences.
Imira and I were both cuddled into Dimka near the fire built for some warmth and to ward off animals. I began lamenting quietly about what I had gotten them into when Dimka suddenly rolled me over and I suddenly found him leaning over me with a finger pressed to my lips.
"I was just feeling ..." I began after he moved his finger away.
"You were just feeling sorry ... for yourself and us. Don't, Imira and I are capable of making our decisions." With that, I felt his cock probing around my pussy. I opened my legs to him. "Remember," he continued, "how you said I used to stop you by fucking you?"
I nodded and chuckled. I reached for Imira and patted my mouth. She knew and scrambled from the blanket. She and I had stored our only set of clothes in Dimka's large pack along the trail. It wouldn't be proper for Osuni and her acolyte to be discovered dressed in western clothes so she was naked when she threw her leg over my head and settled her bare pussy over my mouth. As Dimka pressed his long cock into my pussy, my mouth encircled Imira's and my tongue probed until it found her hole. At some point, we rotated smoothly as Dimka pulled out of my pussy, pulled Imira from my mouth onto her hands and knees before my pussy, and plunged his cock into her. She groaned into my pussy as his cock was thrust smoothly and fully into her.
I sighed contentedly as her mouth and tongue began on my pussy. Can my life be made from fucking? A smile formed over my entire face as I gazed at the two people who trusted completely in what lay ahead of us. Far better to be willingly fucking when it is in the interest of serving and helping people than being told to for the benefit of a corporation.
When we were able to look down into the valley once again and viewed the thin columns of smoke rising through the trees near the river, all my concerns, questions, doubts, and anxiety evaporated like the rising smoke. We hadn't reached sight of the village clearing when the sounds of rushing people reached us before the sight of them was allowed on the twisting trail. I was greeted enthusiastically, as Imira predicted, but she and Dimka were also swarmed.
We were bombarded with excitement and questions. Imira and Dimka answered in rapid-fire short statements to explain what had happened in the 'other world' as civilization was referred to; how Osuni, me and it now felt comfortable, was going to be used and imprisoned; that we had all decided our life was meant to be here and the other villages; and, that Osuni was now returned to the region for good. It all felt intimidating but right.
We met with the Chief and the elders of the village in the same large hut where I had before been fucked by so many tribal men to test the claim about me. I had thought I had fucked a lot cock for the corporation but it was nothing like what I experienced in this hut in a matter of a few days. Yet, here I am back and excited to be back.
Runners were sent out to the other villages to announce the news of my return. There was much curiosity about Imira's return and her nakedness. We explained that she was now my acolyte after requesting to serve with me, suggesting that with Imira's efforts alongside me, the two of us could serve the villages throughout the region more effectively. The elders considered this, debating among themselves with shaking of heads and some softly spoken arguments. Dimka interjected that even the stories of old must support the existence of acolytes for Osuni and he retold the story of Osuni fucking the warriors of many villages when they were threatened by a superior army of intruders. How, Dimka asked, could such a mass of men be fucked if not with the assistance of another woman or more? The argument was based on a story told and retold over centuries but any argument against would have to be based on less. With this new understanding, other runners were sent out to inform the other tribes of the new development.
I could see Imira glancing at the Chief but holding her eyes from too direct of attention. I remembered her comment about how it was an honor for women to be with him and how shy she was about it. I spoke privately with him, he looked at Imira who diverted her eyes yet again and smiled. He walked to her, put his hand down to her, and assisted her to stand before him. He spoke quietly to her and she smiled. Without embarrassment, she loosened his robe and removed it from his body to reveal his older and soft body but also his large cock hanging in front of him. But there was no intimidation for her as it was still not as large as Dimka's cock.
In front of everyone, she sank to her knees, her hands grasping the cock hardening surprisingly fast, and bringing it to her mouth. She covered his cock with kisses and licks before rising to take his cock head into her mouth. His moans and groans rapidly filled the space in the hut as Imira's devotion to pleasing him continued until he pushed her onto her back on the mat underneath them. She opened her knees wide and reached out to him. He was the dominant man of the village and she was leading him to her pussy; he was going to have her but she was giving herself to him, an action, an event she had desired for a long time.
As he entered her pussy and she gasped with unrestricted pleasure, I took the same position as her, my legs open and my hands reaching for one of the others to fuck me. The holy man was next, dropping his robe and kneeling between my legs to pound his already hard cock into my wet and ever-ready pussy. I gasped and encouraged him and he pounded his cock into me with strength and determination belying his age.
After Imira and I had fucked every man in the hut, including Dimka who remained naked with us, we were led out of the hut to find the festival already in motion, just as Imira had predicted. There were mounds of food and plenty of fermented drink and, after a time, fucking everywhere that, surprisingly to me, wasn't restricted to Imira and me. But, I quickly determined what was happening and the reason was explained later. Imira and I were fucked by a steady stream of men but after they had climaxed with either of us, their women dropped their cloth wrapping to be fucked as soon as possible. Dimka related to both Imira and me that the women were seeking a residual effect leftover from them fucking with us. It pleased me how quickly Imira was accepted into her new role.
Frequently during the night as we were being fucked and moved to another man or position, our eyes connected. We both wore constant smiles with eyes that shone bright with energy and excitement.
The festivities wound down gradually as people found their way back to their huts being well fed, well fucked, and perhaps a little drunk. Late at night was a relative experience now as there was no time. It was well past dark and perhaps some could track the stars or moon to determine how late it was but for me, it was just late. I found Imira on her hands and knees engaged in another fuck by the Chief. I waited quietly to the side for them to finish, then gathered her in my arms. She was a little wobbly on her legs, we both were, from being fucked by an unknown number of men and consuming drinks we had no idea what they were. As we were pressed against each other, breast to breast, and both our pussies leaking globs of cum, she looked directly into my eyes and stared.
"Thank you, Osuni," she said with the most serious expression I had seen all night. Why, I asked? "For accepting me and for bringing me with you." She kissed me hard on the lips and our hands moved over each other with renewed passion but not, this time, for cock. We both gasped into each other's mouths. "I left to go to the university and took a corporate job to discover a new life with purpose and reward." She gazed into my eyes, kissed me quickly, then, "I found you, instead, and returned to where I started." She smiled, "Now I have discovered my life, my purpose, and my reward."
"How are you feeling?" I asked with concern. She had only fucked Dimka before this night.
She giggled. "Amazing but ..." she giggled, again, "but a little sore."
I took her hand to lead her to the hut hoping the women with the miracle salve would be there or would have left a bowl of it for us. I could use it, too.
We hadn't seen Dimka for some time. I had seen him getting his share of pussy and I was sure his reputation would be spreading over the region, too. Inside the large hut, we found him and the two women who had so gently applied the salve on my last visit. Both were on their hands and knees and Dimka was behind them, fucking his long cock into one, then the other, moving back and forth.
I whispered an idea to Imira. Her face lit up brighter. She agreed she didn't need another cock, not this night, at least. We chose randomly and slithered underneath the women and raised our heads to lick pussy and fondle hanging and swaying breasts. When Dimka plunged his cock into the woman I was licking, his cock slid over my forehead and nose, his ball sack swinging into my head. The women groaned and gasped at the new sensation of being fucked and licked at the same time or being probed by tongue and fingers after the cock pulled out. Both women came on Dimka's cock and, somehow, he managed to release several spurts of his cum into each pussy.
Imira and I kept the women on their knees and cleaned their pussies of cum as best we could. The women rewarded us with a generous application of salve. While on our backs with legs spread and the women seeming to do more with their fingers on our pussies than just applying the salve, I reached my hand to Imira. She took mine and squeezed it.
"This is like a miracle, dear girl," I said. "Just wait. In the morning, we'll be ready to fuck, again."
Her face lit with a devilish smile but it was Dimka who spoke. "I'm counting on it, too," he said. "I didn't fuck you two all night. Hell, I haven't fucked either of you all day."
Still holding hands and gazing at each other, we replied in unison, as though in one voice and mind, "We'll make it up to you, Dimka." Then, we all laughed.
The next day was as I had promised. Our pussies were not sore or inflamed and we fucked Dimka continuously until he couldn't get hard, again. That day we were told the next village was waiting for us. Another festival and celebration of the return of Osuni. For days we went from village to village repeating festivities of food and drink and continuous fucking.
Along the way, I came to an understanding, an epiphany of sorts: yes, life can be made up of fucking ... especially large African cock.
THE END.
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CHAPTER 1: THE PROPOSITION
It happened the way it always happened. My smartphone made a discrete 'beep'. I turned away from the computer monitor on my desk, woke my phone up, and checked the text ID. Sir. It could have been much more. It could have been Mr. Charles Woodburn, CEO & Chairman of the Board. That's who Sir was.
I opened the text to find the message I often received from him. 'I need you in my office.' I smiled as I stood immediately and retrieved my jacket. It didn't matter what I might have been working on, important or mundane, it was all the same in comparison to that expression of need. The message wasn't a request; it wasn't a demand or suggestion. The message was merely a statement, a statement that didn't require any consideration or evaluation, or prioritization on my part. The statement was simple. He needs me. I need to know nothing more. I am slipping my arms into my jacket sleeves and reach for my tablet in case I might need it.
My high heels click and clack on the hard floor as I exit my office on the 10th floor past my secretary and others in their cubicles on my way to the elevator for the 11th floor, the senior executive level. The nameplate on my heavy wood office door says, Tina James, Executive Accounts Director. I am that. I manage the accounts that Mr. Woodburn personally oversees for special clients of our financial institution. But, I am also much more. I swipe my badge along the side of the floor buttons to allow me access to the 11th floor. The 11th floor is very restricted. Normal, everyday business transactions and decisions don't frequent there. Only the most critical issues, decisions, and strategic clients reach into those offices.
As the elevator begins its slow ascent from 10 to 11, I catch my reflection in the high gloss door. The familiar tingle increases as I consider the potential of his need. Sometimes it is professional, some potential client, or a pitch to an existing one. Sometimes, though, the need is personal. Those are my favorite.
Stepping out of the elevator I swipe my badge at the double doors immediately ahead of me in a wall of glass separating the 11th-floor occupants from the activities below. That was the singular impression I once had, too. Now, as I step inside I am again struck by the weight and power that emanates from these offices. This floor contains the Board Room, separate offices for the six board members when they are in the building, offices for the COO and CFO. The personal assistants for each are station outside their offices, which are separated down the hallway due to the size of each office along the left. On the right is a smaller conference room, a telecommunications room, and the formal Board Room. I am intent on the furthest office down the hall and the largest, Mr. Woodburn's.
I knocked on the door and wait quietly. I glance at Trudy, his personal and very discrete assistant. She gives me a knowing smile and I return it. I stand on both feet with equal pressure. My back is straight and my shoulders pulled back, which has the effect of pronouncing my breasts in front of me. My business suite today is black and consists of a jacket over a semi-sheer buttoned, white blouse. My skirt flirts with propriety for my position in the financial industry. It ends just below mid-thigh, which might be considered several inches too short for anyone else.
"Come in."
Mr. Woodburn's voice is clear and direct. I grip the handle as I smile again at Trudy and push the heavy door into the room. I walk into his office, the door closing automatically behind me. Mr. Woodburn, even in the quiet and subdued nature of the 11th floor always has his door closed. I walk directly to the front of his desk between the two visitor chairs. He pushes himself back against his chair, his elbows on the arms of the executive chair, his fingers steepled at his lips, and his gaze not leaving me. His jacket is off and hanging in a closet along the inside wall.
Without a word from either of us, I remove my jacket, fold it and lay it over the back of one chair. My fingers then move to unbutton each cuff of my blouse, then work the buttons from top to bottom on the front. My eyes are in contact with his. I pull the blouse from my skirt, unbutton the final button and slide it off my shoulders and arms. I place it over my jacket. My hands move to the back of my waist, unclasp and zip, then wiggle out of the tight-fitting garment, which is also placed over the same chair. For a moment or so, I stand perfectly still, my hands comfortably at my sides. I am naked except for the thigh-high stockings and 4-1/2 inch heels.
He is watching me intently, longer perhaps than normal, but I wait with patience. He nods, almost imperceptibly, which is the reason for my close attention to his face and eyes. With that nod, I move to the side and sit in the other chair. I cross my legs comfortably as though I were some other female employee or visitor fully clothed in his office. I wait for him to declare his need.
"Do you know what today is, Tina?"
"Today, Sir?" I puzzle over that. Was there something significant about today that I neglected to remember? I doubted that. I am meticulous about the details with Mr. Woodburn. I slowly shook my head, my long, blonde hair moving across my right shoulder, which I move back behind my shoulder. I am sitting with a straight back, again with my shoulders slightly pulled back to enhance my breasts, no part of my back against the back of the chair. There may come a time when he desires me to slouch in the chair, but he will indicate that. "No, Sir, I'm sorry. I assume you don't mean 'Tuesday' or 'the 6th'."
He chuckled, "No, dear. Should I take it as a positive thing or a negative that you don't remember that one year ago today you started your new position for me?"
I smiled in return. I hadn't registered that. "Very positive, Sir. I have enjoyed serving you in every way. I was simply unaware so much time had already passed."
He smiled his knowing, always confident smile. "Perhaps this might be a good moment to recall our agreement, my dear."
I continued to watch carefully his eyes, face, and hands for any slight indication for me to react to. "Yes, Sir, if you wish."
There it was. The first two fingers of his right hand separating into a 'V'. Time for the slouch. I leaned back in the chair and raised my knees over the arms of the chair, fully exposing my smooth, hairless, leaking pussy to his view. He gazed at my pussy for several moments, his eyes moving and holding at my breasts and nipples before finally rising to my face.
"We agreed that you could stop this at any time you wished without hard feelings. I would make sure there was a job inside the company if you desired to stay with us. It would be the same as it was for Trudy a little over a year ago." I smiled. Yes, Trudy may have stopped being his mistress, but she never REALLY stopped.
I flexed my Kegel muscles to make my pussy wink at him. He caught the movement and smiled. "Sir, I can't imagine why I would desire to leave this position with you. You have provided me with a position that is the fulfillment of who I am. Before I accepted this position and your patient training, I was an empty shell. You have filled me with the understanding of what and who I am." My eyes glanced down for a split second. "Sir ... I hope you are not leading up to indicating your displeasure with me ..."
He laughed. It was not a soft chuckle, but a boisterous laugh. "Silly, slut! Displeased with you? It is a good response, however, a true slut's response wouldn't you say?"
I recited the mantra of my training, "Sir, a true slut never assumes anything, but only seeks to improve her devotion and skills constantly, never expecting to completely attain her master's full pleasure." He smiled.
A full year since that day. I couldn't believe it. It seemed like only moments ago that I was sitting in this same chair about to change my life.
* * * * *
I sat at my desk on the 2nd floor of the building minding the business someone put in front of me. I was a lowly account specialist handling the mundane accounts that are a dime a dozen to an institution like ours but the livelihood of the people who bring them to us. I had been with the firm for five years and the only reason I could see why I hadn't risen any further in the organization was that I wasn't cutthroat and scheming like most of the other account managers, which appeared to be the way to get noticed. I was invisible in the organization. Necessary. Needed, even. But, invisible.
Imagine my shock, then, when my monitor chimed that I was scheduled for a meeting with Mr. Woodburn, the CEO, in 15 minutes. Imagine the worst-case scenarios that raced through my mind because there couldn't possibly be a good case scenario. I didn't really believe even my manager's manager knew who I was. Why Mr. Woodburn?
"Tina James?" I looked up to the voice standing at the opening of my cubicle. "I'm Trudy Michaels, Mr. Woodburn's Personal Assistant. You are aware of your scheduled meeting with Mr. Woodburn?"
I numbly nodded my head and gazed at her like a deer in the headlights we would see on the quiet country road back home. She was maybe not quite 30 years old, about a year younger than me. She was trim and maybe a couple inches taller making her 5' 7". She wore her brown hair to her shoulders. She had a very pleasant face.
"What ... is there some mistake? There must be some mistake. Why would Mr. Woodburn want to see me?"
She smiled warmly, which was a little reassuring. "There is no mistake, Miss James. I made the schedule myself at his direction." I just looked at her. "Miss James, I need to escort you upstairs. The 11th floor is restricted to limited access."
I shook my head and leaped from my chair. "Of course, sorry."
At the elevator, I noticed she used a different badge to punch the 11 button, then using it again to enter the office area. She indicated a chair by her desk. "It may or may not be a few minutes. I assure you he is aware of the time and your meeting with him. He will let me know when he is available." She said it in such a way that it didn't allow any room for discussion, but her soft smile was again reassuring.
Her phone buzzed. She listened a moment, set the phone back down, and stood up. "Mr. Woodburn is ready for you now."
She showed me into the office, which was huge, with lots of wood, plush carpeting, a small conference table, and a sitting area to the side by the windows overlooking the city.
"Miss James." He was already moving from behind his desk to meet me. I heard the door close behind me. He was in his early 50's and maybe an inch over six feet tall. He had a toned, athletic appearance, which was reinforced by the easy way he moved across the office. He was quite attractive, more so in person than the impression I had from his picture on the website. His hair was brown with graying at the temples. It was a little longer than you normally see on executives of his stature.
He directed me to one of the two chairs in front of his desk and he returned behind it.
"I think there might be some mistake. Perhaps there is another James in the company?"
He opened a folder in front of him. I couldn't see what it contained, but there were several pages. He perused the first two pages.
"Well, let's see here ... Tina Marie James, Accounts Specialist on the 2nd floor under Mary Robertson. You are age 30, 5'5" tall, 120 pounds," he looked up with a smile, "sorry my dear for the personal information. I have been told by my wife how sensitive women can be about their weight." He chuckled and I laughed with him. He continued, "Long, wavy, blond hair extending down the back." He nodded. "Okay, the oldest child of three to Harold and Agnes James who are farmers near Lamont, Iowa." He looked up, "Lamont, Iowa?"
"The northeast corner of the state near the Minnesota border. It's about 500 people in the town. It just serves the surrounding farms." He nodded. He didn't really seem that interested and I flushed at the recognition that I gave him so much information about something that meant nothing to him.
* * * * *
He looked at her sitting comfortably in front of him. Yes, he could reread the information and the reports another dozen times, but the woman in front of him was the rough shell of what he could bring out from within her, like a butterfly from the hard chrysalis. He read the details about her family and debated again if it would be helpful or harmful to bring them out. There might have been information from his investigator on these pages that even she hadn't opened her eyes to. This whole attempt could turn well or bad in the next few moments. Several women had appeared through his screening process, most of them younger, but none had shown this kind of potential. Not since Trudy had he found a woman of such potential and Trudy had not been anything as alluring as this woman. The personal nature of the information could offend her as privacy-invasion or reinforce suspicions that had haunted her.
Nothing had changed. His only course of action, if she was to be the one, was to plow forward to show her what she was. He always recognized the risk of using personal information. Whether to find her or understanding a larghe, potential client, knowing as much as possible had its rewards, how it was used would pose the risk.
* * * * *
He had been studying the sheets in front of him and was now studying me. I wondered what it was he was considering. He already provided enough details to convince me I had to be the Tina James he wanted to talk to.
He was reading a report, "Raised in a strict, quite conservative farm home and devoutly aligned with a small very conservative Protestant group, which wielded considerable influence and control over the couple dozen family groups in the area. The mother was very subservient to the father." He looked over the pages at me. He seemed to be gauging more than my confirmation of this information about myself. I was shocked at how much he knew about a low-level employee like me from a nothing town and background.
"How ... why do you know so much?"
He smiled disarmingly, "My dear, I make it my duty to know what I need to know about people I may be dealing with." He again was reviewing information while he was clearly considering both the information and what it meant. Then he sat back. "Are you happy here, Miss James?" The question was such a surprise. It came out of nowhere and seemed incongruent from the talk leading up to it. I stammered. It was the kind of question I might expect during a perfunctory performance review with my direct manager, a question asked of all employees, though the answer would be ignored. My eyes flitted around the room and his desk while I searched for some way to safely answer the question. "The reason I ask is you have been here for five years and you haven't yet advanced much. Yet, when I look at your work quality and comments from clients you've served, your performance has been stellar. Clients seem to love you. Not a single negative comment. Usually, we accept some percentage of negative comments regarding Accounts people pushing products the client might not want. You, on the other hand, have a good record of adding products but you avoid the negative impression. Yet, you haven't been promoted."
"I ..." I had the distinct feeling he already had an impression of why. If my performance was so good, could my attitude with male co-workers still get me disciplined or fired?
"I understand you are divorced. That's personal and I am sorry for your having to experience that. It has some relevance, however, I think. But, there appears to be a carry-over to relationships with male co-workers and males in social settings." How could he know that! Okay, the male co-workers might have risen to someone's attention, especially if the petty pricks weaseled a whiny complaint. But ... my dating life?
"I am going to be completely honest with you, Miss James. I am constantly searching for uniquely qualified people I feel I can work with very closely. I have a position in mind that will report directly to me and to nobody else. Perhaps you can imagine that I have the opportunity, the responsibility really, to bring in very large and lucrative accounts to the company. These accounts are very important to the company, but also to me as to how they are handled reflects directly on me with the men coming to me. The person I am looking for would manage those accounts personally, exclusively, for me. Can you understand, now, why I need to know in-depth the person I would have in such a position?"
I was about to respond when his phone beeped. What I hadn't noticed was his other hand pressing a button on his smartphone placed alongside the open folder.
"Excuse me." He listened for a moment, then covered the mouthpiece, "I really need to take this." He winked conspiratorially, "One of those accounts."
The door behind me opened and Trudy indicated for me to join her outside the office. My god! I walked out of the office in a daze. He was talking to me about a promotion. God, it had to be a huge promotion to handle his accounts.
"How's it going in there? You understand why he wanted to talk to you privately?"
I shook my head in disbelief. I sank into the chair in front of her desk without knowing I was doing it. "Partially, I think. We were interrupted by the call. I thought I had to be in trouble."
She chuckled. "If you were in trouble, it would have been handled down on the 2nd floor." I looked up at her, still not believing what I had just heard inside the office. "Mr. Woodburn always knows what he is doing. He is meticulous about knowing everything he can about every situation he intends to be involved in. That includes who he is working with."
I looked at her hard, seeing a possible ally for the moments that might follow after he finishes his call. "You've worked with him for a while?"
She smiled. It was an unusual moment that she quickly controlled. "Yes, very closely." She leaned forward and I found myself doing the same. She glanced down the row of executive offices and assistants outside them as if she didn't want to be overhead despite the separation between offices. "You aren't used to these kinds of men, are you?" It wasn't a demeaning comment, but an observation on her part. I shook my head. A small-town country girl in the big city and high-powered company, I was way over my head on the 11th floor much less the idea of working for him closely.
"Would you like a few hints that might help you with him?" I nodded eagerly and glanced at the door as if it might open any minute. "He is a man who understands the very nature of power and he knows how to wield it. He will be in control of every situation he finds himself in. Despite what someone else might feel about being in control, he won't put himself in a situation where he doesn't know something or have something that will give him the edge; then it is up to him to manage that edge. Whether it is him personally or someone he is entrusting to manage it for him."
She looked intently at me to let that sink in. I might be that person he was entrusting. But, I don't have that kind of power. It is the very reason I haven't had a promotion. I don't have that element inside me to leverage office politics in my favor. That deficiency within me is what I have been fighting within myself and my relationships. My father, my husband, my male co-workers, and most of the males I meet socially. My life experience with men is controlling men who exude strength in a way that stifles my singular existence, experience, and joy. I was fighting that with every fiber of my being, but it was getting me nowhere. Now, here is another very strong male. Maybe the 'big city' I belonged in was Dubuque with a total population of 58,000.



She saw the worry and disappointment growing across my face and posture. "What are you thinking?"
I looked at her, "A small state country girl lost in the big world ..." I sighed, "I've been fighting strong, controlling men my whole life. I don't know that I can handle someone like Mr. Woodburn."
She laughed and leaned back in her chair. "Believe me when I say this, he probably knows you better than you know yourself. He doesn't make mistakes about people that will matter if he puts them in orbit around him. There is no question about it, Tina. He is a large mass that holds everything else within his gravitational effect. But, for those he deliberately places closely in orbit around him, that strength and control are different." I looked at her quizzically. The very idea was foreign to me. "The controlling men you are fighting are those that stifle your life and intend to bend you to their will, to shape you into something they imagine." I nodded. "What they see in you is compliance and they want to take advantage of it." Yeah, my mother. "What he sees is potential. He uses his strength and controlling nature not to stifle, but to bring the full potential of you out. I can speak from experience with him. People think that to grow and thrive they need complete freedom and release from reins held by others. He will hold the reins, but loosely in his hands like a skilled rider on a horse needing training. He'll allow freedom but is always ready to make corrections with the reins. Sometimes, more reinforcement might be required with repetition and training on specific elements that lead to understanding. The end result, though, is a release of full potential."
I was shaking my head, again. "But why? There must be a couple dozen other accounts people out there who have exhibited more political ability to play the game."
She laughed. "Very true and he knows it. But that is just the thing, he doesn't want people next to him who play games and act specifically for political gain. He wants to completely depend on and trust those closest to him. I know. He pulled me out of the secretarial pool."
"So, you're saying what he started talking to me about is something very real and he has already decided he wants me for it?"
"He doesn't do anything without being sure." She could see me carefully considering all that. "But ...", which got my attention, "there is always a price. He is very supportive and will reward devoted service, but he will expect a lot in return. I mean a lot."
Her phone beeped and she checked the message. She stood up and I did as well.
* * * * *
"Sorry for that, Miss James. That's what we are here for, though." He moved a notepad to the side and reopened the folder. "Now ... where were we?"
"You were describing a position you have in mind and the need to have the utmost trust and commitment from the person in that position."
"Yes. Trust. Commitment. And, devotion." He looked at me hard, glanced at the sheets in the folder, and seemed to make a final decision on something. I realized I was holding my breath. From the comments from Trudy, it seemed this might be my job if this meeting resulted in the confirmation of his previous analysis.
When he started talking, I was shocked at the depth of personal information and knowledge he had and sought confirmation about. He probed into the nature of the relationship of my father and mother. He probed into the religious influence in my upbringing and how that affected me today. He probed into my failed marriage, what I thought the cause was and how the experience affected me now. He probed into my current relationships with men, both at work and socially. I was at first put off by his probing into my life, but I remembered what Trudy had said about his style and need for complete trust. I decided to go along with his probing to see where it took us.
My feelings about the process began changing as he questioned and I answered or clarified. I could feel a process behind his approach. This wasn't merely showing me how much he already knew and intimidation. He was after something. I could decide later, after all this, if pursuing this position was what I really wanted. I was sure I was going to learn more about his style on top of what Trudy had already given me.
The shock went deeper when he asked me deeper, more personal questions about my parents. I admitted I knew nothing about how they met or their romance leading them to marriage. He showed me a report, a birth certificate, and a wedding license. My mother had become pregnant with me by my father. She was wild and "easy" as the term was used then. Both families made sure the two got married. The tight, controlling, and conservative religious element of our lives was punishing and controlling of my mother and me. I had heard of the expression 'the sins of the father' but this was 'sins of the mother'. It was expected that without rigid, tight interventions I would follow the same path as my mother.
Some of this my mother had apologized for when I was getting ready to leave home. Some were still new to me. It helped explain, though, the choices I had made in my life, the kinds of men I was programmed to seek out and attach myself to. My husband had been of the same ilk as my father. It was ironic that the man who was looked to for "straightening out" my mother and controlling me was the same man who was equally responsible for the problem.
It also provided some satisfaction and relief in the final realization that I wasn't perverted in my desires. I had kept them private, even though they came out easily. My husband found my desires and needs sexually to be a perversion of our upbringing and the nature of the holy nature of marriage blessed by God. I saw it as a bodily need to be fulfilled, but I was fighting my entire life to overcome it. The men who I interacted with weren't worthy of me. I had wondered, struggled with those intense feelings. Men at work were manipulative and always playing games, always with motivations they resisted divulging. Men in social situations were similarly manipulative but it was easier to identify what they were. Their needs were basic. Anyone who had an interest in a prolonged relationship found my reserved and compliant nature to be an opening to control. That control, though, was stifling, restrictive, and limiting like my experiences with my father, brothers, and husband.
The more the discussion with Mr. Woodburn progress, the more I saw the difference in this man from the others. This was a man of real power and control. In him, though, I felt the ability to be guided and directed in ways that would be freeing and empowering. I saw what Trudy had shared with me. Mr. Woodburn's strength and control could release a person's potential.
He was smiling at me from behind his desk. It was as though he could read the monitor of my mind as all those thoughts and realizations passed through me. He could see my understanding and acceptance. Our eyes locked. How could I not trust and follow someone who went to such lengths and effort to know and understand who I was? He seemed to see that, too.
"May I call you Tina?"
"Of course." It wasn't lost on me that he didn't offer me to use his first name. But that was for the better. If he was to lead me fully, this couldn't be a casual relationship.
"This position has never been attempted here, certainly not at this level. Despite the job description, I have prepared for Human Resources, the real performance of the position will be an evolution between us as we learn to function as an intimate team for the clients and accounts." I nodded. He passed me a written job description, which I skimmed. As he indicated, it was a common language for managing accounts except for the references to working directly for and at the discretion of the CEO on accounts and assignments directed by him. Following that was a sheet with benefits and compensation. It was staggering compared to what I was currently getting. It also spoke volumes about the man. He could have offered a fraction of this and it would still have seemed exceptional. My office would be located on the 10th floor where all senior executives resided who weren't on the 11th. Other benefits were also increased dramatically: medical, vacation, personal free days, profit sharing, and incentives.
I was flabbergasted and ready to take the job, whatever it might be, right there. He apparently read that in me, too.
He smiled knowingly at me. He buzzed Trudy who quickly entered the office and strode to stand at his side. "Before we get too far into formally offering the position and you accepting if that might have been where this was going ...", he smiled, "I want Trudy here to witness the rest of the discussion. No offense, Miss James, but we don't yet have that understanding of your commitment and devotion. I need Miss Michaels for a witness of my words and your responses so we don't end up with a 'He said, She said' legal conflict."
"Legal conflict? Mr. Woodburn, I can assure you ..." His hand shot up to stop me.
"The conversation is going to take a very different turn here, Miss James. Some women would take severe offense to it, though my judgment of you is that you won't. Nonetheless, I prefer to err on the side of caution." I nodded. I looked up at Trudy and saw her wink at me. "What I have described so far is the official, public job I want to offer to you." I looked at both of them confused. She smiled widely. "The other part of the job is what makes it so particularly difficult to fill with the proper person." He leaned back and looked up at Trudy. "How many have we offered this job to?"
"None, Sir."
"How difficult has it been to try to fill it?"
"Exceedingly, Sir. In fact, in all honesty, I was thinking it would never be filled. Yet, there she sits."
He smiled and turned his full attention to me. "The other part of the position, my dear, is to be my personal slut." He let that comment hang in the air for a moment. I know my expression reflected the complete shock of what I had heard. He continued as if it was a minor extra condition added, "You understand that can't be an official position or job requirement, but it will be very real. You will be my personal slut, not a company slut."
"Mr. Woodburn ... you said slut ... you mean ... sex ... as part of the job?"
He smiled and let it settle over me. "Yes, sex of a wide-ranging variety. You will be devoted to the job as Executive Accounts Director handling the biggest and most strategic accounts for the firm, and you will be just as devoted to me as my slut." He was skilled I realized in his presentation. He gave these stunning comments as if in casual conversation, then waited for the full impact to take hold before continuing. By doing that, it didn't overload the senses and emotions. I found myself letting each statement settle in and achieving some level of acceptance before he continued.
"These two elements of the position are critically tied and fused. There are particular clients with accounts that some 'special attention' can reap huge benefits."
"Sex. Sex with you and with clients."
"Actually, sex as I direct it. When, where, how, and with whom. Remember the devotion part? I will have very specific rules, expectations, and criteria for dressing, standing, sitting, walking, sucking, and fucking. You are a woman who has been frustrated and denied her desires for too long. You yearn for release and the freedom to be what I am offering you to be ... a true slut."
My head was spinning. My mind was struggling to keep up with all that was being said and the implications of it all. But, there was no doubt about how my body was reacting to it. If my mind was grasping for something to hold onto, my body was screaming to be touched. I felt my body tingling from my pussy to my nipples and up into my scalp. I focused on what I could.
"Excuse me, but you seem very comfortable with this, Trudy. Can I ask your role in this?"
She looked down to Mr. Woodburn and he nodded. I noticed the entire time she stood straight, her feet together and her weight balanced between them, and her shoulders were back having the effect of projecting her breasts forward. She giggled.
"I was you. Well, not really. I was really Mr. Woodburn's mistress as his personal assistant."
He slipped a hand onto her butt, "She is very good ... at both jobs. But, she desires a significant reduction in her mistress duties. Trudy, as it happens, has a boyfriend she is very serious about. I am very happy for her. You, like her, have the opportunity to leave the position whenever you feel it has become too much or for any reason. No hard feeling. As with Trudy, I will make sure you will be taken care of by the company."
"You really were ... are ... used to be ..."
She giggled and he told her to show me. She immediately began unbuttoning her blouse, pulling it from her skirt, removing it, and placing it on his desk. She undid the clasp on her skirt, lowered the zipper, and let it drop to the floor. She stepped out of it, placing it on the desk. I was fascinated as her hands moved behind her, unhooking her bra, and dropping it on the desk. Her panties were last. She was left in thigh-high stockings and heels. She resumed her position alongside Mr. Woodburn.
I found him watching me. "She is very comfortable being naked in this office. You will be, too. I can see it." I blushed profusely. I could feel the heat flowing through my upper body and face. "Stand up, Miss James." Shocking to me, I did. "Remove your dress." I looked at him, then at Trudy who remained standing comfortably. I unzipped the back of the dress and lowered it down my body. He studied me, reached into the middle drawer, and came out with scissors. "Take off the pantyhose and cut them to shreds. You will never wear pantyhose again. I like stockings but they are to be thigh-highs like Trudy is wearing or stockings with garters." I did as I was told, now standing before them in bra and panties. Mine were not sexy lace like Trudy's and I could sense another comment from him. He shook his head. "Take off your bra and panties." I did, leaving me naked. He smiled. "You are beautiful, Tina. I love your body." I blushed, again.
He offered me the chair, again. I sat, discretely crossing my legs. He asked, "Tina, do we require Trudy to further witness our discussion?" I smiled and said no. Trudy got dressed and strode past me, winking as she did. "Now that you understand much of the full scope of the position, I would like you to consider this offer over the weekend and give me your answer at 9:00 AM here." He thought for a moment as if a new idea came to him. "Let's do this. Arrive here at 9:00 AM. When you enter the office, you can give me your answer physically. If you undress to stockings and heels upon entering, I will know you are accepting the position. If not ..." I nodded. "Then, do you have any immediate questions?"
I was sitting in this man's office naked in the final moments of an interview for a job I had no knowledge of only hours ago. Did I have any questions??
"Mr. Woodburn, Sir, the slut part notwithstanding I wonder about the handling of the accounts. I imagine the accounts are being physically handled by accounts personnel somewhere downstairs. If these clients are to be truly managed at a special level, shouldn't we have a small staff to oversee and review the day-to-day processing?"
He chuckled and the biggest smile I had yet seen spread over his face. "My dear ... 'the slut part notwithstanding' ... your first question is about managing the accounts ... I love it!" He came around from behind the desk and held out his hand to me. I took it and stood up in front of him. "We have no agreement, but may I kiss you?"
I smiled and nodded. He didn't move, however. It flashed into my brain with that moment of awkwardness the realization that if I move forward with this I am his slut. Does he take his slut or does his slut avail herself to him? I put my hands on the sides of his face and kissed him on the lips. It was a good kiss, a lover's kiss, but not a slut's kiss I guessed. I wrapped my arms around his neck and devoured his mouth. His hands were on my bare back, one sliding down to my bare butt. He squeezed one ass cheek, but that was all.
I broke the kiss and took a half-step back from him. My body was flushed, my body was super-heated, my body was tingling with excitement, and I was aching for him to touch my pussy, for him to feel how I was responding. But, there was time for that on Monday. Until then, I truly needed to decide about this.
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CHAPTER 2: THE TRANSITION
After my usual long commute home (two subways and a train), I drove my little car the last five miles to my efficiency apartment. I lived in the Western suburbs where we lived when married. After the divorce, he moved away so I stayed put, downsized. It was a relatively safe area and apartments were affordable for a lowly Accounts Specialist. Within the last mile, I stopped to buy two bottles of cheap wine. I was anticipating a long weekend of turmoil.
I committed to putting my mind to rest for the night and looking at the proposition from Mr. Woodburn with a fresh mind tomorrow. It didn't work. I tried losing myself in something mindless on Netflix but that didn't work. I then tried to get into the novel I was currently in the middle of, but that didn't work, either. I walked around the little apartment. It didn't take much time. I went to the kitchen counter, opened one of the bottles, and poured myself a glass. I walked back to the center of the apartment and turned a full 360 degrees. I had just viewed everything that was my current existence except for the cubicle where I processed accounts from information someone above me provided and even that might not have been from the first-hand contact with a customer. I specialized in forms, not clients.
I poured a little more wine into my glass and sat down at the little table in my little kitchen in my little apartment. I retrieved the three-page job description and benefits sheet. I reread the job description and pushed it aside. As Mr. Woodburn said, it didn't really say anything meaningful. It was corporate words to satisfy auditors and HR managers. It was a new position and the real job requirements would evolve from the activity. But, there were real necessities that needed to be considered as I suggested to him. I started writing out my ideas, issues, concerns, possible ideas, and crazy ideas. Before I knew it, it was 11:00 PM and I had pages of written thoughts and an empty bottle spread over the table. I went to bed.
Saturday, I began wondering why I wasn't more fixated on the "other" part of the job. I had never been a slut before. Could I even really imagine what that was like or what to expect? The last couple of years I have had my share of guys coming through and I had been married so it wasn't like I wasn't familiar with sex, but ... a slut ...
I Googled it. Slut: noun; a woman who has sexual relationships with a lot of men without any emotional involvement. Well, yeah, that was already established. Mr. Woodburn and clients. But, what did that mean? What kind of sex? My mind led me to the conclusion that there might not be any defined answer for that. Now that my mind was working around this aspect, though, I decided to seek some guidance and took a chance to call Trudy Michaels. I logged into the firm's system and found her contact information. Her cell phone was listed. I called late afternoon.
"Trudy, this is ..."
"Tina, hi." She laughed on the other end. "I already put you into my phone's contacts."
I wasn't sure how to take that. She was so confident I would be taking the position? There was a period of silence and I realized I was causing it. "Trudy, I apologize to be bothering you on the weekend, but ... I was wondering if I could ask you some questions ... you know ... about ..."
She giggled, "I've actually been expecting you to call. Yes, I know what about."
"The sex. You were his mistress so you know what he is like. What kind of sex might I expect if ..."
"If you took this position? Tina, what I was and what you will be are quite different. I was strictly him. You will not be. He will be a primary for you, but not the only one. All I can help you with is what he was like."
"It's something ..."
"Okay. Mr. Woodburn is an aggressive lover. Think of it as fucking, not making love. Count on oral and pussy with him."
"Not anal, though."
"Tina, that's the thing about your position. The clients. Even if Mr. Woodburn didn't want anal, and he might with you, some clients probably will. The client aspect is the wild card here. My personal advice for you is to expect anything. If you take this, you should anticipate someone wanting almost anything."
Almost anything. What don't I even know about?
I decided to change and do some necessary shopping. I slipped out of the loose shorts I had been wearing and only then realized my panties were soaked through. I took them off and couldn't resist holding them up to my face. I had never noticed my panties so thoroughly soaking. The scent of the panties was intoxicating even to me. I had planned to wear leggings to shop, but decided on a simple dress. I might be buying some thigh-high stockings.
* * * * *
It was only 8:50 AM but I was outside Mr. Woodburn's office. I paced around the area of his door but remained close by. At precisely 9:00 AM, I knocked on his door. Trudy looked up from her work and smiled at me as I heard Mr. Woodburn say come in.
I took a deep breath, turned the handle, and stepped into the room. I walked deliberately past the sitting area and small conference table. As I approach, I decided on the proper location, between the two visitor chairs where I would be directly in front of him. As I took my position, I noticed him lean back into his chair, seeing it tilt back as he did. His elbows were on the armrests and his fingers were steepled at his lips. His eyes were solidly on me. He didn't say a word. He only watched.
I had elected to wear one of my few dresses I felt might be close to executive appearance. It was a black sleeveless, sheath dress that went to a few inches above the knees. I took a breath as my hands moved behind my neck to unclasp the catch, then unzipped it down the back. The dress sagged. I moved my hands to the shoulders and pulled the dress slightly forward and down until it would fall to my waist. I pushed it over my hips and legs. Holding the dress from the top, I stepped out of it and laid it over the back of one of the chairs next to me. This time I was wearing a black lace bra and panties. For some reason, even though I wouldn't be showing them for long, it seemed important that my underwear be sexy. By the approving look on his face, I was correct. I unclasped the bra and dropped it onto the chair and quickly pushed the bikini panties down my legs. They followed onto the chair. I now stood before him in sheer black thigh-high stockings and black three-inch heels, the tallest I owned.
He remained as he was still looking at me unabashedly from my face down my body and back up. He smiled. "I am very pleased, Tina. I think we will make an extraordinary team."
"Thank you, Mr. Woodburn, Sir."
He chuckled, "Mr. Woodburn or Sir will be sufficient, Tina." He turned his chair to the side. "Now that you have agreed to the position, I think I need to find out what you can do and what you need to work on. First, sucking cock." I smiled nervously as I moved around his desk. I looked up as I knelt in front of him, my breasts jiggling as my knees hit the floor. He noticed.
I reached for his belt, then the zipper. Opening his slacks, he raised his hips as I tugged them down. He wore blue boxer shorts. I placed my hand on the front of his shorts and flinched. I wouldn't have pretended to be an expert or overly experienced in cocks, but he was large and it wasn't hard yet. I replaced my hand over the front and squeezed his cock through the material. I looked up at him.
"Sir ..." He only smiled.
I took the waist of his shorts and tugged them, too. Again, he raised his hips so his shorts were with his slacks at his feet. I grasped one shoe and looked up, he nodded. After removing his shoes and socks, I pulled his slacks and shorts down and off. I moved between his knees and examined the cock in my fingers. Compared to any other cock I had experience with, this one was huge. I stroked the soft cock, bent my head forward, and licked the length of it. I noticed his pubic hair was missing. I took the head between my lips, then into my mouth. I sucked and licked, twisting my head and mouth as I did. Soon, his cock was hard and I pulled back to examine it, again. I held it with one hand at the base and placed the other above it. The head was still showing and I bent down to suck on it more, dropping one hand down to massage his balls.
When he came in my mouth, the spurts nearly filled my mouth each time, requiring me to gulp with each spurt. I licked his cock clean, knelt back onto my heels to gazed up at his face.
"You are very large, Sir. I suppose you already know that", as I blushed at the silly comment. Unconsciously, I licked my lips.
"Open your knees wider." I did as he required. "When in that position, I want to be able to enjoy the view of your pussy." I blushed but smiled. "Do you deep-throat?"
"No, Sir." Then I thought about the response. "Sir, maybe I should say, not yet, Sir."
He smiled and stood up in front of me. His cock was right in front of me and it had softened very little. I leaned forward and kissed it. He put his hands down to me and assisted me to my feet.
"Your mouth is very nice. You will get much better, however." Anticipating a lot of practice for me, I am sure. "Now, let's see about your pussy. Bend over the desk with your feet spread wide."
I was thinking how slutty this was to be bent over a desk in an office to be fucked by a man I hardly knew. Slutty. Yes. That is exactly what I decided to become, his slut.
I felt his cock head slide over the length of my pussy. "Do you always get this wet without being touched, slut?" Ooooooo ... now I am slut.
"Not normally, Sir. I found I was changing panties regularly over the weekend until I decided to just leave them off and wear simple dresses or long t-shirts." His cock was still moving over my slit. It stopped at my entrance. I felt it just at the opening, not quite pressing into me.
"That's good, then. You are responding to the idea of being my slut. Now, to see how we fit."
He pressed a little at my opening and I gasped. He was large and he was not going to enter me as easily as other men I have been with. He pressed harder and several more inches entered after expanding my pussy.
"My god, you are tight." He chuckled, "We will have to work at loosening you up. Who knows, there may be clients with larger cocks than mine." I groaned and neither of us was sure if it was his cock stretching me as he entered or the idea of an even larger cock.
My hands were braced on the top of the desk as he grasped my hips and pulled me back as he pressed forward. I didn't know how far he was inside me, but when he pulled back to press back in, I was shocked that he went further in, then again and again. When his hips bumped my ass, I felt stuffed with cock. The intense feeling of being stretched to the painful point had slowly eased as he was fully in me. He pulled back and pressed back in, each time with a little more speed and a little more force until my juicing, wet pussy took his length and width with more comfort. Then, he stopped.
I looked over my shoulder at him. If I hadn't known better, I might have thought I was being fucked by a fully dressed man. All I could see was the man in a pressed white shirt and tie still secured firmly at his neck.
He smiled and smacked my ass. "It occurs to me that you not only work for me but you are the slut in this relationship. So, why am I doing the work?"
His point escaped me for a moment as the feeling of his large cock in my stretched pussy seemed overwhelming. Then, it sunk in. "Yes, Sir." I pulled my body away from him until I felt the head at my opening, then I pressed back hard and quick until my ass impacted his hips. He groaned in response and my gasp was as if the air pressed into the top of my pussy was somehow being released through my throat.
One hand was on the small of my back as if grounding himself. The other hand snaked underneath me and took hold of my breast. He squeezed and fondled it, then squeezed firmly, then hard. The hand gave way to fingers taking the nipple, gently at first, then hard, twisting and pulling it. The torture was exquisite. My body started shaking and shivering as an orgasm built strongly inside me. I stopped moving, aching to avoid the orgasm from being realized.
"Cum for me, slut."
"Sir ... you ... you need ..."
"I said, cum for me, slut."
The pressure on my nipple increased, again. My body shook violently. My arms became wobbly and my vision went blank. My eyes were open, but my eyes rolled back as the orgasm crashed over me with an intensity far beyond anything I had ever experienced. I heard a scream somewhere, but it was later that it even occurred to me that it came from me.
As my mind began clearing, I realized I had fallen forward and was flat on the desktop. He was still inside me and was slowly stroking as I slowly recovered. With that recognition, I pushed my body up and resumed moving my body on his cock. I had just sucked his cock and swallowed his seed before fucking, no wonder he was lasting longer. I continued to increase my fucking and it wasn't lost on me how odd this felt. I am usually the one being fucked. Now, I am the one fucking him with my movements. I pressed back hard and discovered muscles in my pussy as I intentionally attempted to increase his pleasure. He moaned and pressed back at me as I pushed back at him. I felt his cock become harder than it had been. I moved a hand underneath and stroked my clit. I wanted to join him this time. I felt him jerk and spasm inside, then I felt the first spurt of his seed filling my pussy and at that moment my pussy spasmed around his cock and my orgasm joined his.
After he slowly pulled out of me, I turned around and took him in my arms, kissing him fiercely. "A magnificent fuck, Tina." He stroked my cheek with the backs of his fingers, kissed me, then with his lips brushing mine, "After we fuck, I want you to clean my cock of our juices." I blushed but smiled as I slid down to my knees with his now softening cock in front of my face. Yes, so much to experience.
I was again seated in the open visitor's chair and we had been discussing many things including my ideas about handling the executive accounts. I remained naked and acutely aware of the cum in my pussy, which was undoubtedly leaking onto the chair seat. Mr. Woodburn redressed and was behind his desk.
He said he had thought about the arrangement over the weekend, also. He concluded on some things he wanted to institute as rules: As nice as he found my pussy, he liked bald pussy better; my clothing needed revamping, which meant that I would only wear dresses and skirts with hems at mid-thigh; he also liked my breasts, not too small and not too big and preferred them without a bra unless my blouse was too sheer, then a skimpy, lace one or covered by a jacket; he didn't want me in panties ever; my stocking would never be pantyhose; and, he really like the view as we talked, which meant that any time I entered his office I was to strip down to stockings and heels. Oh, yes, and my heels should increase to 4-1/2 inches.
I had an obscene salary increase, but even so, it was going to cost a lot of money to completely change out my wardrobe. I saw him press a button on his office phone, then the door opened. I froze. His office was secure and nobody got into it unless Trudy allowed it, but it still caused my heart to stop. I turned my head to find Trudy striding into the office toward his desk with a folder in her hand. She looked down at me and smiled.
She placed the folder down in front of him and opened it for him to peruse. He asked me to pull the chair up to the desk and slid the first stapled sheets in front of me. Trudy handed me a pen. Suddenly, I was back in business mode. I was naked, but I was in business mode. The first document was defining my responsibilities for the department budget. It listed two employees reporting to me. The second was a capital request for construction of my office on the 10th floor and two cubicles outside it with furnishings, computers, phones, etc. The third was for a corporate credit card to be used for expenses in the name of the firm. The fourth was a lease agreement. I looked up.
Mr. Woodburn was smiling, "I take care of my most important employees, don't I Trudy?"
"You do indeed, Sir."
"Where you are living is just not suitable for your position and is too far away. Your hours will be variable and I don't want you traveling that far late at night. This lease is for a condo on the 14th floor. I understand it is very nice." Trudy was nodding her head. "Did I mention Trudy lives on the 12th floor? There is no 13th floor by the way. The lease will be covered through my discretionary funds, as Trudy's has been. I want you both safe in this city."
The next document was also a credit card. "This is for clothing and accessories, shoes, etc. Also, use it for travel to and from work by cab. It might only be two miles, but do that for me." I smiled, not knowing how to respond to all this. "Trudy will take you out to some nice shop around here where you can start assembling a new wardrobe that will satisfy my criteria. Don't duplicate what Trudy wears, I have given you stricter guidelines." He certainly had and my concerns about the expense of new clothes just vanished. "What have I forgotten?"
Trudy reminded him of the transition period. He wanted it as short as possible, but he recognized that it might take two weeks for the new offices and furnishings to be expedited. In the meantime, I was to clean up my current assignments. My old managers were being informed of my promotion as we were meeting. I should begin the selection of the employees I wanted. I already had a good idea from the pool of people I had been working with. He understood but suggested that I make it look like I went through the interviewing process. The salaries included in the budget would attract anyone I wanted. He suggested I spend mornings on the 2nd floor doing those things and the afternoons in his office at the conference table reviewing the 'executive accounts' and potential clients list.
"In your office, Sir?"
He smiled, as did Trudy. "Yes. Trudy will pull the files as you work your way through them for familiarity. I figure that might fill the two weeks with some diversion along the way." There was a distinct twinkle in his eyes. "By the way, Trudy, did you hear anything outside this office earlier?" I blushed profusely remembering my orgasms.
"Yes, Sir. It was muffled, but it sounded like a slut was being used in here." I gasped.
* * * *
The time slipped by quickly. I initially focused on my projects, then on interviewing and assembling the team. Additionally, I used mornings to overseeing the construction and layout of my office and the two cubicles. I was shocked at what Mr. Woodburn had specified for me. My former manager and her manager would be green with envy. Trudy and I also used mornings for shopping. She showed me the shops with lines Mr. Woodburn seemed to enjoy. As instructed, I had my outfits tailored to be shorter. They were a length and exposure that seemed to push proper business standards, but proper business was only a part of my job now.
I spent each afternoon available in Mr. Woodburn's office at his little conference table. Each time, I walked up to his desk and undressed in front of him. I learned he liked to scrutinize the process of my undressing. He liked to savor each piece coming off. Of course, with his dress code for me, there sometimes wasn't much to take off if I was wearing a dress. As a result, I augmented my wardrobe with more business outfits that included a jacket, blouse, and skirt. At least, then, there were three items to remove. I found a new object in the office to the side of his desk, a coat tree. Besides his own jacket, that was now where I was to hang my clothes.



* * * * *
Of course, he was also doing a good job of familiarizing himself with my mouth and pussy. Every day, he availed himself of me in one way or another. Not that I minded at all. His cock was the largest and most amazing cock I had ever experienced. I was always wet in anticipation as I removed my clothes upon entering his office. The ease with which I took to the comfort of being sexily naked with him and Trudy and the eagerness with which my body responded to being available for this man's use, whether I was in the middle of a review or not, startled me when I reflected on it but also reinforced to me what this man had somehow always known: I was indeed a slut that needed to be released.
He talked to me in quiet moments after a fuck or while I sucked his cock. The talks often were centered on some technique he desired me to develop or refine. He spoke a lot about deep-throating and how completely erotic and sensual the feeling of his cock tightly encased by the throat and how the muscles in the throat could more dramatically massage the cock. He admitted to enjoying it himself very much. His quiet telling of the sensation was the motivation for me to regularly try to take more and more of him. It was difficult, however. The gagging reflex was strong. There had to be a trick.
Into the second week, I was well past the mental thoughts of 'okay, I'll probably be fucked or asked to suck, again' and it was now, 'it's almost afternoon, I can't wait to find out how he wants me to suck or fuck him today'. I sat at the conference table facing him. That way, though I worked hard on the files, when he moved dramatically from his monitor or away from what he was reviewing on his desk, I would look up in expectation.
Wednesday afternoon of that second week, he took Trudy and me to visit my new condo. It had been going through a refurbishment with new paint, cleaning carpets and rugs, and switching out certain furniture. The condo came to me furnished and I was amazed at how stylish the furnishing was. It would be ready for me to oversee the movers box and deliver my belongings from the small efficiency to this large condo on Friday. The condo was large, most rooms were as large as my efficiency. A large balcony was off the living room with floor-to-ceiling windows, which I found very nice, but then found that the same windows were in all outside rooms including the dining room and bedroom. Heavy curtains on motorized mechanisms for opening and closing were in the bedroom. The living room and dining room had light curtains that opened and closed and designer blinds that rose from the floor. I learned that Trudy, with other unspecified help, had a big hand in decisions. She and I had become conspiratorial compatriots.
The bedroom was finished and I fell in love with it immediately. The curtains were pulled open to a view of the skyline. Besides the obvious items like bed, dressers, makeup table, and bedside tables, a corner in the windows (it was a corner apartment) was a lounging/reading space with a Carlisle chaise lounge. I could see myself lounging there with a glass of wine, a book, and the nighttime view of the city below.
I turned around to find Mr. Woodburn and Trudy watching me expectantly. Trudy moved to the bed and pulled the covers down to the foot of the bed. I watched with understanding but in disbelief. I would certainly have expected it with Mr. Woodburn, but Trudy was not expected to be involved in my activities.
"Trudy?"
She smiled and hugged his arm as they both put an arm out in my direction. "This isn't about Mr. Woodburn's control. This is something I have wanted to do since almost the first time we met. There was something about you, Tina. I don't think I can begin to explain it, but something very sexual and erotic. I mentioned it to Mr. Woodburn and he confirmed that he had felt the same thing from you."
I stepped into a three-some hug with kisses and hands stroking. Then, I was eased back a step. She looked at me with lust in her eyes, "Strip, slut. Then you will undress us. You will enhance our sex today."
Mr. Woodburn added, "You will not concern yourself with your own release or satisfaction. You will only be concerned with heightening our pleasure as we enjoy each other." I nodded my understanding as I stripped off my dress leaving me essentially naked. I then began undressing them in turns, an article on Trudy, then an article on Mr. Woodburn. He added, "Tina, my slut, use this as an important lesson about being a slut." Then he gave me the words that would become a mantra to assist me in becoming an ever-improving slut: "A true slut never assumes anything, but only seeks to improve her devotion and skills constantly, never expecting to completely attain her master's full pleasure."
I assisted them in their love-making, which is what it was. They shared themselves with each other in tenderness and softness as if they were lovers lost in themselves. This was not a fucking that I received or gave. It was totally different than how he used me. I found I wasn't feeling anything about the difference. Her relationship had been different. I was his slut. A slut gets used.
The unusual feeling, though, was my unselfish assistance in their lovemaking while on my new bed in my new home. They were christening my new bedroom and I had a sense that it would be a part of the essence of the room for me, something I would always recall. That was something that would always remind me of my new role.
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CHAPTER 3: MRS. DEBORAH WOODBURN
I wasn't even spending the first night in my condo after moving in. Mr. Woodburn told me to pack a small case for two nights. He would be picking me up Friday late afternoon and return me home Sunday afternoon. He gave me little information other than some essentials to be packed.
I was waiting inside the secure lobby of the building with my single carry-on size roller bag. The doorman, who I had only met that day, was very attentive and suggested I wait inside out of the traffic and flow of people on the sidewalk. When Mr. Woodburn's Cadillac pulled next to the curb, the doorman looked back at me. I nodded and he began rushing back and forth, first to hold the door for me, taking my bag, then to the car to open the door for me, then to the trunk that popped open for him. The driver handed him a tip as he shut the trunk lid.
I settled into the back seat next to Mr. Woodburn. He had suggested an office-type outfit. The short skirt rode up my thighs are I slid into the seat. He noticed. He didn't ask but he was almost able to see if I did indeed take his comment of "office-type outfit" to mean no underwear. I didn't have any on, of course, and I thought the doorman might have had the better vantage point as I got into the car.
"Sir?"
"You'll find out in due course, my dear."
"Yes, Sir." He was still not telling me, but we crossed the river leaving downtown. I had the very familiar tingling feeling in my pussy as I sat back trying to present an air of calm while the potential of the unknown crashed against those efforts.
* * * * *
"So, you're the slut who has been fucking my Charles at his work?"
The woman standing in the foyer of their mansion-sized home was Mrs. Deborah Woodburn. She was about 45-years-old, younger than him. She was trim, 5' 6" tall, and about 130 pounds. Her looks were younger than her actual years. She had stylized reddish, blonde hair that fell to her shoulders. She was in a very nice dress, stockings, and heels. Jewelry completed the look on her neck, ears, and wrists.
I glanced nervously to Mr. Woodburn who had taken his place alongside her. His expression showed no hint of discomfort or tension.
"Mrs. Woodburn, I..."
Her face suddenly changed completely by breaking into a smile. She stepped up to me and took me into her arms, pulling me in for a truly heartfelt hug that could have been a mother's hug to a daughter who had been away too long.
"I am sorry, dear, but you should have seen your face." She took my arm and led me through the foyer. A large, curving staircase went upstairs. She took me past what was a formal dining room already set up for three. She commented on the rooms as if settling me in. We stopped in a study, large curtain-covered windows on one wall, other walls covered with bookshelves, and a sitting area at the other wall around a coffee table. While Mr. Woodburn went to a hidden bar for drinks, she held me out in front of her, stepped back, and appraised me from head to toe.
"You did well, Charles."
He chuckled as he handed us our drinks, "I know I did, my love."
"You know about me?"
She laughed, "Of course, I do. Charles and I have a very good marriage, my dear. I knew about Trudy, too. When he told me Trudy wanted to reduce her involvement and that he wanted to change the situation to include a professional person working closely with him who would be his personal slut for personal and professional use, I was intrigued." She looked up at her husband.
He nodded, "As I said before, my dear, I have no objection to expanding the relationship as long as Tina is in agreement. But, remember she has critical responsibilities at the firm."
I looked between them, "Expand? What are you suggesting?"
Mrs. Woodburn stared at me. Her face was still pleasant but there was new purpose or authority there, also. "How are you dressed when in Charles' office?" I told her what she already knew. "When in my home, consider the rules of his office to apply here, as well."
My eyes began flitting to Mr. Woodburn, but I stopped them. I slipped the jacket from my shoulders and looked for a nearby chair. Mr. Woodburn held out his hand and took it from me. I started unbuttoning my white blouse when I was stopped. She commented on how attractive the hint of my nipples was. I handed the blouse to him, now naked above the waist. I reached around my back without hesitation, unclasped and unzipped it, then wiggling out of the tight skirt. After stepping out of it, it was too given to him. I stood before them in my dark thigh-high stockings and black heels.
"You are a beautiful woman, Tina." Her eyes traveled over my body. "Does your willingness mean you accept the expansion of your relationship with Charles?"
"I don't think you explained the terms of the expansion, Ma'am. My compliance was only in deference to your husband's presence and in anticipation of what might come."
"Oh, Charles, I do like her." She held up her glass and we touched. "A good combination of professional competence and slutty obedience."
At dinner, Charles sat at the head of the table while his wife and I sat on either side near him. I remained naked, both periodically pointing out how my nipples would become erect or my face and upper chest would flush. She explained what she wanted in the expansion of my slut agreement with her husband. She confided that he kept her very satisfied sexually and, in fact, found his interest in sex with her increased with the addition of Trudy and now me. My arrival in an expanded capacity, however, introduced an exciting potential she wished to pursue. He agreed, but it would depend on my acceptance.
She described herself as a woman schooled in the lost art of formal etiquette where women held men's attention simply by the way they stood, sat, touched an arm in conversation, or allowed their eyes to travel over someone. She proposed that she could instruct me in that art and it could prove valuable in the enticement of clients. After all, she said, using a slut to gain business was all about enticement. It can be done purely slutty or have the slutty be a surprise, which would be more enticing.
She said there were things she desired, though, too. She desired to know and experiment with the feel of the touch of a woman. She also had other desires. Desires that were quite taboo in society and too taboo to attempt to experience them except in the privacy of the estate. I questioned what those taboos were. Even as I asked the question, though, my pussy was sending tingling messages to my nipples and brain and they were responding with increased signals back. She assured me they were not hurtful, at least not more than a hard fuck by a big cock. She smiled.
"You've fucked my husband. You know what I mean by that. Are you used to him, yet?"
I nodded, "Mostly, I think." I was blushing intensely and I knew my nipples were again hard nubs on my breasts and my pussy was again leaking. I hoped the chairs could be cleaned. "He says I will be stretched more. There may be clients with larger cocks." She looked at her husband. "And, he has mentioned anal." She gasped. Apparently, that wasn't part of their lovemaking.
I woke up with the morning light filtering in through the bedroom window's sheer curtains. It took me a moment to orient myself. The air and sounds were different. The bedroom was certainly different. Most different, though, was having one person's leg draped over mine and another person's arm draped over my breasts. I don't know if I slept on my back the entire night or in our sleep, we found positions like this.
Of course, the people entrapping me to the bed were Mr. and Mrs. Woodburn. It was an interesting evening and night. I was sure she had heard the details of my being hired and the days after, but she was adamant about hearing it from me. I couldn't help feeling embarrassed in the telling. I was sitting naked in the study with them on a couch, each of them stroking my thighs as I related the story including our first and other fucks. I was relating to a woman about the times I had fucked her husband and she wanted details. And their fingers became more insistent as I told the story. And the drinks. Mr. Woodburn refreshed our drinks numerous times. Sometime in the description of trying to take him deep into my throat and gagging yet again, my legs were pulled open and draped over their legs. Now, two sets of fingers played over my inner thighs and drooling pussy.
We ended up in bed. There was no question of that inevitability. I assisted them in fucking. In a moment of ingenuity, I lay on my back with my head toward the foot of the bed, had her straddle my head, then he came up behind her. He fucked his wife on her hands and knees while I licked her pussy and clit, my mouth and tongue playing over her and his plunging cock and balls, my fingers working over her hanging breasts and nipples. Periodically, he pulled out of his wife and fed his cock into my mouth, then plunged back into her. She screamed her orgasm and he moaned his along with her as I pinched her nipple and massaged his balls.
After, there was light banter that led me to suck him hard, again. She sat cross-legged and offered with open hands for me to take my turn. And that was an interesting moment. I excitedly jumped at the opportunity. That was when it crystallized for me. It wasn't at all that I was just a compliant, accepting slut. Well... maybe... but not JUST. I also really, really like to fuck him. I liked the way he fucked. I liked his cock... a lot. I liked being with both of them. I liked being with him and Trudy. I really, really liked fucking, sucking, and eating pussy. I really liked sex! Mr. Woodburn really did know the woman inside me and he was drawing that woman out of me.
* * * * *
"I hope you don't think badly of Charles, my dear."
We were at the kitchen counter, the two of us pulling together a breakfast. I like this woman. Actually, being in their home with them was showing a side of the Woodburn's I wouldn't have guessed. From the outside, he projected an image of wealth and power that would naturally include not only the limo service to and from work but service at home, too. That was the part I found telling about them. They both treated the home, despite the magnificence of it and the grounds, as a place of retreat. I was sure they had a cleaning service and grounds service that would come in to do major efforts, but they liked their privacy. She enjoyed cooking and last night they shared in doing the cleanup. So, this morning, I found myself assisting her in pulling together the breakfast.
"Why would I think badly of him, Ma'am?" I studied her as she took the egg dish out of the oven. It was amazingly simple to put together with eggs, sausage, cheese, and crumbled bread, then cooked for 40 minutes. She was covered with a mid-length, light-fabric robe that covered her, but the tie slowly loosened as she worked requiring her to frequently retie it but also allow glimpses of her otherwise naked body underneath. I admired her body last night. Her extension of my role as her husband's slut to include her now required that I also remain naked in their home unless otherwise directed. It was a modification I would never have expected.
"The fact that he is going off to play golf when he brought you here for the weekend." She glanced at me with a look that said there was more to her bringing it up. We heard him and she called out that we had breakfast ready and he had to eat before leaving. "The truth is, I suggested it to him. I have something I want to... discuss with you while he is gone." Just then, he came into the kitchen, wrapped his arms around his wife, kissing her neck and shoulders as he untied her robe and fondled her breasts. She wiggled with embarrassed delight. While she retied her robe, he came to me and repeated his attack. I, however, was much more compliant and his hand moved further down my body. I glanced at his wife beside me who was now leaning against the counter on one hip watching as my feet spread and my hands reached for the counter for support as his hand found my pussy. He smacked my butt, grabbed a mug of coffee, and retreated to the kitchen nook. She smiled at me, sensing the frustration of the quick, teasing arousal and just as quick let-down.
* * * * *
Mr. Woodburn had left for the golf course and she was leading me out into the yard. I could see in the rear of the large lot a small building that clearly was a kennel with a large fenced-in run. Inside were two dogs, a Golden Retriever and an Irish Setter. Both were beautiful dogs and mature in size. She was now dressed in shorts and a pullover top. I was still completely naked, even barefoot. She assured me the property was completely fenced in and private, but that didn't stop me from surveying around us as we walked. I was not used to an outdoor exhibition. Being stood in front of a window 11 stories in the air was one thing, this was another. But, I now satisfied her expectation, too.
She stood at the chain-link fence with her palm on the mesh. The dogs came rushing to her and nosed her palm.
"You grew up on a farm, right? Aren't I remembering that correctly?
"Yes, Ma'am."
"You're comfortable with dogs and other animals?"
I was wondering what this was leading to. "Yes, Ma'am. I love dogs. We had three, sometimes four dogs around the farm. They were almost strays. We put food and water out for them and they kept varmints away from the chickens and the barn. Then, there were lots of cows, a few horses, and pigs."
She only nodded. It took her a few moments, "We recently got the dogs because Charles wanted dogs. You can see the balls and ropes scattered around the yard. They play with him very well. They might be rough on the plantings and gardens, but the three of them are a delight to watch."
"The three of them, Ma'am?"
She smiled, "Yes, not much slips by you, does it?" She turned to me, "The thing is... well, we wanted handsome dogs and playful. These two are certainly that. They came from the same kennel and had been living together when they were... mmmmm... taken from the owners. It didn't seem that the adoption kennel had a lot of information on them except that they were healthy, loved, and well cared for. But... stand over there away from the gate and watch what happens."
I move around the corner of the fenced run but could still see through the links as she opened the gate and stepped back. I noticed she did nothing with her hands or body but to step back several steps. The dogs glanced at me warily, but with wagging tails rushed to her. My hand went to my mouth as I watched them circle her, snouts pressing into her front and butt. She stood there taking the aggressive probing of the noses before returning to the gate and ordering them back inside. I saw her hands shaking on the latch to close the gate.
We walked back to the patio. "That's why I had you stand away. Imagine them with a naked woman? At first, we thought they were just happy and excited. Well... duh. But, not in the friendly, family dog kind of way." Her hand slipped between her thighs as she gazed out into the yard toward the kennel, then quickly pulled it back as she saw me watching. "Sorry. It becomes rather arousing when you accept what they are after."
"Ma'am, you really think..."
She patted my hand and smiled. "I was the same way. When it first was happening, Charles became quite embarrassed for me. I think men tend to see the sexual implication of things faster than we might. But, eventually, we went back to the adoption kennel for more information. He was nervous that there was something wrong and offered to take the dogs back and return our money. The thing was, though, that with Charles they were exactly what we wanted. The man promised more information so we could decide. He came back to us over a week later, apologizing for the delay. It turned out the dogs came from a police raid on a family.
There was nothing in the police reports to indicate anything out of the ordinary. The neighbors all said the dogs didn't bark, were good with kids, and were well-behaved, but were kept in the yard or the house. Out of curiosity, the animal control people who took the dogs into custody after the arrests pursued it further. They were given permission to interview the woman. The man wouldn't talk to them. Both were in prisons, obviously different ones. The woman, since she was already in prison, decided to confess that she had been having... well... she was... enjoying the dogs, and the man rarely interacted with them. We were told she had a perverse smile on her face. "
I stared at her for a moment as the information fully sunk in. "So... that was a trained response for them. Maybe not a deliberate training response, but the woman had gotten them used to..."
She nodded. That was all required.
We both sat quietly for many more moments. Although I now had a very challenging professional job, there was always the element of sexuality orbiting my life, always within a comment, text, email, or phone call away from that orbiting sexuality to consume me. Her story, now combined with the image of the dogs with with that other woman... all I could do was shake my head.
She agreed quickly with her own head shaking. "We're in the process of having them retrained. The dog trainer we hired is very hopeful. He's handled a range of ingrained behavior resulting from abuse. I wanted you to see it so you would know to be careful." She smiled. "You will be naked here." I smiled, too, but sent a wary glance toward the kennel run in the backyard.
Our talk quickly turned to lighter subjects and that seemed to open her up to divulging desire within her to somehow give more to Mr. Woodburn. "I love sex, Tina. I think you witnessed that last night but even so there might be so much more I could try if..."
I smiled at her, "But, you don't know if it should be something you should be considering or how to pursue it if you really want to?" She nodded, her eyes remaining down looking at the ground between us. "Ma'am...", she looked up at me, "I don't know if it should be too much to ask me or not. I think that is my problem right now. Everything is so sensual and arousing to me. Just being around your husband and not knowing what that relationship might bring me; being in his office naked and not knowing when he might have me suck his cock or bend me over the table or desk to fuck me; and now you, naked in your home, helping the two of you to fuck and for you to be sitting with us as he fucks me.
Ma'am, it is explosive just thinking about it." I smiled with reassurance, "To your point, finally, I don't know that there is anything too much to ask. Heck, not ask but direct me to do. That is the way I am feeling, that there is nothing too much to expect from me. I wasn't sure what it might mean to accept his offer of being his slut. I like sex more than I imagined as time passed. The more I experienced, the more I liked it. But, ultimately, your husband showed me how much I really did. This is going to sound really bad... or slutty... but I am wondering what my limits might be."
She looked at me with eyes that were very soft and tender. "I wish I was like that, Tina. I love the sex Charles gives me, but I wish I could give Charles more, be more adventurous for him. Understand, he loves me tremendously and we are very happy. It isn't that him wanting you somehow diminish anything we have. I think having you might actually improve what we have." She hesitated, again. "Can I ask something of you, then?"
I put my hand on hers. "Ma'am, I want you to ask me anything you desire."
"When you are here with us, can you push me, encourage me to try new things, to push my fears of what might hurt versus the experience of some hurt that leads to increased pleasure?"



I got out of my chair and knelt alongside her. "I will do anything you want me to do. I want you and Mr. Woodburn to have anything any slut might ever give in service."
* * * * *
I came out of the bathroom after a much-needed shower before dinner. Mrs. Woodburn was seated at her vanity in bra and panties applying her makeup and fussing with her hair. On the bed was the floor-length, sheer, white nightgown I had packed on Mr. Woodburn's recommendation. I knew it well. Trudy had seen it in one of the shops we visited and insisted I get it after seeing me in it. She was convinced it could come in handy sometime with a client. It was one of those gowns that were held by thin straps at the shoulders. The back was non-existent. It simply dropped to just above my butt. The front was a sheer lace bodice with a single catch between the breasts. The front was open to the floor if I moved. Standing in one place, the gown closed. If I stepped or a breeze caught it, I was exposed. I loved the feel of the gown and how it made me feel. I walked around the tiny efficiency enjoying the feeling of it opening and exposing me, wondering what occasion would have me actually wearing it. Alongside the gown was a new package of sheer, white thigh-high stockings. On the floor was a pair of white, strap heels.
I was expecting another evening of stockings and heels. "Charles thought you might enjoy dressing up along with us." I smiled. Dressing up. They were dressing in almost formal outfits. Me? I was 'dressing up' in a sheer nightgown.
She stood up and stepped in front of me, her hands grasping mine. She looked intently into my eyes, "Dear, I want to thank you." I started to protest, but, "No, I mean it. Thank you. Charles is better at this 'dominant in control' thing. I just blurt out my feelings, but he feels the same way. What you might do for the firm is one thing. What you do for us, though, is personal. I know he calls you his personal slut, but... well, last night was beautiful and today was stunning."
We were interrupted by his appearance in the bedroom door. "Are you two going to make me drink by myself?"
We looked at each other and laughed. I said, "Sorry, Sir. I'll be down as soon as I get dressed...", I glanced at his wife and smiled, "it won't take me long." She stifled another laugh.
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CHAPTER 4: BOARD OF DIRECTORS MEETING
"Ah, my favorite Accounts team."
My team consisting solely of me and the two Account Specialists I recruited from the 2nd floor were seated around the small conference table in my new office. It had been a little more than two weeks since I had moved into my new office and condo; the same two weeks since spending the memorable weekend at the Woodburn's.
Mr. Woodburn stood in the open door. It was not a common occurrence to find him venturing out of the sanctuary of the 11th floor. Since taking this position, I had used it to encourage him in certain matters and his visibility with the employees was one of those matters. He considered himself the kind of senior manager that allowed managers down the line the freedom of management without interference and suggested to me that Trudy and I were the exceptions where he applied a more hands-on approach. That, of course, warranted a groan from me. I still suggested that it would be good for employees to see his presence in their work areas as symbolic of his interest in them.
He was making his rounds periodically, but I still sensed he stopped in our area more frequently as a more familiar group to him. It was always strange to me to have him stop by my office or our area to talk. I had been conditioned that when I met with him I would undress. I wondered if he felt the same turmoil when he came to my office and I didn't move to take off my outfit. That question would be answered when he mentioned that he would like to see me in his office before the end of work today.
* * * * *
"Hi Trudy, I hope he is still here. My day suddenly got very busy and he didn't give me a particular time to meet, just by the end of the day." Trudy was just gathering her items and shutting down her computer. "And ... how's Adam? Are you going to introduce me sometime?"
She chuckled, "Introduced him to YOU?!? Do you think I am out of my mind?" She winked at me and said he was good ... very good ... and we should get together some night for dinner since we were in the same building. Then, "Yes, the man's still here. He's been busy, too. Some important business dinner. He's had me arranging for a catered dinner. Maybe that's what he wants to talk to you about." She shrugged her shoulders. Apparently, she didn't have too many details, yet. That usually meant it was still in flux. Trudy always knew the details. She winked at me as she gathered up her purse and shoulder bag, "Hadn't seen you in there today. Working late tonight?"
I smiled at the implication and raised my eyebrows, "You know him ... work, work, work." She laughed and I knocked on the door.
"Sorry, it took me so long, Sir. The day got busy ..." I was walking deliberately, as always, to the spot between the two guest chairs in front of his desk. I was already reaching behind my neck to unclasp and unzip the dress. We had already made another modification to my dress code to include a little more cleavage besides the short hem. Both might be pushing the boundaries of normal business decorum, but since I reported only to Mr. Woodburn, and it was at his direction, nobody else dared object.
He smiled as he leaned back in his chair to watch. Something else that always happened. He was, also, almost always quiet as I removed my clothes and waited for his gesture to sit in one of the chairs. This time was different, though.
"Tina, your influence on my wife has been fun for us. Tell me honestly, did we overstep the bounds by involving you in our personal lives?"
I was standing before him in stockings, heels, and jewelry. He motioned for me to sit, which I did. I took the opportunity to flash him slowly, something I had decided to add to our ritual, by exaggerating the motion of crossing my legs by spreading them a bit more than necessary in the process. Now, I could count on his eyes glued to my exposed pussy as I took my seat. Now, I was not merely reacting to his directed needs but devising my own ways of enticing and teasing him myself. The slut inside me was taking a firm hold on me.
"Sir, I agreed to be your personal slut. True, it had implications of being used for the firm in dealing with clients, but, from the beginning, I had no misconceptions that this was anything but very personal for you. In a very real way, adding control to your wife could be considered a natural extension of yours. I am pleased to serve both of you and more pleased if it adds to your relationship with her."
He smiled. "She'll be glad to hear that."
I felt a tingle at the memory of that weekend. "I will give her a call, Sir."
"Now, the reason for wanting to talk to you ..."
I pouted playfully, "Work?"
He laughed. "Yes, my dear slut, we do first work for the firm." He laughed, again, at my playfulness and did not miss when I changed legs being crossed. I knew my nipples were already hard and I could feel the slickness between my legs. He put both hands on the surface of the desk in mock sternness, "Do I need to fuck you, slut, so we can devote just a little time to business?" I replied with another pout but neither of us could hold the acting very long before we were laughing.
"As I told you, the Board approved the creation of your position and 'unofficially' approved the application of the slut aspect. Everyone is very conscious of the potential legal issues surrounding the implication of sexual harassment or, worse, assault. They are trusting us, especially me, to use the highest judgment for its use. Several members of the Board have reached out to me for a ... presentation, maybe we could say regarding the Executive Accounts and how you, as a slut, might be applied. I anticipate questions after the presentation and perhaps some challenges to gauge our commitment."
My nipples became harder. "Sex with the Board, Sir? The entire Board?"
"I wouldn't rule it out. They already approved the use of sex while keeping that approval unofficial. We are technically sitting out there without the Board's approval should anything go seriously wrong. That is not one of my worries, though." I nodded in agreement. "I am considering a semi-formal dinner at my home without spouses after the Board meeting." I questioned him with the obvious. "No, not Deborah, either. She would go visit a friend, which she does occasionally, anyway." He had leaned forward but again leaned back as he considered it further. "Yes, I think that best. If they might think spouses could be included in some way, it can be at another time and place. I am envisioning you providing a PowerPoint presentation of the major accounts we currently have and a review of several we have identified to pursue. I want them to see you as the responsible executive you are and to see me as your support. I want them to especially see you as much more than the slut." I nodded and agreed. "I will work out the timing and details through Trudy, but I am thinking of saving the end of the Board Meeting for your presentation to them, fielding any questions, and not addressing the slut part immediately. It will, of course, be increasingly in the backs of their minds."
He hesitated and watched me. His eyes moved down to my nipples several times. I had the sense he was gauging my reaction. He expressed how he thought both the meeting and dinner with the Directors might flow. He wanted my feedback, but I had little to offer. Although he had enjoyed me sexually and in a variety of ways, my being a slut for him had only been personal. If this happened, it would be my first time with others I barely knew. It was an inevitability and, besides, this was the Board, which made it even more significant in my mind.
"As you know, the Board is made up of six people: five men and a woman."
I smiled. "You saw my comfort with your wife and Trudy, Sir." He smiled. Settled.
* * * * *
On the day of the Board Meeting, the schedule I received indicated the actual meeting through the afternoon, then a break for them to return either home or to their hotel to refresh and dress for dinner, which would be catered at Mr. Woodburn's home at 8:00 PM. It had a note added to the email specifically for me: one of my business dresses with cleavage for the meeting; and, a special dress he gave me for more formal situations for the dinner. And, I should arrive early for the dinner.
The laptop was primed with my presentation. It would be shown through the in-house wi-fi to the large flat-screen monitor on the wall at the end of the room. Mr. Woodburn had buzzed for me to join the meeting and he and I stood before them in front of the large monitor as they re-took their seats after getting some refreshments while I entered and prepared the system. He introduced me and made some introductory comments, then stepped to the side allowing me full command of the presentation. I flipped through the slides covering all the accounts I had inherited, then moved on to potential accounts Mr. Woodburn had identified. This segment of slides included information procured from multiple sources indicating susceptibility to our approach. We had already brought in a couple accounts through normal business relationships while using care in identifying accounts to target for our new approach.
Following the presentation, there was a flurry of probing questions from the Directors regarding the accounts, clients, risk, and profitability. These were all standard fare circling around the business aspects of the accounts. Mr. Woodburn stayed at the side in his chair he had pushed away from the massive conference table. At one point when I flipped back to specifically address a client detail, I glanced at Mr. Woodburn as I turned to use the laser pointer to hi-lite several lines of data to address the question. I found his face serene as he sat comfortably back in the chair while intently watching the faces and body language of the Directors. He had an exceedingly please look on his face. Inwardly, I gave myself a smile.
Then, the meeting changed. I waited patiently to see if there might be another question but found none. One of the Directors thanked me by name and expressed his pleasure and satisfaction. Others added similar comments.
There was a pause, almost awkward, then, "Charles, you're saying Miss James here is now acting as your personal slut ..."
Mr. Woodburn interrupted him, "I can assure you nothing is ACTING about Miss James in this relationship." He stood and joined me to stand front and center. "Are you just pretending, Miss James? Are you playing me?"
I flushed at the directness of the discussion and the room was now totally silent, seven pairs of eyes watching me, more than a few of those eyes also scanning my body. "Sir, I would think my actions have spoken far better than any words I might provide." Mr. Woodburn winked at me. It was a moment and I saw all of the others smiling and commenting quietly among themselves.
The original questioner took up his question, though. "Excellent response, Miss James. Allow me to rephrase the question, Charles. You're saying that with Miss James, AS your slut, works on our top accounts and will do whatever you direct her to secure and keep those accounts?"
"The only meaningful answer should again come from Miss James."
I consciously took a couple steps closer to them, closing the gap before retaking a confident stance. "Yes, Sirs and Ma'am. That is exactly how this is going to work. I am sure each of you knows of people who, in their personal image of power and control, find sex so enticing they may willingly compromise on many things to enjoy it. Then add in a woman who is not only willing and eager but an executive. These people of power were given the opportunity of enjoying not only a slut but an executive like themselves. Imagine some of these men and women. The offer of a slut, some whore or escort hired, might be alluring enough, but a business executive who provides the same thing?"
The woman of the group, "For the sake of argument, how does giving clients the use of a slut improve our position in their business?" It was interesting to me that the lone woman in the group looked directly into my eyes as she emphatically referred to me as a slut.
This felt like as much a challenge to my person as it might to Mr. Woodburn's idea. So, I didn't look to Mr. Woodburn, and he remained silent, continuing to allow me full control of the Board of Directors since they had already re-focused their attention fully on me. Since the actions of the Board had changed the tenor of the meeting, I took it to yet another level. I moved slowly, exaggerating my walk, around the outside of the occupied chairs around the table lightly brushing up against the backs of the chairs. I looked each in the eyes, several already had their eyes moving from my face to my cleavage or further down to my legs. "Competition will always exist. We know we can't simply allow some senior executives a blowjob or fuck and expect that we can turn around and rape them financially in return. They have their own Boards and accounts. But ... at the sizes of the accounts we are targeting, to gain an extra 1/2 percent or 1 percent on the interest ..."
She finished my answer, "Straight profit to the bottom line." I nod.
Mr. Woodburn suggested we hold any additional questions and comments until dinner. His voice changes subtly and I turn to look at him. He is outlining a few mundane items to be discussed and agreed upon before they break, but ... there is something different in his approach and I see he is intently considering the reaction of each of his Board of Directors. Then, I sensed some relaxation in his shoulders. We are still standing at the head of the table and his head turns to me with a smile and a glint in his eyes.
"My dear, Miss James. This is very unorthodox in an office setting, but perhaps it might help the Directors after that discussion to ease any remaining tension they may feel."
I looked around the table at the people who have the power to bring down even Mr. Woodburn. All of them were watching my reaction intently with eyes discretely flitting to the other Directors. I smiled, then, "Unorthodox for the office, Sir? They don't know what happens in your office?"
Mr. Woodburn couldn't help but smile as my comment erased the tension from the anticipation he had initiated, but he also blushed at his secret being released even if to people he could trust with confidence the most.
"Charles", one of the Directors chimed in with a laugh, "it would seem your slut is not submissive." That brought laughter from the others and an agreeing nod from Mr. Woodburn.
"Very true." He put his arm around my waist and drew me in tight. "Despite what her own self-evaluation was before, she is a strong businesswoman." He turned to me and we locked eyes. "But, she is also a very eager and willing slut." This time I blushed as all eyes focused back on me. He stepped behind me, pulled my loose hair from my neck, and kissed my neck and shoulders. "Isn't that right, slut?" I nodded my head as I looked around the table so they each also received my response through my eyes. I then felt the zipper of my dress being pulled down and felt the dress gap and sag around my shoulders and front as the zipper reached the bottom. Some of the Directors were leaning forward with looks of amazement while others, mostly males, were leaning back with looks of lustful anticipation.
As he kissed my neck, again, he whispered so softly even in the quiet of the room it wasn't heard beyond us. As my dress was slipped off my shoulders to fall to my waist, I nodded my understanding. There were several gasps as my bare breasts came into view and those who might not have then did as I shimmied the dress over my hips and down my legs to lay pooled on the floor leaving me naked but for my customary thigh-high stockings and high heels.
The air in the room was vibrating with expectancy as Mr. Woodburn applied slight pressure on my shoulders and I slowly dropped to my knees and disappeared under the table. "The few mundane matters remaining on the agenda only require the attention of most of the group at any moment. Miss James will assist in temporarily relieving any tension you currently have and provide a sample for later tonight."
I heard the woman in the group gasp, the distinctive female sound amid the deeper male expressions. For whatever reason I moved to my left, setting a clockwise approach to each of the Directors. When I touched the knee of the first man, he flinched. When I worked his belt and zipper, he sighed as his hips rose for me to pull his trousers and shorts down to his knees. It was tight under the table, but I managed to stay under the table as I took his semi-erect cock into my hand and licked the length of it before taking the head between my lips. It would have been easier if he pushed his chair back from the table, but he perhaps was self-conscious in front of the others. Not so self-conscious, though, that his cock quickly became erect and his sighing turned to soft moans, one hand holding the edge of the table and the other on top of my head as it began engulfing his rigid member completely in my mouth as my tongue circled around it.
I reached underneath for his balls and his hips rose as I heard a more urgent gasping moan escape his mouth. I heard halting voices above and around me, but I was not attempting to follow the discussion. I suspected it was garbage items, anyway, merely a reason for everyone to remain at the table. When I felt a tightness in his ball sack and pulsing in his cock, I drove my mouth down completely over him. He wasn't large and his cock didn't enter my throat deeply, but I sucked as I pressed harder for more cock that wasn't to be, my nose already pressed firmly into his pubic hair. When he came, his cum shot into the back of my mouth as I slowly raised my head to provide room in case his climax was more impressive than it turned out to be. His gasps and groans were more uninhibited at his climax and the quiet that descended over the room was evident even to me.
I swallowed his cum and whispered, "Thank you, Sir." I licked his cock clean and kissed his cock head before crawling backward a step to move to the next set of legs. The man I had just left was raising his hips and pulling himself back together. The man I was approaching did not move away as I anticipated. The one Director I was sensitive about was the woman. In a room full of dominant men, she might be the most anxious about all this.
After three loads of cum into my mouth, I finally moved to the only nylon encased legs sitting at the table. Though she would have known she would be next in my quest to circle the table, she still jumped when my hands touched her knees and slid up her thighs under her business suit skirt. The room went quiet, quieter than when any of the men had physically reacted to my initial touch, which only reinforced the reality of her unique status in the group. I hesitated a moment, my hands high on her thighs and I was still on nylon telling me she was wearing pantyhose. My nervousness eased when she raised her hips off the chair to hike up her skirt. I took that as my signal to reach up and pull her pantyhose and panties down off her hips at the same time. I didn't stop at her knees, though, like the men but pulled them down to her feet and removed them along with her heels.
I watched as her knees spread and her butt slid to the edge of her chair. Maybe everyone else was wondering about her reaction, too, because as she settled before me the mundane topics began being discussed, again.
I kissed up her left thigh until I reached just short of her pussy. At that point, I looked and smiled. It was showing moisture on the lips and she was nicely trimmed. I knew she was single and I wondered who in her life this trimmed pussy was for. I moved my lips to the other knee and kissed my way up the right leg, my tongue coming out between kisses to lick her. I felt her shudder and was encouraged.



I reached next to her pussy and felt her knees spread further until they were stopped by the arms of the chair. Her hips rose from the chair in search of my mouth that was softly blowing over her moistening pussy lips. Trying to avoid my face touching her thighs, I poked my tongue out and made initial contact with her pussy, and felt her flinch and moan at the same time. I felt her hand on the top of my hand, but it was neither pushing me away nor pulling me into her, it was merely stabilizing for her awareness of the sensations beginning within her.
My tongue probed her protruding clit and I felt her shudder, again. My thumbs spread her pussy lips and my tongue probed inside the length of her slit. I stiffened my tongue and pushed into her hole and her hips slipped a little further down in the chair. I continued to probe and was delighting in her taste and reaction to my mouth. This was a woman I could spend time with and enjoy it as much as I knew I could bring enjoyment to. I didn't want to play with her too much, though. The others came quickly given the situation and I needed to have her join them the same way. With my tongue and lips probing and sucking on her lips and hole, my thumb press and rubbed her clitoris until I felt her stiffen and her breathing suck in and hold. I intensified all of it and pressed hard on her clit and she rose off the seat and cried out muffled by her hand over her mouth.
I kissed her pussy and stroked her thighs as she came down from her orgasm. Her hand reached down under the table and stroked my face. I took it and kissed the palm. I retrieved her pantyhose and panties and placed them on her lap. I then kissed each foot before fitting her heels on them.
After taking the other two men to climax, swallowing their gift of cum, and licking their cocks clean, I crawled to Mr. Woodburn at the head of the table to find he had already loosened and pushed his trousers and shorts to his knees. His cock was by far the largest and it made it just a bit harder to manage while under the table. The back of my head bumped the underside of the table several times as I worked my mouth over his cock, taking it into my throat and working my muscles there to enhance the feeling for him. I had come to enjoy the ability to deep-throat him. It gave a deep sense of satisfaction to add that thrill for him.
After swallowing his load and cleaning his cock, I crawled out from under the table, and stood alongside his chair still naked, my hair mussed, my mouth wet from the many loads of man-cum and pussy juice. I stood confidently and proud next to him, his arm coming around my waist and pulling onto his lap. He thanked me and the others offered their agreement and renewed support for our unique effort. Without standing, Mr. Woodburn suggested that perhaps dinner tonight could be a lot more interesting than just tasty sampling provided here. They all seemed very pleased and eager as they adjourned from the Board Room.
He pulled me tightly into his arms and kissed me as the last had disappeared down the hall. His crotch was pressed into my butt and I felt his ever-present hunger as much as I felt my own. To be openly discussed as a slut and how I would use it to the firm's benefit, then to demonstrate it to each of the Directors was hugely exciting.
"My God, you were brilliant! I need you so badly right now, but I think we should wait for the dinner, don't you?"
I wiggled my butt on his lap, I could already feel him recovering. "I can tell you are happy with me, Sir." I kissed him on the mouth and looked into his eyes. "Are you wanting me to talk you out of waiting, Sir? I would gladly fuck you now and later."
He chuckled as he fondled my breast, "I'll wait. Your greedy mouth already sucked part of my life out of me. But, I swear, if they don't fuck you tonight, you're spending the night with me."
I pull his face into mine for another kiss and whisper into his ear, "Why can't it be both, Sir? Even if they fuck me, can't I devote myself to pleasuring you more? I'm so wet I'm afraid it might be running down onto my stockings. If I don't do something soon, I'm liable to rape the taxi driver."
He laughed. "Well, I certainly don't want taxi drivers being raped, but I want your first orgasm tonight to be explosive for them." I reluctantly agreed.
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CHAPTER 5: BOARD OF DIRECTORS DINNER
"Good evening, Sir." Mr. Woodburn asked me to greet each of the Directors as they arrived. They had been in his home before, just in very different circumstances, so I would only need to guide them in the general direction of the Great Room where he would be entertaining them as they arrived.
"Miss James, nice to see you joining us tonight." I nodded politely. "I must say I much prefer the way you were dressed earlier, though." He gave me a teasing smile. "Charles has spoken glowingly about you, but until today had kept you for himself. After this afternoon, I can understand why." I smiled and blushed, then led him through the foyer and pointed him down the hall.
I was dressed in a strapless evening gown, showing lots of cleavage, backless, sleeve dress that hugged every one of my curves to mid-thigh. When I arrived earlier, he teased me that I brought out a sexual vitality he hadn't known in years. His words sent a thrill through me, "I want to fuck you right now. Wouldn't it be interesting to go through the night greeting and talking closely with them and the smell of sex wafting up around you?" It certainly would. Just the comment made my pussy begin juicing. I was, of course, without underwear.
I mixed with the Directors. Mr. Woodburn guided me through the small group making more formal introductions. They already knew me by name, and certainly from the Board Meeting, but this was for us to put familiarity to names. The gown I was wearing was somewhere between a nice dinner and a provocative dance. It had the material and cut for dinner and the exposure at the bodice, back, and legs for provocative. Mr. Woodburn planned for the casual drinks to last just long enough that my bare back would begin to receive touches.
Mr. Woodburn sat at the head of the table in his usual place. I was placed at the other end of the table with the six Directors on either side. As dinner progressed, comments continued about the slut aspect and the types of men and what activities might work as if the actions in the Board Room only hours earlier hadn't happened. The discussion remained almost on a theoretical level if it weren't for the leering looks I caught from the table and the occasional touches to my arms or hands when it wouldn't be unnatural in another situation related to a business dinner.
As dinner was completed, we are enjoying after-dinner drinks back in the Great Room. Mr. Woodburn and I suddenly noticed we are by ourselves and the six Directors are huddled together. Fearing an appearance of having forgotten them, we moved to join their group. The senior Director turned as we approached and asked if we minded giving them a few moments. We of course comply and take our drinks out to the patio.
I ask what he thought was happening. He smiled, "They are coming to decision."
I looked back through the glass wall. "A little late for that, isn't it?"
He hugged me around the shoulders and touched his glass to mine. "Not the decision about how we handle these account opportunities. The decision about the rest of the night."
I smiled and took a sip. "After the Board Room, I would have thought that was determined." He chuckled in agreement. I smiled and stroked the front of his slacks feeling his cock harden. "What happens with them is business like any of the clients in the future. What I can do for you and Mrs. Woodburn is ... well, as you said, I am a personal slut and I take the personal very seriously."
He took me into his arms. Both my arms went around his neck, one still holding my drink away from his back. We kissed. We kissed hard and passionately. His crotch pressed forward and I returned the urgent need with my own pressing body.
"Uh-hum." The voice came from behind me. We separated and faced the doorway from the room. "Why aren't we any longer surprised to find you out here like that?" There was light chuckling, which we joined with them.
We approached them. Before Mr. Woodburn could do anything, I took the issue directly to them. "Well, Directors ... you've had your initiation to me, and now your discussion and you've come to some kind of conclusion and agreement? What have you decided you would like to have happen now?"
They were taken aback. They had anticipated dealing with Mr. Woodburn.
"You are indeed a woman of strength and self-confidence. We can see how you mean that certain businessmen will be more susceptible to a business executive fucking underneath them than some hired whore." He continued to direct his attention to me, but his question went to Mr. Woodburn. "Charles, you said she will do what you want her to do. What will she do for you?"
I smiled and stepped up to him. Mr. Woodburn recognized the situation did not require his involvement. Although this hadn't been discussed, I already sensed his confidence in me as well as my confidence in being the woman he desired me to be.
"Sirs, Ma'am, Mr. Woodburn can direct me to entice and flirt with men, which may be sufficient for some. He can also direct me to act as that hired whore you referred to if that is what is required. I will do those things for him." I looked into the Director's eyes and then looked at the others to gauge where they were and I felt I knew exactly where they were. "If he wants me to suck cock, I'll do it as you found out. If he wants me to eat pussy, I'll do it as you found out, Ma'am. If he wants me to fuck them and fill my pussy with cum, I'll do it eagerly. Does that answer your question, Sir? Mr. Woodburn has shown me how much I love sex." I considered my next statement. Then, "Or, are you looking for a demonstration of just how far I might go for him?"
He looked back at the other five Directors and they all nodded back to him. I presented a challenge and they were accepting it. I smiled, not even waiting for the reply. I walked to Mr. Woodburn, kissed him, then whispered into his ear. He looked at me questioningly. I nodded.
He stepped up to them while I remained behind. "If by your question you are looking to see how much control I have over her, I can't show you that." They glanced at each other. "But, if you are looking to see what she is willing to do for me ... that I can show you." Their faces returned to the expectation they had before. He received nods from them. I wasn't sure they were prepared to express anything more, possibly for fear of overstepping. Despite being the Board of Directors, Mr. Woodburn had consolidated a lot of the power to himself.
He took over. "How about a demonstration of the extent to which she is willing to go for me?"
Me? I was once again inflamed with lust just at the thought of fucking the Board of Directors. What will be going through their minds the next time they see me while in the firm's offices? I walked up to the woman and turned my back to her.
"Ma'am, would you please?"
Without a word but with shaking fingers, she unclasped and unzipped my dress. I stepped away and shimmied it down my body. They quickly saw that I was naked underneath.
"Wow, is this the way you dress all the time, Miss James?"
I smiled, "It is what Mr. Woodburn desires. It is very erotic and arousing to be sitting in a meeting with co-workers and strangers and to be completely naked underneath."
I moved to the grass just off the patio and still under the lights of the back of the house. I lay on the grass, raised my knees, spread the lewdly apart, and smiled up at them. At this point, though, it was in invitation. Not yet, it wasn't. I used both hands to open my pussy lips and begin stroking myself in open masturbation before them. My fingers began fondling breast, pulling and twisting nipples, stroking my clit, and plunging into my pussy.
I managed to focus on the faces of the Directors standing before me. All were rapt in their attention. The female Director was clutching her breast over her dress, several of the men were softly stroking their cocks under their slacks. My eyes moved to Mr. Woodburn who winked down at me, his open smile all the encouragement and reinforcement I needed.
After that orgasm Mr. Woodburn referred to earlier that exploded from me, I gasped with panting breath, "Cock. Please ... I want a cock." My voice even surprised me, but the exhibitionism of the situation continued to drive my need for more. "Can someone give me a cock?" My head dropping to the grass as my fingers continued in desperation to relieve the fire of lust my body was feeling.
Something was happening around me, then knees appeared next to me and a hard cock pointing at my face. I smiled without looking to see who it was, knowing it wasn't Mr. Woodburn, though. I shifted so I could grasp the proffered cock at its base. The next moment it was engulfed in my mouth.
Mr. Woodburn's voice, "Well, lady and gentlemen, are you satisfied with what my slut is willing to do? Does she have your approval of these actions on our behalf? Understanding, of course, that the approval is officially off the record and can't be construed as sanctioned by the firm."
A male voice, "Charles, you have our approval, but, yes, that approval can't be officially provided as it would bring the firm down if something were to go wrong."
I rolled over and raised myself back up to my elbows, my body exposed and legs still spread. My stockings were now stained. They shifted their attention to me with my movement. "That is understood, Directors, and we ask for nothing more than that understanding." They nodded to the mutual understanding, but their eyes don't leave my lewdly displayed body. "Now, I have just one more question for all of you ... are you sure you are all completely 'satisfied'?"
One of the males reached a hand to me and assisted me up. His other hand cupped my breast as I rose. Someone else was touching my butt and another took my other breast. I smiled at them, but push away. Their expressions shifted from a desire to confusion.
I turn to Mr. Woodburn, "Sir, I think it would be good if I used your shower to clean up, first." I glanced over my shoulder at them, "I feel itchy from the grass and I am sure my stockings are stained." I looked down between my legs and their gaze followed mine. "Sir, perhaps another drink for them. I promise to hurry." He smiled and led the others back into the house. They seemed to move a bit numbly.
I returned after one of the quickest showers I had ever taken. I avoided my hair getting wet, but I did take a moment to brush it. I left my soiled stocking on the floor and replaced them with a spare I always had available there, then slipped back into my shoes after wiping some dirt from the spiked heels. The click-clack of my heels attracted their attention as I walked back into the room.
They were all gathered in a group, dressed, and drinking casually. I stopped a few steps into the room and stood with my hands on my hips. I gave them a pouty look, "And here I thought you needed more satisfaction."
Mr. Woodburn walked to me, taking me in his arm around my shoulders as he walked me up to the others. "Silly, slut. Of course, you're going to be fucked. Not many are as comfortable being so casually naked as you, my dear."
I let my face transform into a beaming smile. I dropped to my knees in front of the nearest male Director. After loosening his belt and unzipping his pants, I pulled them and his underwear down. His cock was already nearly hard from anticipation and I captured it with my mouth almost before he knew what was happening. Soon, there were more hands on my body as I squeezed the man's balls and sucked on his cock. He was hard and pulsing in moments. I stood to guide him a few steps back until he fell into an easy chair. I turned around, spread my legs, and moved over his thighs until I was in position. I reached between my spread legs with my back to him, held his hard cock in the air, and settled my rinsed-out pussy down over it. I eased my body down fully until I was sitting on his thighs, then raised, revealing his cock and the moisture on it from my pussy. I began fucking him in earnest with the others standing in front watching.
One of the men moved forward. He had removed his jacket, tie, and pants. I leaned forward to take his cock into my mouth, my hips continuing to move up and down. Two more men appeared at my sides, similarly naked except for shirts. I grasped each with hands and awkwardly began trying to attend to four cocks at once. I could manage to stimulate the two in my mouth and pussy, the other two I was trying to merely keep hard by stroking.
After the first two came in my, pussy and mouth, the other two moved me to the floor on my hands and knees. One approached me from the back and the other to my mouth. Again, I was being fucked at each end. This time, however, it did feel like being fucked as both of the men were in stable positions to thrust their cocks at my body.
* * * * *
"You're not joining them, Mary?" Mr. Woodburn stepped alongside the only female Director on his Board. "Outside I would have thought you were more excited by it all than anyone and your response in the Board Room was dramatic."
She glanced at him and smiled. "You always were so observant it could be disconcerting, Charles. Yes, I am excited and I want to, but ..."
"You don't want to be naked with six men and possibly imply that you are willing to have sex with them?"
She smiled and nodded. "Have you ever noticed the slight difference in the words about men and women engaged in sex? In my feeling, society seems to feel that men fuck and women are fucked. There is a preconception that a naked woman, any naked woman, is fair game, especially in a situation like this." He starts to add something, but she continues. "I know, Charles, you would say that we are above those prejudices, people in our positions have risen above those base instinctual reactions." She turned to him and looked him in the eyes. "But just look. How much baser of instinctual reaction could we have. Don't get me wrong, I do want to be right there with them. I want to use the slut just like they do. I'm just not sure it is the same for me as it is for them as much as we would like it to be."
He nodded. He had to agree with her. As much as he would like to argue the point, the very nature of his idea of using a woman to manipulate business decisions proved her point. He was also targeting the same type of person held by business and society to be above certain actions. She was right, of course, and she had to be careful to not risk her standing among these men.
"I understand, Mary. Not participating, though, runs another risk of alienating yourself from them, don't you? They participated and you didn't?"
"What are you saying, Charles?"
"Wait for the last man to engage Tina. I'll whisper to her to offer herself on all fours. You leave your dress on but removed your pantyhose and panties. Slip in front of her and let her eat your pussy. Your dress above will protect you, but you will have participated."
She kissed his cheek, "This is exactly why you are running the company, Charles."
* * * * *
As the two men separated from me, Mr. Woodburn moved to me on the floor and whisper his instructions. I nodded and looked at the female Director, Mary Borden. She had her dress pulled up around her waist and was pushing both her pantyhose and panties down her legs after kicking off her shoes. I remained on my hands and knees and looked behind me at the remaining male Director.
"Come on, Sir. Do me this way, it is so much more dominating for you. I want to feel you take me, to fuck me."
It was all that was required to work on his male ego. He knelt behind me, lined up his cock to my hole, and drove it in. I now had two loads in my pussy so I was expecting him to last longer, not because he might otherwise, but because there would be less friction despite my efforts at squeezing my pussy around him. That would be good because it would give more time to eat the female Director for the second time and was not being as aggressive in this situation.
As the man entered me and began fucking, the woman sat on the floor in front of me and slid herself forward, her dress bunched around her waist and her trimmed pussy coming nearer and nearer. I looked up at her and winked. She glanced up at Mr. Woodburn, then back to me with a smile. She leaned back and sighed as my mouth covered her pussy ... her very wet and pliable pussy.
I was very preoccupied, but I felt a shift in the energy, and I raised my face from the Director's pussy. To my surprise and the others as well, Mr. Woodburn was kneeling next to the Director and she was sucking his cock, his trousers fell to his knees.
The man behind me slowed his fucking and it might well have been due to the scene in front of him. The other Directors were standing in a tight circle as the last activity ran its course. Director Borden orgasmed, first. The man behind me started fucking my pussy harder, but more was happening in front of me. Whether something was said or it just happened, the woman pulled her pussy from my mouth and both she and Mr. Woodburn moved to my head, both on their knees. Before I was sure how it happened, we were both licking and sucking on his cock presented between our mouths. When the cock wasn't in her mouth, her mouth showed an excited smile, and her eyes were energized. I smiled back at her as I transferred the cock to her mouth and we traded it back and forth.
Another orgasm was taking hold of me as the man behind me was reaching his climax. My head drooped and my hands shifted for stability as my orgasm spread from my pussy and clit up through my body. Only after I started recovering did I realize I had clasped one hand around hers. She stopped sucking Mr. Woodburn to stroke my head and shower me with kisses.
With the recognition of what was happening, I pulled her face to mine and we kissed with deep passion. Then, I gazed into her eyes, "Ready to help me bring him to climax?" She nodded enthusiastically. And we did together.
* * * * *
"Ma'am?" I was seeing the Directors out when the female Director exited. I chased her out to her car.
She turned around and upon seeing me jogging out to her, my breasts bouncing, and long hair flying out behind me, she glanced nervously at the street outside the gated driveway and back to me.
"My god, you are amazing! You aren't worried about the street?"
I laugh. "Someone would have to be looking at just the right moment. Besides, sometimes I think I would walk down the middle of it like this if he asked me to. Neither of us wants me arrested, though." I stood in front of her. "I sensed something in there when you came to me."
She smiled. "Your awareness during situations is almost as astute as Charles'. I can see you two working very well together. Yes, I regretted I couldn't BE with you."
I smiled, "I understand. A woman in your position even if the men are." She nodded. "I assume you have access to the network directory. My cell phone number is listed."
"Shouldn't I go through Charles?"
"I'm his slut when he needs me. Otherwise ..." She smiled.
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CHAPTER 6: ANAL TRAINING
"Mr. Woodburn, Tina is here." I was walking toward her cubicle, which had a clear view of anyone approaching from the elevators. As I came to her desk, "You didn't call her, Sir?" She listened and hung up the phone. "Go right in, Tina. Is anything wrong?"
I was usually called up to see him. I smiled, "Just need to discuss something with him."
I pushed through the door and was shrugging my arms from my suit jacket as the door closed. "Good morning, Sir."
"Everything okay, dear?" He was standing with concern reflected in his stance and face.
I assured him I was fine but thought I would get his advice on something. I was removing my blouse, laying it over the jacket, and unfastening my skirt. I let it drop, turned to point my butt to him, and bent at the waist, legs straight, to pick it up from the floor. I turned my head to him as my fingers grasped the garment. Only when I got the approving look on his face did I stand up and take the pieces to hang on the clothes tree.
I stood before my usual chair in front of his desk for his usual moment or two of inspection/appreciation before he gave the signal with his hand for me to sit.
"So, what is your problem?" At this point, I was sure he was expecting something related to an account and maybe it was too complicated to trust to a phone call. Though, we both had agreed this process was more fun than using the phone.
"Not so much a problem, Sir, as your advice about something." He motioned with his hands opening up with his palms out that he was open to helping any way he could. "Anal, Sir." That surprised him.
"Anal?" He leaned back in his chair, a smile growing broad on his face. "We haven't done anal."
"That's my problem, Sir. I never have." He did the hand jester, again. "It came to me this morning as I was showering that it might be an issue at some point."
He chuckled, "In the shower ... you must have been washing very ... intensely for it to come to mind." I blushed. I had indeed. "How might that become an issue."
"When I get involved with a group of men that don't know me, Sir. They may not be as considerate as the men on the Board were. I wouldn't want my first time to be a surprise during a session with clients and have it be painful. It might ruin what we are trying to achieve with the effort."
He chuckled, again. "I am somehow not able to envisioning you involved sexually and it being ruined, but for discussion, go ahead."
I smiled and felt my nipples and pussy tingling, "Thank you, Sir. Your slut is grateful, as always, in the confidence you show. But, Sir, it is in that gratitude of your confidence that I don't wish to ever lose. So, rather than a potential risk of disappointment, I would like guidance in preparing. You have focused on only two of my holes, Sir."
"Are you suggesting, slut, that I have been remiss in your training?" I stammered but he saved me from having to answer. He was leaning back in his chair, gently rocking with a wry smile when he pressed a button on his phone. The door opened behind me. In a moment, Trudy was standing at the side of the desk between Sir and me. She looked at him, then me, "Always nice to see you in here, Tina." She winked and I smiled. Now living in the same building, she and I had gotten together several times when we were alone and feeling the need.
Mr. Woodburn gave us a moment to exchange our meaningful looks. He enjoyed very much that his former mistress and current slut enjoyed each other. It kept open the potential for our threesomes. He described my concern and asked for her recommendation.
"Not a problem. I have a website I use for toys. My boyfriend has become interested in some. I'll give you both the site, but let me go to a 'private window' and show you." She pulled his keyboard over to her, typed in the address, and pulled it up. She quickly clicked to the anal toys for a wide variety of lubrications, plugs, beads, etc. She clicked on one that was shiny metal with a colored, crystal end. "I think these would be very attractive, Sir. They come in different diameters and lengths and jeweled end colors."
He looked at me, "Very attractive, indeed, to see that glassy jeweled end in your butt-hole."
I smiled at them both. "Thank you. I knew you could help me."
* * * * *
"Hello there ... that is a pretty sight."
I was bending at the waist to pick up my dress after stepping out of it. I turned my head to him while remaining bent over for his pleasure, "I think it's cute, very flirty."
"Very erotic, sexy."
I giggled as I moved to the clothes tree to hang my dress. As I approached his desk, he twirled his finger for me to turn around. I anticipated his intention and bent over at the edge of his desk and pulled my butt cheeks apart so he could have an even better look. I had received my order of two sizes of butt plugs and several tubes of lubrication. They were both stainless steel and jeweled ends. The smaller one was clear and the other was blue. I was wearing the smaller one today. It was the first time I had them in when I stripped in his office. I had been experimenting with them at home and finally ventured to wear them for a couple of hours at a time in the office. I had just re-inserted it before coming to his office.
"How does it feel?"
"God, Sir, I love them. I had no idea anal could be so erotic." I turned around and saw the look on his face. I knew we would be having anal sometime soon. As I sat down, he wanted to know more. "I wasn't sure about how it would be so I was cautious about how long I would have them in. Mostly I have used the small one, but I have progressed while at home. After only a few days, I put the small one in, then the medium one after I feel loosened up. The medium one makes me feel full, but even this smaller one gives the same sense." I blushed, "I have started using a dildo along with this one inserted. It's an amazing feeling! Since I've never experience anal before, I never knew how double penetration would feel."
He shook his head and smiled. "Have you mentioned these to Deborah by chance?" I nodded. She and I have taken to calling each other. "She asked me about anal. She's never had any interest before."
* * * * *
The taxi left me at the front door of the Woodburn estate. I knocked on the door holding my purse and overnight bag. I never quite knew what to pack for visits with them. Sometimes I needed an evening gown for the club or dinner. Sometimes all I needed was clothes for the return trip.
Mrs. Woodburn opened the door and immediately enveloped me in her arms. She pulled me into the house and gave me a deep kiss. After, I put my bag against the wall out of the way and began taking off my suit jacket. Mrs. Woodburn had decided to duplicate Mr. Woodburn's rule about my nudity. When I agreed to extend my arrangement of being a personal slut to include her, she added the rule that I was to be naked inside her house unless otherwise directed.
"No. Let me take a look at you." I shrugged my jacket back on and stood erect in front of her. She was something of a student on how 'proper ladies' carried themselves, standing and sitting. She had been working with me on those things during my visits while I had been working with her in more sexual matters.
"We're going out to dinner. I see you've come directly from the office." I nodded.
She opened my jacket and seemed to decide by taking my jacket off and laying it over my bag. She then opened the buttons of my blouse until the first one buttoned was just below my nipples. Not being allowed to wear a bra meant my nipples were vaguely visible through the thin, satiny material of the blouse. Another button was undone and things would be blatantly displayed. As it was, my jiggling breasts would be partially visible whenever the blouse gapped open.
"I think that will work." Mr. Woodburn arrived from upstairs. She turned to him, "What do you think? I think by opening some buttons and leaving the jacket here ..." They both looked at me while I remained still. She twirled her fingers, just like he does in the office, so I slowly turned in a circle.
He volunteered, "It would be nice if the skirt was shorter away from work, but ...", he got a guilty look about him, "I may have forgotten to mention dinner." I felt relieved that I hadn't missed something during the hectic day while she muttered something unintelligible about men.
The blouse wasn't intended to be worn without a bra. Or, maybe it was but not for work, which is why I wore a jacket with it. I received several interesting looks upon entering the restaurant. My breasts jiggled as I walked and my nipples were poking prominently at the thin material. After a starter drink and our meals were ordered, Mr. Woodburn directed me to unbutton one more button. They both watched as I moved my fingers to accomplish the task as discreetly as possible. They smiled at each other, much better apparently. I looked down and was sure I would be flashing the waitress and other staff during the evening.
Through dinner, Mrs. Woodburn leaned in to ask questions about my use of the butt plugs. Then she blurted out, "Do you have one in now?" She put her hand over her mouth and giggled with embarrassment, but I was doubtful anyone around had a clue what the one was. I nodded to her that I did. I had added it just before leaving the office. She looked at me, "Naughty girl, did you put it in while in your office?" I nodded, again. Mr. Woodburn smiled big. I suspected he was imagining being the one to happen to walk in on me at that moment.
She asked more questions, some we had covered in other talks. Yes, it feels full and erotic. Even simple things like walking, sitting, shifting positions, and angles have an erotic effect. Yes, sitting takes some getting used to. It drives the plug deeper and is felt more intensely. Yes, with it inside and adding something 'next door' produces a very full and exciting feeling.
The discussion in the restaurant was having a powerful effect on me. It was also making me much more aware of the plug in my ass. I could feel the juice leaking from my pussy and we could all see the effect on my nipples. The waitress did, too. She began standing on the other side of the table to take orders so she had a better vantage point to me. She might have been missing out on looking down my blouse, though.
On the way home, they raised the stakes significantly. As we waited for the valet to bring the car around, my blouse was unbuttoned to my skirt. It now billowed up with the slightest breeze and it was that night. As I got into the car with the valet holding the door, he was torn between what he might see under my skirt and what he was seeing inside my blouse. On the way to their house. I was instructed to strip, with one item removed at each stoplight. Blouse, skirt, shoes, and stockings until I was naked sitting in the front seat. There were more stoplights but all that did was allow someone outside to get a look before the light changed.
Mr. Woodburn brought glasses and wine to the bedroom, finding his wife and me already engaged in the downturned bed. He quickly undressed and arranged us. He wanted to fuck his wife's pussy while she ate my pussy with my feet toward the headboard. At first, this didn't make much sense to me until he started moving the plug in my ass. All three of us came quickly and I was sure that was the idea.
Then, as we gave him some recovery, I retrieved the small plug from my case, lubed it up good, and twisted it into Mrs. Woodburn. She moaned, groaned, and gasped, but I did push it past her reluctant sphincter. Then, she went nuts when I insert a smaller diameter, vibrating dildo into her pussy. From my own experience, I knew the vibrations from the pussy were transmitted directly into the anus. Her orgasm was rising quickly.
I felt the bed behind me sag, then, "No time like the present to truly become my slut."
I felt the plug in my ass being pulled. There was a moment my body resisted, the natural reluctance of the sphincter to open. I pushed to relax and the plug came out. "They work. Your hole is gaping."
I looked back over my shoulder while my hands were still moving the toys inside his wife while I was on my knees bent over, "Better fill it, then, Sir. Make me truly your slut. Seed my ass and claim me. I understand a slut is only truly owned when her ass is taken." I think it turned him on as much as it did me.
I felt his cock head at the entrance to my asshole. I held my breath and concentrated on relaxing just as I did with the insertion of the medium-sized plug. There was pressure and he was in. The plug did prepare the anus for penetration ... that and lube.
Mrs. Woodburn came, first. Then I did as I used fingers on my clit for extra stimulation. I was wondering about him, though.
"God, your ass is still so tight. I love both of your pussies (smart man to include his wife lying right here with us), but your ass ... ohhhhh, this is wonderful. I never knew ..."
He had previously cum with his wife and he was showing some staying power now. With one orgasm under my belt, I settled in for a long fuck, but I was wrong. My second was building when he suddenly began thrusting strongly into my ass. I strummed my clit viciously, then fingers were pinching and twisting my nipples. I looked up to see her intent on sending jolts of stimulation through my body. When I felt his cock jerk and pulse inside my tight anus, I pressed hard into my clit and came with him. My first ass fuck and I loved it!
* * * * *
Mrs. Woodburn managed to get Mr. Woodburn off to play golf with the reminder that he had the rest of the weekend to enjoy us. With that, we had at least the entire morning to ourselves. We were standing on the patio looking over the backyard and in the direction of the neighboring yards. They were very comfortable in telling me that the yard was very private so I could be naked, but when I suggested she be casually naked in the backyard, it suddenly required a little more consideration. There were a few places where someone might see if they were aligned perfectly and she finally agreed it was unlikely.
She was wearing a light robe she had put on for breakfast before Mr. Woodburn went off to golf. I was, of course, naked since sometime last night. I pulled the tie loose from around her waist and her robe gaped open. My hands moved inside and caressed her naked body underneath, finally cupping her more substantial breasts and I leaned in to kiss her. As I pulled away, I slipped the robe from her shoulders and she allowed it to slide down her body to the patio blocks at our feet.
It astounded me how the act of being taken anally by Mr. Woodburn last night still had me stimulated in attitude. What I had said to him in the heat of the moment, now still seemed to be true inside me: being taken in the ass was a truer appreciation of being his to have and use. I felt consumed to discern what that meant.
We had agreed on a lazy morning of girl-girl loving and mostly outside. Mrs. Woodburn's acceptance of being outside naked was just beginning and to add our sexual exploration of each other on top of it was bound to be a heightened experience for her.
The slut within me, though, was breaking the chains binding her and she fought to not only find her freedom but to take a measure of control over me. It was a measure of control I welcomed giving up to her. I welcomed her presence alongside my control and professional self. I relished the very idea of seeing my world through the eyes of this slut and experiencing life through her wantonness and completely uninhibited nature. I wanted this part to stand beside me as equals, professional or slut, different sides of the same.
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CHAPTER 7: CLIENT MEETING
I got another very familiar request to see Mr. Woodburn in his office. The request is always cryptic and vague. I, of course, know what will probably transpire. The meeting with him may be about some business issue regarding a client, present or potential, or a current account issue. Or, the meeting might only be that he wants to see me because that is what will always be a significant part of any meeting in his office ... seeing me. And very often ... a lot more.
As I approached his office door at the appointed time, I saw it open and Director Mary Borden exiting with a final 'thank you' spoken back into the office. As she turned, "Miss James, just wanted to say you did a marvelous job presenting your account strategy last week at the Board Meeting. I also wanted to let your boss know how I felt." She glanced at Trudy who was watching the exchange closely but discretely. The Director winked at me, "And, I look forward to seeing you, again." I was blushing and I knew it and I knew Trudy would be picking up on it, too.
"Thank you, Ms. Borden. It was my pleasure to be at the service of the Board." I figured I might as well add my own piece of a double meaning to the discussion. This time it was she who blushed under her white blouse.
I winked back at her and put my hand on the doorknob while glancing at Trudy who was gazing with interest back and forth between me and the retreating Director.
Inside the office, I strip out of my business suit. The jacket, blouse, and skirt finding themselves placed on the clothes tree at the side of the office before I took my place again in front of Mr. Woodburn in my jewelry, thigh-high stockings, and heels. I was getting to the point of enjoying this nudity in the office as much as he was in having me do it. The idea of being naked in the office was a huge turn-on. And, I knew what it did to him and I was always assured of sucking his marvelous cock or being fucked in one of my holes by it.
After I sat, again exaggerating my motion as I crossed my legs, he described the conversation with Mary Borden. He found it quite interesting. On the one hand, he was intrigued and pleased, but on the other hand, he was concerned. She made small talk about business and accounts we had outlined to the Board. He chuckled.
"Imagine ... she was using business for small talk to get around to what she wanted to talk about."
She confessed to her enjoyment of both what happened at the Board Meeting and at the dinner afterward. She hadn't remembered being so turned on. She then went on to inform him that she had approached me about meeting outside of the office and business.
I relayed to him what had transpired between us that night and how I had approached her outside the house. When she had called the other night, I had the sense I was being asked out on a date, but one that would be free of emotional entanglements. My thoughts were that our activity had opened in her a renewed desire for fulfilling sexual contact and I might be a safe place to find it.
He was watching me intently, then, "I told her she didn't need to pass this by me. You are both adults and can establish whatever relationships you mutually seek."
"I told her the same thing. I'm surprised she came to you."
He shrugged, "It could simply be that business relationships are complex with layers of hierarchy, responsibility, friendships, etc. I suspect it was merely giving me the respect that she contacted my employee directly so there wouldn't be misunderstandings." He gazed at my breasts, but this time I didn't think he was seeing them as much as his eyes settled on them as he thought something over. "It opens up a concern I do have, though." I raised my eyebrows for him to continue. "I wouldn't want the Board to think they can just contact you for a night or moment of sexual relief."
"Thank you, Sir. I was concerned about her comfort with what happened after the dinner and so I reached out to her." I giggled, "After everything that had happened she thought it was outrageous that I was naked in the driveway in front." He smiled, too. Probably wishing he had seen that himself. "I guess I kind of opened the door for her to contact me if she wanted." He nodded. He understood and it wasn't any of his business except the concern he felt. I thanked him for that. I smiled at him and would have attacked him right there in appreciation of the concern and care he has shown me while at the same time having me as his slut. I might have, but ... his phone beeped.
He listened a moment, then, "Thank you, Trudy." He looked at me with a smile. "Tell her we need two minutes." Turning his full attention to me, "Mary is back. The delay will allow Trudy to believe you are getting dressed."
"You want her to see our arrangement?" Then I shrugged. She was one of the Directors on his Board and the past meetings probably wouldn't have any of them surprised by anything, any longer.
When he stood to open the door for her personally, I was surprised by his mischievous nature coming out. I was also surprised by her calmness as she stepped into the office. She looked at me still in the chair, but she spoke loudly enough for Trudy to overhear as the door closed, "Sorry for the interruption, Miss James."
Once she was seated in the chair next to me, she gazed at my naked body. "I had a feeling you two had something like this going on and I had to see for myself."
Mr. Woodburn described our office arrangement. She was delighted. "You are such a sexy woman, Tina. I can't wait for tonight." She rose from the chair, bent over me, and kissed me on the lips of my upturned, expectant face. She then winked at Mr. Woodburn as she moved to the door. With her hand on the knob, "I will leave you to continue with what I am sure is quite erotic." She was smiling as she walked out. I was imagining what our dinner date tonight would be like and I had a strong sense it would end up at my condo.
Mr. Woodburn got my attention back from my musing.
"Believe it or not, my dear slut, that was not the reason for asking you to come up to my office. I just thought it would be fun." I refocused on him and was fully aware that my entire body was tingling, my nipples fully erect, and my pussy very well lubricated. I needed a good fucking and I hoped that would be coming after whatever he really wanted to talk to me about.
He told me we had an important client coming in for a meeting tomorrow. The meeting was scheduled for our smaller conference tomorrow and then dinner with them that night. I nodded my understanding, but he continued to watch me.
"It will be Harold Tenor. Harold is President of ..."
"Tenor Industries. A large manufacturer of various home products. The firm is just completing a major upgrade and expansion of one of their facilities." Mr. Woodburn nodded. I chuckled at his surprised look. "Sorry, I was just reviewing with an associate the status of the account since it had reached the completion phase."
* * * * *
I stepped through the door into the conference room across from Mr. Woodburn's office. I was preoccupied with another issue my team brought up as I was heading for the elevator. I was surprised to find two men with Mr. Woodburn rather than just the one.
As I approached the conference table, Mr. Woodburn motioned to the man who even looked to be the senior. "Miss James, meet Harold Tenor, President of ..."
I jump in as I did the day before, "Tenor Industries. You're a large manufacturer of various home products. Your firm is just completing a major upgrade and expansion of one of your facilities."
Mr. Woodburn introduced the other man as Henry Wilson, the CFO of the company. Interesting, both the President and CFO are in our conference room. This must be big. After the introductions there were normal moments of small talk as we appraised each other, something is almost a ritual in these business situations as though we were sizing up a physical adversary. In my normal attire for Mr. Woodburn, I had the sense that more of their appraisal might be more my physical impression than any business sense. And, there was nothing wrong with that. It might give us some edge along the way. Harold Tenor was a stout man, well-dressed in a finely tailored three-piece suit. He was maybe early 60's, balding on top, his hair was becoming quite gray on the sides. He wasn't much taller than me but weighed considerably more. Henry Wilson was about a decade younger than me with a full head of hair, which was streaked with gray. His suit wasn't quite as finely tailored and looked like he had been in it for a while. He was taller and soft.
Mr. Woodburn took over. "I've asked Miss James to join us because she is now the primary control of accounts like yours, Harold. As my Executive Accounts Director, I can keep these special accounts close to my control." It was clear these men had at least a good, trusting working relationship. "She can provide the best accounts management support possible and also a personal touch unrivaled to those clients we deem worthy of special ... handling." He smiled at the man and winked at me. The careful opportunities for my services with clients had been slow in developing, but that seemed to be ending. The man's eyes hadn't found my face for several minutes as I had removed my jacket before entering the room and unbuttoned an extra button, all at Mr. Woodburn's direction. His gaze was now fixated on my nipples showing through the thin fabric of my blouse as they uncontrollably were becoming quite erect under his gaze. Mr. Woodburn turned to me, "As you correctly mentioned, Tina, the account we currently have with Tenor Industries has reached the physical completion stage. It is just a financial return for us after this. What Harold is here for today is a discussion about the next project, which sounds very similar to this one."
Tenor hesitated, obviously somewhat distracted, then picked up his narrative, "Yes ... yes, our prototype production through the upgrade and expansion shows just the kind of efficiency, quality, and productivity improvements we were hoping for." He looked at me, then my breasts, and down into my lap where he found my crossed legs sliding my short skirt up my thighs. "I came to Charles to open discussion for the second phase, which was to perform an upgrade at our oldest facility. We wouldn't do an expansion there, there appears to be sufficient room if the upgrade of new equipment and processes layout is corrected. As we began negotiating some of the finer details of the account, management, terms, financing, and your firm's return, he suggested we bring you into the discussion and arrangement. I can see why." He looked at Mr. Woodburn, a guilty smile forming on his mouth but was partially constrained by the businessman not wanting to give away too much.
Before the man could muster too much strength in his business attitude, Mr. Woodburn pressed on, "Harold has agreed to consider a slightly more generous financial arrangement for this next project." I smiled at them, knowing full well where this was going, but wondering just how much would be coming from me. So far, I had been meeting with a single man or maybe a couple and most often right here in Mr. Woodburn's office. Taking an extra fraction of interest for a quick blowjob or fuck. This felt like more. This was a large project and "a slightly more generous financial arrangement" could be a very nice bonus for us.
"Harold has a celebration for the completion of the construction phase at the facility and would like our presence." I nodded, holding his eyes. "After the celebration with the employees, he is taking his senior management group and sales force to an off-sight location for an intense day and a half of motivational work to increase sales to take advantage of the improvements and discuss the next phase of upgrades. After that, as part of the 'motivation', he had planned a two-day, one-night chartered cruise from Key West where the meeting would be held back to Miami where everyone would depart for return to their regions." He smiled at me. There it was.
I ask the obvious question, "You would like to offer my assistance at the sales meeting and cruise?"
"The cruise portion, only, is where I thought you could be most effective."
I put an eager smile on my face and considered them both. A two-day cruise on a chartered ship and a group of men. This is an interesting expansion of what I have been doing so far ...
"Just the cruise", Mr. Tenor confirmed with a smile. "I want them to be focused on the discussions of the sales meeting." Mr. Woodburn nods to me. The client continued, "I would like you on board when everyone else arrives." Without question, Mr. Woodburn has made it clear how I could be most "effective".
Mr. Woodburn interrupts, "Miss James, we can discuss the motivation for us to participate." He turned to the client, "As I said, I wanted Miss James to hear the proposal from you. She and I will discuss our participation and level of such. We need to also look at clearing schedules." The client nodded his understanding, of course.
Since there was nothing further to be discussed until Mr. Woodburn and I had our opportunity to talk and to verify our existing schedules and what option might be available for rescheduling, that portion of the meeting was concluded. Though Mr. Tenor was uncertain about the next move, Mr. Woodburn wasn't. He looked at me after a side glance at the other men.
"This is awkward ... I promised these gentlemen a nice dinner at my favorite steak restaurant, but it turns out I somehow double-booked tonight with several of my Board of Directors." I knew that was true because Mrs. Woodburn told me they were going to their favorite seafood restaurant.
I jumped in as was intended, "Not a problem, Sir. I will take good care of them tonight." I looked over at them, "Do you mind spending much of the evening in my hands, gentlemen?" It was clear by their reaction they understood my double meaning.
* * * * *
I arranged for a limo and driver for the evening. He picked me up at my condo and then to the hotel for the men from Tenor Industries before going to Ruth's Chris Steak House. I had Henry sit in the front while Harold and I sat in the back. The drive was to the outskirts of the city and we discussed many things along the way.
Dinner was excellent, as it always is at Ruth's, especially when the reservation is made by Mr. Woodburn. Through dinner, Harold probed into the relationship I had with Mr. Woodburn, which I deflected with ease. I explained that I had the trust and confidence of Mr. Woodburn and he allowed me to handle my clients the way I felt they should be handled. I explained that he didn't ask questions or put limits on me.
Harold suggested going to find a couple drinks somewhere. I noticed that Henry was quite compliant when it came to what Harold wanted, never offering any dissent or argument. It was clear to me that Harold was in charge of the evening so my attention went solely to him while I knew Henry would follow.
We were standing at the restaurant entrance waiting for our limo to arrive from the location the driver was instructed to park. I touched Harold Tenor's arm and pressed my breasts into his arm, "I have a better idea, Sir. How about we go back to your hotel and order some room service for wine or drinks? Do we really want a noisy bar environment?"
Back at the hotel, I stopped in the lobby and asked the two men what they preferred to drink. Tenor came back with bourbon and Wilson with scotch. I decided on a Merlot. I stepped up to the registration desk and asked if we could have the order from room service expedited to Tenor's room.
I then rejoined the men, taking them both by an arm and guided them toward the elevators. While we waited, I turned to them, "Care to make this a little exciting?"
They looked at me, then each other quite confused. I merely turned my back to Tenor and pulled my hair from the back of my dress and exposed the zipper.
"Seriously?"
I looked over my shoulder, "Only if you want, Sir."
He hesitated and looked around the area in front of the elevators. It was past 10:00 PM and already quiet. What people were moving around were in the lounge near the front of the hotel. Finally, as the elevator dinged its arrival, I felt his stubby fingers on the clasp, then felt the zipper moving down my back. Wilson held the elevator door for us until the zipper was all the way down and Tenor guided me into the chamber. As the door closed, I looked around the enclosure to find highly polished mirrors on the three other walls and equally polished door surfaces. I glanced up at the corners for cameras I was sure were there but couldn't find.
Tenor pushed the 14th-floor button and the door closed. As it did, the men stood to the sides and watched me expectantly. I shrugged my shoulders forward, gapping the material for the dress to slide off my shoulders and drop to my waist. I was naked from the waist up without a bra and the gasp from the men was audible. Without looking at them, I shimmied the dress over my hips and down my thighs until the dress fell in a puddle around my feet.
Wilson surprised me, "Allow me ..." He stepped to me and bent over to retrieve the dress and put it over his arm, smiling as his upturned face was level with my bare pussy. I separated my feet at that moment, which caused him to hesitate in standing back up. I moved to Tenor and took him in my arms to kiss him. He returned the kiss and his hands immediately roamed over my bare back and ass, then aggressively move to my breasts. I smiled at him and turned to Wilson who had gallantly retrieved my dress for me. I repeated the kiss for him and found him less aggressive, though his free hand slid down to my hip.
The elevator dinged again to announce the arrival at a floor. I glanced quickly at the indicator to find it was indeed stopping on the 14th floor. I released a nervous breath I was holding. I have found exhibitionism to be thrilling because of the potentiality of being discovered, but actually being discovered might cause embarrassment for the other party, which was the catch-22 of it all.
The two men stood to the side for me to exit first, then Tenor indicated to the right hallway. The men stayed about 10 feet behind me and I enjoyed that, too. I stood calmly in the hallway as Tenor used his keycard to open the door. The men took off their jackets and ties, my dress was draped over one of the chairs as I began kissing the men, again.
Room Service must have been in a separate elevator at the same time because there was a knock on the door and a male voice announced, "Room Service". The three of us looked at each other, but nobody moved for a moment. I was dripping wet from a combination of knowing what I was intending to do for these men in the name of the business only and the exhibitionism so far. I decided to ramp it up a bit more for all of us. I stepped to the door, peeked through the spy-hole, and opened the door for the man with his cart, which he pushed into the room with the six drinks with cellophane wrap over the tops.
He stutter-stepped at the threshold upon seeing me naked and the two dressed men behind me. He tried diverting his eyes but it appeared he was trying to figure out what someone like me was doing with two men like them and following that thought to considering if I was a prostitute or not. He would have no way to determine that but I was confident that might be his assumption and I felt something of a cloud pass over me at the thought of someone thinking I was a prostitute. A cloud I managed to shake off quickly to focus on what I needed to do, ultimately recognizing that in a way I really was prostituting myself but for business instead of money.



We toasted a nice evening so far with the first drinks, but that didn't last long. The teasing so far had its effect on the men and I recognized all the signs. I put my wine down on the dresser and moved to Tenor and dropped to my knees in front of him. I worked the belt open, then the button on his slacks, then the zipper. I reached inside, stroking my palm over his boxers, feeling his cock underneath already swelling at my touch. My fingers worked the top of his shorts and, pulling the waist down, revealed and grasped his hardening cock. It was a normal cock, nothing like Mr. Woodburn's. I stroked it several times, feeling it come further into life in my hand. I was focused on his cock. I didn't look up at him as my head dipped into his lap and my tongue licked up the length of it. I kissed the head, then took it between my lips and sucked the pre-cum forming there. I gave him some satisfied sounds and he responded with groans. I lowered my mouth to his cock and took all of it into my mouth, burying my lips in his pubic hair. He moaned as I played with my throat over the head of his cock, it not quite reaching into my throat like Mr. Woodburn's.
I sucked his cock hard for several minutes. When I had his cock as hard as it was going to be and I felt it pulse, I slowly pulled back, kissing the head, and moved to the side to Wilson.
As I repeated the effort on Wilson, Tenor stood and removed his slacks and, after a moment of consideration, the rest of his clothes. He stood next to me and I stroked his hard cock, occasionally moving my mouth to it before back to Wilson's. When I had both of the cock hard and ready, I pulled back and looked up at the men.
"How may I satisfy you best, Sirs? In my mouth or ... perhaps my pussy? One at a time or together?"
Nothing was said for a moment, so I interjected my own thought, "May I suggest?" They numbly nodded. "Let's do both at the same time. Mr. Wilson, if you'll lay yourself against the headboard ..."
He did as I directed after quickly shedding his remaining clothes. I crawled up onto the bed after him thinking the reputation of hotel bed covers being a haven for bodily fluids was about to become even truer. With him settled, I crawled onto the bed to him and looked over my shoulder. In a deliciously devious gesture that only I understood I patted my ass for Tenor to come and fuck me.
He followed me onto the bed, the bed moving significantly with his approaching weight. When I felt his hands on my hips, I lowered my head to Wilson's cock below me. I gasped at the same moment Tenor did on penetrating me and Wilson did as my mouth engulfed his cock. Neither of them was particularly large and maybe barely average if they were. And, they were both very excited by the sounds escaping them, already.
Wilson was passive as I sucked on his cock, my mouth moving up and down taking his length into my mouth. Tenor was far less so. He knelt behind me with his hands on my hips and pulled me onto his cock as he rammed it into my pussy. My ass was sticking up in the air while my chest was on Wilson's thighs while using one hand to hold his cock and the other rubbing and strumming my clit. I was anticipating the first fuck, if there was to be more tonight, to be quick and I wanted to try to orgasm, too. Nothing stoked a man's ego like having a woman orgasm while fucking them.
I felt the cock in my mouth pulse, first. I felt his cock swell and pulse in my hand and the head of it jerk in my mouth. I pulled my lips back to the head and sucked hard as it spewed the first cum shot into my mouth. I moaned in satisfaction as I sucked out each of the spurts and then sucked the last remaining bit from his cock head. As he climaxed he went rigid, his hips flexing, pushing his cock into my mouth.
I redoubled my self-manipulation of my clit and felt the cock in my pussy get jammed deep, then feeling it pulse and loud gasps and groans come from the man as he leaned over my back and thrust his hips into mine, his cock as deep as it would go into my pussy as it spewed its own seed into me.
At the same time, my orgasm, stimulated by the men and my own efforts, crashed over me with verbal and physical evidence as my moans and gasps joined theirs and my back arched into the man pressed against me.
I would resume sucking their cocks in moments to recharge them, but for the moment we were all relaxing with our other drink. They showed no indication of calling it a night, though they were less than dynamic, which I put off to it not being their normal activity when they traveled and that was a good sign about the men, I thought.
"Harold", I ventured for diversion, "out of curiosity, how many others will be on the ship for the two-day cruise?"
"The cruise ship is small having a passenger capacity of 16 people, but I expect only 12 at the most. The ship's crew is also a dozen, both men and women. Although nudity will be allowed on the main deck, it won't be in the bar or restaurant." He seemed a bit embarrassed about continuing but finally did. "They cannot allow any sexual activity anywhere but in the staterooms. That is partly for the comfort of the crew members. We have two women in the group and we need to handle this entire thing with discretion so nobody is offended, feeling forced, manipulated, or intimidated. We will approach each person privately and offer three alternatives without prejudice. They can participate, fully recognizing you will be present and available; they can be on board but not participate; or, they can stay in the hotel for two days of a free vacation." He watched me. "Knowing the staff, I am expecting nine to be on board and fully participate. The others will remain at the hotel." He smiled, "But, as I said, it could be as many as 12."
I smiled to myself. As I had considered all along, larger groups were much harder for clients to effectively manage in our country's current sexual harassment climate than smaller groups or individuals when it came to this activity. Mr. Woodburn and the Board also understood that even if we were mere participants, any harassment blowback could encompass us as well.
While the men continued to talk, I eased myself back to my knees and my mouth over one soft cock before shifting to the other. I felt Tenor's hand on my head and a gasp from his mouth as my mouth fully took his cock back in. They tried to continue their conversation until they were only talking about my skill in sucking cock and what position the men might want to fuck in next. It was suggested that he could have me bent over the table, lying on the table, or me in his lap doing all the work. The discussion of positions seemed to have the desired effect of increasing their arousal and each cock was again strengthening in my mouth as I moved back and forth.
Tenor chose to bend me over the little table in the room and I wasn't surprised by the choice. It was the most dominant position and these men, willing to risk themselves and money for moments of pleasure, were men prone to a desire to dominate, control, and use.
Wilson came around in front of me and presented his hard cock to my mouth. I kissed the head and accepted it into my mouth. Leaned over the tabletop, legs spread wide, I felt Tenor place his cock on my pussy and move it up and down my lips, spreading my lips and coating his cock with the juices from our last fuck. I heard him gasp as he slipped his cock into me from behind and it sent a thrill through me to bring such a response unsolicited from him. He pushed his hips forward until his cock was fully inside me, his hips against my butt, and he held himself there for a moment. I felt the man's hands on my hips, then his cock head moving in and out of the wet lips of my pussy. He sighed and gasped as he continued to press in and pull out and back in slowly.
"Ohhhhhh ... so wet ... so hot and wet ... amazingly tight ... for a slut." Tenor was saying to Wilson. I smiled. My Kegel exercises paying off. And, I remembered that Wilson had cum in my mouth but had not yet fucked me.
I pulled my mouth off his cock and looked up at him. "Will you fuck me next, Mr. Wilson?" He nodded numbly. I smiled, "Then, I will keep you hard but will save your climax for inside me." He put his hand on my head and it slid to the side of my face where the backs of his fingers gently stroked my cheek.
Tenor, again, obviously having heard our exchange, "Just wait, Henry, she is a fine fuck." He grunted a few times as his bravado seemed to stimulate him. "I think ... ugh, yeah ... the cruise should be ... mmmmm ... memorable to say the least."
He began moving in and out of my pussy with a feeling to me of more urgency and demand. It was the kind of fuck I anticipated. He was fucking me and there was little consideration in his mind of satisfying me, but, again, these men might also be offended if they thought their fucking didn't bring an orgasm from me. That was not a problem I had with most men so far because the stimulation was mutual even if their intention was my use. Here, I cheated, once again, by slipping a hand between my legs and strumming my clit to raise my arousal, then time it to orgasm close to his.
When I felt his cock pulse and throb inside, I pressed hard on my clit to bring my own orgasm. As he collapsed on top of me, pressing me into the table, and his cum spurting and oozing into my pussy, I moaned. He misunderstood my reaction to his suddenly collapsing on me against the hard tabletop.
"Yes, it was good, wasn't it?" He pulled out of me and slapped my ass. "Damn, she is a good fuck, Henry." He really surprised me by pulling me off the tabletop and pressing me to Henry. "Why don't you take her to your room to finish the night off. I'm going to finish my drink and get some sleep." He smacked my ass, again. "Nice doing business with you, Miss James. I'll confirm the arrangement with Charles first thing in the morning before we leave for the airport. I look forward to the cruise. Yes, indeed. A slut on the payroll, how does he get away with it."
I smiled as I seethed inside, "Thank you, Mr. Tenor. I am sure Mr. Woodburn will be pleased to hear from you in the morning." I reached out to Wilson who seemed to be struggling with his pants and gathering up his other clothes in his arms. "Now, Mr. Wilson, to your room. We have some unfinished business."
I picked up my dress and heels from the floor where they had been discarded. I was waiting at the door. He looked nervous, "Aren't you getting dressed?"
"How far do we have to go? Just down the hall, I presumed." He nodded. "Then, dressing would be silly. I'll just have to them take off, again." He shook his head, but his smile grew bigger as I figured he was remembering my naked walk in the hallway earlier.
I walked alongside him down the hallway. We only had a half dozen rooms to walk. He glanced at me several times and I made a point of striding in my heels to make sure my breasts jiggled for his enjoyment.
He fumbled for the keycard that was in one of the pockets of his jacket, he just had to find it. All the time I was naked in the hallway and I concentrated on not looking nervously at the doors and down the hallway even when I heard the elevator ding somewhere, not sure if it was this floor or a floor above or below. When nobody appeared in the hallway, I let out a breath of relief despite my appearance of calm.
Inside his room, I dropped my dress on the dresser and kicked off my heels. I took his clothes from his arms and unbuckled his pants, unzipping them and they dropped to the floor. I knelt in front of him to take his soft cock into my mouth.
From above me, "Can I ask you something?"
I glanced up without taking his cock from my mouth, "umgha".
He chuckled. "You seem like a very competent and capable businesswoman ...", he paused and I glanced up, "why do you do this? Not that I am complaining, mind you ..."
I stood up and looked him mostly in the eye, a little up at him. "You seem nice, Mr. Wilson, and I appreciate that. I do it for a couple reasons. One, I like sex and a variety of sex. Two, it helps to keep certain clients happy. Doesn't it?"
He smiled. "Very definitely."
"Good. Now, I want you to be even happier, Mr. Wilson. Is there some sex you haven't tried?"
He blushed but I encouraged him. "Anal. I've never had the chance to do that. Is that possible?" I nodded and pulled him to the bed. I suggest a doggy position and that he could use the cum in my pussy for lubrication for my ass. The smile on his face was unbelievable, but the bigger amusement to me was his confession. "Wow. This is amazing. Thank you. Oh boy, I can't tell Tenor about this, he'd pop a cork that I did and he didn't." I laughed.
After getting quickly cleaned up and dressed, I stood by the door and took a very awkward Henry Wilson into my arms and kissed him passionately. "I enjoyed this last part, Mr. Wilson. You're a very nice man. Thank you."
"I should be thanking you."
I smiled and kissed him, again. "You did. That was a very nice fuck." He agreed and blushed.
I wasn't sure what kind of a stir I might cause leaving the hotel well after midnight, though I was dressed, again, I had that unmistakable 'just fucked' look on my face.
* * * * *
The next morning, a little later than normal, after I was settled naked in the chair and my legs crossed discretely, I gave him a run-down of the evening and Mr. Tenor's commitment to calling this morning. He relayed that they had talked earlier and the new project details were confirmed.
"An excellent result, I think. The project and terms will be very good for the firm." He studied me closely, then offered about last night, "A bit boorish, huh?"
I nodded, smiled, and shrugged. This wasn't about being made love to, though it happened on occasions. This was really about fucking ... or sucking. "Not a problem, Sir. Separately, Mr. Wilson was quite nice." I chuckled, "But, any disappointment in the act I might feel is really your fault, though, you know."
"And how is that?" His face was a big smile, but he was curious, too.
"Simply that you spoiled me, Sir. Your lovely, big cock that touches all the right places inside me ... you so caringly introduced me to anal, which did come in handy ... your strong, controlled approach without being domineering or rude." I blushed. "I'm sorry, Sir."
"Sorry? Why?"
"I don't mean to make it sound like more of a relationship than we really have. I respect you and Deborah too much to have you get the wrong idea of my feelings. I'm not in love with you, Sir. I am in love with what you are doing to ... for me." I blushed, again. "Sir, I love the woman you are bringing out from within me. Thank you."
He seemed a little embarrassed by my proclamations. I smiled and stood up to give him something more physical to consider. I stepped to the side of the desk and bent over it, pressing my breasts into the desktop, then spreading my legs wide.
"If I could be so bold, Sir ... your slut would really like her pussy or asshole reamed right now." As he stood up from his chair and moved to the side of his desk behind me, I spread my feet even further apart and settled my head on my forearms and sighed with anticipation and contentment. I really did love being his slut, but I also really loved his cock inside me ... pussy or ass. And since his wife and I had had the same conversation ourselves, there was no guilt in my confessing that to him, her, or myself.
As he smeared a dab of cool, slippery lubricant onto and into my asshole. I sighed very contently and a strong shiver coursed through my body.
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CHAPTER 8: CONVENTION SLUT GANG BANG
"You wanted to see me, Sir?"
I was two steps into his office, my suit jacket sliding down my arms as I walked to my location between the chairs in front of his desk.
"Something has come to my attention that might be interesting."
It wasn't normal for him to blurt out what was on his mind when I was summoned to his office. We had established something of a protocol of how this was to work. It was akin to a tribal ritual of exchanging pleasant conversation before entering into a serious exchange, a ritual intended to maintain civility and peace, and calm before any interaction. I had thought ours was the same, though it had never been expressed or defined. I undressed and he sat back in his chair to enjoy it before entering into any business.
So, his comment brought me to a stop before even reaching my intended location. After a pause, "Sorry, my dear. That was rude, wasn't it." He even looked a bit sheepish. "Please continue." Which is what I did. I moved to the spot, dropping my jacket in the chair as I came to it. After removing everything but my stockings, heels, and jewelry, I stood before him, slowly turning around before taking my clothes to the clothes tree. Upon returning, "I guess I was just excited to talk to you about this."
It wasn't my own impression of our ritual, after all. He had recognized it and caught himself violating it. I sat in the chair I usually used, remembering to use the exaggerated motion as I cross my legs. I smiled as I caught him gazing between my thighs.
"What has you so excited, Sir? A new account potential? If it's a new toy, you should surprise me, Sir."
He laughed. "No, nothing like that. Do you remember what you blurted out to Deborah and me last weekend?"
"I think I said a lot of things, Sir. I was very horny, as I recall."
"You enjoyed it, too, didn't you slut?"
"I did, Sir. By my reaction at the moment, there was no hiding that fact."
"Well, I'll assist your memory. You were telling us you were ready for everything I wished for you to do for me. Everything and anything. Anywhere and anytime. You wanted us to take the next steps." He paused while watching me. I remembered those words well. There were more as I recalled. Then, as if reading my thoughts, "You also talked about the slut truly being there. It was confusing at first, but you said she was taking over and she wanted to be used."
"I remember, Sir. You understand, don't you?"
"It was confusing at first. Then I understood. The slut we were grooming within you, the slut we thought was there finally arrived at that moment. You felt her presence in you at that moment. A presence that demands to be used."
I was nodding excitedly. He understood. "Yes, Sir, exactly."
He looked intently into my eyes. "My wife has instructed you well, slut. You don't slouch when sitting, you stand straight and tall, you hold your shoulders back, making your lovely breasts more prominent. Truly lovely." He was smiling approvingly. Then, "There will be a situation where slouching will be required." I looked at him inquiringly. "When I indicate for you to open your legs, like now, I want them over the chair arms." I did as he indicated and he was correct, I had to slouch to accomplish it.
I smiled at his game, "Is there a point to this, Sir, other than getting a better look at your slut's pussy?"
"That's about it, slut. But, it is affirming to see how wet your pussy becomes from these little sessions." I smiled. It wasn't approving or obedience. It was merely acceptance. "Now, what had me so excited... I got wind of a convention from a friend at the club. We were just talking and this convention came up. I looked into it and it seemed like it might fill the bill to assist you in going to the step." He continued to watch me. I couldn't help but start thinking about what options 'fill the bill to assist' might be. "This isn't business-related. This would just be... your slut coming out to play. You've never been gangbanged, have you?"
There it was, I thought. I expressed my thoughts and feelings and emotions and excitement. And he was listening. He heard and he took it to heart. It spurred us into and through what we thought was increasing sexual acts. It has been spectacular!
He was watching my pussy openly displayed and he smiled. "A true way to judge a slut's reaction. My dear slut Tina, you are leaking. Hell, it is as though your pussy is winking at me." I blush, but I don't doubt his assessment for a minute.
He told me his thoughts. This coming Friday we would catch an early afternoon flight and be at the convention hotel by late afternoon. The convention includes people showing, selling products, providing services, and those attending to consider the options available in the industry. He wouldn't say more about the industry, brushing the question aside with a, "Does it really matter?" No, it didn't. There would be men, lots of men. There would be me and only me with those men. And, there would be him to watch over me constantly. Those were his promises. The rest were unimportant details he would manage.
"I'm talking to the slut now Tina. This isn't for the businesswoman who thought she would be playing with me or some clients on occasion. This is for the slut that burst out finally to be acknowledged. Do we go? Do we challenge the slut's powers?"
I smiled and looked down at my body. My nipples were solid, hard pebbles. My pussy was open with need, juices seeping out, puddling on the vinyl seat. Damn right, we're going!
* * * * *
We left directly from the office so we were still in our business clothes, which was perfect for the final arrangement of the hotel suite he was able to reserve on an upper floor. The floor contained several suites and was to be one of several floors having hospitality rooms associated with the convention. Walking from the elevators to our suite, we passed several other suites being set up for the evening's hospitality activities. Mr. Woodburn judged correctly that the amount of booze and food on the floor wouldn't require that we would need much available inside our suite, but he did allow for the minimum required because the rooms were being booked for hospitality. A giggle that reflected some nerves escaped as I considered the hospitality that would be available in our suite compared to the others. Mr. Woodburn sensed it and gave my hand a squeeze.
Our suite was a series of rooms on the corner of the building. The main living, assembly room could be converted for conferencing or entertaining. A separate large bedroom adjoined it. Each room had its own bathroom but the bedrooms had a large shower and separate jacuzzi. The bedroom had a corner with floor-to-ceiling windows on each outside wall. The curtains were currently closed. In the main room, Mr. Woodburn was overseeing the addition of a few easy chairs and the arrangement of furniture to his liking.
Once the hotel staff left, we focused on the bedroom. He imagined this would be the center of my activity, but we weren't entirely sure about that once it got going. He propped the door to the suite open and walked down the hall, then walked back. Our suite was at the end of the hall and the layout of the room made it difficult to see much inside except for a narrow view-line. That convinced him the entire suite could be used with minimal risk of drawing more public attention than the word that would undoubtedly spread as the evening progressed. The more we stood in the room and thought about the reality of the situation, the less we felt certain about how many might ultimately be involved.
He held me at arm's length. "Are you sure? It was an exciting idea, but the reality of the moment is making even me a little nervous."
I reached up and kissed him hard and passionately. I pressed my body into his and answered through our joined lips, "I've never been so ready for anything. You have a slut on your hands, Sir. All I ask is that you watch over her/me. The Miss Tina James, Executive Accounts Director who left the office with you hours ago is not in this building."
He smiled and we made the final preparations. We stripped the king-sized bed down to the bottom sheet, stuffing the other covers into the closet. He went back into the main room to fuss over the drinks and snacks, making sure everything was as he wanted it, then checking the door. We had no company sign attached to the door. If they didn't know about what was offered inside, they wouldn't by being in the hallway. I remained in the bedroom preparing myself. I moved a large bowl of condoms from the bedside stand to the dresser. Some may want to use them. There would not be a requirement that they do. I then opened the curtains around the room. The coming darkness of evening was dropping over the city's downtown. The lights and faint sounds of traffic below filled the windows as I stood before them.
Feeling nervous but ready, I entered just inside the main room. I glanced at the partially opened door. Mr. Woodburn turned and stopped. I was dressed for the evening to start: thigh-high, white lace stockings, white strap heels, a string of costume pearls looped around my neck, and earrings. My hair was pulled back into a ponytail to be out of the way.
"God, you are beautiful." He started to say something more when there was a knock on the door.
The door opened hesitantly and four men entered, the door closing behind them onto the doorstop placed there to keep it ajar. The first one stopped when he turned and saw me, then smiled. "We weren't sure this was the place, but the room number matched. Seeing you there can't be any mistake."
I glanced at Mr. Woodburn and smiled, then I walked right up to the men, slipping my arms around two of them, and led them into the room. The nerves were gone. Their hands were stroking my bare back and butt. We weren't doing anything fancy with drinks: beer and simple alcohol. We didn't want a bartender who would have to be hotel staff. I took their requests and served them their drinks. We talked and got comfortable and, surprisingly to me, it was more them than me. One of the guys shared a joke and we laughed as there was another knock at the door. Mr. Woodburn greeted them, this time closing the door to avoid hotel staff wandering in unannounced.
This group consisted of three more guys. There were now seven strange men in the room I had never seen before and they were only there to fuck me. I couldn't imagine being more excited and turned on than I was right then. Mr. Woodburn went through the rules of 'engagement' with the primary one being that anyone getting out of hand would be thrown out and if I were to even mutter 'no' or 'stop', everything was to stop. Everyone nodded their heads. I walked through the group of men to the bedroom door, turned around to face them, took a breast into my hand, and squeezed it.
Adding a smile, "I'll be in the next room. I don't want to get lonely..." Mr. Woodburn's smile grew huge.
I was a couple steps from the bed when two pairs of hands stopped me. They turned me around and I found two more standing behind these. I stepped into them and the others came up to encircle me, each finding a part of my naked body to touch, stroke, squeeze, or probe. I had hands on my breasts, my butt, my stomach, and between my legs. I groaned as a finger found my pussy and pressed inside. Another finger was circling around my asshole and I was very relieved that I was now more comfortable with anal.
I kissed each of the men, turning in a tight circle to do so. I dropped to my knees and my intentions were clear. Each began loosening belts and zippers. I turned to the first cock coming out and sucked it into my mouth. I took two others into my hands and gently pulled on them, periodically changing with a new cock in my mouth and hands.
I felt hands behind me encouraging me to my feet, then moving me to the edge of the bed. I saw Mr. Woodburn standing in the doorway nodding as there was another knock at the suite door. All four men were naked as I crawled to the center of the bed. I felt fingers at my pussy and the subsequent declaration from one to the group, "She's dripping."
I smiled, "I need cock, gentlemen."
Cock I got. They must have known each other because they moved and shared around me with comfort and ease. I was on my back, the men surrounding me. One came up between my legs and eased his cock into my pussy. Another moved to my mouth. The other two men used their hands on my breasts, nipples and held my legs spread wide. They shifted regularly, moving from my pussy to touching me, someone touching me to my mouth, the one in my mouth to my pussy.
It was almost a maddening process and against what I was used to. In relationships, sex was supposed to be a matter of mutual pleasure. Mr. Woodburn's indoctrination of me into being a slut was about me ensuring the other person's pleasure above my own. Now, here I am feeling fucked and stimulated while they rotate one after the other through my pussy, stopping at my mouth to become hard before their turn in my pussy. The rotation seemed to be a switch based less on equal time as to avoid climax while continuing to fuck me. Each of them was in my pussy for only minutes at a time, but that produced steady and increasing arousal in me. At some time in their second rotation, I orgasmed. They never stopped, though. Not even to let me flow through my orgasm and to recover. They continued, maybe even switching more quickly as my pussy spasmed around whichever cock was inside.
I wasn't sure my orgasm fully ended when I rolled over a man lying next to me. On autopilot, I raised my hips, found his hard cock, and inserted it into my pussy. Another cock was brought to my mouth as I began fucking up and down. Fingers probed my body, but this time I could tell they were intent on cumming. The man underneath me grabbed my hips and assisted my motion. In moments, he was straining, his hips rising into me as his face strained, his eyes closed tight. His cum shot into me warm and juicy and the feeling gave me another orgasm even if less intense.
Another man was lying next to him. I moved off one, his wet cock slapping on his abdomen and I moved to the next one. Inserting him, another man offered his cock to my lips. The cycle continued as each of the four moved from my mouth to alongside the one I was fucking as climax and orgasm became evident. When the four men had all climaxed, I sprawled on the bed as the last of them got dressed. I pulled the band from my hair and put my hair back into a tighter ponytail.
I glanced at the mirror at the vanity table and smiled. My lips and cheeks were smeared with moisture from sucking and cocks pulled from my mouth. So far, none had cum in my mouth. I stopped in the bathroom to wipe my face and followed the last of the four out into the other room. I could feel the four loads of cum oozing from my pussy, making my lips and inner thighs slick.
I walked confidently into the room. The four I had just fucked stopped to have a beer. What I noticed was the room was crowded with men standing in groups or alone. I walked to Mr. Woodburn for a drink of water and he said one of the men told him he had heard about this from someone else. Apparently, the word was spreading through the convention. He no longer had any idea how many men might decide to show up. He reinforced that he would stop it at any time I chose. I kissed him on the cheek.
"We're a long way from that, Sir." He laughed.
I walked back through the crowd with my bottle of water. I touched the faces of a couple men who immediately followed. I had no idea who came to the room when or in what order, but this wasn't a delicatessen where you take a number. As the saying goes, if you snooze, you lose.
These men were straightforward about what they wanted. They stripped down upon entering the bedroom. I was on my back with my legs open and that seemed to be okay with the first man who crawled up onto the bed between my legs. He nibbled on my nipples for a bit, but then slid his already hard cock smoothly into my filled pussy. The other man came to my head with his cock pointed at me. I opened my mouth and he slid it in. I was being fucked now at both ends. The man in my mouth was stroking in and out of my mouth as though he was fucking my pussy. Thankfully, his cock wasn't as big as Mr. Woodburn's.
Both men came roughly at the same time, pulled out, and left me lying on the bed still wanting. They were so quick, I never quite attained my own orgasm, but then that was the idea of a slut, right. Standing at the door were two large men, both naked, and both sporting nice, large, and hard cocks.
They came to the edge of the bed and put out their arms to me. Not knowing what they might have in mind, but suddenly very interested, I slid across the bed to be assisted into standing between them. They turned me back and forth between as they kissed and fondled my body. When I was pressed up against one, the other had a hand squeezed between us to fondle a breast and the other between my legs from behind, stroking and fingering my pussy. They moved me up against the floor-to-ceiling window and pressed my front into it as they both started stroking my body. One was on his knees driving fingers into my pussy from behind while the other was stroking my clit. I was pressed against the window and I couldn't miss the fact that the city was going about its business below me and for anyone happening to look out from another window, I was perfectly visible and it was perfectly apparent what was happening. That, of course, just added to the stimulation I was aggressively receiving from these men. When my orgasm erupted, it shook my body and I cried out. I heard others coming to the doorway behind me, but the reflections in the window weren't distinct enough for recognition. I don't think my mind was focused on recognition, anyway.
The fingers didn't immediately stop when my orgasm hit. I felt hands pressing against the window as the fingers continued to stimulate me, driving my peak higher and higher. The hands on my back, I realized, were not just keeping me in place, but keeping me up. My legs became like soft rubber as I shivered and quaked unto the sexual assault.
My mind cleared enough to recognize that I wasn't pressed against the cool glass, but support against the front of a naked man behind me. My left leg was pulled up and around the man in front of me as I felt his hard cock slide into my pussy. With the aid of the man behind me, I felt hands on my ass lifting me into the air and my other leg going around and locking my ankles. My arms instinctively grasped tightly around the man's neck and I was moved up and down on the cock in my pussy. Then, after being satisfied apparently, the man behind me pressed a glob of lubricant to my asshole, then a finger followed by a second pushed the lube inside.
I was going to be double penetrated while being held in one man's arms. I felt my ass cheeks spread and a blunt object pressing against the tight ring of my sphincter. I was very glad I had decided on anal with Mr. Woodburn as the cock pushed through and into me. After a few more strokes, both cocks were deep inside me.
They weren't finished with the window, though. These two must have been exhibitionists and clearly had done this before. They worked as a team as they moved us back to the window, standing with their sides to the window, my body being lifted and dropped onto the pair of cocks filling me so delightfully. I came, again, as I looked out the window to find several windows across the way with people looking out in our direction. They saw it, too, and increased the action to make what we were doing more noticeable.
They came together or very nearly so. I felt the one in my ass spasm and pulse. As I felt his first spurt into my ass, I orgasmed again, my pussy clenching and spasming around both cocks in separate chambers but intimately in contact. That seemed to be all the other one needed as he followed us.



They eased me off their cocks and gently placed me on the bed. Mr. Woodburn came into the room, propped me up, and held water to my mouth. Some water dribbled out of the corners of my mouth but I was already a sweaty mess.
"Are you okay?"
I smiled and wrapped my arm around his neck, pulling him in for a sloppy kiss. "Thank you, Sir. Thank you."
He smiled, "There are a bunch of guys still out there. Some before must have leaked the word because they are still coming."
"Send them in. I don't care how many at a time. I only have three holes at a time, but... God, this is amazing!"
I heard Mr. Woodburn in the other room and five guys came in already naked. I started sucking cock, but one must have gotten himself hard because I was being moved onto my knees and my knees spread wide as I continued to rotate my mouth between several of the guys. A cock was pressed into my pussy and I pushed the other guys slightly so I could push my butt back against the cock plowing into me. He came fairly quickly and maybe that was what a typical gangbang is like with a lot of cumming into a slut and not always enough steady stimulation and variety to allow her to cum. That was what some of the fucks felt like.
I was next moved back to the bed where a guy was laying on his back. I didn't even ask what they wanted to do, I just straddled the guy and took him into my pussy. I reached to the side for a cock to occupy my mouth. I fucked the guys in my mouth and pussy, bouncing my hips on one and sliding my mouth back and forth on the other. I was getting close to an orgasm so I slipped a free hand to my clit and just start strumming it when I was pushed down against the man underneath me. This pulled the cock out of my mouth but before I could say anything, someone began pressing a cock into my asshole, again. With lube and cum already in my ass, this one went in fairly easily. The guys didn't function too well together but the erratic motion had a surprisingly arousing effect on me even if it didn't on them. The pressure in my holes felt amazing and my clit was being pressed into the pubic bone of one guy and the aggressive fucker, in my ass, was pressing the cock in my pussy at weird angles. I came, again.
At some point as I was rolling with my orgasm, the one in my ass climaxed, too. This momentarily gave the one in my pussy more freedom of movement and rolled us over so I was on my back. Now, he fucked me with a frenzy that felt on the edge of desperate, but it was effective enough for him to climax.
There seemed to be a steady rotation of guys now. Exiting the bedroom and entering the bedroom with always about four to six guys around me on the bed. I had completely lost track of how many men had fucked me or cum on me. I was surprised by the number of men who seemed to be happy to have me suck them, then stroke their cocks over my face or breasts.
I was moved over another guy on his back, but this time he wanted me to sit on him with my asshole. Once settled onto him fully in reverse cow-girl, another guy eased me back against him and he inserted into my pussy. Other guys then fed their cocks to my mouth or fondled and worked my nipples and clit. The heavy action yielded me another crashing orgasm and, again, they didn't stop or slow down through my it for recovery. They seemed bent on seeing how many times they could make me cum. And, it turned out to be a lot.
The cock in my ass was substantial, not huge but not small, and he seemed to be the constant in their plan. I found out later that he had already climaxed twice with me and was still hard because of a Viagra he took before arriving. The others fucked my pussy with him providing a tighter fit than I likely would have been after so much use in one night. This group had worked out their plan and stayed coordinated. The guys didn't leave the room once they climaxed as others had. These guys stayed to maximize the effect for each one. They were after the feeling of my body orgasming, my pussy going into spasms while they fucked and climaxed themselves.
I could only assume they had been satisfied because I saw several give high-fives as if they had just scored a touchdown or hit a home run. This group turned out to be the last, too. And, they were different in consideration. They each gave me a kiss on the lips and forehead, then finding the covers in the closet and covering my used body, turning out the lights on their way out.
They shut the door to a crack. I could hear voices in the other room. I glanced at the bedside table but remembered I had turned the clock to the wall so I wouldn't be distracted by the time. I heard voices, then a louder voice and more noise as the alcohol and remaining food were removed from the room. Whatever time it was, it was closing time for the hospitality suites.
I must have dozed, but not for long. Mr. Woodburn had still not come to bed. Then I thought he might not want to. I moved to the edge of the bed and stood up and went into the bathroom. I looked at myself in the mirror and was shocked. My hair was a mess and my face and body were covered in dried or drying cum. I raised a foot to the counter and sighed. My pussy was worse. Red and puffy, it was caked with cum, some still leaking out. I staggered to the shower and turned it on as hot as I could stand it and soaked the cum off it before I began washing it and my hair.
Feeling just a little bit better, I opened the shower door to find Mr. Woodburn holding a large towel out to me. I stepped onto the mat and allowed him to dry my body, noticing and appreciating the care and gentleness he used over my breasts and between my legs. He dropped it on the floor and wrapped me in another dry towel, then handing me one for my wet hair.
He took me in his arms and held me, not saying anything, just holding me.
In the other room, he pulled a bottle of wine he had put away. We sipped and talked while sitting on a couch facing the large window overlooking the late-night city. We sat plastered against each other. His arm and hands were comforting but not fondling. We talked about the night. He shared the comments the men made and expressed his personal astonishment at the activities of the evening. He found himself in the doorway to the bedroom frequently in concern, amazement, wonder, and gratification. There were times when the sounds caused him concern only to find explosive orgasms. There were times when he was amazed at what my body could consume in one act as when I had all three holes filled and others had masturbated over my body.
He asked me about my feelings and I sensed more than a little concern. I assured him I was also amazed at what I had done and had thoroughly enjoyed it. I was tired, very tired, and might be a bit sore in the morning. I rested my head on his shoulder and cuddled into the security of his embrace.
I softly offered with a giggle, "This was something I needed to do to prove my worthiness as your slut, Sir." I felt his head shift to look down at me. "I hope your slut was satisfactory in pleasing those men you sent to her." Referring to myself in the third person seemed to have an effect on him. There was one more fuck yet tonight.
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CHAPTER 9: CLIENT CELEBRATION
Mr. Woodburn and I were both attending the celebration at the client's plant and offices. It was an afternoon off for all employees with a catered buffet, tours of the upgrades, and, of course, speeches from the company extolling the benefits and positive impact for all their futures in their very competitive market. We were not called upon to give a speech or offer comments but were identified for our assistance and involvement.
After the celebration, we both return home. I put in only a short day the following day to allow for making the connections that would put me into the small regional airport in Key West. As I stepped off the plane into the warm, salt-laden air of the small island, I was torn between feelings of excitement and nervousness. I had never been on a cruise of any kind and the idea of living in a bikini in the sun for much of the daytime was a welcome respite from the formality of business days. On the other hand, I still wasn't fully sure of what I would encounter while on the cruise. I had been told to expect from 9 to 12 employees, but there would always be other crew members and I never got clarification on how they might fit into the activities. And, I was without the caring presence of Mr. Woodburn. I was hoping to get that clarification from Mr. Tenor as soon as he arrived on the ship.
I was arriving a full day early at Mr. Woodburn's insistence. He felt it important that I had the time to acclimate to the environment and place with plenty of time to find my way to the ship and prepare myself for the arrival of the employees.
I spent my time sightseeing and at the beach. I walked Duval Street at night and enjoyed the light atmosphere that said 'party'. I remembered videos I had come across about Key West during their "Fantasy Fest" with lots of nudity, body paint, and drinking. I wondered if Mr. Woodburn and Deborah would be interested sometime. They were certainly interested in nudity, especially mine.
I arrived at the ship's mooring location a full hour ahead of the scheduled arrival of the company personnel. I was cleared to board, my information indicating an earlier arrival, and I followed a crew member who carried my bag. The man introduced himself as Mr. Edwards, the First Officer, second in command. He was an attractive man. All of six feet tall and very athletically built. He had dark hair cut short and his white uniform added to his attractiveness. I wasn't necessarily drawn to men in uniform, but he looked really good in his. As we walked the narrow passageway, I asked him what he knew of the plans for the two-day cruise. He commented that a full itinerary was prominently located in each stateroom but that the crew was told to expect a lot of partying, lots of drinking, and that the normal rules of proper attire might be constantly pushed beyond normal limits.
He stopped at a stateroom door, inserted the keycard, turned the handle, and pushed his way in with the bag. I followed in behind him. I was warned by Mr. Woodburn that ship rooms were notoriously small and cramped, the spaces efficiently used. I was, therefore, shocked at the room we entered.
Mr. Edwards placed my bag on the very large bed that occupied one side of the room. The side of the room we entered into was more of a large sitting area with a couch and several chairs, wide-screen TV, and a sliding door to the balcony outside. When I turned to him, I found he had been watching me closely, perhaps even evaluating or interpreting what my situation was. He also saw the surprised look on my face.
"Yes, a lovely room, isn't it? It is the only such suite onboard." He was still watching me closely and I felt my face and neck flush. I told him I wasn't expecting anything like this, I had been told the rooms were very small. "Most are. Can I ask you something?" I nodded. This cruise must be a different experience for the crew. "It probably isn't any of my business and I don't mean to be too personal, but I guess I will be ... what's the deal here? Are you a ... professional?" He seemed embarrassed in an attempt to search for a safe word for it.
I smiled at him and chuckled. "Yes, I am but not that kind." I laughed, again. I described my position without giving any names or identifying my firm. I explained the expansion of the plant facility and the celebration and sales meeting, which I was not involved in. This cruise was a motivational, inspirational effort by the company's senior leaders to 'rally the troops'. There were a lot more sales required to make use of the upgrades and expansion. There had been a lot of rah-rah motivational effort, but this cruise was more 'okay, we gave you this outrageous experience, now we expect you to work your asses off' type thing." He laughed and indicated to me. "Yes, I'm supposed to the outrageous experience." I smiled at him wondering how this kind of thing is explained. "I just love sex and I know someone who has discovered there are times when that comes in very handy."
He shook his head but he was smiling. The explanation seemed to make a little sense to him, even if it was completely outside his normal experience. He offered another 'welcome' and began leaving. I reached out and touched his arm. He stopped, looking from my hand still on his bicep then to me. For the first time, I felt something not quite fully professional happen from him. I felt his eyes very carefully consider my body encased in the light sundress. Like all my dresses for non-work occasions, it came only to mid-thigh and the top exposed all of my upper chest and a considerable amount of cleavage. He took all of that in before recovering his professional attitude.
"Does the crew often interact with the guests? Like in this situation?"
He looked nervous. "Not normally, no. We've been told to expect almost anything over the next two days. We've also been reminded that while on duty, our responsibilities are always to our jobs." He smiled at me with what I read as significant meaning. "When we are off-duty, however, this situation might be different than normal cruises. Normally, we are discouraged from interacting with the guests. In this case, if we are invited ..."
I smiled and realized I still hadn't removed my hand from his bicep and it felt very good. "Perhaps there will be a time when you are off-duty ..."
* * * * *
I was standing behind the crew members checking in each guest as they arrived. Baggage was checked with stateroom assignments and guests were given their room/identification cards. I was wearing what I knew would catch the attention of anyone in view of me. I was wearing the skimpiest bikini I could find on the island and still be legal. It was a white, thin material thong bottom that barely covered my pussy and had thin cords around my hips and between my ass cheeks. The crotch had no lining to it and I wondered how it would look when it got wet. I suspected there would be a lot to see underneath. The top was a string top with small triangles of the same cloth that covered the nipples but left 80% of the breast exposed. With it, I wore strap-sandal high heels on my feet, my long hair pulled back in a ponytail, and large round sunglasses despite being inside on the access level of the ship.
"Mr. Tenor!" I was overly enthusiastic in my recognition of him. I took him into my arms and kissed him on the cheek while pressing my breasts into this chest. He was the first through the checkpoint. "I hope your meetings were a success and you are ready to relax and enjoy the next two days."
"With you along with us, my dear, I feel assured we will all have plenty to feel enjoyment about." He smiled a rather leering smile.
I handed him a gift bag that every guest would receive. It included sunscreen, lotion, chocolates, a bottle of wine, and condoms. The condoms weren't my idea, I rather liked the 'full of cum' feeling, but it must have been decided by someone that the option would be good.
The table behind me had a dozen such bags to be distributed. It was felt that my doing the honors, especially dressed in a bikini (I decided on going to the extreme), would be an appropriate introduction.
"You must be Tina." The next man was a roguish-looking man about mid-30's with sleeked back hair, tall and athletically cut. He had dark sunglasses on, but I could feel his eyes moving over my body like a pair of hands in a dark bar.
I smiled coyly, "Yes, I am." I looked down at my chest, "Nobody could figure out where to put a name tag."
He laughed, leaned in for a kiss that wasn't aimed at my cheek until I turned at the last moment. There would be time enough for that later when we weren't holding up the rest of the line. He smiled at my maneuver, "My name is Tom, I'm sure we'll spend more time together." I smiled back. I had no doubt. He came across as one of the smooth sales operators of the group.
Most of the rest of the group were less forward than Tom. I glanced at the table behind me as there were still a few people to come through. I counted the people and found just enough gift bags and that the last were for the women of the group. Apparently, the entire management and sales group had chosen to attend the cruise. The two women moved almost as one. The first one through waited for the second and they both allowed plenty of time to separate themselves from the men.
"Ladies, welcome." I gave each of them their gift bag and stepped between them and led them into the ship. I stopped at a sitting area. "I was led to believe you might not be coming on this cruise. I'm not sure why it seems important to me, but it is, that you understand I am not a whore hired for this."
"Tina, relax. Helen and I thought this might be kind of kinky. When we came into the sales group about the same time, we got together and made an agreement to protect ourselves from random flirting from these guys by letting slip that we were far more interested in each other than men."
Helen laughed, "We know the guys will be watching us, especially as we shed clothes for sunning or the little pool, but they won't be hitting on us. It'll be one of those very curious situations of seeing how much they can see of what they can't have." That made us all laugh.
"Well, in my case it is the opposite."
"So, is it true? You're really an executive who is a slut? You just really like sex?"
I put my hands out to the sides, "That's me. Actually, I've given myself to a married man who has brought the slut fully out."
"Married?"
"Yeah, his wife finds me exciting, too."
They shook their heads in wonder, looked at each other, and smiled. I took a chance. "Are you both lesbian or pretending?" They were pretending. They both had boyfriends they kept away from the company. "Are you curious, though?" That was the reason for the shared smile. They were. I smiled, too. "Let's hook up in one of your rooms, then. I think my room will be watched closely. I have always thought of myself as straight, but I have found that I enjoy women, too." They both hugged me and promised to do exactly that. I had a feeling those two might have more of a shared experience on this cruise than they originally expected.
After seeing the guests onboard, I made my way up to the sun deck where there was a small pool. It was really a pretend pool. There couldn't be any real swimming done in it, but there was a bar sunk into the deck at one end which would make it a very appealing place to hang out. I found a deck lounge and spread out a towel, planning to catch a few rays of sun before dinner.
I was spreading sunscreen over my arms and stomach. I was reaching for a leg when I heard a very masculine voice behind me, "Need help with that?" I knew where this was likely to go, but dinner would slow it down.
I looked up and smiled, it was Tom. I knew it wouldn't take him long to find an opportunity. "Oooooo ... just when I started thinking I might be lonely." I stretched my legs out and slightly parted them on the lounge. I winked at him, "I don't want to be a bother, but that would be helpful."
"No bother at all." He spoke the words to me, but his eyes never left my crotch where there was a hint of cameltoe.
He took my bottle of lotion and knelt at my side. He started on my right foot and spread the lotion onto my leg, kneading the lotion in. I noticed the further up my leg he went, the more kneading he used. He got to my hip on the outside and the itty-bitty piece of cloth on the inside, glanced at me, and shifted to my left leg. He repeated the effort. This time, though, when he reached the top of my leg, the side of his hand repeatedly grazed along my pussy barely covered by my bottom. He encouraged me to roll over. I could have declined, that I wanted sun on my front, but that wouldn't be in keeping with my purpose for the trip. I rolled over onto my front. He started on my shoulders and moved down my back. Now, that thin bit of cord that tied my top in the back didn't take much space, but he untied it anyway. I smiled as his hands massaged over my back. I wondered to myself what I was going to do when he finished. Leave it untied and roll over? That would expose me. Was that within the rules? He had moved down to the small of my back to the next thin cords of my bottom. These were also ties, but he applied screen over them. I felt his hands massaging, kneading my ass cheeks, his thumbs sliding between my cheeks. There was a spot there that might get burned, apparently. He applied more to my legs, more attention going to the insides of my thighs the higher he went.
I glanced over my shoulder as his fingers rubbed my pussy through the thin material. "That's nice."
"How did your bottoms get so wet?" His voice was raspy and heavy. I looked to the side and could see his cock inside his shorts was very hard.
I smiled at him, "The same way your shorts seem to be straining."
His finger moved under the covering and slid along my pussy lips. I sucked in a breath just as a voice broke into our activity, "Dinner will be served in 20 minutes. Just enough time to change."
Tom left, disappointment displayed in the way his body reacted. I turned over and exhaled deeply. I looked to the side. Mr. Edwards. The look in his eyes was unmistakable, a combination of desire and professionalism fighting for dominance.
He held his hand out. Once standing, "Sexual activity on the deck is against the rules."
I looked at him with real embarrassment. "I know." I breathed in deeply and exhaled. "I apologize. I think I need to talk to Mr. Tenor. This puts me in a difficult situation. I am supposed to be responsive, but there are rules." I looked at him. "I am sorry, Mr. Edwards, but I am outnumbered here."
He smiled, "Tim Edwards." He visibly relaxed. "I understand, but I also have to enforce the rules. Would you like me to speak with Mr. Tenor and save you the conflict?"
I looked around the area and quickly took him into my arms and kissed him. "That's only partially for assisting me. Yes, that would help me." I noticed him having trouble not looking down at my breasts. I suddenly realized the small triangles were no longer covering even my nipples. I giggled and retied the top and adjusted the triangles over my nipples. I looked at him intently. "When do you get off duty?"
"Usually at 10:00 PM."
I giggled, "I am sure I will be busy then." I glanced up at him. "I might be able to clear out my room by midnight and get cleaned up."
He smiled. "Are you for real?" I nodded. "I'll walk by after midnight." I smiled.
At dinner, I wore a spaghetti-strapped summer dress, very lightweight material, and hemmed to mid-thigh. Underneath, I wore nothing. I took a random seat at the large table but Mr. Tenor wanted me at his side. As dinner wound down, he stood to reinforce the rules of the ship. Though this was a chartered cruise and there were no other guests to offend, the ship also had to concern themselves with the sensitives of the crew. He apologized for mistaking that nudity would be permitted on the deck and pool area. There was no nudity allowed in the public areas. I suspected Mr. Edwards had a stern conversation with Mr. Tenor and by the contrite look about Tom, I also suspected he had been talked to personally.
After dinner, most of the group headed to the bar where they also had a small dance floor. Being the only woman interacting with the men, I had a lot of requests for dancing and did a little drinking, which was fine with me. It didn't take long, though, for a dance partner to begin feeling me up more suggestively and subsequent partners taking it a little further each time. When my dress was being pulled up my legs and my bare ass exposed, Mr. Tenor walked up and cut in. We danced for only a few minutes when he took my hand and led me out of the lounge to the staterooms. I glanced back as we left the lounge to find other men standing and watching us leave.
I was led to his room. He made no bones about it. He wanted me first before my holes were sloppy. He intended to leave the rest of the evening up to the others as he would be retiring. It was a straightforward fuck as it turned out. He began undressing as I stood there still wondering what happened. He apparently wasn't interested in a strip or preliminaries. Maybe, he even felt a bit put off by what he had done in the hotel room previously. Whatever it was, he stripped, and that only meant I needed to do the same. I unzipped the back of my dress and let it fall to the floor.
He sat on the edge of the bed. His cock was limp between his legs. I moved to him, went to my knees, and moved my mouth to the head of his cock. I sucked the head, taking more and more of it in as I raised and lowered my head. His moans told me he was responding and the stiffness coming to his cock confirmed that. Even fully hard his cock went no further in my mouth than the back, just before the entrance to my throat. He moved me back and indicated his desire to have me leaning over the bed. He unceremoniously moved around me and thrust into my pussy.
It had been a long time since I had a less satisfying fuck, but after putting my dress back on, I opened the door to leave, feeling his cum in my pussy, and stepped into a group of three men. Tom was not among them so perhaps he wasn't the renowned leader of the group he wanted me to believe.
We stood in the hallway somewhat awkwardly, but that changed quickly when I stepped up to one of the men and put an arm around his neck to kiss him on the lips. With my other hand, I held the neck of the next man and repeated the kiss. The third was at my back, hands on my back and waist. I turned and moved directly to him for a similar kiss. These men were ready to play and so was I after the disappointment with Mr. Tenor. Standing outside the door, I made another rotation of kissing, this time the hands on me were much more aggressive. Their hands were joined by kisses on my shoulders and my dress was again raised up with a hand on my bare butt. I separated my legs and the hand moved between them and found my wet pussy. Another hand found the zipper at the back of my dress and soon the bodice of my dress was hanging at my waist, hands fondling my now exposed breasts.
I pushed away from the man who had me in his embrace, my own hands moving to the front of their slacks and feeling hard cocks underneath. I pushed through the grouping tightly compressed by the narrow hallway, took the closest hand, and led them to my stateroom.
I was stripped in the hallway. I walked out of the dress and only glanced back to be assured that one of the guys picked it up and they did. Inside the room, they all teased about the size of the room before one of them said, "I guess we know where the group action will be happening ..."
I smiled and told them to strip. They looked at each other. It might have been that the idea of them taking me on was arousing until they were faced with being naked around each other. That dissolved quickly, though. I loosened the belt and zipper of one and sank to my knees while taking his semi-hard cock into my mouth. Around me was a flurry of clothes being removed, including the man I was sucking as he removed his shirt and dropped his pants and shorts to his feet.



His cock was bigger but still not nearly the size of Mr. Woodburn. I looked up while keeping his cock in my mouth and pressed more and more of his cock in. I pulled back and pushed forward, over and over until his cock head entered the top of my throat. Another cycle and his cock head was in my throat. I held it there, concentrating on breathing through my nose as I worked my throat muscles around the cock.
"Oh my God! You guys have to feel this ... she's got me in her throat."
Another hand was on my shoulder and I knew I had to shift. I moved to the next man, repeating the same action and receiving a similar response. Then, it was on to the third man. When they were all hard, I asked if they wanted to cum in my mouth or in my body. Without hesitation, they wanted to fuck me. I stood and kissed each of the men before stripping the bed to the bottom sheet, then settling myself in the center. One of the men got between my legs while the others came to me from each side. The cock between my legs was inserted with a smooth stroke and plunged into me on the next stroke.
I moved my head to the side and engulfed the cock pressing against my face. I groped to the other side for the cock being rubbed against my head there. I switched side to side sucking cock as the one in my pussy began picking up an aggressive rhythm. This felt much better. It was still being used, but these men were fondling and stimulating me as we fucked. Hands were on my breasts, fingers at my nipples and clit, and cocks were moving in and out of me. The cock in my pussy felt good, stroking me smoothly and my body was responding to it. He was responding, too. Over all the other sounds in the room, his moans and groans increased until I felt his cock pulse and his body over me tense as his strokes became more urgent. He slammed into me and held himself deep, then I felt the warm wetness of his cum shooting into my pussy. I didn't cum but I was right there. The men shifted awkwardly and the next simply took the same position between my legs. I wrapped my legs around him after he was inside and lifted my hips to him. He hit me in a new spot and it took me over the edge into an orgasm.
The action never stopped, though. He kept fucking me and the cock in my mouth was still hard. Another cock was pressed against the side of my face and I was anticipating it to be covered in our juices but it wasn't. I glanced up as I rotated to the new cock and found the room filling with other men. I only guessed that the rest of the men were now in the room, too.
The next man flipped me over onto my hands and knees, driving his cock into my pussy which was now sopping with cum from three men. Someone eased under my head to present another cock for my mouth. Other men were fondling, stroking, and pinching at nipples. The man in my mouth came quickly, filling my mouth, and I made a show of swallowing his cum and licking his cock clean. He moved out from under me and was replaced by another just as the cock driving into me from behind slammed a final time and dumped his load. When he pulled out of me, I crawled over the man in front of me to straddle his hips. I held his cock up and eased down over it in a smooth motion until I was sitting on his hips, his cock fully inside me.
More men came to either side and presented their cocks. I held them and stroked them, alternating sucking on them. Another came up behind me, pressing me forward, and fingered my asshole. I was about to be double penetrated. I had no idea if anyone had lubrication or not and it registered on me that I still had something to learn about being a slut. Don't leave home without it.
I looked over my shoulder as I raised my body off the cock below me. "Use my pussy for lubrication." He looked at me, then smiled. He plunged into my gaping pussy and thrust in five or six times, then pulled out. I sat back down on the other man and leaned forward in anticipation of the cock pressed at my asshole. When it happened, I closed my eyes, exhaling slowly in a relaxation reflex. When the cock head passed my sphincter, I pushed back against both cock and moaned loudly. I looked up to find another cock inches from my face. I smiled and opened my mouth wide and the cock was pressed into it. Three cocks. A happy slut.
* * * * *
I was coming out of the tiny shower of the suite at 11:45, rushing in the hopes Tom Edwards, the First Officer, might be hanging around the hallway outside "just in case". Without bothering with underwear, I slip on the summer dress I had worn previously, sandals, and quickly brushed my hair. I opened the door to find Tom nervously pacing just down the hall from my suite.
I leaned against the door frame as he tentatively approached. He was out of uniform, wearing nice shorts and a pull-over shirt with sandals. "Hi, I was thinking about you."
He looked at me curiously, "About me? No offense, but I've seen the number of men coming and going. Why would you be thinking about me?"
I chuckled, "Many of them were nice but they were all part of an expectation. You're different. You're a choice." He smiled and visibly relaxed. With him at my side, I turned to gaze into my room. It was a disaster. It looked like some college guys had partied in it for a weekend. I apologized as I indicated the torn-up bed. What he couldn't see, but probably could imagine, was the cum stained condition of the sheets.
He pulled out a radio clipped to his belt (always on duty as First Officer) and asked House Keeping to come to my suite for a quick cleaning and bedding change. He winked at me. Ending the conversation and replacing the radio on his belt, he took my hand and led me up onto the open deck explaining that he knew of a spot that would be secluded if I was interested. I told him I was very interested.
He wound us through passageways toward the stern of the ship and through doors marked, 'Crew Only'. We were at the rear of the ship and encountered a solid steel door at the end of the passageway. He smiled, turned to a keypad next to the door, and entered a passcode. I heard an audible click when the lock released and he held the door for me. A small room opened to an area overlooking the back of the ship where guests would never be able to get to. It was a beautiful location. The rest of the ship protected it from the breeze of the moving ship and the night sky opened up above with a clarity that was amazing and only possible when there was no ambient lighting to diffuse the light of the stars above. I stood at the railing and gazed at the dark water below and the night sky full of stars above.
I felt his tentative presence close behind me, still the ship officer with a guest. I turned and stepped into him, my body pressing into his. As my arms went around his neck, his wound around me and we kissed. He was a good kisser and I felt his arousal in the stiffening cock pressing into my abdomen.
I pulled at his shirt, releasing it from his shorts. I broke the kiss, "Are you okay with this?" He nodded and took my lips with his.
I pulled his shirt up his body, which forced us to break the kiss, again. As my fingers worked on his belt and zipper, his fingers were working on the zipper of my dress. We were both naked in moments. He pressed his hard cock against me and I sensed his unwillingness to be the aggressor with a guest, even one like me.
I turned and leaned against the railing and spread my legs. With an invitation like that, he didn't hesitate further. He stepped up to me and stroked my pussy. It was very wet, of course, and a groan escaped my lips in anticipation. I felt his cock head being moved up and down my slit, then stopping at my open hole. I wiggled my ass for encouragement and he pressed forward, his cock sinking into my hole. I pressed back at the same time indicating my desire for fucking without concerns. I had been well-used already; my pussy and ass were loose and ready. He thrust into me, driving his cock deep. His hand moved around to a breast, which he fondled, pinching the nipple, occasionally.
I felt him throb inside me, but he pulled out. A moan of frustration escaped my throat. He turned me and applied pressure to my shoulders. I smiled and sank to my knees on the hard steel surface and took his hard, juice-coated cock into my mouth. I fucked his cock with my mouth, taking it into my throat. He gasped and groaned, then he began fucking my mouth and throat, his hands on the sides of my head.
He pulled out and looked around us. He found the life rings stacked against the wall and pulled me to them. He sat down. He indicated he wanted my ass and I nodded with a smile. I figured he was lubricated sufficiently from my pussy. His hands on my hips guided me back, then down onto his cock at my puckered hole. He held his cock and I pressed down until his cock had succeeded in stretching my sphincter and entering my anus. I gasped out as he did. With his hands on my breast and nipples and my fingers working my clit as I rose and fell on his cock, we both came shortly after, our cries of orgasm lost in the receding wind of the ship.
* * * * *
I kissed him as we were parting directions, he toward the crew quarters level and me to guest room level.
"By the way," he said, "I ran into your two female friends. They wanted me to let you know they would be up late."
"They knew I was meeting you?" He shrugged. I wasn't going to get much sleep.
I knocked softly on the door. One peeked her head from around the door, seeing me she pulled the door open enough for me to enter while she stayed behind it. They were both naked. I looked at them surprised.
"We were hoping you would come by. We were drinking and trying to work up the courage to do something even if you didn't show up."
"I thought you said you had never been with a woman."
The one who had been speaking lowered her eyes, "Well, that was her. I just didn't say anything. Truth is, as I admitted to her only moments ago, my boyfriend and I have done some swinging with other couples. There always seems to be some girl-on-girl at some point in those things." She blushed.
They handed me a glass of wine and we talked, mostly about my eventful evening. That seemed to get the three of us in the right frame of mind for trying a female three-some. I had stripped out of my single garment after seeing them naked.
We were about to form a small daisy-chain of pussy munching when I remembered Tom. "I should warn you, our good First Officer probably made a mess of my ass."
The woman who had done some swinging piped right up, "No problem. One thing about swinging and girl-on-girl is encountering cum." We all laughed.
I knelt to begin eating the other woman and I felt my ass cheeks being spread. When her tongue probed my ass, licking and driving into my puckered opening, I groaned deeply. I'd found a woman who really seemed to enjoy asshole sucking and licking, even with cum leaking from it. It was a very worthwhile experience for me.
* * * * *
I showed up for a late breakfast, just before the buffet was about to shut down. I received a lot of knowing smiles and smirks wherever I went. Although I hadn't paid much attention to all the guys who had joined me in my bed, there was no question in their minds who they had been with.
When I went up to the pool deck, there was still about four hours before docking in Miami. I was encircled by a bunch of the guys in the pool and as I climbed out of it I felt hands on my body as the cool water ran off my nearly naked body. I stepped onto the deck in front of the rest of the guys and from the look in their eyes, I just had to look down at my obscenely small suit. I was right about it. The material clung to my pussy lips and nipples and all but became non-existent as an effective covering.
I spotted numerous hard cocks forming under the wet swim trunks around me. There was still between three and four hours before docking. I looked at the suits tented by arousal and took the hand of the nearest man and led him off the pool deck to the stairs leading below. As we did the 180-degree turn on the stairs, I look up and found a long line of men following. I walked directly to my suite, walked to the center of the room while I untied the scraps of transparent cloth, and sank to my knees in front of them.
Once I had two of the men hard, I move to the bed on my back. One knelt between my legs while the other presented his cock to my face. Both of them were fucking me hard. I relaxed my mouth and throat and allowed it to happen.
After the first two, I was encouraged onto my knees. One took me from behind and another sat in front of me. The next was a group of three. I sat on one guy up my pussy, another took my ass, and the third my mouth.
It went on like this for the next several hours. I think we all lost track of the time. It wasn't until the in-room speaker announced that docking would be in 30 minutes and all guests should be preparing to disembark. The last two finished what they had started before I was left sprawled on my cum stained bed ... again.
* * * * *
"Hey, sexy!"
I knew that sexy, female voice. I was making my way through the cruise ship terminal when I heard the words. It could have been directed at someone else but for the familiarity of the voice. I turned in search of the source, but why would she be here? A smile spread across my face as I took in the sight of the woman rushing toward me in a short sundress, sunglasses in her hair, and heels clicking on the tile floor. Her braless breasts were jiggling with each step. I dropped my bag and took her into my arms while other guests from the ship parted around us.
"Mary!" I kissed her passionately as the two women employees walked by giving me approving nods. I smiled back. "What are you doing here?"
"YOU. You're what I am doing here. I took a couple days off and told Charles you needed some time off, too, especially after what you just did for the firm." I looked at her and kissed her, again. She beamed back at me as she took my hand and led the way to the departure door where a taxi was waiting. "I booked us into a hotel on the beach. I hope you have a sexy bikini in that case."
I smiled. "Just wait until you see it!"
THE END.
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CHAPTER 1: THE NEW OFFICE
*************************
The following story is a continuation of "ABBY AND THE CEO" set several years after the end of that story. Many of the characters return with the addition of a few others in a new office setting and new situations to explore.
I recommend reading "ABBY AND THE CEO" first for an understanding of the characters, their relationships, and their earlier experiences.
*************************
"Ohhhhh ... oh fuck, you wicked girl ..."
I smiled. It was a 'sort-of' smile to be honest because I didn't want to remove my mouth, lips, and tongue from her drooling pussy. She, of course, was Samantha Cornell but I never called her that. It was always Mrs. Cornell or Mrs. C to me. I had given myself to her following giving myself to her husband (Joseph Cornell, CEO of Alliance Corporation) at the office and that was a long story. The office ... I had liked sex but it was joining the office where I learned that 'like' wasn't close to what I came to feel about sex. The office showed me just how much of a slut I really was and how much I truly and completely loved giving as much as receiving pleasure. And today I was in full giving mode with Mrs. C.
It was Saturday and Mr. C was at the country club for his regular tee time on the course. Mrs. C and I had enjoyed coffee, juice, and a light breakfast on the patio while remaining naked. We always had plenty to talk about in a comfortable, natural manner that would indicate best friends and confidants that would belie the difference in our ages, upbringing and position in society. In truth, we were lovers who shared the same man openly and freely in their house; a house she had convinced me some time ago to live in with them and complete the relationship that started with sex with Mr. C in the office and evolved to his sharing me with his wife and enhancing her own sexuality.
So, it wasn't unusual that the two of us would spend the morning naked on the patio in the private back yard casually talking about her upcoming charity group functions (she had wiggled herself into having me act as her Personal Assistant as well as Mr. C's in the office, which led to my moving into their home to more easily assist her outside the office), girl talk about clothes and activities, and ... of course ... sex. And, it wasn't unusual for us to return to their master bedroom.
Mrs. C was on her back in the middle of the king-size bed with one hand clutching one of her C-cup breasts and the other lightly on the top of my head. Her knees were bent and splayed to the sides to fully open her pussy to me which I was munching lightly with my teeth and lips while my tongue shot into the drooling hole of her pussy. That wasn't the only reason she was gasping and exclaiming about me being wicked. While my right hand was stroking her engorged clit, my left hand was moving an 8-inch black dildo-cock in her asshole. Before I arrived on the scene she had never tried anal. Of course, in her defense, Mr. C's 11-inch, thick cock could give any woman pause to consider taking it up her ass. I know it gave me pause the first time and at the time I was already in full slut mode willing to give him anything he wanted.
I brought her to orgasm but didn't relent except to change my approach. After I joined them, she learned she was multi-orgasmic and I enjoyed bringing her to orgasm after orgasm until she pulled away into a fetal position or begged for me to stop.
I could feel her body rising to another orgasm when I sensed a sudden change. With her on her back, I was kneeling at the foot of the bed with my ass raised and natural E-cup breasts pressed into the bed when Mrs. C's voice came to me firmly.
"Don't you dare take your mouth from my pussy."
What a strange thing to say. She should know I was fully intent on only one thing and that was taking her to yet another powerful orgasm. Then, I gasped as I felt something press at my exposed pussy. It parted my pussy lips and I groaned as the large cock head passed through and entered my pussy where it stopped. My pussy clenched around it with recognition and enticement.
"You're home early," came Mrs. C's voice. The cock drove inches further into me but I knew it was still only half inside me though for most men it would be fully inside. She pressed my head firmly against her pussy and spoke over me to her husband. "No rounds of beer after your game, again? Hard to get enough of your Personal Assistant slut now that you don't get any at the office?"
He chuckled as he slammed the rest of his wonderful cock into me. "Not just her, Sam. I have two very sexy women to come home to but with her pussy staring at me with ready juices leaking from it ... what was I to do?"
I ended the talk with a light bite on her clit. She raised her hips to my mouth in response and Mr. C saw that appropriately as the signal to earnestly fuck. My pussy expanded around his plunging massive cock and contracted around it as it pulled back. He not only had a wonderful cock that filled me deliciously, but he knew how to use it, too. Of course, Mrs. C and I have been giving him plenty of practice. I had been giving pleasure eagerly but my own need had been steadily rising as a result. Now, my body welcomed the coming release of pent-up arousal.
I moved my knees under me so I could better match his thrusts while maintaining contact of my mouth on her pussy though my efforts at sawing the dildo in her ass lost some of its effectiveness. His cock had stretched me inside. When I had initially found it difficult or painful to take his full length and width, now his cock glanced off my cervix providing more stimulation. It seemed I was orgasmic in so many deliciously and wondrous ways: vaginal, clitoris, g-spot, cervix, and anal. His body leaned over mine and I knew what was coming and I groaned into Mrs. C's pussy at the first touch of his fingers at my clit as his cock slammed deep into me.
Mrs. C cried out as I accidentally nipped her clit after a particularly powerful thrust from her husband but the cry was filled with passion, arousal, and impending release. I squeezed my vaginal muscles around his pounding cock and matched his thrusts with my own push back against him. I wanted them to climax together but that effort meant I struggled to delay my own building orgasm but that was only momentary. Mrs. C cried out with her release and Mr. C seemed to respond to that as I felt his cock jerk inside me and the first spurt of cum fill me. That was all I needed for my own orgasm to break over me.
We were a gasping, panting, quaking mass of bodies and limbs collapsed on top of each other. It took minutes for any of us to recover and, when it happen, it was Mr. C slowly pulling his cock from my cum-filled pussy. It was always the same after being fucked by him. Always there was that initial feeling of emptiness when he pulled out and I could feel my pussy squeezing against that emptiness as if yearning for it to be filled.
Mr. C crawled alongside his wife and reclined on his back. She quickly turned to drape a leg over his and her hand stroking over his chest, stomach, and cock coated with our mixed orgasmic juices. I followed to drape my own leg over his other leg and add my hand to stroking him, each of us planting light kisses on his chest as we sighed contentedly.
She was about 50 and he was in his mid-50s while I was in my mid-20s. I was half their age but it had never been an issue in our minds. To say they were like the parents I wish I had had would make it sound weird. But there was something like that involved: mentors, people I could look up to, and certainly people I wanted to please. But more, they were people I fully trusted in every way.
I caught Mrs. C studying me from across his naked chest. I furrowed my eyebrows in question and she raised her head to look at her husband. "Have you talked to her yet?" she asked.
"No," he slowly responded.
"Talked to me about what?" I inserted raising my head to better look at each of them.
He pulled each of us to him in turn and kissed us on the lips. "Tonight," he finally said. "We'll go to the Country Club for an early dinner on the patio."
He patted my butt to send me on my way. I reached to kiss him, then leaned on him to kiss Mrs. C before rolling from the bed. I wasn't being dismissed. I understood that. Healthy couples needed time by themselves. I didn't want to be an intrusion on their life; I wanted to be an enhancement. And it seemed to work that way.
I bypassed my room to bounce down the stairs with a feeling of curiosity about the comment. I padded barefoot and naked through the house and out the back on a bee-line for the pool. A workout swimming laps might get my mind off the comment ... but I doubted it. It wasn't like him to hesitate if there was something to talk to me about. Work? Personal?
* * * *
The Country Club meant conservative dress. That is to say that my dress is conservative but conservative for me is not all that conservative. The people at the Club are their neighbors and friends so this wasn't where I would be exposed playfully or otherwise. I still showed plenty of cleavage (they are natural E-cups, after all) and the hem is nowhere close to my knees. I attract attention but not blatantly. I still wasn't sure how they had explained me in their life but it seemed to have been accepted.
We were seated at a table in the shade overlooking the 18th green. There were hours of sun remaining in the day so there was a steady stream of players making good and bad shots into the green.
We had our drinks and I remained patient. Salads came and Mrs. C seemed to be prodding Mr. C with her expressions. After we ordered our entrees and the waiter left, "Abby ... I'm leaving," he stammered out. I looked concernedly at Mrs. C and he blurted out in response, "NO ... no, not that ... god no! I mean I am retiring."
"You're leaving Alliance, sir? But that's your company." I looked between them and then firmly stated, "You're too young, sir." As if my being firm could change his mind. "Sir?" I finally added in a pleading voice.
"Abby, Sam and I have talked about this. I need to do this. Don't forget how I was feeling when I brought you on as my assistant. It was becoming too much. You did a magnificent job of taking much of the stress off me but ... Abby ... the office hasn't been the same for a couple years."
I dropped my eyes to the glass of wine in my hand and gulped down too much, sputtering like it was my first time. I didn't care. This was the absolute worst news. I couldn't even imagine working for anyone but him. Would this also affect life at their house? Were they intending on moving? Retiring somewhere else? Sure, they had gobs of money but ... but they were still so young.
I looked up at him, then at Mrs. C. They both were letting me process it. The office. Of course, the office. After the blowup over Candace suing over sexual harassment, we had desperately tried to salvage the way the office had been. Although the suit was without merit and had been resolved, the condition of the office had become known. We had stubbornly held onto the practice of nudity or semi-nudity in the office. I, of course, had been the most stubborn about conceding to change. But more and more people were succumbing to the obvious. First, it was men, then more and more women. Sexual encounters were still occurring but fewer were blatantly happening in full view, instead of going to offices, conference rooms, or break rooms. It wasn't long, very quick actually, that outside pressure put a stop to it all. Before we knew it, normal business dress codes were in place along with business-appropriate behavior. Yes ... the office. Mr. C's grand experiment of nudity in the office and open sexual activity to enhance content and a fully cooperative workplace came to an end. And, none of us who had been there when it was thriving were happy about it.
Despite an office where sex was seen amid other people working, where most women we fully naked except for stockings and heels, where men might have their cock sucked while on a phone call, or where a gangbang might erupt in the break room during lunch, Mr. Cornell had not participated much because of his concern that his position might be intimidating. He didn't want women to feel they didn't have a choice because he was the CEO. That was the man he was. Sex was always by choice and he was concerned about every woman on the fifth floor where these activities were done unbeknownst to the rest of the building. Somehow, though, we connected and the rest was ... history, as they say.
"Joe," Mrs. C said firmly, "don't leave her hanging."
I looked up to find him smiling. "I am only retiring from Alliance. I want to start a consulting firm and I want you with me, Abby."
"Yes," I blurted out.
They both laughed. "You don't know anything about what I plan," he said as he laughed. I just looked at him. I would be with him as long as he wanted me and I would think he would know that but he went right into a short description of what he was thinking. He envisioned a group of four senior consultants all specialized in a segment of business: management (him); operations; supply chain; and resourcing (people). Under each of these would be project specialists to research, work up solutions, and prepare presentations, training, and materials.
Then he said with a rye smile he seemed to fight to hold back, "Key to all those senior consultants would be executive assistants." He stared at me a moment, then, "Do you miss the way the office used to be, Abby?"
What a silly question. I had learned how much of an exhibitionist I was and, as much as the term can be negative, how much of a slut I was. I loved sex in so many forms with all three of my holes and that led me to find great satisfaction in giving myself fully to these two which has been the only reason the loss of the office activity could be bearable.
Wait ... do I miss it? "Sir ... you mean ... do you mean... you want to implement a new office situation?" I was almost afraid to ask it. Was it just my hopes or was that his meaning? It was! And he needed my help to do it.
* * * *
"Ladies, thank you for staying late to meet with me," Mr. C said as I led Sara James and Marie Jensen into his office. Sara is the Project Administration Manager and Marie is a Project Administrator like I was before becoming Mr. C's Executive Assistant. I knew them best from before and after the change in the office policies.
Sara and Marie had been told nothing about the meeting. We wanted their honest reaction to the proposal so I kept them in the dark, only indicating that Mr. C requested a meeting with us.
"Abby, has everyone else left?" he asked for assurance.
"Yes, sir."
"Better make sure the outside door is locked."
I smiled. Sara and Marie looked confused. As I left the office, my heels tapped on the hard floor of the aisle between the rows of cubicles. As I approached the glass doors that led to the elevator, I was hit by the feeling of loss as frequently happened since the change. Where the walls once contained lockers for the female staff to hang their clothes, showers, sinks, and mirrors for grooming was now a waiting area and receptionist's desk. Images of women in various stages of undress as they got ready for the new day or ending the day flashed in my mind. Men casually stopped to talk as we dressed or undressed or came out of the showers. We were exhibitionists; we loved the variety of sex acts; and, we were good at our jobs at the same time. Mr. C had lamented many times since that the performance of our group had never been better and people were never happier as during that time.
Back in Mr. C's office, I didn't bother closing his door after securing the main door onto the floor. I took the remaining chair between the two other women in front of Mr. C's expansive desk which was clean of clutter as was his practice at the end of the day.
"Again," he began, "thank you for staying late to meet with me. I have some news I hope you find good and I wanted to specifically share it early with you." He took a breath and made eye contact with each of us, giving me a smile in the process which I already had on my face. "I am retiring soon though I have not yet set a date."
Marie's mouth dropped open and turned to me in shock. Sara mumbled something as her head sagged but when she raised her head to look up it was at me. "Why are you smiling, Abby?" she exclaimed. "Sir, you know how we think of you as a man and leader. How could you think this would be good news?"
His smile grew larger as he could no longer hold it back. "Because, Sara and Marie, my intention is to form a consulting group with very specific people working it with me. I've discussed this with my wife. I've discussed this with Abby." They both looked at me with surprise but then they both nodded. Of course, if he was making a move, it made sense I would be on the inside. "I have to identify the right people with the right skills, knowledge, motivation, and personality to fill the positions and that will take some effort and time. What I have in mind is ... well, it is unique as we have learned all too well." There was that smile, again. "So, I need to start with you three."
Sara chuckled. Marie sat stunned. As much as she might know how much people thought of her as a Project Administrator, I was sure she couldn't wrap her head around the CEO specifically recruiting her.
Sara, the manager, spoke her disbelief. "Sir, forgive me, but why start with Project Administration people? We're the grunts ... critically important grunts," she added with another chuckle, "but shouldn't you be focusing on the high levels of skill and let them work the hiring down?"
He smiled. "Not in this case, Sara, but that is the kind of thinking I like and would expect from you. Look, this is different and I have considered if it will work but Abby is convinced. Abby made the transition and she identified you two and I immediately agreed." That brought more confusion to the two others. "I want you to join me not as Project people but as Executive Assistants. I asked Abby to come with me, of course. I am hoping you two will join her. I intend to have four areas of expertise so I need three more Executive Assistants or ... one more after you."
Before either of them could say anything more he launched into his vision of the new firm with four areas of expertise and people staffed within each. It wouldn't be a huge group but up to 20 people with a Director, Executive Assistant, and 2 or 3 Project people in each group.
And then he came out with the zinger of his idea. "Remember how we were before? Remember how sharing and cooperative and energetic the whole office was? Remember how caring and supportive everyone was?" Instantly, two heads were turned to me. "That," he continued, "is how I want the office to be."
Marie was looking at me as she mumbled, "You mean we get to fuck in the office, again?" All I did was smile.
Sara was more direct, "Sir, you're thinking about re-establishing the old policy? Nudity and sex?"
He nodded his head with a smile. He could see it, too. "Yes, but back to the original idea before we started adding differences by title. I envision all women the same regardless of title. Abby has suggested stockings and heels and jewelry." He could see their interest. "Are you with me, ladies?" They both nodded enthusiastically. "Then, show me your interest, ladies."
I stood up like I was ejected off the chair. The other two women showed no hesitancy, either. Suddenly, blouses, skirts, dresses, bras, and panties were on the floor behind our chairs. The three of us stood without embarrassment before him and he confidently looked over each of us.



He indicated for us to retake our seats. I glanced to each side and found both of them with excited smiles. He spoke to Sara first. "Sara, you've been amazing in the role of Project Administration Manager but we won't be needing that with the organization I am looking at establishing. Are you comfortable with the Executive Assistant role? I think Abby can assure you it will be challenging and I can assure you the salary and benefits will be better."
"I've watched Abby in the role, sir," she replied, "and I would love the opportunity." She hesitated, then, "Any idea who the senior people will be, sir?"
He smiled while his eyes moved from her face to her C-cup breasts. Sara was 10 years older than me but she was in amazing shape. "Some ideas but I haven't approached them, as yet."
He turned to Marie. "Marie, any concerns about this?"
"No, sir. Thank you for this opportunity. It means so much to have your confidence in me."
He chuckled, "It's more than just confidence. I want to lean on you three to get this idea going, the office layout, formalizing the office policy, etc. You three will be my first hires after I know I can get the three senior people I want."
"Sir," Sara began hesitantly, "we're yours. Working here without you and Abby just wouldn't be right." She glanced at me and Marie and we both waited. We were sitting before him naked with the recognition of starting an office with the old ways back in place. She and Marie knew they were accepting, excitedly accepting, jobs in an office where they would be naked and freely fucked. I knew what she was tempted to add. "But, sir," she finally managed, "I hope, we hope, you'll do more than 'lean' on us if you understand." She was blushing. I looked at Marie and, though she was blushing, held her gaze on him, too. "Sir, it's been a long time. We might have acted like sluts in the office before but we're really not. It was only because it was a safe environment for us to fully give in to our deepest needs. It's been really different for us since the office changed."
Wow, I thought, she got it out. There could be no doubt in Mr. C's mind about these two now. All three of us had hard nipples after that and it wasn't lost on Mr. C, either.
He sat behind his desk looking intently at each of the naked women before him who professed to be eager to re-establish what had been lost in the office. Apparently making his decision, he rolled his chair back, walked around the side of the desk, and squeezed past Marie to lean against the desk in front of me.
"If there is anything I do ..." he softly offered while moving his gaze from one to the other of us.
I didn't hesitate. I was the most familiar with this man. I lived with this man and his wife. He had always been reluctant to approach other women in the office for fear of presenting undue influence because of his position over everyone else. It was how he and I started. Now, this was the chance for these two to experience him. I slid forward in my chair, reached out, and began loosening his belt.
It was kind of weird. It took a moment for Sara and Marie to react. Weird because they were sitting there naked, having professed their desire to join his new firm as naked and sexually available participants, and having expressed the frustration felt over the lack of sex after the old office culture was shut down. But this was Mr. Cornell before them. The CEO. The man at the top. They fully admired him, trusted him, and even revered him as the man he was, but ... he had seemed unattainable to them before. And, there were rumors about his size.
They recovered, though. This was it, the start of a new and exciting environment and experience. Marie dropped to her knees to remove his shoes and socks. Sara was unbuttoning his shirt while he removed the tie himself. I left him in his boxers as Sara pulled his undershirt over his head. Marie was still on her knees, her eyes fixed on the front of his boxers. I joined her on my knees and Sara followed suit. How it must have looked to him to have three women who wanted to work for him being naked and on their knees before him. None of us looked up at him, though. Sara and Marie were fixated on what was under his boxers and I was intent on revealing the source of so many of the orgasms I have experienced.
I grasped the sides of his boxer shorts and slowly pulled them down. He was obviously getting hard as the material was tented toward us but when the elastic top finally pulled free over his aroused cock, the gasps from both sides of me said all that needed to be expressed. An aroused 11-inch, thick cock. Marie tentatively reached out to wrap her fingers around the base of it. Sara joined her by grasping his cock closer to the bulbous head. More gasps escaped them at seeing exposed cock between their hands.
I looked up at him and found him looking down at us. "Sir," I began, "the new office will be smaller, less corporate feeling." He nodded though it wasn't really a question. "All the women in the office should experience this inside them."
Peripherally, I knew the other women were nodding as they envisioned it. "If so ..." he started.
But I was already standing and pressing Marie and Sara to the edge of the desk and bending them over. The heat they were experiencing took over and I watched their feet spread wide as Mr. C slipped a hand between the legs of the women to stroke their exposed pussies.
"Good, ladies," he muttered, "very wet and inviting."
I watched the women moan and rotate their hips to openly present their pussies even more to him. Marie looked over her shoulder, "Sir ... I ... I've never ... will you be gentle the first time, sir? I want it so much but ..."
He inserted fingers into both women and their moans seemed to fill the office. "I will always honor what you offer and always respect you." That sent a visible shiver through her.
It had to be quite a sight. I was essentially an observer though I did caress Mr. C. After fingering the two of them, he moved behind Sara and moved his cock head over her pussy while continuing to thrust two fingers into Marie. Marie turned her head in time to see Sara's mouth gape open as the big cock parted her pussy lips and entered her. I wondered if he chose to start with Sara to further stimulate Marie in anticipation. It was the reason, it was clearly effective because Marie was pressing back against the fingers, a fog from her hot breath appearing on the cool surface of his desktop.
Mr. C was firmly fucking into Sara now, more and more of his cock disappearing with each stroke. After several minutes and most of his cock sliding into her pussy, he abruptly pulled out and moved a step to the side behind Marie. Sara groaned at the loss of his cock but turned her head giving Marie a weak smile of encouragement. Marie shivered just by the touch of the cock at her very wet pussy now opened from the thrusting fingers. As his cock head pressed at her hole, her mouth opened and eyes shut but quickly reopened as her pussy was spread wide and the head of his cock began to penetrate.
Sara reached over and grasped Marie's hand as a steady stream of moans, groans, and gasps escape from her mouth as Mr. C pressed his cock in, pulled back, and pressed back in over and over. With only several inches inside, he stopped and leaned over her back. He kissed into her hair and softly asked, "Marie, do you want it?" She nodded her head. "Say it, Marie. I want to know you are truly okay."
"God, Mr. Cornell, yes, please fuck me. Your cock is so big and now I know why Abby would call out so when she was in your office. It's so big but I want it, all of it. Please, sir. Please fuck me."
He stood up and pressed his hips to penetrate her further, pull back, and press even deeper. She was grunting and moaning as he managed most of his cock inside as he had with Sara. Then, just as abruptly, he pulled out and moved to the side again behind Sara who tilted her hips up to him in open invitation. She moaned in satisfaction as he pressed deeply into her while Marie's soft gasping was clearly from the loss of his cock.
I watch with fascination. I had nearly always been the recipient of his cock at the office with an occasional happening with Ms. Benson. Now, though, I watched as he fucked these two back and forth with an abandonment that seemed indicative of the future sharing in the office.
Marie orgasmed first and not surprising. As Marie's orgasm weakened, he pulled out and focused on Sara. Somehow, perhaps with the singular effort of bringing us together this way, he managed to also bring Sara to orgasm before himself. When he was ready to pull out of Sara, I was on my knees. He turned to me with a tense smile. With my mouth open wide, he pressed his cock into my mouth and down my throat. He could manage only a couple strokes into my throat before I felt his cock pulse and swell. We both pulled back so the head was resting just inside my mouth as he spewed ropes of cum. I gulped several times to take it all down my throat.
Marie and Sara had slid off the desk and were resting on the floor. Mr. C and I were in chairs. He looked spent, too. We all had pleased smiles on our faces, though.
"Well, sir, I'd say that was a very good way to get your new venture underway." He laughed and grabbed my hand in agreement.
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CHAPTER 2: THE FIRST HIRES
Tamara Thorne sat in her one-year-old Prius and considered the house in front of her. Two other cars were parked in the circle drive and she hoped they belonged to Sara James and Marie Jensen, co-workers she was to join for a private meeting with Mr. Cornell about his soon-to-be-official consulting firm. She had been afraid of being the first to arrive. Mr. Cornell was an amazing boss (actually the boss of bosses), but this was his home, and no matter how amazing he was still the big boss. So, she was relieved to see the other cars.
Tamara had been recruited to the fifth floor of Alliance Corporation or the sex floor as they joke among themselves. She had been the quiet one of the bunch. Smart, dedicated, strong work ethic, and loving sex and exhibitionism, she fit right in though she was more reserved than many on the floor. Her quiet, reserved personality could be in conflict with her sex drive but she had been quickly pulled into the tight group of Marie and Abby not only sharing many 'girls' nights' at each others' pussies but taking on multiple guys in the break room. It was like she was the sidekick of the sexy duo of the office, though two years older than them. She was less noticed except for one thing: she was one of the few African Americans in the office.
She opened the car door and stepped out, checking herself in the window. She straightened her blouse and skirt. She had neglected to ask how to dress so she went for casual business and wore flats rather than heels and without stockings. She hoped she wasn't under-dressed.
She walked up to the massive front door and pressed the doorbell with a shaking finger. She had been so surprised by everything: Abby, Sara, and Marie coming to her desk saying they had to meet with her privately, discretely outside of work. All very mysterious until Abby blurted it all out as they sat at a corner booth of a bar where nobody from work would be. Mr. Cornell was about to retire to start his own consulting firm and he wanted her, Tamara, to join him. She and the three, obviously. After a startled, shocked 'why' escaped from her mouth, they said Mr. Cornell was well aware of her work ethic, working with others, and ... she still couldn't believe this ... and the office was to be like how the fifth floor used to be. She met with Mr. Cornell along with the three others. He explained what he was envisioning, how excited he was, and the confidence he had in the firm with the people he wanted to hire. Of course, the nudity and sex ... was she still interested in that? Damn right she was interested in that. Craving it in fact. After several miserable relationships, she had sworn off relationships but she was an exhibitionist and that often led to sex and that was the problem with most men just interested in taking advantage. The fifth floor was different: exhibitionism and sex but in safety.
"Tamara, welcome!" Mrs. Cornell seemed to swallow her in her arms as she pulled her into the foyer. She parted from the stunned young woman to arm's length and giggled. "Sorry, dear. Samantha Cornell. Welcome to our home. The other ladies are upstairs to the left. I'm sure you'll find them. When you're ready, come out to the back patio. Abby can show the way."
Tamara climbed the stairs from the ornate foyer to the second floor. This house was amazing. She'd never been in one so big and ... well ... rich-looking. She looked down into the foyer but Mrs. Cornell had already disappeared. She turned to the left and followed the familiar voices to an open door on the left. Across the hall, she could see through an open door an absolutely huge bedroom suite. The bedroom she turned into, by any other comparison, was also huge.
* * * *
"Tamara!" came the raucous welcome from all three of us. It wasn't just the enthusiastic welcome that surprised her, though. All three of us were naked. Completely naked. Barefoot naked. We approached her with open arms and warm embraces.
"Did I miss the memo?" she laughed.
I laughed with her. "No, this was Mrs. C's idea actually. Since we were here, she thought we might as well be comfortable. Since it is a sort of a work meeting, we should be dressed as such. And, that would also make it easier to enjoy the pool and ... well ... whatever else might happen."
"Mrs. Cornell is okay with all this?" she asked.
"Okay?" I replied. "She loves it." I then turned to all of them. "By the way, in case 'whatever else might happen' does happen, she's now a full-fledged bi-sexual." Knowing smiles all around. I turned back to Tamara, "Strip, girl. We don't want to keep the boss waiting."
We were already naked and waiting, so our attention was fully on Tamara. She was a beauty. Of course, I happened to think all of us were. An African American with smooth skin the color of mocha, shiny black hair to her shoulders, a trim 5' 5", and pert B-cup breasts.
Once she was out of her clothes we stood awkwardly in anticipation. We were all exhibitionists and enjoyed being naked but this was Mr. Cornell's home. It was nothing new to me but for them, this wasn't the office setting they'd signed up for but I could see they were also excited. I left through the door and they followed. I led them down the stairs and through an open section where the kitchen was open to the family room and the sliding door out to the patio in back.
"What do you want to drink, ladies?" came Mrs. C's voice from the kitchen.
I wasn't surprised but the other three certainly were. Mrs. C stood at the counter just as naked as we were. A fifth good looking naked woman. She offered ice tea or water to keep us hydrated outside and gave me an ice tea to give to Mr. C.
Mr. C was lounging in the sun where a rough circle of lounge chairs was arranged. He had a folio opened on his lap and going through several sheets, still old school when it came to making notes. He rose as we randomly selected seats and placed our drinks on small side tables. He thanked each of the women for coming on a Saturday with a warm embrace, his hands roaming over the backs of each.
He looked at us standing before him with a huge smile spread over his face. "Damn, I'm excited this is something you each want to be a part of."
I giggled, "I can see you're excited, sir," I teased. The others followed my gaze fixed on his crotch, then back up to his face where I was surprised to see a bit of blush. "I am sure one of us would be just as excited to help you with that." He saw the tease in my effort but also recognized the tension in the air.
"Perhaps Tamara, Joe," Mrs. C said surprising all of us with her presence. "From what I heard upstairs, she has never been with you." Now, even through her darker skin, it was Tamara blushing despite her nipples becoming instantly erect.
"There was a reason I wanted us to meet," Mr. C refocused us, "and I have some news about the firm. Since it is Saturday it will be relaxed. But ..." he set his gaze on Tamara, "I would have remembered being with you, Tamara, and I would very much like that. It is, of course, up to you." Mrs. C was standing next to Mr. C who has his arm around her leg and his hand stroking up the inside of her thighs which were parted just enough. It was very arousing and I noted Tamara squirming a bit on the lounger. "But, as I said, there was a reason for asking you all to come to meet with me."
Mrs. C seemed to take that as a signal and twisted from his grasp to return to the house. I for one watched her mature, naked body leave us.
"As I was saying, I've got updates. I have commitments for the senior positions leading the focus for our segments." We all were very focused now. These were the people we'd be working under, figuratively and literally many times. "I hope you'll be pleased to know that Stan Peterson will lead Supply Chain, Bob Sullivan will lead Operations, and ..." he looked around at us, "Pam Benson will lead Resourcing."
They were all from the office and were participants when the fifth floor was active before. This was good news because we were familiar with them and knew them as respectful and caring. But, Ms. Benson was interesting, I thought. Last time, in her position, she had preferential treatment under the dress code.
"Sir," I interjected, "that is pleasing news. They are people we know and can trust." The other women were nodding in agreement. "Out of curiosity, though, is Ms. Benson ..."
He smiled, perhaps anticipating the question and stopping me before I fully verbalized it. "Yes, we discussed that. She agrees that the office culture of our firm is much different than the corporate culture of Alliance. I think she was excited to be bound by the same policies which will include ALL females." We all smiled. There would be no status differentiation this time.
"Then, it had always been my concern that the functioning of the office wasn't going to work if I didn't have you four. I was pleased that those three seniors agreed. You should be pleased by what I heard in response. All of you are regarded with the highest respect professionally and," he smiled wickedly, "and personally if you get my drift." We all giggled. We got his drift very well. The entire office was a part of what happened but the senior members were always more discrete about it in their offices and somehow it was different with them. "They didn't really have preferences, which I took additionally as how much respect they have for all three of you." He said it while looking at Sara, Marie, and Tamara. It was assumed I would continue with Mr. C. "However, that said, Pam leaned to you, Marie." He smiled, "I think she thinks you to be the most bi-sexual after Abby."
I could tell that Marie was pleased. "I would like very much to work under Ms. Benson, sir." The inclusion of 'under' drew teasing and laughter from us, including Mr. C who assure her there would probably be plenty of that knowing Pam Benson.
I moved over between Sara and Tamara. I spoke quietly to them to point out that Mr. Peterson had a liking for anal. Sara and Tamara shared a few comments. Though Tamara wasn't against anal, Sara was agreeable to it more frequently.
So, it was settled. The Vice Presidents and Executive Assistants were aligned. He was very pleased with how plans were coming together. He said he also located office space and he wanted our input on ideas for that but it would wait until after a break. It was Saturday, after all.
Almost as if on cue, Mrs. C arrived with a tray of wines and a bottle of beer. "Pool time, girls," she announced. But, after putting the tray down on one of the small tables, she leaned over Tamara's shoulder and whispered into her ear. She glanced at Mr. C and blushed.
* * * *
When we got up to go to the pool with Mrs. C, Tamara stayed where she was. Mr. C swung his legs to the side of the lounger to face her directly. Even under her darker skin, her blush was evident. Her erect nipples on her pert breasts were very evident. He reached out with a hand on her bare knee while his eyes unflinchingly roamed over her exposed body before fixing on her face.
"Sir," she nervously began, "I ... I ..." Mr. C moved to her side on the end of her lounger which caused her to drop one leg off the side which opened her thighs and exposed her pussy. It wasn't lost on Mr. C who looked down at her shaved pussy, detecting the wetness there in the sunlight. His hand moved up the inside of her thigh and stopped just short of her pussy. It had to be up to her. "I ... ever since the office ... the change ... I mean ... I felt cheated, sir." She looked up at him and her hand rested on his thigh. He was wearing an open shirt and swimsuit. Her hand was on his bare skin and inched higher. He allowed his fingers to move incredibly close to her pussy.
"Cheated ... in what way, Tamara?"
"It wasn't lost on me, sir. On anyone, really. Mostly it was those three or Ms. Benson leaving your office, sir. They always seemed to have a glow about them; a silly smile on their faces." His fingers moved to the top of her thigh at her pelvis and moved just above her pussy. Her other leg opened as if by itself. It was taking all his effort not to slide a finger directly into her wet hole. He looked down as her hand moved under the leg of his shorts. "Sir ... will you fuck me?"
"No." His answer shocked her. "But," he quickly added, "you can fuck me." Her face that showed deep disappointment a moment before now relaxed and a lusty smile formed. He moved back to his lounge chair and she followed. As she worked the tie of his shorts, he stripped off his shirt. He lifted his hips for her to pull his shorts down his legs. She gasped and stared. "That's why you will fuck me, Tamara. You be on top and do what's comfortable."
"Oh my god, sir, it's true." Somehow there were rumors but few women in the office had actually been fucked by him and he was pretty sure that small group didn't gossip. "A BWC," she mumbled.
Her hand had slid up his bare thigh to grasp his cock at the base. She bent down and kissed up the length of the hardening cock. "What was that, Tamara?"
She got embarrassed and looked up along his body after kissing the bulbous head. "Sorry, Mr. Cornell, a silly joke. BWC ... big white cock. You know ..."
He chuckled. Then, "How about we find out how this white cock feels inside you?"
She smiled which belied the nerves she was really feeling. After another kiss on the head, she crawled over his torso until her pussy was sliding over his long cock. She bent towards him tentatively and he took her head in his hands and pulled her in for a first kiss, then another, and the third become a torridly passionate kiss which had her stroking her wet pussy lips over his cock. Without breaking the kiss he reached down to raise his cock and between them, the head finally sank just past her pussy lips. She gasped and moaned into his mouth as he raised his hips slightly more to increase the penetration. She moaned louder, broke the kiss, and raised herself over him.
He reached up and took both her pert breasts in his hands. She looked down at him with lust and arousal, the level of which she had never felt before. His cock was only a few inches inside her and she felt so stretched. She bent forward to look between her thighs. It looked like it was all outside her despite her feeling the head filling her inside.
"Ohhhhhh ... ggggoddddddd ..." she exclaimed. "I've ... never ..." She looked down at him, her breathing ragged.
"You're in control, Tamara. You decide, okay?"
His voice was gentle, reassuring, and caring. She relaxed with his words. They made her feel completely safe and cared for. There was no rush. There was only the pleasure. And each movement, no matter how small, sent waves of pleasure and arousal through her. She sat up straight with closed eyes. There was nothing else but the massive cock inside her hungry pussy and his hands on her breasts. She pushed down slightly and inches more sank inside. She raised up and sank back down, over and over, slowly but deliberately. More inches penetrated and it happened. She climaxed, her body shaking and breath caught in her throat. She collapsed onto his chest and his arms encircled her protectively as she shivered and quaked while cries and moans and gasps and panting breaths came from her mouth.
As she slowly recovered, she sighed, "Wow ... but you didn't cum, sir."
"We're not done, yet, Tamara."
She raised herself back up and looked underneath. She sighed, again. "I thought you were all the way in."
"Take your time, dear." Tamara looked at the voice. Mrs. Cornell. "It might take a few times. Be patient. And take your time. We're going inside to fix some snacks and drinks."
Tamara shook her head as she looked down at Mr. C. "I am sitting on your cock and your wife is giving me encouragement."
He merely smiled. Then he raised his hips slightly to penetrate her a bit further. She never felt so full of cock as it continued further and further into her, impossibly far. When it bumped into her cervix, she shuddered and gasped anew. Her body responded by rising and falling. Her pussy was drenched with her orgasmic juices while his fingers squeezed on her nipples and pressed on her clit. As his cock jammed against her cervix and went deeper inside, she lost track of everything but him, his cock, and her quaking pussy.
Another orgasm was rising within her but she desperately wanted him to climax, too. Her movements became faster and more urgent, slamming down over his cock. When she felt her butt smack his hips, she almost climaxed as the realization of having all of his cock inside hit her. She felt his cock jerk strongly, somehow swell even more, and she smiled. At least she thought she smiled but her face was also controlled by the lust and insane stimulation she was experiencing. She couldn't stop it. The stimulation was too much. Her orgasm crashed over her and, as her pussy spasmed around the cock, she felt it begin spurting cum into her.
* * * *
We returned to the patio with Mrs. C, each of us carrying drinks or snacks, just in time to see the amazing climax they shared. Mr. C had his hands on her hips as she pushed down over his cock and he thrust up into her. They were both quite vocal in that final climactic moment.
After several moments to catch his breath, Mr. C held the petite Tamara and carried her to the pool to cool off and recover. In the meantime, we spread out the floor plan of the office space he had found. We quickly saw it would be perfect with considerable modification. We used a pencil to sketch out our ideas for the space and jot notes in the margins.
When Mr. C and Tamara returned (she walking and a bit embarrassed), we all found ourselves stopping to watch. We weren't watching the embarrassed Tamara but the swinging cock on Mr. C. Even softened by time and the water, its size was enough to catch our appreciative attention.
The office space was another item on his list for us to discuss and we cut to the chase, presenting our thoughts as drinks and snacks were consumed. Mrs. C sat to the side with a smile on her face as she watched her husband and naked soon-to-be-employees energetically discuss ideas. The space was nearly a square on the top (6th floor) of an office building in an office park on the outskirts of the city. It would be convenient to get to and plenty of surrounding parking. The space would be one end of the rectangular building.
"Okay, give it to me, again," he said after hearing our ideas once.
We had pulled lounge chairs together around two small tables pushed together with the large plan spread across them. Mr. C sat in front of the plan with Sara and me on either side of him and Tamara and Marie across from us. Mrs. C's smile from the side was in watching five naked people earnestly studying the plan. But she was naked, too.
We went through it, again. This time slower and one at a time. He studied the sketched lines. The main door into the space would open into the bullpen of cubicles for Project Managers. The two walls on either side would be offices for the Partners. We would have cubicles outside their offices. On the back wall would be two conference rooms for project gatherings and general meetings and a break/lunch room separating the two conference rooms.
He pointed to a square marked at the main entrance. "What is this?" he asked. Sara explained we would need some way to receive deliveries of packages and supplies. Even if we don't expect visitors, an office of naked women makes it difficult to even open the door. She said we can have the inside door locked and a sign to leave the package and press a buzzer on the wall. One of the guys, who are dressed, can retrieve the packages.
That led to a discussion of the enclosed rectangular spaces on either side of the front. Lockers and showers, Marie explained. Rather than a large shower area like last time, the space would be better for a wall of showers. We envisioned glass walls and doors. Mr. C smiled and I knew he was mentally seeing women showering in full view of the office. One side would be showers and sinks and mirrors while on the other side were lockers.



"What about this?" he asked. It was a cluster of four desks pressed together. All other spaces were offices or cubicles.
I prodded Tamara. It was her idea. "Graphics geeks, sir," she offered. He looked at her puzzled. I prodded her, again. "You were suggesting each specialty group could have up to three project support people. That's what we were discussing but it occurred to me that 'knock 'em' dead presentations to clients would entail PowerPoint presentations and animated graphics, certainly for Operations and Supply Chain. I thought why not have geeks who live for computer graphics."
He questioned where you find geeks who would fit into such an office as ours. She admitted to him, as she had to us, that in her frustration after the office changed, she was a sometime gamer and joined an online game that was very explicitly sexual roleplaying. She bumped into a group who hacked into the game and modified it even more explicitly with knockout graphics. Mr. C shook his head but with a smile. He was organizing an office where all women would be naked and open to fucking and sucking and the shy one of the bunch had been having her online avatar fucked silly by unknown computer geeks.
After verifying that she could contact them, "Work with Abby to set up a face-to-face meeting." She nodded.
He said we need to allow for an office for Gerald Olsen. He was the lawyer who originally had represented Candace's suit against us that ultimately was the demise of the 5th floor. He saw the error of the suit and tried to mitigate the effect by crossing over to work with us but was unsuccessful only because of pressure from the Board once they got wind of what was happening. Mr. C had stayed in touch with Gerald to represent the new firm on a retainer basis. He was a frumpy kind of guy about 50 years old with a pot belly and receding hair but a good guy. Both Marie and I had welcomed him into the group much to his shock.
Sara asked about the need for an HR or finance type person. Mr. C went quiet. He had been struggling with that. He could use an outside contract group to manage those functions but how would he handle the inevitable need for face-to-face meetings?
"I think I have the answer, sir," Sara offered. She had a close friend on the second floor who was in HR, then worked for another degree in finance. She's done both jobs on the second floor. He questioned her about the other thing about working with us. She smiled, "Not a problem, sir. She was a very close friend. She was quite pissed that the 5th floor shut down before she managed to join us." He laughed and nodded. Sara added, "Yes, sir, I know ... work with Abby to set up a meeting."
* * * *
Two weeks later the four of us had resigned our positions at Alliance Corporation and became the first hires of Cornell Consulting Group. Of course, Cornell Consulting Group didn't exist yet but it showed the trust and faith we had in Mr. C. Sara, former manager of the project people, who began tracking down people who had left the company or left the 5th floor since the change and making contact with the woman she knew with finance and HR background. Tamara tracked down the real names and locations of local people playing that explicit game. Marie took on discussions with the architect and contractor for the remodeling focused on an effort for expedited completion.
Me, I was assigned to work with Gerald Olsen to create a new non-disclosure agreement and template for employment contracts.
* * * *
A knock on the door and I rose from behind the small desk covered with old documents and my open laptop. I strutted quickly across the room and opened the door without checking through the peephole.
"Abby ... damn, it is good to see you, again." Mr. Olsen stood in the open door gazing up and down my naked body. He glanced down the hallway and back to me. "It shouldn't surprise me being the exhibitionist you are, but this is a public hallway."
Before he could step into the room, I stepped up to him and wrapped my arms around his neck, and kissed him on the mouth. I was in the open doorway and exposed to the hall. Yes, I was an exhibitionist. I pulled back and led him into the hotel room.
"Thanks for meeting here, Mr. Olsen. You're aware I don't have an office to work from and ...".
"And given the way you like to dress ... or undress ... when you work, we couldn't very well meet at a coffee shop." I helped him out of his suit jacket and saw him tense just a bit but I only wanted his jacket ... for the time being.
We worked for several hours hammering out the documents we'd need to protect individuals and the firm. He read the latest versions on his laptop after passing a copy to my laptop. He looked up and each time he did his eyes got hung up on my large breasts for a moment. When he looked into my eyes, "While in the office unless directed otherwise, all women must be naked or in the accepted uniform which is stockings and heels." I nodded with a smile. "The men, however, have no such requirement at any time." Again I nodded. "Though sexual contact, fucking or sucking or what have you, is encouraged and allowed anywhere in the office, women are under no obligation to fuck or suck at any time or with anyone if they so choose."
"Yes," I affirmed. "This only works if it is fully consensual and everyone feels respected and safe."
He nodded. Then, "I am sorry, Abby, that I wasn't able to find a way to keep the 5th floor protected."
I reached over the desk to stroke his arm. In doing so, I reached with my body, too. Bending over the desk brought his eyes back to my breasts as they sagged down and swung by my movement. "It wasn't you, Mr. Olsen. As they say, 'the horse had already escaped the barn' by the time you were called in. Locking the door is much more effective while the horse is still inside." He laughed and shook his head. It probably was a pretty corny analogy.
I smiled at him and came around the small desk to stand behind him, my hands starting on his shoulders before sliding over his chest. Gerald Olsen was not a young or fit man. He wasn't even that attractive. But he was a man who would be under contract to work for the firm. That was really all I needed.
I loosened his tie and began unbuttoning his shirt. I whispered into his ear, "I think we need to take a break, sir." He was nervous, I could feel it. I had fucked him several times before everything came to an end but his reaction was always the same: why was a young, naked woman with very big boobs interested in sex with him? The answer was simple, even if he had trouble with it: it wasn't just as a part of my job, it was because he really was a nice and honorable man, and Mr. C valued him.
I pulled him out of his chair and completed unbuttoning his shirt, pulling the tails out from his slacks. He removed his tie and pried off his shoes. I turned and removed the clutter from the nearby bed, stripped the top cover off to the floor, and turned back to him as he stepped out of his slacks. He was wearing blue boxers with vertical yellow stripes and red dots scattered randomly over them. I suppressed a smile as best I could. Maybe I'll gift him some cooler-looking boxers to wear to the office.
I kissed him softly on the lips once, then kissed him harder with my breasts pressing into his hairy, soft chest, his protruding belly pressing into mine. I slipped a hand between us and inside the waistband of his shorts. I wasn't surprised to find his cock already hard. I broke the kiss and kissed my way down his body, my hands sliding his shorts down as I went. When my knees hit the carpeted floor, his 6-inch hard cock was at my lips and with his shorts puddled at his feet, he was only wearing socks. I grasped the base of his cock with a couple fingers and engulfed the rest easily into my mouth.
It might seem that it could become routine and mundane to be naked and fucked regularly but the thing about the office was the variety and difference found there. Although Mr. C had a massive cock and several others had very nice ones, no cocks were the same, no fucking styles were the same, and some preferred fucking on top of the desk or bent over the desk from behind or anal or sitting in a chair and me doing all the work. I learned early on to adapt myself to the experiences, to tighten my pussy with kegel exercises and BenWa balls. In the process, the possible mundane effect was made negligible. That is what was happening with Mr. Olsen without my consideration. The act for me wasn't a matter of availing my body to being fucked. The act for me was to provide pleasure and satisfaction to whoever desired it from me. It was a common attitude that tied the four of us women together and separated us from the others, male or female.
His cock was quickly as hard and erect as it was going to be and I didn't want him to climax too soon and in my mouth. We had the time and I wanted him to have my pussy ... or ass if he wanted it.
"How would you like me, sir?" I asked while gazing directly into his eyes.
"Ummmm ... you ... with you on top?" he hesitantly managed to get out.
I smiled at him, kissed him, and stroked his cock. "Any way you want me, sir. Have you ever wanted anal, sir?"
"Oh god," he exclaimed with nodding, "but I really enjoy watching your boobs bouncing and swaying as you fuck."
I smiled. Some men are simpler to please. I nudged him to the edge of the bed and he scrambled into the center and watched expectantly as I crawled after him. I was purposeful in crawling on my hands and knees so my breasts would hang below and easily sway as I moved to him. He immediately clasped onto them as I straddled his body. As I always seemed to be whenever I was with a man (or woman) I might fuck, my pussy was very wet and well lubricated for any sized cock to penetrate and certainly a 6-inch cock. I slid my wet pussy over the length of his cock and after a couple strokes, his cock parted my lips so my lips covered his cock as I stroked over him. I leaned forward for another kiss and stretched forward until his cock head was at the bottom of my pussy. With the loss of downward pressure, his cock sprang up several inches, enough for me to move backward and capture his cock head with my hole. He gasped as his cock head entered me and I sat erect while holding his cock just barely inside me.
His breath was caught as he anticipated his cock entering me deeper. Through a moan, he muttered, "God, Abby, I ... I still can't ... can't believe this ... happens to me." I smiled. That's why this is so easy for me. Honest, simple appreciation. I sank completely over his cock with focused attention to squeezing my muscles in the process. "Oh fuck ..." he groaned.
"Yes, sir," I replied. That was exactly what I did.
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CHAPTER 3: THE NEW OFFICE
"Oh god, Joe ... I'm so happy you ... are doing this." Mrs. C uttered those words through sighs and kisses. She collapsed on her back in bed with her legs splayed. Mr. C had just fucked her to a miraculous sounding orgasm after which I had engulfed her cum-filled pussy with my lips and tongue to clean her as best I could. Then, I cleaned his still semi-hard cock of their combined juices. After spending so many nights and weekends with them after I became Mr. C's Executive Assistant and he began sharing me with his wife, she suggested I just move into their home with them. The three of us fit together so well, so unobtrusively, and without competition. By the time the office had ceased being 'the fifth floor', I was a part of their lives and the arrangement continued without question. My approach with them had always been to enhance their pleasure, first. Mr. C proved his ability to handle both of us and Mrs. C realized she had a strong bi-sexual side, too.
I was now spooned into his back, providing gentle caresses over his chest and stomach to his softening cock as he toyed with her C-cup breasts that were beginning to show signs of sagging with age. I kissed the back of his shoulder, not wishing to intrude on the moment but happy to witness the moment.
"Happy that I am loving you?" he asked somewhat confused.
"No, silly," she replied and rolled slightly to her side to kiss him firmly on the lips, her hand moving around him to hold me tightly to him in the process. "The job change. There will be so much less stress for you and I'll have you at home more. You've built a great company but you deserve to pull back some now."
When he had finally hired an Executive Assistant (me), the intention was to be able to give up responsibilities and let others do more in the Corporation he had built. We had meshed well and it succeeded to a point but it was also difficult for others to stop assuming he would be controlling. My effect had worked with Mrs. C, too. She had a strong interest in charity work but lacked the confidence to influence at the level she hoped for. I began assisting her like I had her husband, and soon I became a functioning assistant to both of them ... and lover of both.
They embraced tightly and their kissing became more intense. I loved to watch the pride they shared in each other which frequently came out in the intensity of their lovemaking. I scooted back as I felt his intention to pull her on top of him as he rolled to his back. As their passion renewed intensity, I kissed my way down her back. I grasped the base of his cock and as if reading my intention, he pulled his wife up his body enough for me to raise his again stiffening cock. I placed the head at the entrance to her pussy and he relaxed his pull on her, his cock head sinking barely between her open lips and hole.
"Ohhhhh ... nooooooo ..." she softly exclaimed, "it ... should ..." as his cock penetrated inches deeper, "should be ... Abby's turn."
I kissed her back and held my hand over his cock at her hole to keep it inside as she wiggled. "No, ma'am," I countered, "this is a perfect husband and wife moment."
She sighed in acceptance and moaned as she pushed back to take her husband's magnificent cock deeper. I slid off the bed and did something that rarely occurred in the house. I closed the door to the bedroom as I left them to themselves.
The next morning I was, as usual, the first to rise in the house. The coffee was on and I was standing outside on the back patio. I frequently began the day in this way: looking out over the quiet privacy of the yard to quietly and peacefully allow my mind and soul to appreciate the life I had fallen into. This morning, however, my mind would not release from the significance of the day and was the source of Mrs. C's emotions last night.
I was startled out of thoughts by an arm winding around me from behind. "Sorry, dear, you were deep in thought?"
I sighed and leaned back against Mr. C, his hand rising smoothly over my naked body to firmly grasp a breast. "It's a big day, sir. Another chapter in your life is ending for a new one to open. Are you ready, sir?"
"You tell me, Abby."
"I was thinking emotionally, sir. But, yes, everything is in place. You and your staff will resign today. There is no surprise to the Board who have known for a couple weeks and they will miss your steady control of the Corporation but will still have you at the helm as Chairman. The new offices are ready to be occupied and the hiring of support staff is primed. We can move into the offices on Monday and formally do the interviewing of the hand-picked candidates after that."
He took the cup from my hand, placed it on the nearby patio table, and turned me in his arms. He was in boxer shorts, as usual for the morning, and my breasts pressed into his bare chest as he held me. He might be 54-years-old but he remained a magnificent male specimen. "I know this couldn't have happened so quickly and effectively without your capable handling, Abby. You've guided and managed the entire process since our first discussion to bring this venture to this point. I can't possibly thank you enough."
I was about to protest when another voice and body join us. I felt the naked flesh of Mrs. C press into me from the back. "WE can't possibly thank you enough, dear. And, I am not referring to the new firm but to how you have given and enhanced our life in our home."
What can you say to such expressions of professional and personal gratitude? So, I just said 'thank you'. And I knew they understood.
* * * *
Monday morning was a gathering of eight people in the new office space. The four Partners and their four Executive Assistants. We stood in the middle of the cubicle area together for the first time.
"Great job, ladies," Mr. Peterson said. "I for one can't believe this all came together so quickly."
Ms. Benson added, "Knowing the four of you as we do, we shouldn't be surprised, I suppose. Still, though, amazing."
We agreed to arrive early to get prime parking spots near the front door of the building. The Partners, with Mr. C, hired a moving crew to unload and move up the contents of cars and a rented truck of accumulated reference materials and personal effects for our office. As if on cue, a man knocked on the open door of the office. He stepped inside, introduced himself, and said his crew was outside with moving carts and could begin when we were ready. He glanced around as if to determine where things would go and I stepped forward. He didn't bat an eye to be approached by a woman as he was probably very used to assistants taking charge in such situations.
I pointed out the four offices on the sides and the four cubicles outside them. I assure him I would make the direction as each load arrived. He took a last look around and stopped when he spotted the floor-to-ceiling glass walls on either side of the entrance. Blinds were blocking the view inside. I told him nothing would be going in those rooms. That had been a last-minute change in plans. We could handle guests and visitors into the office by prearrangement so everyone was dressed. The open lockers, vanities, and showers, however, would be a problem to explain. A simple change to the remodeling plan solved that by creating glass-enclosed rooms with blinds. Except for visitors, the blinds would not be used.
Before noon, the hired workers had brought all the boxes to the respective offices, rearranged a few furniture items for us, and hung much of the wall art, certificates, etc. We had all dressed in casual clothes for the effort of moving and arranging office space. Mr. C suggested going to the Panera's he spotted down the block. We were back to the office by 1:15 with the doors to the hallway and small reception area closed. I moved to open the sliding doors to both covered rooms and raised the louvered blinds. I then walked into the changing area, glanced over my shoulder at the others as I stood in front of an open locker, and pulled my t-shirt up and over my head. As I was unhooking my bra, Sara, Marie, and Tamara were inside with me removing clothes. As I was pushing my jeans down my legs, Ms. Benson joined us. Without stockings and high heels, our agreed to standard attire, the five of us walked out barefoot naked to stand before the three dressed men. I would add, three dressed men with big smiles on their faces. We had done it. An office we could again be naked in.
It took little time for us to get our Executive Assistant cubicles organized so we each turned our efforts to assisting our respective Partner. As I went to the break room for bottles of water for Mr. C and myself, I had to pause as I saw into Ms. Benson's office. Both she and Marie were bent over filling credenza shelves with binders. Two bare asses pointed at me with shaved pussies peeking from between their thighs.
I made a comment about it to Mr. C on my return. He chuckled but then there was something else in his eyes. He stepped to me and took one of my nipples between his fingers, bent down, and kissed me. I sighed into his mouth.
He broke the kiss and looked into my eyes. "When was the last time you were fucked, Abby?"
"Saturday afternoon while Samantha was shopping, right?" I nodded. "Why? Why was that the only time?" His eyes were fixed on mine and the other hand went between my thighs. Unconsciously, my legs parted for his fingers. "You're dripping wet. Abby, you know Sam and I love you and we appreciate everything you do for us in so many ways. You made the past days idyllic for us, assisting us in our lovemaking, giving us time to be together, and arousing us both with your fingers and mouth so we could make love, again. It was wonderful, Abby." I returned his gaze shyly. I knew what he was going to say. "There is a reason you live with us, dear. It's not to have you arouse us so we can make love."
"Actually, that is part of the reason, but this was a time of big change for you both, sir. I just thought ..."
He pulled his fingers away and hugged me tightly. "That's why we love you so much. You're the most unselfish person we've ever known." He parted us enough to look into my eyes, again. "You are also the most sexual person we know. So," he said with a big smile, "on a scale of 1 to 10, how badly do you need to be fucked?"
"11, sir," I honestly replied.
"That's what I thought."
He turned me around and pressed me over his new desk so my large breasts were squashed against the surface. I heard a zipper and the rustling of clothes as I assume his jeans and shorts were pushed down. The whole scene must have gotten to him, too. The next thing was feeling his wonderful bulbous cock head spreading my pussy lips. I spread my feet wide and groaned in welcome anticipation as the head stretched me open and entered my wet and grateful pussy.
"Ohhhh ... Ohhhh ... thank you ... sir ..." the words coming out between his powerful thrusts.
He thrust fully into me, his cock glancing off my cervix. I shudder, moans and gasps and grunts flowing from my mouth as my upper body moved over the cushioning of my breasts. He leaned over me, "What will you do for me, Abby?"
"Anything, sir. You know, I'll do anything," I replied.
"What will you do at home?" he came back with.
"Everything ... anything, sir. I'll fuck you ... suck you ... fuck you with ... my pussy ... and ass. I'll eat Mrs. C ... I'll 69 with her ... she can fuck me ... with her strap-on."
He pulled his cock almost completely out, then it did leave me. Then it was back inside and I knew his hands weren't involved because they were still on my hips. I shuddered knowing that was how gaping my pussy had been for him to pull out and thrust back in. I love his cock. He was right, of course. I wasn't doing myself any good by denying myself for them and it wasn't what they wanted from me anyway.
"We've always loved that you gave us everything you had, Abby," he more quietly said as he thrust strongly and deeply into me. "Sam and I already had a great relationship. You enhanced it. What we want now is you fully."
"Oh god, sir," I exclaimed. His words were added to the feeling of being pounded by his cock. "I'm cumming ... sir."
"Only the first time." With that, he began thrusting into me with such force I exploded right then. He continued to fuck me as my pussy spasmed around his driving cock and continued even as my body went slack on the desktop. But even after an orgasm, I was rising to another under his relentless fucking. My pussy was flowing with orgasmic juices as he pressed in and pulled out and thrust in. I was gasping and panting on his desktop while he pummeled me. And just before my second orgasm was about to hit, I felt his cock do the thing; the thing when it swells noticeably and jerks inside my clasping pussy. When his cum shot in thick ropes into me, I joined him in climaxing.
He fell on top of me and it was several moments of panting recovery for both of us before he held me tightly and shuffled us back to one of the visitor chairs in front of his desk. He plopped down with me on top of him, his cock still buried in my pussy and the jolt of sitting driving it deeply in. I moaned in response and his hands came in front to grasp my breasts.
It was then that I noticed movement at the door. Mr. Peterson. "Good idea," was all he said before turning from the door. Then we heard, "Sara?" Mr. C and I laughed.
We finally had some of that water after Mr. C pulled his pants up. We sat resting for a few moments but we were both very curious. Finally, we nodded to each other, rose, and left his office. We found Mr. Peterson fucking Sara with her on her back on his desktop. Mr. Sullivan was fucking Tamara from behind with her bent over his desktop the way I had been. Finally, Ms. Benson was on the carpeted floor on her back with Marie on top in a classic 69. None of them noticed us in the doorways. And, that's the way this office should be.
Mid-afternoon, a chime sounded indicating someone was in the small reception room and was announcing his or her presence. I rushed from Mr. C's office to the door, checked the view screen for the camera installed in the room, and found Mr. Olsen smiling back at me. I opened the door and took his arm in mine to lead him into the office. This was his first visit to the office, too, so I led him quickly around. He carried a briefcase in his other hand. I led him past the vanity and shower stalls behind the glass wall, my breast pressed tightly against his arm.
"What do you think, sir?" I asked.
He chuckled, pulled his arm from mine, and stroked his hand down my bare back to my butt. "I think I am an exceedingly lucky man to be working for your office."
I took him around to each of the Partners and their assistants on the way to Mr. C. He had met some of them at the other office but that was a while ago. Finally, we stepped to Ms. Benson's office door and Marie joined us inside.
"Gerald Olsen, this is Pam Benson, our Partner for resourcing issues. Mr. Olsen is our attorney on retainer. And you remember Marie, sir."
He smiled at them both, nodding to Marie. Then, "I had forgotten this change in the policy. You are apparently okay with the change of policy to include all women in the office without status preference?" It was kind of a question but the answer was standing before him.
Ms. Benson smiled. "I think Abby saw the truth before I fully accepted it. I think I was always in turmoil before. In the corporate environment, it seemed something to distinguish rank was required. For a woman to want to be in this kind of office environment, however, puts her sexual appetite somewhere near a slut. It isn't just being fucked in the office but being exposed and seen while fucking. I envied these women. They were out at their desks in the open area without cubicles fully exposed and frequently fucked in full view. It was handled more discretely at Director and above levels."
We all saw his eyes scan up and down Ms. Benson's body. At 38 years old she was in great shape: trim body on a 5' 5" frame and C-cup breasts. Of course, her pussy was shaved clean. It was something we added into the employment contract addendum for women.
"Well," he added, "glass walls everywhere should solve that even for the male Partners but especially for you. Despite being in your office, you will be exposed to all." He looked at the three of us and asked a question that might have been bothering him for a while. "I am curious about something. You brought up the term 'slut' and I have heard Abby mention it. Do you think of yourselves as 'sluts'?"
We all three chuckled and shook our heads. "No," I answered for all of us. "We recognize we are highly sexed, but we aren't going to roam bars and clubs looking for sex randomly. That is why the office is so appealing to us. This is a safe environment for us to let ourselves go to enjoy our strong desires."
"And no doubt there are plenty of young men willing to work here and assist you with those desires," he added. We were sure there would be very little trouble with hiring men for the support staff. There may be a few more women needed, though, too.
Mr. C called us all into the conference room. We had to add an additional chair for Mr. Olsen. Mr. Olsen pulled from his briefcase finalized contracts for each of us, addendum sheets for us women, and non-disclosure agreements for all of us. We sat around the table signing and initializing as directed by Mr. Olsen who witnessed each. We had all seen and approved them before.
I looked across and down the table at Ms. Benson. She caught me looking and gave me a smile. It felt odd for one of the Partners to be subject to the same rules as the rest of us women but it wasn't just for simplicity's sake and unity but also for what she wanted. It sealed the fate of any other woman who might be hired in a management or other leadership role. She sat as erectly in her chair as the four of us had learned to do to show off our backs straight and not resting on the back of the chair, our shoulders back to present our breasts nicely for view, and our heads up confidently. This wasn't submission, being dominated, or being humiliated. This was our own choice as exhibitionists. And we were flaunting it proudly. By the look of her erect nipples, I guessed this was exciting her.
The four of us tried to get Mr. Olsen to stay but he pleaded his case that he had another commitment for the day. Since he was turning down the opportunity of fucking one of us, I assumed his commitment was real even if all this still made him nervous.
We watched Mr. Olsen make his exit, then we turned around and focused on the Partners. I glanced at the others, then smiled and nodded. Sara nudged me forward for extra encouragement. Somehow, even with Sara, the ex-manager, I was the ringleader of our group.
"Sirs ... and ma'am ..." I started with a nod to Ms. Benson, "how are you coming with getting your offices organized?" Three dressed men and one naked woman (this WILL take some getting used to) returned their gaze to us, four naked women, with curiosity.
"My boxes are empty," came Mr. Sullivan first.
"Same for me," Mr. C added, "and the rest is just being arranged to location."
Mr. Peterson and Ms. Benson nodded in agreement but Ms. Benson was the suspicious one. "Why? What are you four up to?"
We huddled quick. "Who wants who?" I asked quietly. Then, "Marie, you haven't had a cock yet, who do you want." She shrugged like she didn't care, then said Mr. C. I smiled. "I'll take Ms. B." The other two switched their Partners. We turned and strode to the Partner we chose and led them confidently to their respective office.
Her office wasn't so much privacy as being her space. I turned to her once we were inside and threw my arms around her followed by an immediately passionate kiss. She was only a couple inches shorter so we melded together in each other's arms nicely. During the kiss, our hands stroked each other from the upper back to the butt. I adjusted slightly so our nipples were mashed together and our pelvises ground together in quickly renewed lust. No words were needed, just the fulfillment of mutual desire.



I maneuvered her to one of the visitor chairs and she mumbled a protest into my mouth but I ignored it. I had already decided this was what I would be doing and the reason I chose her. She was making a huge commitment to the team. She was a Partner in the firm but had agreed to the same rules as any other woman. Recognizing her commitment to the team, I committed to making sure she was never wanting when it came to orgasms. I knew Marie was a good choice for her. I had discovered an enthusiastic bi-sexual in her.
I settled her into the chair and while looking her in the eyes with a lusty smile, I raised one, then the other leg to drape the knee over the armrest. I pulled her hips to the edge of the seat and rubbed my fingers over her now blatantly exposed and open pussy. Her breathing was already ragged as I leaned forward to kiss her on the lips, my body pressing into her splayed pelvis. She gasped when I broke that kiss to kiss her neck and upper chest. I slowly moved my lips between her firm C-cup breasts teasingly before moving to her left breast in a spiraling movement over her breast until I captured her aroused nipple between my lips. At the same time, I used fingers on her other breast to squeeze, roll, and tug on that nipple.
After switching breasts with the same effort, my kisses moved down her body to her stomach as one of my hands slid between her splayed legs, and the middle finger teased along her dripping pussy lips, slipping between the lips but not quite penetrating her hole but making gentle contact with her clitoris at the top of the motion.
I settled my butt back to my heels as my mouth, lips, and tongue continued down until my tongue grazed over her aroused clit fully exposed by my fingers. She moaned loudly as I took the nub between my lips and sucked as my middle finger sank into her very wet hole.
She slumped deeper, her butt barely on the edge of the seat her legs splayed to the sides as I pushed my tongue into her hole. I probed her pussy with my tongue and added stimulation to her clit with fingers. I squeezed firmly on the nub causing her to raise her hips up as a cry escaped her mouth. I quickly switched with my lips and teeth on her clit as I plunged into her pussy with two fingers, curling them to reach up to the upper front inside in search of her g-spot. Nearly every woman I knew experienced explosive orgasms with the multiple stimulations of g-spot, clit, and vagina. Ms. Benson was no different, as I well knew.
I jammed her g-spot at the same time I nipped her clit with my front teeth. I had four fingers in her very wet pussy with the middle two stroking her g-spot as the other two stroked the walls of her pussy.
When her orgasm erupted, her legs quivered, her abdomen spasmed along with her pussy around my fingers, and her hands gripped the armrests as if she were afraid of flying out of the chair. I continued to stroke her g-spot with pressure on her clit with my thumb as I lowered my lips. I finally pulled my fingers from her sopping pussy and sucked on her spasming hole, sucking her warm orgasmic fluids from her.
When I looked up while gently kissing her pussy and clit, my lower face was smeared with her juices. Her eyes were closed, her mouth gaping open to take in panting breaths, and her breasts rising and falling with those same breaths.
"God, Abby," she managed to get out, "I hope ... you're a ... frequent ... visitor ... to my office." She finally open her eyes and glanced out the glass wall at the empty desk beyond. A smile came over her face. "Not that ... Marie isn't wonderful, too."
I chuckled. I knew very well of Marie's talents.
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CHAPTER 4: MORE HIRING
"Sir, I'm brewing a new pot. Would you like a cup of coffee?" I was standing in his open office door which was glass like the floor-to-ceiling glass interior walls.
He looked up with a smile. His eyes slowly moved over my body. I was wearing pale blue thigh-high stockings that Mrs. C said went with my eyes perfectly. That and my white 4" heels were it. I stood calmly as he looked. It wasn't as if it was the first time today. He saw me naked at home, again at the office when he watched me undress, and numerous other times as he looked through the glass wall to where I sat at my desk just outside his door. I was an exhibitionist and I loved when people appreciated my exposed body. And, it seemed I had a whole office of such people.
"That would be nice, thank you."
Upon returning, I set his cup down on his desk, and he indicated for me to sit. I sat opposite him in one of the visitor chairs. I sat with a straight back and legs crossed very lady-like.
"How are we doing, Abby?" he asked. He already knew, of course. It was conversation starters like that which meant there was more he wanted to talk about. It had been almost two weeks since the Partners and their Executive Assistants had moved into the office.
"Very well, I think, sir." I took a sip of the coffee and watched him over the rim of the cup to see if he was going to proceed. He didn't. "The last three interviews are scheduled today. All have been screened, of course, like all the others. There shouldn't be any surprises. We have another for Ms. Benson, a woman with conflict management experience. She approached us and is from the second floor. Another for Mr. Peterson, a man with purchasing experience. Then, there is the woman with both HR and Finance experience. That will put our total personnel at 20: 7 women and 13 men. That is what the original plan allowed for."
He nodded. He knew that, of course. I update him with every hire.
"Are you okay with that, Abby?" he asked.
"Okay, sir? It's your plan, sir, of course, I am okay with it."
He smiled. "I gave away the two positions originally intended for our group to Peterson and Sullivan. Do you have any concerns about being overloaded?"
"Sir, the reasoning was sound as we discussed. Both operations and supply chain will have more complex issues for a resolution requiring more analysis and background work. Besides, sir, you handle management issues and consulting requests originating with senior management. How often are corporate senior management going to call in a consult on themselves?"
He laughed. "Perhaps, but their Board of Directors certain may." I just nodded. We'd had this discussion and he knew I was good with whatever he thought. So, I waited. Then, "The HR/Finance woman ... should she maybe better report to Pam Benson who is handling resourcing?"
There it was. We were a relatively small group but a very intimate group. We hadn't really talked about it but I made the assumption she would report to Mr. C.
"No, sir. We could have handled payroll and billing with an outside contractor but not the human resources part of it. How could we have an outside group coming in to deal with any HR issues that might arise? And," I continued, "if there happened to be conflicts within Ms. Benson's group, it could become more complicated if she was in the small group. Better to have her separated." I smiled and winked at him, then opened my legs as wide as the chair allowed. "I'll try not to give you any trouble, sir."
He laughed heartily. "Between you and Samantha I think I am the one trying to stay out of trouble." As I stood to return to my desk, he added, "As much as I wanted this office arrangement, interviewing for it is certainly more complicated."
I smiled as I left his office. I definitely still remember when I first interviewed at Alliance for the fifth floor. I don't think I'll ever forget that interview.
* * * *
The buzzer sounded from the small reception room. I turned to see one of the computer guys nearby jump up and disappear into the room while opening the door only enough to slip through. He then returned and walked quickly to Ms. Benson's office who came out heading for the locker area. I smiled. These computer guys may be awkward and geeky as Tamara referred to them, but he was smart enough to let Ms. Benson lead the way through the office and follow behind. And that wasn't just respect, his head was definitely focused on her bare ass as it tilted back and forth as she walked in her heels.
She stepped into her panties, then slid her arms through the straps of her bra. As she fitted the cups to her breasts, then reached behind her to fasten the clasps, she glanced over her shoulder to find a number of the men in the office watching. She caught my eye and we smiled. You can be naked much of the time but getting dressed or undressed in front of guys still feels a little different.
* * * *
"Cindy Morgan? Hi, I'm Pam Benson." They shook hands and sat in chairs separated by a small coffee table. "I'm the Partner over the Resourcing group, the position you are applying for." She asked the young woman to tell a little about herself: why she was interested in the job; her pertinent background; and a little personal history background.
Cindy Morgan hesitated a moment. It was noted that her fingers fidgeted until she seemed to recognize that and press them into her knees. She had more educational background than practical experience but her education in conflict management was at a top school and she had been near the very top of her class. She'd done a short stint at a large treatment clinic. "I found the experience depressing," she confided. "I mean, dealing with what felt like the underbelly of society day in and day out. People who rage constantly against everyone and everything; people beating their kids and spouses; people who just couldn't control themselves in a meaningful way. I understand these people need help and should get it, but I came to realize it was hurting me in the process. I needed a change to save myself."
"That's what led you here."
The young woman nodded. "You didn't make it easy, though. I heard talk, rumor more than definite information, that a management group was looking for a variety of skills. I searched online and didn't find anything. I became more intrigued and sought out sources ... you know, friends of friends sorts of things. That led me to someone who works at Alliance Corp. I had to build some trust, common associates who could vouch for me kind of thing."
We had already performed a deep dive on Cindy Morgan through the internet and past associations in school, work, and friends. Like everyone else we considered hiring who wasn't directly from the fifth-floor familiarity, the computer guys were exceedingly thorough. The Partners agreed to turn a blind eye to the question of HOW they found the information they did.
The conversation still took an hour and a half. Part of that was also a test of how open they would be and how they reacted to more and more personal questions about current intimate relationships, etc. Finally, Ms. Benson pulled from her file on the young woman the non-disclosure agreement.
"I like you, Cindy. I think you have the kind of skills that would be valuable in our work. My group will be contracted to investigate and develop options for companies experiencing issues with personnel resourcing. My past experience in the field shows that some, maybe more than just some, of those issues stem from issues of relationship dynamics. A lot of turn-over can generally be pointed to a source, for instance." Cindy Morgan nodded excitedly. This was indeed sounding like something she would be more comfortable with. "To go any further, however, you need to sign this non-disclosure. You cannot divulge or hold against us anything that is discussed, said, or seen." Cindy Morgan already had an inkling of what was coming but the person at Alliance had also been bound by a similar non-disclosure. She signed it with a mere skim of the words. She was sitting on the front edge of the chair with obvious excitement.
Ms. Benson blurted out the office policy and watched the reaction. This was the delicate moment and the reason for such an in-depth search of people, a search that could easily be described as intrusive if anyone knew. Despite the non-disclosure, everything could blow up in our faces as we found out at Alliance. Hiring women for the firm was the most nerve-wracking.
Cindy Morgan's eyes were large and she was quiet for a few moments. Ms. Benson was beginning to get nervous when a small smile formed on the young woman's mouth and watched as it continued to grow until her eyes shined with the smile.
"I knew it had to be something like this," she exclaimed.
Ms. Benson breathed out her relief. "Tell me why you pursued this job, then," she probed.
The woman explained that the job sounded more interesting than clinical work where she was pulled into the darkness. But the other part that she only suspected made it sound perfect. She confessed to having had numerous failed relationships and then she laughed. "Can you believe I was wanting too much sex from them? I thought it was supposed to be the other way around." There was no question she wanted this job.
Ms. Benson smiled and stood. "Let me show you around the office and introduce you to some of the people, then."
When they entered the office area, Cindy sucked in a breath. She was immediately presented with the scene of several naked women casually moving around the office or in conversation with a clothed man. Ms. Benson just smiled and led her to the locker side of the front of the office. Ms. Benson immediately began unbuttoning her blouse. "Take any open locker." Cindy hesitated while looking at the glass walls providing no comfort of privacy. "You're going to be naked all day, dear. All women, regardless of position in the firm are naked. Well," she giggled, "except for stockings and heels. You will have a so-called clothing allowance for those." Ms. Benson leaned closer and softly added, as if it might matter if anyone heard, "Being on our knees is hell on stocking."
Cindy unzipped her dress and slid out of it. Hanging it up, she felt awkward but saw Ms. Benson quickly stripping completely down to her thigh-high stockings and heels. She leaned against the locker and watched the young woman. At 24 years old, blonde and blue eyes on a 5' 6" trim frame and natural appearing D-cup breasts, she was another very attractive woman. She was wearing thigh highs, too.
"Love your breasts. The guys will, too. Most of us are C-cup, except for one. You'll meet her in a minute."
They exited the dressing area and she was shown the vanity and shower area. "It's all so open," Cindy muttered.
"Yes, there is a difference between teasing exhibitionism and truly exposed, isn't there?" Cindy nodded, still trying to adjust to the magnitude of the difference.
She was taken directly to an office with an older man busy at his desk. This was Joe Cornell, the Senior Partner and founder of the firm. She felt so self-conscious being naked and introduced to a clothed man and introduced by her soon-to-be immediate boss who was also naked.
After some small talk, mostly welcoming type comments from him, he added perhaps more to Ms. Benson, "I'm not sure where Abby is." Turning his attention to Cindy, "You'll want to meet Abby, my assistant. Nothing seems to happen around here that Abby isn't aware of."
"I think I spotted her in the conference room, Joe," Ms. Benson replied.
"Oh?" he said with some puzzlement.
She chuckled, "With three guys, Joe."
"OHH ... well then, be sure to meet her later, then," he said with understanding.
Leaving his office, Cindy was turned to the conference room. Through the glass wall Cindy was surprised ... shocked ... amazed ... at the conference in session. There were clothes scattered on several of the chairs. On the table, though, was the real scene.
One man was lying on the tabletop, a woman was straddling him with his cock in her pussy, another man was kneeling behind her fucking her ass, and a third man was standing at the edge of the table with his cock in her mouth. The grunts and groans and moans were flowing from the open door.
"That is Abby. As you can see, Cindy, here you're not the only one with big boobs."
Cindy Morgan just stared until Ms. Benson pulled her away to the next Partner's office containing another dressed man to highlight her nakedness.
* * * *
It had started innocently enough, at least for our office. I was sucking the cock of one of Mr. Peterson's project guys when another came up behind me and began stroking my drooling pussy from behind. I pressed back against his hand giving him a welcoming indication. Immediately, one and then two fingers easily slid past my lips into my hole and began sawing in and out. About then, a third came and suggested the conference room. By that point, I was so ready to be fucked I would have agreed to almost anything. Thank goodness I went for the extra sturdy tables for the conference rooms because air-tight was on their collective minds.
Clothes seemed to fly off the guys and the first one ready crawled onto the table and positioned himself on his back stroking his hard cock. Already naked, of course, I quickly followed him, straddled over his mid-section, aligned his cock to my pussy, and sank down over it. We both sighed as I sank down the length of his cock until I was sitting on his thighs. After only a few strokes, I felt a hand putting pressure on my upper back and I went with the pressure to lean over, soon feeling the greased head of a cock at my ass. I lean down further and reached behind to pull my ass cheeks apart for him. His cock was pressing at my asshole instantly and popped inside as he pressed firmly. I take Mr. C's massive cock in the ass so most others are less stressful.
After only the penetration of the cocks in my adjoining pussy and ass, I was gasping. Two cocks sliding alongside each other only separated by a membrane of connecting nerve endings were always powerful. It seems I am orgasmic in most ways possible including anally. My mouth fell open with rapidly rising stimulation from the dual fucking when I saw the third hard cock at the edge of the table. I awkwardly worked us closer to the edge so I could capture it in my mouth which began a fucking motion, too, slipping just to the opening of my throat.
My mouth opened wide to gasp for air as my entire body trembled with a rising orgasm. It was at that moment that movement registered at the glass wall of the conference room. I turned as much as I could while impaled by three thrusting cocks. I recognized Ms. Benson and another woman, attractive and naked, that I did not recognize. A moment of panic that somehow seemed to increase my stimulation. I had forgotten the interview but the cocks brought me back to what was real: if she was coming to work here, this is what is real.
* * * *
"Sir, Patti Adams has arrived." I stood in his doorway. Mr. Peterson had interviewed and approved his final hire earlier in the afternoon. There has always been much less drama with the male hiring of which there were many more than the female hiring. When the males signed off and were brought in for an initial tour, he was presented with the image of several naked women. When a woman had signed off and brought in for a tour, she became another of the naked women.
"Does it strike you as odd as it does me, Abby, that we are hiring the Human Resources person last?" He chuckled while shaking his head. The irony wasn't lost on me, either. "I want you with me in this, Abby. This is an important person in our group, as you have convinced me given what happened last time. I want to make sure she is the right person." I assured him I understood.
Mr. C left me at the dressing area to get dressed while he met Patti Adams. I checked myself in the mirror. My fitted skirt was mid-thigh and I knew would ride up when I sat. I intentionally left a couple extra buttons on my blouse undone. My lace bra was just peeking out when the blouse gapped just right.
Mr. C stopped the light talk when I arrived and made introductions. Although Sara had provided assurances for Patti Adams, a deep background check was performed on her by the computer guys as was performed on all the hires. We were pleased that Sara's assessment was confirmed. Even so, we had her run through her history, qualifications, and experience even with Sara's information, the background check, and her resume in hand. All were checking each other out perfectly.
I knew from the background check that Patti Smith was 31 years old and single after a nasty divorce. She had Auburn hair cut to the shoulder, hazel eyes, was 5' 4" tall, and appeared to have an athletic body from the muscle tone of her legs and arms. I guessed she was a C-cup which was an otherwise unnecessary piece of information. She confirmed she had worked on the 2nd floor of Alliance, was somewhat aware of the 5th floor, and had been upset when the activities of the 5th floor had to end before she found a way to be transferred to it.
Mr. C wanted to dig into something that had bothered him. Her resume was great and we knew she was highly regarded, but ...
"Patti, talk a little about the two degrees and working in both fields. What was the driver for starting in one and switching to another," he asked.
She nodded and looked pensive for a moment, being quiet as if gathering her thoughts. For the first time in the interview, she showed signs of nervousness. "I think I understand where your concern might be. The reason for the switch was not, I assure you, because I lack focus, determination to follow through, lacking in sticking to a determined direction, or a lack in reliability. Rather, the path I have been on was a matter of self-discovery for me regarding myself, what I saw as strengths and weaknesses, and deciding I couldn't be happy unless I was true to what I recognized and finding some way to maximize that recognition in what I did for a career." She paused, took a breath, and considered both of us. "What it comes down to is I am a people person. I enjoy working with people and I enjoy helping people. On the other hand, I am a detail person and I like numbers. I went into finance first because numbers were a strength of mine. I've always known that about myself. Working in it, though, stifled me. Working away on numbers in an office by myself caused me to feel alienated. Sure, it was an overreaction to dump that and go in the direction of human resources and I later saw that. What I really needed to do was find a way, somewhere, that I could meld the two together." She held out her arms toward us. "A fairly small management consulting firm. Why have two people when you can have both in one?"
I looked at Mr. C. I was already smiling. She was good at promoting, too. I saw Mr. C smiling, too.
"That's a really good response, Patti. Okay, directly to the HR side. You're familiar somewhat with what happened a couple years ago on the 5th floor when it went bad?" She nodded. Her close friendship with Sara had given her some details after it closed down our activities. "So, from the HR side, have you given any thought to avoiding that recurring?"
"I have," she said. "I think the employee review process should have been tighter. Now," she quickly added, "I'm not suggesting what was being done was lacking, necessarily. I am sure you were following the guidelines of the company: formal yearly reviews of performance, etc., and periodically what I would call 'checking in'. That's great when your concern is performance on the job and general interaction. But, what you were dealing with was far from general interaction. My thought: very frequent review times not associated with any performance and by someone skilled in noticing trouble signs might have caught Candace's trouble in time."



I raised my eyebrows at him when he looked in my direction. We'd talked a lot about what had happened and if there was anything we could have done. It might have been as simple as this if anyone had thought of it, but we were all too involved in what was happening.
He said he'd like to talk about her ideas much more but there could be time for that. She looked expectantly. He said she'd signed the non-disclosure, and knew exactly what happened on the other side of the door in the main office. She nodded hopefully. I handed him a manila folder from which he pulled out an employment contract prepared for her and the position. She started reading and couldn't have gotten much past the first paragraph or so when she looked up. He nodded. We knew we were offering a salary and benefits package Alliance wasn't matching. She quickly read through the rest of it which indicated reporting to Mr. C. She started digging into her purse for a pen.
"Wait ... take your time to think about this, Patti," he suggested.
"No need, sir. I already knew I'd take the job if offered to me. The pay and benefits you are offering are icing on the cake."
"In that case," he said with a chuckle, "do you want to see your office and the rest of the office?" Definitely, she replied.
I stood, opened, and held the door for them to pass into the main office. Two steps in and she stopped. A couple of naked women were in view and others, men and women rose to see the new person.
I nudged her arm, "It's one thing to imagine it and very different to actually see it, isn't it?"
Mr. C followed us as I led her to the dressing area. I told her to take any empty locker. She could make it hers simply by bringing her own shampoo, conditioner, makeup, brushes, etc.
"Shampoo?" she questioned.
"I'll show you," I replied.
I already had my blouse unbuttoned and pulling it from my skirt. She looked at me, then back at Mr. C leaning in the doorway, and finally at the glass wall and the view of the entire office on the other side. She finally shrugged and with shaky fingers lowered the zipper on the back of her dress and shrugged it off her shoulders to push over her hips. She carefully hung it on a hanger provided in all the lockers. I smiled. I wonder if she always wore thigh-high stockings or if it seemed more appropriate for an office with nudity. Now she knows our dress code is only stockings and heels.
Once she was out of her bra and panties, we led her to the side of the general office space to her glass-enclosed office. She sat down behind the desk and caught sight of the window next to her. I smiled at her, "Yes, this is not the place for pretend exhibitionism. We're constantly exposed to view. The windows have a light tint for the sun but ... well ... at night with the lights on and dark outside ..." I shrugged.
She shrugged, signed the contract, and offered, "I have always thought of myself as an exhibitionist with a high sex drive and no way to safely release it."
Mr. C said, "Welcome to Cornell Consulting Group. Aside from a place we hope will provide interesting work, we can also provide a safe place for your exhibitionism and sexual needs."
Mr. C took her to each of the Partners' offices, seeing naked Executive Assistants outside each as well as a naked Partner in Ms. Benson. After some small talk, Mr. C interjected, "Pam is highly capable in resource management and she just happened to hire a young woman trained in conflict management." Mr. C gave Ms. Benson a brief on Patti's idea.
"Wonderful," she said. "Let's talk when you get yourself settled. I'm sure you'll want to go over files on everyone, etc. After, though, let's sit with Cindy and discuss that." Then Ms. Benson surprised Patti by coming around her desk and hugging her warmly. Naked breast to naked breast might have been the first time for Patti by the look of her. Then Ms. Benson said, "And welcome, Patti. The guys have us outnumbered 7 to 13." The wink she gave was seen by all of us including Mr. C. "Not that any of us girls are complaining." Patti blushed at the obvious, then smiled.
Back at Mr. C's office, he went in while Patti stopped at my desk. "Abby," she began quietly, "I understand you and him are ... uhmmm ... well, close."
"You may as well know. We aren't hiding it. I live with him and his wife. I'm pretty much the same there as I am here."
She smiled as if something was confirmed. "I heard ... I mean it is rumored ..." I nodded. "Really?" I nodded.
"Patti," I offered as if sharing a special insight, "when I was hired for the 5th floor, I ended up fucking the HR manager and my potential manager." Sara, she asked. I nodded. "I will never forget that interview. It sealed what I wanted working there and I'm not just talking about the act of sex. The availability of sex inspired me to do everything possible to make the office and Alliance successful."
She looked through the glass wall at Mr. C behind his desk checking emails. I told her she wouldn't regret or forget this interview and job offer. She reached out and hugged me tightly. Naked to naked for the second time. I asked if she had any experience with being with a woman. She shook her head but held my eyes. I asked if she ever wondered. She nodded. I kissed her suddenly. She didn't pull away. I'd love to be her first, I said. She looked at me and smiled. She was going to do just fine.
The next moment I heard, "Sir, is the interview still happening?"
* * * *
"It can be," Mr. C came back with.
"I was just thinking, sir ..."
"Joe," he corrected.
Patti smiled. "I was just thinking, Joe, that you might feel it important to be sure we will be a good ... ummm ... good fit ... you know ... ahhh ... working together so closely."
He smiled broadly and quickly glanced through the glass wall and was sure he saw a devious smile on his assistant's face. He rotated in his desk chair to the side. "Good initiative, Patti." She moved around the side of his desk and stood before him. This time he gazed intently at her naked body. He reached up to cup one breast, the other hand sliding over her abdomen and lower. Her legs parted in anticipation. He was sure he could detect some moisture glistening on her pussy lips. She held her gaze on his face as his fingers moved to the top of her pussy. Her heart was racing, her breath already coming in ragged small gasps with the expectation of what was to follow. When his fingers slid between her thighs, she gasped and a soft moan escaped her mouth with his fingers sliding easily and confidently over her pussy and lightly parting the lips.
She wanted this so badly and here she was. This was everything she dreamed about, hoped for when she allowed herself to hope beyond reason. This was the combination of job and fulfillment of desire. She sank to her knees between his parted legs and fumbled with the belt, clasp, and zipper of his slacks. He raised his hips from the chair to allow her to lower his slacks and she did, her eyes fixed on his underwear as if trying to see through them. Abby seemed to verify what she had heard, but ...
Suddenly, she was hesitant. Not reluctant, though. Could she possibly be moving too fast, being too aggressive? In a setting like this place? She looked up and he gave her a reassuring smile and nod. She grasped the waistband of his underwear and slowly began pulling it. He hadn't raised his hips but when the bulbous head of his hard cock quickly came into view, she leaned forward to kiss it. She sighed, licked it, then enveloped it with her lips and moaned. Oh, she was going to enjoy working here.
She slipped a hand between her own legs as she took his cock head between her lips and slid her tongue around it. Only a moment ago her pussy had been lubricated with anticipation but was now leaking her juices with her spiking arousal and he had barely touched her.
He raised his hips and she pulled his shorts down to join his slacks near his knees. Her lips hadn't left his cock head and she now took more of his cock into her mouth as her hands joined her mouth on it. She groaned as realization hit her without looking at it: her mouth was covering the head and several more inches and both hands were also wrapped around the shaft. The arousal of reality sent a noticeable shiver through her body. Could she even take such a cock inside her? The question in her mind sent a spike of arousal through her because there was no question she was trying.
He watched her bob her head on his cock. She was only taking inches into her mouth and occasionally moving near her throat but the stimulation of a new woman was exciting. He knew it would also excite his wife later to hear him tell of the experience as she, he, and Abby would come together in bed.
She felt him apply pressure to her upper arms and she rose to her feet with it. Her mouth was open, her saliva smeared over her lips and chin by her sucking effort, her breath coming in gasps, her body flushed with arousal, and breasts rising and falling with each gasping breath. Her excitement and desire had spiked to a level of feeling wanton as stood desiring to be fucked by this man she had just interviewed with and in full view of the office through the glass walls. She was fully understanding the power of this office setting and why Sara had trouble expressing it to someone who hadn't experienced it.
He reached out to her hips and turned her around so she faced away from him. She understood. She also understood this was a man who was experienced in women being nervous about fucking him and his consideration itself was additionally arousing. She stutter-stepped backward and to the outside of legs now pressed together. She bent forward slightly, grasped his massive cock, held it vertical, and settled down until she felt the head at her crotch. She moved her hips, feeling the head part her slick pussy lips, bumping her clit which sent a new shiver through her until she felt the head at her hole. She sank slightly, feeling the head open her, and immediately moaned.
She shifted her hands to brace on his knees. She sucked in a deep preparatory breath and, more than pressing down, allowed her hips to settle down over the shaft. She gasped and moaned as she sank slowly down the longest and thickest cock she'd ever seen much less had inside her. She leaned on her arms braced on his knees and stopped. She'd never felt so full. Her pussy felt stretched from her lips to inside. Her pussy pulsed as if trying to understand being so consumed. She rose up and settled back down. Over and over she did that to add another inch or so into her. She finally bent her head and looked underneath. She groaned at the sight of so much cock still outside her pussy. She settled down more and more and was overwhelmed. Her pussy spasmed, clenching around the cock, and she cried out as an orgasm crashed through her like shock waves shooting from her pussy.
She found herself in his secure grasp as she calmed. He was slowly moving his cock inside her with small movements. His cock moving inside her kept her from fully recovering but she shifted her weight forward, again supporting herself, and began fucking him with a new intention. He was going to cum. She didn't care what it took, he was going to cum. She rose and dropped down harder. She felt his cock head strike her cervix, she felt it hit and pass by, impossibly taking more. She rose and dropped, again and again. She looked underneath and wondered how any woman could possibly take all of it but she continued to fuck, bouncing her cervix on his cock head. When her stuffed pussy felt his cock swell impossibly more, felt it jerk and pulse, she squeezed her pussy harder as she increased her effort.
When he came, it was with thick ropes of cum filling her. She felt every spurt ... and she orgasmed, again.
She was sitting in his lap, her legs splayed on either side of his. She felt his heavy breaths into her hair but they were nothing like the ragged, panting effort of her own breathing. He had one hand cupping a breast with the other hand softly caressing her still stuffed pussy and engorged clit. She'd never felt anything so intensely.
"Oh, Joe," she gasped. "I'm going to love working here."
"Glad to hear that, dear. And so are they," he said with a gesture for her to look through the glass wall of his office.
"Oh, God," she gasped and shivered. Abby was sitting in her desk chair and turned directly at them, a couple fingers jammed in her pussy. Behind her were three more naked women, each fingering themselves. If she remembered correctly, they were all the Executive Assistants. Yes, she thought as she relaxed in her boss's arms, this is going to be a wonderful place to work.
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CHAPTER 5: MRS. C VISITS
I heard the reception area buzzer but didn't think anything of it. It wasn't unusual for a delivery to be made to the room. The computer guys were tasked with discretely going into the room to receive the delivery and sign for it necessary. Then, my office phone rang.
"Abby," came the excited voice of Miles. "There is a woman here insisting on going into the office." He was trying to talk in a hushed voice, but I doubted his voice wasn't being heard by whoever it was.
"Who is it, Miles?"
"She says Mr. Cornell's wife. What do I do?" he asked in a panic. Poor guy, he was convinced Mr. C and everyone else was in imminent danger once she saw how the office was run.
"Miles ... Miles, calm down. Let her in and I will be right there."
"Let her in?!"
"Miles!"
"Yes, ma'am."
Finally. I stood and strode quickly to the door. I knew I was drawing attention, especially from the guys in the office. Nothing like the sight of natural, unencumbered E-cup breast bouncing and swaying in a fast walk to get attention.
As soon as she stepped through the door, she spotted me. Much to poor Miles shock, she put out her arms in greeting and I walk right into them for a hug.
"She knows," Miles sputtered.
"Yes," I laughed with Mrs. C, "she knows." I indicated to the poor guy, "Ma'am, this distressed young man is Miles. Miles is one of the computer geniuses." He shook her hand and it seemed to calm him down.
I then turned my attention fully to her. I ignored the curious looks from people in the office. "Why didn't you say you were planning to come in to see us?"
"I didn't plan on it. I was having lunch with a couple of the girls, was in the general area, and thought why not." She looked around, obviously spotting several of my fellow naked co-workers, and smiled. "Is Joe available?"
I nodded. He was busy researching a potential client. The Board of Directors had reached out to him so he knew it was an upper management issue but he wanted to be more familiar with the company before returning the call. "He is, ma'am, but ..."
She wrapped her arm around mine, "I know the rules, Abby. So ... where is the dressing room?" I smiled but had to wonder if Mr. C was aware of what she was about to do.
I walked her down the line of lockers until we came to one of the few remaining empty ones. She put her purse down and turned her back to me, pulling her hair out of the way so I could lower the zipper on her dress. She wiggled the dress down, exposing her semi-sheer lace bra, then the matching panties. I took the dress from her and hung it in the locker. She was already unhooking her bra when a very familiar voice came from the doorway.
"Well, this is a welcome sight."
She turned to her husband's voice as she slipped the bra straps down her arms and handed it to me. I hung on the hook in the locker as she stepped into her husband's embrace. They kissed, his hand roaming from her back to her pantie-covered butt.
"I hope you don't mind, dear. I don't want to disrupt work too much but I found myself in the general area and I was so curious about the office."
"Of course, I don't mind. If I had thought you would yield to the office rules so easily, I would have suggested it." He cupped one of her breasts and kissed her with passion.
"Goodness," she gasped when the kiss broke, "but if you keep that up you may need to do a lot more before I leave."
"I'd love it, Sam, but," and he pointed beyond the glass wall, "I have a feeling there would be quite a few volunteers."
She was down to panties, stockings, and heels and it seemed to fully hit her upon seeing the audience. She pushed down her panties and flipped them into the locker. She turned to me, "You weren't kidding when you said the office was a full exposure experience."
I laughed, hugged her arm, and led her out of the dressing area. Mr. C took over to introduce his naked wife to the partners, their assistants, and Patti. He then let the partners introduce their people. It was certainly the most attention she'd experienced while naked in her life.
"I'm sorry for intruding on your day," she offered finally as she was surrounded by the entire office. "I just had to see what this was like."
Brad, one of the project people hired from the old 5th floor, seemed to speak for everyone, "No intrusion, ma'am. Your husband is someone we've always respected as a boss and man and is the primary reason we feel we're in a safe environment. It seems you are an equally amazing person to accept all this and to ... uhmmm ..."
"And honor the rules," Tamara added and everyone laughed.
Mrs. C was blushing. I didn't know she was going to do this but now that she was I understood she was supporting what her husband was doing. She grasped my hand and said, "Well, many of you probably already know the relationship Joe and I have with Abby. She's introduced me to many exciting things, one being nudity. But, standing here with you, I can assure you that being naked in the house and a private yard is very different from standing before 20 people."
There were understanding and accepting nods. It was Marie who added, "Yes, ma'am, there are seven of us who also feel that."
With that, we went back to work and Mr. C took her into his office to talk. As much as I regularly see her naked, it was a strange sight to see her sitting naked in his office as they casually talked. I noticed they seemed to be talking about something and agreeing. It looked like she was presenting a new idea and he was liking it. Finally, they rose and again he called everyone together.
"I've just made a suggestion to Joe and he's in agreement," she began. "I want to have everyone to our home for a weekend afternoon/evening. I know this is already an intimate setting but some of you are still new to each other and what is happening here. We'll have catered food and drink and the yard and pool will be available for playful fun. Do you have any interest?" I saw everyone nodding enthusiastically. "Oh, yes," she added, "it will be extremely comfortable dress." That brought laughs. She went on to say she would work with me to formalize a good day and times.
I glanced at Mr. C with a mischievous look on my face as I stroked her butt. He nodded. I came up behind her, my arms wrapped around her mid-section. I whispered in her ear, "I know you are aroused, ma'am. You cannot help it while standing here naked in front of all these people." She admitted it with a nod. "I think you really want to fully experience what the office is like."
She turned her head to look at me. She knew what I was suggesting. I raised one hand to cup and lift a breast while the other lowered to her crotch where a finger pressed between her thighs. She moaned as she looked past me to her husband. I didn't bother turning but I was sure he nodded because she moaned louder, her legs parted, and she turned her attention to the people watching.
I said just loudly enough to carry to everyone, "How about we give her the full office experience?"
* * * *
There were nods from many of the guys, several stepping forward, but Mrs. C muttered, "Miles ... where's Miles." Leave it to Mrs. C to pick out the shyest one of the bunch. Everyone parted to expose Miles at the back. He was short, no taller than Mrs. C, and not much heavier, either. But, there was a surprise about him.
She walked out of my grasp and everyone opened a path and watched with interest. It was as if we could see him gulp down a huge breath as the big boss's naked wife approached him. She stepped up to him and softly touched his shoulder. He was wearing nice slacks and a buttoned shirt but underneath she could see a black t-shirt.
Softly, she said, "I don't mean to embarrass you, Miles, but except for my husband and the Partners, I don't know any of the men and I liked the way you were worried about the rules and my husband. Since you are working here, though, I assume ..."
A smile finally broke through his nervousness. "There is no place private, ma'am," he said as he scanned around the office once more as if he might suddenly discover something he had missed all along.
She took his hand, "I'm already naked in front of the entire office."
"Oh ... yeah ... right ... okay, so ... the conference room, then?"
She smiled, seemed to select which conference room she was going to, and pulled him along behind her. As she passed, I recognized that look. Her nipples were erect and her face reflected a very deliberate intention to be fucked. Normally, however, I would see that strictly at home for Mr. C and me to react to.
He caught up to her as they passed everyone and he held the glass door of the glass-enclosed room for her. She looked out and, although most were heading back to their desks or offices, she still felt completely exposed. She realized that even if nobody was really watching the presence of 19 people just beyond the glass was going to feel like she was being watched. Exhibitionism. Yes, she had to admit, Abby was definitely right when she talked about the extra thrill of public exhibitionism and public sex.
She stood with Miles in the conference still trying to have the exposure feel normal. Finally deciding it would take more than one time for this to feel 'normal', she brazenly stepped up to Miles, took his face in her hands, and kissed him. She smiled. Despite his nerves, at least he didn't faint, but his response was tentative, reflecting the nerves of being with the boss's naked wife. She tried, again. This time she took him into her arms, the kiss being more intentional on her part, too. He sighed and seemed to relax or at least decide he was committed. He put his arms around her and cautiously stroked her bare back and soon allowed his hand to roam over her ass. When she pressed into him, he responded by pulling her tight against his body and reflexively pressing his hips forward into her.
She moaned into his mouth as she pressed her groin into the obvious hardness of his cock. That was the icebreaker, both feeling the need and desire of the other. They gasped breath into each other's mouths and she began fumbling to unbutton his shirt. She broke the kiss to remove his shirt and saw the t-shirt underneath that said HALO. She had no idea what that might be about but guessed it might be some computer game. Not thinking about the t-shirt too much, though, she yanked it from his slacks and pull it over his body and head. He had the body of a computer guy who probably spent more time on the computer in his free time in one day than he probably spent on exercise of any type in a week.
She dropped to her knees in front of him, easing his shoes and socks off without even thinking how it might be done in the office. Just because the women were naked didn't necessarily mean the men might do more than drop their pants. But she knew what she liked when having sex and that was a naked man. She then undid his belt, lowered the zipper on his slacks, and pull them down his legs. With his slacks pooled at his feet, she grasped his boxers and began lowering them ... and gasped.
"Oh, my god, Miles," she exclaimed. She looked up at his face, then back to his nearly erect cock. How unfair that she should jump to conclusions, she admonished herself. Just because he was a short, skinny guy? "Miles ..." she uttered after kissing the head of his cock, "... your cock ..." then took the head between her lips, "... is beautiful."
She engulfed his cock into her mouth as she finished pushing his shorts and slacks to his feet. He placed a hand on her head as he pulled his feet free but she didn't relinquish his cock from her mouth. Okay, she thought, it wasn't Joe's but a 9" cock on this man was a surprising bonus.
His cock was plenty hard but she took it deep into her mouth and down her throat because she could and knew it would surprise and excite him more. And she was right. He groaned loudly as he felt his cock slide down her throat, then she clenched her throat for good measure, just the way Abby had taught her.
She pulled her mouth from his cock and licked up his body to kiss him hotly. "I need you to fuck me, Miles," she gasped. "I want your beautiful cock inside me. Please... how do you want me?" His breathing was quickly becoming more and more ragged as she used the words to excite him. Asking to be fucked; using 'please'; and her admiration for his cock, though it was VERY nice.
She half expected to be bent over the table, but he encouraged her onto the table, instead. She got into position with her ass at the edge and propped herself up with her elbows. She wanted to watch him and she even wanted to glance out the wall.
He grasped her hips and pulled her closer to the edge before lifting her ankles and placing her legs over his shoulders. He slid a finger along her pussy lips. "God, you're wet. This isn't new is it?"
"Fucking, no, but all the rest of this is very new. Abby is my teacher, Miles. She's shown me nudity, threesomes, anal, and girl-girl. But public sex ... public sex is new. Public exhibitionism is new. And, you Miles, you're new, too." She smiled up at him but the smile was stained, strained by need and desire and open lust. "Fuck me now, Miles."
He grasped his cock and positioned it at her wet hole and immediately sank half of it into her. She gasped at the penetration and moaned as it pressed quickly inside. He pulled part way out and thrust back in. After several times, their bodies made contact and both groaned out at the satisfaction of it.
"Oh ... fuck ... me!" It was more pleading. Now it was merely words, sounds, and expressions of pleasure. As she and Joe expanded their sexual experience with Abby, they learned how sounds and exclamations enhanced the excitement. So, she let it flow.
His hands grasped more firmly at her hips as his fucking became ever more powerful thrusts. He certainly wasn't a strong man but he used what he had effectively and his cock rammed deep into her pussy and his thickness, like Joe's, filled her pussy. She watched his cock pull and thrust, the shine of her juices visible on his cock with each pull. She felt her breast bounce on her chest with each thrust back in. When she glanced to the side, through the glass, she saw Bob Sullivan, Stan Peterson, and Pam Benson, the other Partners, walking past, probably to meet with her husband. They all looked in at them, all seeing her being fucked by one of the employees, and all giving her knowing smiles as they passed. It was additionally exciting to see Pam Benson walking casually alongside them, she was naked and they were dressed.
She was about to orgasm and announced it to Miles. "I going to... cum soon. Are you ... close, too? I want ... to feel ... you cum inside ... me, too." He pulled almost all the way out and plunged forward with his most powerful thrust yet. She felt his cock pulse and jerk, she began to orgasm, then felt his cum filling her.
After moments for them both to recover, she eased herself to sitting. His cock was still buried inside her and as she kissed him, she felt it shrink a bit, then move the other way. She kissed him hard before looking him in the eyes.
"It feels like you might be able to do it, again. Can you, Miles?
"Uhmmm ... I ..."
She eased him out of her cum-filled pussy and quickly went to her knees and took his slick cock into her mouth. He had softened some but she knew what she had felt. Now, she was determined. And, she knew exactly what she would have him do next.
* * * *
This whole episode was blowing his mind. Had he been transported to another multi-verse where he was something much more than he really was? Looking down at the woman sucking his cock with greedy determination, he saw his body. No, he was definitely awkward Miles who was far more comfortable with his fingers on a computer keyboard than a woman's body. Yes, he had somehow, beyond his dreams, found himself in this office. Only because his sexual obsession became manifest in a XXX-modified role-play game that hadn't even seemed possible; and only because Tamara had somehow identified him. Of course, he'd been fucked since joining the office but that was exactly how it had always felt: he'd been fucked. The other guys in the office sought out women and fucked them. Sure, it was all about consensual sex but he hadn't noticed anyone refuse an advance and everyone seemed sensitive to workload. Yes, he'd been fucked but just like right now, the women had approached him. Heaven forbid he might work up the courage to approach a woman, first.
Here he was, though. He watched this woman sucking his cock and it was like a vacuum. He had just cum and he was getting hard. Damn, she had walked through everyone seeking him. He thought he'd die before it could happen. This was an honest-to-goodness real mature woman fantasy attached to his cock. Not only that, she was beautiful and sexy. And ... and damn, again ... she was the big boss's wife. And he was okay with it.
They had just fucked and she wanted more. She said how much she liked his cock. He replayed how she orgasmed, how she called out, and how much she called for him to fuck her. And he had fucked. He fucked her hard. And he remembered the other women, even Abby who everyone wants to fuck, how they enjoyed him fucking. Maybe he should remember that ...
But, as he was giving himself a confidence talk, she pulled her mouth off his cock and stood in front of him. He was rock hard. She might want to fuck, again, but he did too. This time he pulled her into a tight hug and deep, passionate kiss. She was gasping when he broke the kiss. She looked at him differently, a look of new appreciation maybe.
Her mouth began to open to say something, but instead, he blurted out, "I want to fuck you, again."
She smiled, turned around, and leaned her upper body on the tabletop. She reached behind and spread her ass cheeks. She looked over her shoulder at him. "I want you to fuck me in the ass, Miles. Use the cum in my pussy for lubrication. I want to experience you in all my holes, Miles. Please."
Damn, he thought, she really wants him to fuck her. This isn't a sympathy fuck but maybe the others weren't, either. Maybe the others had really enjoyed it, too.
He nudged her feet a little wider with his feet, then pressed his cock into her used pussy, fucked her for several minutes, then pulled out abruptly. She moaned and groaned as if in protest of not having his cock. At least, that's the way it sounded. Her hands were holding her ass cheeks apart and her asshole was staring at him. Her asshole. He'd never, ever, had an asshole. And it was his mature fantasy in the flesh.
He pressed at the puckered hole and there was the expected resistance but she was encouraging him. He remembered her saying Abby had led her into anal. He pressed harder and she moaned but she was also pushing back against him. He saw her hole begin to open, little by little until almost suddenly the head of his cock just popped inside. She panted and cried out but there were only 'yes's' coming from her so he pressed harder and several more inches sunk into her tight opening. He pulled back slightly and pressed harder, over and over, more of his 9 inches sliding into her. This was amazing, crazy, insane. No fuck had felt anything like this. Her ass wasn't just tight but constantly squeezed around his cock. Soon he was fully in her, his entire length, his hips smacked against her ass with each new thrust and each thrust brought grunts, gasps, and moans from her.
He was close to cumming, even after just climaxing in her pussy. He didn't know what to expect from her, though. Did women orgasm during anal? Somehow, he didn't think so. He leaned forward and slipped a hand between her legs and began stroking her pussy and clit.
"Oh god ... yes ... yes, Miles ... I was already... about to cum. I was ... hoping ... you would, too."



He slid a finger into her sopping pussy as he thrust into her ass like a madman. When he began spurting into her ass, she cried out in her own orgasm.
* * * *
I heard Mrs. C cry out. I stood and walked halfway to the conference room glass wall. Several others stood, too. It wasn't that we hadn't heard such sounds before, we routinely do. But, we all knew this was Mr. C's wife. And, as I realized, not just fucked, but ass-fucked. Miles is no slouch fucking ... he just lacks confidence. I had a feeling that wouldn't last much longer.
Mrs. C was pressed to the tabletop, her eyes closed and her face turned in our direction. She was in another place, a very nice place. Her face expressed just how nice a place she was in.
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CHAPTER 6: LONG DAY REWARDED
I doubt any of us involved had any inkling of what the day would bring for us. I know if I had I would have enjoyed a building of excitement in anticipation. As it was, though, it was an unexpected consequence. A good one.
The Thursday started normally. I woke first and before the alarm, slipped out of bed without waking either Mr. or Mrs. C. I looked down at the two of them and smiled. Mrs. C was sprawled on her back, the top sheet was at her abdomen, her breast covered by a hand from Mr. C as he lay on his side facing her. Then a tingling sensation crawled through my body as I recalled the casually intimate ways we had satisfied each other in this bed last night.
Several years ago my life seemed to have been changed because of the 5th-floor office. But it truly changed when Mrs. C enticed me to give up frequent visits on nights and weekends to permanently share their home, which also gave me more opportunities to assist her in her charity efforts. And now, in the new smaller office, our arrangement was out in the open.
As usual, I padded out of the bedroom and down the stately stairs remaining barefoot and naked. I enjoyed the feeling of nudity and they encouraged it, too. They encouraged it of me, anyway. Mr. C usually wore something but Mrs. C was often joining me in the nude experience around the house and privacy of the yard in the back.
I started the coffee in the kitchen. That was what I could manage until my mind cleared and it was manageable mostly by rote routine. I then unlocked and opened the sliding door leading to the patio, took a towel from the supply in the cabinet outside, and moved to the pool. There was a chill in the air but not too much, though a weather system was moving in that might change that in the next days. For now, the heated pool would be comfortable. I ignored any thought of what it would feel like getting out of the water later.
I had found that swimming was ideal for me. Not that I pretended to be an excellent or proficient swimmer. Swimming was now a primary element of my fitness regimen. I did a little yoga, stretching, walking, and weights but running, at least with my boobs, was uncomfortable. Swimming became preferable to an elliptical or stationary cycle.
When I climbed out of the pool, I instantly had goosebumps which encouraged me to rub the water off my body more vigorously. I joined Mrs. C at the patio table where she had a carafe of coffee and extra cups. She was engulfed in a warm robe. I dropped the wet towel in the wicker basket and took a dry one to drape over my shoulders and accepted the hot coffee which would do more to warm me than the partial covering of the towel.
Soon, Mr. C joined us. He too was in a robe. We shared several cups of coffee and idle chatter before we moved to the kitchen for a quick breakfast, then got ready for the day. I lived with them and on most nights even slept with them in their oversized bed, but I did have my own bedroom and it was there that I showered and dressed. As usual, Mr. C was waiting downstairs flipping TV channels between ESPN, CNN, and CNBC.
This part of the day worked for us, too. We both had been in the habit of arriving early and getting a jump on the day. Now that our relationship was known and accepted, we went to the office together. On this morning, we were discussing ideas for the get-together Mrs. C wanted to have for the office, and, as we entered the office, I turned immediately for the dressing area and stopped in front of the locker that had become mine while he stopped in the open door to the area and leaned against the jamb. We continued to weigh ideas, weekend options, etc. as I began undressing. It didn't seem to matter how much he saw me naked or how often he saw me taking my clothes off, he seemed to enjoy watching. If it was an aggressive sexual day and I needed to shower before going home to Mrs. C, he often watched that, too. Sometimes, after the others had left, he might also join me.
With him watching, I had him unzip my dress and unhook my bra. That was happening when Ms. Benson walked into the area. Her locker was next to mine. She took the liberty of pulling her hair to the front and presenting her back to him, too. I was slipping my dress on a hanger and hooking my bra strap on the hook of the stall as she stepped out of her dress. We looked at each other and laughed. Mr. C was all smiles as he saw it, too. Coincidentally, we were both wearing white lace garter belts and white sheer stockings. Since the firm was paying for our stockings, we each had a wide variety.
She hung up her dress, then turned to face Mr. C. I was pushing my panties down and she stood in her bra and panties. "Remember that inquiry that came in yesterday from the company on the West Coast?" He nodded and shifted his weight off the jamb to show her more of his attention. She reached behind her back to unhook her bra, slid the straps down her arms, and absently rubbed under one breast. Mr. C took it all in as he waited for her to continue. "I did a little searching online last night. They've been a very profitable group until the past reporting quarter which seems odd." She pushed her panties down her shapely legs and dropped them on the shelf below her dress where she had several pairs of heels. She preferred to wear flats traveling to work and change shoes here.
She suddenly stared at me and asked, "Where did you find that garter?" My garter belt had little yellow flowers on the clasps holding the stockings. She shook her head indicating we would talk later about garters. "Anyway, Joe, the call came in from the president of the division and he indicated they had performed an in-house analysis but ... how did he put it? ... I think he merely indicated some concern." He nodded and we left the room heading directly for his office. I joined them, both Ms. Benson and I taking chairs in front of his desk. Nobody was surprised by my being in attendance if he was involved.
She continued, "It seemed to be an odd thing for him to say. He didn't say their analysis did or didn't find anything or was inconclusive. Concerned. The more I thought about it the more it sounded like he didn't trust the conclusion of their in-house analysis. That raised a new specter. Was he dealing with more than he wanted to admit even to himself? And, if so, was the analysis given to him misleading." This was a process he enjoyed about Ms. Benson. Sometimes her speculation wandered but it only opened doors to be looked into and re-closed, if appropriate. She was thorough. "He asked for a call this afternoon. Well, late afternoon his time which would be the evening for us. I'm trying to figure out how to get more information on them before that call."
Mr. C was deep in thought. Most requests came in with information: this is our situation and this is what we would like to learn. Many times the need expanded once we got into it, but they usually believed they had an awareness of what they were lacking. Good management. Ms. Benson was right, this reeked of something more.
I offered, "Why not do the same as when we did backgrounds on our hires? We justified a deep dive based on the sensitivity of how our office would function. Let's let Miles do his thing. See what he finds."
Ms. Benson turned her attention from me to Mr. C. I could see she liked the idea. It was proactive. Mr. C was deep in thought and I thought I knew why. As it turned out, Miles hadn't only been a computer geek who played a very erotic role-playing game. He had been the one who hacked the game, modified it, and put it out on the web to be shared. That was the game Tamara played and where she befriended him. Of course, in the game, she and he did more than be friends. Now, in real life, they continued that connection. But only a few of us knew that part of his past. "I'll talk to him, sir. I'll impress on him the need for careful discretion." He finally agreed but only after reinforcing VERY carefully.
Moments later I sat on the edge of his desk next to where he sat. His desktop was covered with three monitors and when I arrived his fingers were a blur on the keyboard and his eyes flicking from one screen to the next. He shyly glanced at me or more accurately at my breasts. That's the way he was.
"Miles," I began, "I want to know if you can do something for me." I explained what we had been talking about just moments before and how sensitive the approach needed to be.
"Of course, Abby. Anything for you." That was the other thing about Miles. He seemed to attach himself to certain people and in the office, it had become me, Marie, and Tamara. It was cute but I continually reminded myself that attachment could crush him if handled wrong. I shifted closer to him. "This is kind of an emergency, Miles. We have a call with the possible client early evening. What do you think you can get?"
He smiled at me ... at me this time, not my breasts. "Let me focus on only it and I'll get you whatever there is to get."
I pushed off the edge of his desk and sank to my knees next to him, turning his desk chair in the process. This was why the office paid for our stockings: kneeling is hell on stockings. "Will you help me with something else, too?" I asked as my fingers went to his belt.
"Abby," he said, his hand covering mine at his belt. "You don't have to do ... this. I said I would do it."
I sat back on my heels and looked up at him, my hands sliding to his thin thighs. "Miles ... no ... no. I'm grateful you are willing to do the search for me but grateful wasn't the reason. I just wanted you ... unless you don't want to, of course."
He shook his head, now embarrassed. "I just thought ..."
I smiled at him and slid my hands back up to his belt. "It's okay. Remember what I said before? After Mr. C, you're one of my favorites." He started saying something but I stopped him. "Sure, you have a big cock and that is nice, but the bigger reason you are one of my favorites is you." I tugged his slacks and underwear. He raised his hips to assist. I smiled and might have licked my lips at seeing his hard cock. This was Miles, too: so awkward about sex but easily aroused to full erection. "Miles," I continued after kissing the head and licking inches of the shaft, "a big cock is physical and wonderful but the man behind it can provide an emotional connection that magnifies the rest."
I didn't look back up at him. His slacks down around his knees was all I needed. What I said was true. How long it would take for him to accept it was unknown. I engulfed his cock heard into my mouth. Like Mr. C's cock, the thickness stretched my lips and filled my mouth, barely room inside to move my tongue around it but I did. His hand rested on the back of my head as I moved my head down and up, taking more of the shaft into my mouth to my throat. When I pressed more firmly and the head passed into my tight throat, he moaned loudly. I could imagine him glancing to the sides nervously but there was no hiding, no privacy in the office. Everyone shared the same exposure and everyone enjoyed voyeurism as well as exhibitionism.
Suddenly, I pulled my mouth from his cock. He groaned his frustration but I pulled him awkwardly from his desk. His desk was at the front, close to the door. At the corner formed by the normally empty office for Gerald Olsen, the attorney, and the wall of the showers was a stack of metal and plastic chairs for the occasional use when everyone was called for a full office meeting. He stumbled behind me while holding his pants up.
I pulled one chair off the stack and set it on the floor a little too hard, drawing even more attention to us that Miles probably didn't appreciate. I pushed him into the chair, straddled my legs over him while facing him, and reached underneath for his cock. I rubbed my pussy over the head, aligned my hole, and lowered myself down over it. We both moaned this time as his thick cock stretched my hole and filled my pussy the few inches it had penetrated. Miles and Mr. C were the only ones who filled me so fully.
I raised and settled down to take more of him deeper. I cupped his face with my hands and kissed him hard, then muttered, "Let me fuck you, this time." He didn't remain passive, though. While my hips began an earnest fucking motion, his hands grasped my bouncing breasts and began kissing and sucking my nipples. I rose and dropped firmly down to take the entire length of his shaft into me. I shivered as I was not only impaled so fully but my clit was also being jammed against his pelvic bone. He must have felt that reaction because, while continuing to suck alternatively on my nipples, he slipped a hand down to stroke and press on my clit.
I was fucking on his pole like a crazy, wanton woman and it became too much for him to continue with my nipples. Released, my breast bounced and swayed before his face and occasionally bounced off his face. He didn't seem to mind as we both were straining. His hands had shifted to the edges of the chair to provide leverage so he could flex his hips up to meet my downward push.
When my orgasm hit me, my pussy seemed to strangle his cock in spasms, clenching around it. My pussy flooding with warm juices and my muscles tightened around him, his cock swelled and jerked in spasms until ropes of cum spewed into me.
I collapsed against him, his panting breath on my shoulder moving my hair with each breath, my pussy still spasming around his cock which continued to leak the last of his seed. I sighed deeply. These were definitely not sympathy fucks.
* * * *
Mid-afternoon. I came up behind Miles and wrapped my arms around him. He jumped and I felt bad for startling him but not too bad as I kissed his neck and stroked his skinny chest.
"Abby," he muttered, "I'm concentrating here."
"Oh, pooh," I sulked back as I shifted to resting on the front of his desk next to him. "How are you doing?"
"I'm following a thread I think will be very helpful." He glanced at me ... yes, my breasts. "Nobody is going to ask how I got this stuff, right?"
I smiled. It was what I thought he would do but he had proved to be good enough not to get caught. "The information we use needs to be able to be found legitimately, though."
"Don't worry," he said with a big smile as his fingers continued to be a blur over the keyboard. "Once I find things, I go back doing open searches knowing what I am searching for. There may be a few things that won't work for you, but you will know what they are and, when... if... you get access to their systems, you'll know what to look for."
* * * *
The call was supposed to come at 8:00 PM our time. The president wanted to call after the Executive floor had essentially cleared out. Time zones. Mr. C, to partially make up for it being such a long day, insisted on taking us to a nearby restaurant that had decent steaks and salads. When Mr. C, Ms. Benson, Patti, and I left the office, Miles insisted on staying behind. He insisted he was on the verge of coming to the end of a very juicy thread of information.
When we returned, we three women detoured to the dressing area to undress, again. Whatever Miles had been doing on the computer, he stopped, shifted his chair for a better angle, and leaned back to watch us as our clothes were removed. Mr. C broke his attention, though, with a bag from the restaurant containing a large steak burger and a pile of home fries. His metabolism must be crazy the way he can eat, no noticeable exercise, and to stay so skinny.
We exited the dressing area again in uniform: stockings and heels. Miles had cleared space at the end of his desk to eat where he chewed food but his eyes were still mostly focused on us. In my effort to open him up, I learned more about what made the young man tick. Young man. We were about the same age but his personality caused that feeling about him. What I had learned as his trust resulted in confiding in me was that he had been obsessed with the idea of having sex: masturbating about it and ultimately leading to him hacking a sexually explicit game to make it far more explicit and interactive. The game had become an alternative experience for him. When Tamara came along, she took a character with massive breasts and virtually naked except for wisps of gauzy material that did nothing to cover her. Their characters frequently left the battlefield against some evil warlord to retreat to some hidden location where their imaginations explored a wide variety of sexual positions. Tamara and he had shared an embarrassed laugh when they encountered each other in the real world: rather than the massive swaying breasts of her character, Tamara had pert B-cup breasts; and, rather than the massively muscled body of his character, Miles was instead a short, skinny man. To Tamara's, and our, pleasure, though, the one constant was Miles' cock.
What he brought with him from the game was a realization of being a voyeur. He was a student of different breasts and how they jiggled or bounced, especially with women in heels. Although trying for more discretion, he was fascinated by the different shapes and appearance of pussies: some inner lips protruded, some hidden; some slits were tucked low and others more visible.
I had to smile as we passed him on the way to our desks. I wondered if he had a file somewhere in that computer that compared the seven women he now worked with and, if so, just how explicit in detail it would be. Knowing the man as I was, I imagined such a file would be very explicit in detail and, after fucking us, was able to add even more detail. It could be creepy really, so it was something he and I kept to ourselves.
* * * *
The call would be coming to Ms. Benson's office phone so we were meeting in her office and having a pre-call meeting of what we knew and how to proceed with the call. Miles reviewed his finding. He provided everyone with a file for their laptops or tablets containing the pertinent information. Everyone was careful not to ask him how he found some of the most sensitive information. As it turned out, our instincts proved correct. The reason for high turnover, loss of productivity, and decrease in quality seemed to be pointed directly at the Vice President of the group. The information we had was damning. Getting the proof legitimately would take access to their systems. We had enough information we could share that would point their president in that direction. How he would want to handle it was the question.
We agreed to have Ms. Benson lead the discussion with assistance from Miles and Patti as needed. Once the presentation and discussion were concluded, Mr. C would step in. A kind of president-to-president connection to reinforce going forward.
The call took an hour and a half. We could feel the tension coming through the phone. To think the man he had so recently hired was the cause seemed to weigh heavily on the man. But, ultimately, he confessed our preliminary investigation only seemed to validate what his worst feeling already was. To the man's credit, he didn't ask too many questions about how we found the information.
The call ended with the man asking Ms. Benson to send him a proposal so he could make hiring us formally. She promised he would have it in an email by noon, his time, the next day.
Mr. C high-fived Ms. Benson in his excitement. He turned to Miles, "I'm impressed." Miles looked embarrassed but accepted a high five, too. We then adjourned to Mr. C's office where he pulled an unopened bottle of Jack Daniels from the bottom drawer of his desk. He said we needed to celebrate but, given how late it was, if anyone needed to leave, they certainly could. No one left. I accepted a glass of bourbon, or Tennessee Whiskey if you're fussy, kicked off my heels, and rested my stocking feet on his desk. Soon, Ms. Benson and Patti joined me. Three otherwise naked women kicking back after a long day with a stiff drink in the boss's office.



Mr. C was quick to refill glasses as they were emptied. Then, he motioned for Miles to join him outside his office. I saw them talking in hushed tones, Miles glancing furtively in our direction, then nodding in agreement excitedly. Miles was terrible at keeping a straight face and he was now showing that something was up.
What was up was very different for Miles but he was following Mr. C's lead admirably. Rather than returning to their chairs they stopped behind one of us and began rubbing shoulders, necks, and upper arms. Miles went to Patti who sighed at the touch while at the same time sending me a suspicious glance. There was a smile on her face, though. Mr. C stopped behind Ms. Benson which left me out but I was sure that was only temporary. Soon, the gentle caressing, massaging motion of the hands began moving down over the shoulders to the upper chest of both women.
I looked up at Mr. C from my chair. He gave me a wink and smile which told me enough. They had agreed to focus on the other two women knowing I was always up for anything.
Both men were now caressing the breasts of the women, their fingers adding pinches and rolling the nipples which were all erect nubs on their breasts. Patti's eyes were closed and her head was leaned back against Miles' body and soft moans and sighs streamed from her partially open mouth. Ms. Benson was craning her head back and presenting her partially open mouth for a kiss which Mr. C readily applied. I looked back to Patti and Miles to find him using one hand to tilt her head up to kiss and his hand return to the breast.
I rose to take the mostly empty glasses from the two women. I then walked behind Miles, slipped a hand down the front of his body to feel a raging hard cock inside his slacks, and whispered in his ear. He nodded without turning his attention from Patti and squeezed his body between her and the desk, spread her knees as wide as the chair arms would allow, and slip a hand between her legs to stroke her pussy. Her eyes had opened and watched the transition, then gasped and sighed at the touch of his fingers on her opened pussy. When he leaned toward her, she slumped in the chair to open herself more to him and moaned loudly at the touch of his lips to her pussy lips. Miles was no longer following Mr. C's lead. I had coached Miles in pussy licking before and knew very well what Patti was feeling, her moans were evidence of that.
Mr. C was assisting Ms. Benson from the chair and moving her to his desktop where he spread her legs wide and pressed his mouth to her pussy. I smiled at the difference. Perhaps Mr. C preferred her in a higher position considering his older back and body rather than squeezing into a position like Miles.
I sipped what remained of Patti's drink and sat in Mr. C's desk chair, my knees hooked over the arms of the chair and two fingers in my very wet and hungry pussy as I watched the two men and the compliant women they pleasured.
Mr. C had arranged his office furniture so the floor-to-ceiling glass wall to the outside of the building was empty of obstruction. I never asked him why and assumed it had more to do with an unobstructed view of the outside. Now, that unobstructed wall of glass presented another option. I watched Mr. C gently tug Ms. Benson to her feet and move her a few feet to the wall exposed to the world and pressed her front against the glass. My mouth opened slightly and I muttered, "Oh ... God ..."
Mr. C must have heard it because he turned his head to me and reached out. I pulled my fingers from my pussy and walked to him as if in a trance. He positioned me so close to Ms. Benson that our arms touch as we braced ourselves against the wall. I glanced over my shoulder at the sense of movement to find Miles leading Patti to join us and she was positioned on my other side and just as closely.f
Before anything else could happen or one of us could question, the obvious sound of clothes being shed came from behind us and Mr. C's voice coming softly. "Miles and I thought after such a long day, and such a successful long day, we could all enjoy something different." Suddenly, he was pressing his naked body against both Ms. Benson and me because we had been positioned pressing against each other. Peripherally, I noted Miles doing the same to Patti. "Look out there, ladies." That was when it hit me and more so to Patti as she mumbled a startled exclamation. The opposite office building was essentially dark, but it wasn't completely and the movement of cleaning people was obvious in lit offices. Looking down into the parking lot separating the buildings also showed more than our few cars parked there presenting the potential of people being down there at any moment. The light glazing on the windows to cut the sun provided a reflection that offered some visual security during the day but at night? Clearly, by looking across at the other building, the darkness outside and the lighted offices presented a clear view.
I felt Patti tremble next to me. But was the tremble only the result of realizing just how exposed she now was standing naked and pressed against the glass? Or, was that only part of it?
My left foot was bumped and I glanced down. Patti had spread her feet wider and moaned. I glanced behind her to find Miles intently pressing himself against her and it was an easy guess when I heard her gasp and moan louder and her body pressed more firmly against the glass. Then, I realized the same was happening on my right. Damn, I thought, why was my wanton sexual attitude working against me now? On either side of me the women were being penetrated by cock ... both big and thick cocks ... was I not because I was more often fucked by both these men?
My head turned back and forth to see the look of lust and pleasure exhibited on the faces of Patti and Ms. Benson both. I could feel my pussy begin to drip, my arousal at fever pitch with the fucking on either side of me, and wondering why I had been pressed against the same window if not to be fucked.
There was a shift. Ms. Benson groaned with a sound like a protest and a whimper at the same time. Then, I heard a similar sound from Patti. As my mind was registering those sounds, Mr. C pressed himself against me, dipping down to align his cock head to my dripping pussy, thrust powerfully into me, and nearly filled me completely with a single thrust. I gasped loudly with the penetration and almost missed a similar response from Ms. Benson. I could see in the reflection of the window that Miles was now pounding Ms. Benson and Patti was looking down the line at us being pleasured. And it hit me what was happening. A round-robin of sorts. Mr. C had started fucking Ms. Benson, now moved to fuck me, and would move next to fuck Patti, if my guess was right. Then, I assumed, he would move back to Ms. Benson. He and Miles would continue until they climaxed in one of us.
I pressed back against the thrusting from Mr. C. My large breasts were mashed into the glass, each powerful fucking thrust causing my breasts to shift on the glass. It wasn't until Mr. C pulled out and Miles took his place immediately that I noticed across the parking lot. In the short interim of cock pulling out and another pressed in, I spotted a lone figure in a back-lit office. The lone figure was positioned looking out the window directly at us.
Miles was as thick as Mr. C's cock if not quite as long. It was like the same cock continuing to fuck me after a short moment of pulling out. It was magnificent and the question of what the person across the way could see added to the experience. It became an even deeper public fucking experience. So much so for me that I couldn't resist. With my mouth flowing with gasps, grunts, and moans, I didn't attempt to speak, instead nudged each woman in turn and pointed across the parking lot.
Patti, now being fucked very well by Mr. C exclaimed, "OH ... FUCK!"
Ms. Benson, having recovered some of her senses after Miles pulled out of her pussy, muttered, "Oh, god ... we're being watched."
It took two trips around before Patti orgasmed on Mr. C's cock. She cried out. I put my hand over hers and squeezed reinforcement even as Miles continued to plow into me. When Mr. C pulled out of her and helped her to sit in one of the chairs, he quickly moved to me and Miles shifted back to Ms. Benson who muttered, "Oh god ... yes ... yes, Miles, yes ..."
When Ms. Benson's orgasm erupted on Miles's cock, the two men did something that couldn't have been planned. Mr. C pulled out, turned me to him, and told me to jump. I did blindly. He caught me and lifted me to settle me back down over his cock. I nearly orgasmed right then but that wasn't all. Mr. C instructed me to hold on which I did with arms around his neck and legs around his hips and my ankles locked. I then felt Mr. C spread my ass cheeks and Miles soon pressing his thick cock at my asshole. He had just fucked Ms. Benson to orgasm so his cock was well lubricated with her orgasmic juices so the only issue was forcing his thick cock into my ass with Mr. C's thick cock already stuffing my pussy.
I gasped and moaned and groaned. I have enjoyed double penetration many times during our exploits but not with two cocks as thick as Mr. C's. Miles pressed at my asshole and nothing was happening. Sensing the issue and Mile's smaller frame, he leaned against the edge of the desk which gave Miles better leverage. My mouth gaped open without a sound escaping as my asshole began yielding to his incessant pressure and effort. When the head popped in, I cried out. I put my hand back to stop Miles but he had already paused to allow my asshole to adjust. Mr. C fucking my asshole was a common option for us and I had encouraged Mrs. C to take him anally, too, but it never felt like this before. Two thick cocks in adjoining holes and I felt like I was going to be split in two.
My eyes were fuzzy when I opened them, the tears so thick, but the searing pain eased as my well-trained holes adjusted. Within only moments I pulled my hand away from Miles. I mashed my mouth onto Mr. C's with a powerful kiss, then craned my head around to kiss Miles as best we could in the position.
"What ... gave you ... two ... the idea ... any woman ... could take ... both of ... you?" I sputtered out as my heart raced and the two cocks began slow movent. Miles was still inching up my ass with movements that became increasingly long as he penetrated my ass deeper.
"It wasn't ... planned, dear. Do you ... want ... us to stop?" Mr. C softly asked.
My laugh sounded choked by the moans also coming out. "If you do ... I might ... not ... forgive you ..."
Miles pulled nearly out and thrust fully into my ass. Two thick cocks sliding along each other in separate holes. Either one alone stuffed me but together were so tightly packed I could feel every vein, every bit of movement, every twitch, and pulse of the cocks. My holes seemed to be constantly clenching as if they couldn't believe their grip around each cock wasn't loosening.
My body sagged in their grasp. Trapped between the two, my arms hung and the heels of my feet rested on the desktop behind Mr. C. He raised me on his cock with his hands as Miles provided the major effort of fucking. The nerve endings of each chamber sent impulses back and forth with each movement. My clit was pressed tightly against Mr. C's pelvis sending additional jolts.
When I orgasmed, my entire body spasmed. My eyes rolled back, my body shook, and my mouth hung open as if a scream was coming out but nothing but ragged, panting breaths managed to escape my throat.
I must have passed out. I thought I could do anything sexual and maybe now I really can. When my eyes opened, I found myself on the couch in Mr. C's office and Patti and Ms. Benson sucking the cocks of Mr. C and Miles, respectively.
"There she is," Mr. C said at seeing my eyes open. Patti moved her head without taking her mouth from his cock. Her eyes were smiling, not that her stuffed mouth could show it. "After watching you, they wanted another go," he continued. "Ready to join us?"
I weakly waved the idea off. Me? Not ready for another fuck? I was covered by Mr. C's suit jacket and I pulled it tightly around me. "Enjoy." I'll watch, I thought but didn't say. God, I thought further, I'll remember that fuck for a while.
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CHAPTER 7: TAMARA AND MILES
I was on the back patio when I heard the doorbell chime inside. I didn't move from my assigned function which was to have refreshments ready for the guests. As normal, I was naked but with sunglasses on top of my head while I was busy in the shade of the outdoor cooking/entertainment section of the patio. It was still early for the guests to arrive and I speculated on who was comfortable enough to arrive early.
After a moment, the sliding door opened. Of course, it had to be Marie. She'd been here several times as my guest since I moved in with the Cornells. She also frequently joined us for a three-on-one experience for Mr. C.
"There you are," she said. "And, of course, naked. The invitation just said pool party."
It was Mrs. C's idea and I was much in favor of it. It meant we had to chase Mr. C away for the afternoon and early evening. Mrs. C did indeed put out the invitation as a pool party and get-together afternoon. I wasn't too surprised to see Marie in a short cover-up and flip-flops. Marie had turned into quite the exhibitionist, too. The drive over would have been that, especially with the number of buttons left undone top and bottom which showed the tiny bikini underneath. I also wasn't surprised when she casually began taking her cover-up and bikini off. She'd been here before and knew our natural dressing mode. I wasn't sure how the other women would show up.
Marie asked what she could do to help and I pointed her toward the pool area and the shed at the side. The lounge chair cushions had been stowed away before our recent storm and had not been pulled out. My morning swims were just that, not lying around.
Nearer to the appointed hour, the chime sounded inside the house, again. The next time the sliding door opened, Sara led the rest of the women from the office onto the patio followed by Mrs. C and several of them were carrying trays or bowls of snacks. They were all wearing shorts and blouses and holding small bags which probably contained their swimsuits. The women looked at me, then Marie, then each other. It wasn't until Mrs. C unloaded her hands and removed her cover-up to reveal she was also naked and, in unison, the rest stripped off clothes without bothering with swimsuits.
Mrs. C smiled as the women all seemed comfortable stripping. "I didn't want to put 'naked' on the invitation but leave it to however you were comfortable," she confessed as the women became comfortable.
Ms. Benson replied, "Thank you for the consideration, Samantha, but you know how comfortable we all are at the office."
"You're right, of course. And, it was the office that I was thinking about. I made the suggestion of an office get-together here but then it hit me that I may have overstepped. I thought we should talk and at the same time have an enjoyable afternoon without men. I may as well start right off with it. I made the comment about the dress being 'very casual' and the implication was being naked or nearly so. Then it hit me that you all live with that every day at work: the expectation of being naked and sexually available. Maybe you didn't want more of that on a day off." Mrs. C paused. "I thought we'd have this conversation dressed but I neglected to factor in the Abby effect."
Everyone laughed, clearly understanding the comment. Cindy stepped forward a bit uncertainly. She was one of the newest members of the group and in the midst of a partner and manager. "Personally, Mrs. Cornell, your offer was gracious but also perfect. We're still a new group to each other. We work hard with serious implications for the jobs we perform. We're naked only because the job is perfect for exhibitionists. We have sex because we have a high sex drive. You felt something of what that is like when you visited, which was awesome, ma'am, by the way."
Then Patti added, "She's right, of course, and I think we all feel that way." She looked around the group of naked women who were all nodding. "We've all fucked and sucked cock during the day. Being naked, we all enjoy the looks we get from the men, all the men, as we discuss something serious with them. It's why we, regardless of position, wanted to work there. I was looking forward to the get-together as a casual, unhurried time to be with people of the office if you catch my drift."
We all nodded in agreement. I think all of us had the same feeling and Mrs. C was now realizing her offer had hit a respondent cord with us. We all got drinks and moved to the lounge chairs Marie had arranged in as tight a circle as possible.
After settling, Tamara asked, "Since we're in agreement on the get-together and we're in agreement that we're all a bunch of exhibitionist sluts ... pardon my french ... I have a question." We were all paying attention. "I was wondering if there is some rule about out-of-the-office contact."
"I wonder who that might be?" I threw out. Even under her dark skin, you could see her blush.
Ms. Benson jumped in, "As long as you want to be a part of our office, I think any relationship any of us enters has to consider how it would impact your ability to continue as part of the office. It could have an effect in the office and in the relationship." She looked around the group and seemed to then focus on Patti as the HR person.
Patti thought for a moment, then, "I think any relationship any of us or the men go into is outside the rules of the office except for the confidentiality part. A relationship outside of the office has to consider that. A relationship of some kind inside the office ... should be easier as long as it didn't create a possessive response. There is an understanding that the office is consensual and open. I think it would be worth bringing to the other Partners, Pam."
We all agreed and I could already see that it wasn't going to be an issue. I had already proven it could happen without creating an in-the-office problem. It just needed to be clarified. It was also interesting to me that it hadn't seemed to happen in the larger office. The intimacy of our smaller office might be an added benefit. Some interesting things might come from this.
The serious talk seemed to dissolve and Tamara seemed satisfied. We soon found ourselves in the pool with a lot of playful touching. The decision that all women in the office follow the same rules regarding undress and sex tied this group together while still not interfering with who was in positions of authority in the office. We were seven naked women from the office plus the boss's wife and our playful touching quickly became more indiscriminately. When we exited the pool, our bodies were heated beyond the effect of the sun. We dropped the cushions to the tiled surface and formed an eight-woman daisy chain. We licked, tongued, and sucked pussy. One by one orgasmic sound flowed around the circle.
* * * *
I sat behind and to the side of Mr. C in my usual position at the regular Monday morning Partners Meeting. I was the only Executive Assistant in attendance. Mr. C didn't like taking notes. It put his full attention on the moment and it was my role to track everything that needed following up. Besides us, the meeting was composed of Mr. Peterson, Mr. Sullivan, Ms. Benson, and Patti Adams. In total, three fully clothed men and three women dressed only in stockings and heels. This was a professional meeting of the senior staff but that didn't mean erect nipples weren't seen or some attention sometimes seemed more directed at breasts than faces. But, those were fleeting. Minds in any meeting wandered some. With us, it just tended not to be some movie, concert, or fishing trip.
There was one topic of specific interest I was waiting for. Near the end of the meeting agenda, I caught the eye of Ms. Benson and nodded. She took a breath, "There is one more thing, Joe," she began. There wasn't anything more on the agenda but he nodded giving her his full attention. She explained that a question had come up regarding the office and confidentiality. She explained the question without names or how the question came up. Mr. C was the only one who was aware of our gathering the previous Saturday.
Mr. C turned to Patti. "Pam and I talked about this, Joe." She went on to outline the discussion we had with Mrs. C present while giving the impression it had been between her and Ms. Benson. Then, in summary, "We can't very well restrict the formation of relationships. If this didn't come up in the previous office, that is amazing. We should get out in front of the issue with a strong unified approach. One, the Confidentiality Agreement will be enforced; two, relationships formed with someone outside the office can result in devastating effects when the nature of the office is discovered; and three, relationships formed inside the office should not result in possessiveness that limits or interferes with the open sharing nature of the office." She made contact with each Partners. "My recommendation is this be communicated in each small group to encourage communication and any questions."
There was more discussion to be certain they all had the same understanding. Patti offered to provide an outline of key points to be covered and reinforced. I knew my relationship with Mr. C added an erotic dimension to my experiences in the office. I found myself excited to see how others might find it.
* * * *
After Ms. Benson had pulled the three people working in her group and discussed with them the implications of relationships inside and outside the office, Tamara returned to her desk with resolve reflected in her attitude. Ms. Benson stood in the doorway of her office curious about what Tamara was thinking. All the employee meetings were to occur at the same time so everyone had the same information at the same time. She scanned the Partner offices and saw the groups in meetings. All but Joe Cornell's office because Abby had been in the Partner Meeting. Looking into the offices as she was, it again amused her. The idea of walled offices for the Partners when the others had solid cubicle partitions. The partitions were four feet tall and made of some kind of clouded heavy plastic material. The Partners' offices (conference rooms and Pattie's) were floor-to-ceiling clear glass. The only privacy was verbal. But that was part of the excitement for her.
Tamara stood in her cubicle with her attention clearly on Patti's office. It had been decided that the computer geeks not be organizationally aligned with specific groups. They provided tech support for all things computer-related as well as graphic design and presentations as required for any of the Partners. Although she had little real computer skills beyond using standard Office programs, Patti had agreed to have them report to her functionally apart from the other groups.
Patti sat behind her desk in conversation with the three men. It always seemed to hit Pam Benson more intensely looking at the other groups functioning. Patti as the manager sitting naked with three clothed men and still exuding control and authority. This was a strange way to run an office but she wouldn't have it any other way. It was a tribute to everyone in the office. The women, regardless of position, were openly viewed and inspected and the women all took care of their appearance and makeup to enhance that. Sex was openly requested or offered throughout the office. And, somehow, respect, authority, discipline, and professionalism were maintained. She glanced across the office area in the other direction and found Abby watching her. They shared a knowing smile across the space. The way the office grew from an idea to function was a reason for real pride in the people.
Then, everyone in Patti's office stood and she came around her desk to hug each of the young men. It wasn't a chaste hug, either. It was meaningful and the young men slid their hands over her bare back to her ass. There was so much sex in the office, why not? When asked about it, Patti said she decided it was silly to pretend with handshakes or formal greetings. She'd fucked and sucked all of them and probably the rest of the office so why act like she hadn't. Pam Benson had then begun doing the same with Marie, Todd, and Tamara then extended it to Partners and anyone else she met with.
* * * *
As soon as the men in Patti's office stood, signaling the end of the meeting, Tamara sat down at her desk. She counted slowly to twenty taking deep breaths. Why was she so nervous, she wondered? Sex was easy in the office. It was also satisfying. They all had time goals and workloads to manage but sex wasn't just slam-bam fucking. People genuinely cared and mutually worked to shared climax. Through all this, though, something had happened and she had to see it through.
She took a final deep breath, stood in her cubicle, glanced around the office, and rubbed her palms over his thighs as if she was smoothing a skirt into place. The action was automatic, she knew she was naked except for the stockings under her palms, then pulled the stocking tops tight, again. She stepped out of her cubicle and made her way to the front of the office. She walked to the front of her target cubicle to make her presence known. She knew he often had earbuds inserted when he worked but kept the volume down just enough to be able to just hear the buzzer from the reception room.
She leaned on the cubicle wall in front of him, her bare arms on top the only part of her visible but her head. It took several moments before his fingers stopped their blur of motion over the keyboard. His attention was already so focused on the monitor in front of him that she wasn't sure what caused him to shift his gaze.
An awkward, nervous smile formed on his face as his fingers withdrew from the keyboard. She pushed back from leaning on his cubicle and standing straight, only her bare shoulders and upper chest were visible from his angle but even if he didn't know she was naked in the office he would suspect she was by the image before him.
She walked around his cubicle, entered, and leaned her bare butt on the edge of his desk next to where he sat. Her legs were parted just enough to cause him to look at her glistening pussy before his eyes roamed slowly up her dark skin to her pert B-cup breasts with nipples hard with arousal. When his eyes finally found hers, "Hi, Miles."
"Ahhh ... ummm ... hi, Tamara," he replied nervously.
She inched more in front of him until her right thigh bumped the keyboard tray. She jammed it under the desk and place a high-heeled foot on the chair between his thighs which he was forced to part. She lifted his right hand with hers and his eyes followed as his hand was placed at mid-thigh and inside. With her knee raised and legs parted a bit, he had a clear view of her glistening pussy lips. He gulped as he somehow tore his eyes from those lips to find her face above. She was smiling at him. The office was his fantasy come true and it was because of Tamara. Despite the open and plentiful sex, he was always nervous and awkward until the actual act. It was always the woman who initiated it with him but there was nothing he seemed to be able to do about that. He might admonish himself but he couldn't bring himself to approach one of the women. They were all very attractive and self-assured. He didn't know about the attractive part but he was definitely the opposite of self-assured.
She moved his hand inches further along the inside of her thigh. His eyes dropped down to watch as though it was an out-of-body experience. Tamara wasn't entirely sure what it was that attracted her to him. He definitely knew how to pleasure a woman once he was in the act but getting into the act ... well, maybe that was it. Maybe because he didn't presume anything in an office where everyone in it was willing and ready.
She inched his fingers higher until the tips were a mere inch from her wet pussy. "I want something, Miles," she stated.
"Yeah? Uhmmm ..." he stammered back.
"I want you to come to dinner ... at my apartment tomorrow night."
"Uhmmm ... wait ... what?" he responded confused. He watched his fingertips almost touching her pussy and was sure she wanted him to fuck her or suck his cock. Abby was nice to him but she was pursued by everyone in the office it seemed, men and women. The other women would fuck him, sure, but it felt different like a sympathy fuck. That wasn't their fault, he knew that. Tamara was different, though. She played and teased ... like this ... and built up to it for his enjoyment. She would spend time just sucking his cock even to his climax. She had to know that he got raging hard just by one of the naked women being nearby much less with him. But ... dinner?
"Patti talked to you guys, right?" He nodded. "I like you, Miles. I want to get to know you more."
"Dinner?" That was what he got out of his mouth. He saw her patient smile in response. Patti talked about relationships and that the firm certainly wouldn't discourage them, with people in the office or outside, but that there could be complications resulting from office activities. No one had to have sex but everyone did and how could you not. Relationships ... she's thinking maybe a relationship? "Ahh ... yeah ... okay ... I never ... I mean ..."
His frustration was beginning to rise and Tamara could see it. It had to be frustration, she thought. He was really a nice guy and probably a genius. Computers were like a natural neural pathway for him. She didn't feel sorry for him. She felt something much more. With her heeled foot on his chair, she pushed his chair away from the desk and went to her knees before him. She opened and yanked his slack down to expose his cock. Predictably, it was already steel hard and she had to pull his shorts away from his body to get them past it. She leaned into him and licked from the base to the tip of his thick 9" cock. At the top, she gave it a wet, prolonged kiss.
He groaned and slouched in the chair. "Do you ... you want me ... to ... fuck you?" That's what the women like, he knew. His cock. His thick, long cock inside them.
"No," came her response as she continued licking and kissing the shaft. "I want to pleasure you." She took his cock head between her lips and sucked. "Will you come to dinner?" She pushed her head down over his shaft and he gasped feeling the wet warmth of her mouth.
"Yes ... ohhoooo ... yessss ..."
She smiled around his cock. It probably didn't look like a smile but she felt it and her hair hid her face, anyway. She opened her lips wider as she pressed down to take more of his cock into her mouth. She sucked like a vacuum as she pulled up, then she pushed her mouth down to take more of his cock, each time getting more and more inside. She had told Abby what she wanted. Mr. Cornell's cock was as thick and even a bit longer and Abby deepthroated him. Abby explained the process and Tamara had practiced on dildos. That was what she wanted to give Miles now. The first time.
She heard his gasp as his cock head entered her throat and went deeper. For a long moment or two, she didn't hear a thing but his breath was only caught in his throat when she felt his hand lightly on her shoulder. She was now fucking him with her mouth and throat. It wasn't long when she felt his cock twitch and jerk in her throat, seeming to swell thicker in the process. She pulled back while squeezing with her throat and sucking her cheeks in until his cock head was just in her mouth. Just in time, too. When he began spurting his cum into her mouth, it seemed a huge volume. She gulped it down before the next spurt. His groans and moans probably carried over much of the office.
After cleaning his cock of any remaining leakage and her saliva, she stood and kissed him. "Tomorrow night." He nodded. She turned and leaned over his desk in front of him. She wrote her address on a sticky note as she was bent over, her dripping pussy pointed at him. She sighed when his fingers tentatively touched those lips.



"What about you, Tamara?"
She turned, handed him the note, and kissed him, again. "Tomorrow night, Miles. I want you tomorrow night."
* * * *
"Hi, Mary, it's Miles," he announced when she picked up his call as if she didn't have caller ID or recognize his voice.
"Miles, what a wonderful surprise." Mary was his older sister. Only two years older but somehow seemed like a guardian but one he somehow had been able to talk to. She was maybe the one responsible for getting him through school. Not academically, he aced every class. She was pretty and guys who would want to bully a too-smart nerd didn't as much because they didn't want to kill a chance with her.
"I need your help, Mary. I don't know what to do," he blurted out.
"What is it, Miles? What's wrong?"
"No ... nothing ... no, I mean ... a girl, no a woman invited me to dinner. What do I do?"
"A girl? Invited you to dinner at her apartment?" Yes, he said. "Miles, that's wonderful. Are you like dating her?"
"No, not really ... well, at least not really, yet. Maybe. But, Mary, what should I do? Do I bring something?"
She chuckled. Miles, she thought, has a date. They talked for almost an hour.
* * * *
"Miles, welcome!"
Miles stood in her open doorway. It opened so quickly after he pressed the doorbell. He might have wondered if she had been waiting at the door for him, but he exclaimed, "Tamara, wow ..." She was wearing a summer dress with straps around her neck, the back was non-existent, and the hem was at mid-thigh. "You're beautiful." Except for brief times early in the morning or late afternoon when she was arriving and undressing or was leaving and dressing, he'd really only seen her naked. The dress was somehow really sexy.
She looked down at his hand and he remembered. He held up the flowers to her. Her smile became huge. "Miles, these are lovely. Thank you."
He held up his other hand which was holding a sack. "I didn't know what we were having for dinner so I brought a white and a red." When she stepped into him in the hallway and wrapped her arms around his neck to kiss him, she said how sweet that was. Miles kept quiet that it was all Mary's ideas.
She pulled him into the apartment. He looked around quickly as he always did to gain comfort with his surrounding. He commented on how nice the apartment was ... another Mary suggestion ... as she pulled him into the kitchen.
"Will you open the red, Miles? A confession: I'm not really much of a cook so we're having spaghetti."
He smiled and began working on opening the wine bottle but also watched Tamara move around the kitchen as she chattered.
The spaghetti was good and the wine Mary suggested was good, too. After dinner, Miles helped Tamara with the dishes. That was Miles, not Mary. Tamara wanted to leave them but Miles didn't want to leave her with the work.
They finished the wine in her living room on the couch. When she sat, she was so close to him and it felt good, very good. This was so different to be just sitting. She somehow pulled him into talking about himself, his projects, and what he did away from work. He felt so comfortable, at ease like he seldom ever could with someone that when she took his empty wine glass from him, put it with hers on the side table, and turned slightly to lean into him for a kiss, it too felt natural and without anxiety.
They kissed for a long time, easy and unhurried kisses. When she shifted, she kicked off her sandals to turn on the sofa so she faced him, her knees pressed into the sofa back and leaning into him so she was almost in his lap. The kisses became more passionate, and her hands stroked his shoulders and chest until his hands seemed to do the same thing to her. He stroked her arms, the outside of her thigh and hip, then found his hand rising from her hip up her side. Her arm was around his neck. It wasn't a thought. His hand just moved up her side when he felt the small swell of her pert, small breasts under the light sundress. She moaned a 'yes' into his mouth. Her other hand slid from his chest, over his stomach, and onto the top of his thigh right next to his crotch. He was so hard inside his pants that it almost hurt. He moaned into her mouth. He was lost in the kiss and the touches but his free hand wasn't lost. It moved on its own down her side from her breast, over her hip, down her thigh to the edge of her dress skirt. His hand on her bare thigh moved back up under the dress to her hip. She wasn't wearing underwear and they both moaned into each other.
She'd always been beautiful to him. Her nakedness in the office was like a magnet to his eyes. Her mocha-colored smooth, flawless skin and pert breast, and a ready smile for him were intoxicating. Then, when she would tease him by putting her foot on his chair in front of him and the pink of her inner pussy showed out from her dark skin ...he often thought there could be nothing more erotic. Her dress that night showed off her tight features and finding no panties underneath somehow seemed extremely erotic. But why? Her nakedness was very well known to him. But it still seemed like a new discovery, an invitation to something more, even an expectation of much more.
His fingers avoided her pussy but only barely. Her fingers were more direct as she pressed on his achingly hard cock. She moaned before moving her mouth from his and pressing her face into his neck and shoulder. "Yes ... Miles," she gasped. He allowed his fingers to move the inch remaining to lightly stroke her pussy. She was as aroused with lubrication as he was hard. With his finger lightly stroking between her lips but not quite inside her, she lifted her head to look into his eyes. "I want to make love to you, Miles. Not fuck ... make love. In my bed ... I want to feel you and you feel me in a way we can't in the office. I want to know you, Miles."
His eyes flicked from her eyes to her mouth and her cute little pert nose. Sure, he dreamed of fucking and now he was in the office with not one but seven different women. But this? He'd never been with a woman like this. "I ... never ..."
She put her finger to his lips, "It doesn't matter, dear Miles. It'll just happen."
She disentangled herself from him and the couch to stand tugging at him. Her dress was briefly bunched before falling to cover her, if only for a few moments more. She led him down the short hallway. The smaller bedroom on the left was converted into an office of sorts and he could tell by the equipment this was where she played the games, too. The room on the right was definitely her bedroom. It was uncluttered and peaceful. He also noticed the bed was already turned down and waiting.
He realized he was nervous as he anticipated but oddly was at peace with it. This depth of interpersonal connection was new to him but Tamara's lead felt reassuring and strong. He stood at the edge of the bed wondering if he would be presumptuous to remove his clothes when he saw Tamara reach behind her neck with both hands, pull the halter ties, and see her light dress flutter to her feet. She was instantly naked, again, as he saw her every day in the office. Yet, this was different and his cock ached a little harder.
She stepped up to him and kissed him. At first, it was soft and assuring, then it became harder, passionate, and hungry. She began undoing his belt and pants even while kissing him and when she slowly moved to her knees before him, he unbuttoned and removed his shirt while prying his shoes off.
With her hands on the waist of his slacks, she smiled as she glanced up to see him removing his shirt. She leaned forward to kiss the exposed skin of his abdomen as her hands lowered his slacks. As his slacks puddled at his feet, she leaned further down to assist him in stepping from them but her attention was still on his crotch covered by his blue and white striped boxers. She pressed her mouth to the outside of his boxers and directly against his straining cock. It required no searching. His staining, hard, thick 9" cock bulged underneath. She pulled the elastic waist of the boxers out to clear the erect cock and down to expose the bulbous head. She kissed directly on the head and his gasp and moan brought another smile to her.
She slid his shorts to his feet and grasped the base of the cock in her hand as she took the head into her mouth, swirling her tongue around the head with effort as it filled her mouth nearly completely. After slowly fucking her mouth over much of the cock, her hand began stroking it as she looked up his body at him. She smiled up at him, kissed the head, again, and returned her gaze up.
His returning smile was nervous. He knew he could fuck a woman and induce an orgasm but was that just his cock? She wanted more or, at least, different. He reached down to her upper arms to encourage her to her feet. He wrapped her in his arms and felt her nakedness against his, her pert breasts and hard nipples, her abdomen pressed against his throbbing cock. Gentle and slow, he thought. That's what she wants. Not a hard fuck to release ever-present arousal of the office but a slow-growing and mutually gratifying climax. He turned them to press the back of her legs against the edge of the bed and onto it with apparent confidence he didn't feel.
She smiled as he seemed to take action but as she settled herself on her back on her bed, she encourage him. "Slow, Miles. Explore my body."
Explore, he thought. He hacked that game to make it more explicit and graphic. His fantasy had been to fuck and the game was the alternative: a graphic fuck as he masturbated. Then Tamara had somehow hacked his avatar and found him, recruiting him for a job and to live his fantasy. Since joining the office, he'd not only lived his fantasy but with each of the seven women who remained naked throughout the day. It was a fantasy beyond his fantasy. But fucking someone in pent-up arousal bent over a desk was one thing, a woman giving herself to him to openly and slowly explore the wonders of her body and the pleasures she could experience was so far outside his wildest fantasy. This woman who found him, surprisingly, wanted more than just his computer skills and big cock ... she wanted him.
He knelt alongside her outstretched legs and looked over her dark-skinned, flawless body. She was smiling up at him and a self-conscious smile returned to her. He straddled her lower legs and bent over to kiss her abdomen while fully aware of how close his mouth was to her glistening pussy trapped between her thighs. Her aroused scent wafted up to him and he inhaled deeply as he kissed. He pulled away, though. Soft and slow. He planted soft kisses on her skin as he moved slowly from her abdomen to her lower chest and between her small breasts, then deciding to continue to her neck, chin, and, finally, her mouth which was hungry to accept his lips. He kissed her cheeks, her mouth, again, her nose, and each eye before retreating back to her mouth for another hungry kiss, to her chin and neck, to her chest, before finally capturing a hard nipple in his mouth.
His cock throbbed as he contented himself with his first intentional exploration of a woman's body. He sucked the nipple, swirled his tongue around it, kissed the breast, and took as much as he could of the breast into his mouth. She groaned and gasped and moaned and all of it gratified him and encouraged him as he moved to lick his way to the other breast. His experience in the office had been gratifying that he could deliver pleasure in fucking while receiving his own pleasure. He found this very different, yet intensely gratifying. To be solely intent on giving pleasure was a pleasure of another kind.
He raised his head from her breast. Her mouth was slightly open, moans escaping repeatedly. Her eyes were closed, her head tilted back. So he quickly continued. He kissed his way from her breasts down her stomach and abdomen to just above her pussy. Her scent was intoxicating. He kissed above her pussy and heard her moans. He shifted and pressed one knee between her legs which opened slightly to that touch. He shifted again and parted her legs wide to have both knees between her legs. He leaned forward to kiss at the top of her pussy and she gasped and raised her hips off the bed. He kissed lower, his tongue coming out to lick her slit which parted easily in her arousal, feeling her wetness on his tongue as he explored there more intently. When his tongue found her hole and dipped slightly inside, she groaned and moaned.
"Oh ... god, Miles ... yes ... yes ... oh god ... yes."
Her hips were rising and falling as he slipped his tongue in and out and around her hole and pussy. Then, he remembered ... the clit. He raised his mouth to capture her very aroused clit between his lips. He sucked and pressed with his tongue.
She cried out something and began shuddering. She reached down to pull him up. She wanted him to fuck her at this high moment but he refused to budge and continued to suck and kiss and lick. He did, however, thrust a finger, then two, into her drooling hole. She raised her hips high off the bed and he struggled to maintain his mouth to her pussy until her body quaked, then went rigid with her hips six inches off the bed. Her entire body was shivering in a wonderful orgasm.
He ended by removing his fingers and applying soft kisses on and around her pussy as her breathing eased and her body seemed to relax. When she managed to pull him up on top of her, his very hard cock slid over her highly sensitive pussy and she shuddered anew.
"God, Miles," she exclaimed softly as she hugged him tightly. "I thought you said you didn't know how to make love."
"I just wanted to please you. I listened to you and did what seemed to get the right responses. Was that right? Was that good?"
"It wasn't just good, it was amazing." She kissed him hard, then, "Miles ... I want you to fuck me now ... fuck me slowly. Will you do that?" He nodded and shifted so his cock slipped between her legs and shifted again until the head touched her very wet pussy. "I want everything tonight to be slow and passionate."
"Everything tonight?" he curiously asked.
"Miles, you're going to be here for quite a while."
He smiled as he slowly, gently pressed his cock inch by inch into her wet, gripping pussy. Fucking was nice. Making love with Tamara ... WOW.
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CHAPTER 8: SARA AND THE SUPPLY CHAIN GROUP
"Maybe it's not their problem."
The entire Supply Chain group, including Stan Peterson, was in the conference room to work up ideas to explain why their new client didn't seem to be able to match their primary competitor on fast-track projects. They had been reviewing the analysis each had performed from different directions of the client-supplied data. The group had been gathered around the conference table, and Sara was present to add notes and thoughts to the whiteboard. The four men had speculated and argued for the past hour and a half. Sara's soft voice stopped them.
"What do you mean, Sara?" Mr. Peterson asked as all four pairs of frustrated, male eyes turned to the naked woman at the white board at the end of the table.
She shook her head suddenly wishing she had stayed quiet. "You guys are the experts, but ... it just seems to me that if the client couldn't see it in their own business, maybe they are too close like you said. But, you guys have looked at this from every possible direction, yet you still can't see the problem in their supply chain." Mr. Peterson nodded for her to continue. She took a deep breath and fully turned from the board to stand in front of them at the end of the table. "So maybe it is not the client's problem."
One of the guys, Tim, a very attractive 26-year-old with an athlete's body and two-day stubble, mused, "It certainly seems their problem if they keep missing fast-track projects to the same competitor."
Mr. Peterson ignored the remark and encouraged Sara to continue. "Yes, obviously the client suffers but maybe it's not because something is wrong on the client's side." She turned to the whiteboard and the notes she had collected during the discussion. "Look ... their success is strong on normal lead times. They only have issues on these quick projects which should bring in higher profit margins for the effort. Fast turn-around on projects means more overtime in operations and putting pressure on the supply chain which could increase material cost, right?" She got four nodding heads paying attention. "This is a proven company that knows what their costs are, knows how to produce to customer satisfaction, and knows how to manage their suppliers. If that's all true, maybe the analysis to be done is looking at the competitor." She let her gaze travel around the table before settling on Mr. Peterson. "Maybe the competitor is cheating. Our client doesn't win every project but they do have a high success and even higher on projects they target as important. Fast-track projects should be profitable. Why they lose so many is the question you've been trying to figure out. Their customers have one or two large projects a year. Has the client ... have you ... considered if the competitor promises fast but delivers normally? Even fast-track projects have a long time span so the client wouldn't be paying attention. And, from what we know, their customers are not inclined to openly discuss when things go wrong because they are subject to public regulators."
To Tim's credit, he stood up and excused himself. He reminded Mr. Peterson he came from that industry and knew some people to call on the sly ... the contractors who would have been negatively impacted by delays. While waiting, they took a restroom break and replenished water or coffee from the break room.
Less than a half-hour later, everyone looked up from their smartphones to find a beaming Tim bursting through the door, strutting along the table to a startled Sara, and taking her in his arms for a tight hug that lifted her feet off the floor. He looked her in the eyes, "You're amazing!" he finally said. After a meaningful kiss on the mouth (what other office would that seem natural?), he turned to the others, his arm around her falling smoothly down her bare back to her ass where it remained (this wasn't an office of shyness but Tim was even less so).
"I did a quick search of contractors on the projects in question," he began. "I identified four I had good contacts in. Guess what I found out?" His arm rose from her ass to her shoulder and pulled her tightly to him. "Sara's right. Three of the four were willing to say, off the record, that deliveries were significantly late. They also commented that in each case the customer had neglected in having contractual delivery penalties."
Mr. Peterson leaned back in his chair at the head of the table. They watched him as his face slowly lit up in smiles. "Well, this just became a very profitable project for us." They all laughed and shared his joy. He stood and made his way around the table to stand in front of Sara. Even with the experience of the office, he was torn. He would vigorously shake the hand of a guy in thanks. That seemed absurd when confronted with a naked woman. He decided to take her in his arms, too. After another heart-felt and lingering kiss, "Tim's right, of course, you are amazing."
"Thank you, sir," she said as she was soon surrounded by all four men. Tentatively she asked, "So ... does that mean the pressure is off?"
Mr. Peterson looked questioningly at her, "We need to firm up our findings. Tim needs to figure out how to include the contractor comments anonymously. But, yes, our schedule is looking very good suddenly." She smiled and a new look took over her face. He saw it and smiled back. Commenting to the other three men without taking his eyes from her, "I think there is a very special way we can thank Sara for saving us so much work."
They were all smiles and four pairs of hands found some bare skin on her to stroke. She stood still among them as her front, back, and sides were explored with touches and strokes. It suddenly felt like her entire body was being touched, her nipples rolled and pinched, her pussy quickly stroked, and someone else probed inside her with a finger from behind. She was quickly sighing, gasping, and moaning.
"The only question, then, is who do you want to 'thank you?" Mr. Peterson asked.
"Why choose, sir?" she said between sighs and gasps. "I have three holes... and you four... can rotate," Sara's response was of little surprise to the men.
"A gangbang, then. Another good idea from you."
"I'm just ... full of ... them ... today," she gasped.
Her body was very ready and several of the men already felt how ready she was. She was naked. She was wet and ready. They were still dressed and that was what she put her immediate efforts to. The standard dress for the men is business casual so there were no ties or jackets. She started tugging shirts but the guys quickly began pulling them off so she put her attention on belts and zippers. Shoes were being kicked off, shirts tossed, and slacks dropped to the floor to be stepped out of. Soon, happily for her, Sara found four naked and aroused men with stiffening cocks.
She went to her knees, not necessarily for any particular guy because she was surrounded by four hard cocks in the somewhat tight space between the glass wall and the conference table. She quickly took one cock into her mouth and grabbed two others with her hands. Sucking and stroking, she switched after a minute and continued around the tight circle rotating on her knees and was sure she was ruining yet another pair of stockings but she wasn't paying for them and she had a small stockpile in her locker.
All four cocks were straining hard when she was encouraged to her feet, turned to the large table, and pressed forward to bend over it. An instant later she felt a cock move along her pussy, feeling her lips part and the cock slide up and down through her slit from her clit to her hole. She sighed when the cock penetrated her pussy several inches, and felt the man (why look to see which one) reposition his feet before thrusting deeper into her. In only a few thrusts he was as deep as he was going to be when his hips impacted her ass sending her breasts swinging. She was moaning with each powerful thrust, a smile pushing through the arousal and lust on her face. Three additional cocks and she didn't know how many fucks.
She was braced over the table on her elbows and forearms, her breasts swinging and bouncing with each thrust. This was an intense, powerful fucking and she guessed who it was by that. She wondered if this would be a fuck each or if it would be more if they took the freed-up schedule seriously. She hoped the latter. It had been at least a week since she was used like that.
She felt the fuck intensify and she began thrusting her hips back to meet his thrusts, their bodies audibly smacking each time. He leaned over her to strum her clit as his cock strained, swelled, and pulsed as it continued pounding into her. When his cock spewed cum into her, her own orgasm joined his shortly after.
He kissed her neck as her spasming pussy continued to work his cock even after they both stopped moving. He was panting into her hair, wisps of it blowing before her face as her head hung above the table. When he began slowly pulling his cock from her pussy, she squeezed around it to feel it longer and groaned when it fully left her. But, she wasn't empty for long.
She was moved to one of the rolling, swivel chairs that were positioned around the table. Kneeling on it, she was pressed forward where another cock was facing her as her pussy was again penetrated. With her pussy swampy from the previous fucking, this penetration was immediately powerful and deep which pressed her forward to the other cock being held out to her mouth which she was holding open to swallow it to the back of her mouth. Now being fucked from both ends and her body more accessible, she felt someone using both hands on her swinging breasts and throbbing clit. She felt the chair move while still being aggressively fucked in the mouth and pussy and soon had two pairs of hands groping her body.
She felt the cock in her mouth pulse and quickly pull out to be replaced by a cock with the distinct taste and feel of cum coating it. The cock was now soft but she moved a hand to hold it at the base and suck it clean and feel it even stiffen a bit in the process but her efforts were constrained by another orgasm rising from her pussy and the sense of urgency evident from the fucking behind her. Her mouth opened from around the soft cock in her mouth as another orgasm crashed over her and cum was shot into her.
She was gasping and panting while collapsing against the back of the chair but was not allowed to recover for long. She was pulled back off the chair and hoisted onto the edge of the table and pressed to her back. Her hips were pulled to the very edge and even a bit over the edge with the next cock driven into her well-used and open pussy. She gasped, again, or still more, with moans and groans a constant, repetitive sound escaping her. Her own hands grasped her breast until other hands and fingers assaulted her, again. Her body was pushed on the surface of the shiny tabletop and required her hips to be frequently pulled back to the edge.
After this cock filled her pussy with yet more cum, she sagged on the table, her legs hanging uncomfortably over the table edge, it digging into the back of her upper thighs, but she was beyond caring for the moment. As she recovered, it would become uncomfortable but she wasn't given even that much time.
She was pulled forward and when her feet hit the ground on shaky legs, her eyes opened to find Mr. Peterson who was looking meaningfully into her eyes. A tired smile crossed her face and she kissed him on the mouth before turning voluntarily, leaning over the table and reaching back to part her ass cheeks. She understood his proclivity for anal and welcomed it. Since working 'under' Mr. Peterson as his assistant, she evolved from accepting anal to welcoming it from him and it wasn't at all uncommon for her desk chair to show leakage of cum from both her holes during any given day.
She hadn't noticed him leave the conference room and wasn't sure if he would leave the conference room naked to retrieve lubrication from his office desk. Despite the glass walls and the exposure that brought, walking naked in the office was still something many of the guys were reluctant to do. But, she trusted him and wasn't surprised when he plunged his cock into her messy, cum-filled pussy to fuck her for a moment before pulling his well-coated cock from her pussy and pressing it to her closed asshole. At the touch, she pressed back to add her own pressure to his to aid in the tight penetration. As always it seemed, her breath was held as each pressed against the other, the feeling of her tight sphincter being opened until, with a gasp, the head of his cock popped through the tight muscle and entered.
He was aware of her needs and respectful. Once penetration was achieved, he hesitated, feeling her spread open muscle pulse around his cock. He gently, smoothly stroked her hips and back until he felt her again pressing back to take another inch or so of his cock and signaling it was time for a fuck. At that signal, he pressed another inch inside, pulled back so the muscle was only clamped around the head of his cock, and pressed deeper. She grunted with each thrust until his hips hit her ass and he was fully inside. He waited another moment, leaning over her back to grope her breasts and tweak her nipples so she could again adjust to his cock being fully inside.
There was no additional subtlety as she cried out, "Oh ... god, yes ... fuck me!" Sara's eagerness for anal came when she realized she could not only tolerate being fucked in the ass but was also anally orgasmic. So, after three fucks in her pussy, she welcomed the tight fuck in her ass. The women joked about the 'slut' term, but it truly fits anyone in the office. It was Abby, a student and practitioner of sex in its many forms, who had schooled all the women, by their own interest, in the ways of increasing the pleasure for men and themselves. As well as Sara used her pussy muscles to squeeze a cock, it was nothing like the clamping around a cock in her ass, and the nerve endings coming into contact and being stimulated by the plunging and retreating, over and over, was amazing but in a wholly different way than the pussy.
Sara was very used to Mr. Peterson and enjoyed his anal fucks. This time, after three fucks in quick succession and her body still tingling with stimulation, she was ready to explode. She knew from experience that he didn't last as long in her ass compared to being in her pussy. Unable to do much more while being fucked from behind, she concentrated solely on using those muscles.
She had another orgasm rising and she wanted him to climax with her, too. The plunging cock in her ass contracted and worked her pussy from the adjoining chamber and it had an obscene effect to work some of the previous cum out of her pussy. She felt more cum leaking from her open pussy. She wanted cum in her ass now, too.
When Mr. Peterson came and pulled out of her ass, she was not capable of much more thought and reflection than merely recognizing the sensation of it slowly retreating from her still clenching and spasming anal cavity. When it was fully out, she released a long sigh and moan which was partially reflecting the emptiness and loss of stimulation. These were the times when the term 'slut' might truly apply but she told herself it was only a term and this was a safe, protected environment. She collapsed on the tabletop without care with her ass pointed to the glass wall to the rest of the office, her legs spread wide, both holes freshly fucked, gaping, and leaking cum. She could be embarrassed. She maybe should be embarrassed by the display, if not the events. But, she wasn't. As her breathing slowed and other senses came into recovery, she just smiled a very happy, pleased, and satisfied smile. And left her legs spread.
As she eased her body off the tabletop, she wondered what the cleaning people would think of the sweat-smeared surface. What would they think? Something spoiled and inadequately cleaned up? Were their minds dirty enough to consider what really went on in this office? The dressing and shower areas were locked with blinds lowered each night and cleaned separately by the women on a rotating schedule. How would anyone suspect anything?
The other three men, while watching the boss, came up with an adaptation of what had already been experienced. Upon standing after the last fuck, she spotted one of the earlier men on the carpeted floor, on his back, his legs together, and holding his once-again hard cock vertical. Sara glanced at the others showing expectant smiles. Mr. Peterson chuckled in anticipation, also, but he would need time to recover. Not Sara, though.
Sara knew with certainty what was planned. She stepped over the man on the floor, feet on either side of him, and knelt down over his mid-section. She reached underneath her, took his cock from his hand, moved the cock head to align it, and sat down. The man gasped loudly as she sat completely down, plunging the cock fully inside until her butt impacted his thighs. Both holes were full of cum and she was ready for the double penetration fucking that was planned for her.
She bounced up and down on the cock, careful to control the rise on the cock so she wouldn't lose it from her well-fucked and well-lubricated hole. After moments of contented solo fucking, she felt a hand pressing on her upper back. She easily responded to the light pressure and leaned over the man she was fucking, taking his mouth with hers with a crushing, passionate kiss, and her breasts mashed into his chest. Behind her, she felt her ass-cheeks spread apart and the touch at her still gaping asshole of what was surely the next cock.
With the cum and recent use, the cock slid into her asshole with far less resistance and much of this resistance was the tightness caused by the cock already in her pussy. She gasped into the mouth of the man she was kissing as the cock moved up her ass with repeated thrusts.
When she was full, "OH ... GOD ... YESSSSSS! Fuck me ... you guys! Yes ... fuck me ... I ... love ... this ... job ..."
She heard chuckles but was again too far into the stimulation to consider it much. The two fucking her, though, were too involved, too. It had to be Mr. Peterson and the other guy, watching, anticipating, and also reflecting on having jobs here.
She felt something at her cheek. Opening her eyes she found a cock and without looking up to identify whose it was, she opened her mouth to accept it. It was more soft than hard and, if she gave that some thought, she might decide it had very recently fucked her ... Mr. Peterson. But, she didn't. She just accepted it, sucking voraciously at the soft but stirring cock that besides the mixed cum taste had something else mixed in but her mind never dwelt upon that.
She sucked on the cock as the other two fucked her ... or, more precisely, the cock in her ass fucked her because the man in her pussy was fairly constrained. But there was stimulation in both holes from the cocks sliding over each other, the thin membrane separating them with thousands of connected nerve endings firing constantly. It was delirious for a multi-orgasmic woman capable of orgasms in pussy and ass.
All three of them were moaning, groaning, gasping, and grunting on the floor. She knew how people fucking in the office drew attention from others. How could it not? Naked women, open sex ... it was always in their minds, if just below the surface. How many might be just on the other side of the glass wall? Even that was exciting.
When they all climaxed, it was like a chain reaction. The one in her ass jerked and spurted, first. That released her own orgasm and her spasming body and holes sent the one in her pussy into climax. They lay in a jumble of naked bodies, the man on the bottom pressed down by two bodies momentarily lifeless.



When the one in her ass slowly pulled out ... oh, what a feeling ... she slowly rose from the other man, gasping and sighing as her body emptied of cock. It wasn't over, though. She spotted Mr. Peterson on his back on the carpet. The cock she had been sucking was now hard and held vertical. She smiled and without looking around, singularly intent on the presented cock, she straddled his body and lowered her sopping pussy over his cock, drawing a gasp from him and a sigh from her to be again filled with a cock. Almost immediately, she felt a hand on her back. No thought. No hesitation. No consideration. She leaned forward, her eyes focused on Mr. Peterson's, her entire face smiling as she did so. She lost herself in the kiss she initiated as the next cock pressed at her gaping asshole and easily slid inside. She felt cum forced out of both holes and a fleeting thought passed through her mind that large towels really should be available to protect the carpeting. Maybe she'll remember that later. Maybe not.
When it was over, Sara rose to find what seemed like the entire office outside the conference room. She used a tissue to capture the leaking cum, then made a bee-line for the showers. As she slid off her stockings after turning on one of the showers, one after another of the women came into the area. Soon, they were all crammed into the three showers. Whatever washing happened was as much from the groping and caressing going on as from intentional washing.
While they all dried off, still in full view of the rest of the office through the glass walls of the shower area, Cindy exclaimed, "God, Sara ... that was so hot!"
"You saw it?"
"Saw it?" Ms. Benson responded. "At first it was just watching but then all six of us were pressed against the glass and fucked. And thank god, too."
Marie chuckled, "This might be the first time the entire office was fucking at the same time except for that office gathering at Mr. Cornell's."
Ms. Benson added for the rest, "And we all agree with you. What you said." Sara looked confused at what she might be referring to, what it was she uttered while being fucked by four guys. "We all love this job, too."
They laughed, dressed (well, stockings and heels, anyway), and went back to work.
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CHAPTER 9A: THE RESORT CLIENT
"I wouldn't have thought this would fit into our normal client niche," Marie commented. The resource group, consisting of Todd, Cindy, and herself, was gathered in Pam Benson's office. They had just concluded a conference call with the owner and General Manager of Black Beach Club Resort which was a smallish resort on a smallish island among the many in the Caribbean.
"Definitely not," Ms. Benson confirmed. "Surprising the reach Joe Cornell's name has. I asked the same question and was told he made a search, talked to different people, and we were one group highly recommended for the type of discrete help he needed." She looked past her desk at the small group assembled before her. Todd, a very capable recruiter, and HR Specialist; Cindy, a conflict management specialist; and, Marie, her Executive Assistant. Including her, three women, and Todd. Including her, three naked women, and Todd. Poor Todd. The first weeks had been rough on him. In the best way possible perhaps, though. There were seven naked women in the office and three of them were in his small group. No matter who he turned to work with or consult with he was faced with bare breasts and shaved pussies. He managed admirably, though, and proved to have impressive recovery.
"Joe encouraged me to stretch our consideration beyond our normal manufacturing expertise. And, when it came down to it, there were very few firms who were willing to touch a situation like this. I've talked with Gerald Olsen (the firm's attorney on retainer) and he'd added additional protection in the proposal and contract language." She paused, looking at her desktop, considering once more how they might proceed with this client. When she looked up, she found Todd's eyes riveted on her chest. She followed his eyes to see her nipples erect. She smiled. She then looked at the breasts of the other two women and found the same condition. They might act like it is normal to be naked in the office every day, but it isn't. Doing normal work, engaging with clients by email and phone, meeting with office associates, interacting with clothed men, and the erotic sounds frequently carried over partition walls and through open office doors while being naked was very much not normal even for them, and even after time had passed in the experience. It was erotic. They were professional and dedicated and they all did good work. But, it was very definitely very erotic. And, it didn't matter that she was a full partner of the firm. She was just like the other women in the office. She enjoyed the eroticism of exhibitionism, the fucking, and sucking cock and pussy.
She took a deep breath, partially to calm herself and also to refocus her thoughts. "Clyde Martin, the owner and manager, understands why his request received so little interest and why this will be difficult. This isn't going to be the normal effort by us helping with human resource policy and recruitment strategy and targeting." She looked at the two women who seemed noticeably nervous. "Are you familiar with the Bar Rescue TV series? That's the approach we'll need here."
There was a reason why the request for proposals from Black Beach Club Resort received so little interest and why Ms. Benson had also been hesitant but encouraged by Mr. Cornell. Although the firm was established with specific expertise to assist manufacturing companies, the internal make-up of the firm lent a unique element... expertise... to consider this. She considered that but only after meeting with her team did she relent and submit a carefully outlined proposal.
Black Beach Club Resort was the only resort on a small island in the Caribbean containing a proportionately small town for support. The island was too small even for an airport for small planes so all visitors came by boat as did all necessary supplies for the island. The closest supporting island was about five miles away. It wasn't the size or isolation that caused concern, though, it was the marketing strategy of the resort. Black Beach Club Resort was intentional in its naming. Turned into an acronym, the resort was called BBC Resort and that was the marketing. The target clientele was white women and black men. The resort advertised on porn sites, swinger sites, and innuendo wherever else they could get away with it. The resort felt there was a niche for providing a place to accommodate the white and black fantasy lived out at an island location. They didn't specifically advertise that women would find an abundance of big black cock but she was told there usually was enough.
A deep dive into their financials showed they had been effective, too. It was a small market but it was a small resort. They didn't worry about providing the fanciest restaurant or clubbing experience. They had a restaurant and they had a club but the real experience was independent of the quality of those venues. The white women seeking the 'black cock' experience and black men willing to provide it found the resort in sufficient numbers to make the resort quite profitable. Until the recent quarterly results.
The recent results indicated a down-turn that was reflective of a slowing of incoming guests. Really, it was a slowing of incoming white female guests. Some women normally came as singles or together and some came as couples which may also reflect the fantasy of guys wanting their wives and girlfriends with other men. Their search indicated that the group not showing up in regular numbers were the single women and women coming together. Puzzled, they did a deep search on the internet to find an increasing number of reviews of the resort indicating that women have problems with men. They didn't feel safe.
"That's where 'Bar Rescue' comes in," Ms. Benson said while looking at Marie and Cindy. "We talked about this but you can back out. There would be no problem for me or Joe. We know this is asking a lot." The two younger women shared a look, a shrug, and a smile. Ms. Benson leaned forward, her forearms on the desktop. Todd loved this part when her mature C-cup breast hung down slightly. "As we talked, something is going on down there. The women seemed reluctant to say anything to management which might indicate this is not random but targeting. The only thing we can think is to send in undercover female guests."
Todd spoke up, "Maybe I should go down there, too. I could be a boyfriend or something."
Ms. Benson shook her head. "Thanks, Todd, and we all share your concern. The thing is that none of the women submitting bad reviews were with husbands or boyfriends." He nodded but both Marie and Cindy reached to stroke his arms in thanks.
"Any more words of wisdom, boss?" Marie asked.
"Sorry... I have no experience here. You're going to have to develop a plan on the fly. Just be safe." She slid across the desk two envelopes. They contain flights, resort bookings, and itineraries. "Clyde Martin will make contact with you but it should always be discrete. You'll just be two young women on a vacation to experience fantasies."
* * * *
"Ms. Jensen, Ms. Morgan... welcome!" The young woman behind the reservation desk bubbled out the greeting after checking the passport of each of them. After clicking on the keyboard with her long fingernails, "I see you are booked into our suite for the next 5 nights. Your stay includes all the amenities, I see." She looked up and smiled. The two weren't aware of that but assumed Mr. Martin was taking care of them. The young woman behind the counter was dark-skinned from the islands with an interesting accent. Her hair was black and long. The uniform consisted of a white pullover top and a light blue skirt that fit her very well.
Marie and Cindy were handed room key cards and an elastic band with a fob attached. Much easier than carrying around the key card. She giggled, "Some of the bikinis don't cover much and a key card is difficult. Besides, the beach and pool are clothing-optional." She gave a wink. That detail Marie and Cindy were aware of and were looking forward to. Naked outside.
The resort's main building was laid out with two wings angled to the right and left with another shorter wing bisecting them. In the center, where all the wings joined was where the offices, restaurant, shops, and club were located. The rules were simple: no nudity in the public areas of the building or the front of the building open to the public. The pool, beach, and open areas in the back and between the wings were clothing optional. The wing bisecting the rest of the rooms contained the large suites which are where Marie and Cindy were pointed. The suite they were given was at the end with open access to the pool area and beach.
They had unpacked and stowed their suitcases in the back of the closet when there was a knock on the door. Cindy checked through the peep-hole, then opened the door to find a tall, well-toned black man wearing a pull-over shirt with the resort emblem on the left breast. He was holding a tall basket of goodies in his two hands.
"Welcome to Black Beach Club Resort, ladies," he said as he brought the basket in and placed it on the small table next to the sliding patio door facing the pool and beach in the near distance. Both Marie and Cindy took the man to be one of the employees. Instead, "I found an excuse to offer to bring this welcome basket to you personally." He held out his hand, "Clyde Martin," he said by way of introduction. The women smiled and introduced themselves. "Yes," he continued, "Pam Benson sent your pictures. I really appreciate your firm being willing to do this. When Pam outlined the approach you were going to take... I admit I was surprised."
Marie and Cindy shared an understanding look and smile. Marie responded, "I suppose. We didn't know any other way to... uh, mmmm... get exposed to the problem."
He looked with skepticism at the two young women he knew were associated with a well-respected consulting firm. "Are you sure you're up to this? I mean..."
Cindy checked with Marie simply by looking, received the affirming nod she was expecting, and the two of them stepped the short distance to press their bodies into him on either side. "Tell us, Mr. Martin, how does the... mmmm... black experience here work?"
He hesitated, nerves and uncertainty now clearly evident. Were they implying something from him or merely seeking information for use later? "Simple, really. I suppose it's like any hook-up situation except more obvious and intentional. Guests want sex... black and white in particular so there is not much subtlety. It's supposed to be all consensual but that is why you are here, right? It seems sometimes it is not."
"And what about employees?" Marie asked as her hand smoothed over his shirt, feeling his toned chest and abs.
He sucked in a breath. He wasn't expecting this, though he didn't know what to expect from professional women accepting an assignment like this. Both women were stroking his chest and stomach down to his belt. He was aroused. Both women were beautiful and their vacation shorts and tops showed fit bodies. If they stroked any further down, they would know just how aroused he was and he wasn't sure if that would be professional for him.
"Employees..." he haltingly responded, "what happens here... I mean, it's no secret and they encounter involved guests... especially outside. While we don't encourage... it's not part of the job... but... employees involved with guests is allowed when initiated by the guest AND the employee's schedule allows." He was breathing heavier. He didn't know what to do with his own hands but they somehow ended up on the two women around their shoulders. "Are you suspecting... uhmm... that an employee might..."
Marie rose up onto her toes and kissed him on the lips lightly, then a bit more firmly. Cindy's hand slid down past his belt to stroke over his crotch. What she felt caused her to smile in anticipation. He felt every bit as big as Mr. C.
Marie dropped down to her heels and glanced down at what Cindy was up to. "We're in the... ahh... discovery phase, Mr. Martin." Marie began pulling his shirt from his shorts while Cindy began on his belt. "We think we need to understand the lay of the land, what we can expect to find."
"We're not without our own experiences, Mr. Martin," Cindy added. "But, new experiences are what your resort promises, it's it?" He nodded numbly. This was unexpected. He had been nervous about how the women being sent down would react to the reality of the resort. Cindy had his shorts open and her hand sliding inside his boxers to grasp a large, thick, very aroused cock. He gasped at the touch and so did she. "Every venture has a... mmmm... starting point, Mr. Martin."
Marie was tugging his shirt up his torso. She leaned forward to kiss a well-muscled, black chest. "We think... mmmm... Mr. Martin," Marie suggested between kisses to his body, "that an understanding... a working relationship... between us..."
"... would be most... appropriate," Cindy finished as she sank to her knees to tug his shorts and boxers down his legs. Her eyes were glued to the big black cock before her. She decided, now that she could fully see it, that it was between the big cocks of Miles and Mr. C. And that was impressive. A thick ten-inch black cock. She was thankful the office already provided her with the experience of big cocks.
Cindy took the head of his cock between her lips as her hands continued assisting him from his shorts and loafers. Marie had succeeded in pulling his shirt over his head and was devouring his lips and mouth with her own. Both women were still clothed and the man was naked as their hands roamed over his bare, black skin, Cindy sucking cock, and Marie kissing his face, mouth, neck, and chest. This was quite the reversal for the women and it wasn't lost on either of them. They stopped almost in unison to quickly throw off their shirts, shorts, bras, and panties. Once also naked they both dropped to their knees on the carpeted floor, both tonguing, kissing and sucking the large cock.
Mr. Martin had been aroused from the beginning but was now straining under the combined stimulation effort of the women. He very definitely wanted more from these two but didn't want to be the aggressor under the circumstances.
Marie's lips touched Cindy's as both tried to capture the cock head. They looked at each other, their eyes separated by not more than the width of the cock. The eyes of both were lit by excitement. While this assignment held the potential for trouble as the reason for them being here, it also held the obvious promise of exciting new experiences.
That simple, close contact of eyes was all each needed for the next step. They stood and guided the man to the bedroom where they stripped the covers down and maneuvered the accepting man into the center of the bed. There had been no verbal communication between the two women but they moved as if previously choreographed.
"Does this happen to you often, Mr. Martin?" Marie asked as she straddled his legs and moved over his mid-section.
He shook his head. "No... it never really seemed... appropriate," he muttered as Marie's wet pussy slid over the length of his hard cock as his eyes flicked to Cindy moving into position over his face.
"Well, Mr. Martin," Cindy added as she settled her pussy over his nose and mouth, "we'll undoubtedly need to provide you... hmmm... with regular updates... don't you think?" With his mouth covered by a wet pussy, he wasn't about to provide a worded response but he did mumble something that sounded affirming. At least, that was the way the women understood it.
Marie re-aligned her pussy against the head of his cock, tilted her hips, and managed to press his cock up and penetrate her hole. She gasped and a similar sound escaped from beneath Cindy's pussy. She sat up straighter and slowly settled down over the large, thick cock. She moaned as it filled her deeper and deeper. Fucking Miles and Mr. C was like this and her mind was flooded with the memories of those times with them. Once she had most of his cock up inside her, she rose slowly while clenching her muscles around the shaft until just the bulbous head was inside. She paused like that, then dropped sharply down the shaft and felt it so wonderfully deep inside. She wasn't in a hurry, though. She didn't know what his schedule might be, but she was content with an easy, unhurried fuck on this cock.
The sound in front of her brought her attention away, just a bit, from her own rising stimulation to Cindy who was grinding her pussy on Mr. Martin's mouth. Marie leaned forward to capture one of her bouncing nipples on the freely moving D-cup breasts. She was having little success until she used one of her hands and Cindy moaned even louder.
Then, Cindy uttered a single word... switch. Marie pulled her hips up and up the cock with a feeling of reluctance to lose it but sharing was bound to be part of this island experience. Cindy was off the man's face and waiting on her knees to the side. Marie looked down at the man to find a face smeared with pussy juice and his own saliva but he was smiling with one hand grasping his cock and holding it vertical for Cindy and the other extended to bring Marie to his mouth.
After another switch, Marie settled in for sucking and licking his cock slowly. He was moaning and lifting his cock but Marie's intentions were deliberate to settle his stimulation down a bit. He groaned in his need to cum but she just continued to lick his cock until he seemed to relax some. Then, she positioned herself over his cock, again, slowly lowering herself. A sudden penetration might have set him off into climax. The trick worked and she began fucking him with long, smooth strokes of her pussy.
Marie saw his hands move. One went to finger Cindy's clit as the other pressed between their bodies to stroke and press on her clit. Soon, both women were gasping, moaning, and crying out as their orgasms rose and crashed over them which was when she felt his cock twitch and his hips rise in a prelude to spurts of cum being shot into her pussy.
Marie collapsed to her left, the long cock sliding out of her gaping pussy as she did. Cindy collapsed to the other side. Mr. Martin simply lay where he was gasping for air as if he had just risen to the surface of the water after being underneath just a bit too long.
"I think... Mr. Martin..." Marie haltingly began.
"... we'll enjoy... working closely... with you," Cindy finished. And they both laughed.
Clyde Martin joined them. Any concerns he had about these two women fitting into the attitude of the resort were long gone.
* * * *
After Clyde Martin cleaned up, dressed, and left their suite, assuring the women he felt regular updates would be beneficial, the women settled back on the bed for a lazy, unhurried 69 session. Since it was late afternoon, they decided to shower (together) and dress for an early dinner.
Both women wore very short skirts and semi-sheer blouses unbuttoned to the nipple line. And no underwear or stockings.
The restaurant was nice but not too fancy which actually made it more comfortable. Their server was a male black man and they noticed he wasn't the only one. They wondered how the interactions at the resort worked but they admitted to each other they were too tired. They agreed to call it an early evening, call Ms. Benson with an early report, and be rested for some real exploring the next day.
Marie woke first the next morning and turned to face a still sleeping Cindy who was cuddled into her with an arm draped. Marie smiled at the peaceful face before her and a tingle moved through her body originating from her pussy as she recalled both last night and right after Clyde Martin left them. She hadn't had much personal time spent with Cindy but that was likely to change when they returned. Cindy was a good lover. She wasn't overly aggressive until she was in bed and then could let herself go, be aggressive when it was right and soft and tender when it was right. Marie lifted one large breast, kissed the soft nipple, then slipped out of bed.



She grabbed her thin, shorty robe and softly closed the bedroom door before calling room service from the living area of the suite. She ordered coffee, cut fruit, and muffins with jam. Then she stepped through the patio door to sit and gaze out past the nearby beach to the ocean and clear, blue sky.
A knock at the door and a deep, male voice announce room service. The man carrying the breakfast tray was over 6 feet tall, probably upper 20s, and with deep black skin exposed by the standard uniform of pull-over shirt and shorts. He set the tray on the little table when the bedroom door opened and a bleary-eyed Cindy stepped through it naked and managed to walk several steps into the room before noticing the man in the room. Despite her experience of nudity in the office, this wasn't the office and this was a strange man. Her arms quickly rose to try to cover her exposed body... and failed... as she rushed back into the bedroom for her own robe.
When Cindy returned covered by an equally short robe, she heard Marie, "Yes, we arrived yesterday afternoon and were really too tired to experience much of the resort."
"Are you familiar with our resort, though?" he asked with an unflinching gaze at their bodies partially exposed by the loosely tied robes. "Have you experienced places like this?"
There was something in his gaze, Cindy thought and checked over to Marie who was checking back to her.
"Ah... no," Marie was uttering. It was clear that Marie's confident composure had slipped. "No... we just heard about it and... you know... fantasies."
"Ahhh," the man said. His large black hand reached out and touch the lapel of Marie's robe and slid down it to the point between her breasts where the two sides overlapped. His fingers were stroking her over the robe as they continued boldly to the cinched but not knotted tie. Cindy stood frozen, as Marie seemed to be, as the fingers tugged the tie and Marie's robe fell open. Marie quickly recovered and pulled the robe closed, held tightly now. "Yes," he said seemingly unfazed by Marie's reaction. He stepped closer and touched the swell of her breast through the robe. "Yes, you are here for the black cock experience." Not put off by Marie's reaction, he took her hand and placed it on his crotch, and pressed it firmly there. "I have a nice black cock, no?" It wasn't just his eyes that were leering. It seemed somehow his whole body was projecting the same. "I give you black cock now, okay?"
She stepped away and joined Cindy. "No, not right now. Thank you, though. Will we see you again?"
He was still leering at them as he backed to the door. "Yes, you will. I serve these rooms. Next time. I have good black cock and I will get you many black cock." Then he was out the door.
They sat on the patio with the coffee, fruit, and muffins. They were quiet. The resort seemed to be waking up around them but they didn't seem to notice. Finally, Cindy broke the silence between them. "That was weird, right? I mean, it wasn't just me."
"No," Marie replied as she looked up. "That was unexpected for sure. Everyone else we've encountered has been professional and courteous. They may have checked us out but discretely." They shared a look. "I wonder," she finally said and retrieved her smartphone. The firm had added the temporary international package.
"Morning, Todd, how is your day going?" Pause and a sigh. "Oh, well, you know... just sitting outside our suite on a patio having coffee and muffins while looking out past the beach at the endless blue ocean and sky with a light ocean breeze on us." A longer pause, then a hearty laugh. "Good for you, stud." Pause. "Todd, can you do us a favor? Check the files on those women and see what rooms they were staying in. I should have thought of that before we left." Pause. "Thanks, Todd."
Cindy asked, "What was that 'stud' comment about?"
Marie leaned back in her chair with a big smile. Her robe had loosened considerably and Cindy's eyes gazed at an exposed nipple. "According to him, this assignment has Ms. Benson all hot and bothered. The nature of the resort, what we'll be doing down here, and her concern for us has apparently been directed at Todd. She's focused her arousal solely on him and she's been quite demanding."
Cindy chuckled, "Todd can handle it."
"Oh, there was no complaining about it from him," Marie added and they both laughed. Though everyone in the office partnered with everyone else across assigned groups, Todd had been a frequent partner for all three women in their group.
Marie picked up her phone, again, and began clicking. "Now what?" Cindy asked.
"Just curious. I'm going to text Mr. Martin... Manny, the room service guy, said he was assigned to this wing. I wonder how long that has been."
After sending the text, she looked back across the table. Cindy was watching and for a moment, a long moment, they just watched each other. "It couldn't be this obvious, could it?" Cindy finally asked. They both shrugged.
When they were ready, they helped each other slather sunscreen over their entire bodies before slipping into the Wick Weasel almost-nothing suits. The bottoms barely covered pussies and the tops didn't cover much on Marie and even less on Cindy's larger breasts.
They stood on the beach to debate whether to start by lounging under the sun or strolling under the sun down the beach. They elected to stroll. They hadn't gone far, just far enough to be out of easy sight of the buildings when they saw three young black guys coming toward them. They were joking with each other and walking in the shallows of the water and hadn't yet noticed the two nearly naked white women. They were wearing small Speedo-type tight suits. As they got closer, it was clear they didn't need to be naked, the suits showed exactly what each had underneath. Cindy nudged Marie.
That was about when the men noticed the women. They knew their own suits gave an as good indication of them without being fully naked, too. Almost instantly, it felt like one of those Discovery nature shows when the females preen and the males strut in a ritualistic dance that spanned eons in their DNA.
Marie and Cindy stopped in front of them, not too close but not too far, either. The three men were indeed young like them, very black, toned, and not overly confident despite their trying to present that image. They both dropped their eyes repeatedly during the small talk at the cocks clearly indicated under the thin, tight spandex material. All showed nice cocks and the premise of the resort fully hit them and both women felt their pussies lubricate in anticipation.
The guys turned to walk with them and the five soon were laughing and splashing in the shallow water as they continued in the direction the guys had come from. There was a nice little stream coming off the lone hill on the island that provided fresh, cooler water, grass, and shade. They offered to show them. They were offering a lot more than that but neither Marie nor Cindy were shy about that prospect. This had the markings of the kind of encounter every female guest envisioned.
The location proved to be even more idyllic than the resort property. It had all the elements with palm trees, ocean, and beach while also providing the backdrop of heavy, protective foliage, soft natural grass, and a gurgling stream. They could easily wade across the stream to continue the walk but why bother.
There was a natural tension hanging over them as they stood quietly. Despite the strutting the guys had projected when they met, they were tentative now and they were appealing to the women. It was easy to see... obvious, actually... that the guys were getting highly aroused with some anticipation of what might happen. That pleased the women because they were feeling the same arousal and the same bodily response except their bodies weren't quite so blatant about it. Except for their nipples. Their nipples were pointing through the thin material of the tops like they threatened to poke a hole.
They had covered all the small talk. They were all guests and, without the words being spoken, they were all willing and eager. Marie stepped between two of the men, her hands suddenly cupping two rapidly growing cocks straining under the thin material of their suits. She felt more than saw Cindy step toward the third man.
Marie felt the two cocks under her hands grow as she leaned into one to kiss him on the lips before switching to the other. The men began to reciprocate in both kissing and touching as their hands sought out her body, which was bare already and barely covered. She forced her hands into the waistband of the suits and both cocks jumped at her grasp. Her top went first, strings at her neck and back pulled loose and her breast mauled as the ties of her bottoms were pulled and the material fluttered to the sand.
She pushed at their suits but they were tight, especially with her hand inside. She gave a final kiss to each man before dropping to her knees and tugging one of the suits off his hips and down his thighs before switching to the other man. The first man finished stepping out of his suit as she tugged the other suit down, then she switched back to the first man, holding his aroused cock vertical and licking up the length of it. When the second man was untangled from his suit, she grasped both big black cocks switching back and forth between them with licks, kisses and sucks. She glanced to the side when making a switch to find Cindy with a mouthful of black cock and also naked.
Marie began earnestly sucking cocks that were already straining with hard arousal. She needed to be fucked. She, and the other women in the office, were used to several fucks nearly every day. She and Cindy had made the decision not to pleasure each other and wait for what the day would bring to them. This was a very good thing to come their way and she saw the positive side of the appeal of the resort for certain women like themselves.
The men must have been in a similar need as she was pulled to her feet and led a short distance to the grassy area adjoining the freshwater stream. She lay on her back with legs open in graphic invitation, her attention directed to the two men but also aware of Cindy joining her. Three naked black guys absently stroking their very nice black cocks standing over two naked white women. It was the very interracial fantasy the resort promoted.
Looks and whispers were shared between the men and finalized with nods of agreement. Two of the men went between the open legs of the women, fingers stroking shaved bare, glistening pussies before their cocks were aligned and moved up and down over the wet slits. The third man moved to Marie's head. Her watching of the man approaching her pussy was diverted by the cock approaching her head. She opened her mouth and tilted her head, the cock passing her lips to enter her mouth where her tongue began swirling over the head as her lips closed around the shaft. She moaned around the cock as the head of the other cock pressed past her other lips and easily slipped into her pussy. She heard more unmuffled sounds from Cindy next to her.
The man entering her pussy eased it in, likely thinking his larger than normal cock might be an issue but unaware of the several cocks in the office even larger. She raised her hips to meet his small thrusts until he finally thrust deep into her. The cock in her mouth moved steadily deeper, too. Soon, she had both cocks stroking deep, the one in her mouth passing into her throat producing extra groans from him.
Then the whispered comments early became evident. The man stroking into Marie's mouth pulled out. She whimpered at the loss until she turned to see the man settle next to Cindy's head. A touch of his saliva-coated cock to her cheek and Cindy's mouth opened and turned without much more thought than the touch. A few strokes and he exclaimed, "Damn... she... she's... taking me... in her... throat, too."
Marie felt the cock in her pussy swell more and just like that it was pulled out. She moaned her frustration. The swell of the cock was matching the rising stimulation in her, too. Her orgasm was near and now her pussy was empty. But it was a switch, a rotation. The man who was fucking her crawled to her head. The man who had been fucking Cindy moved to Marie's spread and gaping pussy. The man who had just begun stroking into Cindy's mouth moved to her pussy. And it began, again.
The rotation had dampened everyone's arousal slightly but only enough to make their fucking last longer and Marie gauged what their intentions were. They would switch out but the women would always be fucked while they would have times of lessened stimulation to prolong their action. And, it was working.
This second man was fucking her with powerful, urgent strokes immediately after full penetration which was achieved with two thrusts. She groaned and moaned between gasps of breath as her stimulation resumed where it had been and teetering on the edge of orgasm. The guy fucking her leaned over her and rolled them so she was on top. She quickly got her knees under her and took over fucking which freed his hands to maul her breasts, pinch and twist her nipples, and press on her clit as her body crashed onto him. Her orgasm seemed explosive and he was still hard inside her. She pushed through her orgasm to continue fucking him but her efforts were waning as her body shook in response. He took the initiative again to roll back over to resume aggressively fucking her spasming pussy.
She was still in the aftershock stage of a wonderful orgasm when he abruptly pulled out. The emptiness seemed somehow more. His cock covered in her orgasmic fluids presented to her mouth seemed inadequate when the next cock plunged into her open pussy. He fucked her hard with a sense of desperate need added to it. As she tasted her own cum on the cock in her mouth, the cock in her pussy swelled and jerked, plunging harder, deeper, and faster into her, crushing into her overly sensitive, throbbing clit. She gasped at the first spurt of cum shooting into her, her legs wrapped around his waist, arching her hips up to meet his straining final thrusts as his cock emptied the last of his semen.
Cindy cried out next to Marie causing her to pull her mouth off the cock to look. Concern? No. Cindy was in the throes of a massive orgasm of her own as the man fucking her desperately was obviously climaxing with her. The man Marie had been sucking was gone, shifted to take his place between Cindy's splayed thighs as the man leaving her brought his cock to her mouth. Marie turned her attention to cleaning the cock of the man she had just fucked as Cindy was being fucked by this other man. It didn't take long for him to release his cum into Cindy's welcoming, clenching pussy.
The five lay exhausted on the grass. When they had sufficiently recovered, they made their way to the stream where they settled into the cooler, clear water no more than a couple feet deep at the deepest point. Soon, they splashed down the stream into the waiting salt-infused water of the ocean. They splashed and groped. The guys combined their strength to toss the enthusiastic women into the air and splashed back into the water. Always, amid anything else, pussies, cocks, and breasts were probed, stroked, and groped.
When they finally exited the water, the search was started for the discarded suits. The ocean breeze had carried away the minuscule Wicked Weasel tops and bottoms. Once located, though, they were rinsed off in the ocean before being put on.
Passionate, grateful, and meaningful kisses were shared once they arrived back at the resort area. They agreed to meet up later in the evening. Marie made a point of asking for their room numbers so they could contact them.
A puzzled Cindy listened to Marie, "We have to contact the office. There may be something we have to take care of." Then quickly added, "We're going to hook up, guys. Today was way too good."
Marie and Cindy stopped at the pool on the way back out of curiosity. Hanging onto the edge of the pool in the deep end away from others, Cindy asked, "You're thinking about Manny, aren't you? He seemed almost too obvious. You think he's that careless?"
Marie looked her in the eyes, "I think he's that stupid. Let's go see what answers we got." With that, she pushed off the side of the pool and swam across to the ladder on the other side. Cindy reached the ladder first so Marie had a chance to see just what their suits looked like to others. The string in the back was buried deep in the crack of her ass. When Cindy turned to wait for Marie, the suit might just as well not be worn: the thin material hugged the shape of her pussy lips and molded to her erect nipples. Instead of the phone messages she had hoped awaited them, her thoughts turned to sharing a shower with her busty co-worker.
* * * *
They learned two very important things: Todd left a message asking how Marie knew all the women assaulted had been in suites; and, Mr. Martin reported that Manny had been hired only six months ago, only months before the assaults seemed to have begun. He added a question at the end of his text: you don't think this is a coincidence, do you? Which is why Marie and Cindy were in Mr. Martin's office after a cleansing shower (together and lasting longer than normally required) and again clothed in stylish shorts and halter tops.
"So tell me," he insisted after a show of relief that they were okay. The two shared their perspectives of the encounter with Manny earlier in the morning. Perspectives that matched so precisely Mr. Martin couldn't find a reason to question them about it. The women followed that up with what they had learned from Todd's search.
"How was your office able to determine what rooms the other women had been in? Just curious," Mr. Martin inquired. He was greeted with blank looks. "Hacked? Are you saying your office hacked into our system to determine that?" Neither woman reacted, not even a flinch. They both suspected, though, that Todd had enlisted Miles.
"Whatever," he continued. He was really wondering about the highly respected firm he hired. By all indications and reputation, Cornell Consulting was a premier firm and above any dispute. But, they were willing and able to hack for information? "I don't want to know, I guess." He shook his head, "How is it we didn't notice that? And Manny..."
Marie interrupted what was obviously coming. "The women were probably threatened, sir. He, if it was him, had their information: address, phone number, etc. He could easily make them feel vulnerable."
"Okay. It's almost too much for coincidence, isn't it? What do we do? Sounds like a police matter rather than policy and procedures."
"Too early for police. All circumstantial," Marie said.
"What are you thinking, then?"
"Do you have a handgun?" Cindy asked.
* * * Continues in Chapter 9B * * *
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CHAPTER 9B: THE RESORT CLIENT - CONT'D
* * * READING CHAPTER 9A IS IMPORTANT * * *
"Okay. It's almost too much for coincidence, isn't it? What do we do? Sounds like a police matter rather than policy and procedures."
"Too early for police. All circumstantial," Marie said.
"What are you thinking, then?"
"Do you have a handgun?" Cindy asked.
* * * *
Cindy's older brother had returned from two tours in the Marines and presented her with a 9mm Glock. She was reluctant but finally gave in to his insistence. The time in combat zones had heightened his concern for her safety. She didn't live in a war zone, she had insisted. She finally gave in. She accepted his training, spending hours and boxes of ammunition at target ranges, and getting licensed. Cindy and Marie had no intention of killing anyone, though.
They were all set. The plan was simple. They had first called the three guys from the afternoon on the beach and told them they had something important to resolve for the office. No rest for the wicked, they had explained. 'Lusty, yes; wicked, no', came the reply. Both women really ... REALLY ... liked the three guys and were looking forward very much to more time with them.
After calling the guys, they called for room service: salads and wine to be delivered in two hours. They figured that would be sufficient time. Cindy sat on the sofa in the living area. They were both covered only in their short robes. Cindy, for the umpteenth time, was disassembling the gun, verifying the magazine was empty as well as the chamber. Underneath her short robe, she also had a belt on. She slipped the gun under the belt at the small of her back. They were making an assumption based on circumstances but circumstances that fit together too well.
When it happened, it happened fast with a knock on their door precisely on time. A check through the peep-hole showed Manny with a service cart. If they were wrong, they might be embarrassed. At the confirmation from Marie, Cindy retreated further away from the door. She hadn't tied her robe but was holding it closed with her hand so she could quickly reach behind, if necessary. She waited, trying to appear much calmer than she felt. She was an HR specialist in conflict management, not an undercover agent. Marie let Manny in with his cart laden with the salads, a wine bottle and glasses, water glasses, rolls, and fruit. He transferred everything onto the table. He noticed Cindy holding her robe closed and leered at her, probably thinking they were in the midst of something sexual or preparing for something sexual. He made no move, though. He thanked the women and wished them a good evening and it was too anti-climatic. As the door was closing behind him, Marie turned to look at Cindy with surprise, disappointment, and relief, all mixed together. She was wrong. Cindy's eyes, though, looked different.
In no more time than it took to reflect those feeling on her face, the door burst open behind her and large, rough hands propelled her deeper into the room. Stumbling to a stop, her short robe now loose and hanging open, she saw four black men standing threateningly as she heard the door click shut.
"There is no reason for you to be hurt, but you may if you resist. We're going to have some fun and it will be more fun if you cooperate. Ultimately, though, it won't matter one way or the other." The one who spoke was a step closer and had the attitude of the leader.
Marie cinched her robe shut and stepped to the cabinet with the TV on it, touched the screen of her smartphone sitting there, then tapped the button that appeared. "What did you just say?" Marie asked defiantly.
The man laughed and repeated everything. Marie argued, told them to leave, told them she'd call security, told them she'd call the police. The man laughed. A couple of the others didn't laugh quite as hard and she wondered if they might be the ones to eventually break. When the laughing died, it came out. They had their addresses and phone numbers back home. They had everything. The man grabbed Marie, a hand around her throat, "If there is a hint of trouble," he said with a laugh, "well, you, your family, will be very sorry."
The man pushed Marie back roughly and she stumbled back near Cindy. So that WAS the reason the other women didn't file charges, she thought. Cindy's hand was already inside her robe and behind her. Now that Marie was out of the way, it was time.
A simple nod from Marie and, "Don't you dare take another step!" A chill went through Marie as Cindy's voice calmly but with surprising confidence and authority filled the room as the gun in her hands appeared and she settled into a shooter's stance.
"What the ...?"
"Shut up," she called out. Then chuckling, "Sorry, my outfit didn't allow for my credentials to be visible. Now, hands on the wall."
They froze, looking bewildered and utterly confused by the turn of events. Police? They froze just long enough for the door to the suite to burst open with Mr. Martin and three beefy security guys rushing in. Cindy stepped forward, handed the gun back to Mr. Martin who released the empty magazine, slapped in a loaded one, and jacked the slide to chamber a round. Those quick moves seemed to totally deflate the four men.
Marie's phone had been set to record and send to Mr. Martin, something Miles had worked out for them. As soon as he heard, the security detail moved and he phone the police on the next island. They were there within a half hour but by that time the four men had confessed quickly in the hopes of damage control. Manny indeed was behind it all. He might be able to be charged with a variation of sex trafficking. He charged men for identifying, providing personal information, and arranging for the assaults. The resort was based on the availability of consensual sexual encounters but some men, apparently, were more interested in less consensual situations. Manny couldn't be found at the resort, but it was a small island. The police found him hiding out at the docks trying to get a boat to escape.
The excitement may have seemed to start and end quickly, but the police interviews (over and over, it seemed), forensic evidence collection, and transferring of the recording seemed to take all night. Daylight was breaking over the eastern horizon and they stood at the front entrance still in their short robes as the police drove away with the four men and Manny. Mr. Martin thanked Marie and Cindy for the hundredth time and said he wanted to talk again in the afternoon after they had slept. That was when the two women saw the three men from the day before among the many guests crowded around watching.
"Are you okay?" They each hugged the women with genuine concern. What a difference in men, Marie thought. After assurance they were okay, just exhausted now, the men excitedly talked about the rumors floating around: guns drawn, assault, special agents from some government agency (FBI presumably), etc. They laughed, denied most of it, then asked if they could meet for dinner and .... They agreed. Of course, they agreed. Especially with the 'and' thrown in.
* * * *
It was early afternoon when Marie's phone jarred them awake. Seeing the caller ID, Marie pushed Cindy harder and sat up in bed, Cindy following suit bleary-eyed. Marie pressed buttons to answer and put the phone on speaker. "Yes, ma'am?" Marie answered. They both struggled to untangle their legs, wake up better, and present a more business attitude verbally. They were both naked. At least that was like normal business ... for them.
"You really are okay?" The voice wasn't that of Ms. Benson but Mr. Cornell.
"Yes, sir. We really are. Got shoved a little but that's all," Marie assured him.
"We got a call from Clyde Martin," came Ms. Benson's voice. "He told us that and that you'd probably be in bed for most of the day after last night." There was a pause. "Of course," she went on, "you two being in bed for an extended time wouldn't surprise us any." Marie and Cindy could hear a lot of laughter in the background. "By the way, all the partners and as many of the office that could squeeze into the conference room are here and the few others are in the doorway. You two scared us."
"Sorry, ma'am," Cindy offered. "It was kind of one of those spur-of-the-moment things."
"I'm tempted to say not one of your best decisions," Mr. Cornell add, "but it's hard to argue with success."
"What should we do?" Marie asked. "We probably need to meet with Mr. Martin and the police some. What about flights returning?"
"Don't you dare," came the simultaneous voices of Mr. Cornell and Ms. Benson. Ms. Benson finished, "Stay there. You've earned it. Besides, you can interface with Clyde Martin for us. We've got some ideas for how he can best conclude this mess and save the resort's reputation."
"I have to ask," came Sara's voice, "is the resort really ...?"
"YES!" Marie and Cindy responded in unison emphatically.
* * * *
"That was a great dinner. We really enjoyed it with you, guys," Marie said and Cindy nodded in agreement.
"You two certainly are drawing a lot of attention now. It was like I imagined being with celebrities would be like," one of the three said.
"That's exactly why we didn't want to go to the club. Hope that's okay," Cindy said.
"Are you kidding," another responded, "we're just glad you want to be with us, again. So... what DO you want?" His voice reflected hope, anticipation, and constrained excitement.
"It's a beautiful night," Cindy offered as much to Marie as to the guys.
Marie smiled, leaned into her co-worker, and whispered. Cindy nodded with a big smile. "The night is beautiful, the beach is quiet, and there is a bright moon, even if it is a half-moon. Suppose we can find that grassy area by the stream?"
They didn't walk far down the beach to be away from the resort's lights. When they were, the sky above seemed to burst with stars and, with the moon walking on the beach was easy, with different shadows and intensity of light, but easy to see where they were going. Shoes, of course, came off quickly. The guys rolled up their pant legs to walk just at the edge of the water while the women strolled in calf-deep water. They were unhurried, comfortable. They lightly touched. It seemed forever and sudden at the same time when they saw the change in the beach ahead indicating the stream and grass intersecting the clean beach sand.
Marie stood on the grass having dropped her shoes and looked out over the endless expanse of ocean and sky, the two seeming to meld into one at a horizon that was indistinguishable. One of the guys took her in his arms from behind, his arms around her waist, his hands rising to cup and massage her covered breasts. She dropped her head back against his shoulder as one of his hands slid down, and slowly pulled her skirt up her legs, his fingers caressing over her soaked panties.
"What is it you want, Marie?" he asked.
"Hmmmmm ... this," she sighed in response. "I want this ... the sky ... ocean ... magnificent ... romantic." His fingers slid under the waist of her panties and she opened her legs in response, in anticipation, in invitation. "This, yessss ... I want this ... I want you ... all three of you ... perfect ... expose me to the heavens ... fuck me."
A finger, then two, entered her wet pussy. She groaned, releasing herself fully to experience this pleasure in this new environment. She heard the same sounds nearby but didn't turn, didn't seek out the source. She knew. One man was fondling her. Two men were stimulating Cindy.
The shoulder straps of her sundress were pushed off her shoulders. The zipper in the back lowered. Her dress was suddenly gone, her panties following it. She turned to undress him but he was already pulling his shirt open and off. His muscled chest and stomach somehow appeared more enticing in the defused light from the stars and partial moon. She stood and watched. His slacks dropped, his shorts quickly following. His aroused, delicious black cock stood out, pointing at her. She closed the gap between them, pressing his rising cock down, parting her legs, rising up on her toes, and capturing the shaft between her thigh, her pussy pressed down along the length. She kissed him, her hips moving slightly to rub her lubrication over his shaft, feeling it straining against her. She eased her hips back, feeling the bulbous head part her lips, touch her clit, then slide along her slit as she pressed her hips back against him. His moans blended with her own.
"Fuck me, please," Marie uttered it softly but the need was clear and unmistakable.
He did something unexpected. He held her hand and lay on his back on the grass, his head toward the water. She looked down at him, her gaze then rising to the ocean beyond him and the stars above. Perfect, she thought.
She lowered herself to straddle his hips, grasping his cock, and lowering her pussy to it, feeling it part her lips as she blindly sought to align it with her hole, sighing at the first touch, the first penetration, and easing down over the length, rising and lowering slowly, evenly, her pussy squeezing around the shaft, both of them softly moaning, her butt smacking against his thighs with each downward motion.
She paused, the cock buried deep in her pussy, her gaze caught by the gentle motion of the ocean, the partial moon reflected in the dark water, the stars, the gentle breeze coming in with the waves, and the soft night sounds from the land behind her and the water lapping at the shore. The sounds next to her added more to the scene. Cindy was on her hands and knees, one guy fucking her from behind and the other smoothly fucking her mouth while her large breasts swung freely beneath her.
She began fucking him with greater intention, rising and dropping faster and faster. His hands rose to capture her bouncing breasts, switching from mauling the globes to twisting and pinching the nipples. It was all too perfect. Her eyes opened to the view before her and her body opened to the sensations overwhelming her. His cock was swelling, twitching, jerking, his hips rising to meet her as she pressed down. She rotated her pelvis, her clit crushed into his pelvic bone, her pussy muscles clamping around the driving cock. They climaxed one after the other, uncertain who came first ... maybe together.
Collapsed on the man beneath her, his cock softening but still large enough to remain inside her clasping pussy, Marie heard soft sighs and deep breathing next to them. Cindy was sprawled on the grass on her stomach, the two guys lying on each side of her softly stroking her body that seemed to shine in the darkness under the muted light from above. She took one load in her pussy and the other in her mouth. Marie smiled and sighed.
Eventually, one of the guys eased himself off the ground and encourage the others. They moved across the sand of the beach to the water's edge and further out into the ocean. Like much of the shore at this island, the bottom was gently sloping. They walked out until they were waist-deep where the women were again tightly encircled by the men, their bodies groped, stroked, and probed. The women spread their legs at the touching, their lips finding the lips of the men for kisses, their own hands grasping underwater for soft black cock that weren't soft for long.
Marie found herself lifted into the arms of one man, his cock sinking into her ready pussy. Another came up behind her, his cock pressing against her butt. "Do you do anal, Marie?"
"God, yes ... yes, please," she gasped back. "Use my pussy first, then you two fuck me."
Her intention was clear to them. The one already inside her lifted her so his cock fell out and the other plunged into her cum-soaked pussy. With the first man holding Marie and spreading her ass cheeks, the second probed with his cock for her tight asshole. When she muttered, yes, he pressed firmly. The tight hole resisted but only for a moment. Mr. Peterson in the office isn't the only one who likes anal and Marie was as accommodating as most of the women to anal and double penetration. And double penetration was clearly next for her.
She assisted her ass penetration and soon cried out as the head sank inside. The man was as considerate as always shown by these three and paused with his cock head buried to allow her asshole to adjust to the intrusion. In the meantime, the first man probed for her pussy and eased his cock into her alongside the cock in her ass. She cried out, again. Two thick cocks stretched her holes.
She opened her eyes, kissed the one in front of her hard, then strained to turn enough to kiss the one behind her. Everything was so perfect: seeing the shore, the water, and the night sky endless until each couldn't be distinguished from the other.
"Fuck me!" And they did. Two cocks plunged deep and strong into her holes. Two cocks slid into her body separated by a thin membrane covered with nerve endings, stimulation shooting from one chamber to the next, cocks rubbing along each other, both going deep. Her orgasm was huge. She felt limp as her body quaked in the arms of the men. Her grip slacked but the men held her in place as their cocks continued to plunge, thrust, and fuck her through her orgasm, both holes in spasm, clenching, and flexing. They didn't stop. Their recent climax gave them endurance that prolonged the fuck into a mind-numbing, sensual experience.
When she felt them cum, it was together. Her holes filled with cum from swollen, jerking cocks ... and she exploded into another orgasm, her body tight around the man in front of her as if she was afraid she might explode into pieces.
They fell asleep in the grassy area. A chill of the night air finally woke them. They gathered their clothes and laughed as they hurried back to the resort where they entered the suite still naked and carrying their clothes. They showered in turns: Marie with one guy and Cindy crowded with two in the shower. After drying each other, they collapsed into the king-sized bed, tightly squeezed together under the covers.
The morning slowly evolved from eyes adjusting to the light coming in through the wide-open drapes to remembering why they were crowded in bed to morning greetings of touches, strokes, and kisses. And more fucking.
* * * *
Over the next few days, Marie and Cindy coordinated with the office back home in developing several new employee policies and employment contract wording. Then, Mr. Cornell joined the conference call.
"How are you two doing?" he asked. Mr. Cornell always seemed to respond to the individual first before jumping into business talk. "The weather still good?"
"We call the weather, naked good, sir." Marie and Cindy giggled and it was true. "We're naked as much as the resort allows, sir. Wait until you see our tans."
He chuckled. "I look forward to it as I always have with each of you seven." Mr. C had a good thoughts regarding the resort and the two women wanted to take it directly to Mr. Martin.
* * * *
"Sir, do you have a moment?" Marie and Cindy dressed in shorts and halter tops after the conference call and now stood in the doorway of Mr. Martin's office.
"Ladies," he called out enthusiastically. "Please ... please come in. I'm not sure how we're going to adequately thank you for what you've done for us."
They sat in chairs on the other side of his desk and brushed the comment away. Despite their casual dress, they were in business mode.
"We just got off a conference call back to the office," Marie began. "You should find the revised policies and employment contract language in your email inbox soon." He leaned back in his chair and was about to say something more when Marie continued. "Another idea was passed to us we think you might want to consider."



"Anything," he said. "How could I not trust your firm's input at this point?"
Cindy took over. She's the conflict management expert. "It's up to you, of course, sir, but ... we think it might be a good idea if you personally reach out to each of the women who were previously assaulted. I can work with you on how to handle it. Additionally, you could consider offering each of them another visit to the resort at no charge. You should stress that it is offered without strings but if they felt so inclined to edit their previous reviews regarding the resort ..."
"Excellent! A great idea and I would appreciate your guidance before you have to leave. I wish I had thought of it. Your help will certainly make it easier." He gazed at them for a moment. "I feel I need to do something more for you two. You were way beyond the call of duty. The firm will be well compensated but you two ..."
"Actually, sir," Marie responded quickly, "Cindy and I were feeling we should somehow thank you and your security team. You guys were right there when we need you. Our little plan was pretty loose. Thank God you were listening closing and your team was ready."
"Well," he replied with a big smile, "I'm still thinking about something for you two, but if you are offering a thank you ..."
* * * *
"Are you ready for this?" Marie and Cindy stood in the living area dressed in their office uniforms: thigh-high stockings and heels. They had earlier ordered a tub of beer on ice and a bottle of Jack Daniels.
"Did you see the smile on his face," Cindy said, "when you invited him and the five security guys to our suite?"
"Ever been with six guys before?"
Cindy laughed, "No ... and I won't tonight, either. Not with you here." She turned into Marie and hugged her tight. Parting, they kissed. "Can you believe this assignment? I thought the office would be at the top of my fantasies. All the black cock we've had on this island ... wow ..."
A knock on the door and the women smiled and opened the door to six big black men ... six big black men with shocked looks on their faces. That was replaced by huge smiles almost instantly.
"Damn," Mr. Martin said, "I thought it might be a drink or two and some of our smooth talk to get you naked." That drew laughs from the other five men as they filed into the room, each receiving a meaningful kiss from each of the women.
"We accept being sweet-talked," Marie returned with a chuckle.
It might have seemed awkward for the men for a while. The women served drinks and did talk. They, of course, were quite casual about their nudity and after some time the men were more so, too. But, not too comfortable. There was a tension in the room that built steadily as time passed.
One of the security guys rose from the sofa where he had been sitting with Cindy, his fingers between her legs and lightly stroking her glistening pussy. He turned on the flat-screen TV which seemed odd until he had settled on one of the channels at the extreme end that had slow music. He put his hand out to Cindy who took it and was pulled into his arms. It was a good slow dance tune and he held her close, his hands moving over her body as their feet and bodies otherwise moved to the music. Instantly, another man had Marie up and the coffee table was moved aside to provide more room.
Man after man cut in with frequent changes of partners, being held less tightly so hands could more freely grope breasts and pussies and the women could stroke the bulging cocks inside the slacks. Soon, both women felt a naked man pressed up against them from the back, a hard cock of substantial size pressing against their butts. Each was turned into a naked man, hard cocks pressed into their abdomens and the flurry of clothes around them as the other men quickly got naked.
Cindy kissed the man in front of her, dancing became the furthest thing in her mind as she pressed against the cock and ground her abdomen into it. She finally broke the kiss and gave the man a lusty smile as she kissed her way down to her knees and her lips on his straining cock. She took the cock between her lips and became aware of cocks on either side of her. She let herself go, put herself into autopilot in her mind, three nice big black cocks for her pleasure and for her to pleasure. She was aware that Marie was close and that Mr. Martin was close but not in front of her and in front of her was now the only important thing. Her hunger and intention were now only focused on the three black cocks on three black strangers. And, there was nothing else.
Cindy pulled her mouth off the cock and blindly turned to the left, capturing that cock in her mouth and taking it quickly deep to the edge of her throat. She gathered control and pushed further, the cock disappearing deeper and into her throat while her hands slowly stroked two other cocks. Her mind caught up with the fact that the cock in her mouth was just inside her throat and there was more outside her mouth; her hands grasped cock at the base and slid as far up to reach the head. She had three big cocks. She shivered with excitement and moaned, the sound coming out muffled around the cock in her throat.
She lost track of time as her mouth moved from cock to cock and her hands maintained contact with the other cocks. It wasn't her decision, her move, her initiation of change. Separate men lifted her off the cock in her mouth and carried her into the bedroom and unceremoniously dropped her onto the bed. She looked up, her eyes scanning the three black men slowly stroking their rigid cocks.
Her breath was coming in heavy, ragged panting as she stared at the cocks ... not the men but the cocks. "The nightstand ..." she managed to utter as if instructing the cocks only.
One of the men opened the nightstand drawer and pulled out a tube of lubrication and instantly the three moved into action. Cindy was moved over as one of the guys lay on the bed on his back. She rolled back over him, straddling his mid-section, and began rubbing her wet pussy along his cock until he stopped her and she rose up on her knees, then higher to align her pussy over the head of his cock. They both moaned as the head sunk between her lips and entered her pussy, only inches at first, then more as she moved down, up, and down until she was sitting on his thighs.
She was pulled to his chest. She kissed him, her lips mashing against his wide, thick lips. And she prepared herself with relaxing thoughts and breaths into the man's mouth. She felt fingers spreading gel over her asshole, then one finger pressing gel past the tight muscle, then two fingers with more gel pressed inside. She moaned loudly. Just fingers in her ass and it was so much with the big cock in her pussy. She pressed back onto the fingers, though. They wanted this and she wanted this and this was going to happen and it was happening as the touch of fingers was replaced by the touch of a bulbous cock head at her asshole. She cried out. Too big. Too tight. But she pushed back. Her lips barely touched the man's underneath her as she breathed, slowly in through the nose and out through the mouth, her lips grazing the man's as she opened and closed her mouth.
Gasping, moaning, groaning, and crying out. She'd fucked anal before. She'd been double penetrated before, even here. These were big cocks. Both big cocks. And that was new. She told herself, berated her questioning mind, she wouldn't tear, she wouldn't rip in two as it felt. She pressed back as the cock pressed at her tight, unyielding sphincter made tighter by the cock filling her pussy.
She muffled a scream into the man's mouth when the cock finally pushed past her sphincter and the head was lodged in her asshole. The man behind her stopped and she breathed, gasped, and shuddered. She was on the verge of an orgasm and it was just beginning. Her asshole began easing and she pushed back so the man pressed forward with more of his cock sliding up into her back hole, filling her deeper and deeper. She hadn't realized she was holding her breath as the two cocks slid deeper and filled her body beyond anything she had ever experienced until finally, her lungs emptied as the man behind pulled back a bit and drove the rest of his cock fully into her ass.
Two big cocks filled her. But, then, she felt something on her cheek. If her mind was numb, her body knew. Her mouth opened to turn to the side and the third cock passed between her lips into her mouth. Moments later, with the two cocks moving in random, uncoordinated ways in her holes, she had another cock in her throat. She orgasmed as the three cock began moving. She orgasmed again moments before the one in her ass jerked and spurted up her ass.
She groaned as the cock in her ass began a slow exit, her asshole clenching the retreating cock but the cock in her mouth pulled out at the same time and she prepared herself, again. This time, though, the cock plunged into her asshole, and not because it was smaller but because her cum-filled hole was gaping. The new cock in her ass was sliding over the cock in her pussy with a furious need and the cock in her pussy climaxed, the tightness causing her to not only feel every twitch and spurt but to send her into another orgasm.
Her head collapsed onto the shoulder of the man who had just cum in her pussy, he was trapped and made no effort to retreat as the man in her ass continued to plunge urgently and powerfully into her spasming asshole. The stimulation had the effect of keeping the cock in her pussy partially hard so the tightness remained. Unbelievably, she had yet another orgasm when the one in her ass climaxed.
The three collapsed on each other. The man in her ass slowly pulled out but she remained on top with a softening cock still buried inside her. She didn't want to lose that feeling. Not yet.
When she finally rolled off and released the cock from pussy with a long sigh, they returned to the living area where refreshed drinks were waiting.
"You look a mess, girl," Marie commented.
"Says the slut with copious cum leaking from her gaping pussy," Cindy countered. And they all laughed.
Nobody made a move to end the night. The women were far from finished thanking the men. Their boat to catch their plane wasn't until early afternoon. They could sleep on the plane if they needed.
* * * *
Several weeks later, Marie and Cindy were called into Ms. Benson's office. Marie had, of course, noticed Patti enter the office moments before.
Patti stood at the side of Ms. Benson's desk as the two women entered and stood in front of the desk. They correctly guessed it wasn't going to be a long meeting but the cause of it was a mystery. Once, again, the four women meeting in the glass-enclosed office were naked but for stockings and heels. And, none of the four thought a thing about that.
"We wanted you two to hear this first since you were responsible," Ms. Benson began. She turned to Patti.
"I submitted the invoice to Black Beach Club Resort as per the contract," Patti stated. "It was rejected." Cindy and Marie looked at each other in shock. When they had left the little island, everything seemed perfect. Then they noticed the big smiles formed on the faces of Patti and Ms. Benson. Patti continued, "Clyde Martin called moments ago," she continued. "He unilaterally changed the contract. He instructed me to resubmit the invoice for 50% more. And, by his words, it is worth every penny."
Ms. Benson added, "That's clear profit on top of the profit we had built into the original contract."
"Oh my god," Marie and Cindy muttered in disbelief.
"We're wondering if you two would like to join us when we tell Joe," Ms. Benson said.
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CHAPTER 10A: THE PARTNERS
Joe Cornell had called a meeting with the other three Partners in the conference room closest to him. In a rare occurrence, he didn't have Abby also attend. He sat on one side with Pam Benson next to him. Stan Peterson and Bob Sullivan were sitting on the opposite side. The men were sharply dressed in dress slacks and white, long-sleeved shirts minus ties or jackets which was common for them in the office. Pam Benson, the lone woman Partner, was also dressed as common for her in the office: she was simply dressed in thigh-high stockings and heels. If quizzed, it was a common belief that every man (13 of 20 people making up the office) fervently hoped they never got used to seeing their female counterparts naked. The same was very much true of the male Partners as their gaze lingered on and appreciated the view of Pam Benson's bare breasts.
Joe Cornell was old school in many ways and when Abby wasn't with him with her ever-present tablet for taking notes, he used his leather folio and pen. He open that folio and removed four letter-sized envelopes and distributed them around the table.
"Your itineraries and confirmed reservation information for the National Business and Management Conference next week in San Diego. As we discussed, we are leaving Monday morning and returning on a Friday morning flight. We agreed the talks weren't the important part of the conference for us. Several of our past and potential clients will be there and the networking would be good for us." He watched as they opened the envelopes and checked the information. "Abby," he continued, "managed to get us rooms together, two adjoining on opposite sides of the hallway."
Pam scanned her copy and turned her gaze at Joe, "Should I be offended?"
Joe looked at her surprised and puzzled. The two men across the table watched quietly. "What's wrong, Pam? Is something missing? I checked each packet Abby gave me."
"I have a room," she said flatly.
"Of ... course. Right next to mine. I ... don't understand ..." Joe stumbled out.
"Okay," she said after taking a deep breath. "How often do you guys fuck me in the office?" She looked at them and they were staring at her. Bob opened his mouth but Pam put up her hand. "That was rhetorical. The point is you fuck me and we all enjoy it, right?" Three male heads bobbed up and down, still not understanding what the problem was. She took another breath. "I get it. I do. Four executives go to a conference and four rooms are reserved." Blank looks back. "Four nights and three and a half days in San Diego and we're tourists at this conference. Seriously, you guys aren't fucking me?"
Joe laughed, "Probably like a repeating mini gang bang ..."
"Good," she said. They still looked confused. "You guys know that's what I want, too. I really do. We're away from the fishbowl and time concerns." They nodded, lust entering their faces and minds as they began visualizing those four-night and three and a half days. "So, I don't have to feel offended but ..." deep breath, "... I won't need a room. After, when we're through each night, I'll just want to snuggle and fall asleep next to one of you."
Joe slid his chair next to hers and hugged her from the side. The somewhat chaste side hug was less chaste when his other hand cupped her bare breast. "I ... I didn't want ... to presume ..." She turned and kissed his cheek but that was less innocent when her hand dropped onto his lap and she squeeze his monster cock under the table. "I'll talk to Abby," he added quickly.
"No," she said, "I'll get Abby to cancel the room. I made the fuss."
Stan Peterson mumbled to Bob Sullivan, "Knowing Abby's mind, she'll be right on top of the reason." Bob muffled a laugh.
After the meeting: "Cancel your room reservation?" Pam stood in front of Abby's desk. She was paying attention but she was bi-sexual without a doubt and a shaved pussy three and a half feet in front of her and at eye level was not going to be ignored. "You're not going?"
"No ... I'm going ... uhmm ... I just won't be needing the room," Pam sputtered.
Abby smiled wide and dropped her eyes to the bare breasts then the shaved pussy in front of her. Raising her eyes back up, "I'll take care of it, Ms. Benson. But ..."
"But what," Pam inquired.
"And you call me a slut," Abby challenged.
"Yes, well ... you are." Pam winked at Abby. "Aren't we all? The rest of you would do the same thing."
Abby nodded. "Better believe it." They both laughed.
* * * *
Pam and Joe were walking down the hallway of the hotel ahead of Stan and Bob. "We're not staying in the conference hotel," Pam observed.
"No," Joe replied. "I thought it might be better to be separated from the other conference attendees ... potential clients. We might not be recognized in our movements from room to room late at night or early morning."
She stopped in the hallway. "You were already planning ..."
"Pam, how could you even question?" The other two guys caught up with them as Joe continued. "Since this is a business trip, wouldn't it stand to reason you'd be naked in any of our rooms? And, as you pointed out, we'll have a lot of time on our hands."
"Or," Stan Peterson added, "a lot of time for our hands to be on you."
Pam smiled, "This is going to be a good trip."
Joe added, "Our thinking exactly."
* * * *
"Pam?" She had rolled her case into his room to get ready. It was early afternoon and they were headed for the conference hotel to meet the representatives of a potential client after the last speaker. They would have drinks and dinner with them in that hotel. Pam was in the bathroom touching up her makeup.
"Yes, Joe," she replied as she stepped into the bathroom doorway. She was wearing a matching set of white semi-sheer bra and panties.
He stopped working on his tie, his gaze frozen on her. "I wonder why," he sighed, "bra and panties can be so enticing."
She smiled, turned, and wiggled her butt. "Maybe you're just getting used to seeing me naked."
He put a shocked look on his face. "OH GOD, NO," he blurted out. "Eight naked women in my life. I never want to take bare breasts, pussies, and asses for granted."
She walked to the bed, sat, and rolled one of the thigh-high stockings before slipping her pointed foot into it and smoothing it up her leg. "Samantha enjoys it, too?"
"Ever since Abby moved in she's taken on more and more. You've seen her come to the office. I swear she comes just for the experience of being naked among so many men."
"Not to mention getting fucked."
"Why would we mention that?" he laughed. "Anyway, I had a thought but it's up to you. You could just leave your case here and use this room to shower and dress if you want. It might be better than dragging your case from room to room."
"Thank you, Joe," she replied as she stood with both stockings now on and pulled high on her thighs. She reached up and kissed him on the lips. "But that would mean dressing each morning to cross the hall to your room to undress, again."
He stroked and squeezed her pantie-clad butt. "I wasn't thinking about you getting dressed before crossing. I promise to open the door quickly." She smiled at the thought. The office was a way to express some major fantasies but why not use this trip to experience a few more? His fingers slid around to her front and between her thighs which separated without conscious thought. He lowered his lips to her ear and nuzzled through her hanging hair, "How many pairs of panties did you bring?"
She gasped at his touch and she knew he could tell, too. "Not ... not nearly ... enough, I think."
"You're going to be ready tonight, aren't you?"
She gasped at his continued lightly stroking over her pussy making her panties wet under his touch. She pressed her palm over his crotch and found exactly what she was expecting. "Two of us," she gasped as she leaned her head back in an invitation for a kiss he eagerly gave her.
"No, Pam," he said when they broke and looked into her eyes, "four of us." She shivered. Talk. But this was real, so very real and so very different from the office. The office was quick, intense fucking and sucking; a need to get off, then to get back to the work at hand. This was different. Time. Time for anything.
* * * *
Dinner and drinks were going perfectly. The customer was enjoying the evening and the discussions wandered in and out comfortably from idle chatter to elements of business concerns. Prospects were looking favorable. Well after sitting in the conference hotel lounge and having several drinks, Pam rose and excused herself. Joe rose, too, and followed her several steps before touching her arm. She turned to look at him. There was enough noise of talking, laughing, and background music.
"How does it make you feel to be sitting here conversationally with these men knowing what going to happen later and they have no clue?" he asked her.
"I'm soaking wet, Joe," she confessed.
"I'm going to ask you to do something but it's always up to you, right?" She nodded. "You're an exhibitionist like all the women in the office. I want you to experience more if you desire it." She nodded, again. "When you return," he paused gazing into her eyes, "I want you to place your panties into my hand. Discretely, of course." He chuckled. She shivered. She didn't nod. Could she do it with customers sitting right there? Joe was challenging her. He was also confident she could be discrete about it. She wanted to. Could she? It was all her mind could consider as she snaked through the tables for the restrooms.
* * * *
"What was going on between you two?" Bob Sullivan asked. They were in a cab making their way from the conference hotel downtown to their hotel in one of the nice suburbs. Joe was sitting in the passenger seat in front. Pam was sitting between Bob and Stan in the back seat. The cab hadn't gone a couple of blocks and both men already had their hands on her knees and casually stroking over her thighs, her dress rising into her lap by each motion.
Neither Joe nor Pam responded immediately but Joe reached into his right jacket pocket and extended his hand back, something suddenly dangling from his index finger. The two men's hands stopped on her thighs. One was high on her thigh above her stocking top and the other was frozen on her knee. Their eyes moved from the delicate garment hanging between the front seat and them, turned to Pam, and back to the pantie hanging from Joe's finger.
Pam blushed profusely. It wasn't just the three men she was traveling with, the three men she was going to the hotel with. The cab driver was adjusting the rearview mirror to see, also. His eyes fixed on her with a big smile on his face.
"Damn," Bob exclaimed as he took them off Joe's finger. "And they're soaking wet."
Pam blushed deeper but her reddening face was soon covered as Stan turned her face to him and engulfed her mouth with his and his hand slid between her thighs to her bare pussy. Bob pulled her other leg open, his fingers joining Stan's and penetrated her. She turned her head to him and slouched a bit on the seat which opened herself more to the probing fingers. She was instantly beyond caring about the driver as a finger began rubbing her clit with one in her pussy.
Suddenly, the fingers were gone and she heard herself groan at the loss of them. Then, awkwardly, she was pressed forward which wasn't easy in her slouched position. She felt the zipper of her dress lowered, then the hooks of her bra released. She fell back against the seat as her dress and bra were pushed into her lap to join the bottom of her dress bunch there already. Pam's eyes caught the driver's through the rear view mirror with her breasts and pussy exposed and the fingers and hands groping and probing.
Then she heard it: "It's okay to glance but don't get us into an accident," Joe calmly told the driver. But she was way beyond caring about the driver.
She didn't care that she was in the backseat of a cab, her dress top at her waist and the dress bottom bunched over her hips with one man's mouth on hers and at least three hands on her body, hands grasping her breasts, fingers at her nipples, and more fingers at her clit and inside her pussy. She was releasing a steady stream of moans, gasps, and muffled cries. Her hips flexed up as two fingers inside her pussy curled to stroke upward at her g-spot and made contact.
"How much further to our hotel?" she heard Joe ask, again completely calm as if he were completely alone in the cab with the driver.
"I would say five minutes, sir," came the reply. And Pam just knew it would be five minutes the driver would be torn between watching the road and watching through the rear view mirror.
"I'm ... not ... going ... to make ... it that ... long," she gasped into Stan's mouth. At that moment the fingers shifted just so and found the perfect angle and began stroking her g-spot, again. Her hips rose off the seat in response. "OHHHHHH ... yessss ... yes, yes, yesssssss ..." she panted and gasped. "Therrrrrrre ... yessssssss ... OH GODDDDD!"
She was going to cum in the cab! She would never have imagined it before, never have believed it. But she was going to and ... she didn't care. She needed it. She wanted it. And ... and ... and she didn't care she had an audience. A stranger is her audience.
She cried out without any inhibition remaining in her. Her hips rose to press the finger into her more and someone was nipping at her nipple. The orgasm crashed over her like a violent wave in a storm to carry her away into a euphoria she could dream of. The obscene stimulation; the obscene exhibitionism; the obscene pleasure.
At the hotel, the guys had pulled her dress up and zipped it most of the way. By the time the cab stopped, she had tugged the dress down enough not to completely flash the attendant at the entrance.
As the main doors to the hotel slid open as they approached, Pam stopped. "Wait ... bra."
Bob and Stan tugged her forward into the lobby. "Your bra is inside your dress somewhere."
"Oh, god," she muttered. "My panties?"
Joe chuckled from behind her. "Forget them. I gave them to the driver." He chuckled, again. "Should have seen his face. Then he pressed them to his nose. I'm not sure if he appreciated the tip or the panties more."
As they moved through the towering lobby, Pam could now feel her bra scrunched inside her dress at her waist. "God, you guys. I can't believe you did that. I can't believe I did that," she muttered as they approached the bank of elevators.
Joe was behind her with Stan and Bob on either side. Protected from anyone coming up behind them, Joe put his arms around her and cupped her breasts outside her dress. She sighed but didn't resist.
"I bet you have a hotel fantasy, Pam," Joe suggested, his hands massaging her breast from outside. "Tell us, Pam. I bet you've even masturbated imagining it. I'm right, aren't I?"
Pam was putty in their hands now. She wanted to be used and she wanted to be challenged. She trusted them; she knew them. Being used by them was different. She knew she wouldn't lose their respect. This was their chance to experience each other.
"Yes," Pam nodded and admitted. "Hotel ... naked." She sighed and softly moaned as the stimulation at the elevator continued, now the other men adding their hands to her thighs.
The elevator dinged, Joe's hands left her breasts before the doors opened and she could step forward, she felt the zipper in the back pulled down. Stan and Bob entered first and turned to face her as she stepped in and she felt her dress pushed off her shoulders. She didn't move as the doors closed, her arms slightly away from her sides and the dress fell down her arms and pushed past her hips. She looked down at the puddle of clothes at her feet, the bra now visible with the dress. She lifted each stocking-clad leg as Bob retrieved the dress and put it over his shoulder. Three pairs of hands assailed her exposed body. Were there really cameras in elevators? Were there cameras in the hallways? So what, she finally decided. Let the men handle it. She was going to experience what she could, experience what they desired.
She leaned back against Joe. She sighed, softly moaned, and gasped as the hands played over her. The seventh floor seemed to arrive quickly. The door began to open and another jolt of psychological stimulation charged through her: was there someone waiting outside?
The hands left her body and she turned numbly, a zombie, her stimulated body clouding her mind and her otherwise good judgment. Joe stepped to the side for her to exit. Nobody there. The elevator alcove was empty.
She stepped into the alcove and tried to orient herself. Right, no. That's the window overlooking the lights of the city in the distance. Left. Then ... right, turn right she remembers. She's walking ahead of the men. Bob still has her dress ... she hopes. At the moment, though, she is very aware that she is essentially naked walking down the hallway. If anyone were to open their door, they might think the naked woman striding down the hall was exceptionally confident. The truth was very different. Pam's heartbeat was extraordinarily fast but this was her fantasy. She admitted it. And the guys were giving it to her. God, she thought, maybe she shouldn't admit any more fantasies.
When she arrived at the grouping of rooms, two on the right side and one on the left, she turned to face the one on the left. Joe's room. Her decision wasn't random, though it might seem that way to the guys. Picking to spend the first night with Joe, then the next two with Stan and Bob meant she would spend the last night with Joe, again. She liked the other two guys. Liked them and respected them. But, Joe was ... Joe was Joe.
As the door closed behind them, Joe asked if anyone wanted a drink from the mini-bar. They all looked at Pam. She shook her head. She paused. What the hell, she thought. This is my chance.
Bob was the nearest to her so she stepped up to him and began unbuttoning his shirt. For a moment they watched, then they began stripping, even Bob taking over from her.
"I've never been air-tight," she admitted. "Abby said I need to do it. I want to do it."
The men stopped, mostly naked but still stepping out of slacks or socks or underwear. "I didn't think to bring ..."
She strode to her case lying on the rack next to the small closet, dug inside it, and turned to hold a tube. "I brought some. Abby ... she uhmm ... she made sure ... ahhh ... that I had some."
"How do we decide ..." Stan began.
"Doesn't matter. Somebody lie down. We'll switch around the next nights." She could feel herself blushing but her arousal might have covered it.
Bob climbed up on the bed. His hard cock was held vertical. She crawled up over his body and knelt over his mid-section. She looked down at him with a smile as she took his cock from him and stroked the head along her pussy. His hands came up to grasp her breasts and as she settled over the cock head, he squeezed one breast and gently pinched the other nipple. She moaned at the touching, then gasped and moaned again as his cock began entering her. She rode up and down his cock for some minutes. She glanced back to find Stan applying gel over his hard cock. She returned her attention to Bob and a moment later felt pressure between her shoulder blades. She went with it, slowing her fucking on the cock, and locking her lips on Bob's. The next sensation was one ass cheek pulled to the side as the gel was applied over her asshole. The finger left, then returned to press on the puckered hole directly. More pressure was applied until the finger was inside her ass, gel pressed in, then it was gone and two fingers penetrated her with more gel.
Pam enjoyed anal but not like Abby and Sara. But the way they talked about double penetration she had to try it on the trip and there was no time like the present. She went way out on a limb saying it would be duplicated on other nights. When Stan's cock began pressing at her asshole, she opened her mouth to gasp and it was immediately filled by Joe's big cock. She sucked on the cock but as the cock at her ass began stretching her, groans, grunts, and moans became muffled around the cock in her mouth.



She's had anal with Stan before but it was not like this. Bob's cock in her pussy made her ass tighter and Stan worked harder to penetrate. When the head popped past the reluctant sphincter, she cried out, muffled, of course. Stan stopped as Pam uttered groans and moans. Surprisingly, though, she found herself pressing back on the cock, wanting more inside her, and that was all Stan needed. He pressed harder to sink several more inches deeper, pulled back, and pressed back in. In no time she was fully penetrated by cock and Joe was pressing his cock deeper into her mouth to her throat.
Oh ... god ... her mind became lost as her body became overstimulated, again. The cocks in her two holes were unbelievable, amazing, incredible. She felt the two shafts rubbing against each other, the thin membrane of nerve endings shooting back and forth as they were triggered in each cavity. In no time she had become airtight. Why hadn't she done this before? She wanted to scream. Not in pain but in intense, mind-numbing pleasure. Her pussy and asshole clenched around the two shafts as her arousal rose. An orgasm was rising too quickly. She had no idea how the guys were doing, how close they might be. She was limp. They fucked her relentlessly. Three cocks plunged into her holes. She began to shiver and shake. The orgasm was close, very close. Her holes began spasming. She couldn't hold it back ... not any longer ... she couldn't.
They continued to fuck her. On her hands and knees with both cocks plunging into her. Her head was anchored by Joe's cock driving in a very controlled manner into her mouth but not far into her throat. Her body quaked and shudder. Her holes clenching in spasms. Her mouth gasping and panting for breath around the largest cock of them all.
Somehow she stayed on her knees so Bob had some ability to thrust up into her. Stan had the freest movement and the tightest hole and was driving his cock hard and deep into her ass. God ... it felt like he was sooooo far up inside her.
He was cumming. She felt his cock jerk strongly inside. She felt his cum fill the void above his straining cock. The cock flexed and pulsed as it emptied into her with every sensation feeling more intense because of the tightness.
Her mouth was hanging open as she moaned and gasped but her mouth closed around the cock to give short, rapid sucks before the next sensation would cause another long moan muffled around it. Then it was gone. The cock in her ass was retreating, pulling from her clenching ass, and her mouth was suddenly empty. Her head sagged on her shoulders as the one in her pussy took over more powerfully. It was only temporary, though. Her eyes shot open wide and her breath caught in her throat as a cock pressed at her gaping, leaking asshole. Oh god ... she thought. It could be only one thing as her hips pressed back against the new cock.
The one thing of all the happenings in the office she had never wished was to take Joe up her ass but here he was stretching her asshole ... and Bob was still in her pussy. The pressure was intense. Even with Stan having reamed out her asshole and shot his cum inside, this cock was stretching her like a baseball bat was being forced inside her. The sensation must have been too much for Bob, too. He strained up underneath her but was again restricted by bodies above him. His climax was powerful and his grunts and groans filled the air around them.
Pam reacted to that, too. The orgasm rebuilding inside her exploded as Bob spurted into her pussy. Pressed from top and bottom, her body convulsed and quaked, her holes spasming in continuous clenching and flexing.
Her body hadn't recovered when Bob slithered out from under them and Joe's thrusts pushed his cock fully into her in two powerful thrusts. Now deep inside her, he did something she wouldn't have expected. He rolled them so he was on his back but didn't stop there and used the momentum to swing his legs over the side of the bed to sit with her securely anchored on his lap by his massive cock. Each move was a glorious sensation and it took several moments for her to gain awareness of her surroundings, again. In the reflection in the window (God, the window curtains were open?) she finally saw Bob and Stan struggling with pants and shirts. They carried their shoes, socks, underwear, and their shirts were untucked and unbuttoned.
They stepped around the bed and approached the two. Pam reached out and leaned into the first of them for a kiss, feeling the cock in her ass move as a result.
Stan dropped a hand to her rock-hard nipple and gave her another quick kiss. "Thank you, Pam," he offered. "This is going to be such a week."
She giggled, "Oh, you guys, it is REALLY my pleasure."
She watched them leave and she giggled. "What?" Joe asked as he flexed his hips up against her as she sat on him before the window, his hands working over her breasts, then one falling to her pussy spread by her legs outside his. A cock deep in her ass and now fingers stroking her clit and entering her pussy.
"You said I should cross the hallway naked." She felt him nod as he nuzzled into her hair to kiss her ear. "But they both dressed."
He chuckled. "Yes, but you're the exhibitionist." She nodded. She caught the reflection in the darkness outside the window. Naked. Sitting on a cock in her ass. A hand on a breast and another between her legs stroking and probing her pussy. Yes, she silently agreed. She was very much an exhibitionist and outside the secure confines of the office, it felt intense.
She leaned back into his chest, pressing his hand against her breast, and purred ... or at least as close as the human throat can produce. "My God, Joe," she softly said. "Thank you!"
His finger was stroking in and out of her pussy, his thumb bumping her engorged clit with each stroke and her ass was spontaneously clenching around the cock there. "We're the ones thanking you." He kissed her shoulder through her hair.
"No," she gasped. "Yes... okay... but... I mean for... daring to resurrect... the office and... recruiting me."
He chuckled, "You were always a standout professionally, Pam. I knew you wouldn't flinch at the idea of following the same dress code as the other women." He slid a second finger into her pussy and she squirmed on his cock. "You solidified the office. Your acceptance broke down barriers that could have persisted. Your acceptance of not only being naked but of the glass walls, always visible, always exposed; you made it okay for everyone."
"Thank you, Joe." She twisted on his lap as much as she could, turning her head to partially connect. "But ... I need ... you ... please ... I need you to ... fuck me."
No more words. He held her tightly below her breasts and at her waist, leaned forward, and used the shifting weight to stand. She gasped and groaned. His arms only partially controlled her weight and gravity sank her on his cock in her ass but he quickly turned to press his knees into the side of the bed and lowered her to her knees. The movement surprised her and her face and chest fell to the bed with her ass sticking up in the air still connected to him by his cock. She didn't bother raising herself to her hands or elbows as his next powerful thrust into her ass sent a shiver through her body.
After several thrusts, he pulled his cock back until the head was the only part remaining in her tightly clenching asshole. He held her firmly by the hips and thrust powerfully the full length back inside and continued over and over. She cried out.
"Oh ... god ... ohhhhhh ... yesssss ... oooooooo ... I'mmmm ... goinggggg ..."
He leaned over her raised ass, one hand moving under her and between her legs, stroking her clit for a moment before plunging into her twitching pussy with two fingers. "Cum, Pam. Let it go, again."
She didn't need permission, she was going to orgasm regardless. When she did, she creamed over his plunging fingers and her asshole clenched so tightly it nearly stopped his thrusting cock. But not quite. He continued to fuck her through her orgasm and before she could begin to recover, she felt his fingers leave her pussy to hold her securely and his thrusts became more urgent, more powerful. She felt his cock swell in the tightness of her spasming anal cavity, felt it twitch and pulse as his semen streamed out to fill the void deeper up her ass. Another orgasmic spike hit her and this time she collapsed.
Her eyes fluttered open. It was dark and quiet. The bedside clock showed 2:19. She experienced a momentary dissociation often happening in hotel rooms, wondering where she was. Not to mention the naked body spooned into her back, the arm draped over her, and the hand cupping her breast. It all quickly came back, of course. The naked walk in the hallway; the air-tight with her three Partners; and ... wow ... ass fucked by Joe. And this was only the first night. She wiggled backward into Joe's body, hugged the arm and hand tightly to her, and slipped back to sleep.
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CHAPTER 10B: THE PARTNERS - CONT'D
The next day the four Partners agreed to split up and cover more of the conference. The conference agenda planned for workshops in the morning with large group talks and presentations in the afternoon. Pam found a workshop called 'Controlling a Loosened Office Environment' and another called 'Rish -- Reward Incentives'. She was more curious than anything because she couldn't imagine an office environment looser than theirs or with such unique work incentives.
They met in the main lobby downstairs after the last morning session as agreed, all four Partners arriving within minutes of each other. All were dressed in strict business attire. Pam was dressed in a charcoal suit with a skirt stopping just above the knees, a jacket, and a white buttoned blouse. Her heels were a more conservative 3 inches instead of the 4 to 4.5 inches she wore in the office. The men were dressed similarly with ties.
They walked to the next block to a small bistro that had been recommended. They each reported to the others how their morning had gone, anything interesting they heard in session or discussions. Three of the four planned on attending the featured presentation early in the afternoon. Joe reminded everyone about the early dinner scheduled with a potential client.
Their lunch orders were delivered and after the server left, Joe leaned into the table. Pam was sitting across the table with Stan. Joe glanced next to him at Bob, then across to Stan before focusing on Pam.
Before he could say or ask anything, though, "I'm fine, Joe," she volunteered. In the morning, she woke with Joe kissing her breasts, his fingers lightly stroking her pussy which was covered in dried cum from the previous night's activities. She had sleepily found his semi-hard cock and stroked it as they kissed, the kissing quickly becoming more intense and passionate. Before long, she had swung her leg over him and sat over his cock and gasping as he impaled her. It was a wonderful way to wake up and start the day, something he might be used to but she wasn't. They both climaxed close to each other and shared an unhurried shower with a lot of groping. As at the office, she had enjoyed him watching as she stood naked at the bathroom mirror applying her makeup and getting dressed.
Now she looked at each of the three in turn before stopping at Joe who brought up his concern. "Honestly, last night was amazing. You took care of three latent desires of mine on the first night." She took a bite of her salad, and glanced beyond their booth at others, "This isn't the office and I appreciate the sensitivity that presents. Even the office requires sensitivity despite the expectations. Twenty people manage that delicate balance, though. We balance professionalism, workload, and respect with the sexist promotion of naked women and open sexual activity. Yes, it is a unique balance but, in that balance, our office thrives. I went to a workshop where they discussed the issue of managing a work environment with loosened policies and they were bothering themselves over how to manage loosened casual Friday to possibly allow jeans and what kinds. I had trouble not laughing out loud." They all chuckled with the understanding of how unique they were but also how well it worked. "The office is 20 people with 7 women; 7 naked women who are fucked, eaten, or suck you guys more than once every day. We even have an allowance for stockings because of the time we spend on our knees sucking cock." She glanced around, again. "I'm not telling you guys anything new. Every one of us 7 women is in the office because we wanted a safe place to expose ourselves and a safe place to be routinely, casually used by others. You guys ravaged me last night and I loved it. I wanted it. And I know I am still respected by you ... all of you."
They were quiet and worked at their lunches. Then, Pam made the defining point after considering it and looking around at the other diners. "We don't use the word in the office but the seven of us women know we could be thought of as sluts. The office allows us to let go and act like one. I told you guys before we came here that I wanted this. Out of the office with time to enjoy it unhurried. So, I thank you, guys." She looked intently at each, again. "The slut thing is a delicate point for the women. We've talked about it. We want to be able to act that way, to be free to give and receive freely and casually. If any of the women felt a loss of respect in the process, it would all be different."
Joe was thoughtful, then, "Is that what happened to Candace before?"
"No," she replied. "Candace just thought she could score a big payday."
"This is the thing, though, Pam," Joe continued, "the office provides boundaries if you will for all of us to operate within. There, you're naked and someone approaches you or ... maybe ..."
"That's an interesting 'or'," Bob inserted. "Curiosity only, but how often do you approach someone? How often do you have a need that needs relief?"
She laughed. "Virtually never. Okay, that's not entirely true. Three guys are shy and hesitant."
"The computer guys," came three voices.
"All of us are watchful to involve them each day. We all know Miles and Tamara have a connection now."
"Back to my point, though," Joe pushed. "Last night you mentioned two unsatisfied desires and we jump onto them. I am nervous about presuming too much outside the constraints the office provides us."
"Thank you. That's the respect we all appreciate." She gazed at each. "I want you all to challenge me. Honestly, I do. Consensual, of course. I want to push the exhibitionist and the slut." She put her hand out in the middle of the table. They each covered it. She smiled.
They had come into the main hall separately after getting engaged in separate conversations with others. After the discrete discussion at lunch, Pam had a very difficult time putting concentration on the presentation. She was sure she missed major points the man was trying to share. She left the presentation 15 minutes early, looked both ways outside in the hallway, and located the table with coffee and bottled water. She took a bottle and meandered to the side while opening it and taking a sip, then a large gulp. She had to get a hold of herself, she thought.
She was off to the side of the hallway when more people began streaming out of the ballroom. She felt someone crowd up behind her. Way too close and bumped into her ass. She was about to turn around and glare at whomever it was.
"I respect you, Pam," came a very familiar voice. She smiled as she turned to Bob who stepped in to close the small gap she created in turning. "How interested are you in the next talk?" he asked.
"Not at all," she replied. "I can't concentrate."
He smiled, took her arm, and led her to the stairs down to the main lobby. "We can make it back in plenty of time for the dinner." She allowed herself to be led directly to a waiting cab. They shared the backseat very properly, two business executives intent on their smartphones checking messages. That is what the driver would have thought, anyway. In reality, the phones merely kept their fingers busy.
They walked the hallway to Bob's room where he used his keycard to unlock the door and pushed it open for her as he stood to the side. She threw her suit jacket off, tuned to pull the cover off the bed, then turned back to Bob who was pulling his tie off after removing his jacket. This wasn't a moment for foreplay or was it necessary. They stripped off their clothes as if it was a race. Naked except for her stockings, Pam pressed into Bob as he stepped out of the boxers at his feet. When she kissed him, it was a consuming kiss and her hand grasped for his cock. It was fully hard in her hand.
She used it to pull him to the bed. He crawled into the center on his back. She crawled over him. She knew her pussy was wet (her panties were soaked) and he was ready. She quickly aligned herself over him and sank onto his cock.
"Oooohhhhh ... yeeesssss ..." she sighed as she sank over his entire length. She leaned forward to kiss him as her hips began moving up and down. "You ... you are just ... full ... of good ... ideas."
Now that he was inside her, the rush of need disappeared. She fucked evenly up and down, her pussy muscles clenching. He slid his hands between their bodies to roll, twist, and pinch her nipples. She ground her pussy into him, her clit pressing on his pelvic bone. He pressed her up enough to take her nipples into his mouth, his teeth softly biting and lips sucking on the sensitive nubs. It was delicious and relaxed until it suddenly wasn't. He rolled them over, her legs encircling his waist as he slammed more aggressively into her pussy. She groaned and gasped. He groaned and grunted with the effort. She came first with him quickly after.
He sagged to the side, his cock sliding out of her pussy. She rolled to her side with him, her leg draped over his, her head coming to rest on his shoulder and her hand softly caressing his body. They stayed that way for moments as their bodies calmed.
"Pam?"
"Hmmm?"
"We're the luckiest guys to work in any office anywhere. And we all know it."
She raised to her elbow, kissed his chest, and smiled down at him. "You are, yes," she said. "But ... the seven exhibitionists, sex fanatics in the office are lucky, too." She kissed him. "And we know it, too."
They shared a quick shower and redressed. Before leaving the room, Bob called down to the front desk to ask for a cab and to have housekeeping bring two additional towels.
Back at the conference hotel, they approached Joe and Stan who were chatting inside the lounge next to the restaurant. It was still early. Joe saw them approach and nudged Stan.
"We missed you two at the last talk," Joe innocently probed.
Bob took their ordered drinks and handed one to Pam. "Something ... ahh ... came up that required attention."
Pam lifted her glass to her lips quickly in a losing effort to hide the blush coming over her.
"Of course," Joe added. He looked directly at Pam, "Were you able to take care of the issue?"
She finally giggled, "Yes, for the moment, anyway."
Dinner went well and the client was receptive to their ideas. After the clients departed, it was still early evening so they stopped in the lounge and since most people were at dinner, they found a booth. They talked through a couple of drinks, shared observations from conversations, and made note of new contacts worth keeping track of.
They eventually made their way to another cab ride to their hotel. Going up the elevator, she kissed each of the men. All four were anticipating another night similar to the previous night but it was still too early in the evening to be daring. Sure enough, when the elevator stopped at their floor, an older couple was standing there waiting.
Stan opened his door and they all filed inside. He immediately went to the phone and ordered a bottle of merlot and a small bottle of bourbon from room service. It must be a slow time as they said it would be in 15 minutes. Stan then turned to Pam, "Room service fantasy?"
"I'm not answering the door naked to a stranger," she countered.
Stan only smiled, not deterred. "Then you can be naked and fiddling with the TV. You can act shocked that I would open the door. Joe and Bob can be watching from the bathroom." Pam rolled her eyes but was already undressing ... once again.
When there was a knock on the door with the announcement of "Room Service", Pam grabbed Stan's arm to stop him and asked Bob to toss her a towel which she fumbled terribly with her nervousness. Another knock only increased her being flustered. She grabbed the handle and began opening the door but her grip on the towel faltered. The door was halfway open and she could continue opening it or release the door to secure the towel. She clamped her left hand to her front to catch the towel from falling completely as she held the door. Her face was bright red. The hand meant to secure the towel was pressed at her stomach which left her breasts completely exposed and held at one spot meant both sides of her body and legs were also exposed.
The room service man smiled as he offered the tray of glasses and bottles to her undoubtedly fully aware of what would happen to the towel. She called Stan over by name before turning away from the door in full, real embarrassment. Turning away, though, only reviewed her naked backside.
"Well, that didn't go as I thought," Stan said after the door closed. "It was effective, though." He chuckled. "Seems, Pam, even when you fail you succeed." The men laughed. A moment later she joined them. She tossed the towel away with exasperation as if the towel had somehow been responsible. She was again naked with her three Partners, but with them she was comfortable.
That night, with more time, they used her more fully. Stan stripped down and sat on the bed as an open invitation which Pam was eager to accept. While Joe opened the wine to be ready when Pam wanted some, Bob opened the bourbon and poured two fingers over ice in two glasses. Pam was voraciously sucking Stan's cock when they settled into the two chairs in the room. They chatted but their attention was on Pam. After only moments, she had a hard cock in her mouth and, after the room service fiasco, she pulled her mouth off the now glistening cock to crawl onto the bed, lay on her back, and opened her thighs with raised and bent knees splayed widely to the sides. Her hands were toward Stan invitingly and he immediately responded, crawled between her legs, penetrated her pussy, and powerfully fucked her.
One after the other the men fucked her. Bob lay on his back next to her as Stan pulled out and retreated. Pam, not even fully recovered from her orgasm, straddled the waiting Bob, sat down on his cock, and began bouncing. He reached to grope her bouncing breasts.
When they both climaxed, Joe was waiting. He wanted her on her hands and knees. She gave him elbows and knees with her face and chest pressed into the bed. Even his thicker cock easily slid into her gaping, cum-filled pussy. After he grunted his climax and she moaned and shuddered through her third orgasm, he propped pillows against the headboard and retrieved drinks for them both.
She was content to quietly listen to the chatter between the men, none of it about the conference, work, or office. She sipped her wine and mused about what was happening. She had long since stopped thinking about what the office activities might mean to her. She was completely comfortable with that part of who she was. She was pretty sure the other six women in the office were similarly accepting. But, as the men continued to chatter and she offered smiles and nods without really being engaged, she did wonder about what she was feeling about the experiences this week provided. It wasn't negative. The opposite. What she was feeling and what was fueling her thoughts was how much she was enjoying this, how much she was enjoying and wanting these relaxed fucks. The office was great but was there a way to add to that? It wasn't that she wanted to add a boyfriend-type relationship to her life. Not yet. That would be complicated with the office in the picture. Why couldn't she enjoy friend-fucks, though?
That wasn't the end of their night together, though. Joe's fingers lightly caressing her eventually led to Pam straddling his big cock in her pussy, again. Stan joined with his cock presented to her mouth and soon Bob was pressing at her asshole. She spent the night with Stan and in the morning crossed the hallway naked, carrying her clothes, as Joe had promoted. She joined him for a long shower and sucked him off in the process as the water cascaded over her head and back.
The third night was similar but with her spending the night with Bob. It was the last night when they ramped up her fantasy exploration, again. There was less asking her and more challenging her and that idea excited her. They had purposely left Thursday night open without client meetings. The whole night was open and Pam felt the tingle of excitement as they prepared for the evening and Joe selected what she should wear.
Pam came out of the bathroom in a bra and panties. She washed her face and reapplied her makeup. The night was going to be just them and she was tingling with anticipation. Joe had her case opened on the bed and had rummaged through it to select an outfit for her.
"Do you trust us, Pam?" he asked.
"Completely."
"Do you want to be challenged? Do you want to test what you think you know about yourself?"
"What are you going to do?" she asked. He didn't respond, only watched her and waited. "Yes," she finally blurted. She could instantly feel herself lubricating. "Yes, I want that. Yes, push me, Joe. I trust you to keep me safe. I want to experience more."
He smiled and showed her the clothes he had selected for her. Given what all this was possibly leading up to she was surprised that he had laid out bra and panties, though they were the thinnest, sheerest set she owned. He also had a white semi-sheer button blouse. The white bra underneath would be evident. The skirt he selected was dark and the shortest she had packed. She wasn't even sure why she had packed it because it was too short for business. It didn't quite reach mid-thigh and was something she only wore on vacations away from home. It hugged her hips and defined her figure. She also knew it rose high every time she sat. It was a skirt she used for baiting men, an effort she needed less since the office reformed. The thigh-high stockings were sheer and she was sure the tops would be visible when sitting even if she managed to keep her panties hidden. The 5" heels matched her skirt and were the tallest she own, again not being sure why she had them packed, but, maybe, because she had hope for this chance of experience.
She reached behind her back, removed her bra, and pushed her panties down her legs. There was a knock at the door. Joe stepped to it and opened it just enough for the person on the other side to push it all the way open. Why should she be surprised? She'd just gotten naked and Stan and Bob arrived.
The three men were dressed similarly: dress slacks, white shirts, and jackets without ties. They were lined up between the closet and the TV. They were lined up watching her.
"What's the plan," Stan asked.
"We're a go. She wants to experience more," Joe replied.
None of them glanced at each other. They knew what that meant. Pam stepped into her panties and pulled them up. She reached for the bra, slipped her arms through the straps, and as she reached behind to fasten the hooks, she asked, "Okay ... you guys seem to have a plan. Want to let me in on it?"
She adjusted her breasts inside the cups of the bra, then sat on the edge of the bed with her stockings. She looked from slipping a foot into the rolled stocking. They were watching intently.
Bob said, "I'm surprised with the panties and bra ..."
Joe shrugged. "They're very sheer, though." They all nodded in agreement.
"The plan, guys?" she repeated.
"We're avoiding the downtown area with the conference hotel," Stan began, "and around here. There is another district across town with nice restaurants and clubs."
"That's it?" she asked skeptically.
Joe smiled. With her stocking in place, she stood and smoothed them up her legs, then gave the tops a final tug. She stepped into the skirt and wiggled it up over her hips. "That's the beginning. We figured we should buy you dinner, first." She looked at them one at a time and was about to say, 'old joke' when Joe opened his mouth. "You trust us, right?" She sighed and nodded as she slipped the blouse on and buttoned it. She worked the buttons from the bottom up. When she buttoned the one at her nipple line, she caught movement from Joe with his hand out indicating stop. She looked down and could easily see her bra but she was looking down. Then she remembered this was the blouse she always wore a jacket over. Joe hadn't included that. She shrugged, tucked the blouse into the skirt, and zipped it up at the side. She stepped into her heels, took a step toward the door with her little purse ... and stopped. She dug into her purse for her wallet, removed her driver's license, handed it to Joe, and tossed the purse on the bed.



"In case I need an ID for some reason ... better not be the police." They all laughed. But that it even came to her mind caused Pam some concern.
The dinner was very nice. It was one of those places that were very nice while not feeling like a bank loan might be needed. She had always known she could trust these men and this trip had revealed to her how much she also liked and enjoyed them away from the office. Maybe more time casually outside the office could be possible. They sat at a booth along one side. She was on the inside next to Bob and across from Stan. The meal was essentially over as they sipped coffee. They had all declined the temptation of dessert. By the furtive looks across the table, other temptations were coming to mind.
Stan reached over the table to softly touch Pam's fingertips on her coffee cup. "I want you to go to the restroom and return holding your bra."
Her reaction amazed even her. First, her arousal was instantaneous. One moment her mind occasionally wondered what the evening might hold. The next moment her heart jumped to a rapid beating and her body flushed. Second, her verbal response betrayed her. She didn't say 'no', she didn't shake her head, she didn't even delay in thought about what he said. "I don't have my purse to hide it," she responded. Not, 'no', but how would she hide it coming back. She blushed profusely with the recognition of what her response meant. At the same time, she saw in the men their recognition of what her response meant. Beyond how she had reacted earlier before they left the hotel, she had given them an open license.
Stan just looked at her. She felt Bob slide out of the booth. She glanced at Joe and found nothing indicating he was about to give her an easier way out. So she slid out of the booth, pulled her skirt back down from where it had become bunched high on her thighs, and scanned the opposite walls for the restroom. She made her way through the tables, her imagination telling her that every diner she passed knew exactly what she was intending to do. She told herself that was absurd, but the mind can be a powerful aphrodisiac.
Inside the restroom, she found two women smartly dressed and about 30 years old fussing with their hair and lipstick and chattering about the men they were with. Pam took the opportunity to relieve herself and wait out the other women. After drying herself, she left the stall and stepped to a vacant sink to wash her hands. The women were still fussing over themselves. Pam rolled her eyes and was thankful she was past feeling the need to be predatory about attracting a certain kind of man. When her short-lived marriage had ended because the husband at the time couldn't deal with her drive for corporate success and Joe had recruited her and found herself on the 5th floor, she knew how life could be fulfilling.
She didn't have a purse. She was without the tools of primping: brush, lipstick, eyeliner, etc. Instead, she touched her hair, how her blouse hung, and breathed a sigh of relief when the women join arms to leave as if marching off to conquest.
Pam glanced around. She was alone but how does she even manage this? Just do it quickly, she decided. She efficiently unbuttoned the blouse, pulled it out from the skirt, slipped it off her arms, and glanced in the mirror. She found a dry section of countertop and glanced nervously at the door as she reached behind for the clasps of her bra. The bra straps were sliding down her arms when the door did open. An attractive woman in her mid-twenties appeared, stopped abruptly, then smiled and quickly helped the door to close and leaned against it.
"Wow," she softly exclaimed. "You're headed for an exciting evening." Pam returned a nervous smile as she quickly began putting the blouse back on. "Boyfriend or husband?" the woman asked.
Pam shook her head and the answer escaped her lips before she could stop it, "Three co-workers."
"Wow ... again." A pause as the woman watched. Pam could see, as the woman could, how her erect nipples were visible through the blouse. "No ring," the woman observed. The woman sighed and touched Pam's shoulder as she passed. "If only something like that could happen to me."
Then the woman was inside a stall and Pam stared into the mirror to check herself. Yes, her nipples were evident. They would be on display wherever they were going next. She flushed, again. She shifted, her thighs pressing together and she realized how wet her panties were. She had lost track of how much time she'd been gone. She needed to get back to the guys. Looking at the bra in front of her, she took a deep breath, folded it with the straps tucked into the cups, and put her hand over it. It wasn't going to be completely covered.
She walked as naturally as she could back to the booth. Whatever natural comfort she displayed belied the nerves inside her.
Bob had slid to the inside of the booth. The table had been cleared and, as she sat, she saw the signed receipt in front of Joe. All eyes were on her, again. She had walked with her hand holding the bra pressed to her thigh. After sitting, she glanced around at other tables before raising her hand to the top of the table. When she pulled her hand back, her bra was in the middle of the table. It wasn't as though they needed to see her bra, though. One look at her chest confirmed she was without. She had been very aware of that fact back from the restroom.
They smiled. Joe slid out from the booth and held his hand to Pam who accepted it and slid out. She again straightened the skirt which rose dangerously high it seemed each time she sat. As Joe placed his hand softly on her lower back to guide her out, she glanced back to see Bob take her bra and place it in his outside jacket pocket.
She had been very aware of her braless breast as they went through the dining room. She imagined every man leering and every woman looking with judgment. To her relief, and perhaps disappointment, most diners didn't seem to even notice.
Outside, waiting for a cab, Joe stepped up to her, raised her chin with a finger, and gave her a light kiss. "You are an amazing woman, Pam." He looked deeply into her eyes, "Are you okay with what is happening?" She nodded. The truth was her panties were soaked through it was so exciting and she wanted to experience more. "Good," he said as his fingers undid another button. Her blouse was now unbuttoned below her breasts and they would have even more freedom to move. She took a deep breath and kissed him hard, then turned to duplicate the action for the other two men, finishing with Stan as the cab pulled up.
She was surprised she was untouched during the cab ride to the club but it was only a mile from the restaurant. The club was noisy, with subdued lighting, DJ music, and a small dance floor. They were again lucky enough to find a U-shaped booth just being vacated by a small group of young women. They quickly slid into it, ordered drinks, and Bob asked Pam for a dance. She was self-conscious of her braless breasts in the semi-sheer blouse but relented.
She had never danced much but Bob seemed to be skilled as he led her through a couple of numbers, one being slower. He held her tight and she was becoming quite aroused again as their bodies pressed together and the movement of their feet seemed to grind their lower bodies against each other. Then he stepped back raised her hand and turned her before pulling her back against him, her back against his front and his hands around her front. He nuzzled his face into her hair at her neck. One hand rose to cup her breast as the other held her at the stomach. She was facing other dancers and the crowd beyond if they happened to look. Some included a couple dancing near them. The woman pointed them out to her partner and they both smiled.
"Are you still okay, Pam?" Bob asked softly through her hair. She nodded, yes. He didn't say anything more. His fingers fumbled blindly along the front of her blouse, seemed to find the button he was searching for, and undid it. She sucked in a deep breath and shuddered with closed eyes. She didn't dare look at anyone. She knew she now only had one button remaining to the waist of her skirt.
She felt the blouse gape open as they made their way back to the booth and this time it seemed everyone seemed to notice her. A 38-year-old woman with her blouse nearly unbuttoned and braless. And in the company of three middle-aged men. She shivered. She thought casual sex and being naked all day were exciting. This was beyond that.
Stan slid out from the booth to let her slide in, then followed her into the booth seat. She gulped her bourbon and gasped as the alcohol burned going down. But the gasp was only partially due to the alcohol because Stan's hand immediately found her stocking-clad thigh, stroked up to the bare flesh above, to her very wet panties between her closed thighs. She looked at Stan with her breathing quickening, her chest rising with each breath, then looked at Bob and, finally, at Joe.
She wanted to say something but it caught in her throat as Joe slid tightly next to her and slipped a hand inside her gaping blouse to cup a breast and tweak a nipple.
"Her pussy is drenched," Stan uttered as a finger moved inside the leg of her panties to her pussy after she had unconsciously opened her legs.
"Her nipples are like hard pebbles," Joe added.
It wasn't until Joe's fingers joined Stan's at her pussy while he had her blouse pulled to the side to continue feeling her breast now exposed fully that she became vaguely aware that she had slumped in the seat, her back and head against the back of the booth and her legs spread. She heard voices around them and wasn't sure if she wanted these strangers to see her or not. She imagined behind her closed eyes that people were milling around, purposefully passing by to glimpse at her being exposed and fondled. Might they be told to leave? She realized, in the excitement of experiencing these heights of behavior produced, she didn't care.
"Do you think we can get her to orgasm here?" She thought it was Joe's voice but in her aroused state she wasn't sure. She did know that would be too much, though. She shook her head and struggled to sit more properly. Or, at least a little more properly given her open blouse.
She was flushed and her heart was racing, her breath coming in gasps. "Do you need the restroom to freshen?" This was Joe's voice, she knew. She nodded. He didn't budge, though. "Do something for us, Pam?" She nodded numbly. "Don't close your blouse and bring us your panties." She gasped but already knew she would comply.
It was much easier to remove her panties and hide them. Her walk back to the booth was much more, though. She felt like a real slut. Her C-cup breasts were unrestricted in the open blouse and she was sure a breast became partially visible as she moved and the blouse gaped with the swing of her arms. She had tried to dry her pussy with the paper towels in the restroom but she realized it was a futile effort. Her excitement and arousal were just too much.
Joe slid out of the booth as she approached but not for her to slide in. Instead, despite saying he wasn't much of a dancer, he led her back onto the dance floor. He turned her around with her arm raised high which surely opened her blouse. He pulled her in tightly.
She smiled up at him, "So this excites you, too," she said pressing her groin against his and feeling his hardening large cock.
"Of course," he replied. "You're an amazing woman, Pam. I've always known that. Amazing, beautiful, and sexy. But despite what we get away with in the office, this does feel different, doesn't it?" She nodded while still grinding herself into him. "Seeing you take the chance to release yourself with us is just as exciting for us." He looked deeply into her eyes. "Who knows what this might generate back at the office."
"Joe?"
"Hmmm?"
"I want to be fucked, Joe. I want you three to ravage me," she confessed.
Joe took her hand and led her off the dance floor. As they passed the booth, he told Bob to settle the bill and led her out of the club. He spotted a short line of cabs down the block and told the valet to call a cab. As Stan and Bob joined them, Joe nodded at Stan who began fumbling with the zipper at the back of her skirt and Joe pulled her blouse out to finish unbuttoning the last two buttons.
"What ... what are you ... doing, Joe?" she gasped out. Despite the shock of what was happening in public, she was instantly gasping in arousal.
The cab pulled up as her blouse was pulled back from her shoulders and her skirt pushed over her hips. They were standing outside a nice club and she was being stripped.
"Sir ... sir ... you can't do that here," came the urgent voice of the young valet. He was ignored as the cab stopped.
The cab driver popped out of his cab and before he could say or ask anything, Joe asked, "You mind if we fuck in the back of your cab?"
Pam didn't know where to look. It would be too embarrassing to look at the young valet or the club door for fear there might be others watching so she just continued looking at Joe. She heard from behind her, "Hell, I don't care as long as I can peek."
"Peeking is okay," Joe responded as he held the door open for Pam who was now naked except for stockings and heels, "just don't get into an accident." The driver laughed.
Pam sat in the middle as Joe slid in next to her and Bob moved around to the other side. Stan had her clothes. Even before the cab pulled away, Joe was pushing his slacks over his hips and down to his knees. Pam saw his hard, big cock sticking up and his hands were encouraging her to his lap. Damn, she thought as the cab pulled from the curb, I'm about to sit on that big thing and fuck him while naked and obvious to all the traffic around us? Oh god ... But she did. She clumsily got onto his lap in the moving car, even more clumsily raised higher to align his cock to her drooling pussy and, with loud groans and sighs, slid down the length of his cock.
"Damn," was all she heard from the driver. Stan was saying something to the guy but she was no longer caring. Only Miles came close to filling a pussy like Joe's cock could and Joe went deeper. She always enjoyed a fuck but this was always more. The cab, though, provided even more to it all. Her eyes caught glimpses of cars alongside and in front as they moved down the streets. The corners shifted her weight as she was only concentrating on raising herself in the cramped space and dropping back down, feeling the cock retreating with her pussy clenching around it, then the delicious feel of again being completely stuffed.
Bob leaned over next to her as she was intent on fucking Joe. Bob's fingers stroked her clit and fondled her breasts. Time was lost to her. She had no realization of how long it had been, how far they had driven, or if they were even going to the hotel. All she understood was the orgasm rising within her and cresting for an explosion.
After her orgasm and Joe's climax to fill her pussy with his semen, she collapsed back against his chest, both of them breathing heavily and her pussy still lightly spasming around the cock buried inside her. It was only then that it sunk into her consciousness that the cab was stopped. She glanced to the side out the window and gasped. They were stopped at a light ... in traffic ... with cars all around them. A car horn sounded and she looked. A young man in a well-used car waved and then gave a thumbs-up sign. Embarrassed but she still managed a smile. What could she do? She was sitting on Joe with her naked body clearly in view.
Pam eased herself off Joe's softening cock and tried to twist around to clean his cock but, "This isn't going to work," she apologized. "Just too cramped."
"There should be tissues in the seat pocket in front of you," came the driver's voice.
"Don't tell us this happens a lot," Joe exclaimed as he pulled out several tissues for Pam and more for himself.
The driver laughed. "No, not this." He laughed, again. "The wife isn't going to believe this one." Pam caught him adjusting the mirror as she had her legs spread and wiping her leaking pussy. "No, but it is surprising how often a woman by herself suddenly breaks down crying." Nobody knew what to say about that.
"Uhmm ... where are going?" Pam had looking out the windows and found the streets becoming more deserted.
The driver responded, again, "They weren't sure you'd ever seen the ocean. I know an overlook." After a pause, "Here it is." He pulled into a parking area with a single working street light which failed to light the area.
The cab stopped and the doors opened. Joe slid out and fastened his slacks, then reached in to assist Pam. She slid out of the cab. She was naked but until the breeze off the ocean hit her she'd almost forgotten. She adjusted her stockings, then walked past the edge of the parking lot to a railing at the cliff. She could hear the rhythmic sound of the surf below but there was only darkness, the sliver of a moon was just rising in the east behind them.
"Gee ... thanks, guys. What an amazing view of blackness." Even the driver laughed. He had also exited the cab and was standing behind her. She turned to face him. He looked over her exposed body just visible from the lone light pole. She smiled at him, patted him on the shoulder, then walked back to the cab.
Their last night wasn't over. She was going to get fucked and it was going to be many times if she had her way. And she was pretty sure the guys would be accommodating. Did they have more for her besides? Nude elevator and hallway? Double penetration? Airtight? She'd loved everything that had happened and wanted more.
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CHAPTER 11: PATTI'S REVIEWS
The next Monday morning found Ms. Benson in the office early to catch up on emails and messages she couldn't take care of while gone or over the weekend. There was a soft knock at her open door and she looked up. She leaned back in her chair with a warm smile.
"How was the conference?" Marie asked as she stepped into the office. They were dressed the same, of course, except for color. Both were simply in thigh-high stockings and heels but Marie had chosen flesh-colored while Ms. Benson was in sheer black.
"Eh ..." came the response with a waggled of her hand to indicate 'so-so'.
Marie walked in further, "So ... how were the Partners?" Ms. Benson's eyes lit up and her smile was huge. "Tell me ... tell me everything."
At the end of the story, Marie leaned back smiling. "Wow ... what a slut ..."
"Is that any way to talk about your boss?" she retorted with a laugh. "Besides, pot calling the kettle? Seems you were just down at that resort fucking up a storm with strangers. At least I knew who I was fucking."
"Well ... glad to have you back, ma'am. Anything ... ahummm ... I can do ... for you?"
Ms. Benson scooted her rolling chair back from the desk and slumped while spreading her legs and hooking her knees over the arms. "Yes. I replayed parts of those days in my mind over the weekend. Now telling you ..."
Marie didn't need anything more. Marie was convinced Abby had shown her the way to being a confirmed bi-sexual and Ms. Benson clearly enjoyed it. Marie was quickly on her knees between her boss's legs licking, sucking, and tonguing the drooling pussy presented to her. And she happily do so until she brought an orgasm out.
* * * *
"They've been at it for a while, Abby."
I was standing just to the side of Ms. Benson's office glass walls. Marie was on her knees working on Ms. Benson's pussy and I knew exactly how good that felt. I turned to find Todd, the lone male in their office group. "I wanted to remind her of Mr. C's staff meeting," I said.
My attention was back on the action inside the office visible through the glass walls. Unlike the 5th floor office many of us had worked in before, the Partners may have the status of their own office, but they had no additional privacy. They were as exposed in the enjoyment of the office activities as everyone else. And, Ms. Benson, the only female Partner complied with the same dress code as all the other six females in the office: naked except for thigh-high stockings and heels.
Todd stepped up behind me and encircled my body with his hands cupping my natural E-cup breasts. My hand moved between us to search and quickly find the firming cock inside his slacks.
"I wish I could, Todd," I said as I turned to face him. "I have to get ready for the staff meeting."
"I understand, Abby," he replied having recaptured my nipples between his fingers. "Later?"
I kissed him on the lips, my arms around his neck as he continued teasing my erect nipples. "Count on it, Todd." I stepped back from him and glanced back into the office when I heard the telling sounds of an achieved orgasm. I returned my gaze to Todd as I stepped back from the office and winked at him. "Now I'll have to sit through the meeting with an aroused pussy."
He chuckled, "Who are you kidding, Abby? Your pussy is always aroused."
Returning to my desk outside Mr. C's office I saw Patti, our HR/Finance Manager, sitting in one of Mr. C's visitor chairs. He waved me in. I stood behind Patti not figuring on something lasting long enough to sit in the other chair. So, instead, my hands rubbed Patti's bare shoulders. Mr. C watched with a knowing, anticipating smile as my hands quickly found her bare breasts. I love this office. I love being able to be naked and I love the availability of sex in so many forms.
"Just can't resist, can you?" Mr. C asked. Maybe he wasn't asking. Maybe he was just stating what he knew to be a fact.
I giggled and Patti joined me. "Nobody seems to mind that I like to touch, sir," I replied.
He nodded. "So it would appear. Please add another item to the meeting agenda." Good thing I hadn't printed it out, yet. "List it under Patti's name as 'Office acceptance'." I nodded, gave Patti's breasts a last squeeze, and left to edit the agenda. I had forgotten. One of the issues that came out of the interview with Patti before she joined the office was what we called the 'Candace incident' at the 5th-floor office. One woman's complaint brought down the sexual freedom of the office. Patti had indicated during the interview that she had some ideas. But, as is likely to happen, forming the office, establishing ourselves in the consulting world, and becoming a profitable venture pushed that concern to the side.
I stood behind the chair at the head of the conference room table where Mr. C would sit as the Partners and Patti entered. The agenda was on the table before each of the chairs they regularly took. Mr. Peterson and Mr. Sullivan sat across from each other nearest to Mr. C. Then, Ms. Benson and Patti sat across from each other. I sat in my regular position behind and to the side of Mr. C. I was there to take notes for them and whisper reminders in Mr. C's ear. It was well-known and assumed that Mr. C was rarely in a meeting without me. Given that the office had 13 men and 7 women, it was a rare meeting that the clothed men didn't outnumber the naked women. The most senior meeting of the office was an exception. The other was when Ms. Benson had her staff meeting: her group met with three naked women and one clothed man, Todd.
Mr. C efficiently worked through the agenda. The Partners were amazing. The discussions could be punctuated by disagreement on occasion but always with positivity. They modeled how the rest of the office should interact with each other and were a critical element for how our office could be productive and casually intimate. I was very curious about the two late additions to the agenda: Patti's and Ms. Benson's 'Office remodel'. Ms. Benson had come to me just before I was about to hit the print icon.
Mr. C introduced Patti's new item, reminding everyone that this item had come up during her original interview and the legitimate nagging concern about a repeat of the 'Candace incident'.
After some opening comments, Mr. Sullivan asked, "Has something happened? Is there something to be concerned about?"
Patti shook her head, then nodded. "No, nothing has come to anyone's attention. But ..." she added, "there was no awareness that Candace was going to do what she did, either." They all nodded. Though they had eventually convinced her attorney Candace didn't have a harassment case (she was an eager participant up to her filing a complaint) and she was merely seeking a big payday through settlement, she had exposed the office and the 5th floor was shut down. "What we don't want," Patti continued, "is for someone to feel unhappy or intimidated. What we do in this office is solely intended to be for our mutual benefit and always consensual. If someone were to begin feeling compelled to participate ... well, it could become a true harassment issue rather than what Candace did."
"So, are we concerned more about the women?" Mr. Peterson asked. He turned to Ms. Benson nervously, "This isn't about the conference, is it?"
Ms. Benson chuckled, "Relax, Stan. You know I was a willing, and eager, participant. But notice what just happened, everyone. What happened during the conference was consensual on my part and Stan understood that, but he still has some underlying concerns. On the one hand, that concern is the reason we can do what we do. On the other hand, that same underlying emotion in someone might fester to a feeling of being compelled to participate."
Patti added, "We need to be able to spot that in someone. And, no, getting back to the question: I don't think it is primarily the women. The next time it just might be one of the men for any number of reasons." The group seemed to agree. Patti scanned the group, then added, "It might seem unlikely and with this group, I would tend to agree. The point, though, is why to risk it when the office is functioning so well." They continued to agree.
Mr. C asked, "Your suggestion? Include a talk about it in our review process?"
"Yes," she replied, "but not from you guys. There is still going to be pressure or intimidation coming from the person they report to and who controls their overall performance evaluation, raises, bonuses, etc." They all clearly understood. It was a sensitive conversation. "I believe the women are a close enough group that Pam, Abby, and I can sense what is happening with them. The men ... I'll establish quarterly sessions one-on-one with each."
"With us, too?" Bob queried with a smile.
Patti looked at Mr. C who also wore a smile. She returned the smile. This was one of the changes from the 5th-floor dynamics to this office, I thought. The corporate world had managed to permeate into the functioning of the 5th floor. Here, despite the titles, the pressure of performance, and responsibilities, the Partners were able to maintain a more casual and low-key profile among themselves and with the rest of the office.
Patti chuckled and finally nodded, "I think just to be safe and thorough, don't you?" It would also add to the validity of the sessions when it could be seen that everyone was included.
"You sure you don't want to include us?" Ms. Benson asked with a twinkle in her eyes. Patti looked from her to me. I gave her a smile and a slight nod of encouragement. "Okay ... maybe you're right ... just to be thorough."
"Right," Mr. C responded with a laugh, "just to be thorough." He looked down at the agenda. "This last item might assist Patti in her 'sessions'", he said with a smile. "Pam brought this up to me between airplane connections returning from the conference. Pam?"
"Thanks, Joe." She scanned the people around the table and might have flushed some. "No secret, in this room anyway, what happened at the conference." Smiles all around the table. "Yes ... the guys pushed my pre-existing boundaries or experience, and I certainly responded." She looked at each of the other three Partners, "Thank you ... again." She seemed to consider her words. "No secret also that everyone here in the office is highly sexual. Highly sexual in a way that allows for the casual enjoyment of it. We'll enjoy our release with anyone. Well ... the women, anyway. You men are comfortable with any woman."
"Yes," Stan inserted, "it is very clear every woman here is bi-sexual, at least enough to enjoy it."
"Exactly. Anyway, it occurred to me and I mentioned to Joe that there was an element about the ravaging I experienced that was enhancing. We had time and comfort." She continued to study faces around the table. "Everyone is aware of the demand to be productive. Our sexuality is what makes us a tightly cooperative and functioning group. But, the clients and profits provide us with this environment. I think everyone understands and appreciates the connection of that. We can enhance the experience for everyone, though. I propose we eliminate the other conference room. It's seldom that both are used at the same time. I propose that the room be furnished instead with two king-sized beds. Give people some comfort and a sense of time for enjoyment of each other in the process."
"How do you hide two beds in a room in an office?" Bob asked. He was referring to the rare occasions when an outside visitor came to the office and everyone had to be dressed.
"The same way we hide the showers and dressing area," I answered.
Ms. Benson nodded. "It's rare when that arises but we lower the blinds and lock the door like the other unconventional rooms."
Once decided, the switch of furniture happened in a week. Nobody announced the change to the rest of the office. One day it was announced that visitors were arriving. The women returned to the dressing area to dress and everyone acted as though sexual harassment was a big fear. The shower and dressing areas were closed off with blinds and doors locked. When the workers arrived, the rest of the office was curious as the conference room furniture was carted out. They were stunned when the workers returned with king-sized beds and a dresser.
Mr. C had to revert to the same company that remodeled the office originally to maintain confidentiality. Once the workers were gone, the seven of us women returned to the dressing area, raised the blinds, and essentially gave a stripping performance. Upon our return to the open office area naked, Mr. C addressed the group.
"Pam Benson brought an idea to me that I believed had a lot of merit and the other Partners agreed. This has to be the best working environment any of us could dream of being a part of." Unabashed cheers and shouts came in agreement. He smiled. "Beyond that, though, this is additionally a professional, cooperative, and productive group of people at the highest level I have had the pleasure of working with." The inclusion of the word 'pleasure' brought chuckles and giggles which he acknowledged and nodded with agreement. "So ... Pam Benson ..." he indicated his naked Partner next to him, "had the bright idea ... you see why she's a Partner ... that we should all be rewarded with a little comfort while we ... ahhh ... assist each other with stress management." A new round of knowing laughter. The good thing about the group was that he didn't need to add any reminders of maintaining professionalism or productivity. Everyone edged up to the new bedroom for a look. The two king-sized beds were against the outside windows with a small dresser between them.
"What's the dresser for?" someone asked.
"Toys," Ms. Benson answered. "Lubrication. Changes of fitted sheets are already in the bottom drawer. Whatever. I'm sure it will be filled up." Todd stepped up behind her and put his hands on her hips. She sighed, "Good idea, Todd." Though he hadn't spoken a word. "Okay ... my team ... team meeting." There were groans the room was being christened by someone before anyone else even considered it. It was her idea, though.
As we dispersed, I saw Ms. Benson lay back on one bed with Todd quickly shedding his clothes to join her. She open her legs, raised her knees, and splayed them to the side, one hand fondling a breast while the other stroked her pussy. On the other bed, already naked, Marie and Cindy were settling into a 69 with Marie on the bottom.
Mr. C was waiting at his office doorway. I smiled as he used his hand on my elbow to guide me inside. "What do you think?" he asked.
"A whole lot better than the carpeted floor."
"How about bent over a desk?" he asked as he released his belt and lowered the zipper of his slacks.
I assumed the position of feet widely spread and upper body pressed into his desktop. "A classic, sir," I replied. A moment later I felt the head of his wonderful cock move over my ready pussy, part the lips, and begin its long penetration. "Ooooo ... yes ... sir. Definitely a classic."
* * * *
The Partners sent out a joint notice to all employees of the firm undersigning Patti's new quarterly review policy. In simple terms, she would meet with every employee quarterly for the purpose of frank and open discussion about the functioning of the office. It made it clear these sessions were not concerning work-related performance but about any other aspect of the office. There was little mystery about what that was really about.
Patti decided she would schedule three meetings a day so she could complete the quarterly effort in seven working days. I was sitting in a chair across from her in her office. "I'm curious how you plan to handle this," I said. Actually, Mr. C was just as curious and was why I was there probing.
"What do you mean? I'll just schedule a meeting and we'll talk." She seemed confused.
"In your office here?"
"What are you getting at, Abby? The idea was to get anyone with an issue with what is happening to open up about it."
I nodded. True. If someone was feeling intimidated, though, was sitting in a glass-walled office with the rest of the office knowing and able to see what was going to make it less intimidating? Besides, Patti was just as active as anyone else. I explained that.
Patti nodded. "All the offices are fully visible, though." She thought about that. "Maybe I should be dressed. Maybe both of us should be dressed. Would that work? But there's still the privacy issue." She looked out from her office at the conference rooms. The one still with the table and chairs didn't have blinds. The one with beds had blinds but not a table and chairs. I followed her eyes. There weren't a lot of options.
"You want to find out if anyone loses comfort with what happens here, right?" I asked. She nodded. That was her plan. "How about this: we'll put a couple of chairs in the new conference room and stay there. Both of you be dressed for the meeting. You can have your talk session. That might be all someone needs to express anything they need to share. It might not be general reluctance but some particular act someone tries. That would be good, too." Patti nodded, again. "The sure way you'll know that people are being honest is by how much their eyes wander to the beds; how much their eyes are not just on you as part of communication but are reflecting a deeper communication of desire." Patti smiled.
"There would be another indicator," she offered. "I give the option of my being dressed or undressed."
"Even better," I replied agreeing with her.
* * * *
Patti sat in one of the two comfortable chairs in the refurbished conference room. This was her idea and she still felt it was a good one but she was finding implementing it was more difficult than she had initially imagined. Her ideas had been poked holes in by Abby but maybe Abby's suggestions would be the way.
She still didn't believe the women would be the ones this time. Then she was left with who to talk to first. She eliminated Todd because everyone saw him with Pam in christening the new room. She eliminated the computer guys because she had to consider that she acted as quasi-manager to them. So, she went eeni-minee-mo and selected Jason in the Supply group. People were prompt about attending meetings and she checked her watch again in anticipation. It was still a few minutes before the hour when Jason tapped on the door and entered.
Patti's nerves were visibly under control ... she thought. He was dressed, of course. She wasn't. She was naked after giving him the option in the meeting notice. That was the first good sign for this meeting. She stood and indicated the other chair as she moved to the glass wall. She reached for the controls to lower and close the blinds at the first section of the wall.
"What are you doing?" he asked.
"Just thought a little privacy would be appropriate for this discussion," she replied.
He said not to bother and she turned to consider that. That would be a second good sign. His eyes left hers and moved deliberately down her exposed body, stopping for moments on her breasts and shaved pussy. This was something all the women were used to and, frankly, appreciated. They were naked because they were exhibitionists. Being looked at and appreciated as part of the excitement.
She retook her chair, legs crossed, and began, "Jason, you know why ..."
But he stopped her as he leaned toward her, his eyes fixed on hers. "I know, Patti. The Partners are concerned about the possibility of harassment." Patti nodded. "That's not me." His eyes left hers and dropped to her breasts. It was only a glance before returning. It still caused a stirring within her. "You gave me the option of you being dressed or not. Of course, I chose not. You're a beautiful woman." He chuckled. "Hell ... you all are. This is like working heaven. A good job, good pay, and naked women who love sex."



She glanced at the wall. The view was nothing different than it ever was: the functional office space with people moving around interacting and working. Some were naked, some weren't. She was naked with a dressed man in a visible space. Nothing different. This was supposed to be different, though. Wasn't it?
"Let me ask you something," Patti began, again. She uncrossed her legs slowly, a slight hesitation when they were parted. His eyes dropped to her exposed pussy and stayed there until her legs closed again with her legs crossing the other way. "When would this 'heaven' become a burden?"
He chuckled. "For me, I can't imagine. Maybe when I find a woman I want to marry and she can't accept all this. Otherwise ... look, there is nothing forced here. I have some form of sex every day here but you women are outnumbered. If I didn't have sex with one of you for a day or two, I wonder if anyone would even notice."
Patti leaned back into the chair. What a great point. Maybe the women were the ones to worry about. Just not evident now. "Thanks, Jason, I appreciate your candor and comments."
He smiled. His eyes were flicking down to her breasts. She followed his eyes and found why his smile remained and grew. Her nipples had become hard nubs.
"May I ask you a question?" he probed vocally as his eyes did the same. His smile changed slightly. She nodded. He stood and put his hand out to her. "Have you used the beds, yet?"
She smiled, took his hand, and was pulled into his arms. Her arms wrapped around his neck as she covered his mouth with hers. "No," she answered as her fingers loosened his belt and lowered his zipper. As he began on his shirt, she dropped to her knees, pulled his shoes off, lowered his pants and underwear, and engulfed his growing cock. This intended private meeting to discuss concerns was anything but that. Naked on her knees sucking cock in full view of the entire office wasn't private or different.
She had a hard, straining cock deep in her mouth when he pulled her to her feet. This time when they pressed into each other for a deep, passionate kiss, they were both naked, both with labored breathing, and his erect cock pressing into her belly. She loved the feel of a hard cock pressed against her knowing it would soon be pressing into her hungry pussy.
She pulled him to the closest bed, "How do you want me?" she panted.
He kissed her on the mouth, one hand dipping between her thighs to explore her dripping pussy, the other fingering a nipple. "You on top," he said, "facing the office."
She shivered. She watched him move around her, his hard cock bouncing in front as he climbed onto the bed and positioned himself. She then followed, straddled his body, and grasped his cock as she hovered over his body. Her eyes found the office space outside the room, the people moving around, the people busy working on their phones and computers, the people taking note of her, if only briefly. She smiled and settled down over the head of his cock, moving slightly for it to find her hole. She paused there, the cock spreading her lips and just at the entrance to her pussy. She leaned forward, careful to keep his cock at her hole, kissed him hard, and only then did she thrust her hips down to sink his cock firmly inside. He gasped and groaned. And she smiled more.
She sat up straight and rose so just the head was still inside. His hands groped her breasts. Joe Cornell walked past the glass wall on his way to one of the other Partners and looked in smiling. She smiled back, a smile meant for him as she hoovered over Jason's cock just inside her pussy. He slowed and at that moment she plunged fully over his cock. Both she and Jason gasped and groaned loudly. From then on she noticed nothing despite her open eyes. She fucked Jason wildly like she hadn't been fucked and the only part of that which was true was that she hadn't been fucked that day.
She was bouncing on his cock now. When Jason released her breasts, they flopped and bounced wildly on her chest. Time seemed to stop. Her awareness of how long they fucked was lost and unimportant. The only thing was her fucking and his cock with his hips thrusting up at her as she did. Her mind was solely focused on her pussy and fucking and the cock inside. Her pussy clenched, grasping the cock. She felt him as his cock seemed to swell, then pulse and jerk inside. She knew he was close and she grasped his cock with her pussy even harder as she ground her pelvis into him, mashing her clit against his pubic bone.
She felt him, first. She felt his cock jerk powerfully, then spurt cum into her pussy as she continued to ride up and down. But that feeling was only a moment before her orgasm crashed through her. She cried out as she struggled to continue fucking on his spurting cock but her movements became broken and halting as her body succumbed to riding out the orgasm.
She collapsed on top of him, his cock securely embedded in her, kissing him, both softly gasping, sighing, and moaning. Damn, she thought, three a day. If nothing else comes from these sessions, she'll be well fucked.
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CHAPTER 1: THE INTRODUCTION
*************************
This story was imagined and assisted by a reader who really is named EMMA. Several events contained in this story are fantasies Emma imagines for herself. She fantasizes about descending into depravity. We both hope you will enjoy it because Emma has other fantasies, too.
*************************
I couldn't believe what I was seeing!
Upon reflection, I realized there was a car parked on the street I didn't recognize, but so what? I had come home from work to strange sounds in the house coming from down the hallway where the bedrooms were located. I wanted to call out to mom, who didn't work outside the house, but the sounds froze any words in my throat. I softly, quietly, moved down the hallway. My heart was racing, my breathing coming in sharp, ragged breaths. I knew what it sound like. I just couldn't connect what it sounded like with my mom.
The walk down the hallway seemed like a mile rather than yards. When I arrived at mom's bedroom door, I found it not quite closed. With about a six-inch gap, I edged closer to spy ... yes, that's what it felt like, spying on my mom ... into the room and that's when I saw it. What I couldn't believe I was seeing ... my mom ... naked ... lying on her back on the bed and two men fucking her!
I wasn't shocked because I thought of her as a prim, reserved woman. She wasn't. I wasn't. We weren't particularly religious or constrained by false morality in that way. I wouldn't be surprised that mom had a lover. She went out some nights and came home late. Why not? She was attractive and she had a vibrant personality. But ... two men ... in our home ... in the late afternoon ... when she clearly forgot I would be coming home? How long had they been doing this that she forgot I would be home?
I want to leave the door. I did. And I would have. But the scene was mesmerizing. When I finally pulled myself away from the door, I nearly bumped into the wall as I tried to move quietly away. All I could see was what I had seen through that partially open door: my white middle-aged mom obviously enjoying being fucked by two very large black men with ... very large black cocks.
I retreated back outside to my car and left. I would pretend to come home late, instead. I didn't go far, though. I drove around the neighboring blocks so I could keep an eye on that car. It wasn't long before the two black men came out of my house, entered that car, and drove away.
Mom was in the shower when I re-entered the house. I walked closer to her bedroom and called out my greeting that I was home. She called out in response, maybe sounding a bit tired but with joyful energy. She told me to call the little restaurant nearby for a couple to-go salads.
We sat at the small table in the kitchen with our salads. She asked me about my day. Fine. I asked her, with considerable curiosity, about her day. She kept busy, she said. Yea, I'll say, I thought.
We're from Germany. We're by ourselves and have been since I was 11 years old. That was 18 years ago. I learned my father was abusive, though mom never wanted to talk about it. In the divorce and legal settlements, mom came out financially pretty well but there continued to be threats. We finally came to the US where there were relatives and were our means to immigrate. That was years ago and we've acclimated pretty well but the darkness that was our lives still hangs over both of us sometimes like a storm on the horizon waiting to wash over us, again.
I was no prude. At 29 years old and enjoying my own sex life with a short series of boyfriends I thought were serious enough about me. I always thought of myself as attractive: 5' 6" tall, 32-26-33 shape with natural D-cup breasts, 127 pounds maintained by stretching and running, long black hair, and green eyes. The part about not being a prude is evident by the 7 tattoos on my body: two snakes coiled around flower stems at angles over my stomach and lower chest; a small crown on the right side of my waist; a heart on the left side of my waist; a skull on my back; an Aztec script on my back; and a small flower with leaves above my left ankle. With all that on my body, I thought I was the wild one.
I didn't EXACTLY think of my mom as a prude but she WAS my mom. As a mom, she is quite attractive. She's 49 years old, 5' 4" tall, 135 pounds, and at 36-30-38 and DD-cup breast what I would call a curvy figure. Her hair, like mine, is black and long,, her eyes black, and, as I could now see, her pussy shaved. I suppose, given the abuse before I should have expected something different from her. She was just my mom, though. Seeing what I saw was so different, so unexpected.
"Are you okay, honey?" she asked from across the table. "You seem ... I don't know ... very distracted."
I looked up at her and gave a smile, "No, nothing. Just tired from work, I guess," I replied. What was I going to say? What was screaming in my head was, God, mom, those cocks were huge! How the hell could you take them so easily? That's what was in my head. That was the image playing behind my eyes ... over and over.
That night I continued to see my mom with those men in the dark as I tried to settle down for sleep. It wasn't working. How could I stop the visual? I began masturbating under the cover of the sheet. I didn't have any toys but I began wondering if mom did as my fingers stroked and probed outside and into my pussy. I stroked and thrust my pussy and clit. I fondled my breasts and pinched the nipples. I managed a small orgasm but it wasn't nearly sufficient.
I swung my legs out of bed and pulled up my pajama shorts to quietly tip-toe to the kitchen and went straight to the vegetable drawer of the refrigerator. I remembered buying a cucumber for salads we hadn't prepared. It was cold, of course, so I ran hot water over it and just as quietly returned to my bedroom and closed the door. This time I stripped off my pajama shorts, lay back on the bed, and spread my legs suddenly wishing I had used some oil on it but it was still wet.
I pressed one end to my pussy lips, felt them spread at the pressure, and slowly sink through my hole. The cucumber wasn't big, not real big, not real big like the cocks my mom had been fucking. Big enough, though. Big enough to be bigger than my boyfriend for sure.
I sighed as it opened my pussy and filled it more with every inch it was pressed in. I pulled it out some and pressed harder back in. Soon I was gasping and softly moaning at the fullness of the vegetable being stroked into me by my own hand. God, it felt so good but just as good was the mental image of those big black cocks fucking into my mom at both ends. It was a scene etched into my brain. It was an image driving my hand to fuck my pussy harder and faster.
When I orgasmed, I was sweating and spent. I slowly removed the cucumber and brought it to my mouth. Sure, I've sucked cock but not ones like I saw ravaging my mom before.
I might have questioned if that had been real. My mom? Two big black men? Two big black cocks and my mom? Then, three days later, the same car was parked on the street in front of our house. Was it really the same car? Or a car like it? Did it mean what I thought it meant? Or, was it just my tormented mind still envisioning those cocks and mom?
I entered the house quietly and heard the same sounds. Was this the only time since that day? Or, was this merely another day mom lost track of time?
I crept down the hallway, my athletic trainers providing a quieting cushion for each careful step. Mom's bedroom door was open further this time and my view was more expansive. It looked like the same men: big, black, with big cocks. If I thought about it, I might be ashamed that all I noticed of the men were those three things. It was just such a powerful image, though. They were moving my naked mom on the bed like she was a sex doll. From her back to her hands and knees. One cock pulled out of her pussy glistening with juices; flipped around and the other cock slammed into her gaping, drooling hole; her mouth capturing the wet, glistening cock that had been fucking her.
The groans, moans, and gasps escaping from her were muffled by the cock in her mouth but her DD breasts were swinging wildly amid the grunting of the men powerfully thrusting into both her pussy and mouth. My God, I thought as I watched from the side of the open door, she must be taking that cock down her throat. Where did my mom learn to take cock into her throat?
I was so riveted by the cocks pounding in and out of my mom's opposite holes, I didn't notice the guy feeding his cock into her mouth glance my way. I didn't notice until it was too late. I had been seen!
I retreated quickly. My mind was flooded as I ran to my car, started it clumsily, and drove off. I didn't even know where I was intending to go. Just go away. I was consumed with guilt at having spied on her ... again. The other thing crowding in was equally strong ... I was incredibly turned on by what I had seen. My mom. God ... my mom. My mom was having better sex than me.
I found myself at the apartment of my latest boyfriend. Latest being the operative word. A long string of men who had been remarkably unsatisfying. I rapped on his door. He had to be home, please. When the door opened, I had that look on my face. He knew that look. The look was that I needed to be fucked. That was my relationship. How simple is that? I almost raped him. Maybe I did. He climaxed. I orgasmed with the aggressive use of my own fingers on my clit as I bounced up and down on his cock. His cock was smaller than the cucumber cock.
I left conflicted, and unsatisfied. I drove away nervous and questioning. What if that guy mentioned to my mom that he saw me watching? What was mom going to say? Why should she say anything? It was her house, after all. I wasn't even paying rent.
When I opened the door, she came rushing to greet me. "Emma, Emma ... I'm so sorry you saw that. It must have been awful." She hugged me tightly, then took my hand to lead me into the living room. She had an open bottle of wine and two glasses waiting. "We need to talk, dear."
"No, mom. We don't. It was my fault. I shouldn't have spied on you. Yes ... yes ... no, you're right... we need to talk." She had poured the wine and I took a big gulp. "A few days ago I just heard voices and was curious, I'm sorry. This time, though ... this time I knew what was happening and I still wanted to see."
"No, dear. You shouldn't have to ... I shouldn't have been so careless ..." she argued back.
"Mom ... no." I took another gulp of wine. "Mom, this is your house. You deserve your own life that's not constrained by your daughter. It's about time you should be able to get on with your life."
She giggled and hugged me tightly. Then, "Dear, I've been doing this for a while now. I've just been more careful before."
"What do you mean by 'a while'?" I asked more curious than anything else.
"I've been meeting guys at clubs, dear. They usually take me to a hotel or their apartment."
"Your late nights," I responded with a nodding head. "But ... these were the same two guys, weren't they?"
She blushed. "They are my favorites. I think they also like the idea of a mature white woman with big breasts." She studied me carefully. I thought she was trying to determine just how well I was taking all of it. "The truth is I wanted to spend better time with them and not be rushed. I wanted to share my own bed with them. I guess I just lost track of time."
I giggled, too. "I can see why." This time I carefully studied her. "Can I ask a personal question?" She nodded. I thought she was relieved this 'talk' was going so well. "How did you learn ... I mean ... how do you take ..."
"Those big cocks?" she finished. I nodded. This was my mom. I was blown away. Hell, I was in awe. "It didn't just happen, I'll tell you that." She giggled and poured more wine. Maybe she was blown away that she was having such a conversation with her daughter. "The first time I encountered those two I thought they would tear me in half, but they were gentle. Then ... I just had to have more. Other men were okay but those big cocks were ... Emma ... you can't just imagine what it feels like. It has to be experienced."
We talked on and on. Along the way and sometime after opening the second bottle of wine, I wasn't talking to my mom any longer. I was talking to a confidant, a trusted confidant. She'd experienced so much. I know you're supposed to think your mom has experiences to share but not like this. The words just flowed from us. Some of it was the wine but more, I think, was a new connection forming between us. How did this happen? Shouldn't I be the one of us to be wild sexually? How is it my mom with a few more pounds on her slightly shorter body getting mind-numbing orgasms from two strong black bulls (her comment) with big cocks while I was numbed with unsatisfying sex time after time?
"You're frustrated, aren't you, dear?" What? Wait, she just shifted to probing about me. "I can tell. You know it is a funny thing about being fully consumed and satisfied by a man ..." a giggle "... or men. I'm with these men and I look at other women with their men and ... I'm not exactly sure what it is ... but I can see it. Envy? A dream-like look suddenly in their eyes?" After a pause during which she watched me intently, "I see it on you now. You're not satisfied, are you? Your sex life, I mean, it's disappointing, it's lacking, it's not what you want."
I laid in bed that night with my mind swirling. If I felt that way before that talk, and I did, I really felt that way now. She was directly comparing her sex life with numerous black men with mine with ... with unresponsive, unsatisfying, uninspired white boys ... I mean 'men'. Do I mean 'men'? My mom didn't. Without really saying it she only talked about the experience of these men and how they handled her, controlled her, and used her. In her mind, the experience was black. Did it have to be black? I don't think so but ... but black was there and in front of me.
The weekend was uneventful ... at home, anyway. Mom left in the evening and came back late. I knew what she was doing and when she returned I made a point of being up watching TV. How pathetic was that? My mom was out getting fucked and I was watching TV without even seeing what was on it. When she returned, she had an undeniable look. Not that she intended to deny anything. It was like a glow around her. A tired, exhausted glow, yes. Despite the tiredness was a sparkling in her eyes and a contented, satisfied smile that looked permanent. Her hair was mussed, her lipstick smeared, and I spotted something crusty in her hair. She hadn't just been fucked, she was ravaged, used. And she was happy, euphoric. Her two men (Jerome and Ty, she named them finally) introduced her to two friends. They went to Jerome's house.
She started for her bedroom down the hall. She looked like she needed that sleep. "Wait ... mom ... you mean four guys?" She turned with that smile still plastered on her face. She nodded. "Four guys ..." I muttered. "Were they all ...?" I couldn't finish the question. It was too much.
"Were they all big cocks? Is that what you want to know, Emma? You want to know if your mother has just been used and ravaged by four big black cocks?" She waited. She wanted me to admit it. After I nodded, she smiled bigger. "Yes, dear, I did."
"But mom ... alone ... four men and you were alone."
She smiled and turned. Over her shoulder, she responded. "Jerome and Ty are protective when there are more." God ... this has happened before. "Besides," she said as she was about to disappear into the bedroom, "I don't have to be alone."
Another night in bed masturbating with a mind that wouldn't let all this go. What did she mean, I don't have to be alone?
I was dense. I admit it. Not the first time, either. Sometimes things are in my face and I'm still like, 'what?' This was that. It finally penetrated, though. Mom was opening the door for me to follow. She wasn't going to pull me into that world. It had to be my desire, my interest, and my willingness. But, she was saying, 'Join me, daughter, and I won't be by myself. Join me and let yourself feel what it is like to be consumed'.
Okay, so before it was only the image of those big black cocks and my mature white mom. Now, those images were coated with the subtle invitation from mom to join her in all that. I couldn't focus on anything. I could barely focus on driving to work the next week. I found myself in a restroom stall frequently trying to relieve the pent-up arousal, desire, and need.
That Tuesday night I spotted the same car parked in front of our house as I turned the corner. My hands started shaking as I pulled into the driveway and threw the lever into Park. I hesitated at the side door but pushed into the kitchen. The sounds came to me immediately. I already knew but then I really knew. I could turn around and leave, of course. Like the other times, I could just leave. Or, I could sneak into my room and use my earbuds and pretend. I couldn't pretend, though, and I knew it. I wasn't going to leave, either. I also knew that. My mind had been consumed by this.
I exited the kitchen and walked down the hallway not caring about the sound of my shoes on the hardwood flooring. I wasn't sneaking this time. The door to mom's bedroom was wide open. I wasn't sneaking and they weren't pretending at privacy. I stepped fully into the doorway. It took a moment for one of the guys to see me, the one fucking into her pussy. I could see his long cock pull only to be thrust back in and disappear. He leaned over mom who was on her hands and knees with the other cock in her mouth. It seemed to be a position they all enjoyed. He said something softly to her and she pulled her mouth from that cock and turned her head toward me.
She smiled. That's weird, right? She's naked and being fucked by two naked guys and she smiles at her daughter watching. It wasn't weird any longer, not after all the thoughts, the replaying of images, the talk, and the masturbation thinking about this. She shifted her weight to her left arm and motioned me in with her right.
I stepped right up to the side of the bed. I looked down at my mom who was now stroking the cock, her breasts swinging beneath her as the guy behind her continued driving his cock into her pussy even if he slowed his pace some. I looked at the cock going in and out of her pussy. I looked the other way at the cock her hand stroked. Both cocks were big, thick. Both cocks were shiny with juices.
Finally, I looked at faces. The two men were watching me with interest, not nervous, not hesitant, but confident with a sense of control.
"The one fucking me is Jerome," mom casually said without embarrassment. "This one," she added with a flick of her head, "is Ty." The men just watched her, judging her reaction. "Guys, this is my daughter, Emma."
The moment became awkward. They weren't the least bit embarrassed as the slow fucking and stroking continued. The quiet wasn't an embarrassment. The quiet was that they were all three waiting, waiting for my response, my reaction, waiting to see what I was going to do.
I took a breath. I straightened my shoulders and back. I was aroused beyond belief just by being there, just by seeing, just by wanting. "Hi, Jerome. Hi, Ty." I took another breath. Mom was looking at me, giving me a smile and a slight nod. "Mom has told me a little about you both," I offered.
"Yeah?" Jerome responded. "What did she say?"
"She ... ah ... she said ... she mostly just said ... how wonderful you make her feel." I stumbled to get it out. I mean I was talking about how my mother liked the way they fucked her. And while I struggled to get that out, Jerome was still fucking her and she was stroking Ty's cock.



Jerome slammed into mom and gave her a firm but not too hard smack on the ass. "What do you think, Maiti?" Maiti. Mom's name is Maitland. They shortened it. I liked it. When I shifted my gaze from Jerome to mom, I found her watching me and nodding. What did that mean?
Jerome shifted and my gaze returned to him. I saw him move back and his cock slowly retreat from her pussy leaving the long dark shaft wet with cum and juice. He moved off the bed and took a step directly in front of me. His black body was hard, muscled. He was older than me, about 35 years old. His eyes were brown, and his head was bald. He stood 6' 2" and was about 230 pounds of muscle. Sticking out from his body was a thick 11" cock. Ty was very similar. He was maybe a year younger with black eyes, bald, standing 6' 3" and 240 pounds of similar muscle. His cock in mom's fist was also thick and 10".
I felt Jerome take my hand and I watched as he placed it around his cock. I looked over to find mom smiling, then opened her mouth wide to resume sucking Ty's cock. No cock I had ever touched was like this one. Thick, hard, long, and veiny. It was covered in juice and I was sure it was a mixture of semen and orgasmic juice from my mom. My hand moved tentatively and I watched it. Suddenly, it was as if I had never touched a cock before. Relative to this one, I never had.
"What did your mom say, Emma?" Jerome asked. Asked? There was a question but it felt like a command. I raised my eyes from my hand moving on his cock to his face, but my gaze dropped back down. I watched my white hand on his dark cock. My hand didn't cover even half of it.
"She ... she said ... she's never been ... never felt what she does ... with you."
"Is that what she really said?" he challenged. I looked up. He was waiting. I looked at mom who had stopped sucking Ty and was waiting, too.
"She said your cock is the greatest she's fucked or sucked." I looked over at Ty quickly. "You too, Ty. Both of you. Your cocks consume her. She said she needs your cocks."
"You want it, too, Emma. I can tell you want it." I simply nodded while watching my hand move over it. "Get on your knees, then. Feel it on your lips and tongue." I did, too. No thought. No consideration. No question. I dropped to my knees, that beautiful black cock at my eye level. The head was bulbous. I held it horizontally and put my lips to the end. I kissed it tentatively. I licked it. I lifted the cock vertically and licked down the length. I could taste it on my tongue and lips. His cum and mom's pussy juice, I was sure. It didn't stop me. It didn't even slow me. The taste was different and intoxicating knowing what it was. His cock was intoxicating knowing it had been in mom, knowing how it brought her to orgasm after orgasm, knowing the image I had burned into my brain was now in my hand and under my tongue and lips.
"Take it in your mouth," he stated simply. I did. I opened my mouth wide and took the bulbous head inside. It was so big and seemed to fill me while being just past my lips. I sucked tentatively before pushing my lips further down the shaft, feeling them going past the head, feeling the veiny shaft. "Is that how you suck cock?"
I pulled my mouth off his cock and looked up at him. I've disappointed him. I nodded while still holding the cock and looking up at him. "Yes, sir," I softly replied. "It's the way I've always done it before. You're just so ... big." I sigh. I looked up and fixed my gaze on his eyes. "Am I not doing it right?"
His hand came down to the side of my head and softly stroked my cheek. "It's not your fault, Emma," he softly said. "You're new to black cock. Your white boy's cock is a worthless experience." He leaned over and kissed my lips. "It takes intentional practice to adjust to real cocks. That's what you want, isn't it, Emma?" I nodded enthusiastically. God, yes, I thought. Yes, I want to experience this. My body was screaming at me to have it. "Are you ready to start learning now?" I nodded vigorously.
"Maiti," he said, "come here slut." Mom rolled away from Ty immediately, came off the bed, and stood next to me in front of Jerome. "Undress your daughter and show Ty and me what we're going to be training."
Without hesitation, she encouraged me to stand. I felt the zipper at the back of my dress lowering. She pushed it off my shoulders and I pushed it down over my hips as mom unclasped my bra and slipped the straps off my shoulders. Ty was standing next to Jerome and they both smiled.
"Like mother, like daughter, hey, buddy?"
They both laughed and reached out to cup a swinging breast as I stepped out of the panties mom had just pushed down. She took her position next to me. The two men appraised us next to each other and smiled. Two big-breasted white women with shaved pussies.
"As I said, Emma, you just need practice and we'll give it to you, okay?" I nodded and snuck a glance at mom. She was smiling. It occurred to me this was what she wanted. She wanted to share this with me. "Okay, both on your knees." Mom and I both dropped instantly before the two men. I re-grasped Jerome's cock. It was right there. "Emma, watch how a slut sucks cock."
Slut? I turned to see mom's open mouth already moving to Ty's waiting cock. She took the head between her lips and didn't stop until almost half of it disappeared inside. I gasped. How does she do that? These are monsters and she is so casually comfortable. She pulled back and pressed. Over and over. She stopped to suck just the head. Then licked down the length to his balls where she took each into her mouth to suck. Then, she engulfed the cock, again. I watched amazed as she was able to take more and more of the cock into her mouth. It had to be too much for just in her mouth. The action of her head was like fucking the cock, not just sucking or licking, but her mouth was sliding over the length and too far to be just in her mouth. I watched more carefully as I knelt naked with a big cock in my hand as my naked mother performed next to me. Then I saw it. Her throat bulged as she pressed down over the cock. She was taking the cock into her throat!
Ty stopped her with fingers on her forehead. Mom pulled her mouth off his cock and turned to me, wiping saliva from her mouth with her hand, with a big smile, and her eyes sparkling. "That's how ... they like it, honey," she gasped.
"Don't worry, Emma," I heard Jerome say. I looked up from my kneeling position before him. My hand wasn't merely holding his cock but stroking it. "You'll learn how to properly please a real cock. Ty and I will give you practice." He smiled but there was much more behind it. "Your mom will teach you, too. Won't you, Maiti slut?"
"Of course," mom eagerly agreed. "You can see how she wants it."
"I know she does," Jerome responded. "I can see it, too. She'll be a good slut for our cocks just like her mother." He smiled down at me. It was strange, though I didn't think a lot about it at the moment, I felt pride, and encouragement well up inside me at his words. I smiled up at him. He leaned forward and stroked my cheek, again. "Try it again, Emma. Remember what you saw your mom do."
Mom moved closer. Our naked bodies touched and she softly added, "Think of it as worshiping, honey. Let your mind go and focus only on pleasing his cock, like the only thing important is his cock." I nodded. Yes, I could understand that. It made sense. But ... still ... it was so big.
I kissed the head and kissed down the length of the shaft. I held his massive, hanging ball sack, massaged the balls inside, and lowered my head further to lick and finally suck each into my mouth. It felt strange but I felt him respond and that encouraged me. I licked my way back up his shaft and took the head into my mouth. I sucked and pushed my mouth over it. Shallow and deeper, shallow and deeper. When the head hit the entrance to my throat, I clenched and immediately panicked.
Mom's hand was on my back, lightly stroking. "Don't think about your throat, yet. That will come later. Just love his cock."
So that's what I did. I pumped my mouth over his cock while sucking on the pull back and swirling my tongue which I could only do with the head just inside my mouth because his cock filled my mouth so completely. When the cock hit the entrance to my throat occasionally, I noticed I didn't tense so much but I continued as mom instructed. Then it happened. Jerome tensed and groaned. I felt his cock somehow get a little bigger. The feeling was shocking. The feeling I felt when I realized I really was providing a measure of pleasure. That feeling swelling up within me pushed me to do more, to try harder. I wondered what his cum would taste like, how much those heavy balls would produce when his hand pushed my head back and off his cock.
I, too, used my hand to wipe my mouth to remove the saliva that leaked from my pumping mouth. I looked up at him smiling, pleased at what I had done for him, feeling how more rigid and straining his cock was in my hand.
"You are a quick learner, Emma," he said and I smiled more. "Learn from your mom and you'll be as good a cock-sucking slut as she is." I turned to look at her and she was beaming. How many times have they called her a slut now? But, she was beaming with pride. I could feel it, too. These cocks. These men exuded strength and power and control. They were right. I did want this. I felt it when my mind went blank and the only thing in my existence was that big cock in my mouth and in my hand. God ... what a feeling when I had his cock as deep in my mouth as I could manage and there was still enough cock outside to stroke.
His hands on my shoulders pulled me up. Those same hands cupped my breasts and lifted them. "Just like your mom," he muttered. "Nothing like big, white tits to make a black dude hard." I looked up at him hungry, hungry for whatever. He pressed his groin against me and I felt his hard cock press against my abdomen. I took it in both hands and pumped it slowly. "You ready, girl, to feel what it is like to have a real cock inside?"
Was I? It was so big but my body was on fire, not to mention my mind. I could feel my pussy drooling down the inside of my thighs. I thought I was ready. I glanced at mom. Why? Was I a little girl seeking permission? Or, maybe, a nervous girl seeking reassurance. That was what I got. She nodded strongly back.
"Yes," I muttered as I hugged my body against his hard body.
"Yes, what?"
"Yes, do it ... please," I responded.
"Say it, Emma. Say what you want me to do," he demanded, his hands roaming over my back and pulling me tight against his hard cock.
"OH GOD ..." I exclaimed in increasing desperate need, "FUCK ME!" I was panting and trembling. "Please, Jerome, please fuck me with your wonderful cock. I want to feel the wonders mom feels."
No more words were spoken. His hands on my shoulders put me on the bed and I scooted further only to notice mom following me. We both lay on our backs. Mom grasped my hand and opened her legs wide and I duplicated her action. Ty crawled onto the bed between mom's legs and Jerome did the same between mine. Those two cocks bobbing in front of them as they moved into position looked like black steel posts rather than flesh and blood. I heard mom tell me to relax and it will be easier. I reminded myself that women are made to give birth. Surely, as I've matured, I can take this cock. I was losing the argument with myself. I was tense, nervous, maybe a bit afraid.
I looked into the eyes of Jerome as he positioned himself and I felt his cock head bump along my dripping pussy. His eyes had a look of supreme confidence, dominance, and maybe even conquest.
"Take my cock and put it at your hole, Emma. Put it at your cunt. Put it where you want it so I can enter you and show you what a real cock feels like. Then you'll know what your mom feels."
I nodded and reached between my spread thighs for the black monster and moved it blindly along my pussy lips until I felt the head at my hole. Just that touch caused me to gasp and it was only anticipation.
He pressed only slightly. I felt the tip open me and I shuddered. My arousal was unbelievably high and he wasn't inside. He pressed a little more and I opened more. He was patient and careful. There was no question, though. I could see it in his eyes and feel it in his posture above me. I was a conquest. He was taking me.
He lowered his head and kissed me on the lips softly. He pulled back and smiled. I smiled back. Yes, my smile was strained by both tension and peaking arousal but it was a smile. And, as we shared the smiles, he pressed more cock past my entrance. I gasped and groaned. Just the head inside. I felt so stretched. My hole felt searing pain. I whimpered and gasped. He pulled back slightly but mostly just seemed to be waiting though my mind was only considering the pain. The pain, though, was already disappearing. The female body. Thank God. As my pussy relaxed, I felt an involuntary flexing of it around the invader. My pussy was telling me it was ready? Turn off your mind, Emma! Just let yourself feel.
He seemed to recognize the moment, too. He pressed several more inches in, pulled back the same amount, and drove harder into my pussy. I cried out, a mix of new pain (slight), some surprise, but mostly amazing fullness and startling stimulation. He began increasing his fucking and driving his cock deeper and deeper by inches. I was mumbling, muttering, moaning, and like a limp doll underneath him. I was already trembling with a rising orgasm and he wasn't fully inside. When his cock bumped off my cervix and into the top of my vaginal cavity ... I exploded in an orgasm.
"OHHHH ... FUCCKKKK!" I cried out. "OOOOHHHH ... YEESSSSSS. Ohhhh ... my ... gggoooddddddd ... yessssssss ..."
Mom squeezed my hand but I didn't know it. My eyes were open but I didn't see even Jerome leaning over me as his cock drove like a pile driver into me. I orgasmed and I didn't stop. He fucked me and I continued to orgasm. I filled the room with my sounds. Then, he stopped. He was still inside me, halfway probably, I thought. My eyes cleared along with my hearing. I started feeling more than just the explosions from my pussy as I slowly recovered a little but not really very much. He was staring down at me with a sly smile.
"My God, Jerome," I gasped. "I think... the world stopped ... for a moment."
He only smiled as if that was to be expected. He leaned over me closer and rolled us away from mom and Ty. I was on top now impaled on a pole. I shifted my knees under me, braced my hands on his chest, and truly now appreciated how powerfully built he was. I raised my hips on his cock and felt it retreat through my pussy inch by inch and seemingly forever. With only the head still inside, I lowered my head to look. I had to. I had to see. The cock outside was black, massive, and glistening with a thick coating of my orgasmic juices. I sat back down. Not slowly or carefully. I dropped down and felt the head glance off my cervix, again. I shivered and groaned. And, to my delight, so did he.
I rose and fell on his cock, my mind again just feeling and not thinking when Jerome said, "Squeeze you cunt. Your cunt is tight but ... you can make it tighter by squeezing your cunt muscles." He grunted as he thrust up to meet me fucking him.
I concentrated on my pussy. I squeezed and I could feel it. He gasped and moaned. I looked down at him with a bigger smile. I could do it and it pleased him. I was fucking the biggest cock I imagined, had already orgasmed, my breasts were bouncing and swinging like they were alive, and he was still instructing me in fucking. Then I glanced to the side as I bounced on Jerome's pole to find mom gasping and moaning, her eyes closed and her mouth gaping open as Ty pounded powerfully into her pussy. Everything was stimulating: the sounds, the action around me, my own action, Jerome instructing me, and my compliance in squeezing around his cock.
I was ready to orgasm, again. It had been building or never stopped since the first one. But I had to wait, had to delay, had to hold my release. I had to bring Jerome to climax, first. I squeezed and fucked up and down. Our bodies smacked together, and my breasts were going crazy on my chest. When I felt him flex strongly up; when I felt his cock unbelievably swell larger; when I felt his cock jerk deep inside me, I squeezed as hard as I could, raised up, and slammed back down. The first spurt of cum was amazing as it washed into my pussy and filled crevices inside but the second and third were similar and there was a squishing sound as I continued fucking him, my pussy full of his cum and my juices.
I collapsed onto his chest. His arms wrapped around me, then his hands stroked my back to my ass. "You did well, Emma." I smiled against his chest.
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CHAPTER 2: A TASTE FOR BLACK
"How are you feeling?" mom asked. Jerome and Ty insisted we remain in the bed and they would let themselves out. We had just heard the front door close. "Are you okay?"
I sighed, "My God, mom, my body is still tingling." I was laying on my back exactly where I was when I rolled off Jerome. Even several minutes after we had both climaxed (me for the second time) and I had recovered enough to thank him, he was still inside me. He was softening, I could tell, but he was so big he stayed inside. Mom was softly stroking my breasts, stomach, and down to my still spread legs.
"Anything troubling you about this? About what happened?"
I turned my head to her, "No, mom." I smiled. "It was amazing. I think I understand a little better now." She smiled back. I think she was relieved I wasn't having guilt feelings about joining them. "Can I ask you something, though?"
"Of course. Anything."
"I was a limp rag after but I noticed you sucking their cocks after." I was curious because they had both just climaxed in us and they were going to be leaving. What was the purpose of sucking them when it wasn't to get them hard, again?
She smiled and kissed my closest nipple and I felt an immediate response. I watched her. She was thinking. Forming her words? Deciding what to say? She leaned closer to give me a soft, short kiss on the lips. The taste was interesting. Probably from sucking their cocks at the end. Then, she surprised me. She leaned fully onto my side, one hand on my breast and she kissed me hard and passionately. After a moment of shock, I responded.
"Have you ever been with a woman?" she asked.
"Once, in college, a girl tried to seduce me. She was clearly lesbian and I was into guys. It didn't do anything for me. You?" Was she avoiding my question?
She shook her head. "No. Never even thought about it. Until now." It felt like a major admission.
"I'd like it, mom. I'd like it a lot." I pulled her head to mine and we kissed, kissed, and fondled for many minutes.
When she pulled back, we both gasped happily for air. "Your question," she resumed. "The guys ... they have a rule." She watched me. "After they cum, I clean their cocks with my mouth and tongue of my juices and their cum."
"Every time?" I asked. She nodded. Curious, I thought. Then, what I heard earlier charged back into my consciousness. "Mom ... they were calling you a slut ... maybe as often as using your name. You didn't seem to react to being called that."
She giggled. "That's because it is what I am. At least with them." She paused. She told me to wait and she rolled off the bed and hurried out of the room. I sensed a story coming so I scooched back against the headboard after arranging the pillows. She returned moments later with two glasses of wine. I watched her breasts as she entered. That must be how mine looked when I move around naked.
"Alright," she began after getting settled next to me, "remember I said I have been doing this for a while? The fucking various guys thing at hotels and apartments?" I nodded, anxious to maybe hear more. "Well, it is all true. I was very casual about sex, maybe too casual. Too many different men in too many uncontrolled situations. I was probably behaving dangerously. You know, putting myself at risk. But ... I needed sex. I wanted sex. I'm not sure what happened or when exactly that fire got lit but, when it did, it was like a furnace, not a light. So, I started pulling back, trying to show some responsibility. Then, one night at a dance club, I met Jerome. Oh, Emma, he literally swept me off my feet. I'm like 14 years older than him. Oh, what a night. He danced with me. We talked. We danced more. I was sure he was going to want to take me somewhere, but he didn't even though I really wanted him to. I was disappointed, to say the least. Frustrated even. But everything else about the night was perfect."
She drank some wine and poured us more. "So ... what happened?" I asked. My mom. I was talking to my mom about sexual conquests. But, we had just been fucked next to each other, too.
She chuckled remembering. "I went back to the same club on the same night of the week and at the same time. I had to, right?" I nodded. Of course, I nodded. "I didn't get 15 feet inside the door and he was at my elbow. Do you know what he said? He said, 'I was such an idiot for not asking for your phone number.' I laughed. I was so relieved. We drank, talked, and danced more. I was in heaven. I don't even remember how he did it but he had me talking honestly about men and what I liked. He had a confession, he said. He'd seen me before, several times with different men and ... and leaving with different men. He probed into that and for some reason, I responded. He questioned why I took risks like that. I told him, why I don't know, that I had a bad marriage and I was done with that. He nodded. He understood, he said. But, he insisted, I needed to be safe, I needed to be watched over, someone I could trust."
"Just a talk? This all happened because of a talk in a club?" I challenged.
She giggled and sipped more wine. "No ... not the talk. The talk probably set it all up. It was what happened next and I know you felt it tonight, too. He stood and put his hand out. He didn't ask if I wanted to dance. He stood and assumed I would follow. I did, too. Then, everything changed. On the dance floor, he undid two more buttons on my blouse. Then, another one. I had a bra on, of course, but my blouse was mostly unbuttoned. I didn't stop him, Emma. I don't think it even occurred to me. He kissed me on the dance floor, slipped his hand inside my blouse, and cupped my bra-encased breast. It was wicked, Emma. It was totally different than just fucking someone. He took my hand, again. This time we went away from our booth. I was puzzled. Did he know of a room back here where he was intending to fuck me? No ... no, the restrooms. He put a finger under my chin and lifted my head to look directly into my eyes. God, I felt like I could swim in those eyes. Did that happen to you tonight?"
I knew his gaze fixed me, held me. But, yes, he looked intently at me and told me to kneel. And I did. He was naked and his hard, big black cock was right there before my eyes. Yes, it did.
"He told me ... there was no question, no asking ... he told me to go into the restroom, removed my bra, and leave it there." She paused as if reliving the moment. Me? My breath was caught in my throat.
"You did it?" I asked without really believing she could.
She nodded and my mouth gaped open. She smiled at that. "That was the beginning. I came out to find him leaning against the wall on the opposite side of the hall. I had buttoned the blouse fully, of course. He merely stepped in front of me and unbuttoned it to the last button above my skirt." My face must have reflected disbelief. She nodded. "Yes. That's the way we went back to the dance floor. You know what happens when we don't wear a bra. And the blouse was gaping. I knew as soon as I started walking that my boobs were flashing through the opening. That night he fucked me. The first time ... well, you now know what it feels like to have that wonderful cock inside you for the first time." I nodded. Did I ever. "The second and third times that night were just the same."
The second and third time that night? I was trying to imagine what my pussy would feel like after three times with him. But she kept going. Something happened with Jerome. She understood that he was right about her safety, about not taking unnecessary risks. He quickly became her only guy. Not like a boyfriend exactly. Something different. Really, a fuck-buddy. And he fucked her enough that she didn't need to seek out others. They went to his home or sneaked in here while I was at work. Then, some weekends.
"Weekends?" I asked. "Those times you said you were staying at a friend? You let me think it was a girl-type friend."
Mom smiled. "The first weekend was when I met Ty. That Saturday afternoon we were relaxing in his family room when he got his phone and told whoever it was, Ty, there was someone he needed to meet. I asked when he was coming over. He said, immediately. I was naked. I had been naked since right after arriving at his place Friday night. I immediately knew. I was to remain naked. I was about to be fucked by his friend. He was sharing me. When the doorbell rang, Jerome just pointed at the door. That's how Jerome was different from anyone else. I was naked and he wanted me to let his friend in. The friend, I knew, was also going to fuck me, too. With Jerome, though, I didn't flinch. I did it. I'm not saying I wasn't embarrassed or nervous, I was. But, I did it. Between the two of them, I was fucked well into the night. Nothing was ever said. I just knew, wanted it even, that Jerome and Ty would both be fucking me."
We had killed the bottle of wine and mom was toying with my nipples, again. "Slut," I reminded her.
She did another smile. "Slut was a smooth transition. At first, they just called me by my name, Maitland. But that must have seemed too long or odd. They switched it to Maiti and I didn't mind. After months of fucking the two of them, slut slipped out a few times. I sort of called them on it. Jerome was calm but firm. I didn't want a boyfriend relationship and they didn't want a girlfriend relationship. He calmly said what they did want was a slut. A slut was uninhibited, willing, and eager. A slut would do whatever it took to give and receive pleasure. A slut would be available and compliant." I looked at her. That seemed like a lot. "I was okay with that. The only caveat with the available part was limited by you. This was where you lived, too."
I was thoughtful for a moment. After experiencing Jerome, I couldn't blame mom. But I wondered about something. "So ... were you innocently losing track of time when I saw you? Or, were they manipulating the situation for you to be seen by me?"
She chuckled. "To be fully honest, probably both. I wasn't intending to be caught but deep down I understood they were tag-teaming me to keep me occupied and distracted. I had talked about you. I think they were intrigued. And more honesty ... I knew you were sleeping around, too. I think I was intrigued by your reaction, too. I learned something today," she added. I raised my eyebrows. Her fingers had slipped from my nipples to my messy pussy. "Being fucked side-by-side ... I loved it. I loved sharing it with you. I think Jerome is right. You're just like me."
I rolled partially onto her and kissed her. "I don't know. Maybe. I do know I really like what happened today." We fell into a lot of passion, as much passion in our kissing and stroking as I had felt with anyone. We broke gasping for air. "Mom," I hesitantly began, "you ... you don't have to sneak around, anymore." I pulled her away from the headboard. "I know you like cum." I swung my legs over her face and peered between my legs. "Be a good slut and clean out my pussy of Jerome's cum." I laughed at the tease and lowered my pussy over her mouth before she could object, but it didn't feel like she intended to the way her tongue probed along my pussy lips and dove into my hole. I leaned over her and pressed my mouth and tongue to her well-fucked pussy. My first pussy. My mom's.
* * * *
When the doorbell rang, I walked deliberately, but nervously, to the front door. I opened the inside door to find Jerome already had the outside screen door open and waiting. His eyes sparkled when he saw who was greeting them.
"Isn't this a surprise," he exclaimed not so much to me as to Ty behind him.
"Very nice surprise," Ty added.
I was naked. Completely naked. Barefoot naked. Jerome stepped into the house and stopped in front of me. He leaned toward me to give me a quick kiss on the lips and I raised my face to receive it. One hand cupped my D-cup breast while the other probed between my thighs which I parted for him. Ty repeated the greeting but he pinched a nipple and slipped a finger into my pussy.
"She's wet, too," Ty casually commented. The lusty smiles on their faces relaxed me a little.
How did this happen? After that night that was my first experience with big black cock by Jerome, mom was gone one night to visit them. It was early Saturday afternoon when mom answered the phone. A smile spread over her face immediately and I just knew it had to be Jerome. The past days flashed through my mind in that instant.
The morning after Jerome had introduced me to 'a real cock', as he put it, I woke in mom's bed. My hand slid down between my thighs as if I was wondering if the previous night had been real or a dream. I could almost still feel that impossibly big cock filling me. But, just as powerful in my mind was the feeling of making love with mom as we squirmed and probed and enjoyed each other's pussies. It felt like it had been an impossible night as I rushed to shower and dress to get to work. To say that I was distracted all day by those thoughts and feelings would be a huge understatement.
That night we talked more. I ended up confessing how it seemed impossible to just meet someone yet feel fully trusting with him, feeling comfortable in his control. I recounted how surprisingly natural it felt when he told me to kneel at his feet. He was naked and very aroused. I was dressed and nervous, intimidated, and hesitant up to that moment. At that moment, though, I knelt and took his cock in my hands and even the cock in my hands seemed to exude strength and control. She had only smiled and nodded. Of course, it was only the exact thing she had experience months before and led her to comply with their wishes.
That led to verbalizing some of the comments I had heard from Jerome. "What did I do wrong? It's not like I don't know how to fuck. I've had plenty of guys but they left me unsatisfied rather than them not being satisfied by me."
She laughed. "You didn't do anything wrong, dear. You did what you knew to do. Jerome understood that. All he was saying is that you could do more with your body and mouth if you desired to and learned. You have to understand and remember something important: pleasing a man like Jerome or Ty is nothing like your experience with the guys you've known. The guys you've known were happy to just get into your pussy. These guys ... honey, these guys know what they can do to a woman. No question in my mind that they know women they can pound into to cum. What they really seek is the woman who is willing to give herself to them to experience in every way their desires and constantly expand what she is willing to give them."
Then I knew. That woman was mom. That's how she became a slut and, maybe, the only thing holding her back was me. I pushed her with questions and she was open. I wanted to know about sucking cock as she did it. I wanted to know about pussy muscle strength. She said we would go slow. She wanted to be sure it was what I really wanted to experience deeper. Every night she had me use one of her dildos going into my throat. Every day I used her Ben Wa balls to hold in my pussy. My panties were constantly soaked at work.
So, when that call came on Saturday, she became nervous, and put her hand over the phone, "Jerome and Ty want to come over. Is that okay? Is there somewhere you can be for a while?"
Nervously, "Can I stay?" She questioned if I was sure. It was clear why they were wanting to come over. I could see how much mom wanted them to come. I also remembered that I was the reason for her not being fully compliant and available to them. If I had been aroused by the IMAGE of mom being fucked, remembering the FEELING of being fucked the same way was over the top. Yes, I wanted more. I needed to know.
Mom told me she always greeted the guys naked. They came to fuck. It wasn't seduction, small talk, or romance. She was to greet them naked and ready to fuck. Yes, I thought as I listened, she was a slut. That excited me, too.
So, that was how I was standing at the open door naked and being groped by them. Hands and fingers at my breasts and nipples, a finger thrusting into my pussy with another pressing at my asshole (which caused me to tense), and lips on my lips.
I barely heard mom's bare feet on the hardwood floor approach. "I was wondering what happened to you guys," she laughed.
I was gasping and moaning from their attention on my body but I registered Jerome's response. "There you are, slut. I need you to take the edge off, Maiti. Then we'll see what happens." I heard a smack and she squealed as they went down the hallway.
Ty removed his finger from my pussy. I sighed at the feeling of it disappearing. That's when it sank in that his finger was as big as my boyfriend's hard cock. I started to pull him down the hall, maybe to my bedroom, but he didn't budge.
"No," he said. "Right here. Undress me and get me ready." His voice was almost like Jerome's. Maybe not quite as powerful but close. My fingers shook as I began unbuttoning his shirt. How crazy was that? I had been groped and probed by both of them at the door and now my nerves showed?
After pushing his shirt off his wide shoulders, I kissed his powerful chest while my fingers worked his belt and zipper. My heart was racing as I sank to my knees before my second commanding black man. I worked his shoes and socks off his feet, then lowered his pants and underwear down his tree-trunk-like legs. And it sprang out in front of my face like a snake waiting. Everything about these two men was so similar, even their magnificent cocks. His was now inches from my face as it bobbed before me as he stepped out of his pants. I was mesmerized by it. I remembered intensely the pleasure Jerome's had provided me.
I reached out with both hands and grasped the tube of black meat. Even not hard my hands easily held it with the head fully exposed. I immediately kissed the head, licked it, and quickly took it between my lips. I sucked on it voraciously and felt the shaft grow in my hands. I lifted the shaft to lick down the length of his balls, taking each large ball into my mouth before licking my way back to the head. I took the head back into my mouth, raising up on my knees to more comfortably suck it as his cock increased in hardness. I pushed down, pulled back, pushed down while continuing to suck hard enough to concave my cheeks. I felt the head at the entrance to my throat and I continued. I took several inches into my throat and he groaned and gasped. I smiled but it might have been only internal with my jaw opened wide with cock inside.
"God damn ... girl," he gasped. "Your mom ... has been ... instructing you?"
I nodded while not only keeping my mouth over his cock but the head further in my throat. Mom taught me the trick about deepthroat and getting past the gag reflex. I was still getting used to it and the dildo I practiced on was not as thick as this cock. But it sounded like I was doing well.
He pulled my face off his cock. Saliva drooled from my mouth and covered his cock. I remembered what mom instructed: worship their cocks; when in doubt about what to do, suck and lick their cocks. His cock was a mess from my throat and mouth so I licked and sucked it clean.
He pulled me to my feet and held me tight. I squirmed against the hard cock pressing at my abdomen and pressed my breasts and hard nipples into him. He kissed me hard and fiercely. I was gasping when he pulled back. He gazed into my face with a pleased smile. "Damn ... you have the same eagerness as your mom." I smiled. Not just a smile, though. I swelled with pride. Those words felt like a huge compliment.
He walked me into the living room and bent me over the back of the sofa. I opened my legs wide with anticipation heightened. My second big black cock. I felt it at my pussy and wasn't surprised it still took some effort to stretch my hole open this time, too. Could it get to the point these cock just slid right in? Mom said that was why the Kegel exercises were so important.



The head pushed inside and I gasped. At the same moment, I pushed back to not only help him but to indicate my eagerness. Another mom lesson: be not only willing but eager. He seemed to thrust the rest of his cock inside at once. I cried out and collapsed onto the back of the sofa but still met his thrust with my own. I orgasmed quickly, again, and he continued to aggressively fuck me through it.
When he pulled completely out, I groaned my frustration. "Nooooo ... please ... please, Ty, please ... fuck me ... please."
He just chuckled and led me around the sofa, sat down, turned me around to face away from him, and held his cock vertically. Oh, thank God, I thought. I spread my legs to either side of his, grasped the cock, and settled down over it, feeling it fill my dripping pussy, again. I was fucking him now. I squeezed and bounced, literally bounced on his cock, my hips smacking on his thighs at the bottom of each stroke. I felt his cock jerk and twitch a moment before spewing cum which triggered a second orgasm in me. I was desperate to continue fucking him as he spilled cum into my pussy. When I thought he was finished, I sagged back against him, panting and gasping, my pussy twitching and spasming around the cock still hard inside me. That was when I saw them.
"A beautiful sight, huh Maiti?" Jerome uttered. He held mom in front of him, his hand fondling her breasts. I could see the cum smeared on the insides of her thighs at her pussy. They were both smiling. "Seeing your daughter begin to accept?"
She turned her head and kissed him. "Like mother, like daughter," she said. I smiled at them, then turned my head and kissed Ty awkwardly.
I reluctantly stood up, feeling Ty's cock slip out from me. Immediately, of course, I turned to my knees between his and sucked and licked his cock clean of our combined cum. I smacked my lips at the end and he laughed, which seemed to be a memory trigger for him.
"Oh, say," he began to announce with me leaning into him still between his legs and kissing his softening cock, "Emma took me just into her throat."
Mom was beaming. It was like her little girl had just completed a dance recital perfectly.
Mom and I got the guys some beer and light snacks. We had a quick glass of water in the kitchen. We switched guys and I settled between Jerome's knees to toy with his cock. It was how the afternoon and evening progressed. We fucked. They recovered under our attention and we fucked more, switching back and forth.
We were all in mom's bed after yet another vigorous fucking when mom announced, "You guys relax and watch." They looked puzzled. I was puzzled.
Jerome had been the one to just fuck me and was closest. I gave his soft cock a kiss before turning to give mom my attention. She lay on her back across the bed at their feet and I knew instantly. Every time the guys left us, this was what we did. It was just the first time in front of them.
I quickly swung my leg over mom's head and settle my pussy over her mouth as I lowered my mouth to her pussy leaking after several loads of cum being dumped into her ... just like me.
Our exhibition failed to generate orgasms but mostly because we had the desired effect on them. They didn't even completely separate us. I moaned when a cock plunged into my open pussy and I saw mom being pulled part way out from under me. Her head stopped under my breasts as Jerome thrust his cock into her. Almost at the same time, mom grasped my swinging breast and clamped her lips around the nipple, and suckled like there was milk to be extracted. I looked down to see mom's breast right there for the taking, too. And I did. It was another amazing variation.
* * * *
I was finishing the dinner dishes when the doorbell chimed. I was sure we weren't expecting anyone but I quickly moved to the front door.
"Jerome! Ty!" I exclaimed. I hugged and kissed each of them as they entered. "What a surprise. Was mom expecting you?"
"No ..." Ty replied, "we were just talking about you and ... here we are."
Jerome looked around and listened, "Where is Maiti?"
"She went to do some shopping. I was just finishing the dishes. She should be back in about a half-hour," I offered.
The two of them just watched me. What was happening, I wondered. Were they expecting something? I was sure mom didn't know they were coming or she wouldn't have left. Then the light went on. Oh my God. This was a test, a new step. I had been holding mom back from being truly available to them. Were they testing if that restriction was gone after my recent involvement? Not only that, I wondered, was this a test of a new step for me personally?
They were still just watching me. Damn ... of course. Stupid girl. I reached down to the hem of my t-shirt and pulled it over my head, reached behind to unclasp and slide off my bra, and, after unsnapping my shorts, pushed them and my panties over my hips. Both men smiled. If it was a test, I seemed to have passed this part. I knew what the next part was. I partially turned to the hallway and waggled my finger at them to follow.
I brought them to my bedroom. I stripped the cover off the bed, turned, and started undressing the two men. When they were both naked, I stopped for just an instant to marvel at the two monster cocks dangling before me. I recovered with renewed lust and dropped to my knees. I began stroking one while I took the other into my mouth. I switched frequently and soon, as their cocks became well coated with my saliva, I began taking them into my throat.
When they were both hard, I looked up, "Do you want my mouth or pussy?" There were two of them so I was pretty sure I knew the answer ... both. Without an answer, I went to the bed on my hands and knees. I wiggled my ass at them. I didn't care who took my pussy and who took my mouth. They were virtually the same cocks.
I felt the bed sag behind me and in front. When I looked up, all I saw was black skin of a toned abdomen and a large, hard cock. I opened my mouth wide and it slid in without my using my hands. At the same time, the cock behind me was pressing at my pussy. The cock in my mouth pressed to the back as the cock behind me slammed powerfully deep into my pussy. The force pushed me forward, the cock there going into my throat. The cry and moan formed in my throat were muted by the cock driving through it.
I was ravaged front and back, generally with no synchronization between them. Cocks plunged into my mouth and pussy crazily. Whoever was behind me held my hips for leverage as he pounded in. The one in front reached underneath to capture one wildly swinging breast and groped it until he managed to take the hard nipple between his fingers. He pulled, twisted, and generally tormented it before switching to the other one.
Needless to say, I orgasmed first, but the onslaught continued as my body shuddered, I gasped around the cock in my mouth, and my pussy spasmed around that cock. I thought I was going to orgasm a second time when I felt the cock swell, pulse, and spew into my pussy filling every available niche not occupied by cock.
The cock in my mouth disappeared as the one in my pussy retreated. I felt semen and juice from my pussy follow the cock, flowing from what I was sure to be a gaping hole. The bed shifted more and another cock plunged into my pussy. I gasped and moaned in delight. My mouth was open, knowing the cock that fucked me would be there to be cleaned. I quickly looked up to find Ty and captured his cock in my mouth.
I cleaned Ty's softening cock much quicker than it took Jerome to fuck me to his climax but not before I achieved another orgasm, joining with his.
"Is this a private party?" It was mom's voice from the doorway.
Jerome had just pulled out of my pussy and even more cum was running from my gaping hole. I flopped onto the bed and turned. "If you want ..." I gasped, "you can .... hmmmm ... clean Jerome. I'll go ... get some ... beers."
"Gladly," was her only response.
When I swung my legs over the edge of the bed, Jerome was sitting on the end of the bed with mom between his legs gobbling up his cock. I smiled as I stumbled out the door and down the hall.
Moments later, we were in the living room. I was sitting on the sofa ... no, I was sitting on Ty who was sitting on the sofa with his once again hard cock stuffed in my pussy. Across from us was mom similarly positioned on Jerome in an easy chair. Our legs were outside the men's which made the black cocks inside our pussies very obvious. It was voyeuristic and exciting even after an additional fucking. Both men were toying with our nipples and clits which was very stimulating, too. Mother and daughter displayed to each other and the men. We were all smiles.
Mom innocently asked, "You never said what brought you over tonight?"
Jerome chuckled, "Why, you two, of course. We were talking about you and that made us horny. So, we came over."
I leaned forward to brace my hands on Ty's knees and raised my hips slowly off him. I continued until just the head was inside before slowly sinking back down. Mom was watching me. Rather, mom was watching the black cock appear and disappear.
"What are you doing, Emma?" Ty asked casually.
"Nothing," I replied innocently.
He swatted my butt on the way up, "Just don't make me cum, yet."
I smiled at mom, "Yes, sir." She started doing the same thing.
"I think we were correct in our estimation, Ty. Emma is coming along very quickly. Maiti has done a superior job," Jerome commented around us.
Mom responded before Ty did. "I think ... perhaps you two ... had a lot ... to do with it, also."
"Perhaps. You asked about why we came over, Maiti. The real reason was to see if Emma might be ready."
I didn't stop moving on the cock, but I muttered, "Ready ... ready for what?"
"Ty and I were in agreement, so you two will spend this weekend at my place."
Damn, I thought as I fucked Ty a little more urgently, a whole weekend of fucking.
* * * *
Mom had driven and I fidgeted. This felt like a big step. It had started with me just joining mom for a fuck. It had evolved to me fucking both of them while mom was out until she returned. Now, I was leaving our house to be fucked.
Mom said the weekends she spent there were filled with fucking and sucking the two of them. She stripped upon entering the house and remained that way until she left to return home. That's what I could expect, she said.
The neighborhood where Jerome lived was quite nice. I wasn't sure what to expect. Even mom didn't know what Jerome really did, only something about being in several different ventures but having people to run them. But, he was apparently doing well enough. The neighborhood looked to have been, at one time, a really nice neighborhood before newly expanded highways opened up land for the development of suburbs as the city continued its sprawl. His house was a two-story, attached garage, with nice landscaping, and well maintained. I spotted a privacy fence in the back as mom had mentioned. I also noticed large oak and cottonwood trees throughout the neighborhood and it seemed the lots were originally platted for large yards in the back.
Mom rang the doorbell and Ty showed up quickly. He held the door for us and waited. As soon as mom began stripping, I remembered. When we were both naked, he led us into the house. The staircase to the second floor rose from the entry. On the right was a formal living room. A formal dining room was on the left. Straight back could be seen sliding doors to a patio outside with tables with umbrellas and chairs. We passed a large family room with a huge flat-screen TV/entertainment center and a well-stocked bar. On the left was a large kitchen with a casual dining table.
Ty slid the door open and led us through. I was expecting only Jerome. Sitting with him at one of the wrought-iron tables were two other men, both black. I was unexpectedly standing naked in front of two complete strangers. I glanced at mom. She had placed a pleasant smile on her face. She was surprised, too. She was just quicker at hiding it.
"You're a little early, ladies. My associates were just about to leave, but ... since you are here ..." He considered his 'associates'. They were blatantly staring at us. Mom stepped forward closer to Jerome. After a hesitation, I followed to stand on the other side of him. He put his hands around our waists and gently pulled us close. He looked up at mom, then me. "We were just working through an issue that came up. I was complimenting them on a job well done in resolving it. I think it is important that people know when their efforts are appreciated, don't you agree, Haiti, as a mother?"
"I do, sir." More and more we've been using sir instead of their names. I couldn't even pinpoint why or when, it had just seemed appropriate suddenly.
"Rewards are important, too, I think." He paused, then shifted his hands. They left our waists and slid over our butts to the inside of our thighs in back. I was already accustomed to yielding to the touch and my thighs parted for his access. The men noticed, of course. It had to be plainly clear that Jerome's finger played along our pussies. When a finger penetrated me, I gasped. As he finger fucked me in plain view of these strangers, I moaned. As embarrassed, maybe humiliating, as it was to have happened, I also found it extremely exciting: the contact and exhibitionism.
"Well, then," Jerome continued, "since you two are here and my associates deserve some token of appreciation, suck them off before they truly have to leave."
There it was. We had been excited about spending the weekend with them and that was the cause of us arriving early. But maybe not. Were we really that much early or was this just another test for us. How many new steps would I ... we ... be given to take, I wondered. I was already moving without even glancing at mom. Ultimately, I knew I would succumb to whatever he wanted. I knew mom was already there. I had been holding her back but no longer.
I knelt before this stranger and assisted him in opening and lowering his pants. I knew nothing about him, nothing about what the issue had been, nothing about how he had pleased Jerome. All I knew was that I felt an overwhelming need to please Jerome. It was a sense that had been growing. I saw it in mom, first. Then, I recognized it in myself.
The man had a nice cock, certainly nothing like Jerome's or Ty's but still nice. I licked it down its length and back up to the head. He was hard in no time and I sucked his cock into my mouth. He groaned as I took it through my mouth and just into my throat after several strokes. He added moaning and deep sighs as his cock went further in my throat and my nose into his pubic hair. I pulled back gasping but continued. When I felt the cock pulse and tighten in my hand and mouth, I pulled back so just the head was in my mouth. He spewed his cum into my mouth and I made a show of swallowing it. He was slumped in the chair after I licked his cock clean.
We stood in front of Jerome as Ty took the men out. "What do you think?" he asked.
I looked at mom confused. She replied, "Sorry, about what?"
"About me giving you to a stranger?" he clarified.
I shrugged. "It was what you wanted."
Mom turned to look at me. She might have been surprised by my casual response. She smiled and turned her gaze to Jerome. "We want to please you. If it pleases you, that's all we need to know."
He smiled. He seemed very pleased. He led us into the house where we met Ty. They took us upstairs. There were five bedrooms there. Jerome's was huge at the back corner. Turned out Ty also lived in the house and his room was at the other end. He took me there. Mom went with Jerome. Of course, that was only for the first fuck. Then, mom and I switched bedrooms. That went on for a couple hours.
We couldn't actually be fucked the entire weekend but we also did a lot of cock-sucking. Many times over the weekend, sucking cock didn't do much more than give us practice, especially me. Eventually, though, even after many climaxes the guys would get hard again from our efforts. It was an amazing experience but its uniqueness wasn't to last.
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CHAPTER 3: ADDICTED
"It's time," mom said one night after dinner. I looked at her confused. "Anal. It's time we open your asshole."
"Anal? With them? You're kidding, right? That isn't possible ... is it? Have you done it?"
She nodded. "And it has been too long since they have taken my ass because they are easing you along. It's going to happen. We need to prepare you before they take you."
I shuddered. But, mom's timing was perfect. She had a trove of sex toys in her bottom dresser drawer it turned out. Between three different sizes of plugs and various dildos, I was taking a medium dildo in my ass in no time. It was awkward using a plug in my ass at work several times during the day, though.
* * * *
Mom got a call on her cell during the day that they were coming over at 7:00 PM. That gave us just enough time to have dinner, clean up, and get ourselves ready. Actually, getting ourselves ready didn't take that long. There were few decisions when you were to be naked.
The doorbell rang and I bounced to the door and flung it wide open despite being naked. Jerome filled the doorway, just like Ty did, but as they passed me going into the house, each giving me a powerful kiss and touches on some part of my exposed body, there was another man behind them. I hesitated after Ty passed but they were watching now. This man, definitely not anyone I had seen before, was Hispanic, dark-skinned, dark hair, thin, younger than me, and not much taller than me. The excited smile on my face had weakened at seeing him but I brightened it quickly. I didn't know why he was there but Jerome brought him. He seemed taken aback, too.
I stepped up to him, took his hands, and put them on my bare hips, then put my arms around his neck just as I had done for Jerome and Ty. I kissed him hard and expected to be groped but his hands seemed frozen. I pulled back and looked curiously at him. It occurred to me at that moment that he might merely work for Jerome in some way but not in such a way that he was comfortable. Like a lowly employee with the CEO of a company. I took his hand, closed the door, and followed the guys and mom into the house.
Our house compared to Jerome's was quite small. We had a living room and no additional family room so we had the living room set up with the snacks. Mom and I went to the refrigerator for beers. Jerome and Ty were in easy chairs and the Hispanic was on sitting on the edge of the sofa. Definitely not relaxed.
"Emma, I brought along Amondo tonight. As you are aware, I like to somehow reward those who deserve it. Amondo here was just promoted within the organization." I watched closely, mostly because Amondo wasn't at ease. I guessed already that I'd be fucking him so I was trying to ease his nerves by making a connection visually. Though he shot glances at our naked bodies, his attention was on Jerome and Ty. "Amondo was selected for a special purpose tonight." I smiled at Jerome. Of course, I did. There was something special Jerome wanted to be done. Of course, I smiled. Another opportunity to please him. Jerome glanced at mom, then focused on me. "You have come a long way very quickly, Emma." That brought a swelling of pride ballooning within me. "A good slut, like your mom, uses all three of her holes for pleasure. But, you're special to me, Emma, so we're going to ease you into it."
There it was. Amondo was the one who would open up my ass. From Jerome's comments, I also presumed that, compared to Jerome and Ty, Amondo's cock was smaller and that was the 'easing into it' part. Thank you, mom, I thought, for your foresight.
I moved to Amondo and put out my hand to him. He took it and stood. I turned to Jerome, "Thank you, Jerome ... sir." I squeezed Amondo's hand, "I'll make good use of your kindness."
Without hesitation, I led Amondo to my bedroom. I didn't close the door, of course. Once inside, I began undressing the young man while kissing him repeatedly during the process of removing his shirt.
"You are very nervous, Amondo," I said softly.
He nodded. "Mr. Jerome ... he is a very powerful man. I don't want to disappoint him but ... virgin ass ... it is painful, no?"
I held his face, smiled at him, then kissed him deeply. "Thank you, Amondo. My mom, though, knew this time was coming and made sure I was ready. All Jerome needs to know is that you fucked my ass and I am no longer a virgin there, okay?"
He was visibly relieved and gave a long sigh as the tension of the previous moment escaped. "You pretend, though, okay? So Mr. Jerome ... he thinks I did well?"
"Yes, Amondo," I reassured him, "it is our secret. He will think you did a good job for him." He smiled. Relaxed, he became more attractive to me.
I loosened his belt and jeans. I knelt before him, removed his shoes and socks, then pulled his pants and underwear down. I smiled. Yes, he was smaller but so is 90% or more of the male population. His cock was hardening just being exposed and he relaxed and it was a good size, especially for my ass.
I kissed, licked, and sucked his cock. He became hard very quickly but I sucked much longer for the simple reason of helping him relax and be at ease. I released his cock and he watched me move to the bedside table. While preparing my ass, mom made sure the bedside tables in both bedrooms had a tube of lubrication. That was what I pulled from the drawer. Amondo smiled upon seeing it and enjoyed my smearing the gel over his hard cock. I then squeezed some onto his fingers, climbed onto the bed with my face on the mattress, and spread my ass cheeks for him in very open invitation.
There was hesitation. Maybe he's never done this before, I thought. I turned my head toward him, "Amondo, have you ever fucked a woman's ass before?" He shook his head. "Okay," I responded with a soft laugh, "I've never been fucked there before." I told him what to do which I only knew from what mom had done in getting me ready.
When he was ready, I felt his hands spread my ass cheeks and his greasy cock touch my greasy asshole. He pressed and nothing happened, of course. More pressure was required and he was timid. "Press harder, Amondo. You want to please Jerome." He pressed harder, then even harder. I felt the sphincter begin to open so I pressed back a bit to assist him. He must have taken that as a sign and pressed even harder. This was different and it occurred to me the dildo we used had a tapered end, not a blunt head like a cock.
The cock head punched past the sphincter and I felt it. I cried out and it wasn't pretending. Once the head passed through, about two more inches sank inside with it. The sudden stretch was painful. The pain, though, began dissipating quickly, just as mom had reassured me. I gasp and told him to stop and wait. My body adjusted to the intrusion with the muscle easing around the cock. Then I pushed back to take more cock inside. He pulled back slightly and thrust more in, too. Soon, he was fully inside. I was gasping and moaning and groaning while he groaned and grunted as he began fucking smoothly.
Mom said she was anally orgasmic and I quickly realized I must be, too. I braced myself on my elbows as he fucked more and more strongly into me. I felt an orgasm rising within me and I really wanted him to climax with me. I wasn't sure how to induce that but I squeezed my asshole and he reacted. Still, my orgasm broke over me but the spasming of my ass sent him over the top, too. He grunted his release into my ass, spurt after spurt until I felt no more.
I sank to the bed and he came down with me. He spoke softly through my hair to my ear, "Are you okay, Emma? Did it hurt too much?"
I sighed, "Yes and no. Yes, I am okay ... good, actually. And, no, you were very gentle. Yes, it hurt a little but not too much."
"Should I get off you?" he asked.
"No, please. Stay inside me."
"Success, Amondo?" came Jerome's voice from the door.
Amondo jumped back and out of my ass. "Yes ... I think ... she says, yes, Mr. Jerome," Amondo stammered. Amondo really was nervous with Jerome. I didn't know anything about Jerome's business. I wonder what the relationship was?
"Are you ready, then, Emma?" he asked. Asked? No, he was telling me he was going to take his turn in my ass now that it was opened.
"Yes, sir," I responded and jump myself to my hands and knees. "Amondo, if you come here, I will clean your cock."
"It's alright, honey," mom said, "I'll take care of him for you." Ass to mouth. I wondered what that would be like. Surprisingly, it didn't seem revolting to me.
Jerome caused the bed to sag behind me. Obviously, he was already naked. I imagine mom had been busy sucking both of them while they waited. I felt his cock at my pussy and I was confused for a moment when he plunged inside, fucking me vigorously.
"Emma," he exclaimed, "your pussy is so wet and hot. Did you orgasm?"
"Yes, sir."
He chuckled, "You are more like your mother all the time."
He pulled his cock out of my pussy and pressed it at my asshole. It must have still been partially open as it began opening with the initial pressure. This was different, though, and I felt it soon. My ass had been opened by both my practice and by Amondo, but this cock was too much bigger. I gasped and whimpered as the cock stretched and stretched my tight opening. For a moment I wasn't sure I could do it despite everything. Then, the head passed through. I cried out, again. I was about to put my hand back for him to pause but he already was. He leaned over me, groped a breast, then stroked my clit and plunged a finger into my empty pussy.
With the extra stimulation, my ass relaxed. He must have felt the change, too. He pressed deeper inside, pulled back, and thrust deeper.
"God ... you are tight!" he exclaimed. "So ... so good." He thrust several more times. "Oh ... Ty ... you're going ... to love this."
Ty, too, I thought. At least after Jerome, I'll really be opened up. A slut. Am I a real slut, now? He said a slut like mom is a three-hole. Now, I'm three-hole. But, my curious mind was distracted by the building orgasm and pounding my ass was receiving. God, it felt good!
I orgasmed first, again. Truly, I was anally orgasmic. And, just before I was about to orgasm again, Jerome's cock swelled and jerked in my tight cavity. I seemed to be able to feel every contour and vein on his cock. He exploded ropes of cum to join Amondo's and my orgasm peaked.
Ty did take my ass, too. And, when he pulled out, mom was already licking and sucking his cock clean.
"Sir," I began speaking to Jerome but glancing at Amondo, "you always say it is a good practice to somehow thank or reward someone for doing a good job." He nodded and waited. It was striking to see the naked Amondo standing to the side compared to the naked bodies of Jerome and Ty. "Amondo did a good job in preparing my ass for you, didn't he?" Jerome nodded and smiled at Amondo who suddenly looked pleased by this attention. "I would like to give him my pussy as thanks for his gentle but effective effort."
Jerome smiled and clapped the much smaller Amondo on the back. "You must have done a very good job, Amondo. Ty, will you let Jose know how much I appreciated Amondo helping me?" Ty nodded. So, I thought, this relationship wasn't very close, even with this Jose. "Excellent idea, Emma." He turned to mom who had finished cleaning Ty's cock, "Maiti, it's been a while since we DP'd you."
Mom's face brightened immediately, turned to me, blew me a kiss, and left the room with the two men following her.
I pulled Amondo onto the bed and kissed him as we knelt there. Breaking the kiss, he asked, "Mr. Jerome ... he is happy ... yes?"
"Yes, Jerome is happy."
He brightened, then turned serious. "Thank you. You help me look good." He fidgeted. "You ... you don't have to fuck me, again."
"You don't want me?"
"NO ... yes, I would ... very much like to ... but ... you already help me."
I laughed, pushed him back, and captured his soft cock in my mouth. It wasn't soft for long. I gave him the option: pussy, ass, or mouth. He really did want my pussy and he wanted me to ride him so he could watch my big breasts. Simple things that please. It was so easy for me to fuck him. My bouncing breasts were a bonus.
* * * *
Jerome told me to take a vacation day. He said he needed mom and me at his house from 10:00 AM to sometime in the evening. He didn't say why. Frankly, we didn't ask. I put in for the required day off. It only fleetingly occurred to me that more and more of life was settling into pleasing Jerome. Neither mom nor I were particularly conflicted by that.
Aside from arriving at 10:00 AM, we were given two instructions: wear something simple and easy to take off; and, strip inside the door.
We'd been getting shared with a couple of men on several occasions. It was only fucking; it pleased Jerome who wanted it; and, we continued to be fucked by Jerome and Ty which is what we truly needed. I knew the correct word was 'needed', not 'wanted'. Any woman would be foolish or unaware not to 'want' a cock like that. We were beyond the mere 'want', those big cocks had become a 'need', an addiction. Like any addiction, our focus was on getting more of it.
We knew this was going to be different, though, as we padded barefoot through the house to the sliding door leading to the patio. The three wrought iron tables outside were filled with men. I quickly summed the men at each table and added them up. Besides Jerome and Ty, I had come up with 14 men. All black or Hispanic. Amondo wasn't one of them.
The sliding door opening and closing drew Jerome's attention as mom stepped out and I followed behind her, turning to close the door behind me. We were naked. Being naked had become commonplace with Jerome and Ty and on other occasions the surprise of another. This, though, was intimidating. I saw it even in mom as she approached where Jerome and Ty were sitting side by side at the center table. Mom's posture was stiff, and her movement lacked the fluidity I was accustomed to seeing. I felt the same way. I knew it wasn't just being naked in front of an additional 14 men. I was aware of exactly what these other 14 men meant: Jerome was testing us in yet another step in the journey he was leading mom and me.
Neither mom nor I are stupid, silly girls unaware of what was happening around us. We discussed what was happening along the journey, starting with mom's willingness to continue with Jerome and Ty and my introduction to join them. Mom, despite or because being very attractive and busty mature, was a compelling 'slut' on her own. Add the introduction of her equally attractive and busty daughter and the package was very enticing for any man, even a man who could have any number of 'sluts'. Jerome had seemed to use subtlety to move me along to join mom's level of sexual promiscuity. We discussed what he was doing and what each new step might bring for me and us. We challenged each other and ourselves. Why were we doing these things; why were we so willing, excited even, to do these things; what might be down the road for us if we continue?
Those discussions weren't eye-openers. Those discussions were confirmation of a reality we were discovering about ourselves, even mom who hadn't really thought about why she had sought out so many men before she settled with Jerome and Ty. We need their strength, particularly Jerome's. His cock fucking each of us had been the door opener. We both desired the physical feeling of powerful orgasms and fullness those big cocks brought us. As much as that was true, it was what prepared us to be consumed emotionally and soulfully: a controlling personality. We recognized it, we talked about it, and we accepted it. Physically we needed to feel cock and the power exuded in the way we were used. Our very soul needed this unflinching, unhesitating, unwavering control.
We stood beside Jerome and Ty, naked, aware, and ready. Nervous, intimidated? Definitely. I stood beside Ty after mom took her place next to Jerome. Both men put an arm around our naked hips. Standing there with 14 sets of eyes unhesitatingly inspecting our exhibited bodies, I could feel my arousal, arousal they could see in my erect nipples and increasingly ragged breathing. I could feel my arousal with the seeping of lubrication from my pussy.
Jerome patted mom's hip, "Maiti", he said by way of introduction and flicked his head in my direction, "Emma. These women are very special to me." It was a declaration but also a warning. Whatever was about to happen, he was putting the other men on notice. Then, he didn't look at us but spoke for our benefit. "These men are important parts of my organization. They lead or manage various businesses or organizations that are critical to my success. You know what I say, right?"
Almost together mom and I respond, "Those who do a good job should be rewarded."
"Exactly. The results of the past quarter have been very good." This was a business meeting, I concluded. What in the world is Jerome's business? "They are being financially rewarded, of course. I thought they deserve something extra. What do you think, ladies?"
Mom reacted, first. "Of course, sir."
I managed through both nerves and arousal, "How can we assist, sir?"
He laughed. Ty's hand slipped off my hip and between my legs. I parted them and felt his finger slide over my pussy and sink inside. I sighed and it was apparently loud enough to bring attention from several of the men.
"Oh," Jerome said, "I think that's obvious."
I stepped to the table on the left, Ty's finger slipping from my pussy in the process. The tables weren't very conducive to maneuvering underneath but I would make the effort. I had the feeling the effort wouldn't be prolonged.
I knelt on the hard patio stones to a man who I randomly picked. I undid his belt and lowered his pants and underwear. He eagerly lifted his butt to help. Without any hesitation or question, I stroked and licked his soft cock. What I was willingly becoming was reflected in certain automatic responses from me. My first notice of a new cock is to gauge it. If a hard cock under clothes is pressed against me or exposed like this, my mind decides regarding it. That determination doesn't affect what I do with it: I fuck it or suck it. It is merely what my mind does and it is an evaluation based on the best cock I know: Jerome's.
My mouth was encasing the cock and my hand provided short strokes as I feel it hardening, lengthening. It is a nice-sized cock. There was a time I would have considered it big at about 8 inches. Now it is 'nice'.
My sucking position under the table doesn't last long, though. Someone grabs my waist and tugs me to the side and I don't resist but crawl sideways and rise to my feet still bent over at the waist without losing the cock in my mouth. Fingers are probing at my pussy and my feet part, then part wider when a finger plunges into my pussy.
"She's wet already," I hear from behind me in a voice heavily influenced by Spanish.
I hear Ty's laugh, "These two are always wet and ready, Jorge."
I intend to push back against the finger but it has disappeared. The replacement, though, has me pushing back, again. I feel a cock pressing at my pussy as hands grab my breasts and stroke bare skin. By the time the cock has plunged into me, another nice cock, my nipples are being pulled and twisted, my breasts fondled, and clit stroked. I am gasping and moaning around the cock in my mouth as the multiple efforts at stimulating my body jolt me quickly to a rising orgasm. Another chair appears to the side of the one where I am sucking cock. I am pulled away from one cock and moved to the side where a naked man and erect cock awaits. At the same time, the cock fucking me abruptly pulls out and is instantly replaced by another. Some hands and fingers never seem to stop their stimulating fondling and pinching but I know there are changes there, too.



I orgasm on the next change when a bigger cock slams deeper inside me and pushes the new cock into my throat. These guys have their system down. None are rising in stimulation too close to climax while keeping me very stimulated with cock after cock fucked into my pussy and presented to my mouth. The only time my mouth and throat relax is during the orgasm and another is rising or a new one is simply peaking after the previous one.
After my second orgasm and no sign that any of the men are about to climax, my back is aching from being bent over and awkwardly supported by my hands on the chairs. So I pull my mouth off the cock, finally. I turn and lean over the glass table top. The man fucking me simply moves with me. My changing the position seems to also change their routine into a succession of frantic fucks. Cock after cock plunges into my pussy with powerful thrusts and dumps streams of cum into me. I never thought to keep track but it had to be half the men, 6 or 7 certainly.
As the last of them grunts and humps his seed into my messy hole, I am collapsed bent over the table, my body pressed into the glass, my breasts smashed against the surface.
"Damn, girl," I hear from the side. I turn to find Ty sipping a beer but his gaze is on me. He is wearing a big smile after lowering the bottle from his lips. "That is a sight underneath you."
I look through the glass tabletop and see what he is referring to. On the patio stones between my still spread feet is a puddle of cum having dripped from my pussy. I blush. What a lewd sight. But, my body still tingles from the stimulation and orgasms I also failed to count.
I am tired and over-stimulated, and my legs are wobbly. I know what I must do and strong legs are not required. I push myself off the table and kneel before the closest man. They have all returned to chairs with new cold beers. They all have remained naked. Clearly, there is an expectation that this is not over. For me, certainly not as I proceed to part the first man's knees and begin licking and sucking his cock clean. I feel the man flinch but it doesn't deter me.
"They always clean cock after being fucked, Jose," I hear Ty's explanation. So, this is Jose, Amondo's boss. I look up as I lick the underside of his cock to place his face to the name. Maybe, somehow, I could be with Amondo, again. Funny the connections that form; interested in a young man who was assigned the job of opening my ass for Jerome and Ty to fuck after.
Mom and I served beer afterward. The men had put at least their boxers back on as Jerome carried on with more business discussion. After gangbanging us, the men freely groped and probed our bodies as we delivered beers and snacks and cleared away empties. It wasn't unusual to be momentarily stopped by a finger sliding in my pussy or a nipple pulled as I leaned over for an empty bottle or plate.
My curiosity about Jerome's businesses continued and the comments during their informal meeting increased it. I heard reports about women, streets, houses, and events that had all the implications of prostitution. Others reported on incoming shipments, cuttings, bagging, deliveries, and sales that had the implication of drugs. Another let slip the word 'protection' that sounded ominous. Ty remained silent but occasionally whispered into Jerome's ear which might bring a nod, shake of the head, or a quick glance at one of the other men at the tables. Jerome was clearly the head, the boss, the ultimate leader. Ty ... everyone but Jerome was deferential to him as if he might be feared. How interesting ...
For the most part, Jerome seemed pleased by the reports. The time or two when he didn't seem to be, tension rose in the whole group, then quickly eased by Jerome himself. Then, he clapped his hands once and the reports and discussion were over. Mom and I brought out more beers and replenished the bowls of snacks. Once again we took positions alongside Jerome and Ty. Ty slipped a finger into my pussy, then took it out after a couple thrusts and held it up in front of me. I leaned and took it into my mouth, sucking the cum of 6 or 7 men from it.
"Excellent, guys," Jerome began. "I appreciate your efforts and especially our success." That brought low chuckles from the group. "Time for more rewards, ladies?"
It came out of our mouths at the same time with smiles, "Yes, sir."
Jerome apparently had his finger in mom, too. He pulled it out and held it up to her. She too sucked the cum off. "It would appear you guys filled their cunts. I can tell you from experience they both enjoy the use of all three holes. So, feel free." He put his hand out to Ty who reached in the cargo pocket of his pants and handed over a tube of lubrication. They had this planned all along.
Mom and I switched sides this time. The first guy to me pressed me over the tabletop and reached for the tube of lubrication. After a moment I felt the gel being spread over and into my asshole. I was distracted by a sharp sound where mom would be to see the tube had hit the table. I guessed the guy hadn't caught it when it was tossed over.
I felt the pressure of the cock on my asshole. I pressed back a bit to test the size of the cock and it was already opening the sphincter muscle. I gasped when it pushed through but it wasn't so big to be painful. Not like those big cocks. I wondered if I would ever easily take them. I hoped not.
The cock pressed deeper and deeper with repeated thrusts until I felt his hips on my ass. My breasts were swinging as I supported myself on my elbows. At least they were swinging until once again they were captured by rough hands mauling them and my nipples. My empty pussy was soon filled with fingers. I orgasmed, collapsing to the table. My clenching and spasming ass sent the guy off. I felt his cock spewing cum in thick ropes into my ass.
After the first one, the next thrust his cock immediately into my still gaping asshole. This time my orgasm hit when the guy climaxed and feeling more cum shot up my ass. The third guy thrust fully into my well-fucked ass so our bodies smacked together. He then gripped my hips tightly to him and backed me up. I didn't know what was happening but the act of moving with a cock up my ass was crazy erotic.
I discovered his intention was to sit in a chair. It must have been more than awkward for him as the last foot or so of trying to gracefully sit ended up with us falling onto the chair. The impact of landing sent his cock driving deeper than before. I thought that was the deal and began fucking up and down on his cock only to discover another guy approaching. I thought he wanted me to suck him, but no. He spread our legs wider and squatted low, aligned his cock with my empty pussy, and eased it in. I was holding my breath after recognizing his intention. My first double penetration was with guys I didn't know during a gangbang. I gasped when the cock entered. It wasn't particularly big but, with the cock in my ass, it felt big. The combination of the two filling my adjacent holes stuffed me.
The guy I was sitting on couldn't do much but the cock vigorously fucking into my pussy was rubbing along the length of the cock and it seemed to have the necessary effect. The guy in my pussy came first, followed quickly by me, and as my entire body convulsed the cock in my ass exploded, too.
The next two guys wanted to try the same thing but it was more controlled this time. One guy sat, I sat on him up my ass, and then the next guy fucked into my pussy. The guy in my ass was smaller this time but the one in my pussy was thicker and in my warped mind it averaged out the experience. That time I orgasmed first followed by the two close together.
I was sagging when we pulled apart. Cum was running from my two full and gaping holes. I looked around to find there was one more guy. I knelt on one of the chairs leaning into the back with my ass sticking out. That gave him the option of which hole he wanted. Not surprisingly, he thrust powerfully into my ass. I was so well lubricated by then that he plunged in like it was a well-used pussy. Leaning over the back of the chair, I motioned for guys to come to me. As the last guy fucked my ass, I licked and sucked the other cocks clean.
Mom and I managed to stay on our feet and presented a grateful attitude as each of the guys thanked us with kisses, gropes, and probing. After they were out the door, I felt the firm grip of Ty on around my shoulders. He turned me to the stairs, helped me to stagger up, and put me to bed in one of the guest rooms. Mom was right behind being assisted by Jerome. My first real gangbang.
Then I remembered and sat back up. "Jerome, I have work tomorrow."
He pushed me back down and covered us. "I didn't forget, Emma. We'll wake you in plenty of time to go home and get ready. You need sleep now, both of you." He kissed both of us. I saw Ty leaning against the door frame with a smile on his face.
"You two were amazing," Jerome softly said. "You continue to amaze and please me."
I turned and curled, pulling the top sheet around me, but his words enveloped me with more comfort.
* * * *
"I need a favor," Jerome said.
Jerome, Ty, mom, and I were lounging on mom's king-sized bed after another stupendous fucking with their big cocks. The guys were relaxed against the headboard sipping a drink. Mom and I were relaxed between their legs casually tonguing, kissing, and sucking their wilted cocks. After two straight climaxes, even they needed some recovery.
"What, Jerome?" mom asked completely casually.
"Whatever you need, Jerome. You know that," I added.
He smiled. "And I really appreciate that. You two are very special to us."
Mom and I smiled at each other and we both glowed. We were at that point. These two men expressing their pleasure in us was almost like an orgasm. Mom kissed Jerome's cock as I kissed Ty's.
"Thank you, Jerome," mom said.
"Yeah," I added beaming, "we'd do anything for you two."
Mom and I continued idly kissing and licking cock as Jerome began to explain. He has a club ... a very special club. It brings in a ton of money but there was a problem there and a couple women got hurt which is very bad for business. He explained that this club is a place for white women to go to enjoy the company of black men. I smiled as I slipped Ty's cock between my lips. I understood the attraction of that fantasy. Jerome continued that entering is a membership only with dues paid on entry. It was a loophole in the law. Women pay only a dollar because they are the attraction. The men, virtually all black, are charged $50 and the drink prices inside are high. Jerome made it blunt: a lot of guys will come for the chance to fuck white women who are either single or sneaking behind hubby's back. A lot of them come in pairs or small groups for encouragement.
So, anyway, Jerome continued, some of the guys one night broke the rules and roughed up some of the women. The club runs mainly on word-of-mouth recommendations from people who experience it. If the women don't come, we don't make money, he said. I noticed he said 'we' and not 'I' like maybe he was thinking of us being associated. Or ... maybe he meant he and Ty. Whatever Ty's role was.
So, he needed some white women to have a hell of a good time for a couple nights and let the word spread, again. And, Ty added, it's safe. He made sure the staff would be watchful and added more security. "There is new management, too," he added. I raised my eyebrows. He patted my head as I gave his cock a long lick. "Don't ask," he casually stated.
A whole series of statements, the fear was seen in Amondo, the apparent involvement in prostitution, drugs, a sex club, and 'don't ask' comments convinced mom and me these were not particularly good, civic-minded men, and their business ventures were illegal or marginally legal. But they were good to us. Our devotion to pleasing them had nothing to do with fear or intimidation. We were shown amazing pleasure and developed a crazy need for it regularly. And, it was a pleasure they could and did provide.
* * * *
Ty accompanied us to the club with a comment from Jerome: "No matter what you do for me, Ty will protect you as he protects me." That was why Ty was quiet for the most part during those business reports. He didn't run a business segment. He protected Jerome and was probably an enforcer based on his comment about a 'new manager'.
We were given money to go shopping before going to the club. Ty wanted us looking especially slutty. "With those tits and bodies," he had said, "you'll be the focus in the club."
He was specific about what he wanted and where to shop. The dress I selected and tried on made my mouth drop. It was skin tight. I was wearing a skimpy thong and was concerned even that might be evident but it wasn't. The skirt was only a foot below my ass cheeks and that was assuming I didn't raise my arms above my head. It was backless and dipped nearly to my ass crack. There was no way I could wear a bra and the material was not reinforced in the bodice. My nipples were evident. The front was halter-type around the neck. My D-cup breasts were covered barely. A thin strap around the neck expanded slowly down the front with a deep plunge nearly to my belly button. I stepped out of the changing room. Mom and the saleswoman both gasped. That dress isn't normally worn on such a busty body, the woman said. But, I could see mom thought it was perfect. From the side, the sides of my breasts were visible. Mom was wearing a skirt as short as mine and a sleeveless semi-sheer blouse without a bra. Her nipples were faintly evident and the gaping blouse revealed the insides of her unrestrained breasts. We fit the bill of 'especially slutty'.
The club was a remodeled warehouse. When we arrived, there were several very large black men working the door. One rushed over to take Ty's shiny black sedan (I have no knowledge about cars) while another assisted with doors for mom and me. I noticed waiting women were shown in quickly while a line was formed for waiting men, all black and anxious-looking. The inside was expansive. The ground floor was tables, booths, a dance floor, a DJ setup, and a massive bar. Above on the second floor was a surrounding balcony walkway with glass-enclosed rooms. Ty explained after ordering drinks that the rooms were free to use and there was no privacy. There were no blinds or curtains over the glass walls and there were no doors to close. The rules were that everything that happened was consensual. A woman was always to be asked. Security now roamed upstairs and down to enforce it.
I waggled my eyebrows at mom and she smiled back. This was our kind of place. Ty must have seen, "I am sure you two can keep yourselves busy here." He held a straight face for only a moment before he laughed and we joined in. He gave each of us a kiss on the mouth and a quick feel of our breasts inside our clothes. He assured us, again, that he would be around. Then he was gone.
The place was filling up fast when two guys appeared and asked to join us. I smiled, "You buy us a drink and yes." The guys were almost staring, comparing us. Finally, I just said, 'You're wondering about our age difference?" They turned embarrassed at being so obvious but nodded. In a moment of inspiration, I said, "This is my mom. She's surviving a nasty divorce so I pulled her here."
"Oh, damn," one of them said. "Mother and daughter. That is so hot." We drank and talked with heads pressed close together because of the noise. There didn't seem to be much interest in the dance floor at the moment.
"Since you must be looking for a way to forget the divorce for a while," one guy clumsily said, "how about we take our drinks upstairs?"
I looked at mom and she appeared to have made the decision to play along with my ruse. She began to act quite nervous and hesitant. "My daughter is the slut, not me. I'm just a housewife ... or was, anyway. She took this outfit from her closet and insisted I wear it."
"You have the perfect body for it," one said.
"You two are the sexiest women here and the very reason we approached you first," the other added.
I was desperately trying to contain my delight as mom struggled to maintain the innocent mother image while I knew her soul was screaming for a good fuck. I nodded at mom continuing the ruse that she needed my encouragement. Big smiles spread across the faces of the two guys when mom gave a shy nod. We grabbed our drinks. We didn't have purses. Ty had our driver's license for ID if it ever was needed and we hadn't planned on ever having to pay for our own drinks.
As planned with Ty earlier, we made a show of moving through the tables to the stairs leading to the second-floor balcony. Not surprisingly we drew attention from the dozen or so women (all white). We hung on the guys and made our way up slowly. At the landing halfway up, I stopped the one I was with and kissed him hard, my arms around his neck and I could feel the cool air-conditioned air on my more exposed ass.
We weren't surprised to see only one room being used. I noticed a black spade tattoo on her ankle. I would ask about that later. The guys stepped into a room midway down the side balcony. We had already made it clear mom wanted us together, again keeping with the shy act. We acted dumb and one said, "We just fuck."
I smiled, and mom took a hesitant step back. I never realized what an actress she was. I dropped to my knees in front of one and began working his belt and pants. He pulled his shirt off and kicked his shoes off. When I dropped his pants and underwear in one motion, I was pleased. Again, not really big but not small like my former boyfriends. I took it immediately into my mouth and heard a groan from above.
From the rustling of clothes next to me, I knew mom had stopped with the act and was busy getting a cock to suck, too. My guy was hard very quickly and he encouraged me up. He had already undone the halter tie at the back of my neck to expose my breasts. Standing up, I pushed the rest of the dress past my hips, then the tiny thong. I went to the king-sized bed and lay back with my legs spread wide. In less than a minute, mom was lying next to me. Both guys gave our pussies cursory kisses and licks but they had something very different in mind. So did we.
It had been a little while since the gangbang at Jerome's house and we were hoping Jerome and Ty were correct that this would be an opportunity for us to experience a lot of cock, again. Clearly, we were being thought of as sluts but their sluts and we were totally good with that.
The guy began easing his cock past my pussy lips and into my hole. I looked him in the eyes, "I just want to be fucked. I'm ready, don't be gentle."
Mom, to the side and fully given up on the act, added, "What she said. Fuck me hard."
And, they did. Both braced themselves over us with their hips thrusting powerfully to drive their cocks into our hungry pussies. The room was quickly filled with cries, moans, gasps, grunts, and groans. When I flung my head to the side as an orgasm approached, I noticed a big guy standing outside the glass wall. Security from Ty. I also noticed a stream of people, men, and women, moving by. Ty had mentioned the club was also great for voyeurism.
After, mom and I exited the room onto the balcony only partially dressed. The front of my dress was hanging and mom's blouse was wide open. I stepped to the railing to increase visibility, pulled my dress up, and asked one of the guys to tie for it me as I held my hair out of the way. Mom stood casually buttoning her blouse. I spotted Ty below and he was smiling widely.
I was pretty sure the guys we just fucked had intended on buying us another drink and hoping to have another go with us. We just stepped onto the ground floor when three guys intercepted us much to the dismay of the other two. We accepted their invitation, much more interested in experiencing more men. Ty told us what the most profitable drinks were and those were what we ordered.



"Good to see a couple women ready to have fun," one guy said.
"They had some trouble recently and I think women are a little cautious," mom said.
"We've been assured they've tightened up control," I added.
"Well ... they certainly made a point of reinforcing the rules to every guy coming in here. But, if women feel better, it's worth it," another admitted.
"Exactly our thinking," I said.
We downed our drinks and went upstairs, now leading three men. A few more rooms were being used and looking down onto the lower floor I could see more women on the dance floor and flirtation going on.
This time, there was no pretense, games, or acting. We were ready to fuck and even before entering the same room we had used before, the same security guy nodded as we approached, I had already untied my halter top and let it hang loose exposing my ample breasts. I noticed mom had her blouse open and shrugging it off her shoulders and arms.
I turned upon entering the room and squared to the three guys. "You ready for a mother-daughter combination?"
"Holy shit ... no kidding?" "God, you two are hot!" "Mother and daughter ... you're like a wet dream of mine."
"Well," mom said in all seriousness, "get those clothes off and let us see what you have for us."
We were already pushing our remaining clothes down our legs and kicking our heels off. We stood with confidence and hands on hips as their clothes dropped around them. Three black guys and I was beginning to think there was a little something to the black myth. Not sure I had encountered a small black cock, yet. But the BBC thing was still restricted to a few men, ours in particular.
The cocks were hardening on their own but mom and I both landed on the hardwood floor of the room (probably easier to clean the leaked cum and spilled drink) before them. I took two cocks in my hand and, peripherally, I saw mom instantly gobbling the third cock into her mouth. I took one into my mouth and stroked the other. I switched back and forth repeatedly and soon had two hard black cocks.
Mom was already on the bed on her back, knees bent and splayed to the sides. A guy was crawling toward her. "Mouth or ass?" I asked. Dumb silence. "Only one of you gets my pussy. Mouth or ass for the other?"
"Fuck, yeah. Ass."
Double penetration is amazing. Anal and double had scared me before I tried them. Now, I was even envisioning being doubled by Jerome and Ty. The thought sent a chill up my spine. I was reaching for the bedside table drawer where we had been told by Ty to expect to find a tube of lubrication and there it was. One guy had taken a position on the bed on his back stroking his cock. I tossed the lube to the other guy and crawled onto the bed and straddled the waiting man. I rubbed my pussy over his cock and sighed at the feel of it sliding just between my parted pussy lips and pressing on my stimulated clit. The man was fondling my breasts. I raised up on my knees, reached underneath to grasp the cock and held it vertical, stroked my pussy over the head until I felt it at my hole, and easily settled down several inches over it. The guy groaned and I smiled. I raised and lowered. After a couple times, I was sitting on his thighs and I ground my pelvis over his, back and forth, and circular. He was already raising his hips to the contact.
I felt the bed sag and a hand pressing me forward. I leaned down, mashing my breasts into his chest and covering his gasping mouth with mine. I felt a gel-covered finger sliding over my asshole. I pressed back and it penetrated my tight hole. It pulled out but soon reappeared with more gel and two fingers thrust inside. I gasped into the mouth of the other man and squeezed hard around his cock. The fingers left and were replaced by the blunt feel of a cock. I pressed back, again. He responded by pressing harder himself. In moments, a muffled groan escaped me as the cock popped past my sphincter and plunged several inches. The man in my pussy also groaned as he felt an immediate tightening around his cock and pressure from the new cock against his.
Once the new cock was fully penetrated in my ass, they began aggressively fucking. The guy underneath was more restricted, but I got my knees underneath me and raised up to give him some room to flex his hips up. The guy in my ass had the greatest freedom of movement and was taking advantage of it. His fucking strokes, though, strongly affected the other guy. It was delicious. I pressed back to give firmness to him fucking into my asshole and also allowed the other guy to flex in and out of my pussy. The erratic stimulation of nerve endings fired across the thin membrane between ass and pussy. I was quickly approaching orgasm and I let it come.
I cried out as my orgasm burst through me. Both holes began spasming and my body shivered. At that moment, both men paused. Before, I might have thought that pause was considerate, an action to allow me to ride through the orgasmic experience. Now, after the strong, dominating control of Jerome and Ty, it felt like an interruption. These men meant well but I had been trained to experience mountain top physical and psychological experiences of orgasm after orgasm peaking over each other as my big-cock men continued to ravage me through it.
This was still good. No complaints. After my body slowed, one began thrusting and the other followed suit. I orgasmed, again, as both began spewing cum into my adjoining cavities.
Mom was dutifully cleaning her cock and I began my effort, too. The action seemed to surprise the guys but our training was now a defined part of the experience for us. In minutes I could tell the guys were spent. Maybe they would recover for another fucking at some point, but not soon. I stood next to the bed naked as the guys began dressing. Mom joined me and used her head to indicate outside the glass wall. I looked to find a half-dozen guys there watching.
The security guy stepped into the doorless opening after the three had left after thanking us. "Ty warned me to control what happened with you. These guys want in, too."
Mom asked, "Ty warned you?"
He shrugged, "Well, ma'am, when Ty says something, it always feels like a warning." I looked this guy over. This guy was pretty big. I had to wonder what it was about Ty that could intimidate this guy so easily.
I looked at mom as I answered, "I say let them in two, three, or four at a time based on if they are together. But ..." I smiled at mom and then the guy, "they need to order each of us a drink to get in."
Mom shook her head, "No way. Three guys come in and that's three drinks for each of us? No way we can handle that."
I chuckled and looked at the security guy. "I didn't say we'd drink them. We don't even have to have them delivered," I added with a wink. He smiled and nodded. Pure profit.
Mom softly said, "You know what you just did?" But she didn't wait for a response. "You're having them essentially pay to fuck us. You know what a whore is?"
I shrugged. The guy was still standing with us, probably waiting to see the outcome of mom's challenge. "We're here by Jerome's request specifically to be fucked. If we can ease the concerns of other women, the club wins. Why not add more profits to it? Are you seriously objecting, mom?"
She laughed and any worries I might have had evaporated. "Hell no. It was a fine line difference we were crossing. Other times we fucked guys because Jerome wanted us to ... reward situations. This time, he sent us here strictly for business. We know we've become sluts. Might whore be far behind?"
I shrugged, "I already know I'll do what Jerome wants."
Mom hugged me tight and stroked my bare back. The guys outside probably got extra excited but it wasn't that way. Hugging naked in view of guys hoping to fuck us mom was just being motherly.
"I'm not fighting you, honey. I'm right there with you. I'm your mother. That part of me still comes out."
"I love you, mom. I am so glad you are here with me," I softly said. "And I am so glad you led me to this."
I turned to the security guy, "What I was saying before." He nodded with a smile. He turned to announce the requirement for entry and control it. I stopped him, "Wait." He turned. "We'll be a mess later, but we'd really like to thank you."
"Hell, yes."
Mom and I both smiled, then waited to see who came in next. The evening was long as men came into the room in twos, threes, and occasionally fours. The security guy was true to his word. Despite our holes literally dripping with cum, he was eager to add his own. And, he was for real. A big cock able to quickly get hard so he fucked both of us.
Ty laughed when we told him. He held up his hands, "No offense, but I think I'll wait until after you shower." We teased him but didn't blame him. We weren't sure our dresses could be cleaned but that wasn't our worry. We didn't buy them. At the time, I didn't know we'd never have to buy our own clothes ever again.



            Emma and Mom Ch. 04

            Fully Jerome's. Emma & Mom give themselves fully to Jerome.

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/emma-and-mom-ch-04

Title: Emma and Mom Ch. 04

Author: ikeman48

Category: Interracial Love

Description: Fully Jerome's. Emma & Mom give themselves fully to Jerome.

Tags: interracial, slut, group sex, continuation, exhibitionism

Series: Emma and Mom


CHAPTER 4: FULLY JEROME'S
Mom and I ended up going to the club three nights skipping a day in between each time. Each night was the same as the first. Each night there seemed to be an endless stream of black men waiting to fuck us. We would spend a little time mingling, dancing, a drink or two. Basically, being seen. Our dress was always outrageous and even that was feeling good. Mom and I would frequently be exposed and groped on the dance floor during the early part of the evening. We wouldn't go to the dance floor with anyone, but we would soon have men dancing around us.
It was crazy. Despite how Jerome and Ty had guided me to join me in mom's adventurous expression of sexual experience, that journey had a defined path. Mom and I were now Jerome's to use along with Ty who was always with him. I also understood they probably weren't good men by society's standards. I understood that the money that was made might be largely tainted. I understood... I saw... that men who might have made me fearful were the ones who were deferential to Jerome and seemed to fear Ty. None of those red flags mattered.
Mom started being hooked on sex, hooked on cocks fucking her mature pussy, groping her DD-cup breasts. Then, she discovered the experience of big cock fucking and especially big black cocks that led her to Jerome and Ty. Two at once. That was when I came along. The innocent (relatively) daughter. I had experience with sex but not the craving, hooked desire for it that mom had had. I was seduced directly into the big black cock experience and almost immediately into the Jerome effect. Experiencing those cocks is one thing, experiencing them combined with the easy dominance and control exuding from Jerome was completely different.
When did the realization hit me? I don't know. I didn't care. I loved cock. I loved fucking them, sucking them. I loved the feel of their cum in my pussy, ass, and mouth. Big cocks were even better. Orgasms were like a decadent, non-fattening dessert I couldn't get enough of and wanted all I could get. All of that was true and real. But, what drove me, motivated me, and consumed me was simple: Jerome's control. I needed that control. I needed to feel what he was, who he was, and the power, control, and presence that he provided.
Was mom still leading me into experiences or was I now leading her. I think now we were on the same experiential journey, hooked on the same drug that was being controlled. So, when Jerome wanted us to go to the club and fuck and suck every swinging black cock there to show other women it was again safe, we did so without concern. We fucked for five or six hours, our pussies and ass streaming cum and our stomach digesting more loads. When he wanted us to fuck his associates in groups or otherwise, we did.
Ty was an extension of Jerome. Ty was always there. If Ty said something, it was Jerome. It was that way for us, it was that way for everyone else in the organization. We came to understand why poor Amondo had been so nervous and anxious when he was instructed to open my ass with his smaller cock. At the time, I had been concerned for Amondo, but now I understood that much stronger and tougher men react the same way.
Ultimately, mom and I lived in the moment. I worked. Mom did what she did around the house and gardens. Until Jerome or Ty called or arrived. They no longer called ahead if they wanted a fuck. They came to the house when they wanted. It might be a quick fuck, it might be most of the night. Most weekends were spent at Jerome's house. Most times at Jerome's house we were naked unless they took us somewhere. If one of their associates was called to the house, we answered the door naked, and we remained naked while serving them, if needed, or simply moving about the house. Very often, unless Jerome wasn't pleased with them, we would also fuck or suck them.
Mom and I didn't have a destination for where any of this was taking us. That is what being in the moment is. No expectations. No goal. Nothing to manipulate toward. The only goal we had was to please Jerome and Ty in everything. The only expectation we had was to enjoy their magnificent cocks that could dissolve everything else into orgasmic pleasure. Being in the moment also made time irrelevant. Time being irrelevant made it seem like yesterday that I began with Jerome and Ty. It also made it seem like I couldn't imagine a time when Jerome and Ty hadn't been there.
Saturday night. We were told to get ready to go out clubbing. That meant showering, make-up, and dressing. Showering, of course, was mom and me together and always took much too much time for just cleaning. Make-up was over the top but what Jerome over time directed. Our dressing was restricted only by which outfit. We used a guest room across the hall from Jerome's bedroom for preparation and closet space. The clothes there had been accumulated over time and specifically selected by Jerome or Ty. All the clothes were... let's face it... slutty. All the clothes either accentuated or exposed our bodies in some way with deep cleavage, sheerness, or high slits up the skirts. Nearly all skirts were so short as to be obscene. We were their sluts. We knew it. They made it clear to anyone who looked. Two white sluts with two powerful black men. We no longer wondered, we knew. Now, though, we reveled in the control that held us to these men and we wore being their sluts with honor and devotion.
Though we both enjoyed eating cunt (yes, accepting our relationship to the men as sluts caused other changes, too) with the shower cascading over us, we were also adept at simultaneously bringing each other off by stroking each other's g-spots. After a similar shower, we stood in the large walk-in closet only partially full. We considered what to wear based on knowing it was a club and what we had recently worn. We decided on matching outfits: semi-sheer button-up, fitted blouses, form-fitting leather-like skirts that ended six inches below our ass cheeks, thigh-high stockings with the elastic below the bottoms of the skirts, five-inch heels, and sheer, tiny thongs. Yes... no bra. The truth was the few bras we did have at Jerome's were all sheer with minimal effective support for our sized tits. The men were pleased at seeing us bouncing down the stairs.
Mom and I sat in the backseat of Jerome's shiny sedan as we approached the very nice restaurant where the evening was beginning. I winked at mom as the car came to a stop. We both knew what was going to happen. The valets rushed from their station, one to take the keys from Jerome and two to open the doors for mom and me. Moving to exit lady-like would have had us swing both legs out at once, then take the offered hand for assistance. Jerome didn't expect us to be ladylike. He expected us to be what we were: his sluts. So, instead, we stretched out one leg, took the offered hand, and stepped out of the car with the other leg following behind. Of course, this left our thighs parted, very short skirts risen higher, and sheer, moist thongs on display. The shocked, yet lustful, look on the young men's faces confirmed what we expected.
The restaurant was nice, very nice. It also seemed to have standards even if they weren't about to make an issue of them with men like Jerome and Ty. We were seated discretely from most other diners. We had entered with half the buttons undone on our blouses. This allowed our tits more freedom to move inside the fitted form. By the time dinner was done, our blouses were unbuttoned to the waist and our very wet thongs in the men's jacket pockets. Our walk into the restaurant to our table presented jiggling tits with nipples showing through the blouse material. Our walk out of the restaurant presented swaying tits with nipples flashing into view through the gaping blouse. We encountered a mix of reactions: mostly lustful from men and disgust from women... some of the women presented disgust when it might well have been envy.
When we exited the restaurant, the valets swarmed us. I had to smile. Ty tipped each well, then whispered to us. Mom and I hesitated for just a moment. Then our fingers pulled our blouses from our skirts and opened the few remaining buttons. Our blouses now hung open and the light breeze assisted in gaping them open. One or both of our tits flashed fully exposed depending on our movement and the breeze. Exhibitionism is such a turn-on. Yes, we hesitated. And, yes, we were nervous and embarrassed. The nerves, and the embarrassment, are the emotions, the psychological aspects of the exhibition that becomes so stimulating. Jerome and Ty don't mind the hesitation as long as we quickly comply. Honestly, seeing our embarrassment is a turn-on for them. Our compliance after is confirmation of control.
When Jerome's car arrived, the rear doors were again opened for mom and me. This time I flashed in reverse. Merely walking around the back of the car with the breeze opened the blouse fully to the sides to expose both of my swaying tits and aroused nipples. When I went to enter the car, I took the offered hand, put one foot in, and sat down. That forced my legs to be spread wide, my already short skirt sliding to my hips. When I felt the car seat on my bare ass, I knew my cunt was fully exposed. I looked up at the young man, gave him a smile, and thanked him for his assistance before swinging my other leg inside and closing my legs.
As we drove away, Ty laughed, "Jerome, did you see the look on those guys' faces?"
Jerome's eyes were shining as he peered through the rearview mirror to us in the back. "Nice show! I can tell this is going to be an interesting night," he exclaimed.
I looked at mom and waggled my eyebrows. Her DD tits were hanging out from her open blouse, the nipples hard nubs. Neither of us would close our blouses or adjust our skirts until we were told to. I wondered what they had planned for us next.
The club was another owned by Jerome. This wasn't a blatantly sexual place. We had been there before. Again, valets handled the car. This time the valets were all black and when the doors were held open and I swung one leg out at a time to flash my glistening cunt, I was met with a man a bit older and more confident. He assisted (we were with Jerome, after all) but he stared boldly at both exposed tits and cunt. We stood on the sidewalk at the door where mom and I tugged our skirts down and tucked in our blouses. Not buttoned, we were told, just tucked.
That left our tits free to move and frequently flashed as we moved to a booth apparently reserved for us. Jerome and Ty were sitting on the inside of a booth next to a large dance floor. A DJ was spinning music to an energetic crowd.
Jerome and Ty leaned forward to speak above the din of the music and crowd. "I want you dancing tonight. A lot of dancing. This isn't like the other place," Jerome explained. "There isn't open fucking. But, something might be arranged. I don't want you two to worry about limits. Ty will keep an eye on things. If he doesn't interfere, consider whatever happens okay."
Mom and I nodded. "What do you mean by 'might be arranged', sir?" I asked curiously.
His smile said a lot. "There might be white folks here but they are likely couples. As far as they're concerned, this is just a wild club. Two white women flashing themselves, though?" His smile grew. "There will be a lot of single black guys who will be all over you." He reached his hand to me at his side and took an already hard nipple between his fingers. I gasped at the delicious moment of pain. "We'll see what happens. I know how you two like to be well fucked."
Mom looked at me with a big smile and back to Jerome and Ty. I hadn't noticed until then that Ty was groping one of her tits. "For you, we'd fuck a horse."
Ty laughed so hard it drew attention to our table. Jerome replied, "Interesting thought but I don't have a horse. I do, however, know lots of black and brown guys who are crazy about white women."
A horse? What the hell was mom thinking? A lot of guys with Ty watching over us? That I can get into. Or, I giggled to myself, I can get into me.
We weren't to refuse dances, he ended with. He gave a quick wave of his hand that seemed odd but instantly there were guys at the table asking for dances. Mom and I were led to the dance floor. With an open blouse and no panties, my movements were a bit constricted for a while. Surrounded by others, the exhibition was more intense. Soon, though, I gave up. My tits swayed and bounced inside and through the open blouse making them as unrestrained as if naked. I caught glimpses of mom and she was getting into it, too.
A slow dance created an opportunity for change. A new guy who cut in tugged the gaping blouse from my skirt. Now I was easily exposed and the next tune and partner took advantage as the beat intensified. He was a good dancer and soon had me swirling from his hand which, of course, exposed my entire front. The next guy took over during a 60's dance stylized and hopped me up so my legs were around his waist. When he lifted me up quickly and dropped me, my legs were spread for balance. My tits were fully exposed by the open blouse and my cunt was on full display with my skirt stuck on my hips.
It was then that another man, middle-aged and black, appeared and was quite upset. He was the club manager and gave me yelling about decency and complaints by other patrons. Mom rushed in like a mother bear only the guy probably had a hard time taking her seriously since her own blouse was hanging open. Then, as promised, Ty appeared. He led us and the manager back to the booth. Before we even got there, the manager was fidgeting with nerves. He knew Ty.
Mom and I stood at the end of the booth's table. I had pulled my skirt down but that was all. Mom and I stood with blouses open as the manager sat in the booth opposite Jerome and Ty tight alongside him. I didn't catch all of what was said but the manager was nervously and respectfully explaining that the club had rules and the rules had been approved by Jerome. Jerome smiled, nodded, and agreed. Jerome then did something I wasn't sure I had witnessed since knowing him: he apologized. I glanced at mom and she showed the same surprise.
Jerome added loud enough for all of us to hear, "I do apologize, Thomas. You're correct, of course. The ladies are quite... well, frisky, as you can see." They both looked at us and I could see it pained the manager that we were still exposed. "I'm not ready to leave, though," Jerome continued. "And I do hate to restrict these two. They are quite fun. I'm sure you can appreciate that just having seen them." The man reluctantly nodded. What was he going to do? He was hoping after the confrontation with Jerome's 'friends' that he might still wiggle out of a worse confrontation. Ty's tight presence beside him certainly added to his tension.
Jerome seemed to come up with an idea. "Your office," Jerome blurted out. "How about if the women use your office in the back? There seem to be a lot of men who have gotten worked up by their dances with these two." In fact, there were a lot of guys watching closely what was happening. The dance tunes had become considerably more subdued. "I am sure if the women could use your office they can ease the tension in these excited men."
The man looked at us standing with our large tits still hanging out (mom and I both made an effort to keep the sides of our blouses outside our tits) and back to Jerome. "Excuse me, Jerome, but... are you suggesting they use my office to fuck a bunch of guys?" Jerome didn't react, just watched him. Ty reacted, though, and whispered something. The man blanched. It struck me as odd that I could see that on a black guy. Then, "You are the boss, of course. Let me clear some papers from the desk, first."
Ty turned to slide out so the guy could leave. As Ty stood, he winked at mom and me. Damn, I thought. Indeed, something 'might be arranged'. The man slid out and stood looking at mom and me. I saw a change in him, he was now accepting. Really, though, what else was he to do? His hand rose and caressed mom's nipple, then cup the tit and lifted it. He turned his head back to Jerome who had remained seated.
"Perhaps, before the others..." the man suggested.
Jerome cut him short, "Of course. I agree, better to be first before they get all messy, huh? Your choice: mature or younger. They are both excellent." Jerome didn't even look at us. This was appeasement between the club manager and himself.
"Thank you," the man responded. "Please give me a minute." The man may have found himself in an awkward situation with Jerome and Ty but he was savvy enough to maneuver his way to a somewhat positive outcome. He reached past mom and felt my tit, too. Then he smiled for the first time. I wondered which he would choose.
The man left to clear papers and whatever else from his desk, I presumed. Mom and I remained standing with our blouses hanging open. Jerome indicated for us to come closer so we braced our hands on the table and leaned over it. He may have wanted to speak to us but I also knew he liked to see our big tits hang and swing. He reached out and took a hanging tit from each of us. Then, he looked into our faces with a smile.
"He is a good club manager. His earlier reaction was in the best interest of the club." He squeezed a nipple on each of us. "I know you'll give him a good fuck. He needs to feel he won something out of this."
I tilted my shoulders back and forth sending my hanging tits into motion. Mom noticed and duplicated the action. He smiled, his eyes fixed on the swinging flesh for a moment. He laughed, "I love you two." He looked past us, then said, "Go make him appeased. Then... have fun." He considered us and then Ty. When he spoke, I didn't know who he was asking. "I wonder if there will be more fucks here or the last club?"
I shrugged, not waiting to respond. I giggled and nudged mom with my elbow, "We didn't keep count, sir." He laughed, again, as Ty led us to the back of the club and presumably the location of the office. Ty made a few comments to men along the way and the word began to be spread with lusty, lewd gazes following us.
We were shown into an open door to find the manager waiting beside his cleared desk. His demeanor was more relaxed despite Ty standing in the doorway. He commented it was hard to choose. Mom offered why should he have to. I added that Jerome wanted him to know he appreciated the understanding of our earlier actions. While this was happening, we slid our blouses off and pushed our short skirts down our legs. We put them on a file cabinet to be safely out of the way and stood essentially naked in stockings and heels.
We bent over the desk braced on our elbows next to each other, braced on our elbows. "Why not have both, sir," I offered.
"See which one you cum in," mom added.
He quickly dropped his pants and shorts. He was already hard which resolved the question in my mind if we might need to suck him, first. He stepped past me to mom. She might have been his choice if pushed to make one. I leaned closer to mom with a smile and softly commented, "The hot mother picked over the hot daughter."
She giggled at that but immediately changed to a gasp and I knew he had entered her. "Damn," he said. "Already dripping wet." We shared a giggle as I watched mom's face as he began fucking her.
I heard her moan but the sound was different. I looked over my shoulder as I waited with spread legs and saw the reason for the difference: he had pulled out of her and side-stepping behind me. I glimpsed his cock but the glimpse was confirmed when it plunged between my lips and drove into my cunt. He was big. And I smiled as he thrust it deeply into my flexing cunt. He fucked hard and fast. This, too, was a man experienced in using his cock on women for his pleasure. There was nothing timid or gentle about it and it reminded me very much of Jerome and Ty. He wasn't quite as big as Ty but big enough to be special. I moaned as mom had and when he suddenly pulled out I groaned in the frustration of it not being in me.



I dropped my forehead to the desk and noticed movement to the side. I turned my head to find Ty still leaning against the door frame, his muscled arms crossed over his muscled chest. A knowing smile was on his face. I smiled back but turned my head to mom as her moans and gasps grew louder. Then there was that groan of frustration, again. I braced myself to be plowed into, again. I gasped at the brutal effort of just slamming his cock into my gaping hole.
When he came, it was in mom and noticeable by the grunts coming from him. I was already standing when he pulled his slick long black cock out from mom's cunt.
"Damn, woman, that's what it looks like after being fucked by a big cock," I exclaimed. Ty laughed from the door.
"You ready, girls?" Ty asked. "There's already a line formed out here."
"Hell," the manager mumbled, "what's happening to my club?"
Ty stopped him with a hand on his chest as he tried to pass. "Whose club?" Ty asked.
"Sorry," the manager quickly responded, "I know. It's just... sorry, never mind."
Mom and I had stood watching in some amazing interest. We knew Jerome was the boss of this organization, even if the details of all of it remained unclear. So, we understood their respect for him. Ty was different, though. Ty didn't try to influence. Other men responded to him with fear. It was a side of Ty we had never personally felt.
After the manager was out, Ty turned his attention back to us and his demeanor was totally different, again. Mom responded to his earlier question, "Yes, sir, you can start letting some in."
Ty motioned into the hall and two young black guys entered. Mom and I turned to bend over the desk, again. It was a clear signal. No preliminaries, just fuck. We doubted there would be any fuss with Ty watching over us. The two men opened and dropped their pants and we soon had cock pressing at our cunts. They slid inside us easily after being fucked by a larger cock.
They fucked us vigorously but not as well. I began pressing my ass back against his thrust. I squeezed my cunt around his cock. By the time he climaxed, an orgasm had risen within me, too. After being fucked by the manager but being left hanging, this orgasm was triggered by the feel of the cock jerking its release of cum.
It would have been nice but was impractical that the two men would climax at the same time. They didn't, of course. The next man was let in and I hadn't moved from my position bent over the desk where I felt the last of my orgasm. This new guy came behind me and eased into my cunt.
As he fucked me, his average cock slamming into me with an obvious intent to climax while providing little regard for me, I also became aware of more bodies and noise. I glanced at the door to find Ty missing. The office was crowded with guys stroking their cock and joking while the doorway was jammed with others watching.
I was bent over the end of the desk while mom was crowded behind the computer monitor. I soon had a guy giving me his cock from across the desk and another at the side. I was skewered with cock in my cunt, mouth, and another in my hand. I felt another climax in my cunt and the one in my hand pulled away and a moment later my cunt was grasping cock inside it, again. The cock in my mouth came and I swallowed with gulps and sucked the last remains from it.
I noticed movement at my side and found mom pulled from the desk and pushed to kneel on a visitor chair. A cock was pushed into her cum-leaking cunt with another cock at her mouth as she leaned over the back of the chair. Another approached at her side, her hand placed over another cock and she began stroking it. We were now both in a somewhat random rotation of cocks in our cunts, mouth, and hands as cock after cock spewed cum into us or onto us. Some guys didn't wait for an opportunity to get into a hole and settled for sending their cum onto our bodies.
It was a frenzy. Guys jammed into the small space and it never seemed more than an instant between a cock pulled out of my body and another slammed back in. I was turned around at one point and laid back on top of the desk. Cocks again penetrated me in cunt and mouth and my hand found others.
Then it changed. A new man pressed my thighs back which raised my hips as I was curled back. He slammed into my cunt, fucked me for a dozen strokes, pulled out, and pressed his cock at my asshole. He hesitated and perhaps was checking for a negative reaction but he didn't get one, of course. He pressed more firmly at that hole and my only reaction was to gasp and moan as it popped inside and sank several inches. I couldn't look at him or nod. I was stuffed with cock. Soon, the cock in my ass began fucking like the others before it had in my cunt with long and powerful strokes. The fucking in my ass was new and tight and I orgasmed quickly but none of the cocks slowed while my body and holes spasmed.
I had no idea how many men had come in to fuck me much less how many had fucked either mom or me. I had no idea how many orgasms I experienced. I had no idea how many of the men who had fucked one of us had come back to fuck either of us again. Or maybe even again after that. I lost any relationship to time, it was simply cock after cock, orgasm after orgasm, cum being shot into me or onto me. This was completely different from the men at Jerome's house or the nights at the other club which was a lot of fucking but orderly. This was a frenzy with little indication of control, yet I had no sense of it being unsafe. I had the trust in Jerome's commitment that mom and I would be safe so I abandoned myself to the frenzy.
That frenzy took on a level when I was backed to a guy sitting in the desk chair. I parted my legs wider and moved back to a cock being held vertically. I grabbed it, aligned it with my cunt, stroking it up and down several times, then aligned it to my ass, which was so open from fucking, it easily slid in. Once filled in my ass, another cock approached and filled my cunt. Even the average cock when double penetrating becomes extra filling and an image flashed in my mind: could a woman, any woman, endure a double penetration from big cocks like Jerome and Ty?
Another cock came to my mouth. Air-tight. I gasped and shivered as all three cocks began moving in uncoordinated action. Then another and another were placed in my hands. I could not assist. I was merely accepting of cocks moving into me except for the two I was able to awkwardly stroke which seemed only effective in keeping them hard as they waited a turn for something better.
The awareness of the end came slowly as the number dwindled to a trickle until I realized mom and I were alone. We sprawled on chairs tired, a little sore, and feeling very used. I looked at mom, my eyes dropping to her splayed legs and her cunt where a steady stream of cum was leaking. She followed my gaze and sighed, then smiled as she told me I looked the same. Mom being mom, though, pushed herself with a bit of struggle and grabbed a handful of tissues from the box next to the monitor where she had started being fucked. I noticed a similar image of cum leaking from her gaping asshole. Of course, mom was worried about the chairs even though they were hard plastic.
Ty was quietly watching from the doorway as we wiped spent cum from the chair and floor. "You know," he began, "there is a clean service."
Mom looked up from where she was kneeling on the floor wiping. Her ass had been pointed at Ty. "I couldn't let that man come back to his office and find this mess," she said.
Ty smiled, "From the looks of it, though, it may be a hopeless effort or you'll be wiping up behind you as we leave." Mom looked beneath her at the small puddle of cum that had formed while they had talked. She sighed as she stood, throwing the tissue into a nearby waste basket.
"Where are our clothes?" I asked. We had put them on the filing cabinet for safety but they weren't there.
He laughed. "Souvenirs?"
It was later than I had thought. The club was closed and the only one still sitting was Jerome who smiled wide and shook his head at seeing us exit the small hallway naked except for our thigh-high stockings and heels. And, the stockings were looking pretty sad. They found some towels from the kitchen to cover the car backseats. The manager shook his head as we left. He knew better than to make any comment, though.
* * * *
"How are you feeling?" Jerome asked as we exited the house onto the covered patio in the back. It was a bit after 11:00 AM. I didn't know when I had last slept so late but it was very late (early?) when mom and I collapse into the bed in the guest room after a quick shower. It seemed somewhere during the drive our holes had stopped leaking cum.
We were naked, of course, and standing on the other side of the wrought iron table. The umbrella was still folded close and the sun felt soothing. I admitted to a bit of soreness. He asked where. I had to smile. It was obvious, of course, but it was part of the game. He was the control. He wanted it spoken.
"My cunt and asshole, sir. I didn't need to keep count. Last night was definitely more cock," I said.
"Definitely more cum, too," mom added.
"You both performed exceptionally well last night. Ty was very pleased," Jerome said. "I think his words were, 'first class cum-sluts'." He smiled and watched our reaction.
I smiled. If Ty was so pleased and I could see Jerome was, what more could I want? Where was Ty, anyway? As if to answer my internal question, he exited the house. He was holding two shallow boxes about five inches square.
"Thank you, Ty," he said as he aligned the two boxes in front of him. He gazed at the boxes, then up at mom, and finally at me. "I want you, two."
Mom chuckled, "Anytime you want us, sir, you know that." I was nodding.
He chuckled, "Yes... I know that but I don't mean it that way. What I mean is, I want you both full-time. Here. Always. 24/7." He watched us. Ty watched us. Both were unflinching in their gaze on our bodies.
I didn't know how to react to that. What did he mean? Anytime he called or showed up we were there for him. Mom let the same thought slip out. "What do you mean, Jerome? What aren't we giving you? What do you mean 24/7?"
He smiled at Ty as if they had discussed that reaction. "What I mean is: I want you to live here. I want you to always be available to me and Ty... and, of course, anyone else I choose. Last night you showed how slutty you'd be for me. You give us everything, Maiti, everything when we call or show up. You act as our sluts when you come here or we go to you. The difference is that being here means you will ALWAYS be sluts."
"My house?" mom asked.
"Sell it. And the cars. My finance manager will create an account and invest it. He is very good. I have cars and drivers. Anywhere you need to go you will be driven and protected."
"My job?" I asked.
"Do you even like your job?" Ty asked. Of course not and he knew it.
Jerome added, "You won't need a job that we don't give you. You'll both have all the clothes or whatever else you need."
Mom looked at me and softly asked, "24/7 sluts?" A smile grew across my face. Hers, too.
Jerome heard and affirmed, "Yes... 24/7 sluts. Naked and fucked." Ty leaned over and whispered into Jerome's ear. Jerome nodded. "One more thing, though. Ty and I are really tired of our miserable cooking options."
Mom laughed. "Okay... so it's naked, fucked, and cooking." She looked at me and I nodded enthusiastically. There was a difference, too. A huge difference and it excited me. Not just a slut but his slut, Jerome's slut, Ty's slut. Not sometimes, but all the time. I knew what the difference meant. Fully Jerome's... and Ty's by association. Fully and completely. It was willingly surrendering myself (and mom herself).
We had eagerly and excitedly accepted hours and hours of intense gang bangs, a gradual increase in surrendering control over ourselves. Now we were allowing them to take full control. What would be next? Every step had been exciting. I shivered. I couldn't wait.
Then my attention was drawn back to Jerome who was holding out the two shallow boxes. We each took one, looked at each other, then at Jerome and Ty. I opened mine and gasped. I heard mom's same reaction.
Inside was a shiny, black leather collar with a small clasp in the back and a silver medallion hanging from the front. The medallion had a single word... SLUT.
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CHAPTER 5: CERTIFIED SLUTS
The collars Jerome gave us weren't only beautiful, they were arousing. Mom took hers from the box, held it up to gaze upon it, then handed it to me with the obvious intention of putting it around her neck. I did the same. The leather was smooth, firm, and fit snugly around our necks, but not too snugly. The silver medallions were just large enough and the engraving just deep enough for the four cursive letters to jump out... SLUT.
"Thank you, Jerome," mom and I offered almost simultaneously.
"Are you so sure?" he asked.
"Of course, sir. You are correct about the house. If we are living here, I don't need it," mom responded.
"And, you are correct about my job, too. I don't like it, so if it isn't needed, why should I do it," I added.
"Sit down, then. You need to understand," he countered. I looked at mom and she looked at me. We were both confused. What was to understand? We both said, yes. I looked at Ty and I saw him just nod. Mom and I both sat across the table from them.
"First," Jerome began, "you need to understand what it is I do." Mom and I both suspected, but okay. "I have a few legitimate enterprises like the clubs. Most of the things I run, however, are not legitimate. Ty might be my best friend since way back but he is also my protector and enforcer. Ty can be the man most people do not want to have come to them. That's just what it is. Neither Ty nor I make any apologies that such action is sometimes required. Especially in an organization like ours, right Ty?"
"That's right. Sometimes life is going to suck for someone if they break the rules," Ty calmly said. That explains a lot, I thought.
Jerome continued, "I am into drugs prostitution, and more. I have a good slice of the pie in each of those areas. You need to understand that being in this with me... and Ty... means you are in all of this. You can't have part of it without being a part of the rest."
He watched us and we were quiet. When I looked up, "We suspected, though we didn't know. Not really. The medallions say it all, Jerome. We're your sluts, not your girlfriends. We have no illusions about that. Mom and I both love to fuck. I may not have understood just how much I loved it before. You two brought us separately to that understanding. Then, you brought us to this point of being and wanting to be your sluts." I paused and looked at mom. She nodded. "What you do is make money feeding people's desires." I paused, again.
Mom jumped in, "As she said, Jerome, we're your sluts." She held up her medallion. "It says so right here. As your sluts, sir, if we can assist you in any way, our bodies are yours."
He looked at Ty with a big smile. "What do you think, buddy?"
"Damn," Ty exclaimed, "that has to be the hottest thing I've ever heard coming from two women."
Mom and I were beaming. Was that weird? We were excited about being true sluts? Sluts certified by collars? And, we were freely and eagerly giving over our bodies to them. They were into prostitution and drugs and more and it didn't matter. Even if he wanted to use us to advance his business? We'd already done that. All those gang bangs were rewards or supporting the clubs.
"So," Jerome began, "are you too sore to fuck?"
"Hell, no, sir," I exclaimed. "Never," mom added.
Jerome and Ty pushed their chairs back from the table and slid their slacks down and off. Jerome was closest to me and I was between his knees instantly with my lips and tongue on his cock. What they said must have been true because he was already getting hard. I slobbered over his cock as my mouth and tongue brought out the hard 11 inches of black cock that had conquered me. With it hard, I urgently worked my mouth down over it, then into my throat, and down further. I pulled back, breathed through my nose once the nasal passage was clear, and pressed down harder until my nose was against his shave public area. I flexed my throat around him and listened to his gasps and moans. He pulled my face up.
"Not this time, slut," he muttered as I continued up while stroking his black meat. I turned around, lifting one leg over his, then the other until I was straddling his. I inched back and reached underneath and held his cock vertically, slowly lowering myself until I felt my still puffy cunt lips on it. I wiggled over it until my hole encircled the head. I sank over it gasping at the renewed feeling of a truly wonderful cock. I raised and lowered, repeating, repeating until I sat on his thighs stuffed, totally stuffed with black meat in my white, owned cunt.
I glanced just to the side as I slowly raised, feeling my cunt constrict around the shaft already sending shivers through my body. Mom was similarly experiencing the hard 10 inches of Ty, her mouth hanging open, and soft moans flowing from it.
I orgasmed first but Jerome quickly followed, dumping his cum into my quaking, spasming cunt. I leaned back against his hard body, his hand and fingers roaming over my tits, stomach, clit, and stuffed cunt. My fingers rose to finger the medallion hanging from my neck. I sighed contentedly. The medallion and a stuffed cunt.
* * * *
Moving into Jerome's house was quick and painless. Monday morning I went to work wearing tight short shorts, a tight, thin tank top, and sandals. No bra. I marched through the office with a single sheet of paper in one hand and a small box under the other arm. I drew the attention of the entire office the moment I entered. I slapped the sheet of paper on my now old supervisor's desktop.
"I quit," I offered as an explanation.
She glanced over the resignation. "You need to give two weeks' notice," she weakly responded. I saw her staring at the medallion.
"Fuck you," I said with a laugh. "This place sucks," I added with a giggle.
I strutted to my old desk for the few personal things there I might still want. I felt my unrestrained tits bouncing and swaying under the thin material, my nipples hard underneath and very prominent.
"You can't do this," I heard from behind me. "How are you going to get a job with our bad reference?" She sounded desperate to gain back some control of the situation.
I turned and laughed loudly. "Are you fucking kidding me?" I exclaimed. "I already have a perfect job." I paused and stared at her. I smiled as I put the box on the desk and started rummaging through drawers and the desktop, dropping a few things in the box. I stopped and looked at her from halfway across the office. She was still staring at me in disbelief. I fingered the medallion and added in a voice just loud enough to carry across the now crypt-like quiet with even managers now standing in their doorways, "I got my new job by fucking my new boss." There were gasps, giggles, and murmurs through the room. I looked at the managers standing around the open cubicle area and back at her. "You might try it. It might help your personality. Get something in there besides that stick up your ass." There was stifled laughter now.
Moving our belongings wasn't hard, either. Jerome and Ty rejected much of our clothes. Certainly didn't need the furniture or kitchen wares. A realty agent showed up along with Jerome's attorney. Paperwork was signed and other people now would take care of things in the house, our cars, and the house. Mom's new account would incorporate her old one and soon the value of the property... and continue to receive value from my father, the man I hadn't seen in more than 15 years but by court order still supported mom.
Which all led to mom and I standing in the guest room at the head of the stairs and roughly mid-way between Jerome and Ty's rooms. "We'll do some shopping for more clothes and stuff," came Ty's voice behind us. We turned, naked, of course, and smiled at him. "Decorations for the walls, too, if you want."
We went to him with smiles that were real. We stood on either side of him, pressing our big tits into his arms, and kissed him on the cheeks. Home. Mother and daughter sluts were home.
* * * *
We discovered things about the house we hadn't noticed on other visits. The three-car garage only had space for two cars. The last space was walled off for a fitness room. A hallway we hadn't thought about led to a large office from which Jerome ran his businesses.
Then, there was the functioning of the house. Jerome and Ty were now starting each day with a fuck. We were used to that on weekends but now they made it part of a new routine for them. Mom and I made beds, did laundry, and cooked meals. We were always available for a fuck or suck, of course. Otherwise, we might tidy the house but a cleaning service came every week. That was when we did shopping for groceries, clothes, etc. It was also the only day we were clothed during the day in the house.
They set up some new rules for us. Yes, we were to be naked except for the collars regardless of anyone who might arrive to meet with either Jerome or Ty. Yes, we were to fuck or suck Jerome and Ty whenever they desired, and also anyone else either of them might permit to. When Jerome had said we would be naked and fucked, he hadn't been kidding. During the week numerous men were arriving at the house discretely enough from the outside but inside was a different story. Nearly every visitor was offered one or both of us. Our holes always seemed to have cum inside them and our bodies soon were in a constant state of anticipation. The doorbell became like a Pavlovian response with our cunts responding with lubrication. The evening dinner was shared. Yes, mom and I cooked and arranged the dining room but Jerome wanted us dressed to sit down to a nice meal. Okay... dressed... dressed was an adaptation of our normal state of undress. What he wanted was a change but still essentially naked: thigh-high stockings and heels; the same with lace shelf-bra so the nipples are exposed; or, a very sheer baby-doll or negligee that exposed our shaved cunts and tits through the material.
We were expected to use the fitness area every day. Jerome even hired a fitness trainer to come every Monday to set the routine for us to follow the rest of the week and introduce new routines. Of course, we did all of it naked and he was given free use of us which he took good advantage of. It was normal for one of us to fuck him before and one after our Monday sessions. He was nearly as well-muscled as Ty. And he had a thick 10-inch cock like Ty, too.
* * * *
The doorbell chimed and since I was closest, I hustled to the door and opened it. The man standing there was of average height and build and very black. It hadn't taken us long to begin to put faces with responsibilities in Jerome's organization as they came for meetings and we fucked or sucked most of them afterward. This man was Evan and was over the entire prostitution enterprise which spanned quite a range from the streets to brothels to call-girls and escorts. He, of course, had many men under him working with specific parts of it but he had overall responsibility.
Our being naked didn't faze Evan in the least. I heard comments from him before and the impression I had was he considered all women as just cunts. I also considered that for someone running prostitution that might be an easy generalization to come to by the majority of women he encountered. It didn't faze me. We were sluts and rewards. We fucked and sucked as needed, as directed. We took no personal relationship or connection from the encounters. We only took physical pleasure from them. We were adept at giving men climaxes and we enjoyed our orgasms.
Evan had been in Jerome's office for some time when Ty came out. Mom and I were in the kitchen putting together sandwiches, fruit, and iced tea. He said Jerome wanted us. We could guess what that meant but we followed Ty back. Going to see Jerome with one of his men generally meant a fuck or quick suck.
We entered Jerome's office and stood at the side of his desk. Evan turned to us as we stood naked except for the ever-present collars with the medallions. He unabashedly appraised our bodies, again, and ended with his eyes on our shaved cunts. Jerome smiled, both for the bold appraisal of us by Evan but also for the calm manner we accepted it.
"Evan has brought an issue to my attention," Jerome began. "There is a major convention coming to town. That's always a major opportunity for us. All these well-to-do middle to upper-income men arriving for days away from the scrutiny of their offices and wives. It's like they lose control without those constraints. Alcohol, drugs, and women. And we have all three." I nodded but waited. Jerome was in the business of serving up people's vices. That was clear to us. We were a part of that though it had generally been on the reward level. Generally. "We gear up for the influx of demand. Evan foresees issues on his side." He motioned to Evan who sighed. It was unusual for us to be brought into a meeting when they were discussing an issue. Ideas and solutions weren't our roles unless the solution was relieving stress and tension.
Evan sighed, again. I was getting the impression this man wasn't used to being asked to explain something to a woman. But, we were Jerome's women, not his. Although the general demand for prostitutes spikes during any convention in town, the experience with this particular one that came through every three to four years saw a high spike in the need for call girls. It seemed several companies used at least one night for closed hospitality suites for special entertainment of special clients. Evan didn't want to be caught short.
We listened quietly. I was getting aroused. It sounded like another gangbang opportunity. Mom responded by turning to Jerome. "What can we do, sir?"
Jerome smiled and turned to Evan with raised eyebrows as if to say, see? "Even whores have a pecking order, Jerome, you know that," Evan continued. "These two are new. It's a generous offer, Jerome. I know they are special to you. But, how do I put them at the top?" I saw Ty tense. Evan saw it, too. Evan put up his hand. "I'm not intending offense here. I know what good fucks they are. You've been very generous with them, Jerome. I'm just saying... look, you're right, of course. I know they are too good to dump onto the street or into a house and bump a couple others up. Fucking is fucking and these two are really good at it AND they interact well. But..."
The two men watched each other. I had the feeling Jerome was about to withdraw his offer of using us and an ongoing issue with Evan might be caused. I also knew Jerome thought highly of Evan, otherwise. He had run his business well.
"Sir," I interrupted the face-off, "maybe there is a solution." Both men looked at me and I saw a look of hope across Evan's face. "Perhaps we could prove ourselves. Would working as whores ease the conflict with the other women?"
Ty tensed and Jerome shook his head. Jerome blurted out, "No fucking way are you two going to be on the street!"
"Jerome," I gently but firmly replied, "thank you, but a solution is needed." I turned to Evan. "What if we worked in one of the houses?" Jerome was going to object, again, by Ty put his hand on his shoulder.
"You'd do that?" he asked. I stared back at him partially because it was a way to avoid looking at Jerome. "It would have to be enough to be noticed and the word to spread. And don't think it won't. You do well or you do bad, the word will spread." He worked up the nerve to consider Jerome. That was where he spoke next. "It would really help, Jerome. You know they would be great in the hospitality rooms." He considered. "Three houses. Three nice ones. They work three houses for a day at each."
Jerome leaned back into his chair. We could all see he didn't like it. Maybe I should have checked with mom, first. To me, though, it hadn't bothered either of us to be used for gang bangs and rewards for his men. Us working the hospitality suites was paying the organization and already would have made us whores, just higher priced ones. Besides, it might be interesting... even fun. We like cocks in any hole.
Jerome relented after receiving a confirming nod from mom. The conference was only a few weeks away. We would be starting at the first house in two days. Jerome wasn't entirely happy. Evan didn't get a fuck before leaving.
At dinner, that night, mom and I elected to wear sheer white baby-doll gowns with our thigh-high stocks and heels The gowns did nothing to hide our bodies but added an impression of teasing. The black collars stood out in stark contrast to our white outfit. Jerome was still in a sour mood.
"I just don't like it," he commented more calmly. "A bunch of damn whores are running us now?"
I looked at Ty who rolled his eyes. He was probably the only one who could get away with that. "Sir," I carefully intruded, "the women don't know anything about this. This can be a win for you and Evan." He stopped in mid-motion of bringing the fork of grilled chicken to his mouth. Ty was attentive now, too. "It is possible Evan was right about their reaction. If so, sending us to work in the houses shows consideration of them. We're immediately at the same level as them. As far as they are concerned, everybody, the boss's sluts included, go through the beginning phase."
He looked skeptical. "Sounds like using rosy paint over a shitty outhouse to me." He finally nodded and looked at Ty. "Let the right people know, Ty. No screw-ups. These two will do what's needed. Those watching over them better, too." Ty winked at both mom and me.
The night before we were to show up at the first house, I became nervous about it. "Maybe I should have kept my mouth shut," I shared with mom. We were in bed lightly stroking each other's bodies after a night of aggressive fucking by Jerome and Ty. "I'm afraid this will allow even Jerome and Ty to think of us as whores."
"Hmm... maybe," mom offered, "but I think it was always a possibility. What was going to happen if... when... they got tired of us? At least this way, you impressed Jerome... and Evan. I think Evan is grateful."
"I guess," I relented. "We don't even decide who we have sex with, anymore."
"Do you care?" mom asked back.
I giggled, "No." We laughed.
* * * *
Ty dropped us off at the first house we would be working. It was early and mom and I each had a carry-on-sized bag with the few items we would need for the next three days of being 'working girls'. Orientation, they called it. What was with an orientation, I mused to myself. I was already oriented to fucking.
I admit now that I had no idea what went into being a whore in a brothel. Movies and books did not do it justice. The process is quite controlled. Any customer coming to the door has an ID checked by a hostess or bouncer. Customers have the option of a lineup when all available sex workers (as they prefer to be called) come out, introduce themselves, and stand side by side. Otherwise, the customer can relax in a lounge area, have a drink and interact with the available sex workers.
It isn't just a bunch of bedrooms, either. Yes, mom and I were each assigned a bedroom and it was to be used for 'entertaining' but there are more options, though pricier. A tour can be provided of the options: jacuzzis, luxury suites, BDSM, etc. The whore (it sounds more real) negotiates a price based on the customer's interests and she isn't obligated to do anything she doesn't want, but not turning around enough tricks and money in a shift is bad, too. Those who don't perform well in the security of the house are turned out to the street where it isn't only more dangerous but also more controlled and demanding. The house sets a range for each environment and sex act.
Once it is booked and paid for, the whore gets a 'setup' which is a large sheet for the bed and a hand towel to clean himself after. Talking to some of the women during the orientation, mom and I were surprised that they can make some good money depending on how dedicated and patient they are. There is little control over how many guys come through and what they want and that is what sets how much they can generate in a day or night. Obviously, the organization takes the larger cut.



We also learn the term 'dirty hustling' which is when a woman unfairly tries to get a customer. One of the restrictions regarding that potential conflict between the women is not allowing any of the workers to prance around the lounge or lineup fully nude or flashing their tits and cunts. This now explains why the only things we were instructed to pack were stockings, heels, bras, thongs, and garters (if we used them which we didn't).
At the appointed time, mom and I were downstairs in the lounge area dressed just like most of the other women in lace bras and thongs, stockings, and heels. A few of the women had sheer lingerie covering, too. It was slow early but slowly would become busier. It seemed rare that a guy wanted the lineup. They seemed more inclined to relax in the lounge and drink while ogling and engaging the scantily clad women. It probably also served the same impulses as a strip club, I guessed.
My first customer was an old white guy who had to be in his 60s. I wasn't sure he'd be able to even get it up, but he was here and paying. He said he liked big tits. He only paid for a blow job. Back in my room, I sat him in a comfortable chair after dropping his pants. His little penis didn't seem even bigger than Ty's index finger. I took off my bra for him to fondle the tits he liked while I sucked him. He got hard which showed me what I needed to know and eventually climaxed, though that took some work.
The next two were straight missionary fucks. The third was cow-girl. After each, I went to the attached bathroom to clean out my cunt, redressed, and returned to the lounge. It was another slow moment but mom was there leaning against the bar waiting. We agreed this wasn't what we expected. Not in a bad way. Well, yeah, from a fucking and orgasm way it was a bad way. It lacked involvement and continuity. I hadn't yet orgasmed despite three fucks by little cocks. Maybe that's what happens when you become a slut to big black cocks.
From late afternoon into early evening, it continued like that. I had lost track, though I knew the house had an exact accounting of blowjobs, fucks, and anal. There were a couple guys who got me to an orgasm and I gave them an unpaid blowjob after as thanks. There were as many cocks as a gangbang but not near the enjoyment for me.
When I caught up with mom, again, I asked her about something I had been thinking. Yeah, my mind wandered during most of these fucks. She agreed since we weren't doing it for the money, anyway.
We sought out the house mistress in the lounge, "You know we're here to help Jerome. We're not here for the money and we don't want to have any conflict with the other girls (now that we'd been there for a while they had become 'girls' rather than 'whores'). We want our shares to be distributed to them."
She looked at us dumbstruck as if she couldn't comprehend doing this without pay. "You're fucking with me, right? You're special to Daddy so you're fucking with me?"
Mom and I looked at each other. "Daddy?" I asked, caught short by the use of the word.
She laughed. "All of us whores call him that because he does take very good care of us. And, yes, I was just like the rest of them." She studied us, her two new whores, then smiled. "You really aren't whores, are you?"
We shook our heads. A smile formed over my face. "We weren't before, anyway." She smiled back. "And," I quickly added, "we weren't fucking you about giving away our earnings, either."
"Damn," she mumbled. She walked away shaking her head like she still couldn't fathom it.
We smiled at each other as a man in a soft voice asked, "Did I hear you say 'mom'? Are you two related?" We confessed we were mother and daughter, though it had never been our intention to divulge that. "Damn," he responded and waved over two younger guys. "My sons," he said. He pointed to one, "My youngest just turned 18 and we're celebrating. This will be even better if you are okay with it. I mean, you know, father and sons with mother and daughter. Now, that's special."
Now we're getting somewhere, I thought. We moved as a group to my room. The air already had an odd mix of air freshener and sex. The father gave the youngest his choice and the young man shyly pointed at mom. I wasn't offended. Mom had probably encompassed a variety of fantasies for him: mature, old-young, and maybe even his mother. While mom undressed him and began sucking his cock, I did the same to the other two.
An exclamation from him was quickly followed by mom saying, "Don't worry. You're young and will respond back quickly. I won't charge for that one." I looked up at the father as I sucked his other son and stroked his cock, both now hard. He was smiling at his young son, then mouthed to me, 'thank you'.
I fucked both the father and older son or I should say they fucked me as they asked for a double penetration which I was very happy to oblige. They were all about average 6-inch cocks but in double penetration were very enjoyable for me, allowing me to reach a rare orgasm. Mom, meanwhile, was devoting her time to the youngest who did get hard again quickly and fucked her well.
After, the father asked if they could continue, recognizing the added cost. This time, the two sons double penetrated me with the youngest, the celebration son getting his first anal in the process.
The word seemed to be out after that: there was a mother-daughter team working. The novelty seemed to be a 'thing'. We became very busy the rest of the night and, frankly, the fucks became more interesting. We had more two and three-man groups who must have just formed in the lounge because some didn't seem to know each very well. Some of the girls started grousing about the attention we were getting until the house mistress set them straight.
It was late by the time mom and I gathered up clean sheets to sleep on for the night. Since we knew the process, Ty didn't pick us up until later in the morning for the drive to the next house. Ty quizzed us along the way. "Yeah," he commented, "it is amazing what turns guys on. By the way, we heard about what you're doing with your shares. Jerome and Evan are impressed... and grateful. Me, too, but I don't count."
I was sitting in the front with mom in the back. I reached over the center console and put a hand on his thigh, rubbing it up to his crotch. "Oh, yes, you do, sir." Mom giggled from the back seat.
"Anyway," he said, "you'd probably have the houses bidding for you two if you found it so interesting and you ever get tired of serving Jerome."
I laughed, "We only said it was interesting. You and Jerome, and your big black cocks, and the opportunities you provide are far more interesting and exciting."
Clearly having been teasing us, he chuckled, "I'll be sure to let Jerome know he's safe."
Two things of note happened at the next two houses: the mother-daughter word seemed to follow us and the first house must have referred guys on to the next which showed more enterprise vision than I would have expected; and, a group of guys from the drug side of the enterprise found us. Who would have thought an organization like that would have employee discounts... and at a prostitution house?
We had the same discussion with the next house mistress but she was less surprised. That word had moved ahead of us, too, it seemed. The girls were immediately friendly as Ty escorted us into the house. He gave each of us a kiss and pat on the ass before leaving.
One of the girls, black, bounced over to us, "Tell me," she bubbled, "is it true about him? I mean his..." Mom put her hands in front of her about 10-inches apart. "Fuck! I'd fuck for nothing, too, if that was available."
That night, besides the mother-daughter action, about a dozen Hispanics came in as a group and went straight for the house mistress while ignoring all the girls. Their leader had a quick talk with her and she pointed to where mom and I were standing. That turned the heads of the other eleven in our direction. The group's designated leader then counted out a wad of cash. Mom and I were about to get a gangbang. The question was where and that was solved by using the only large suite this house had. The guys were from the drug side of the enterprise and their boss had mentioned us from the 'reward' gangbang we had on the patio at Jerome's.
It was crude, but the leader commented, "When we heard you were here, well... fuck... how could we pass up the chance at Jerome's personal cunts?"
"And asses," I added excitedly.
"And mouths," mom added.
Mom and I stripped out of our bras and thongs to leave just the stockings and heels which was their preference. The guys stripped quickly and formed two tight circles with mom or me in the center of one each where we began sucking cock. There was a close range of sizes between 6 and 8-inches, some thinner and some thicker but all brown. I had a cock in my mouth and two in my hands as I rotated slowly around the circle but it didn't take long for all of them to be hard.
I had a couple solo fucks, cunt or ass. Then, it moved to double penetrations. Always, though, I had a cock in my mouth. We hadn't negotiated this session. This was the house but we were told by the mistress these guys had us for as long as they wanted. That was the wad of cash.
After a gangbang I find I am always kind of curious about how many cocks had used my holes and mouth but during them, I am too consumed by the physical and psychological stimulation to care. That was true with these guys, again.
When a cock in my ass climaxed, another was quickly there to take its place and plunged into my gaping asshole as if it were my cunt. If a cock in my cunt climaxed and I was straddling the guy, I was rolled to the side, the cock leaving me while still anchored by the cock in my ass and another cock plunged into my gaping cunt. Cocks were constantly presented to my mouth. Some even came in my mouth or pulled out to coat my face or body but not many. They seemed to want my holes which quickly became overflowing with spent cum.
After a time, every cock coming to my mouth was coated with spent fluids, cum, and orgasmic juice from mom or me. If I couldn't have a big cock that seemed to stimulate every inch of my cunt or ass, multiple cocks were the answer for me. Orgasms came rapidly and often. The constant and urgent and powerful fucking of cocks into my holes in a gangbang seems frenzied in nature. Something about a willing slut and the stimulation of action all around.
I could only guess that every guy came at least two or three times in mom or me. Who could count? Why count? If I could keep track of the cocks, climaxes, or orgasms, it would surly indicate I hadn't enjoyed what was a mind-blowing opportunity.
* * * *
I woke up momentarily disoriented. Ty had picked us up immediately after our last shift. Well... immediately after our last shift and very thorough shower. The house was dark and quiet when we entered and mom and I fell into bed exhausted. Mom was spooned tightly into my back, her large breasts pressed into my back, and one of her hands limply covering my breast. Light shining in through a gap in the curtains quickly allowed my brain to recognize our bedroom in Jerome's house.
I sighed with contentment, pressed back a little more into mom's body, and held her draped arm and hand tightly around me. By all indications, our efforts were a success. Three days in brothel houses and we gained some interesting experiences. Hopefully, it had also stepped Evan closer to the resolution of his problem.
"I suppose we should get up," mom mumbled into my shoulder.
I rolled to face her and pulled her on top of me, our naked, well-used bodies against each other. I began kissing her on the mouth and the kisses became hungrier and returned in equal passion.
"I love... you, mom," I softly exclaimed into her mouth. "Thank you for... bringing me... along this journey."
She showered me with kisses, too. "I feel... it has been... a shared journey." Me, too. It would never have happened, though, if not for those earlier times of letting me catch her enjoying those big cocks.
* * * *
"Good morning, sir," mom greeted Jerome as we exited the house for the back patio with our coffee. It was late morning but there was a fresh pot of coffee waiting for us.
"Good morning, Daddy," I tentatively offered trying it out. I remembered how the girls referred to Jerome. It did feel different. Using 'Jerome' felt nearly equal to him; using 'sir' gave him authority, but using 'Daddy' felt like a much deeper control given to him. I knew it now; I felt it firmly within me. Mom wanted control over her but I wanted much more than that but what that meant was still just below the surface of my clear awareness.
"It is, indeed, my sluts," he said after receiving each of our kisses before we sat down at the wrought iron table with him. He looked at me intently after hearing what I called him. He was clearly aware of the term and was now curious about my using it. But, he let it go. "I got off a phone call a short time ago from Evan." He looked across at us. He had a very big smile on his face. "Evan is a very happy man. The house on the first night had one of its best nights. The second and third houses each set new records for sales." That was news to us. "And, the girls at all three houses are quite pleased, too, it seems." He looked intently at us. "Why did you do that?"
"It seemed the right thing," mom offered.
"You provide for us here, sir. Our needs are met," I added. "Besides, sir, the idea was to share the experience and win the girls over. We did that."
He laughed and nodded. "You did, indeed. It seems from Evan on down to the girls, you're welcome back anytime."
* * * *
Mom and I walked down the hallway of the top floor of the Hyatt following Ty a few steps ahead. The top floor was where all the expensive suites were located. We had spent three days/nights as whores in brothels, and now Ty was leading us to our first experience as high-priced call-girls for a private party.
We were both wearing elegantly cut wrap dresses secured at the waist. We wore nothing underneath but thigh-high stockings and heels. We attracted a lot of attention when we walked through the lobby to the elevator bank. The material was silky and loosely draped around us. Our hard nipples showed through, our large breasts seemed to be free to do their own thing, and the skirt, though modest of length, gaped easily and nearly to our crotch.
Ty knocked and the door opened within a few heartbeats. And, mine was beating quite hard. Was this different? I'm a slut, been fucked by many men, gangbanged, became a whore, fucked by many, many more men, gangbanged more, and now this. However men were inside, how would this be different? For one thing, this was costing someone many thousands of dollars for this night with mom and me. We knew the price had gone up when Evan had suggested a mother-daughter team and he heard the excitement in the man's voice. Ty only said this night might set a new record for a single night. As the door opened and I saw a well-dressed, attractive man, I told myself it was only money and not mine so just enjoy being fucked.
Ty walked in ahead of us, scoped out the setting, and told the man he would be downstairs to take us away at the end. What he didn't tell the man was mom and I both were wearing newly modified collars with a metallic silver spade above the attachment for our slut medallions. If we pressed and held the small decoration, it made a connection and sent a signal to Ty. We were only to use it if we were in danger. Small things.
Satisfied, Ty nodded to us and we unfastened the lone catch of our dresses and we were naked. In the room were six men, all well-dressed but without jackets and ties. All were white, ranging from the mid-40s to upper-50s, and trim to... not so trim.
We were asked to freshen their drinks. There was a lone bottle of Gentleman Jack opened. We took their glasses, refilled, and returned them. Our naked bodies were felt, groped, and probed. They seemed intent on taking this slow and enjoying our naked presence but their quickly growing intensity of groping belied that it would last long before this began to ramp up.
I needed cock. Their groping only inflamed my need. I sank to the carpeted floor and released the first cock. It's like most cocks but it was a cock. I took it into my mouth and sucked. Two more cocks were suddenly there and I took them in my hands. Mom was doing the same.
Something happened during the three days in the prostitution houses. I didn't realize it at the time or immediately after. Three days of fucking. Mom had been relieved for it to end, she had been maxed out. So I didn't say anything to her or anyone. Something happen that I couldn't explain or recognize. A hidden switch had been activated within me. I hadn't been maxed out like mom. Instead, it had released a whole new level of desire and need for cock, cum, and orgasms. At home, when not being fucked by Jerome or Ty or other men who came to the house, I privately masturbated, walked around with a vibrating egg inside, or fucked on a dildo. The new need concerned me but I assumed it was just a temporary result of being at the houses. Six men will help.
The man who let us into the suite stood mom and led her into the bedroom. That left me with five men, five now naked men with hard cocks. I pushed one onto the couch and straddled him, my knees on the cushions on either side of him. I grabbed his cock and sank down over it. He gasped and moaned as my hot, wet, clenching cunt encased his cock. I kissed him hard as I moved up and down.
I looked over my shoulder, "Make me air-tight. Lotion in... bathroom... fuck my ass," I gasped. While one hurried to the bathroom for the small bottle of lotion there, another brought his cock to my mouth. I was intent on the two cocks when my asshole was probed with a slick finger. I sighed around the cock in my mouth. Yes, do it, I mentally encouraged whoever it was.
The cock eased into my asshole. I wanted to yell at him to hurry and fuck me. I take big black cocks there, I wanted to yell. I don't, of course. I'm a slut. I give pleasure. But... I needed so much, too.
Another man sat on the sofa next to the first. Somehow, without the cock in my ass coming out, I moved to the next man and a new man in my mouth and throat. The cock in my ass disappeared and a new one plunged in. I orgasmed first, of course, as they changed out and rotated. When I moved to the side for another cock in my cunt, the rotation happened, too.
After some rotations, they started to cum, to fill holes with cum. First in my ass, then in my cunt. They changed repeatedly in my mouth but seemed intent to cum in my other two holes. After five climaxes in my cunt or ass, there was a pause.
Mom was sucking the sixth guy hard, again. I was still sitting on the last cock in my cunt when the sixth came to ram his cock into my gaping ass. The man under me gasped and moaned. My ass was being fucked aggressively and it was a little bigger. Another orgasm was rising and, at the same time, I could feel the cock in my cunt growing from the stimulation of the cock in my ass sliding over it.
The cock in my ass spewed cum to join the other deposits there and withdrew. I felt another drive into my ass and I looked around to find mom sucking cock hard to fuck me more. The men were recovering amazingly fast and it wasn't until later that they confessed to using Viagra.
During the conference week, mom and I were sent to more suites with similar results. One night had ten men and mom fucked two before settling into being a fluffer for them to fuck me over and over. I loved it.
As we cuddled in bed, mom confessed she was glad the conference week was over. Not me. I wished it could go on and on. Just like working the houses, I loved the number of cocks and cum. It was clear my descent was continuing and there was nothing negative about that. It was what it was. I thought about 'Jerome' and 'sir' and 'Daddy'. My sleep-craving mind made the appraisal easier: I pushed the other two away and wrapped 'Daddy' around me as I drifted into sleep. I wanted more than mere control.
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CHAPTER 6: OWNED & TRAINED
A couple weeks after the conference activity, life seemed to return to what it had been. Strangely, I missed what it had been during that time. All the fucking, the gangbangs, and the exhibitionism. Our routine had returned to regular fucking from Jerome and Ty every day by cunt, ass, and deep throat. There was still the random fucking of other men as 'rewards', by Jerome's expression.
Mom was in Jerome's bed licking and playing with his big cock after another fuck. I was in Ty's lap in a chair, on his big cock in my cunt facing the bed. It felt so good inside me after our fuck. Despite its softening, it was big enough to still feel like it filled me, and the slow softening and shrinking felt erotic.
"I have an appointment set for you both tomorrow," Jerome casually informed us.
"Mmmm hmmm," mom absently mumbled in response around his black cock.
I was even less curious. I was intent on squeezing Ty's cock with my cunt and was feeling it responding inside me. Whatever it was Daddy wanted (yes, 'Daddy' felt right) from us was good at this point: from fucking some random guy to helping at one of the houses, it didn't matter.
* * * *
Ty was driving with Daddy in the front seat. Mom and I were in the back. We were dressed slutty, of course. The tank tops we wore were tight with nearly no back and the front left the sides of our tits exposed and free to move. Our skirts were pleated and 'cheerleader-short' so our ass-cheeks were barely covered standing straight. The material was light enough that a breeze could lift it. We wore no underwear, of course. Underwear was no longer allowed but with the rare exception given by Daddy.
Ty stopped and diagonally parked on the street in the renovated old downtown district. The district was very popular on weekends and people were swarming the sidewalks and jaywalking as they visited the various shops, stores, restaurants, and bars. It was impossible to exit the car without the tiny skirt sliding over our hips and flashing our bare cunts to anyone glancing our way. We'd been trained to never smooth or tug our clothes for covering but to allow them to fall naturally. Sometimes that took a few steps. And, despite not being allowed clothes in Daddy's house or yard or working days nearly naked in brothels or fucking groups of men for hours, being naked in public (a club or street setting) was still embarrassing as people stared with lust or disgust. The five-inch heels we wore were certain to cause our unrestrained tits to bounce and sway.
We followed behind them for a full block before they stopped at a restaurant with a small section of tables outside in full view of the sidewalk. We beat the lunch rush, apparently, and had the pick of tables. Daddy indicated to the hostess, who glanced disapprovingly at mom and me, that he wanted a table near the railing separating the sidewalk from the outdoor seating.
When I sat, I felt the vinyl covering on my bare ass. Another part of our training immediately kicked in: we are not allowed lady-like sitting which means no crossed legs or tightly held knees. Our knees were to be relaxed and that resulted in being parted. In these skirts, it meant our shaved cunts would frequently be exposed to any probing eyes.
"You're aroused, slut."
I looked up from the salad I was eating. Maintaining our weight and fitness was critical. "Of course, Daddy," I replied knowing he was referring to my erect nipples pressing against the thin material of the tank top.
"Is your cunt wet, too," he asked with seeming no regard for the people around us.
"Of course, Daddy, aren't I always ready for you and Ty?" I confirmed.
"What about you, slut?" and I knew he had turned his attention to mom.
"You know I am, sir," came her reply. He smiled at the two of us and glanced at Ty who returned the smile. I had the feeling their silent communication had less to do with our exposure in public and our reaction to it and more to do with our responses. It wasn't lost on any of us that I was transitioning further and my shift of reference from 'sir' to 'Daddy' for Jerome was an indicator.
"You both are getting two tattoos in a moment." He indicated across the street where I now saw a shop advertising tattoos and piercings. I already had several tattoos but this would be the first for mom who was still unmarked. There was an almost unnoticed flinch in her reaction but quickly followed with a nod of acceptance. I was pretty sure it wasn't going to be some dainty rose.
As we jaywalked across the street, two things happened during the short trip: a gust of wind came down the street and the traffic required us to jog halfway. The wind lifted our skirts over our hips and the jog bounced our large tits. Both of which were like flashing neon lights drawing attention to us.
Daddy and Ty shook hands with a rough-looking Hispanic man of average height and build. The man looked at us as a short conversation ensued. He smiled and nodded his understanding and led the way to the back where a reclinable chair and equipment waited and a curtain that could provide some privacy.
"The curtain won't be necessary," Daddy said. The man gave us leering smiles that had plenty of meaning. I just didn't know what the meaning was ... yet.
The man said, "Strip." That was unexpected. We had so much skin exposed, already. And, we were in a public shop that anyone could enter at any moment. The command produced no reaction from Daddy, however. I quickly released the catch at the side of the skirt and pushed it over my hips to the floor, then pulled the thin tank top up and over my head. Mom followed a moment behind me.
The man pointed at the chair and I didn't hesitate. Once in the chair, he released a lever on the side and the back fell down so I was reclined on my back. He and Daddy reviewed some sketches on paper before a decision was made. The man asked where it would be put and Daddy tapped the inside of my thighs and I opened them. He put his index finger just above my pussy, just above my clit. The man prepared the stencil and pressed it on my lower abdomen. Daddy shook his head and marked the spot again much lower. The marks were washed off and reapplied. I raised my head and saw the bottom of the mark an inch above my clit. Even upside down I read the single four letters in an elaborate two-inch script, 'SLUT'.
Pulling my skin taut, he pressed on my clit and pulled. After a moment, he slipped the index finger inside my cunt, the thumb on my clit, and pulled. The sharp sting of the needle combined with the finger moving slightly inside and thumb pressing firmly on my clit was stimulating. After he completed that, a three-inch ace of spades was put on my left leg just above my ankle. After being treated with ointment and covered with gauze, I stood up and mom took my place. For her, being permanently marked as a slut was magnified by it being her first.
As mom's same tattoos were being applied, "Sir?" I asked quietly of Ty while still standing naked. "I notice he has the same tattoo on his neck as the men in the drug group."
The tattoo image was grotesque and threatening. It was a skull with the last fragments of hanging skin and the appearance of curved goat horns that gave the impression of a devil. But the horns weren't horns, at all. A large snake was wrapped around the base of the skull, the tail curled on one side and the head similarly curled on the other. Two symbols appear on the snake's body: Alpha and Omega. The beginning and the end. It looks like the devil, a fallen angel, but it is really a snake ready to strike and end your life symbolized by the skull?
"Diablo, the devil," Ty said with a nod. "That man was a high leader in the Diablos." I looked at him inquisitively and I saw him check with Daddy who nodded. "The Diablos were a fierce drug gang. This man assisted Jerome in a hostile take-over."
"Hostile?" I asked. "How ...?" Was I finally getting details of the organization?
"A meeting was called of the gang. We entered their warehouse. This man vouched for us and led the leader away from the rest of the gang to us. It was an execution."
"You?" He nodded. I knew he often carried a gun in the back of his pants. I asked about that detail. I couldn't believe I was being told so much. He shook his head. What he carried was a 45 semi-automatic. It would blow a hole clear through a man from any distance. This was up close and personal to be effective in taking the gang. He used a.22 mm. It would enter the brain, lose power, bounce off the other side, and ricochet back. Gruesome, I thought. So Daddy killed to take over that business. And Ty was the weapon. Did it matter? Not in the slightest. I was Daddy's and somehow this knowledge seemed to correspond to my continued descent as a slut. The Diablos were a very dangerous gang ... and Daddy and Ty, by themselves, took them over.
* * * *
Mom and I were in the fitness room. The hired trainer had worked us heavily on the weight resistance equipment. The sessions were always very erotic. Squats, bench presses, etc. required legs to be spread for support and we were always on display to the trainer. Afterward, he chose me to fuck which was another plus. Mom left the room and I later discovered her in a serious talk with Daddy in his office.
* * * *
"Sir?" mom asked from the open door. Jerome motioned her in and she stood naked with legs parted to shoulder width in front of his desk. Our legs were always parted to allow a view of our cunts.
"What's troubling you, Maiti?" Despite being sluts for him, he was still in tune with emotions which was the reason for him using her name rather than 'slut'.
"She's slipping deeper into compliance, sir. She's becoming less and less comfortable in asking for what she wants."
"You mean, Emma?" he asked to be sure. "Explain. What is she uncomfortable about? Is she uncomfortable with what is happening?"
"Sir, no, sir. She only wants to respond."
"Respond," he asked confused. "What does she want?"
"She wants more, sir," she replied.
He chuckled, "More than being a slut?" Mom didn't join him in the laughing. "You're serious."
"Yes, sir." She took a breath. "She wants a lot more. I think she thinks she wants to be a cum-dump, a fuck-toy for cocks." She took another breath. "I just don't know... I mean she's talking that she doesn't seem to get enough orgasms. She's becoming hungrier and hungrier for more cum and more orgasms."
He studied her. He gazed over her naked body. His eyes fell on her new tattoo over her cunt which boldly pronounced her as a slut along with the ace of spades tattoo and the medallion hanging from the collar. She knew there was probably evidence on the insides of her slightly parted thighs of the fucking she had just received from the trainer. This same woman, a mother, was professing that her daughter wants to be more than a slut; something deeper than a slut.
"You're sure about this, Maiti? This is your daughter, Emma." When was the last time he had used both of their names, she wondered. Did it mean he cared? He made them his sluts but did he still care?
"I know. Believe me, I know."
"You brought this to me. Why?" he asked. She fell silent. He was going to make her say it, to tell him what she wanted him to do. "Tell me. Tell me what you want me to do with your daughter."
"A cum-dump, cock-hungry, fuck-toy," she blurted out. God help her. "I want her happy, sir. Please. You've seen her, I know. She can't help touching herself. She needs more, even rougher."
"You?" he asked.
She shook her head, "No ... no, I need cock but not like that. She's gone past me in what she wants."
"You want me to make her into a ... to use your words ... a cum-dump, cock-hungry, fuck-toy." She nodded. "We'll see." He pushed his chair back from his desk. "Suck my cock, slut."
Dutifully, she moved quickly around the desk and went to her knees before him. She loosened his belt and pants, then pulled them down with his underwear as he lifted his butt off the chair. She quickly took his long black cock in her hands and began licking and kissing it up and down the length. She felt it hardening as she took the bulbous head into her mouth. She positioned herself to better take the long, hardening cock further into her mouth, preparing to take it into her throat. 'No cock sucking was real without the throat being used' he had instructed them both from the beginning.
"Don't take your mouth from my cock, slut," he said unexpectedly. Why would he even think that, she wondered? Then, "Slut!" he called suddenly. But it wasn't for her, this time. Emma must have walked past. "Go find Ty. I want to see both of you."
* * * *
I was looking for mom after my fuck with the trainer. The last time I saw her, she was leaving as I was about to be fucked by the trainer. As I walked down the short hallway from the training room, I heard Daddy call from his office. I stopped at his voice, of course. I looked into the office to see mom on her knees sucking Daddy's cock.
I found Ty and followed a couple steps behind him to the office. Entering, mom was still sucking his hard, black cock. It was a very hard, very long, very black cock glistening with her saliva. My cunt was drooling. Mom never paused or hesitated at our arrival. Instead, her throat bulged as she took Daddy's cock into it. One of my hands unconsciously went to an erect nipple while the other slid over the new tattoo to stroke through my cunt lips.
Daddy was watching my hands on my body and a lewd smile formed on his face. "Your mother was just telling me some interesting things, slut." I raised my eyes from mom taking his cock deep in her mouth and back to his face. It was hard but Daddy was speaking to me. "She was telling me you aren't happy being my slut."
"Oh, God, NO!" I exclaimed in shock. "Why would she say that, Daddy?" I gasped in shock. "Don't you know how much I love you and your wonderful cock? And Ty's?" I asked adding with a turn of my head to Ty sitting in a chair next to where I stood. "Don't you know how much I love the way your cocks fuck my cunt, ass, and throat?"
Daddy and Ty both chuckled. Ty's hand wormed up the inside of my leg and a finger slid right into my dripping cunt. I parted my legs a bit further to give him better access.
"She's dripping, Jerome," Ty announced as a second finger was thrust into me. His two fingers were thicker than most cocks I fuck. "What's this about?"
Daddy nodded, "Of course, she's dripping," he replied. "She's the hungriest slut we've ever seen. Even hungrier than her slut mother." He was talking to Ty. Mom was sucking his cock and I was being finger-fucked. What's new? "The hungriest slut ..." he continued with a smile "... which is what Maiti here was discussing with me. Know what she really said to me, Ty?" Ty shook his head, his interest piqued. Not that that interest slowed his fingers thrusting into me. "Maiti actually said her slut daughter isn't happy being JUST a slut. Emma here, she said, wants more ... more than being our slut."
I saw mom's head pause only a moment at hearing that. Ty's fingers didn't pause, though. "More than our slut," Ty repeated. "What does that even mean?" he asked.
"Exactly what I wondered," Daddy added. "Emma?" I had closed my eyes with the stimulation of the fingers. I quickly popped them open. "Your mother told me you want to be a cum-dump, a cock-hungry, fuck-toy for cocks."
I looked down at mom's head which had again paused. She repeated my frustrated comments? She repeated the deep-down desires I expressed while cuddled in her arms late at night? She repeated my confessions?
"She also said," Daddy continued, "that you have slid deep into a state of compliance that is making it more difficult for you to ask for what you desire and need. Then she said, you only want to respond to demands on you." I gazed at him. My knees were flexing to lower my cunt to the thrusting fingers. He saw it, too. "Is your mother wrong?" I shook my head without hesitation. No, she wasn't wrong. Thank God she came to him for me. "Don't shake your head, slut! Tell me."
"Sorry, Daddy. No, she's not wrong. That is what I have expressed to her. Something happened, Daddy. Something wonderful and frustrating, too. Something during the brothels, conference suites, earning money for you fucking, all the cocks, the demeaning displays, and wanton use of me. Then the tattoos ... OH GOD ..." He was still watching me, still waiting. I had said a lot but not everything. "Daddy ... I love you. I will do anything you want me to do, you know that, right? I will be whatever you want me to be. Whatever frustration I might feel is unimportant, Daddy. I was only expressing myself to mom like a daughter should be able to."
"I understand all that, slut," he said. I gasped and he smiled at the reason. Ty had just added a third finger into my cunt. I'd give anything for those fingers to be his big cock. "Slut!" He had seen my eyes drift off and I popped them back to him. "Tell me, if I was inclined to give you what you want, what would that be? Tell me yourself."
"Daddy, I love you!" I gasped as Ty's thumb pressed on my clit. "I love being your slut. I love sharing this life with mom pleasing your cocks and your wishes. But ... maybe ... if I could be more for you ... more than your slut ... maybe ... maybe you might have a use for a ... yes ... for a cum-dump ... a fuck-toy ... a three-hole cum-dump fuck-toy at your disposal." I sagged and I felt the fingers sink deeper and the thumb press even firmer on my clit. But, it felt wonderful. Not just the fingers and thumb but the release of weight that seemed to compress me constantly. I said it and it was in the open now.
Mom was still sucking his cock. She must have been told not to let him cum but to be occupied. Ty was pacing my arousal, too. Daddy was quiet, thinking.
Finally, "Emma," he began and I looked expectantly, "I can give you this but you need to understand there is a price for you. Slut to cum-dump is a big change. When I have given you to men so far, they use respect because you are my slut. Their respect for me is reflected on you when they use you. A cum-dump is ..." he shrugged, "is nothing. A cum-dump is merely holes to be filled with cock and cum, holes to be used or abused. Respect goes away. Men will be free to do with you as they wish. Is this truly what you desire? You truly wish to give your body over to me to be used in any way imaginable?"
I nodded, then thought he would require a verbal response. "Yes, Daddy. Yes, that is what I want. I want you to have all of me fully."
He studied me, then glanced down at my mom. He put a hand under her chin and raised her mouth off his cock. His cock shined with saliva from her mouth and throat. Saliva covered her lower face and hung on her chin which she absently wiped away with the back of her hand.
"You heard all that, Maiti. She expressed exactly what you said. You heard her. She will live with any frustration if I want her to remain my slut. You decide, Maiti. Do we keep her as she is or proceed and train her for what would be coming? You're the mother, Maiti. What do I do?"
Mom looked at me as I continued to be fucked by three fingers. Her hand stroked up and down the cock that had moments before been in her throat. I could see that conflict in her. She was always a wonderful mom, always caring about my needs and helping me if she could. She, too, was the one who brought me into this life, a life beginning with big, black cocks and now so many black and brown cocks. But this? Unexpectedly, she released the cock and stood. She stopped in front of me, her hands taking my face in them.
"Are you sure, Emma? Are you truly sure?" she asked desperately.
I took her face in my hands and kissed her passionately. "Yes, mom. Please let me have this."



She kissed me back, then turned and went back to her knees and took Daddy's cock back in her hand. She looked up at him, "Yes, sir. That's what she wants. But, sir ... can she be your cum-dump?"
I watched him softly stroke mom's cheek and give her a soft smile. "She will remain mine, but ... as a cum-dump ... that might be a minor consolation." He then turned his attention back to me, "Being my slut you had a degree of free will. You now want to give yourself to me fully to be used as a fuck-toy by whoever and however. You will be virtually OWNED. Things will be done to you without regard to your wishes or desires or wants. Do you understand?"
"Yes, Daddy! Please. I give myself to you. Make me a fuck-toy to be used by any and all men you wish for me to be used by. I want your ownership, Daddy."
He turned to Ty, "Any ideas how this is done?"
Ty didn't answer right away. He pulled his fingers from my cunt, opened his pants, and slid them to his knees, then pulled me over his legs and sat me down over his big black cock. I moaned. Finally.
"Sorry," he laughed. "All this talk about cum-dumps and fuck-toys. No, Jerome, I don't. I would imagine Jose does, though." I knew Jose. He was the boss on the drug side. The leader of the Diablos. He was here frequently for business which meant mom or I had fucked him frequently. "Before you took over the Diablos, you know what they were like. In truth, I think they are much the same now, only with more control of their actions. I would think they have experience in turning women into their cum-dumps." I didn't doubt it. Even as Daddy's sluts, those men revealed a different tendency toward crude, aggressive fucking.
I saw Daddy's s eyes drop to my white cunt sliding up and down over Ty's black cock. He nodded as if accepting how to proceed. Then, "Okay, slut, now me, too." The words were clear. He was ready for mom to fuck him. Which she immediately did in the same position as me.
* * * *
Daddy made me responsible for the door. That meant always greeting whoever appeared while completely naked. It was lost on nobody that the medallion hanging from my collar and the tattoo above my cunt marked me as a slut. The tattoo above my ankle marked me as a black cock slut but clearly was a slut for all cock.
"Good morning, sir," I greeted a man at the door I didn't think I had ever seen before but he wore the Diablo tattoo on his neck so I knew he was part of Jose's group.
His eyes took in my exposed body boldly. He appraised my large tits and seemed to watch as my nipples hardened under the attention. Then, his gaze wandered down to the tattoo and my cunt just visible by my slightly parted legs.
"Jerome is expecting me," he offered. I nodded and asked him to follow me to his office in the back. From behind, I heard, "You're the cunt who is going to become the cum-dump?" I shivered before turning my head enough to show him my nod.
"Daddy?" I stopped at his office door. "Someone to see you." As the man passed me into the office, his hand smacked my ass before sliding up my side and caressing the tit.
"Stay here, slut," Daddy said. "This is about you." He turned to the man with the tattoo who was of average height and build, brown-skinned with black hair. Clearly Hispanic like most of the Diablos. He was maybe early 30's. "What do you think, Diego, will she make a good cum-dump, a good fuck-toy?"
He gazed in my direction, again. "I don't know, Mr. Jerome, I haven't tried her to know. She's got nice tits to hang onto, for sure. You know better, Mr. Jerome. Is she a good fuck?"
"A very good fuck. But, don't worry, Diego, you'll have plenty of opportunities to fuck her. Her slut mother, too, if you want." Diego leered at me and I could see his mind working on how he might want to use my body. I shivered, again. They were talking about me like I was merely a dumb piece of meat. It's what I would be, though. "So, tell me," Daddy continued, "were you able to do anything with my idea?"
"Mr. Jerome, that was one nasty idea," Diego replied. What idea, I wondered. "Yes, I have some sketches for you and how it will actually work. I think we should consider a couple extras, though." He pulled some folded drawings from inside his leather vest. As he did, I saw his handgun. He spread the sheets in front of Daddy.
"Slut, you might want to see this. Diego is going to manage your training. He is also a master mechanic with steel, welding, gears, and motors. It looks like he has designed a very devious training aid for you."
I stepped to the side of the desk but couldn't make sense of it. Diego added, "The idea is yours, sir. I'll just make it work. But, I can't wait to see it working."
He went on to describe to Daddy how the device would work. There was a metal tube attached to a raised metal platform. The platform was three-feet square. The length of the metal tube wasn't dimensioned. He explained that he needed to make some measurements for it to be final. On top of the metal tube was a rubber cup, round side up. Then there appeared to be another rod coming out of it. The second drawing was a blow-up of the cup section. I gasped. The other rod was a dildo. The third drawing showed mechanisms under the platform and in the tube. It was beginning to sink into what I was seeing.
"You have the stroke figured out?" Daddy asked.
Diego smiled and looked directly at me, then my cunt. "No ... I need to know how deep her cunt is. In her training, we don't want to damage her. I think it should be about a couple inches shorter than her cunt."
Daddy leaned back in his chair and smiled at me. "Then make it 8 or 9-inches, Diego."
"That's ... that's a lot."
"She's used to a couple inches more than that, aren't you, slut? You are, of course, welcome to do your own measurements. In fact, you just do that." He turned to me. "What's your longest dildo?"
"Uhmm ... I think 9-inches," I replied. Measurements? He's going to measure inside my cunt? What is this thing? And, how does it help with my training? Daddy told me to get it and I ran out of the office and returned in a couple minutes, slightly out of breath, and tits bouncing. My running through the house drew the interest of Ty and mom who were now joining us.
"Do you have some lubricant?" Diego asked.
Daddy laughed, "I'll bet anything the slut is wet."
Diego looked at me and I stepped up to him with legs parted wider. He moved a hand between my legs, a finger easily sliding into my hole. He smiled. He reached to his belt and came back with a metal ruler. He pulled more than a foot out and abruptly pressed it into my cunt. I gasped as the cool metal slid inside. He jammed it up tight and held it there so he could put his thumb and index finger at the location it exited me. He read the measurement, noted it on a drawing, then caressed my exposed cunt.
"You are a hot cunt, aren't you?" It was more of a statement than a question.
He then took up the dildo, black, of course. He measured the length, brought it to my cunt, and jammed it powerfully inside. The base jammed into my lips and clit causing me to loudly gasp and moan. He was satisfied. The dildo didn't hit at the top of my cunt. He was debating between 8 and 9-inch strokes. Now it was clear what that was: the distance the dildo would move inside me. He settled on 8-inches. Daddy asked why. He replied that they will also need some extra support for me in case I become weak. It wouldn't be good to lose a perfectly good cum-dump because she impaled herself. The final measurement was from the floor to the entrance to my cunt. Of course, he fumbled several times with his knuckles prodding my clit.
Impaled myself. Passed out. Enough orgasms.
I had assumed the raised base platform was just to house gears and motors. I was wrong. The truly devious part of the contraption was that I would be standing on the platform with the tube and dildo inside my cunt. And I would be imprisoned. Without being tied or chained, I couldn't get myself off it. It was too high for me to get off my tip-toes and standing on the base meant I couldn't tilt the unit to get off. I would be stuck, fixed in place with a dildo stroking inside me. For how long? God, I thought, long enough that he was concerned I might pass out?
"Excellent, Diego. I love it. How long do you think." I half expected to see Daddy rubbing his hands together.
"I have everything. Now I have the measurements. So, I think, two days to put it together and another to paint it."
"Good, Diego. You've done well with this. I can't wait to see the slut impaled on it." Daddy turned to me. "I asked Jose about training a cum-dump and he recommended Diego here so he's in charge." I nodded. A man who was recommended from that group ... what kind of ideas could he come up with. "What he says goes. You will respond to him as you do to me."
"Yes, Daddy."
"You wanted this, Emma. Last chance." I shook my head emphatically. My heart was pounding so hard it seemed to muffle my ears. They were talking back and forth for another few minutes until they both stood. Everyone stepped back. I had forgotten mom and Ty were watching all this, too. Daddy passed and Diego grabbed a nipple and tugged me behind him. I was pulled to the exercise room where Daddy was indicating the large cleared center area on rubber floor mats.
"Good," Diego stated, "there is good room for several people at once and the mat will make it easy for the cunt to clean up the dripped cum." He laughed, "That's one of the reasons for the rubber cup at the top: to keep her dripping cum from getting into the mechanisms." He thought that was funny. Mom mumbled something about cleaning supplies. That focused his attention on mom, maybe for the first time. He stepped in front of her and boldly took a nipple in his fingers and squeezed hard enough to bring pain. Then he thrust two fingers into her cunt. "But not this one?" he asked. Daddy said no. Diego turned back to me, slapped my ass, then my tits. "No matter. This one will get used that much more." He looked into my eyes, "Cleaning supplies, yes, but first you will clean man cum and your cum from the floor and the device with your tongue, do you understand, cunt?" I nodded. It was strange. I already sensed how demeaning and degrading it was all going to be but at the same time, my body tingled with surging arousal. It scare me but excited me.
Daddy left me. He led the others out of the room and I was alone with this man, with this man who would take me on the journey I had professed to desire. My fate was sealed now. Daddy gave me a last chance and I was adamant. Would it be what I imagined? Worse? Or better?
"On your knees, cunt!" I dropped my knees before him and lowered my eyes in response to the firm, commanding voice. He grabbed my hair and tilted my head to look up at him. "You won't be a slave, cunt. I don't care where your eyes are. All I care about are your three holes: your cunt, asshole, and throat. Do you understand?" I nodded and said I did. "I don't need to hear you, cunt. I know as a slut he wanted to hear your confirmation. You're not a slut with any will, any longer. Your throat is not for words but for cocks. Do you understand?" This time I merely nodded. "You learn quick, good." With his hand still grasping my hair, he stared down into my eyes. Even when Daddy and Ty firmly fucked me, I never felt anything like what I saw in this man's eyes and expression. "Time to feel your holes around my cock. Time to see if you are worth my time, cunt."
Worth his time?!? I'll show him! I opened his jeans and yanked them down to his knees. When I yanked his underwear down, everything changed. He was big. A big, brown cock. If not quite as big as Daddy, but, as big as Ty. And, just as thick. I smiled up at him and was greeted with a slap across the face that stung as much as anything had in a long time.
"I know it is big, cunt. Get something through your head right now. My cock, any cock, is not for your enjoyment. You, all your holes, are for the enjoyment of my cock and any other cock."
I grabbed his cock with my lips and took it into my mouth. Sure, sure, I thought to myself. He could say what he will and I understood it was establishing an attitude and I would become as compliant as he wanted me and become naturally so in time, but ... but I also knew my body and cocks were definitely my enjoyment.
After several strokes of my mouth over his cock, it was getting hard. I smiled internally at his quick response to my sucking. As it became harder, I pressed the head into the opening to my throat and I heard him groan. I thrust my mouth harder and harder to take more of his cock down my throat until my nose was in his pubic hair. He held my head in that position but I had already taken a good breath. He moaned louder as I flexed my throat to massage his embedded cock.
He released my head and I pulled back, gasping for air as my mouth came off his cock, saliva dripping on his cock and from my lips. I quickly licked and sucked his cock clean of the mess.
He stood me up, turned me around, and told me to grasp my ankles with spread feet. I quickly did as he directed and he plunged his hard, big cock into my dripping cunt. He grabbed my hips and plowed powerfully into me bent over. I squeezed with my cunt muscles as he fucked hard. His moans and grunts were continuous and softly joined by my own. I already felt an orgasm rising. He fucked me awkwardly like that for a long time. I struggled to hold back my orgasm. I didn't want a reprimand from him for cumming first. He never said I couldn't but he wasn't Daddy, either.
He pulled out and led me to a bench used for bench presses. He turned me and I lay down on my back. He positioned himself and slammed, literally slammed, his cock back into my cunt. I had to bite my lower lip to restrain my orgasm. He fucked me powerfully for what seemed like another long time before pulling out and pushing me off the bench. I was surprised to find myself tumbling off the bench. He lay on his back this time. There was no subtlety about this. Just fucking. I immediately recovered from my surprise and straddled his body and impaled my cunt on his cock.
He had amazing control. I was doing everything I could not to orgasm. "You want to cum, don't you, cunt?" I opened my eyes and looked down at him as I continued bouncing up and down, my tits bouncing and swinging, and my cunt continuing to clench around his cock to stimulate him to climax. I nodded. My throat wasn't for talking. "You have good... control. I like that. Your throat... and cunt... are very good." I couldn't help a slight smile forming but I continued bouncing on his cock. "Don't let it ... go to your ... head." I shook my head. "I wanted to see ... who would cum ... first. I think ... you won." He softly laughed between his moaning. "I am about ... to cum. You won't ... until you feel ... mine." I nodded.
It was only a moment before I felt his cock jerk and pulse inside my clenching cunt. At the first spurt, I let myself go. The orgasm was like a powerful jolt through my body starting at my cunt. I cried out, my throat and lungs constricted. It was moments before I could even gasp for air. But, I continued to somehow fuck him until the last of his cum leaked into my cunt.
He was still gasping and panting for breath, too, but he commanded, "Clean me ... get me ... hard, again." He gasped a few times as I pulled my cunt off his cock. "I still ... need to ... test your ... ass."
I began diligently cleaning his cock. My experience with Daddy and Ty had me hopeful I could keep his cock from fully going soft and resurrect his erection by focused sucking. Then, I would have a big cock in my ass, too.
After we both climaxed with my ass, I cleaned him and assisted him in dressing. On the way out, he stopped at Daddy's office. They talked about my being fucked. Daddy decided they would take care of the rest of the day but Diego could have several guys come over the next few days.
I led Diego back to the front door. He grabbed my nipple and pulled me out into the front sidewalk. My eyes quickly scanned the neighborhood nervously. I wasn't supposed to be out here. I was sure Daddy would be upset if the neighbors complained. He released my nipple and plunged the finger into my messy cunt. He pulled it out and put it to my lips. I opened them and sucked the cum off them.
"This is going to be fun, cunt. You have no idea what is coming for you. You may think it's just about a lot of cock but it's not. You'll see." With that, he slapped my tit and it bounced and I flinched. It seemed big tits were a tempting target for him. It stung but my mind was working on his comment. Comment or warning?
I left him, went back inside, and back to Daddy as I had been instructed. I knocked and entered his office. He rose and pointed at the surface of his desk. I bent over it, braced myself on my forearms, and spread my feet wide. I heard the zipper, then felt his hands on my ass. I had Diego's cum in both holes and I wondered which Daddy was intending to use.
Barely a moment later, I had the answer as his cock plunged into my cunt and glanced off my cervix. I gasped at the suddenness and strength used. He pulled nearly all the way out slowly and slammed back in. This time, though, he combined the thrust with a slap on my ass. I cried out and I realize it was the combination of the pain and penetration that magnified each other.
"You really are just a cunt, aren't you, slut?" he said. "A fucking cunt. Your mom is a slut who will serve me and Ty every day and others on occasion. But, you ... you'll be serving everyone. A fucking cunt but that is what you want, right, cunt?"
"Yes ... yes, Daddy." He slammed into me, again. This thrust was so hard it made me slip on the surface of his desk. The slap on the other ass cheek stung as the first had. It stung, it hurt, and it probably left a red mark. His words stung, too. A cunt. I had become used to being his slut. Now, that was only mom, not me. Now, I was a cunt. I want so much and this was the way. On the one hand, it scared me to think about what I was asking to have happen to me. On the other hand, the fear and humiliation of it aroused me to new levels. Fear, humiliation, and arousal were powerful emotional elements and combined were ... very exciting.
After Daddy was finished with my cunt with a climax proving how exciting all this was for him, too, I was sent to find Ty. I found him on the patio where mom was sucking his big cock. His cock was wet with her saliva when she released it upon seeing me and sat on a nearby chair.
Ty was holding his hard cock vertically. He didn't even look at me when he said what he wanted. "Your ass, cunt." He chuckled and considered my mom who he spoke to next. "Cum-dumps don't need much of a brain. They don't have to think, just spread their legs. So I don't want to confuse her."
Mom chuckled. Even if she was forcing herself to do it, she still did. "Cum-dump cunts like her have their purpose, though, sir," she offered. "She can satisfy a lot of men ... and women. I suppose you are right, though. Perhaps her brain is already beginning to shrivel from lack of need for it to be used."
"What a sight she'll be: cum dripping from all her holes, her body glistening with it, too. Fucked so much she'll walk funny."
My face was downcast after the verbal assault. I knew it would come, I might even have wanted it. I was just surprised ... how quickly it came.
"What the fuck are you waiting for, you worthless cunt?" mom's voice assaulted me. "A man wants his cock fucked by your ass!"
I scrambled to position myself over Ty's legs and cock. There was no time to get some lubrication but my holes were already full of cum. He wanted my ass but I took a chance and quickly dropped my cunt over his cock and managed to fuck him several times before my ass was slapped. I quickly rose off his pole, pulled my ass cheeks apart with my hands, and lowered my ass to bump onto his cock. It took a moment to blindly align his cock to my closed asshole. When I did, though, I pressed down firmly to get his thick cock inside. When it popped past my sphincter, I cried out. That wasn't new. Taking such a thick cock up the ass is always a stretch unless it has just been fucked. What was new was another slap on my ass.



I understood at a level within me that all this was part of the new training, but what was deeply impacting me was mom. She was verbally abusing me as much as the guys. It was part of the process and I was being separated from her in standing. This was likely going to be harder than I thought. Diego's words came back to me: 'You may think it's just about a lot of cock but it's not. You'll see'. I will. And, I'll show them all.
Ty climaxed in my ass but not before an orgasm wracked my body to send my ass into convulsions around his cock. I must not have responded quickly enough, though.
"Clean his cock, you cunt," mom ordered. "I think you're right, sir. She's already getting stupid." After cleaning the cock, I stood and waited for instructions. "Come with me, cunt. It's my turn."
"Slut," Ty called out. Mom stopped and turned back to him. "Don't be easy with her."
Mom looked at me and in that instant, I saw the struggle within her. "Of course not, sir. She wanted this."
Upstairs in our bedroom, mom went to the bottom drawer of our dresser. She pulled out a strap-on harness and the largest black dildo we had. She stepped into the harness and strapped it firmly around her before she spread the lubricant over its entire length.
"You wanted this Emma," she said while nervously looking out the door we were never allowed to close.
"I know, mom," I replied. "It's okay."
"This isn't a fucking that ends with you causing the cock to cum. I've been given specific instructions by Diego. I have to fuck you for an hour. An hour and to use all your holes."
An hour, I thought. God. And after all the fucking I've already had.
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CHAPTER 7: SLUT TO FUCK-TOY TRAINING
Only days ago, mom had confided with Daddy of my confessed desire to be more than his slut. It wasn't that being Daddy and Ty's slut wasn't wonderful. From the beginning of discovering that mom was fucking more than me and the first experience of the big black cocks, her two favorite fuck partners, I became as hooked as she on those wonderful pleasures. It seemed so fast that mom and I had fallen into being their sluts until we were finally living with them, quitting my job, and mom selling her house so we could be their 24/7 sluts. We'd been shared plenty, gangbanged, worked as girls in brothels and worked as call-girls while a convention was in town. It was all wonderful.
Something happened, though, along that journey. As much as I loved being Daddy's slut with the sharing and occasional gangbangs, the experiences opened something inside me. I confessed that to mom and she took that to Daddy. Mom called it descending below being a slut. I felt like it was sexually evolving. I wanted... I needed to become a cum-dump, a cock-hungry fuck-toy.
Daddy questioned me. He told me I would lose my own will. My body would be used in ways my time in the brothels and gangbangs was only an introduction for. I told him it wasn't a lightly considered whim but that I not only wanted that but needed that. I wanted to be consumed by cocks fucking me and filling my holes. I wanted to give my body over to being used. Daddy called it owned. I said okay.
Daddy said I would need to be trained so my body could accept what I would become. He assigned one of the men, Diego, responsibility for my training. Diego was from the Diablo gang. The Diablos were the drug gang Daddy and Ty took over by killing the previous leader. Daddy and Ty weren't the kind of men I might have thought at the beginning. Maybe even that understanding had an erotic effect on me.
Diego was working on a device that would be used in my training. Although I had seen a sketch of it, I still didn't really understand how it affected my training to be a cum-dump. In the days Diego needed to fabricate the device, I was being fucked more intensely by Daddy, Ty, and mom with her strap-on. Then, Diego began sending three different men in the mornings and afternoons and they could fuck me as much as they wanted.
At mom's request, Daddy agreed that I would remain at his like she was. He had agreed but had made it clear that men respected his slut but the same respect wouldn't apply to a cum-dump. So, being Daddy's cum-dump simply meant I would spend time at his house when not otherwise being used by... whoever I was given to for use. Being in the house meant I had assigned chores.
That was my situation when the doorbell rang. One moment I was straightening the family room, my ass and cunt leaking cum from earlier. I rushed to the front door and flung it open without regard to who might be there. I was, of course, naked.
"God damn." Three rough-looking Hispanics in their 30's stood at the door. "You're the best-looking cum-dump we've ever seen." There probably wasn't much doubt I was the cum-dump. I knew there was a drop of cum at the corner of my mouth and I was told to leave it there. I was sure leaking cum from my cunt and ass was smeared on my inner thighs and there were telltale remnants of slaps to my tits and ass.
Ty entered the foyer. "Hey guys," he said by greeting. "You know what to do?"
They exchanged looks with smiles. "Yes, Mr. Ty. We know. We fuck the cunt however we want."
Ty nodded calmly. He reached out to grasp a nipple on my D-cup left tit and pulled. I winced as the nipple extended and lifted the tit flesh. "You make sure they leave happy."
"Of course, sir," I replied. As my nipple was being painfully extended, I glanced sideways at the three dark brown men who I had never before seen but wore the Diablo tattoo on their necks. The pain at my nipple didn't stop my body from flushing with arousal in anticipation of more fucking and more orgasms.
I turned to lead these men to the fitness room where my training was to be focused while in the house. Turning from Ty pulled my nipple several inches more before slipping from his clasping fingers and my tit bounced back to position on my chest. The men followed behind making lewd comments about my ass, tits, and cunt and joking about what I would look like when they left.
The next hour and a half were spent constantly air-tight using the weight bench. They shifted frequently which allowed them some control of climaxing while keeping me in a steady condition of stimulation. I orgasmed twice before they began cumming in my holes. When they were done leaking the last of their cum into me, I dutifully licked their average-sized brown cocks clean, then began sucking them hard, again.
I was lost in my effort to get the three cocks hard, again. I wasn't paying much attention to their talking. Of course, much of it was in Spanish so I tended to tune it out, anyway. By the time I realized the level of excitement in their speech, they were primarily using Spanish.
With hard cocks for the next round of fucking, I was soon to learn they didn't intend to continue with air-tight. They would all be fucking me simultaneously, though. One of the men lay on his back on the weight bench. I sat on his cock in my cunt but that was the end of the easy part. I was pressed down against the man under me and I felt another cock at my ass which I assumed was going into my asshole. I was shocked to be wrong. I was told to arch my pelvis strongly up and I felt my cunt being stretched up. That was where the second cock was going, not in my ass but double penetrated in my cunt. I told myself to relax. There was plenty of cum lubrication in my holes and these weren't nearly the size I was used to. Maybe they weren't as big but two of them were a lot of cock and they stretched me. When the second cock was finally pressed inside along and on top of the first, I was gasping and grunting.
I thought the third had to come to my mouth but I felt that man straddle me in front of the second. He spread my ass cheeks and pressed his cock at my asshole. Daddy and Ty routinely fucked my ass with their bigger cocks but this...
My asshole didn't seem to want to yield. My cunt was so full and the positioning so awkward. My ass was slapped several times. "Open up, bitch!"
I went into my right brain. I used everything I had learned to relax and slowly felt my sphincter opening to the insistent pressure of the cock When it popped inside, I cried out loudly. Worse, he didn't wait for my ass to adjust. He immediately began pulling and thrusting his cock into my cum-filled asshole. The second cock in my cunt began to thrust then, too. The bottom man was trapped but all the action above him was providing plenty of stimulation for him.
The incredible fullness and awkward fucking soon began to overwhelm some of the painful sensations. I was riding an improbable roller coaster of sensory impulses of incredible stimulation and persistent pain. I was immobile. If I thought I had been while air-tight, this was it completely. I was two holes being used while tightly sandwiched. I could do nothing but ride it out. When my next orgasm crashed over me, everything seemed to change. My hot juices flooded my cunt and the stretching disappeared. My orgasm didn't stop, merely eased before spiking, again.
Ironically, at least to me, was the feeling in my cunt that it was the first man whose cock climaxed, first. He was trapped, though, so he was there to ride it out. The continuing stimulation of cocks thrusting in my holes kept his cock from softening completely which kept the feeling of fullness constant. It wasn't long after, though, that the other two cock climaxed to add more cum to my holes.
Only after the second and third cock were pulled from my cunt and ass could I struggle off the first. I sank to my knees afraid to trust my legs at the moment but that was perfect for the men to come to me one after the other to clean their cocks.
I used the bench for support to rise to my feet as the men pulled their pants on and stepped into their boots. I was leading them back to the front door when Daddy's voice stopped us.
"How was she, guys?" he asked as if asking how the weather was.
"The bitch is as good as we heard, Mr. Jerome," one commented. "We'll all enjoy having her as a cum-dump." The other two chuckled and said something softly. "Bend over, cunt, and show him what we did."
I turned my back to Daddy and reached for my spread ankles. "Cum in both holes, good." Then, "Damn, it looks like her cunt has been stretched," Daddy observed.
"What's so interesting?" mom's voice inquired.
"Look at your daughter, slut," Daddy said.
I saw mom's bare feet and legs come behind me as she too came to inspect my just fucked body. It was one thing to be fucked by these random guys however they wanted, but to then be put on display for the amusement of others? Mom gasped.
"We double penetrated her cunt with another in her ass." The three men laughed. Ha ha... good joke... look what we did to the dumb cunt, I thought. Maybe they were right. Maybe that's exactly what I would become. Not just a cunt to fuck but a dumb cunt.
* * * *
The doorbell rang and I hurried to answer it, pulling the door open without concern. Diego, as expected, stood on the doorstep. He looked over my naked body before reaching out to grasp both nipples and tugging on them. He then stepped closer and thrust fingers between my thighs.
He smiled. "Is that cum or arousal, cunt?" he asked while still standing in the open doorway for the world to see.
"Both, sir," and it was true. Both Daddy and Ty had fucked me and the doorbell was now something of a Pavlovian response after receiving groups of men to fuck me. My tits were pulled away from my body and, when he released the nipples, they fell back and jiggled much to his amusement. It seemed there was any number of ways my body could amuse men.
A big pickup truck was in the driveway and three men were wrestling with what I presumed was the finished device that was intended for my training and no doubt torture.
Ty arrived to insure the device sections were brought into the house without damaging anything. Diego led me back to the fitness room where the device would be assembled and the final adjustment made. While the device was being brought in, however, Diego dropped his pants and lay back on the weight bench. I didn't have to be told. I straddled his body, grabbed his nearly hard cock, and sat over it. As I began fucking him, sliding up and down over his 10-inch brown cock, I felt it fully harden inside my clasping cunt.
"You have good muscle control, cunt," he declared as if he had just given high praise. And, maybe, it was the kind of praise I might only expect.
I fucked him furiously, our bodies smacking together. The men carried pieces into the room as I fucked Diego: the platform, the rod in pieces, and various other items. Mom came to the door. Diego saw her and smiled devilishly.
He pointed at her, "Come torture your bitch daughter's nipples."
And, mom did as she was told. He stood next to me, reached out, and captured both erect nipples in her fingers. She tugged and twisted them. My bouncing on Diego's cock further added to the abuse of my nipples. There was pain... and stimulation. I orgasmed.
After Diego added a load into my cunt, he busied himself with the assistance of another of the guys. They all had the Diablo tattoo on their necks as I anticipated. While they were busy with the assembly of the device, the two remaining men double penetrated me on the weight bench. It seemed lately that the weight bench was seeing much more activity fucking me than workouts.
With two more loads of cum dumped into my holes, there was a switch, and the man assisting Diego came to fuck me. There were no comments or suggestions or offerings, the men merely saw the opportunity and came to fuck me.
I was kneeling while cleaning the last cock when Diego announced the device was ready. I hadn't noticed Daddy arrive, also. Daddy walked around it and asked questions. The raised base with the pipe rising from it just as the drawing depicted. The rod looked solid but Diego showed Daddy how even the rod could raise and lower to adjust for height.
Daddy caught the implication. "It can be used on other women and adjusted to them?"
"Si," Diego replied. "I was talking with Evan about it." Evan, of course, is the boss on the prostitution side of the organization. "He said he sometimes has problems with a girl. He thinks it will be good for punishment."
Daddy just nodded. I wondered how something that is for training me to be a fuck-toy could be punishment. But, Daddy asked the same question, so he didn't understand, either.
Diego merely waved his hand at me as he lowered the pipe. I stood over it and he slowly raised the telescoping section up. A black dildo was already attached to the rubber cap on the top. It raised until I felt it hit my cunt. Diego reached and move the dildo to my cum-filled hole, then raised it more. He continued to raise it while watching until I flinch and grunted.
He laughed, "That must be the top of her cunt."
"I thought you did the measurements to be precise about the height?" Daddy asked.
"Si, but after talking to Evan I changed the design so it could be used on others." He lowered it an inch or so, I think. Then he stepped back. "Okay, cunt, get off it."
I looked around at the four Diablo men, Daddy, Ty, and mom as I stood impaled on the damn thing. I raised up onto my tiptoes but it was far too little. I tried stepping back or forward-thinking I could just tilt the whole thing and slide off but I was standing on it. It was impossible to tilt the base with me on it. I looked down at it in shock. I was trapped, imprisoned, as secure in place as if I was chained.
Daddy laughed. "Ingenious," he exclaimed. "And while she is secured there?"
I watched Diego hand Daddy a remote and whispered quick instructions while pointing to buttons on the remote. Suddenly, the dildo started falling, then rising, again. Some more buttons and the dildo was thrusting faster and faster. It slowed and another button was pressed. My eyes flew open and my mouth gaped. An intense vibration was added. Another button and I gasped loudly.
"What's happening?" mom asked and I was sure I heard concern.
"Dildo... thrusting... vibrating... and... wobbling..." I managed to gasp out as more groans and moans flowed from my mouth.
Everyone stood watching as the stimulation in my cunt increased and modulated. Daddy wasn't doing anything so there had to be a setting that cycled through different settings and combinations. It was crazy intense. It never stayed on a setting long enough to adjust to. I raised up on my toes as if that might provide some relief but, of course, it was a minor change. It was relentless. It was a machine. It drew power from a simple outlet and would never cease because of climax or getting tired.
My hands tangled themselves in my hair, then fell to my tits, then straight out, or to my hips. I didn't know what to do with them as my cunt was stimulated to overwhelming. I orgasmed and the damn thing continued. It suddenly switched to faster strokes and intense vibration and I was still orgasming and I wondered if I would ever stop while on this thing.
Daddy stopped everything and handed the remote to mom and said, "Make your cunt daughter orgasm, again."
Mom took the remote and looked at me. My body was recovering but slowly, too slowly. I caught her eyes and I found no sympathy, no consideration, and no tenderness. Instead, what I found was a wicked smile teasing the corners of her mouth, a flame of lust reflected. She toyed with the buttons, getting a feel for the options. She set it on a long even stroke of the dildo into me and added a random shuffle of vibrations. She gave the remote back to Daddy and stepped up close to me. Her hands fondled my tits as she brought her lips to mine and kissed me. She plunged her tongue into my mouth and one of her hands slid down my body glistening with light perspiration until her fingers found my engorged clit. She lowered her mouth to a nipple and as she bit down on the nipple she squeezed the clit. I cried out and the orgasm that hadn't quite fully left me spiked anew.
She raised her mouth up to mine but didn't kiss me this time. Instead, she looked into my eyes from inches away. "Remember, you wanted this. Fucking cum-dump... what a stupid cunt. Just thinking with your cunt, weren't you? Whore... cum-dump... fuck-toy. You gave all this up to be abused by any cock that is brought to you?" She shook her head, grabbed my clit, and yanked on it... hard. I cried out, my entire body shaking as another orgasm crashed over me.
"Mom?" I beseeched her through my shaky voice.
She laughed. "Stupid whore..."
I hung my head. I wanted to slump, collapse, and curl into a protective ball. I couldn't, though. I was trapped on this thing and it was still stroking and vibrating. My second orgasm was easing but I knew it wasn't going to fully stop while this thing kept moving, kept vibrating, and keeping my body stimulated.
Mom left the room. Then Ty and the Diablo men left but they returned moments later with dining room chairs and a cooler of beer. They settled in to watch me go through orgasms, talk, laugh, and comment, all toward me. When mom came back she was holding a thin vibrator. I instantly knew what she was about to do. The one thing I could do on this thing was turn and that's what I did so my ass was away from her. The men laughed as I vainly tried to avoid the inevitable. Finally, mom slapped my ass hard. I cried out, again. I was sure a red mark was left.
"Stop moving! It's going to happen," she firmly said. "You decide, cunt. You want it eased in or slammed in?"
I stopped and hung my head, again. "Mom," I muttered, "why, mom?"
As promised, she eased the vibrator into my ass and turned it on. "Because you wanted this, Emma, you dumb cunt. You're my daughter... but you wanted this." Then she turned the vibrator on higher.
I sobbed and whimpered and moaned. The steady vibration in my ass interacted with the shuffling vibration of the dildo in my cunt as it stroked in and out.
"OHHHH... FUCKKKK... NOOooooooo... fuck not... more..." as another orgasm crept up on me.
A high-back chair was placed in front of me to lean on. Moments before, I had glimpsed mom beseeching Daddy. After that, the chair was brought to me. And none too soon because my legs were weak and wobbly. I leaned on the chair gasping as time passed, time that passed without registering on me.
My legs and arms were locked. It was really a five-point stability holding me up: arms, legs, and cunt filled with stroking dildo. When the cock stopped, it didn't even register on me. Despite it stopping, my body was so highly charged it couldn't relax. The dildo was lowered out of me before I was conscious of it. My eyes caught a reflection underneath me: my orgasmic juices had flowed down the shaft and puddled on the base.
I wasn't done, though, apparently. I was led to the weight bench and put on my back. At least they recognized I couldn't do anything else. One after the other, all six men fucked me. Three fucked my overstimulated cunt before the last three, Daddy, Ty, and Diego, fucked my ass. By that time my body was like soft putty and taking three big cocks in my ass was not a problem.
* * * *
The next day found Diego at the front door, again. He wore a lusty smile on his face. As he passed into the house, he grabbed a nipple and pulled me along behind him to the fitness room which had become a different sort of training room for me. As he repositioned the rod and dildo properly into my cunt, I ventured a question.



"Sir," I tentatively started, "may I ask a question?" The dildo entered and I sighed at the feel of it. No lubrication was needed on the soft plastic dildo. Despite what felt like abuse yesterday on this thing, I had been brought to countless orgasms. My body seemed to remember that and my cunt lubricated instantly at seeing Diego at the door.
"You're wondering why this is happening?" I nodded. "You thought you'd just be getting fucked more, right? Like more gangbangs?" I nodded, again. "A cum-dump, a fuck-toy... it can be like an endless gangbang for hours and hours. All day even. And night." He pulled hard on my nipple. I think he just like doing it. Just to see my big tit fall and bounce and see me wince. "You are very orgasmic. Mr. Jerome knew that and we talked about that. To be fucked all day takes stamina and endurance. Think of it like running. You've been running short races, okay? Now you want to run a marathon. Your body has to build up to it. This is the same. You're a sensational fuck. You are. All of us who have been here experienced that. But, to be a fuck-toy... You saw what happened yesterday. Sure you had a lot of orgasms but a full day's fucking worth?"
"I have to build up my orgasm endurance?" He nodded and smiled. I thought he liked that I was understanding. "But... won't I just pass out at some point?"
He chuckled, "Yes, definitely. The longer you last, though, the better you'll be as a cum-dump, fuck-toy." He was setting the bar up there for me to chase if I wanted it. "You want to quit?"
I leaned forward, feeling the dildo move inside me. I held his face and kissed him hard. "No, sir! No way."
"I'm glad, cunt. You'll be the best cum-dump that ever existed." How could I turn back now?
He finished the adjustments for me and stood in front of me. He took my nipples in his fingers and pulled until I flinched before releasing them and smiling. Yes, I thought, he definitely just likes that game. He pressed a button on the remote and the dildo started slowly stroking me. He took another nipple in his fingers to pull and twist while his other hand dipped to do the same to my clit.
"Tell me honestly," he started, "are you always so wet for cock?"
I blushed. Diego was hardly unknown to me, but it was still only days, yet he is so casual and familiar with my body. I nod, "Yes, sir. When I know I am about to be fucked, my cunt seems to turn on."
"Like a faucet, it seems," he added but without the laugh this time. He squeezed the two aroused nubs more in thought, "This morning, did you think I was going to fuck you, first?" I shook my head. No, I anticipated the machine. He smiled. "So... your cunt prepared itself for more of the machine? You did enjoy it, didn't you? At least some."
I blushed deeper. I didn't even consider that. I thought I was just being more compliant but, maybe, there is more happening. I didn't have to answer the question. He already knew the answer and I could see it in his eyes. But I do answer, "Yes, sir. But, the time..."
He smiled, released my two sensitive nubs, and massaged them. "Time," he repeated, "becomes relative, doesn't it? I could see it in you yesterday. The number of orgasms you experienced was amazing. You didn't even know how long you were on it and your body just kept responding. Even when I took you off it, your body continued to respond as each of us fucked you. Any woman can be fucked and enjoy it, but for a woman to be fucked when time has no relevance and still takes pleasure from it," he chuckled, "that woman is special. Most cum-dumps are just dumb cunts, like we said. You won't be, will you? No, you'll be different."
I swelled inside. Not a mounting orgasm but pride. I was feeling fucking pride that he believed I would be a special cum-dump. I let my knees flex slightly to feel the dildo deeper and have it glance off my cervix.
He noticed it and laughed. "See? You're a fucking great cunt." Then he seemed to have an idea and quickly began making changes through the remote. He increased the speed of the thrusting slightly and added a random vibration shuffle and a low wobble. "I'm going to leave you here, cunt. I know you won't go anywhere," he laughed. "I need to get something special for you."
He moved the same high-back chair near me. I reached out to move it closer and in front of my current position. I hoped he wasn't going to be gone too long. My first orgasm was already rising. He left with purpose in his stride.
Shortly after Diego left, mom entered the room. I gave her a strained smile. My first orgasm was about to erupt and nothing was stopping it.
"I thought I heard the doorbell," she said casually as if seeing me like this was nothing. "Where's Diego?"
I gasped and released a long series of moans before managing a broken response. "He... had to... leave for... something." I flexed my knees and shuddered. It was right there. "Where... were... you?" I stuttered out.
"Fucking Ty," she replied very casually. Then, she giggled, "Fucking the old-fashioned way."
Ha, ha, mom, I thought, very funny. But, what came out of my gaping mouth was, "OH... FUCKING... GODDDDD!" as an amazing orgasm crashed over me.
I vaguely heard through my foggy brain, "Enjoying your daughter being ravaged by a non-stop machine, slut?" I knew it was Daddy without looking. I wasn't aware of mom's response if there was one. "Kneel on the chair in front of her," he commanded. "Suck her nipple and play with her clit."
"Oh... god," I muttered, my orgasm still sending shivers and jolts through my cunt.
The next moment, I felt mom's lips on my nipple and her fingers on my engorged clit. When her lips and fingers began jerking against me, I slit my eyes open to find Daddy aggressively fucking her from behind which was the cause of her bumping against me.
Daddy's eyes caught mine, "Tell me cunt," he began as he fucked my mom attached to my nipple, "you like the machine or real cock?"
My eyes fully opened and locked on his. "Mmmmmm... both... Daddy... but... real... mmmmmmm... real cock... more... lots of... real cock... more..." My body quaked with another orgasm and I filled the room with moans, gasps, and cries.
"You... do look... amazing... cunt... when you... orgasm," he grunted out as he fucked mom with everything he had.
Mom was whimpering under the assault. I knew her and knew she was close to orgasm.
* * * *
"How are you doing, cunt?" Diego was re-entering the room. He had two small bags in his hand. I gave him a weak smile. "How many orgasms?" There was a wicked smile on his face. I was leaning heavily on the chair in front of me. I shrugged my shoulders and it was true. I didn't know. Why try to keep track of what was likely to be an endless string of them?
He grabbed my shoulders and twisted me. I stumbled to turn. What a wicked machine that I was trapped on but could freely turn around on it. He only turned me enough to be away from the support of the chair. He dumped the contents of one bag onto the platform I was standing on. His eyes caught what mine just did, a small puddle of juice at the base of the rod.
He looked up at me. "Enjoying yourself, again, I see." I blushed deeply. I didn't understand my body. This should be torture and, in a way, it was but it also was amazing.
My eyes finally focused on what he was handling: small clamps with teeth. He prodded my thighs to spread more. The dildo was still stroking into me in front of him. He didn't even bother to change the setting as he grasped my highly stimulated clit and exposed it from the protective hood. I watched with disbelief. The teeth of the clamp touched my clit and I gasped. When he released it and it dug into the sensitive flesh, I cried out and my entire body quaked. I moaned and gasped and uttered profanities.
He laughed, "I caught you right at an orgasm."
I didn't respond. I couldn't. The shock of the sharp clamp sent my body into a crazy response of shaking and ripples of orgasmic jolts through my body. And, I had nothing to hold onto. My eyes were closed when the sharp clamp bit into a nipple but they flew open. Then, I watched unbelieving as the next one was attached to the other nipple. I continued to moan and shiver. The orgasm wasn't abating. The sharp pain coming from clit and nipples spiraled the orgasmic response into a continuing cycle.
Diego stepped back. There was still another bag on the platform. I was not going to bring it up to him. I didn't want to know what might be in it. I slowly turned on the dildo to have the chair in front of me, again. Very slowly and carefully. Every slight movement seemed to make the clamp on my clit bite in more.
Diego watched for many minutes and fiddled with the settings. He now had it on a random stroke setting, fluctuating vibration set higher, and high wobble. I could feel all of it in the bite of the clamp on my clit. Another orgasm was rising. God... they were endless...
My eyes opened and Diego was gone. Minutes later, he returned with a smile on his face. "How wonderful, my good cunt," he announced with excitement in his voice. "Mr. Jerome, he said I can do whatever I think best with you."
Oh, God, I thought. What more could there be? These stupid clamps, for some ungodly reason, just seemed to heighten everything. It was only then that I noticed he was fumbling with a tube of lubrication as he loosened his belt and jeans.
He disappeared behind me and I wanted to turn to see what he was doing but I remembered how the clamps bit into my tender clit with each small movement. When I felt an ass-cheek pulled to the side and cool gel spread over my asshole, I gasped. I knew not to say 'no' to Daddy or Ty. I had the feeling that saying 'no' to one of the Diablos might be worse when I was a cum-dump fuck-toy. I tried to relax but the constant stimulation in my cunt and the sharp clamps on my nipples and clit made it difficult. When a finger pressed a glob of gel up my ass, though, I couldn't help myself.
"Ooooohhhhhh... fuucccckkkkk..." I gasped.
The finger pulled back but was joined by a second and was powerfully thrust back up my ass. My tits bounced as I jerked in response and my hips reacted by moving away from the invasion and the nipples and clit all sent a searing jolt into my body and I cried out.
"OOOOHHHH... FUCK... NOOOOOOOOO," I screamed as yet another orgasm wracked my body.
The fingers quickly pulled out and his cock pressed at my asshole. With my body quivering in orgasm, he used a powerful thrust to bury his large cock up my ass. My entire body jerked up by the thrust and my next cry was a combination of searing pain from the clamps, the sudden penetration up my ass, and, impossibly, a jolting crest on top of the orgasm I was already experiencing.
I wanted to collapse but all I had was the chair to lean onto for support. While my cunt experienced the never-ending fucking by the machine, my ass was now being fucked. His cock in my ass had the predictable effect of tightening my pussy around the invading dildo and magnifying the vibration and wobbling and the double fucking made it impossible to stand still so the clamps continuously bit into my sensitive nubs. Before he came in my ass, another orgasm had already erupted in me. Of course, from his standpoint, I suppose, my orgasmic holes probably felt even better.
* * * *
After the ass fucking, he released me from the machine. The morning was gone. It was unbelievable to me that I had been on the damn thing so long and with multiple stimulations added. Nobody was tracking my orgasms but they felt like hundreds. Mom mentioned she has been getting a lot of attention from Daddy and Ty with the sounds of my orgasms carrying through the house. She giggled and thanked me.
I managed to doze lying on the floor of the fitness room after taking in lots of water and nibbling at the food mom brought in. I was awakened by a boot nudging me. I looked up to find Diego with three men standing behind him. I was naked, of course, and the insides of my thighs glistened with my orgasmic fluids. I had been off the machine a little over an hour.
I struggled to my knees. All four were watching me carefully. "I brought you some real cock for your cunt and ass," Diego casually said. Then he waited.
My brain seemed fuzzy but I did catch on. "Thank you, sir." I looked at them uncertainly. Diego indicated the other men, so I crawled to them and reached for the belt and zipper of the first man I came to. Once again, I didn't remember ever seeing them before but they all had the Diablo tattoo on their necks.
After pulling that man's pants down, I engulfed his cock in my mouth. I sighed around it. It couldn't have been that long since I had a real cock in my mouth but all those orgasms without sucking made it seem that way. I wrestled the boots and jeans from him, then motioned to another. I had men on both sides and I worked at getting them out of their jeans, too.
"Look at the slut," one said. "It's like she can't get enough into her mouth." Then, he gasped. "Oh, fuck. I'm in her throat."
I am first moved to my hands and knees. The first enters my ready cunt with another into my mouth and throat. I am fucked on both ends like the cunt fuck-toy I desire to be, the cock in my mouth regularly entering my throat. After minutes by them, they both pull out. I moan with the dramatic feeling of being empty. My mind flashes to the machine and I quickly glance at it standing alone and silent and... yes, I admit if just to myself, enticing me.
The cock that had been in my mouth is fucking my cunt, I am sure. The cock in my mouth now doesn't have the taste of my cunt. Around and around they rotate every few minutes. Every time, the man without his cock in me is groping my swinging tits, pinching my nipples and clit. I orgasm on the third change and they continue fucking and changing, relentless like the machine but these are real cock that will pulse and cum, filling me with cum.
Then a change. My ass cheeks are spread and I feel the application of gel to the ass hole and pressed inside me. I press my ass back against the hand, willing, eager, and encouraging. The cock isn't too large and the two of us combine our pressing for it to pass through the sphincter. The next two cocks fuck my ass and fingers begin to also probe my empty cunt.
A cock climaxes in my ass and the wonderful feeling of cum filling my ass sends me into another orgasm. Through my orgasm, it takes all my effort not to gag and choke on the cock in my mouth and throat as my body convulses. The next cock in my mouth has the faint taste of my ass but I suck it voraciously so it can return to fucking me.
Diego isn't among the men fucking me. His cock I would recognize. It is not only bigger but I would recognize the feel of it, the veins, and the upward bend of the shaft. I wonder briefly about why but push it away. Diego will fuck me plenty. Maybe even while on the machine, again.
A man comes in my cunt, then another in my ass. Then Diego calls a stop to it. I move to sit on my heels to clean each of the cocks. Then, something unexpected happens.
"Thank you for your cum," I softly profess. It was unplanned. It was without suggestion to me. It was real and honest. Again, fucked by Diablo men I hadn't ever seen and I was grateful.
Diego walked the men to the front door. When he returned to the fitness room he found me standing on the machine platform directly over the rod. He was smiling as he entered and stopped in front of me. Once again, he grasped my erect nipples and pulled and released, pulled and released. Yes, he just enjoyed watching my large tits fall and bounce.
"You will make a great cum-dump." He considered me and my smile. "That is what they all said. That is what all the men who have fucked you have said." He pinched my clit hard and I winced but don't object or protest. I clenched my jaw and rode it out. He smiled. "Good," he added, "some pain can enhance the pleasure, no? You felt that yesterday?" I nodded. I didn't like the pain but he was right, there was something about it that jolted orgasms rather than diminishing them. "Today will be interesting, then." Oh, God, I thought. What does that mean?
I stood patiently as he re-adjusted and aligned the machine to fuck me. I should be exhausted and hesitant for more today but I didn't find that to be true. To be honest, I did feel that way waking up. Mom was still asleep next to me. I soon found my fingers on my tits and cunt, though. I started thinking about the machine and how it really felt and the multitude of orgasms it gave. I thought about Diego fucking my ass while his machine stroked into my cunt. I thought about fucking Diego off the machine, about sucking his cock to hardness again so he could fuck, again.
I stumbled downstairs to get the coffee going. Yes, I had been naive. I thought saying I wanted to be a cum-dump, a fuck-toy was about getting some more cock. This overwhelming training quickly showed me how wrong I was but also how right it was for me. It wasn't about 'some more cock', at all. A cum-dump, fuck-toy was about existence and the continuous orgasms defined that. Diego showed me that I thrived on it. I thought I merely wanted more cock. What I yearned for was an existence of being in a state of orgasm and the machine was conditioning my body for it. I would have guessed that all the stimulation would desensitize me. It wasn't. The opposite. My orgasms came more often and harder. I felt the orgasms in every part of my body: my cunt, my ass, my clit, my nipples... even my scalp at times.
So I stood there with an expectant and excited smile of anticipation as the rubber cock eased up into my cum-filled cunt. He worked the controls through the remote: medium stroke, medium vibration, and medium wobble. I smiled at him. He chuckled and said he wanted to talk to Daddy. Before he left, he moved the high-backed chair in front of me. I was grateful since I didn't know how long he might be.
He was gone quite a while. After several orgasms, mom came in to give me some water through a straw which we found worked better than my trying to hold a glass with shaking hands. She used one hand to hold the glass and straw and another to pinch my clit while I sipped. Mom seemed to accept what was happening. We were on separate paths now but not so unlike any daughter going off to have her own life. Mom was a slut and she showed me the joys of being one. I just moved on to becoming a fuck-toy, a cum-dump to be randomly used.
"Sorry, cunt, for being gone so long," Diego's voice jolted me from my orgasmic dream-like state. He chuckled, "But, really, you would have still been there, anyway." He had a small package in his hand but he put it down next to the one he hadn't opened yesterday. "I have some accessories for you." He picked up the clamps with sharp teeth and showed them to me. I instantly shuddered. I flashed back to how they bit into the tender flesh and every slight move intensified the feeling. I also remembered that taking them off resulted in a different pain as the blood rush in.
I held as still as I could with the dildo thrusting into my cunt. He had no idea, of course, but he picked a bad moment. I was cresting to another orgasm. The first clamp onto my nipple bit in and I shuddered with a gasp. The same with the second nipple. I sucked in a deep breath and bit my lower lip anticipating the clit. The clamp bit into my clitoral hood and my legs shook.
Each clamp biting in bumped me closer to the orgasm already rising in me. I wasn't paying attention. Yesterday, the clamps were all. Today, my eyes slowly focused on Diego holding small, shiny, steel balls in his palm. Each ball had a little hook attached to it. What the fuck? It didn't compute. It computed just fine, however, when he held the little ball by the hook and brought it to the clamp on a nipple. He hook it and held it out, then let it drop off his hand. I gasped and cried out as the weight dropped, pulled my nipple, and bit sharply. I had to lean into the chair as my body quaked. The second nipple magnified it. My clit... oh, God... my clit. I dipped my head to watch in horror as he repeated it on the clamp on my clit. When he let the small ball drop, I cried out louder than the previous times.



I also orgasmed. A shattering, quaking orgasm left me leaning heavily on the chair as my body shook and my holes spasmed. My shaking body only magnified what the weight did as they bounced below my nipples and clit. It was a nearly overwhelming orgasm that seemed to go on forever.
As my panting slowed and my body stopped shaking, Diego was next to me smiling. He used fingers to bounce the balls on a nipple or my clit. Each bounce bit in but also jolted something through me, something I couldn't deny about myself any longer.
"God, cunt..." he softly breathed, "... you are an amazing woman. We should have a mirror so you could see yourself cumming. It is the most erotic, beautiful sight..."
I weakly smiled. "Thank... you... sir," I gasped as each ball bounced.
"I talked with Mr. Jerome, cunt." He gazed into my eyes with a wicked smile. "I told him how well you are doing." I smiled. "Yes, you are doing much better than I dreamed. You are a natural fuck-toy. I told him you will be ready for the test tomorrow."
"The... test... sir?"
"Yes. The test will confirm what I believe. You will be used and abused beyond any limits you might have ever considered possible." He smiled as if to a prized student under his tutelage. "And, if afterward, you have enjoyed it enough to want more, you will have passed the test."
I leaned toward him despite knowing the action would swing the weights with lips pursed for a kiss. He brought his face to mine and the lust passed through our mouths.
"Then... sir... I will be your... cum-dump? Your... fuck-toy?" Interesting, I thought, I was now associating with Diego rather than Daddy.
"Yes, cunt. Pass the test and you'll be the Diablo fuck-toy cum-dump."
* * * *
How many orgasms was it? Only God would know and he would probably be too disgusted to say. My break at noon was shorter. Barely enough time to drink and eat and freshen my body some in a hot bath to soothe my cunt and tortured nipples and clit.
I was standing over the machine at the exact time I was told to return. Diego wasn't there but I took my position over the machine and patiently waited. When he arrived, he walked into the room and smiled at seeing me ready.
"You are a good cunt, so obedient and ready to please." I smiled. I knew the next session of abuse was about to begin and I smiled. He set about repositioning the machine for the correct height. The stroke length didn't change. I felt the rubber cock ease into my well-used cunt and I sighed.
I expected him to reach for the weights he had removed from the morning. He didn't, though. Instead, he grabbed the small bag he brought in with him this morning. What he pulled out made me shudder. More shiny balls but these appeared twice as big. Whether they were or not, I didn't know.
He saw my look of concern, but he just chuckled. He attached these like he had the previous ones. He slipped the small hooks into the clamps and let them drop. One nipple, the other, and the clit. I flinched with each of them but the clit caused me to jerk which bounced my body only a few inches but enough to have the exact negative effect.
The afternoon went as the morning and day before had. Orgasms and orgasms. The pain from my nipples and clit still mystified me. Why they would enhance the erotic effect, I didn't understand. Diego stayed with me the entire time. He would wander around me giving an ass cheek a good slap or a tit. Both caused a jerk and a correspondingly sharp increase in pain. Nonetheless, I orgasmed... over and over. If he wasn't surprising me with a slap, he would sometimes fuck my ass.
Halfway through the afternoon, three more Diablo men arrived. I was let off the machine but the clips and weights remained. They fucked me on my hands and knees. So much better for my tits and the weights to swing, Diego commented.
After the men were done with me, there was another session on the machine. Time ceased to have meaning. When the dildo stopped moving and vibrating, it was several moments before I realized it. My body was so used to being stimulated and orgasming in response, that my mind just acted as though I was still being stimulated.
I stood impaled on the machine and leaning heavily on the chair for support when Daddy and mom entered with Ty behind them. I saw mom look down and shake her head. I looked and found another puddle of my cum that had leaked from me and run down the steel shaft.
Daddy whispered something to mom. She looked at me and hesitated but only for a moment. She stepped up in front of me, grasp the clamp, and pulled my nipple. The teeth bit hard into the nipple as I watched my tit pull out and up. I clenched my jaw and was determined not to cry out. She let the nipple go and the weight bounced hanging from the clamp with another jolt going through my nipple. Next, she did the same to the clamp on my clit. I clenched again but this time tears came to my eyes. But, I didn't call out. It seemed to be enough. They left.
Diego came to me and kissed me hard on the mouth. I gasped when he finally pulled back. I was used to his hard fucking but this was different. I realized he hadn't kissed me before.
"That was amazing, Emma," he said. Emma. Had he ever used my name before? He handed me a bowl with ice cubes in it. With each removal of a clamp, I pressed ice to the sore nub until it came to my clit and there he pressed ice to it. It was cold but it did wonders for softening the searing pain from the teeth that bit into my tender flesh. "Between you and me," he glanced at the door, "I think there is some regret in them for losing you. You're a great fuck and I'm sure you were a great slut." He rubbed the ice into my clit and I duplicated the action on my nipples. "Better?" he asked. I nodded. "Do you have regrets? Do you have any reluctance about continuing?"
I shook my head vigorously. I was still impaled on the machine, though it was not moving. "No, sir, none. I am anxious to prove myself to you. I won't disappoint you, sir. After all, you've done for me with the training, you won't be sorry."
He gently massaged my clit. "The test tomorrow will be hard. The hardest anything has ever been for you, I am sure. But, you can do it. I know you are ready." He looked into my eyes. "Jose will be anxious to see how I did. It has been a long time since we had a cum-dump fuck-toy."
I moved my cunt up and down on the stationary dildo. "Jose will be impressed by you, sir." Diego smiled. "I guarantee it," I added.
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CHAPTER 8: THE TEST
The next day was miserable. After days of being fucked by men and the machine to incredible and seemingly non-stop orgasms, I was told to not touch myself. No fingers, nobody's lips, no dildos, and, especially, no cocks. By noon I was itching for something or someone to use my cunt or ass. And I still had three hours until Diego was due to come to take me to wherever the test was organized. I still knew next to nothing about the test and for good reason. Nobody at the house knew. The only people who knew were the Diablos and only some of them. Daddy didn't seem to care. I sensed something different with him. When I asked mom, she was evasive.
"You stupid cunt," she said when I pressed her about Daddy. "It's all your fault. You had all this and you threw it away. Why couldn't you have been happy being a slut to these two men and being shared? Everything they have here ... you're giving it up? For what? A gang who will abuse you?"
I turned my back on her and went to the bedroom we shared. I had to turn quickly so she wouldn't see the tears falling from my eyes. Why couldn't SHE understand? I achieved so much with Diego. Why couldn't she be happy for me?
I hid out in the room. Diego said I needed to be covered for the drive but what I wore wasn't important, otherwise. I knew what that meant. For however long the test took (I didn't even know that), I would be naked. I went through the closet and the dresser. So much of what we had was sexy, erotic. That wasn't important. I dug until I found a large tank top I had used as a beach cover-up. I slipped it over my head and checked myself out in the mirror. My large tits were partially exposed at the sides and the hem didn't even reach mid-thigh. That wasn't important, either. I would be covered for the drive. Maybe barely, but I would be. I also found some old sandals. I was ready.
Two hours to go.
* * * *
"I was curious what you would wear, cunt," Diego said as he drove away from Daddy's house. The light-weight material of the top had shifted immediately on sitting in the car seat. My bare ass was on the seat and I relaxed my body without thought of the position of my legs. Not pressed together or crossed and the flimsy top riding high to my hips, my crotch was just visible. Diego's fingers slid up my closest thigh and I parted my legs more for his touch I was so very eager for. "Perfect. I just knew you would do something like this. You're going to be perfect." He glanced at me and I gave him a smile. "I gave you free choice and you responded. I bet you considered your clothing options and this was as close as you could come to being naked." His fingers found my cunt. "You're wet. You're always wet and ready, aren't you cunt?"
I nodded. I blushed. It embarrassed me the way he talked about me and his open touch. It also excited me. Daddy was different in the past days. Was he disappointed in my going through with this? Did he think I would ultimately reject this and choose him, instead? Did he not believe me before? And me ... what was the change in me? Was I transitioning from Daddy to Diego? Was Diego even long-term for me? A stronger, more commanding, more dominant word than even 'Daddy' had surfaced in my mind as I reacted to Diego. I didn't dare give it a voice. Was it acceptable? Was it appropriate? Was that the relationship? The word ... Master.
He toyed with my cunt lips but only for his amusement as I squirmed on the seat. I needed to orgasm so badly and he knew it. In only days, he had transitioned me. Whatever I was before as a slut, he transitioned me far beyond that. The continuous orgasms interrupted by fucking with random, unidentified men only to be back to experience more continuous orgasms on the machine had changed me somehow. I hadn't understood the machine: punishment? torture? It could be either. Or neither. For me, it had been training, though there was pain involved with the clamp, too. Now, instead of eager for sex and cock and pleasure, I was addicted, craving, physically dependent on orgasms and the feel of cum dripping from my holes ... cum of my own or from men. It also was leading me to what was ahead somewhere at the end of the drive.
A warehouse. An old warehouse. Diego had turned onto streets through an old industrial section of the city. When he finally pulled through a gate in a high chain-link fence, there were dozens of motorcycles, cars, and pickup trucks and an opened, large delivery/shipping door in what looked like just another old warehouse. I could see no sign or marking indicating who owned it. Intentional, perhaps.
Diego parked at the front where space was left open. Perhaps Diego had more command than I had originally thought. "Is everyone here?" I asked somewhat nervously. There were so many vehicles. I had been gangbanged by a dozen men or so but there were far more vehicles here than that and how many might have come with more than one in it.
He laughed. "God, no. We have a business to run. We can't take the day off to fuck you," he said still chuckling. "Business will continue. Guys will be coming and going. While you're here, though, I suspect you'll encounter them all."
"How ... how many are there?" I wasn't sure I wanted to hear the answer.
He shrugged his shoulders as he opened the driver's door. "Good question. I have no idea."
I opened my own door and stepped out of the car and followed him to the side of the loading dock where steep stairs were located. At the top, I followed him to the center of the rolled-up loading door. Inside was a massive open space with people moving from area to area.
He moved me in front of him. "Showtime, cunt." He grasped the thin covering and pulled it up my body and over my head. I was naked instantly. I sucked in a huge breath and released it. I kicked off my sandals to be completely naked. I was very aware of not only my nakedness but the collar around my neck and the SLUT tattoo above my cunt. He leaned into my ear, "Show them what a cunt you are."
I took another breath and began walking into the open building space. Diego followed behind. People stopped what they were doing and turned, pointing and commenting. It was very conspicuous. It was the most naked I had ever felt despite spending so much of my time naked since becoming Daddy's slut. Everyone was dressed, watching, joking, and commenting. There were also women dressed very much like the men in jeans, t-shirts, and leather. Everyone wore the Diablo tattoo on their necks.
Getting into the center of the open area, Diego touched my arm and led me to the side where there were offices with large windows in the wall to the open warehouse space. As we approached, I could see Jose inside. I shouldn't have been surprised. Jose was at the top of the Diablos.
Diego knocked on the open door and led me inside. "Jose, the cunt is here," he said.
He looked up without standing. "The cunt," he repeated. "Jerome's slut," he challenged. I didn't react. "Are you Jerome's slut?"
Diego was standing at my side ... or I was standing at his. He bumped me, "It's okay, just be honest," he softly encouraged.
I met Jose's gaze. "You know I was, sir. You fucked me many times at Jerome's house."
"Was ... you said was his slut. Why did you say was?" he challenged.
"Diego, sir, he's shown me what I truly am. He's shown me I am more than a slut."
"If you aren't Jerome's slut, what are you?" Jerome may have taken over by killing, but it didn't appear the Diablos were completely loyal to him.
"A cunt."
"Whose cunt? Jerome's?"
I took a moment. Was I? Mom wanted Jerome to keep me but did Jerome any longer? I had to admit that I didn't have that feeling from him. Then, there is this other feeling I have. About Diego. Just be honest, Diego said.
"No ... not Jerome's." Not Daddy, any longer? "Diego's." Jose looked shocked, confused by that. I stammered, "No ... I mean ... I mean the Diablo's through Diego." I wasn't sure that even made sense. But, it must have.
Jose stood and slapped Diego on the shoulder. "Well done, Diego! I know she's a great fuck but let's see if she can hold up to the entire group. The men have reported to me about what you have done with her and the way she fucks. You pushed her and she seems to have responded." He turned to me, "That's Jerome's collar you are wearing, isn't it?" I nodded. "If you aren't Jerome's any longer, take it off." I didn't hesitate in reaching to the back of my neck. It was something I had forgotten was even there. "The only mark around here that matters is Diablo." I nod. He touched the slut tattoo. "If she does well and we keep her, Diego, let's add 'CUM' here. And 'FUCK' 'TOY' here," he added touching each of my tits. "Then, something on her ass, too."
"CUM DUMP?" I offered.
Jose and Diego laughed. Diego said, "I told you, Jose."
Jose slapped Diego on the back, again. "Good job, Diego. I thought we'd never find one, again. I always felt it was good for morale to have one around to break up the monotony of downtime." He considered me before responding further to Diego. "And, she's right about you, too. If she survives, she'll need a master. You okay with that?" Diego nodded with a smile. What was going to happen when Jerome found out? What about mom? If Jerome wasn't happy about this turn of events, could he do anything? Against the Diablos? Again ... what about mom? Did he just say 'Master'?
Diego turned to the door and I quickly fell into step after him. Outside the office, he gave my ass a smack. "Thank you, cunt." I smiled at his words despite the slap. "You made me look good in there. Now, make me look good to the rest of the gang."
I now saw two king-sized mattresses on top of each other on the floor of the warehouse. I turned to face Diego. It wasn't about the mattresses or what that meant. "Will you really be my Master?" I asked softly.
"Would you like that?" he asked.
"What about Jerome, though?"
He chuckled, "Don't worry about Jerome, cunt. Jerome only thinks he's in charge."
I didn't know what that might really mean but things felt like they came into alignment for me. I smiled coyly, "Yes, Master. I would like that."
Once, again, he pulled on my nipples and watched my tits bounce when he released them. "I will be your Master if you earn it." Another slap on my ass. "Go give yourself to them and earn it."
I smiled and kissed him on the lips. I think I surprised him. I turned and jogged barefoot and naked to the mattresses. My bouncing, swaying D-cup tits became a beacon to everyone in the large room. My last stride was a leap onto the mattresses where I stood with arms outstretched.
"I need to be fucked," I pronounced. It was like throwing a raw, bloody carcass into water and producing a feeding frenzy. I doubted they needed any words from me. I was sure the entire Diablo gang knew I was there and why. Still ... it felt wicked. And, a cum-dump fuck-toy shouldn't be timid.
I dropped to my knees in front of a randomly selected guy. Virtually all were Hispanic that I could see. I clawed at his jeans to get to his cock and when his underwear was down to expose it, I engulfed it with my mouth ... and sighed contentedly. Finally, cock. But, it wasn't the only one, not by a long shot. Men stripped with a blizzard of clothes flying to the floor. In only moments, as I was taking the first cock into my throat, my ass was lifted and repositioned from sitting on my heels to kneeling and a cock rammed into my cunt.
"Damn, she's already dripping," came the voice of the man fucking me from behind. "Fuck," the man continued, "this is good cunt. Her muscles are massaging me."
"Shut up and fuck her, then," came another voice, "so we can get inside, too."
The one in my cunt climaxed, first, and I was surprised the one in my mouth stayed there. I was used to a rotation. But, as soon as the one who fucked me pulled out, another was right there. I gasped. There was nothing subtle about this. I felt the cock in my throat swell and pulse so I pulled back enough to have the head in my mouth. I gulped and swallow as semen filled my mouth. He left and another cock was in my mouth.
"The first two in her ass use this," I heard the voice of Diego, Master. I heard something land on the mattress. I assumed it was lubrication. The first two should be enough. After cum is in my ass, the rest will be easier.
By the time the first one probed at my ass, I had already lost track. I hadn't really even tried to keep track, but I had a vague idea, but even that stopped as cock after cock filled my mouth and cunt. I felt the gel spread on my asshole and the slippery head of a cock when it pressed against the resistance of my sphincter. I pushed back to help and to show my enthusiasm. When it popped through the sphincter, I did cry out but it was muffled by a cock in my throat.
My first double penetration came not long after the third anal. Of course, since it seemed I was never without a cock in my mouth, it was also my first air-tight. I love double penetration. I love it, I love it. The only place I don't orgasm is in my mouth, it seems. So, being vaginally and anally orgasmic, double penetration is a high. And, if I couldn't guess how many cock were using me, the number of orgasms was an equal mystery.
I now understood why my body had to be trained for endurance.
Diego ... or Master ... called time out. The three cocks in me finished before pulling out. I collapsed to the mattress with arms and legs spread as I gasped for air and tried to will my body to recover from a steady sequence of orgasms.
I felt the mattress move next to me. I opened my eyes to find him standing over me. "How are you feeling, cunt?"
"Hmmmm ..." I sighed as I fondled a tit and stroked my open but empty cunt, "I feel empty, Master."
He laughed. "Remember, you have to earn it."
"You'll see, Master. I will do it all, anything. Even if they hurt me, I will take it all to be your cunt, Master."
"Come," he put his hand down to me, "you need fluids."
He assisted me to my wobbly feet. I patted my belly. "I've already had a lot of fluids."
He had me drink water and it was while I sat in a chair taking gulps of water that I was stunned it had already been nearly three hours of non-stop fucking. I was curious and I asked about how many. He laughed. He had no idea because all of the ones who had fucked me so far had done so two, three, or four times. Some of the men were getting dressed and others were milling around waiting another turn. Seeing the number of men and considering two or three times each was intimidating. But, more men were also coming into the warehouse. They came in to get the product before going back out to distribute it. While here, though, they knew I was available. I was told they would come and go for several more hours before it shut down for the night.
I stood feeling somewhat refreshed. Before I took a step, though, he put a small jar into my hand and was told to use some. I questioned him about it. He said the whores swore by it. It didn't deaden if that's what I was worried about. It was because I wanted to feel every cock. He said the women swore it had some healing power. I shrugged and spread some over my cunt lips and just inside. I didn't feel anything.
I grabbed the arms of a couple naked guys when I neared the mattress. "I need more fucking," I said. They laughed and said I was in the right place. One lay on his back and I nearly jumped onto the cock held in the air. We both grunted as I fell completely down the length of his cock. Almost instantly I felt another cock at my ass. I stopped fucking and the other guy pulled one ass cheek to the side and I felt the first guy pull the other ass cheek. That was when I felt the cock pressing at my ass. I was surprised that the cock still slid inside my ass without much effort.
I pressed back to meet the thrust into my ass which was effective for the cock in my cunt, too. I felt a cock on my cheek and my mouth opened and turned without looking to see who it belonged to. It was cock after cock. Most all were average-sized brown cock on brown men. I sucked or fucked cock wherever it was thrust at me.
When it ended, it was a bit after 11:00 PM. I'd been getting fucked by cock for about 6 hours with short breaks. When I tried to stand, I only made it to my knees. Two men were at my sides to help me. When I was standing on shaky legs, "Thank you," I gratefully said. I looked down at my part legs and gasped. Cum was dripping from my cunt and ass and my inner thighs shined with spent cum. "Fuck," I exclaimed wearily, "you guys sure know how to use a woman."
The men laughed. "Given the chance for a fuck, we'll take it. But you ..."
"Yeah," the other continued, "it was clear you enjoyed it so much we wanted more."
I leaned into each to kiss them on the mouth. With all the cum I had taken in my mouth and into my stomach, I wasn't sure how they would react. "I hope we do it, again," I said.
"You will. Tomorrow. Same time and same place," Diego announced.
The other two men left when Diego arrived. Standing alone with him, I glanced down at myself, again. My tits and stomach were covered in cum, too. When did that happen?
"Tomorrow, Master? Six hours isn't enough to be a cum-dump?"
He held my eyes. "For a cum-dump, perhaps. But you want to be Diablo's cum-dump, right?"
"Of course, Master."
"You got this, cunt. Tonight, you were amazing. After tomorrow night, you'll have what you want." I smiled. "First, though," he pointed to a corner, "there's a hose over there we use to clean the trucks. You need to wash yourself off before getting into my truck." He turned back to the offices.
The few people still there were working at long tables sorting, dividing, and repackaging. There were more women than men and there were men standing watch over them. I noticed these too had the Diablo tattoo on their necks. I knew I would be getting more tattoos to show my ownership and purpose. Jose didn't mention their gang tattoo but ... maybe ...
When I found the hose and the faucet in the semi-dark, I turned the water on and stood over a floor drain. Fuck, that was cold water.
I found Diego in an office next to the one Jose had been in before. Now it was dark. My hair was still wet as was my body. There was a hose but no towels. I left wet footprints behind me.
He took me to the nearest brothel house to sleep and rest for the next day. I wasn't going to work, just rest. He dropped me off outside the door. I was still naked and rushed inside by the bouncer. One of the girls inside asked, "What happened to you, girl?"
"The Diablos," I answered.
"Oh ... sorry." I smiled and followed the bouncer to a room ready for me. I closed the door behind me and leaned against it. The evening swirled back to the surface of my mind and one hand found a tit while the other was between my thighs. I giggled. I wasn't sorry. Not one bit.
* * * *
The next afternoon I was waiting for Diego. I was still naked, though I had used the available shower for a very long time. Someone gave me a large towel and that is what I wrapped myself in. I even giggled as I waited. Now I'll have a towel after using the hose tonight.
I saw his truck pull up and I exit the house. Diego powers the passenger window down and leans over the center console and tells me to remove the towel. He is still testing my compliance. I immediately separate the towel and let it drop. Now standing naked, he nods. I walk to the truck with more confidence in my appearance than I truly felt. My eyes wanted to dart in every direction but I kept them locked on Diego.
He played with my seeping cunt as he drove with one hand. "You did well last night, cunt." I smiled. "Today and tonight, though, will decide if you can be our cum-dump and I will be your Master."



"I won't disappoint you, Master. It doesn't matter what is done to me. It doesn't matter how much I am fucked or used. My only desire is to serve you and the Diablos." I knew in my soul it was true. Becoming Jerome's slut was merely a step along the path to this.
* * * *
The second day goes like the day before except everyone knows exactly what to expect, including me. A dozen guys are already naked when I walk into the warehouse space naked and confidently go directly to the mattresses. This time, however, I see four Diablo women giving blowjobs to the naked men. There are numerous hard cocks waiting for me. To the side of the space, I see Jose leaning against the doorjamb of his office with arms crossed as he watches.
I am immediately fucked air-tight. Today was going to be intense, but I had no real idea how intense.
Groups of threes came to me to fuck. Again, men didn't hold off climaxes to fuck my cunt or ass and just as eagerly fucked my mouth and throat and sent cum to my stomach or coated my face or tits. I was in a place where only cocks, cum, and orgasms existed. Nothing else seemed to penetrate my consciousness. Not until my holes were empty and I wondered what was wrong only to discover ... slowly ... that Diego called for a rest period. And more salve.
After one such rest period in the early evening, a new wrinkle in the fuck-fest happened: a repeat of what several of the Diablos had done to me in the fitness room during my training ... double vaginal.
I came to the mattress to find a man lying on his back while holding his cock in the air. I even smiled down at the man as I straddled him and took his cock into my swampy cunt expecting just another air-tight fucking. I immediately began fucking him as I pressed my tits into his chest waiting for a cock to penetrate my gaping asshole. I felt a man behind and I stopped my fucking motion. There would be no struggle to penetrate my ass because it was still a gaping hole leaking the cum of God knows how many men.
Just waiting, I kissed the man underneath. Somewhere along the way, I had been told how unusual that was, kissing. Whores don't kiss and cum-dumps certainly don't. I do, though. The mouth is an erogenous zone so when mine isn't around a cock, why not?
The cock behind me didn't go to my gaping asshole, though. My hips were pulled up and I felt my cunt stretched. The waiting cock was pressed at the slight gap created by the stretch and forced inside and over the existing cock. I gasped. After all the fucking, though, it wasn't quite the struggle to accomplish as it was during training. After those two cocks were deep in me, another managed to straddle in front of the second and penetrate my ass which is now extremely tight. I am vaginally and anally orgasmic; imagine my body's pleasure. A fourth cock in my mouth and throat completed the absurd scene. Absurd, but my body was already rising to an orgasm.
I rarely had less than three cocks in me and some of the ones coming to my mouth started out softening and coated with the cum of my cunt or ass. Generally, though, even cocks that had recently fucked me were hard which told me some of the women were still giving blow jobs to assist in my fucking.
Eventually, the hard cocks to fuck me slowed to a trickle. They were still there to enter me but less in groups. That's when another change occurred. While being fucked missionary, I looked up to see a naked, brown-skinned woman above. Her feet came to either side of me and her cunt lowered to my mouth. I reached up to her tits while my mouth and tongue greedily consumed her cunt, my tongue darting into her hole. I heard her moan and that encouraged me more.
That became the new scene. Whether I was fucked missionary or from behind, there was a Diablo cunt for me to eat and pleasure. I continued to be given orgasms by cock and clit stroking but my attention began focusing on the cunts given to me. I used my lips and tongue on the cunts and fingers on nipples and clits. Cunt after cunt orgasmed on my mouth and I greedily sucked the warm, orgasmic juices from them.
Then, the cocks stopped completely. Looking around, men were still there but there were more women. Many of the women were naked. What I saw was intimidating. Some women were putting on strap-ons with large dildos. Several others had odd-shaped dildos and shafts with increasingly large spheres. I even saw an aluminum baseball bat. Diego did include the word 'abused' and Jose used the word 'survive'. I shuddered but mustered up all the courage I had.
I was kneeling on the cum smeared mattress as the women, all with the gang tattoo on their necks like the men, surrounded me. The first to approach worked a strap-on with a large black dildo bounding in front of her. She called me a bitch and ordered me onto my back. I instantly did as she commanded and spread my legs on my own for good measure. She knelt between my legs and laughed at seeing my cunt. She said she didn't know how the men could want to be in such a disgusting-looking cum-hole and she wouldn't except she was using rubber.
I understood this was intimidation, degradation, and humiliation. Even though I understood, it still cut me and hurt me. She put the dildo at the entrance to my cunt and slammed it inside. The eight inches of dildo was inside me in one brutal thrust and I cried out which seemed to please her. At that moment, knees crawled on either side of my head and a cunt was placed over my mouth. I heard another woman's voice say that would quiet me and there was laughter.
The dildo was used on me with more brutal force than any of the men had used. The cunt on my face was ground into my nose and mouth. My nipples were pulled and twisted, by whose fingers I had no idea. When the cunt over my mouth orgasmed, I sucked the juices from her hole. Immediately, another cunt sat on my face.
Eventually, the dildo in my cunt retreated. It wasn't able to cum so she just got tired. Another dildo plunged in soon after, however. This one felt different. The tip was pointed, shaped differently with greater thickness midway down the shaft. Cunts continued to use my mouth as this new dildo used mine. Then something different happened. I felt something big bumping against my cunt hole on the outside. The knot. The fake knot on the dildo, of course. When the ball shape stretched my cunt and passed inside, my cunt closed around it. It was such an odd feeling and for a moment distracted me. It distracted me only for a moment, though, as the cunt over my mouth orgasmed and I was sprayed with cum. This woman was a squirter.
Cunt after cunt came to my mouth and dildos of every type were jammed into my cunt. It took a few cycles but my body adjusted to the roughness and brutal approach to using my body. I did start to orgasm, again.
Something far too blunt and big was being pressed at my cunt. A cunt was removed from my face and lifted my head to look. The bat. I forgot about the bat. I watched in horror as the woman continued to pressure the blunt end at my slowly, painfully yielding hole. When it finally stretched me enough to enter, I cried out loud. She continued to twist it back and forth and put pressure on it. I watched helplessly as the bat sank deeper and deeper into my cunt. When the bat hit the end of my cunt, she looked up, not at me but at others, and there was laughter. She then fucked me with it. When I orgasmed on the bat, though, they all went quiet.
"Damn," someone exclaimed, "she'll take pleasure from anything."
It was quiet for a moment. The bat had been withdrawn and I lay gasping and panting. The brutality of the bat left me with a brutal orgasm.
"I'm running out of ideas to abuse the cunt. What else can we do to shame the bitch?"
That was followed by a yell, "What's going to happen to this mattress?"
Off in the distance across the large warehouse room came the response, "We'll take it to the dump. It has so much cum soaked into it. No way to clean it."
"I have to piss," I heard. "Good, idea," another added. "Open your mouth, another ordered."
NO, I thought but kept to myself. I can't do this; I can't. Not this. I'm so close, though, I argued with myself. How much more can these women come up with. A little more and you win, win what you want.
Reluctantly, I opened my mouth as knees settled alongside my head. A stream of piss covered my face and neck. I was ordered to drink ... and I did. Woman after woman relieved herself over my mouth. I gulp and swallowed. Then, I surprised myself and them. I not only drank the piss, but I also began licking the last drops off them.
"OH FUCK," a woman exclaimed. "She's ... mmmm ... sucking my clit, now." After the woman pissed in my mouth, I made her cum. She was the squirter and I drank, from her again.
There were more women than I thought. Somewhere along the cycle, someone shoved their hand into my cunt. My cunt had closed up some after the bat, but she got it inside and it was weird. She used her fingers to stroke along the walls as she fucked her hand in me. I orgasmed with the heel of her thumb bumping into my g-spot. Another woman fisted me, too, but she used a finger to fuck through my cervix. That was very intense.
The women paused and this pause had a sense of finality to it. They seemed to have run out of ideas to abuse me, degrade me, and humiliate me. But, I was wrong. One came up with an idea. And, I shuddered when I heard them talking about it.
The Interstate and major beltway highway pass through and over the old industrial area. The overpasses are what have the women again excited. Small communities of homeless have claimed the overpasses as theirs and the city is tired of dealing with them with a final decision that the homeless situation might be better dealt with by leaving them in these out-of-the-way parts of the city.
The women are getting dressed. I am not. Hell, I don't even have clothes here. The women began moving and I am prodded along with them. I heard the roll-up door at the loading dock rise and the only sound from outside is the steady hum of vehicles on the highways several blocks away. That's where we're headed. And, I'm naked. I'm barefoot.
Two men are standing at the open loading dock door. They both have semi or automatic rifles slung on their shoulders. Why hadn't I noticed that before? Of course, a drug operation would be heavily protected.
I carefully walked across the broken concrete of the lot between the warehouse and chain-link fence and gate. Another man slides open the gate for us. I am pushed out ahead of the group of about twenty women. I am nudged in one direction or another at street corners. After the use and abuse, this is another level. Nudity wasn't new to me. Most of my time with Jerome had been naked but naked in the confines of his house or the privacy of his backyard. I was already a couple blocks from the warehouse and naked with no safe place to retreat to.
After what seemed like forever but only five blocks, the overpass of the Interstate was in front of me. The women behind me kept nudging me as I slowed to carefully step off the curb to cross another street. That's when I saw it: shanties assembled with discarded tarps and cardboard and scraps of plywood. Shopping carts and plastic bags stuffed with the worthless belongings of the homeless.
I was nudged but it took being pushed for me to continue. Never had I felt so naked and vulnerable as I did as I was pushed underneath the highway overpass. The women yelled and kicked the metal shopping carts. Men and women edged out warily thinking the cops were harassing them, again. Confusion showed on their dirty faces. A few protected lights still put out enough light under the highway. I edge backward as the faces made the connection that it wasn't the cops but women that looked as tough as any man and finally settled on the one woman who didn't. Me. A very naked me.
"How long has it been," one of the women called out, "since you men have had a fuck that didn't require a rape?"
The men came out closer like catnip was thrown out to feral cats. The homeless women retreated, undoubted not wanting to be near what might get these men excited. The men were singularly focused on me. I was pushed into their midst and was instantly surrounded by dirty, desperate men. Hands were instantly touching and groping my naked body.
The most disgusting single mattress I had ever seen was thrown on the sidewalk. I was forced down onto it and held with two men holding my shoulders and two holding my legs apart. Yes, I had to be held. This felt more disgusting than the pissing. And, the fact that I was still covered in the piss of the women didn't seem to bother these men which bothered me even more.
One after the other the men fucked me. It was like rape in the way they did it: holding me down and brutally taking their pleasure from my body. They were like feral animals that barely had control over their behavior.
When the last man had fucked me, I curled into a ball. I was finally humiliated and degraded. But, not enough, apparently. One of the gang women spoke in a commanding voice to the homeless.
"Piss on her." She hadn't asked them to or asked if they wanted to. She commanded them. And, they did. They crowded around me with their cocks out and covered me with their urine. The women had just done the same thing, but this was different. I remained in a curled ball, my mouth closed tight. My entire naked body and hair were soaked in piss from the homeless. Somehow ... it was dirtier.
The Diablo women seemed to just wander off back toward the warehouse. They just turned and walked away. I struggled to my feet, my legs shaky, my mind blown, and very lost. There was nobody from the Diablos to prod me along. There wasn't a need, I realized. There was nowhere else for me. As much as they had abused me, far more than the men, those women with their backs to me were my only protection. The homeless were still there. I was still naked. There was no choice. I hurried after the women.
I caught up with them after a half block. None of them turned around to check on me. I caught up to them a few paces behind the last of them and remained there. I glanced around at sounds but there was never anyone following, just night sounds and my ragged nerves.
The men with the rifles were still standing guard at the open loading door as I followed the women inside the warehouse. One of the women who seemed to have some authority pointed to several others, "Hose her off. She stinks."
I did, too. Piss, cum, and dirt covered me from the hair on my head to my toes. The water from the hose was cold, again, but was a welcome relief. I was safe inside the warehouse and I was getting clean. AND, a thought came to me: I had done it. At least I thought I had. I had been used and abused and survived. I was told to bend over and the spray was focused on my ass and cunt. All the way back from the overpass I had felt the leakage of cum. All of it was now being washed off. A degrading way to be washed off, perhaps, but washed off nonetheless.
A smile had formed on my face at the recognition of surviving the night and not breaking under the abuse.
The woman standing with the one holding the hose on me asked, "What are you smiling about?"
"I did it," I answered with every bit of strength I could muster. "I survived. I was fucked for two nights and withstood your abuse. I drank your piss. I was marched naked down the streets and fucked by homeless men who then pissed on me more." I held my head up and gazed boldly at them. "I did it."
The hose was turned off and I was handed a towel. I was led back to the center of the large room but stopped. The mattresses. It was disgusting now, too. Soaked with cum and piss. The women were all standing around it. What I hadn't noticed was that there was only one mattress.
"I bet against you," the woman who seemed to be the leader admitted. "I thought we'd break you for sure."
Another woman added, "It wasn't personal. There have been wannabe fuck-toys before. They thought it would be cool or something to be used by a gang."
"This isn't a game," the first one continued. "This is us. This is our men. This is the Diablos. No silly slut who thinks it might be fun to fuck belongs here." She stepped up to me and put both of her hands on my shoulders. "You're not some silly slut. Your desire to be what you professed to want is real. We had to be sure." She put her arm around my shoulders and turned me to the group. "Are we agreed?" she asked the women. They shouted, YES.
"It's not up to us," she continued. "That belongs to Jose and Diego, but ..." she smiled, "welcome to the Diablos, cunt. You are a worthy cum-dump for our men and toy for us."
After all, I had endured because of them ... this. She pointed to the mattress. They had removed the soiled one so the one there was clean. I was handed a blanket. Each woman shocked me by coming to me with a hug. Then, they left out the loading door which rattled down after them. Then, quiet.
I looked around the large space. Only a few lights burned which probably was what was needed for the men who roamed the warehouse on guard. I saw a man standing by a door watching me. He waved. I felt silly. I waved back. I was still naked and only marginally cleaned. I'd bet anything he had fucked me several times over the past couple of days. Maybe he was even one of the men who came to the house during my training.
I stepped onto the bare mattress and curled with the blanket pulled over me. It was a sad excuse for a bed. The large open room wouldn't normally be conducive to feeling at ease for sleep. My body ached in all the wrong places. None of it mattered. I was asleep before I had the sense of dozing.
It wasn't an alarm that woke me in the morning. It wasn't the sun coming through a window. It was a combination of sounds slowly piercing my consciousness that seemed to refuse to rise to the surface. The rattling of the roll-up loading door. The forklift starting and moving to transfer a load. The laughing and shouts of men and women arriving and organizing their activity.
Reluctantly, my eyes opened and even more reluctantly focused. The warehouse. Dozens of people in activity. More people standing over me as I rolled over to my back, the blanket falling to the side exposing me to all of them.
One of them standing over me was Diego. He was smiling.
"Well done, cunt," he said. "You made me proud." I sighed and smiled.
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CHAPTER 9: CUM-DUMP FUCK-TOY
Moments after waking on the bare mattress in the large warehouse space used by the Diablos for their main operation center, I was standing alongside Diego before all the Diablo men and women in the facility at the time. I saw the armed guards standing further back but still close enough to be participating.
I was still naked and, of course, the only one naked. When was it last that I had clothes on, I mused? That thin tank top days ago, I decided. And not often before that.
"You did very well over the past days, cunt," Diego said to me. Sure, even with the salve, which I had to admit did help, my cunt and ass were sore. But, I did it. I survived. "You fucked or pleasured or was abused by every member of the Diablos. Why did you do it?"
I looked at him, then over the assembled mass of the Diablo gang, a ruthless gang dealing drugs and intimidation. "I wanted to prove myself as a cunt."
"Who's cunt?"
"The Diablos's." Murmurs of agreement rose from the assembled mass of Diablos. Did they think I would change my mind after enduring all that? I had been fucked and abused. But, after it was over, a number of them assisted me with care. I smiled and blushed if that made any sense.
"Is it your wish, your desire to be an owned cunt, then?"
"Yes, Master."
"Who will own you, cunt?"
"You ..." and I stopped. "The Diablos own me."
"Good ... you endured much and the Diablos enjoyed your holes very much. You proved yourself worthy so you will be a Diablo and be our cunt."
I smiled. "Thank you, Master."
"What are you good for, cunt?"
"Cum! Cum in all my holes and to be used for pleasure in any way."
He smiled. "A cum-dump and fuck-toy, you are."
"Thank you, Master," I said honestly. I only hoped they didn't want to fuck me right then.
To my surprise, Diego directed one of the women to take me to the showers. Showers, I thought? They have showers and I have been sprayed with a hose. Testing. Everything was part of the testing.
* * * *
An old men's locker room. It must have originally been intended for the men working whatever this building originally was. Men's locker room because of the urinals on one wall. It was used by both sexes now as evidenced by both a man and woman using it while I was in the room with shower heads along two walls. Hot water with shampoo and soap. How could something so basic so quickly seem like such a luxury?
The woman who brought me into the locker room waited patiently as I dried my hair and used my fingers to comb it as I looked in an old dull mirror over one of the dripping sinks. She was about my age and looked pretty under the hard edge she presented, her hair pulled back in a ponytail. She asked me why I wanted to do this. I told her. I told her how it had evolved from liking sex to wanting more to needing it.
I asked why she became a Diablo. Her face became even harder. Her brother was a Diablo but she didn't want that. She went to school and had plans but one night she was raped by a rival gang member. Her brother went to Diego and he took care of it. It was a motorcycle gang that had just come into the city. Diego took men to the bar they used. That man and eight others were killed and the bar burnt to the ground. She never enjoyed sex after that.
* * * *
"How are you feeling, cunt?" Diego asked after the woman left me at his office door.
"Sore, Master, but fine."
He leaned back and looked at me. Still naked, of course. I had marks on my body from the abuse mostly by the women and homeless guys. "I bet you're sore. In round numbers, nobody counted, you probably were fucked over a hundred times. And, that's not counting the dildos, the baseball bat, and homeless guys."
"You know about that?" I asked. Why would I be surprised? I had never been sure what Diego did as a Diablo but it now looks like he is the number two guy.
"Yes, I know about everything. It was rough, even brutal at times, I know. What you didn't understand about a group like this is that all of us are like family and nobody from the outside is good enough to be family until proven. You proved yourself. You will become the first white Diablo. Everyone has their role. Some are soldiers; others are runners who deliver the product or sell it or receive it or cut it or package it or maintain vehicles or cook meals for the people in and out of here. You may be our toy to enjoy but you are one of us. That means you have our protection."
"I am ready, Master. Will I be marked like the others?"
He smiled. "You are eager. That is what they all appreciated. An eager and willing cunt. Well, up until the women?" He laughed.
"No, Master. I think up until the baseball bat and pissing."
He nodded. But, I had taken it and I could see that he was thinking about it, too. "Yes, you will be marked. First, though, we need to get your clothes, then you will be marked more."
"You're taking me away from Jerome. Won't he be mad?"
Diego laughed, "We're taking more than you from him. And, his feelings about it are not important." I didn't know what that meant. Didn't all this belong to Jerome?
* * * *
I sat in the back of Diego's big pickup truck. Still naked. Jose sat in the passenger seat in front. Behind us were three more trucks including one containing Evan and three of his men. Whatever was happening had little to do with me but pertained to both the Diablos and prostitution.
Evan arrived at the warehouse with his men before we left. He, Jose, and Diego met in Jose's office and worked out the plan. I didn't know the details. I didn't need to know. I was just their cunt.
When we turned onto Jerome's street, one Diablo truck and Evan's stopped at the corner. When we pulled into the driveway, the other Diablo truck continued to the opposite corner. I had a very small role in this, tell my mother two things and correct Jerome at the proper moment.
Jose rang the doorbell and it was quickly opened by mom. Naked, of course. I gasped as did she. I gasped at the bruise under her left eye socket which was just new enough that it hadn't started turning colors. She gasped, I was sure because I arrived naked. She stepped back. Ty arrived as expected. Jose asked where Jerome was. The office. Ty led Jose and Diego while I stayed back only a moment.
Once they were out of the foyer, I turned to mom. "Two things, mom: more men will arrive in moments. Let them in without them having to ring or knock. Once they are in, go to the bedroom." She looked at me confused. "Just do it." She nodded. I had just spent two days being fucked and finally abused. But, mom looked more beaten down than I felt.
I caught up with them as they reached the office. Ty took his position next to Jerome who greeted their arrival with surprise. Diego made room for me to stand between him and Jose.
"Slut," Jerome started, "they brought you back naked? And, where is your collar?"
Diego nudged me. It was the proper moment for me to start things off. "I am not, slut, Jerome," I firmly corrected. His face showed his surprise. I didn't say 'Daddy' as had become my preference and I had firmly corrected him. And boldly so. "I am cunt. I am not wearing your collar because I am now the Diablo's fuck-toy."
"What the fuck is going on?" he demanded.
Ty's hand moved to his back but I realized that four Diablo men had crowded into the room, too. "Keep your hands empty and in plain view," Jose warned. "You can't be faster than four men with guns in their hands."
Just then, Evan squeezed into the room with only one of his men. It was getting crowded. Diego spoke next, "As far as cunt is concerned, we are only interested in her belonging." I whispered to Diego. He nodded and assured me it was agreed. I squeezed through the men and ran upstairs.
"What's going on, Emma?" mom asked. I could see how scared she was.
I ignored that. "Did he do that to you?" She nodded. Then I answered her. "We have to pack what we can. The Diablos and Evan's prostitution organization are joining in partnership and declaring their independence from Jerome." Mom looked terrified. I chuckled because now I knew. "Don't worry mom, the Diablos can handle it."
I had convinced Diego that mom would be in danger after what they were doing. Jerome would be left with his clubs and allowed to live unless he tried to retaliate. I was sure his retaliation would come quickly to mom as he would likely and mistakenly think it had anything to do with me. It was just coincidental timing.
Diego talked to Evan who was happy to take mom into one of his brothels where she could also be a part-time escort for mature clients. She understood she would live her life as a prostitute and much of that time as a whore in a brothel. But she would be safe.
We were back at the warehouse. I was walking just behind Jose and Diego as they crossed toward their offices. The large room was bustling with activity. Jose and Diego received nods of respect while I received leering smiles as my naked body was visually probed.
"Master," I inquired, "excuse me, but ... where ... where will I sleep?"
Jose laughed, "She doesn't know?"
Diego replied, "No, I wanted her to prove to the others, first." Jose nodded in understanding. It was probably their relationship in ruling the gang. Jose was in charge but it was Diego who understood motivating people and achieving loyalty. Like giving them a fuck-toy. He turned to me, "Right here," he indicated the offices next to his that I had just assumed to be empty and unused.
The other trucks arrived and men were transferring my belongings to the "office" next to Diego's. With the light on, I saw a queen-sized bed, dresser, and hanger rods along one wall. He then led me to the last "office" at the end which turned out to be a little more than halfway down the length of the warehouse. This one didn't have a door or wall to the open warehouse space. In it were a king-sized bed and a large stack of sheets.
"When did all this happen, Master?"
"As soon as I met you and fucked you at Jerome's. I knew then."
I chuckled, "But, I had to prove myself." He nodded. "This is good, Master. I am here for everyone regardless of when they work. As you said, we are a business that never stops." He laughed at my understanding and enthusiasm. He took a nipple in his fingers and pulled up, then watched my tit fall and bounce. I hadn't felt that since training which seemed like a long time ago but was only days.
* * * *
I was dressed in total slut mode... when I exited my new room in the warehouse. Master was taking me out to celebrate. Kind of. He was taking me out to be marked and he promised it would be a lot and I agreed with what he intended to have done to me. Not that my feelings about it mattered much. I was the cunt and my status should be obvious.
I wore a skirt so short I tugged it down the lowest I could and still wasn't sure it would cover the bottom of my ass cheeks. My thigh-high stockings obviously ended below the bottom of the skirt so that bare thigh skin was exposed. My top was a tight-fitting crop top that exposed my abdomen with a plunging cleavage that left little material between the bottom of the cleavage and the bottom of the top. My high heels were five inches. And, no underwear.
As I strutted out of the room that was now my bedroom, my appearance with a bouncing skirt and swaying tits brought whistles, cat-calls, and a wide range of lewd comments. I smiled at it all.
Master's pickup truck was tall and getting into it with this skirt was not lady-like. My ass and cunt were clearly displayed in the effort. He took me to the same tattoo shop I was taken to for my "SLUT" tattoo about my cunt. When we entered, the man who marked me for Jerome gave Master one of those side hug shoulder bump things men do.
"I heard," the man said. "Any trouble with Jerome?"
Master chuckled, "He's pretty dumb to think he really controlled us, but I don't think he's that dumb." He looked at the man and offered, "Just in case, though, you want me to send one of the boys over to watch the place? He's probably figured out by now you were involved in manipulating him."
"Naw," the man said and pulled from his back under the leather vest the biggest pistol I'd ever seen. "I keep Bertha handy." They both laughed. He looked at me closer, "Is she Jerome's slut? Seems he had two, a mother-daughter."
"She's Diablo now. A fuck-toy. She needs marks. You're right about the mother, too. Evan has her at one of his houses."
He told me to strip and I didn't hesitate this time. Once naked, I was settled into the chair and he got busy with his inking. It took quite a while. I already had plenty of ink on my body but it wasn't put there all at once. At times, it hurt like hell. I got the Diablo tattoo on the left side of my neck like all other Diablos. That was a sensitive area and a lot of ink, but it really is a great tattoo. And it really identifies the wearer. Then, above my cunt the word "CUM" was added above the "SLUT". High up on the insides of my tits so it would be visible in public with most of my slut outfits were the words "FUCK" on the inside of my right tit and "TOY" on the inside of my left tit. Then, I was flipped over onto my stomach, and "DIABLO CUM DUMP" was put just above my ass crack.
Master still wasn't done. I already had four bandages covering the new ink that would have to be cared for until healed. Now came some piercings. Each nipple was pierced with small rings. My clitoral hood was pierced with a vertical rod with ivory balls at the ends. Finally, each cunt lip received two rings. I was given some accessories, too: small bells that actually made a ringing sound when walking or moving ... as in being fucked on my hands and knees; also, small weights. I already had experience with those.
Upon returning to the warehouse, I quickly stripped in my room and reported to Master. I had a singular role in the gang: be fucked. There was a time of healing and I had been extensively inked in sensitive and prominent locations. Everyone was familiar with tattoo healing as most didn't only have the Diablo mark on the neck but more ink on their bodies of their choosing.
For the first day, I was restricted to sucking cocks and cunts. A week after that was careful fucking restricted to cowgirl and doggy positions. After that, I was allowed full activity. There was a lot of consideration given to me in this time of healing. As a result, I established a routine of being in the warehouse with the others. There were several jobs I could assist with immediately and others I gained some experience in. Naked and barefoot, I took extra caution as I moved around among them. I received a lot of groping feels and my willingness to assist when I wasn't being fucked quickly added to my being assimilated into the group. I had never been afraid to work and my willingness to help in any way helped to prove my way as a part of the "family".
My acceptance in the group seemed proven one day when a couple women took me by the arms and led me to my room and ordered me to bed and sleep. I protested that my role was to be available, not napping.
"Cunt," one of them said, "you have to take care of yourself if you are to be of any value as a fuck-toy. You were half-asleep out there being fucked. We want the enthusiasm and energy you have always shown when being used. We know you were up much of the night with the night crew."
They pulled the covers over me and I started to protest, again. They held their hands out to stop me. "How about we'll wake you up with a dildo?" I smiled at the thought, turned over, and muttered, okay.
* * * *
I was assisting in the large kitchen as women prepared an assortment of items for lunch. The three women were softly talking just under my ability to overhear. Finally, one turned and the others followed.
"How are your piercings feeling, cunt?"
They had long since healed and had been used to add stimulation to me so I was confused by the question. "Fine," I responded.
They asked if I had ever prepared a stuffed turkey. I conceded I hadn't but had assisted my mom. "Did she fill it with stuffing and seal up the opening?" She was an older woman, about mom's age who was in charge of the kitchen and clearly had led a rougher life than mom. She wore an apron and pulled two items from the pocket in front of it. "Good," she said. "You'll be our turkey." They all chuckled.
I was told to hop onto one of the tables, open my legs, and pull my knees to my tits. I immediately recognized the largest vibrating egg I had ever seen and a length of nylon string. The egg was lubricated well before being pressed against my hole. It was large enough that she had to use some effort before my cunt opened and it was inside. It filled me. I raised my head to see what they were doing next. What was the string for? My eyes popped open in surprise as I watched the string pass through two bottom ring piercings, then crossed to pass through the next two. She crossed them, again, before tying a small bow over the top of the clit piercing and cinching it all tight. They tied my cunt shut with the egg inside.
One of the other women held the remote and the egg suddenly came alive. The initial setting was low but it was adjusted quickly to a higher vibration. I was pulled off the table. Standing, the large egg settled to the closed front and against my g-spot occasionally. I gasped and moaned. Another woman handed me a tray laden with bowls.
I took the bowls to the picnic tables just outside the kitchen where the Diablos ate meals family-style. I moaned and gasped as I went about completing the tasks. Words must have spread as the men and women settled at the tables and then stopped me to inspect my tied-up cunt.
Soon, I was pressed over the end of one of the tables. One of the women from the kitchen yell something in Spanish as the man dropped his jeans. Down the table skittered a tube of lubrication. Oh, this will be wild, I thought. A cunt full of a large vibrating egg and about to be fucked anally.
I felt gel pressed into my asshole and a pause as I suspect he was doing the same to his cock. I felt him press hard with his cock and the egg vibration increased, again. "Fuck," he exclaimed, "I'm not even in and I can feel the vibration."
When the cock popped into my ass, the egg shifted in my cunt. The cock squeezed along the egg until passed it, then pushed the egg to the very front of my cunt and directly against my g-spot.
"OH ... FUCK ..." we both cried out.
I was already orgasming and he continued fucking me. He kept muttering about the vibration and all I could manage was gasps and moans. The man climaxed and pulled out. Another cock immediately replaced it. Another orgasm was rising inside me. That cock came and another replaced it. I continued to orgasm.
A woman was sitting right next to my head. She reached under me and pulled a nipple ring piercing. I groaned.
"How does it feel, cunt?" she asked as she continued tugging on the nipple ring.
"G ... g ... g ... gggooooddddd ..." and they laughed.
The next cock pressed hard into my ass. "OH ... FUCK ... MASTER!" I exclaimed. People laughed and the same woman said, "He does have a nice cock, doesn't he." I looked at her and she nodded. "Yes, we've all fucked him."
Master leaned forward, his big cock stroking forcefully in my ass made tighter by the egg in my cunt. He reached under me and grasped a nipple ring in his fingers and tugged. "These do ... come in handy," he said between thrusts.
Another orgasm hit me and I felt his cock swell and pulse moments before he spewed his cum into my used asshole. "Ohhhh ... thank ... you, Master."
He chuckled as he eased his cock from my ass. "There's a line behind me, cunt. Enjoy yourself." He was then gone and the next cock slammed into me.



* * * *
"Master?" I asked as I approached his office. He looked up from the laptop on his desk and scanned my naked body. He noticed the cum leaking from my cunt.
"I see you're being a good cunt," he observed.
I looked down and giggled, "They certainly have a lot of cum for me." He smiled. "Master, I see the training pole is being assembled in my playroom." The term 'playroom' came from the others to signify where the majority, but not all, of our fucking took place. "Have I disappointed you or failed to be a proper fuck-toy?"
He laughed. "Not a proper fuck-toy, cunt? You've exceeded our expectations. No, cunt, I had it assembled for you to enjoy when everyone else is busy."
I smiled, "Thank you, Master!" I turned away from his office door.
"Cunt!" he called out. I returned to the open door. "Don't wear yourself out on it, though. There are always men who will want to fuck you and women to play with your holes."
I giggled, "Don't I know it."
During my training, Master had marked the settings for me with a 'C' (for cunt, obviously). I stood by the two men finishing assembling it. Finished, the men looked at me questioningly. "You like this thing?" I nodded excitedly. "How does it work?"
I quickly checked that it was plugged in and the locking mechanism was off. I reached down for the remote and pressed the power button. The dildo shaft slowly began rising and falling. I then increased the speed, then added some wobble and vibration.
"Holy shit," one exclaimed. "And you can't get off it, right?" I nodded. "Wow, I see how it could be punishment." I shrugged. Not according to me. But, I was just a cunt. He reached out to take a nipple ring and tugged. I winced. The other man slid a finger directly up my used cunt. "Before you get on it, how about a double penetration?"
"Of course," I responded. "You guys always come first."
I began loosening their jeans and sucking and stroking cock. Very quickly, they were both hard. They pulled me to the bed, one lying down and me crawling over him. I no sooner was sliding down the cock when the other pressed me down and stroked my asshole. He had to notice the cum leaking from it, but I looked back and told him he didn't need to worry about lubrication.
The man behind me was pressing his hard cock at my asshole and asked, "When aren't you full of cum, cunt?"
"Only first thing in the morning," I replied. Then I giggled as his cock slowly moved deeper into my ass. "Of course, some nights can be pretty busy for me, too."
He was deep in my ass and I was feeling nicely full of cock with both holes filled. My ass was slapped hard and I flinched but also pushed back against the two cocks. "It is nice to have a good cunt around," the man said.
* * * *
I was leaning on a cane someone found. I had already orgasmed three times and was rising to another when I noticed someone in front of me. At first, I thought it was just someone who wandered by to watch me orgasm. But, it was mom. I gave her a weak smile and held up a hand to indicate to wait, I was almost there. The training pole had again become part of many days when there were too few people around or everyone was too busy for periods of the day.
After I orgasmed, again, I gave mom a weak smile. "Can you ... lower the ... rod?" She shook her head. Obviously, I was naked but she wasn't. She was, however, in full slut dress. A very short skirt, semi-sheer blouse that did little to hide your nipples and was unbuttoned below her large tits.
"You've got more ink and piercings," she commented.
"Yeah ... I love them. I'm so happy being a cunt for the gang. How are doing, mom?" I looked to the side and saw Evan talking to Jose and Master.
"I'm good. I get fucked a lot, but I've been doing more and more escort jobs, too." She looked at me intently and I thought I could see her eyes misting. "I miss you, Emma. Do you ever regret what we got ourselves into with Jerome and Ty?"
I shook my head. "No, mom. I love being a cum-dump. Crazy, but I need the cum, being used, and orgasms. I get that here." I watched her. "Do you regret being taken as a whore?"
She shrugged. I felt bad. I was happy. I got what I wanted. I'm a cum-dump fuck-toy to a Hispanic gang and I'm happy. She wasn't young but she still looked good. She must have seen something on my face.
"I'm good, dear. Really. Jerome wasn't who I thought he was. I was thinking too much with my cunt. Funny, I blamed you for doing that and I was doing it all along." Evan appeared and told mom it was time to go. Mom took me into her arms and hugged me tightly. "I love you, honey." And, then she was gone.
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CHAPTER 10: PREGNANT
"Master?" I stood in his open doorway. Today I had put the little bells hanging from my nipple rings and they softly tinkled as I approached. I was more nervous than I could ever remember, even more nervous than after I realized how much abuse I would endure from the women during the test for their acceptance of me as the cum-dump for their men. The first time I brushed it off to the irregularity of the body but there was no way to trick my mind after the second time. I had missed two periods.
"Something is wrong, cunt. What is it?" he asked as he leaned back in his chair. I gave him a weak smile. Except for that time mom showed up unexpectedly, I hadn't heard my real name since I was accepted by the Diablos. I've simply been referred to as 'cunt' ever since which is what I was.
"Master," I tried, again. "I ... I ... I have missed two periods, Master."
He studied me, his eyes working over my naked body. I saw his eyes settle on my cum-smeared inner thighs. "How did this happen, cunt? I thought you had protection," he challenged.
"I did ... I do, Master. I was very careful to take them every day."
He pondered that for a moment before nodding. He stood and came up to me. He took both nipples in his fingers, pulled them out and up, and released them to see my tits fall and bounce and the bells ring. "Well," he began, "there's one thing for sure." His hand slid down my body to stroke through my cum-smeared cunt lips. "There is no way to guess who the father is," he chuckled and that put me a bit at ease. "I need a fuck, cunt."
I smiled. "Yes ... thank you." Master had the biggest cock in the gang.
I released his cock, his pants falling to his feet as he rested against the edge of the desk. I knelt before him and licked his cock from base to tip and back down several times before taking the head between my lips and sucking, pressing my mouth further down the shaft repeatedly until his cock was hard and I could push it deeper still and into my throat.
He put pressure on my forehead and I pulled my mouth off his cock. I stood, waiting for some indication of how he wanted to fuck me. He turned me and bent me over the top of his desk. Although I knew the position, I didn't know which hole. Then, I knew.
"Has your ass been used, cunt?"
"Oh, yes ... several times. Please fuck my ass, Master. Your cock is so big." It always felt so good when he fucked me.
He pressed the bulbous head of his cock at my asshole. "I'll fuck you where I want, cunt. Whether it pleasures you or not, isn't important."
"Of course not ... mmmmm ... Master. But ... wherever you .... mmmm ... fuck me will pleasure me," I muttered as he pressed his cock deeper and deeper into my ass.
He slammed the last of his cock in and laughed. "You are a good cunt to enjoy so much of how you are used." I smiled and grunted at the powerful fucking he was giving me. At that moment, I wondered if the idea of my possibly being pregnant might have somehow turned him on more.
* * * *
"Evan," Jose began as his counterpart on the prostitution side of their partnership answered the phone, "I've got you on the speaker. Diego is here with me." After greetings back and forth, "Evan, we've got a ... situation over here and we were thinking you might have encountered it."
"We deal in such different needs, drugs and sex, you have me curious," Evan responded.
"Pregnancy," Diego said. "What do you do if one of your whores gets pregnant?"
"Pregnant," Evan repeated. "Okay, I won't ask. To answer your question, abortion or adoption. Rarely would the girls want the child, anyway. In fact, most want to have their tubes tied to avoid the whole issue." There was a pause. "Okay, I'll ask. How is this an issue for you?"
"Our cunt," Diego said.
"Ahhhh ... a fine piece of ass, too. How is she holding up? She fucks more than many of my whores combined."
Jose answered, "She's amazing, I have to admit. I was unsure when Diego suggested the idea but I'm convinced. Moral around here is amazing."
Diego interjected, "Evan, you said adoption. You've let the pregnancy go to term?"
Evan laughed and Jose and Diego looked at each other. "Have you ever thought of fucking a pregnant woman? Well, a lot of guys apparently do. The rare times it has happened they were a huge draw. To be perfectly honest, guys, I even toyed with the thought of encouraging to have one around."
Diego knew what that attraction was. He had just felt it with cunt and she wasn't even close to showing. "So, why didn't you?" Diego was interested.
"The hassle. Finding and working with adoption agencies was a pain. They're all fucking holier than thou."
The call ended. Jose and Diego looked across the desk at each other. Diego ventured, first. "What do you think? I mean what Evan said."
"Fucking a pregnant woman?" Diego nodded, but Jose didn't take it further.
Diego did. "I don't think I ever consciously thought about it before, but when cunt told me she was probably pregnant, I had to fuck her right then. That's why she is here, but it felt different."
Jose nodded. Then, "Test the idea with others." Diego nodded with a new glint in his eyes. "And, Diego ... tell the cunt to meet me in the playroom." Diego smiled. Jose was married with a family and didn't often make use of cunt.
* * * *
When Diego told me to meet Jose in the playroom, I was fucking one of the other guys kneeling over a chair. When I was done with him, I ran down the open space to the old locker room to clean up quickly. One of the guys made an attachment that allowed me to insert it into my cunt to wash the cum out. I used that attachment frequently on most days.
Jose wasn't in the playroom so I hurried to his office. Before I got to his door, he was standing and stepping around his desk. He was smiling and pointing at my tits, "I heard you approaching." I looked down at the little bells and giggled.
As I followed Jose to the playroom, I noticed Master in discussion with other men who watched me as I followed behind Jose. But, what was new about that. I was the naked cunt. The boss was going to enjoy my body and that was why I was there but something did feel different about it.
Jose stopped in the open space next to the bed that only had a fitted sheet over it. This bed was just for fucking. I began undressing him as he passively stood for me to do it. Once, I had him naked, he sat on the edge of the bed with his knees parted. I knelt before him, took his hardening cock in my hand, and licked it from the base to the head with a quick suck on the head before repeating that motion several times. I took his cock into my mouth when it was almost hard, sucking voraciously on it which completed it to a hard, straining cock. Jose didn't fuck me regularly like the other men and I knew it was because of his feelings about his wife and family. So, when he did come to me, I took whatever time I needed to make it as good as I could for him.
I was sucking Jose's cock and taking more into my mouth until I pushed my throat down over it and began a slow fuck with my mouth and throat. I heard him gasp and felt his hand rest on the top of my head. I was engrossed in the feel of his cock in my mouth and very content in merely pleasing him in any manner he desired. I figured he wouldn't have had me undress him if all he wanted was a blowjob, but I waited for his direction while continuing to pleasure his cock in the meantime.
When he was ready, he let me know with a simple, "Fuck me, cunt." I didn't just comply but was excited to do so. Master controlled me and I was devoted to his every wish. Jose was THE boss and seldom used me so getting the opportunity to pleasure him did excite me.
Jose lay on the bed and I crawled over him. After sitting on his cock, I began fucking him in slow but steady motions. He reached up to grasp my tits which mashed the ring piercing and bell in the nipple and tit flesh. The piercings increased the sensitivity of my nipples, clit, and cunt lips. His cock was straining as I used slow, long strokes of my cunt on his cock. He pulled on the bells hanging from the ring in my nipples. The nipples extended and my tits pulled out and up. Pulling just on the piercing was different than pulling with fingers and sent a painfully arousing jolt through my body as I continued rising and dropping.
"Your ass, cunt."
"Yes, sir," I responded.
I raised up and reached underneath to grab his cock now slick with juices. I shifted forward slightly and blindly aligned the head to my asshole. All the fucking and ass-fucking I am given every day, all day, and every day of the week has loosened my sphincter muscle to allow much easier penetration of my ass. With still a little effort, the slick cock pressed through the hole and we both gasped. I looked down at him as I raised and lowered with increasingly long strokes until his cock was deeply embedded in my ass.
I gazed down at him as I began fucking his cock with my ass more urgently. "Will you seed my ass, please, sir?"
"Yes, cunt, I'll give you my seed."
With that, he told me to turn on his cock. I did, awkwardly. It is much easier to accomplish with a cock in my cunt. After turning, though, he rolled us and I scrambled to my hands and knees. He fucked me aggressively, my tits swinging and the little bells suspended there rang softly but their sound was quickly covered by the moans and groans and grunts coming from our mouths.
* * * *
While none of the men were fucking me or wishing for a blowjob, I moved around the warehouse to find a way to be of use. One of the women at one of the long tables caught my eye and waved me over. My life was my life and I was comfortable in it. Being the only one naked at all times in the warehouse was merely part of that life. Being available for fucking by anyone at any time, day or night, was also. My body was my body. My piercings were used to stimulate me and torment me. Either intention could bring me to orgasm. The markings on my body spelled out what I was: CUM SLUT; FUCK TOY; and DIABLO CUM DUMP. They were advertising for my use.
The woman pulled a chair from the table next to her for me to use. These women were working an assembly line of sorts around the table. This table was sorting pills in trays. I had no idea what the pills were or what they did. I and most of the men and women weren't users. As I approached the empty chair, the woman grabbed a large dildo from a bag under the table. The dildo was bigger than any cock I had fucked, bigger than Jerome's even. And thicker. The woman attached the suction cup on the base end to the metal seat of the chair. There was no lubrication on it but it was just assumed I was full of cum and I was.
The women stopped what they were doing to watch me. It wasn't the first time I had been expected to take this dildo inside my cunt. It stretched me every time. I grasped the shaft and aligned its massive head to my hole and slowly sank over it, rising and falling several times to seat it properly. The entire time I gasped and sighed. The woman showed me my simple task which was to be completed while fucking myself on the dildo. If I didn't keep up, there would be more. The men were content to fuck me for the most part. If there was abuse, it tended to be from the women.
It was, of course, intended to be difficult for me to keep up with the pace they were working since I was not as skilled at it and I was fucking a dildo. In response, I wasn't surprised when the abuse began as a means of encouraging me to improve. It wouldn't, obviously, but only provide additional distraction. Weights were added to the nipple rings which bounced off the bells and pulled on the nipples. Then more weights were added so my nipples were distended further and my fucking motion bounced by tits and everything attached to the nipples.
I was relieved when I saw Master come out of Jose's office and shout over the noise of the warehouse for me. The women looked disappointed but I knew they would resume their playing when I was next available.
"Yes, Master," I said as I stood in Jose's open office door. After being stretched by the big dildo, my cunt felt quite empty. The weights still attached to my nipples pulled and bounced with each step.
"What were the women doing?" Master asked. It was nothing new to see me being used. It was expected and was written plainly on my body. He was merely curious. I told him which dildo they had me use. Both men laughed with understanding. Master said, "We'll let you cunt adjust to normal before fucking you, then." They laughed, again. I completely understood. I was sure my hole was still gaping from the massive thing.
"Cunt," Jose began, "your pregnancy has raised some questions. We've come to a decision." Did it surprise or distress me that any decision about my pregnancy wasn't made or consulted by me? No. I was their plaything. Their fuck-cunt, their fuck-toy, and mere holes for their cum. What distressed me was the pregnancy. I didn't want anything to interfere with my ability to be of use to the gang.
"Evan made a comment that intrigued us," Master continued. "We did a little unscientific survey of the men and added our own reactions to it. There seems to be agreement, so we are going to have you go to term."
"Master," I blurted out, "I ... I ... a baby ... Master ... that ... a baby will interfere with my duties. How can I be an effective fuck-toy if I am caring for a baby?"
Jose was chuckling and shaking his head, "No, cunt. It will be put up for adoption."
I looked at them confused. Master took over and began by pulling on the attachments suspended from my nipples. I winced. "It seems, cunt," he smiled as he watched my tits bounce after release and the look on my face as the weights bounced, too. "It seems fucking a pregnant woman is quite arousing so we'll test that thought. Besides, our attorney says some couples want to avoid the wait of adoption agencies and are willing to pay big money." Oh, I thought, that's different.
* * * *
Several months went by and nothing was different except for my belly which was beginning to show a bump. That wasn't correct, there were things different. I was still being used every day by all the shifts who wandered through the warehouse. The thing different was the subtle way they seemed to desire using my showing body. There was a definite shift in fucking my cunt over my ass and comments like, 'covering the baby in cum' became common. And the women renewed their perverted interest in penetrating my cervix but with much more care.
I saw a doctor regularly, too. The clinic was used by the gang for injuries and the prostitutes for regular checkups, etc. The examinations I received from him and his nurses were much different than any I received in my prior life. Lying on the examination table with my feet in the stirrups, I wasn't allowed a covering gown and my cunt and asshole were routinely examined at length by several of them. The examinations used their fingers and speculum. One of the nurses seemed particularly interested in my reaction to g-spot stimulation. Eventually, it was common to be fist fucked by a nurse and actually fucked by the doctor. Throughout it all, I was verbally degraded.
By the seventh month, I was walking and moving in general with more effort. Clothes were not a problem except for going to the doctor and then it was an old-fashioned house dress that hung on my body. Underneath I wouldn't be allowed to wear underwear of any kind and my increasing tit size increased their free motion.
In the eighth month, I was waddling around the warehouse and would have thought I was very unsexy except that I was still getting fucked as much as ever, maybe more. It was at this point that Master put the word out that he wanted me fucked as much as possible in 24 hours. It might be, his announcement stated, the last opportunity for me to enjoy a gangbang and it should be a good one.
I was already finding it hard to be fucked in very many positions other than on my hands and knees so when I saw several men bring into the warehouse a new contraption, I knew just how serious Master was.
It was a strange-looking bench of sorts. There was a very well-padded kneeler and padding for the thighs. Then, the 'bench' part became weird and it wasn't until I knelt on it and rested my upper body that I realized the ingeniousness of it. My big belly fit into the gap of one part, padded support on my lower ribs, my enlarging tits went into another gap, and my shoulders and upper chest rested in another. They had come up with a comfortable fucking bench for my increasing size so I wouldn't be holding myself up on hands and knees.
Master pointed me to it, then stepped into the gap between my knees. He drove his cock into my cunt and I groaned. It was perfect. I was comfortable and all the necessary parts of me were exposed and free of pressure. Within a minute there was a cock presented to my mouth which I opened eagerly. Cock after cock fucked me and they continued to mostly prefer my cunt over my ass.
After the men present in the warehouse used me, the women came with dildos and anal plugs and heavier weights and clips for my nipples and cunt lip rings. The women withdrew and the men were back for another round of fucking.
After two rounds of being fucked by 20 men or so, my cunt was overflowing with cum. Then, the women did something that surprised even me. I felt something being inserted into my cunt, something happening inside, then withdrawn. A moment later a woman was in front of me with a large kitchen baster with cum inside. She inserted it into my mouth and pressed the bulb to push the cum into my mouth. This was done a dozen or so times with varying amounts of cum squeezed into my mouth.
That was just the beginning. My fucking continued on the bench as more men and women arrived. Late at night, I fell asleep with my head hanging, my long hair hiding my head from sight. It didn't stop the fucking, though. Even asleep I was entered when new guys arrived or returned. I was truly a cum-dump at that point. Even awake, cocks pressed into me but there was little orgasmic reaction from me. Cum streamed out of my cunt as a cock was pressed in or leaked out in between if there weren't women around to use the baster to take it from my cunt to my mouth. In the end, I had no idea how much cum had been pumped into me, taken back out, and pressed into my mouth to be swallowed.
I was within weeks of giving birth and I was having trouble walking. It wasn't because of my belly at that time, though; my cunt and ass were raw and swollen from the fucking. Of the uncountable fuckings I have during a typical week, it seemed I had that in that one night.
* * * *
When it was finally time, two of the women took me to the hospital. Master figured it would involve far too much emotional response for his comfort. So, three women arrived at the hospital all wearing gang tattoos. Once I was undressed and into a gown waiting for the exact moment, the tattoos on my body were a source of interest, muttered comments, and outright rejection except for their professional responsibilities. Yes, my body spelled out what I was: CUM SLUT, FUCK TOY, and DIABLO CUM DUMP. The reactions from the staff didn't concern me ... too much. I was there to complete a job.
When the birth happened, the child was removed, cleaned, swaddled, and ... gone. I saw the lump in the arms of the nurse but that was all. I didn't even know if it was a boy or girl much less what it looked it. I had essentially provided a product for profit. That night, in recovery, I wondered if that should make me feel bad, feel revolted, or feel sad. It didn't. I was a fuck-toy, not a mother.
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CHAPTER 11: BREEDER & MILKER
During the time after giving birth to the baby I never saw, I was given additional responsibilities by the Diablos while my body healed. Right before my next post-partum visit to the doctor, I was called into Jose's office by Master. I hadn't had any form of penetration in over a month. Even after the trauma of giving birth, my body and mind were craving the return to my normal life.
Despite not having penetration sex, I was giving blowjobs almost as soon as I returned from the hospital although my stamina was low and I slept a lot at first. I had remained naked. It just felt wrong to be in the warehouse with any kind of clothes on.
I stepped into the office, "Yes, sir ... Master," I said to Jose, then to Master.
Jose leaned back in his chair and looked over my body with an obvious inspection. "You've done well in getting your body back in shape, cunt," he stated matter-of-factly.
"Thank you, sir. I am hopeful the doctor will say I can return to my normal activities," I reply.
Master commented, "You will know, cunt. If it is time for you to start, he will undoubtedly fuck you with your feet still in the stirrups."
"Yes, Master. He has taken good care of me." I giggled.
"Cunt," Jose captured my attention, again. "Diego and I have been discussing your return to your fuck-toy role." I looked at him expectantly. "I am sure you were aware of how much the men and women were attracted to your pregnant body."
"Yes, sir. It was amazing." He nodded and looked at Master.
"We were discussing having you remain pregnant. We are considering that you would not have any birth control. With all the fucking you get, you will be pregnant again in no time." I watched him. "You can't deny how much people wanted you while you were pregnant. Then, there are the baby adoptions. Very good business, it seems. Also, there is your milk."
Yes, so many men and women came to me to suck on my tits. That, of course, kept my milk flowing. I even started using a pump to relieve the pressure of my swollen tits when they weren't sucked often enough. That milk was used in coffee and even cereal by people coming into early shifts. I was quiet, though. Remaining pregnant ... for how long? It was an accident last time. To become a naked, pregnant fuck-toy ...
"You have reservations, cunt?" Master asked.
I considered him hard for a moment. He motioned me closer and he pulled on the nearest nipple ring to again see my swollen tit bounce when released. He used his other hand to stroke the outside of my cunt and I could see the sheen of lubrication on his fingers. I parted my legs but there was no penetration. This was the man who had promised the doctor everyone would abide by his recommendations for my healing. The doctor knew all about me and my status with the Diablos. Fuck, it was written on my body. He was adamant that not adhering to proper healing procedures could directly affect my abilities to fulfill my role in the future. Now, this was to be the cycle of my life? Fucking, birth, healing, and repeat. For how long? Until I was too old to safely give birth? Until they tired of a pregnant fuck-toy?
I stood before the two leaders of the Diablos naked and marked by them as one pulled on a nipple playfully and stroked my cunt. I was their fuck-toy, their cum-dump. That was what I wanted and what I was. I was excited to be that for them, to be fucked and used at the whim of any in the gang. I was anxious to return to that. I gave myself to the Diablos and Diego was my Master.
"No, Master," I firmly responded. "No reservations. I gave myself to you. I am yours to use as you desire and is best for the Diablos."
"I knew you would agree, cunt. You've never disappointed me." I smiled. "One more thing, cunt," he added. "We have arranged with the doctor to begin hormone treatments to enhance your milk production. A modified milker will be arriving today."
I left the office trying to wrap my mind around what had just been told to me. It had never really been an option for me if I was to remain with them and I wasn't at all clear on how someone might leave the Diablos ... or even if it was possible. I wouldn't want to leave, though. They knew and I knew that I was theirs. I was dependent on them; I was dependent on their use of my body. It was my addiction.
* * * *
As soon as I entered the warehouse the next day after my appointment with the doctor, I cast off the simple, formless old-style house dress. I was instantly naked and walked directly to Master's office.
"I am released by the doctor to resume my normal duties, Master," I pronounced with excitement.
He looked me over and smiled, his eyes riveted on my tits. I glanced down and smiled, too. Drops of milk were forming and dropping from my pierced nipples, running down the ring to form at the bottom before dropping. My former D-cup tits were even larger, though since I never had the need to wear a bra I had no idea just how much larger they were.
"The milker is ready and you look like you need the relief," he mused.
"I do, Master, but ..." I parted my legs and squeezed a tit so a thin stream of milk squirted out, "... but I have a greater need to be fucked by you."
His eyes focused on my cunt. I knew what he was seeing and that was the reason I parted my legs. "I see the doctor did fuck you."
"Yes," I confirmed, "and the nurse used a small tool to fuck into my cervix. It was all pronounced ready for use. Please, Master, maybe you and Jose could double penetrate me? I really need to feel you both inside me, again."
He instructed me to go to the playroom as he stood to get Jose. As I walked out of his office, I squeezed both tits, squirting milk as I walked. My tits were almost painfully engorged. It had been hours since anyone had sucked my tits. Could the hormone injections already be kicking in?
I undressed them and sucked both men hard. My body was constantly fidgeting and I wanted to use one hand to finger my cunt and pierced clit but I focused on their cocks. I was in desperate need and knowing I was this close to having their cocks fuck me made my need that much more desperate.
When they were both hard and decided it was time to fuck me, my mouth was pulled off. Master moved to the center of the bed holding his big cock vertically. I crawled over his body and rubbed my ready cunt lips over the head of his cock. I didn't sit on it, though. I raised my ass as an invitation to Jose and he took the message. He crawled behind me and eased his cock into my cum-filled cunt and fucked me for a moment before pulling out. Then is when I aligned Master's cock to my needy hole and slid down the entire length in one motion. I fucked up and down several times before stopping at the bottom and leaning against Master, covering his mouth with kisses as Jose pressed his cock at my asshole.
Even after this lapse of time, my asshole yielded to the pressure and his cock popped past the sphincter. I gasped and moaned. "OH ... GOD ..." I moaned out as both cocks began to move inside the two adjoining cavities. "Thank you, Master ... thank you, sir ... oooohhhhh ... fuckkkkk ... I've missed ... this so much."
After all of us had climaxed, me first and then second, and I cleaned both their cocks with my mouth, I lay basking in the glow of having been fucked in full view of the warehouse. After they were dressed, they removed a tarp I had barely given any notice of after my return from the doctor. Underneath was the padded bench I had been given for comfortable fucking while very pregnant. It had been added to, however. Underneath was a shiny clean machine with tubes and a shiny container with more tubes.
People gathered around suddenly and a man motioned for me to take my position on it. It was the same bench with padded support for knees and thighs, lower chest, and upper chest leaving openings for my belly, which was flat at the moment, and my tits. In position, my engorged tits hung down. The man turned the machine on, grabbed a tube, and I knew instantly when I saw the suction attachment at the end of it. He used the gel on the rim of the cup and on my nipple and surrounding tit flesh. I gasped as the cup clamped to my tit and the nipple seemed to be sucked into the tube. The next moment I saw the white fluid moving through the clear tube. The other tit was similarly connected. I sighed and moaned. The relief of milk being taken from my tit caused the sighs; the sucking stimulation on the nipples caused the moans.
Master was behind me stroking my exposed cunt. I was obscenely displayed on the device that was now my milker. As he stroked my recently used cunt, he began talking and not so much to me as I just enjoyed the feeling of my tits being slowly emptied.
"We'll have to figure out the right schedule for her milking. She'll be producing a lot of milk so she'll need regular milking." It sounded like I was one of the cows on a dairy farm. "She's still in position for fucking, though. As you can hear," he continued, "the milking arouses her. Whether being milked or not, her cunt, ass, and mouth are still available."
Instantly, jean-clad legs appeared in front of me with the zipper being lowered. I sucked on the cock presented to my mouth as I felt someone approach my ass. A cock plunged into my cunt and I was enjoying three stimulations. I silently giggled to myself at a strange thought: maybe now I was a fuck-cow.
* * * *
Within just a few weeks I was again on what had originally been my training pole and had become merely another of my fucking toys, as if having an entire gang to fuck me wasn't enough. The truth was, though, it was a serious business and everyone was busy much of the time and orgasms had become a physical need. So, while I stood with the pole plunging the big dildo furiously into my cunt with vibration and wobble included, a woman was sucking on a nipple taking my milk and a guy was behind me fucking my asshole.
"I just got the call from the doctor, cunt," I heard Master's voice penetrate my overly aroused brain. "You are indeed pregnant, again."
That was it, just passing along a message as if it was of no importance. After he left, though, the woman pulled her lips from my nipple. "What a fucking cunt, you are," she flatly stated. "We've had sluts come in thinking it might be fun to be a cum-dump but they last a few months. It's been over a year for you. You really love this, don't you?"
"Oooooo ... fuck, yessssss ..." I moaned from the stimulation of both holes.
"If you get off this thing," she offered, "I could fist you while he fucks your ass."
"Oh, God, yes ... please ... yes, do it," I nearly begged.
She turned off the pole and released it to drop out of me. I awkwardly moved to the side off the base with the guy still in my asshole. I needed to give her room. She used the lubrication on her hand and thrust three fingers inside. Then, after fucking me that way for a few moments, she formed her fingers into a cone and folded her thumb into the palm, and pressed her hand into my cunt. I felt her fold her hand into a fist and begin fucking me with it, then open her hand and caress the cock in my ass as it slid in and out.
The guy came and spewed more cum into my ass. I sighed as it slid out but another was waiting and plunged into the gaping hole. I moaned, pleased to have both holes full.
"Miss ... please," I gasped, "can you ... fuck my womb ... with your little finger?"
"What a fucking cunt you are," she muttered as she folded her fingers except for her little finger which she pressed at the tight cervix opening. As she began fucking into my womb, her fist repeatedly smashed into me.
* * * *
"What, are you a fucking cow, now," came a familiar voice I hadn't heard in some months. Mom. I was on the milker, a cock in my mouth and a cock spewing cum into my cunt. My belly reflected being in my fifth month. I turned my head as much as I could while keeping the cock in my mouth. I saw her in full slut dress. The skirt was micro short and from my position, I saw the sheer thong she wore. Her thigh-high stockings ended well below the skirt. Then, her legs disappeared alongside me. "Fuck," she added from behind me, "you really are a cum-dump. You have cum dripping from both holes, your tits are being milked like a cow, and your mouth is dripping cum."
More cum was pumped into my mouth and I swallowed as much of it as I could. When the cock pulled out, "Good to see you, too, mother," I giggled. "How's the whoring business?"
She chuckled and stroked my back as she returned to my head and sat on her heels so we could see each other. Her knees were parted just enough that I could see that her cunt was leaking to make the sheer thong even sheerer. The only question in my mind was whether she was leaking her own aroused juices or someone's cum. "Good, honey. I don't get as much cock as you do, of course, but you easily passed me on that basis a long time, ago. But, I'm definitely getting my share of cock."
"You're okay, then?" I asked but quickly sighed deeply as another cock slammed into my dripping cunt. Mom chuckled.
"Look at us. A whore for a mother and a cum-dump for a daughter." She was smiling. "But, we're happy."
"Damn right," I said. There was another hard cock waiting at my mouth. "I love you, mom." And I opened my mouth to take the cock inside.
Mom left and soon a cock pressed up my ass. "Mmmmm ... Master ..." I gasped and sighed.
"Guess what I learned about you, cunt?" he asked.
"Mmmmm ... I have ... no idea, Master. What?"
"I've been keeping track ... of your milk production," he continued while powerfully fucking into my ass. "Of course, I can only track what the milker takes from you because we all know people are enjoying your milk directly from your tits. I am pretty sure, though, that not only the hormone treatment is giving results but when you are fucked it seems to positively impact your milk production. So guess what, cunt?"
"I'm going to be fucked more? Thank you, Master."
* * * *
"Doctor?" I had just delivered my second baby which was taken away by hospital nurses before I even saw it. I did overhear one of them saying it was a boy, though.
"What is it, cunt?" He was my regular doctor and knew all about what I was for the Diablos. As such, he would be the first to fuck me when my body was healed enough to return to my regular duties for the gang.
"I do all the exercises you instructed me to practice but I am still afraid my cunt might be getting looser after two babies and all the fucking. Is there something you can do to tighten my cunt up?"
He was rubbing my cunt and clit. "You are in pretty good shape for someone who fucks as much as you do ... and two babies. Yes, though, I'll just snip and stitch a bit."
"Can we make it a surprise for Master, please?" I asked.
He laughed. "Yes, cunt. I think he will enjoy that little surprise." He reached and squeezed one of my tits and a stream of milk shot out. Because I was just a cunt, I wasn't in a hospital gown like every other woman giving birth. "Damn, cunt, your tits are engorged. We may need to cut back on those hormone treatments."
"Oh, no, doctor. My milk is very popular. Just get me something so I can milk my tits." He shook his head but laughed as he walked out the door.
* * * *
Master was indeed pleased when he fucked me for the first time after my second birth. The minor procedure the doctor performed tightened my cunt just enough.
"Fuck, cunt," he gasped as he thrust his big cock up into me as I straddled him with my body bouncing up and down on him. My engorged and swollen tits flopped wildly and drops of milk flew in the air around us. "We were lucky to find you. Two babies and you are still eager to be used."
"I'm ... I'm the ... lucky one ... Master," I gasped out. "I love ... being your ... fuck-toy." He pulled me down by the neck and captured a nipple with his lips. I felt him suckle at my tit and the milk pass into his mouth. I moaned loudly. The combination of being suckled and fucked was amazing. "I love being your... fuck-cow, Master."
He pulled his lips from my nipple and smiled up at me. "Fuck cow. I like that, cunt. I think we'll add that to your body." He cupped my bouncing tits. "Arching over your nipples, I think. FUCK on the right and COW on the left. How does that sound, cunt?"
"Wonderful, Master. A fuck-cow. I love ... being fucked ... with the milker ... attached to me."
I felt gel being pressed at my asshole. I turned my head to find, Jose. "Sir, yes, please. Fuck my ass, too." I stopped bouncing long enough for Jose to press his cock past my loosened sphincter. I gasped out, "Oooooo ... yessss ... thank ... you." Both men held position and I began rocking back and forth on their cocks. Soon, I knew, Jose would grasp my hips and begin fucking more urgently but they both liked this subservient start to my being double penetrated. "Thank you ... thank you ... thank you ... for making ... me your ... fuck-cow!"
* * * *
Upon entering the warehouse after visiting the doctor, I flung off the simple, loose dress and bounced to Master's office. "Master, guess what?"
He chuckled at my enthusiasm. I worked hard to keep my body tight despite the pregnancies but my tits never lost their milk production and had grown several sizes beyond my original D-cup size.
"Well," he smiled as he leaned back in his chair and inspected my flaunted nakedness. My bold FUCK COW tattoos had healed nicely. My body was a self-advertisement: FUCK COW, FUCK TOY, CUM SLUT, and CUM DUMP. "I can see you've been fucked by the doctor, probably fisted by his nurses to orgasm, and you are in desperate need to be put on the milker."
I giggled, "Yes, Master. You are right about all of that. But, there is more," I excitedly said as I caressed my belly. "I'm not only pregnant, Master, but triplets!" I beamed. "Imagine, Master, how huge I'll be!" Strange? Why wouldn't I be excited, though? I was their fuck-cow. A huge belly and huge tits constantly dripping milk no matter how much I was milked.
He laughed, "You are amazing, cunt. You're not only the best cum-dump and cow but also a breeder."
BREED ME was added to my chest. If by chance the FUCK TOY tattoo wasn't obvious enough when I was in public, BREED ME was impossible to miss.
* * * *
In my eighth month, I waddled when I walked my belly was so big. When I walked anywhere, I had one hand under my belly. Not that it really helped. So, that's what I did as I came to Master's office door: waddled. I knew cum was dripping from my cunt and asshole and cum showed on my tits where it had dripped from my mouth. It seemed the bigger I got the more I was fucked.
He smiled as he surveyed my ravaged and swollen body. "You do like your position here, don't you, cunt?"
"You know I do, Master," I replied. I was absently rubbing the cum into my tits. "I never imagined but this is so much better. I thought I only wanted to be a cum-dump but being a breeding fuck cow is so much more. I love being milked and fucked, Master. Producing babies for you is just a byproduct. That's crude, I know, but if people are willing to pay so much for them it's providing a necessary service, right?"
"It is indeed." His face changed slightly. "I talked to the doctor. He said it would still be okay for you to be gangbanged. What do you think, cunt?"
I chuckled, "Master, isn't that what I do every day?"
He laughed. "You get that much cock, yes. It is spread out over the day by when they can manage the time. I mean a real gangbang."
"Of course, Master. You don't mean the Diablos, though, do you? You know I'll do whatever you want. When? How many?"
"I know, cunt, but you are very heavy with triplets. In three days and it could be up to two dozen men." I nod with a huge smile. My arousal spiked just hearing that. But then he added, "So, cunt, no more fucking until then. Use the milker but no more fucking."



I looked at him in shock. "Master! No, please! Three days without fucking? The only way I can tolerate abstinence after birth is because of the healing. I need to be fucked, Master."
He laughed. "These guys are new associates delivering our product into the next state. I want you desperate for cock. They're a motorcycle gang. They might be rough."
I was still pouting when I mumbled, "Doesn't matter, Master. By then I'll probably rape them." He laughed. He knew what three days would do to me after being fucked every day by dozens of men since my last delivery. He knew that abstinence might feel like punishment to me but that raping the first couple of men might be close to the truth.
It was close to noon on Saturday morning when the milking machine was loaded into a van with Master, me, and three Diablo soldiers heavily armed. There was no way I could fuck for more than a couple hours without needing to be milked. Besides, fucking a cow had become quite appealing it seemed.
I was naked in the van and squeezing my tits to relieve the growing pressure. It was a three-hour drive to the bar the other gang used for their headquarters. I squeezed the milk into a glass and the men in the van greedily drank it, but nobody touched my holes much to my increasing frustration. Master had been very firm that I could not even touch myself.
I looked out the windshield at the roadside bar the van was slowing to pull into the parking lot jammed with motorcycles. Someone came out the front door and motioned for the van to back up to the front. As the van came to a stop, the back doors were opened. The other men assisted the Diablo men in pulling the milker out and carrying it inside the bar. I followed the milker out the back and carefully stepped onto the gravel parking lot. Barefooted, I followed the milker up the single step onto a sort of porch. Master led the way in.
The bar was dark despite it being a sunny day outside with only a few windows able to let some light inside. The ceiling lights didn't look like they had been cleaned in some time.
"Holy, fuck," someone in the group exclaimed, "they weren't kidding when they said pregnant."
"I've never seen a belly so big," another exclaimed.
Master only smiled and pulled me in front of him as he stood in front of the group. After shaking hands with the other leader, he wrapped his arms around me with one hand groping a tit leaking milk and the other going between my legs which I parted for his access. I was desperate to be touched but more so to be fucked.
"She needs to be milked," he said as he squeezed the tit and a stream of milk squirted out much to the enjoyment of the gathered men.
When the milker was plugged in, I took position on it as one of the Diablo men went about applying gel and fitting the suction to each tit.
"When do we get to fuck her, then?" one of the men called out. "I've never fucked a bitch so pregnant before."
The machine began pumping and I sighed as milk began flowing through the tubes and the pressure in my tits began to ease. They were so engorged it hurt. My body was supported with my belly exposed and my tits hanging down being milked like a cow.
"When can they start fucking you, cunt?" Master asked.
"Now, Master. My cunt, asshole, and mouth are ready and eager," I replied. And, I was very eager.
Master added, "The first to take her ass uses gel."
"What about her cunt? Should we lubricate that, first?"
Master laughed. "The cunt's cunt is always lubricated."
The men didn't laugh. They just started tearing their clothes off. Soon, I had a couple cocks at my mouth and one in my cunt. I groaned and moaned in delicious satisfaction at being fucked again after having it withheld from me. I was on the milker for 30 minutes and had numerous wonderful orgasms and several loads of cum into all my holes. When I was disconnected from the milker, I stood and stretched my back. It was then that I saw a large mattress in the center of the floor where tables and chairs had been pushed to the sides.
I was given a large glass of water to drink and I watched a man lying on his back on the mattress holding his cock vertically. I placed the glass on the bar with a thunk and made a beeline for the man on the mattress. I could see a double penetration or air-tight in my immediate future.
I straddled the man and eased my cum-filled cunt over his cock. As I expected, a second man approached my ass. Since I had already been fucked in the ass several times while on the milker, he penetrated my ass easily. Then, to my further delight, a cock was presented to my mouth. As I stretched forward for the cock in my mouth, my huge belly was pressed into the man below me. Three cocks began fucking my holes in no particular rhythm. As the cocks climaxed one after the other, additional cocks appeared to replace them.
After another hour or so, I was moved again to the milker when my tits began dripping milk, again. As I moved to the milker, I spotted Master in serious discussion with the other leader. Later, when I moved back to the mattress, Master and the other leader were laughing. I assumed that their discussions had gone well.
I was fucking a guy sitting on top of him when another approached from behind. I assumed another of many double penetrations but was surprised delightfully. I was told to lift my hips as I leaned over the man below and felt the other cock pressing against my cunt which was already with a cock in it. Understanding I was indeed about to double penetrated just not the way I normally would be, I lifted my ass to pull against the cock in my cunt which opened a small gap. The second man pressed firmly at the small opening and soon I had two cocks in my cunt. I was further surprised when another man somehow managed to get into position to penetrate my asshole which was now very tight with my cunt filled with two cocks. The fuck was made complete when a fourth cock appeared at my gasping mouth. Four cocks inside my three holes!
When I stood after several orgasms on the four cocks, cum dripped from my cunt and asshole. I walked awkwardly to the bar for another large glass of water. Cum continued to drip from my holes as I gulped down the water.
One of the Diablo men came to me, groped a tit, and squeezed it. When a long stream of milk squirted out, he led me back to the milker. "Diego's orders, cunt."
"It's okay," I replied. "I can be fucked this way, too."
He laughed. "We know."
I smiled and took my position on the milker and he began attaching the tubes. Even as he was doing that, though, a man came up behind me and thrust his cock into my swampy cunt. I gasped and moaned. Another round of being fucked on the milker. The cycle would be repeated a few more times from milker to mattress to milker and back to the mattress.
It was well past midnight when it ended. I was lying on an old blanket in the back next to the milker which was tied down so it wouldn't slide around. I fell asleep soon after the van pulled out of the bar's parking lot.
Sometime in the long drive, I heard Master talking with the driver. "She's a hell of a fuck, boss," the driver said.
"Tell me honestly," Master said, "what do you think of her pregnant?"
The driver paused for a moment. Then, "It was a fucking turn-on."
"Was ... you said, was," Master inquired.
"Yeah ... well ... she's been pregnant a long time, boss. She has a great body when she isn't pregnant. You know ... more flexibility and energy fucking, too." He paused. "Her tits are huge with the milk and all, though."
"We keep milking her she'll continue producing milk. Thanks, I need to think about this."
* * * *
After birthing the triplets, Master was there watching the doctor as he tightened my cunt, again. "We've decided you've done enough for the Diablos, cunt."
Fear showed on my face. "What does that mean, Master? You don't want me, anymore?"
He laughed and I squirmed on the finger the doctor slipped inside me. "God, no," Master exclaimed. "You'll still be our fuck-cow but not pregnant, anymore. Everyone likes your milk and fucking you on the milker. Jose and I just felt we didn't want to risk ruining your body with more pregnancies."
Master and the doctor stood between my widely spread legs in the stirrups as the doctor tightened my cunt. Master's eyes were focused on my open cunt and I knew what he was thinking and it made me smile. He couldn't wait to fill my cunt, again. That thought sent a shiver of arousal through me only moments after giving birth to triplets. I couldn't wait for that, too. Master's fucks were always the best ones. But ... taking cock after cock in my holes while being milked was pretty good, too.
THE END.
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CHAPTER 1: GATEWAY HOUSE
The real estate agent turns her signal on. We are traveling down a county road dozens of miles from the nearest small town that held her office. I find myself leaning forward against the seat belt in anticipation that we must be getting close but I can't see where the next turn is among the trees ahead on either side of the narrow, paved road. From all reports, the property we are nearing by the mile is a steal, almost a giveaway... perfect for what I have been looking for.
I turn from the road ahead to search for the face of the agent. Marge. Marge something. She's about mid-50s, pudgy (is that unkind?), hair dyed to eliminate any sign of gray, and dresses that are too young for all that. She's widowed. Ten years now, I think she said. She's always smiling. Honest smiles, too, not fake. Not sales smiles. She's also the town's bookstore owner and self-designated town and region historian. The town is only a couple thousand people and this first visit of mine to it made me wonder if they were also counting the local livestock in that number.
It wasn't until she had the car slowed to a crawl that I saw it, a very narrow, two-track path leading into the woods. I looked from the narrow tract back to Marge in surprise. Her full concentration was on making the turn with her large domestic SUV from the paved road. I wasn't expecting this entrance to the property that had caught my eye in my search from halfway across the country. The two-track was winding and rising through the trees. Soon, we came to a widening in the view, a small clearing amid the trees, and rolled to a stop at a tall wrought-iron fence and gate.
Marge slipped the vehicle into park and her shoulders seemed to visibly sag and relax as if the narrow tract had been tense for her. She smiled at me. "Almost there." She dug a key out of her purse at her feet, opened her door, and moved to the gate. I leaned forward. There still wasn't much to see. The road, driveway, whatever continued beyond the gate up the rise. The woods continued to obscure any view except for the road continuing to wind ahead. The fence and gate were obviously very old but still maintained. Above the gate was an arched structure of wrought iron and a word ... or name ... 'GATEWAY'. The listing had referred to the property as Gateway House. I knew the property was old, historic even, but the name hadn't meant anything or caused much curiosity. Now, sitting here in front of the name, I wondered about it.
What I was interested in was a house, seclusion, isolation ... starting over. If the looks of this road and its distance from the town were indicators, I may have found it.
The house was perfect in every way and detail beyond what I could have hoped for or even imagined. The house was built in the mid-1800s, became vacated, then renovated several times. It was now on the National Registry so the renovations had brought the house up to current code but maintained the architectural styling and details of the original. The property sits on about ten acres along the Pacific Coast of Northern California. Thick woods hide the property from the small road. The house itself sits at the top of a rise with intermittent trees and mature plantings. The back of the house overlooks an open area with a view of the ocean and a 50-foot steep drop to the rocky shore below. A crude footpath is just visible leading down to the shore. It must be high tide because I am told there is a small sand beach below at low tide.
The house is two stories with a large attic. The outside is a yellow-tinted local brick and red clay tile on the roof. Six steps in front lead to a huge wrap-around covered porch detailed with slender dual columns around the front and sides. The main floor has all the style of a grand home from that period: an impressive entryway; a large living room with a massive fireplace; a formal dining room with built-in hutches; a library with built-in floor-to-ceiling shelves on two walls; and, a massive kitchen (modernized) with dinette and walk-in storage. A door off the kitchen leads down to what was originally a root cellar. The second floor is bedrooms and baths, three bedrooms and two large baths, and a room in one corner that would be ideal for my work. It has a round jut-out with windows along the circle. And, although it doesn't face the ocean (an oversight in the original design?), it would get wonderful morning light and a peaceful view of the countryside. The largest bedroom in the back has a small balcony facing the ocean and I immediately know it would be the one I would use as the master.
Marge and I are standing on that little balcony where I can envision a chaise lounge to greet the morning and watch sunsets. "Honestly, Marge ... what's wrong with it?"
"Wrong?"
"When I first came across this listing, I anticipated a property needing years of renovation under strict Historical Registry rules. Instead, it is already renovated and up-to-code in every way. As you know, I have had two independent inspectors go through the place. One found nothing, the other admitted to having to be nit-picky to find even the two measly issues he listed. So, what's wrong with this picture? By my research, this should be listed for at least three times what it is being listed for."
She sighed deeply. "As you know, this place isn't even listed right now. It hasn't moved in years so the owner pulled it off the market. It was only your interest in that old listing that inspired me to provide the old information." It was quiet for longer than I expected for her only to gather her thoughts. I glanced at her and she was staring out over the ocean as if she hoped to find the explanation out there somewhere. She felt my stare and gave me a nervous smile. "You're right, of course. I'd love to list this for what it's worth, but I would also love to see it owned by someone who will treasure it. I agreed to show it to you and I'll take any offer you want back to the owner. It's a treasure of the region and it shouldn't fall back into disuse."
I sighed. "What's wrong with it?"
She smiled. Surely, she knew she hadn't answered my question. "Structurally, mechanically, nothing is wrong. It's a solid house on a wonderful property. Plumbing, heating, electrical, structural ... everything. But ..." She sighed as if seeing another potential buyer walking away because of feeling it was a risk. "Have you ever really lived this far away from everyone? Have you ever lived where the only town is that small? People who might afford what this place is worth want a lot more options available to them. Remote near a resort town is one thing but remote near a tiny town that offers dining at a corner café is very much another thing. Also ... you know of the talk ..."
"That it is haunted?"
She nods. "Let's be honest ... people will intellectually reject the idea as silly superstition. But, put them in an old house at night, have them hear the house 'talk' to them as the air cools or warms or the wind hits it ... old homes creak and thump with expansion and heating kicking in. Yes, this is built with bricks but that is the outside. Inside is old wood construction and there is a lot of it." She turns fully to me and looks me directly in the eyes. There is a look of resigned defeat. "Superstition, Lexy. Over the years, several buyers have spent some nights here. The owner returned their money."
"Are you saying they saw ghosts?"
She laughed. "Yes ... NO ... Their minds imagined all sorts of things but even they admitted they didn't really see anything. They weren't absolutely sure that something was moved on tables or mantels, or that doors or windows were opened or closed. They just heard things and their minds ... it's an old house."
I turned and looked out over the ocean. I imagined this balcony and the room just inside as a place to start and end my days. I imagined the round corner room as the place where I would do my writing and research. The quiet and remoteness weren't a negative to me; it was what I was looking for. And, yes, that small town was a big change from Chicago but, with the internet, why did I need to be near my publisher or agent? I didn't. And, I had become convinced the big city had drained my soul and heart and that was the source of my failure in the last few novels. I needed a change ... I needed a big change.
* * * *
I bought the house and moved before the sale of my Chicago downtown condo was finalized. It probably had the appearance that I was escaping an unreported pandemic before it was too late. Career-wise that was kind of how I felt. I loved writing novels but something had become missing in my approach, my inspiration, my imagination, my attitude. Yes, Lexy Dorman writes romance novels but not the billionaire or Texas cowboy novels. Truth be told, they were on the edge of porn but they are hugely popular ... or had been. Many romance novelists don't use their real names but I was generally proud of the work I did and the pleasure it brought to the audience that followed my efforts. But lately, even I was disappointed in what was being published. I knew both my agent and publisher were hopeful this change might be a catalyst to snap me back to something new and exciting.
It took me several weeks to fully move my things in and meld them in the house with the many antiques that were a part of the house. The owner, living across the country, was only too happy to part with everything, finally. It took almost no time to emotionally and psychologically recognize the relief settling over me. The quiet, the views, the peace of the property. The smell of the ocean air without the oppressive heat felt further south in the state was like a calming toxin as it moved on the breeze through the open windows, over the small balcony, or across the expansive porch. It was too early to see any results reflected in my writing but my time was more energetically and enthusiastically part of my day, again.
My time in the big city, especially one like Chicago, had ingrained a compulsion for security into my life. Every night, therefore, I diligently locked doors and windows, especially downstairs. While my condo had limited access, this house felt like a sieve of potential access even as remotely located as it was.
The sounds of the house that Marge had talked about scaring away other buyers didn't bother me much after a few days and nights. That was probably the conditioning I experienced from the many times my family visited my grandparents' homestead in rural Iowa. The house and barn were both real creeks and groaned with expansion and contraction in weather changes. That experience actually had the effect of making this house real and alive for me, like it was welcoming me like it was reassuring me that I wasn't alone in a strange new place.
Along with settling into the new house with its peaceful solitude, two of my enjoyable vices also awakened: good wine, which was plentiful regionally with both small and larger wineries; and my toys. I am a 47-year-old divorcee. Almost a cliché for an image of a romance novelist, especially when you consider that I was left for a much younger option. I was working at a small newspaper at the time. For a few years, it was absolutely devastating. I thought we had a good sex life. But eventually, his interest seemed to wane so I researched ... in other words Googled sex forums ... for ideas to entice him into more sex. What an idiot ... why don't we recognize the signs? He was working later and later, more and more frequently, and coming home with a variety of excuses for not having an interest in sex no matter how I was dressed or undressed as he came in from the garage. Of course, he was seeing someone. Of course, I was an idiot. It was devastating in many ways and took time to work through it. What I couldn't ultimately work through was trusting a man, again. Not after all that time together. Not after giving up my career aspirations of writing so he could move up in his career. What I call my 'idiot years' at the end of the marriage did, however, provide the foundation for the future when I was ready: resolve to focus on writing; and, the knowledge to provide myself with very real and satisfying pleasure with toys and my own fingers.
Even though I am alone, and committed to being alone (I won't trust a man ever again and, despite writing about slutty, desperate women ready to ride any available man, I won't stoop to being a man's toy or object), I have a closet full of erotic outfits I love wearing for myself and more mirrors throughout the house than normally seen. In essence, I use the outfits and the mirrors to entice myself ... and the wine helps. Desperate? Not in my mind. And, my mind has become a chamber of eroticism in the process. Spending that much time enticing yourself and pleasuring yourself and your mind becomes a welcome archive of imaginations of pleasure scenarios your wayward, the bastard husband didn't imagine.
So, I may be 47 but my interest in my own enticement has kept me focused on my own appearance. And, I like my own appearance very much. When I am in the mood, which happens often, wearing erotic lingerie, sheer baby dolls, and sheer floor-length nightgowns while roaming the house at night becomes very erotic while catching glimpses of myself in the mirrors. In my condo, I frequently left the curtains open, imagining people in adjacent buildings being able to see me. Here, in this privacy, the idea of exhibitionism in a warmer climate has me pushing outside onto the balcony or on the porch, or into the yard. The impulses are real and it has the desired effect of spiking my writing anew.
Recent novels have had me experimenting with new character images as my own frustrations have clouded my own desires. Being here, in this house, I am returning to my own image and mental stimulations. Putting myself into new and ever more erotic situations has been successful with readers demanding more. My old publisher balked at the increasing explicitness of the writing but there seemed to be a very large audience of desperate women looking for it. With a new publisher and a greedy agent, I have all the encouragement and support to explore whatever direction I want.
Being here, my selection of outfits has evolved. I rarely wear any underwear and my choices have moved to loose-fitting t-shirts and shorts or light dresses. I feel an energy in the house that I accept and yield to. When my fingers aren't occupied by the keyboard or some other activity, I frequently find them touching myself. Hence, the loose clothing and no underwear. I have decided to support the small town in unique ways. I have worked out an arrangement with a store in town by arranging for a shop owner to order what I wanted and then purchasing them from her at a profit for her. She would eventually establish a line of clothing around my selections for others as I became recognized in the community.
I am pleased that my 47 years are at least partially hidden behind a still attractive appearance. I am 5' 3" tall at only 105 lbs. with a 34 -- 24 -- 34 figure with 34D breasts, and my body is still fairly tight. My hazel eyes are clear and bright and my brown hair has a hint of red. My hair is its natural color, as you could see (if you ever did) the thin line of pubic hair above my pussy. It is naturally wavy and kept styled long. Dressed only in a floor-length sheer gown that tied together below my breasts I moved comfortably through the house with a glass of wine. I step out onto the front porch feeling brazen knowing the light near the door would shine through the fabric of the gown but also knowing there was nobody outside that could see it. Not thinking there is an audience, though, doesn't eliminate the feel of exhibitionism. Being outside, nearly naked, looking up at the stars in the very black skies, and sipping wine ... is a more erotic feeling than I ever experienced in the condo.
I had returned to my self-pleasuring with renewed enthusiasm that matched my general rejuvenation in the house. Refilling my glass of wine in the kitchen, I began turning off the lights as I moved to the stairs to my bedroom. As I ascended the stairs, I used my free hand to pull the bow holding the gown somewhat together despite it separating with each step. As the gown flowed behind me, now that it was opened, my hand eagerly cupped my right breast, and a delightful shiver of anticipation coursed through my body. I pulled back the covers after setting the wine on the bedside table before moving to and opening the bottom dresser drawer to display my array of toys to choose from. I slipped the gown off my shoulders for it to softly cascade from my body to the floor ... and made my choice.
Naked and aroused, I crawled onto the bed with a basic no-frills vibrator. I just wanted to get off tonight. Nothing fancy, nothing prolonged, nothing fantasy-filled. Just get off and the quicker the better.
The moonlight filtering through the balcony opening and the softly moving sheer curtains shown over the bed tonight. Even that seemed especially erotic tonight. The soft light, the shifting soft shadows from the billowing curtains, and my image in the large vanity mirror at the end of the bed. Why hadn't I noticed that before? The moonlight is perfect tonight perhaps. Now that I notice it, I can't take my eyes away from it, from the image of it, the image of me naked, my fingers and hands moving.
I stare at my reflection. I watch my right hand move over to my left breast. I cup it gently. I run my fingers lightly around the underside and push it up in a familiar grasping effort. I watch my hand and even in the soft, shifting light, I can see how my nipple has already responded. It is as if I am outside of myself as if I am watching, voyeuristically spying, on someone else as she is about to pleasure herself. I feel as if I am violating her privacy as she becomes so intimate with herself. It is very erotic.
I pull all the pillows and pile them behind my shoulders and head so I am propped up and my view into the mirror is comfortable. It is as if I am looking into the eyes of this erotic woman who senses she might be watched but decides to continue unabashedly with her display. My body ... her body ... is on fire like never before. I feel like I am being watched. I know I am being watched and it excites me. The idea of being watched as I prepare to masturbate to orgasm is overwhelming. I think it is only me, myself, doing the watching, though.
I widen my touch to cover my entire left breast. A wonderful tingle flows through my body as my nipple is rubbed by the palm of my hand. I lightly squeeze my breast, leaving the nipple exposed in the space between my thumb and forefinger. I can see the hard, erect nub of my nipple exposed, fully aroused by the touching.
The nipple arousal isn't the only sensation I enjoy now, though. My caresses have a delicious effect elsewhere and my gaze from the mirror shifts lower on my body. My thighs part to expose the source of those feeling, that new arousal. I can feel, even if I don't yet see, the dampness forming deep in my pussy.
As my left nipple gets too sensitive to manipulation, I bring my hand to my mouth, briefly suck on the index and middle fingers, and return it to my breast, depositing saliva to my nipple as I resume its manipulation. At the same time, I repeat the action with my other hand to add stimulation to the other nipple. I watch the small of my back arch up as the feelings course through my body from my nipples. And, my eyes. God ... how erotic ... the visual ... watching this woman's blatant stimulation of herself before me. Watching but also the feeling of being watched. The feeling of being watched while I stimulate myself is so real.
It's time for more. My eyes fixed on the mirror, my image in the mirror, I part first my right leg, then my left. My right hand leaves my breast and slides over my stomach and abdomen to my mound before crawling between my thighs. I feel the wetness of my arousal as my middle finger glides through my pussy lips. I raise both knees and splay my legs widely apart. Even in the shifting, soft light of the full moon, I can see the wetness on my lips. They seem to open to my light touch as an eager response to my needy stimulation. The sight is so extremely erotic.



I use my index and middle fingers to spread my pussy lips. I can see the fully exposed nub of my clitoris and the opening of my pussy. My eyes shift in the mirror from the lewdness of my exposed pussy to my own eyes. A powerful shiver runs through me as I softly beseech, "See my pussy ... my cunt ... see my need, my arousal, my hunger ... watch me ... take me ... use me however you want ..."
I watch my middle finger slowly disappear into my opening. I gasp. Something is amazing about the initial penetration and I allow it to be slow until the knuckles of my hand are pressed against me. I twist it, I curl it, and I feel the ripples of tissue inside. I move the finger in and out, knowing this first action will produce more lubricant. I slip another finger inside to join the first. Both slide in and out. I part the fingers inside, sliding the fingers along both sides of my pussy as I pull them back out.
Already, my bedroom is filled with my soft moans, gasps, and groans.
I pull my fingers from my pussy. They are coated with the clear, slick fluid of my pussy. I pull the fingers along my body and between my heaving breasts to my mouth, my other lips. I coat my lips like a fresh application of lip gloss. I inhale the scent. I look directly into the mirror and meet my own gaze ... and smile wickedly. I drive my fingers back into my pussy and masturbate furiously for minutes, my thumb bumping against my clit, my arousal instantly spiking. Again, I pull my fingers out but this time bringing them directly to my open mouth. I watch the fingers enter my mouth, the lips close around them, and my cheeks hollow as I suck the slickness and the taste from them. All the while my eyes are fixed on my eyes through the mirror: tempting, teasing, entreating.
My breathing has become faster and heavier. I see my ribcage expand, my breasts rise and fall. A light sheen has formed on my body in the warm air washing over me from outside. My need, my arousal, and my surrender are obvious. I plead to my own image, "I need to cum! I need to orgasm! PLEASE!"
A new shadow passes by the foot of the bed, the mirror becoming fussy for a moment. It is nothing, just a shadow, a movement of the sheer curtain and moonlight. A voice in my head, 'I would do wonderful things for you. I would pleasure you completely.' I stare at my image. It is clear, again. I leer at my image with the lust and hunger that fills me. "Do it then, slut!" I command, I entreat, I plead. "Give us the orgasm we need!"
I use one hand to caress my breasts while the other returns to my glistening pussy. My eyes flick between the fingers rolling, pinching, and twisting a nipple to the index and middle fingers disappearing between my pussy lips, my thumb rubbing my clitoris. The action, and the image, quickly send me to a higher level of arousal, closer to the ecstasy I desire.
My need heightened higher, my hand leaves my nipple and breast to join my hand between my legs. As if one hand encourages the other, it presses it harder and deeper into my pussy. A third finger folds into my pussy while the second hand retreats slightly to my clitoris, the swollen, engorged nub occasionally visible as my fingers move in and out. Faster and faster my fingers slide in and out of my slick and drooling hole. Faster and faster the fingers strum my clitoris. As if on their own, as if my fingers understand what's needed, they switch position and action. The fingers from my pussy now bring with them a thick coating of lubrication to my very stimulated and sensitive clit.
My orgasm is fast approaching. It is close. My body tenses. My back arches as I feel my body filled with the electric tingle of nerve endings firing. My mouth opens without sound. My tongue comes out to wet my lips as I pant and gasp. My knees rise and my feet press into the bedding as my hips rise from the surface as if they could encourage my fingers more. I have a fleeting glimpse of my lewd display a milli-second before my eyes roll up and my lids close. My three fingers are buried deep in my pussy as they drive in and out, lewdly and obscenely making a squishing sound through my over-wet hole. I curl the middle finger and probe, searching for that spot, that wonderful spot until ... OH GOD, YESSSSSSS ... I hit my g-spot as my other hand mauls the clitoris on the outside. The ultra-sensitive nubs, inside and outside, bounce electric shocks back and forth until they crash in an explosion that almost cripples me.
For a moment, I feel that way ... crippled ... unable to move, to breathe, to think. My hand is nearly buried in my pussy with my back arched and hips raised. My body shakes and trembles. Seconds seem like an eternity, a magnificent, wonderful, glorious, astonishing moment that held no earthly bounds.
When my breath came back with a gasp, my body crashed to the bed spent and fulfilled. My hand came out of my pussy and my other hand releases my poor, abused clit. I brought both up to my lips, my other lips, and again took in my scent and taste my orgasm.
My empty hand flopped to my side and it was only then that I rediscovered the forgotten vibrator. My hand grasps the toy and raises it. I catch myself in the mirror, again. Between my heaving breasts and parted legs, I see my image looking back. The image becomes blurred ... again ... as a deep shadow passes in front of it. Then, it clears and I hear the voice in my head, again, but I don't pay attention to the sound, only the words. I don't recognize a deeper voice than my own. Not now, anyway.
'Do it. I'm watching you like you want me to. You like being watched. Why else would you dress like that, walking through the house with lights on, not caring if someone might see in with your body exposed under that flimsy, sheer gown? Do it, again. Use that this time.'
I stare at my image. Lust fills my eyes. I gaze at her in the mirror. She taunts me, again. And I am so willing. As if I really do have a witness, a voyeur, an audience. My pussy is shiny with my wetness, my continued arousal, the evidence of my orgasm. My nipples are still hard and sensitive, my clit engorged and prominent. A shadow passes before the mirror and for an instant, my image is blurred and the voice in my head, that deeper voice that doesn't seem right to my mind but must be, taunts me more.
'Do it ... you are so sexy, so beautiful, so exciting ... you are sex. Do it. Show me how you use that.'
"Yessss!" I moan it out as my breathing rises and my arousal escalates. The taunting, the teasing, the blatant display. My mind must be tricking me with my image and thoughts as if it is someone else is here with me. "Okay ... you want to let it go and be the slut? Do you want to let the slut out? Not enough to use my fingers; you want the vibrator, too." I turn the nob at the base of the toy and it begins to vibrate in my hand. I rotate it over each nipple and suck in a gasp of air before sliding it down my body to my clit. My back arches as the vibrations shock the engorged, extremely sensitive button. I stare at the mirror, at me. Is it fuzzy because of a shadow or my surging, resurrected lust? "Okay, slut ... not enough to finger yourself to a release, anymore? Do you need more? You want to be more, be slutty? We'll be slutty!"
I've never felt this hot, this aroused, this needful. Maybe I really am a long-dormant slut. Is that my problem? This thing inside me needing release and holding me back, clouding my work?
God ... I can smell the scent of sex in the air, an aroma like a faint perfume mix of musky arousal and light sweat. It wafts over me with the light breeze through the balcony door. The vibrator glides over my glistening, open pussy lips. My image in the mirror smiles at me. I turn the vibrator at my hole and it sinks inside. My eyes, my mirror image's eyes, are sagging in lust but the smile on her face is lusty and encouraging.
"You like watching me, don't you?" I taunt my image as I pull the vibrator out and slide it up to my clit. I know my hole is open; I can see it. So can she, my image, her eyes riveted on my drooling hole.
'Yes ... I like watching you. I have since you arrived. You're different than all the others. You belong here. We want you here. We'll protect you.'
The voice doesn't make any sense but I am too stimulated for it to bother me.
"I'll be the slut, then! It's what we need, right? We need to be released to renew ourselves." Maybe. Maybe releasing what is inside will renew even my work, my creativity, and my writing. I'm alone. It's safe. Letting the slut out is still just for me, it's still private and myself. Well ... my eyes refocus on the taunting image in the mirror ... for her, too. I stare into the eyes of my image. "Yes, slut ...", I gasp out with mounting lust, "I'll be your slut." I drive the dildo into my hole and cry out. I stare at my image staring at the vibrator-filled pussy ... mine, ours ...
The mirror blurs with the passing of the shadow, once more. 'Be our slut. There is so much waiting for you.'
Yes, I think, there is so much if you release. Don't hold back timidly; don't settle for the partial experience. Release. Experience. Feel. Accept everything. My eyes close. My image is lost. "Yes, I want this."
I pull the vibrator out of my pussy. I pull the gently buzzing shaft, slick with my juice, over my clit and up my body. I bring it to my mouth and suck my arousal, my juice, off the buzzing surface. It tastes good. The taste excites me further. My scent is on it and it is good, too.
I feel a change. I become deliberately not deliberate. I don't want to rush to a climax with proven manipulation only to cover up and go to sleep. I want to experience. I want to explore. I want to experiment. I want to feel. I want to experience. I want sensations to lead me, to guide me.
I bring the vibrating, buzzing shaft to my right nipple. I just hold it there, not pressing, not urgent. The vibration tingles. Electric impulses increase and flash through me. I shift it to my left nipple as my free fingers roll and tease the excited one. I gasp and moan. My tongue comes out to lick my lips which have already become dry from heavier breathing. I softly, gently swirl the buzzing shaft around my breast, then the other, then between them, and down to my stomach. I slow its travel to a crawl. My stomach muscles contract with the tension of anticipation. As the shaft comes to my belly button, my pelvis involuntarily rotates down as if nervous about the approaching stimulation. A smile forms on my lips. Slow and easy. A gentle building that almost seems to be too much in anticipation. The shaft reaches my mound and my lower back curls down to bring my pelvis up, now in welcoming anticipation of contact.
My eyes slit open. I look between my heaving breasts and spread thighs with the vibrator poised at my mound as a shiver of anticipation rolls over me. My smile is unadulterated lust.
"This is what you want? Unhurried, unrestricted, open."
The voice, 'Yes. You will experience so much.' Why doesn't the voice in my head sound like mine? Maybe to sound more erotic, more enticing to me?
The vibrator slides over my mound, just above my clit. I suck in a breath, then slide the end onto my clit and press it onto the nub. I almost cry out as a jolt of concentrated sensation shoot through me. But after only a moment I press it down over my lips, tilt the shaft so the end glides along my slit, parting my lips until it reaches my hole. When I feel it hit my hole, I pull it to sink it into my pussy. My mouth opens without a sound as a shiver ripples through my body.
I feel the pleasure building, skyrocketing. Little moaning sounds escape my mouth between ragged gasping breaths. My upper back arches, thrusting my breasts into the air. My neck curls with my head craning back against the headboard, my eyes shut tight. Both hands grasp the vibrating shaft, one hand over the other as if two are necessary to secure it, to drive it home completely. My nipples ache they are so taut and stimulated. My stomach contracts off and on as the intensity of the feelings grow from within me. With the shaft buried deep inside me, one hand shifts to finger my clit. The thumb and forefinger grab the sensitive nub, they squeeze, twist, and press.
A scream flies from my mouth filling the room as my body ... my soul, my being ... rushes to orgasm like none of my life.
"OH GOD ... OH GOD ... OH YEESSSSSS!"
My skin crawls with a feeling so intense I can't stop shivering and quaking. It is right there. I am at the crest of the most wondrous, most powerful, most amazing physical sensation ever felt. It has to be, it must be.
With one hand thrusting the shaft in and out of my dripping, sloppy pussy, the other grasps the end and twists it to the highest vibration. My mouth gasps, then my breath sticks in my throat as my head curls to my chest and my pelvis tilts up in a semi-crunch. My muscles ripple, tense, and ripple alternately.
With the vibrator pulsing inside, one hand moves to a breast and nipple, the other to my clit. My nipple is tortured as is my clit. Leaving my nipple, I press a finger alongside the vibrator to add it inside my pussy. I curl the finger and find the g-spot. The vibration of the shaft courses through the finger onto the sensitive g-spot which courses through me to my clit. It is all I can take.
"OHHHHH ... FUCKKKKKKK!" It comes out in a scream of sudden release as the most powerful orgasm crashes over me. "Ahhhhhh, ohhhhh, huuuuuhhhhhh ... yessssss ... YESSSS!"
My shoulders crash back into the bed and pillows as my lower back and hips rise off the bed. My feet pressed into the bed, my body tense and pulsing as wave after wave crashes and explodes through me.
I suddenly yank the vibrator from my pussy and throw it somewhere as I continue to quake and shiver, my breath coming in gasping panting. My fingers smooth down over my clit and pussy lips. They are engorged, swollen, and too sensitive to the touch. My hole is dripping and gaping open.
I fall back, roll over and pull the top sheet with me to cover into a fetal position. But as my breathing slowly calms and I am sure my heart isn't stopping and I am squeezed into a protective ball under the cover of the sheet, I sigh with satisfaction and contentment. I have never released myself so much. It was wonderful.
The ocean breeze gently wafted into the room through the open French door from the balcony and felt like soft caressing over my sweat-sheened naked skin as I lay still gasping for breath and reveling in the best erotic pleasure I've allowed myself in ... forever. I uncurl myself and lay on my back, one hand softly fondling my breast with the other gently stroking my slippery pussy lips. The satisfaction and fulfillment I felt were joined with enough fatigue that I could easily fall into sleep. But there was something about the house that seemed to exude energy I never experienced in the condo, a feeling or sense of being watched that spread a layer of exhibitionism over the top of the very real orgasmic experience. It was silly, of course, because I was definitely alone.
I opened my legs as my eyes closed and my fingers again moved deliberately along and into my wet pussy, my thumb glancing off my throbbing, engorged clit. I felt very much like I was splayed before a lover as I masturbated for his eyes to entice him to hardness, again. My heart began beating faster, two fingers now buried deep in my pussy, the other hand rolling a nipple between thumb and forefinger. I gasped as my arousal again surged and I opened my eyes with only slits, peering down along my body to the foot of the bed, almost expecting to see my unknown lover standing there, stroking his hard cock, his eyes riveted on my displayed body as I brazenly showed him my arousal and desire.
He wasn't there ... of course.
I sighed, reached for my wine, and found it empty. I sighed, again. I could turn into the bed for sleep but ... that energy had a hold of me. I still felt watched though I knew nobody was there. No lover to anticipate more from. Not even any homes nearby for an accidental voyeur to catch a glimpse of me. I sighed, yet again.
I swung my legs off the side of the bed, grabbed the wine glass as I stood, and nakedly walked down to the kitchen for a third glass of wine. I took the glass out onto the front porch without the light on and sat on one of the chairs there. The ocean was relatively quiet, the breeze again softly caressing my body, and the sounds from the dark world were peaceful. My body and mind ebbed with that peacefulness of the world.
I set the glass on the small table in the entry after closing and locking the door, a new silly habit ingrained by coming from the big city.
As I started up the stairs, I felt that feeling of the house stronger than ever. I was being watched. I felt it but knew it was impossible. Unconsciously, at first, my walk responded as though there was someone to actually entice. My hips swung and my steps were firm, all to enticingly put a swing to my butt and a bounce to my breasts. At the top of the stairs, the light on the wall behind me flickered. As I moved down the hallway, I look over my shoulder. I know there was someone here with me, at the other end of the hall. I also know there isn't. But the feeling was much stronger this time.
My heart raced as I called out, "Hello?" But there is no response. Of course, there wasn't.
No, I was mistaken. I am alone. I must be alone. I know I am alone. But ... I thought I saw a man, but there is no man here. Only me.
No. He's there. I can see him ... almost. I fully turn in the hallway in the direction of the image. I am completely naked in my own house ... alone ... and I think there is someone here with me. The idea is absurd, certainly a product of the wine and my erotic imaginings and arousal earlier. The light flickers more, the hall intermittently illuminated. The scary thing, though, is that this other person, this man, is somehow intermittent, too, less human figure than a disturbance in the air, a shadow that appears and then fades, a presence approaching. Yet, I do not budge, not a muscle. I can't. It is as if I am frozen. Frozen with a mixture of sensations and reactions from curiosity to fear to rejection ... and stimulation and renewed arousal. Outrageously, I feel all this at the same time. He, the image, is very much closer now. But I still don't move. His gaze falls down my body and I look down with him. I blush. My body is aroused. My nipples are again rock hard. I feel my pussy lubricating with new readiness. All this for an image that doesn't exist. It can't exist. There is an impression of a hand, it is rising with the palm out as if to indicate it is okay, don't be afraid. The image is of a man, young, but still a man. He is black, I think. Yes, black. His clothes are of an old style, as if of several past generations. I see him but he isn't real ... less substantial than real. The light behind him passes through like a silhouette. I can't breathe. His hand is still out in front ... to reassure me? Or ... does he intend to touch me? Oh my God ... my body quakes.
The young man ... or image ... turns to look behind him down the hall and shakes his head. I lean to follow his gaze. When I turn my gaze back to him ... he is gone.
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CHAPTER 2: JACOB
If that appearance I encountered in the hallway was what scared the other buyers of the house off over the years, it had a different effect on me. Could it have been the wine? Or, was it my already peaked arousal? Or, could it merely have been that in the short time since my arrival I had committed to new experiences and opportunities for both my personal and professional lives? Whatever I saw, it had quite an effect on me.
After the apparition disappeared, I continued to my bedroom, turned off the hall light but stood there. I turned on the hall light, again, and checked the hall. It was, of course, empty. I closed my bedroom door for perhaps the first time since moving in. Even lying in bed, I gave a nervous giggle at the idea. Did I think a closed door would stop an apparition ... a spirit ... a ghost? I lay on top of the sheet, still naked, a comfortable buzz in my head from the wine, a warm hum still flowing throughout my body. It wasn't my imagination, I was flushed. Did I believe I saw that in the hall? Did I think it was real? I didn't know what to think, but my fingers weren't limited by what I might think. My fingers were rolling and teasing my nipples, my other hand and fingers stroking lightly over my stomach, abdomen, and down over my pussy.
My legs opened, knees raised and splayed to the sides. The light from the moon and stars sent shadows through the French door with the softly moving sheer curtains. I wondered if the shadows were him. Him? Shadow? My mind flashes to the shadow that passed before the mirror when ... when ... when I teased, taunted and pleasured myself. My God ... was the shadow him? Had he watched me? The voice I heard in my head, that deeper voice ... was that him? Who was he? My eyes searched as the shadows moved but my fingers continued my light arousal. Why didn't the appearance, the thought of the apparition, scare me? Instead, the idea of the apparition suggested a reason for the feeling I had always had about the house, the feeling that the house had an energy, an energy that seemed to feed me and fuel me.
So, with my mind pulling forward what I had seen, or thought I had seen, in the hallway moments before, I brazenly, greedily probed my pussy with two fingers as my other hand twisted, pulled, and pinched my erect nipples. And, it felt so brazen ... so exhibitionistic ... so lewd. Was I displaying myself to him ... to it? Was I flaunting my need? This time I didn't look in the mirror for an exhibitionistic feeling. This time I imagined him.
As I entered Book Space, Marge's bookstore, and sometimes a realty office, the bell attached to the top of the frame dinged as the door opened and again when it closed. There were three other women in the shop, all middle-aged or older. Marge turned from one of the women, a bright smile coming over her face at seeing me.
"Ladies," she said to the others in the store, "I know you gossips have heard someone has purchased Gateway House. Ladies," she moved to me and took my arm in hers as the other women gathered in front, "this is Lexy Dorman, our new town celebrity."
One of the women gasped. She was maybe a bit too old for the makeup and hairstyling and a couple buttons too many opened on her blouse for her weight but was clearly her accepted image. "THE Lexy Dorman?"
The other women gathered closer, their collective eyes moving from Marge to me and back to Marge for the answer they all seemed very intent on hearing. Marge patted my arm and her face glowed with the apparent honor of being the first in the community to appear to be my friend. "YES! THAT Lexy Dorman. And, NOW she's living right HERE!"
It was almost embarrassing ... almost. I smiled until I thought my face might start hurting. They fawned about my books, how much they all loved them, even the last two. They all seemed in agreement that they were not up to my standard but weren't as bad as the reviewers said. I had apparently moved into a hotbed of my fans. So, I gushed back to them.
"You are so nice." I paused to appear as if a thought had just come to me, "Since we're going to be such friends, I'm sure you have ideas for me ..." They all nodded excitedly. "Ohhhh, I know ... what do you think about maybe being written into a scene of a book? You know ... a full description of yourself, even your name, if you want?" Oh, that hit the spot. I'd never done anything like that but this was a small town and fitting in was going to be different, not the anonymity of the big city.
Finally, I took my opportunity. "Can I steal Marge away for a few moments?"
Marge was puzzled, then worried. She led me into the back where she had her office that obviously shared functions for both the bookstore and her few realty listings.
"Did something happen?" After closing the door and we both sat, her behind her desk and me in a visitor chair in front, she nervously blurted it out. "Did something happen in the house to you, too? You aren't wanting to back out of it, are you?"
I chuckled to reassure her. "No, no ... I love the house. I love the peace, and the views, I even love the way it creaks and talks in the wind. The sounds remind me of my grandparents' house on the farm." She leaned back into her chair relieved. I smiled at her. "I want to know more about Gateway. I know it's old ... back to the mid-1800s... but who built it, who lived there, and what was it for? I mean, a house like that in the middle of nothing else like it? There is no indication of a big, sprawling farm, orchard, or vineyard."
Marge rose, turned to her 4-drawer file cabinet, and pulled out a file pocket. She cleared off space on her desk and started pulling out documents, clippings, and pictures. The original owner was Jonathan Hardaway. He was a sociology professor from back east and had been teaching at the University of California for some years. He had been caught by the diversity of people in the region and the lack of opportunity for some. He had an idea that received little acceptance so he put his idea into action himself. He believed that people weren't limited by what family they were born into or the economic condition they were brought up in. It was an idea that wouldn't get serious consideration for generations. To prove his point, he used up all his savings and inherited wealth to move and build an estate. The grounds included the house, the only piece still remaining, a dormitory, barn, and shop building. The dormitory would house up to a dozen young men. The other buildings and the house would be classroom and skills training. Each young man would go through aptitude testing and then focused skills training. In the end, there were 10 young men.
"The end? When was that?"
A sad sigh escaped from Marge. She dug through her files and notes. "Less than a year."
"A year?" Why so short, I wondered. "Did the locals object? Was he driven out? What happened?"
"There are some notes in journals I've recovered that indicate Gateway was received with mixed feelings. Remember it was an even smaller town back then. Some didn't like the intrusion of suddenly having about a dozen young men of mixed heritage brought into the area. Some, though, saw it as a potential source of labor and skilled tradesmen, if Hardaway was successful. No ... fire. Accounts and journals indicate that it was horrible." She stopped as if she didn't want to say more.
"How many?"
She sighed, "All." She glanced up at me, "All the young men died. Documents point to the boiler of the furnace in the dormitory. It was a particularly cold night ... the thought was that the furnace had been stoked too high, it ruptured sometime during the night, and fire spread quickly in the wood structure ... the boys ... were trapped. Some were found in the remains still in their beds."
I stared at a blemish on the desktop. It was unimportant but something to hold my eyes rather than Marge's eyes. "It moved that fast?" I finally looked up, "How many at the end? What kind of boys were there?"
She shrugged, "Who knows for sure. Indications are between 10 and 12. There were notes that he had a mix for his study: white, black, Hispanic." She looked up at me, her brows squeezed together showing puzzlement. "Why the sudden curiosity about this? Again, did something happen?"
I leaned back into the chair, again. Yes, I saw a young black man in my house last night as I strolled around naked. No, I don't think so. I met her eyes with a reassuring smile. "No, just interest. The house shows obvious style and character. It had to have been designed and commissioned by someone with something in mind. I already feel a connection with the house." Is it possible what I saw last night was real? Are such things real? Are they especially so where there is a concentration of tragedy? It is said that battlefields can have an energy ... like Gettysburg. Is that what I experienced? I stood and took her offered hand in mine. "Thanks, Marge. I might want to work the house into a book. Kind of a period piece. Would you mind helping me with the background?" She, of course, jumped at the idea.
As I touched the door knob, though, I stopped and considered another thought. I turned back to her. "Marge, did you find any record of what became of Professor Hardaway?"
"Yes, I did." She moved a couple of the spread-out documents. She picked up what she was looking for. "It was reported locally that about 5 years after the tragedy he was committed to a mental hospital down in Sacramento. It was the closest hospital of its kind. Why do you ask?"
"Just curious."
* * * *
All day and into the early evening, I looked for signs, both listening and watching. I had only noticed the apparition once in the hallway. Or, was it only once as I remember the shadow in my bedroom? My God, the fire had consumed 10 to 12 young men. On this property. I stayed busy with my normal activities and routine. Nothing happened. Of course, I had been in the house for weeks before last night happened. Maybe it was a one-time thing. Maybe it didn't happen. Maybe I was just losing it with all this quiet and solitude. Maybe wine and orgasms caused it. I shook my head feeling silly. I perused my latest selection of local wines, selected a Merlot from a vineyard just to the east, opened it to breathe, and went upstairs to change. If nothing is going to happen, I may as well stay with my routine.
In the bedroom, I turned on the light in the closet, kicked off my sandals, pushed the shorts down my legs, and pulled the t-shirt up my body and over my head. I stood looking in the mirror at the other end of the closet (yes, there, too ... I like mirrors). I smiled but it came out a bit sad. I still have a great body. I could still attract men. After all these years of blaming all men for the one who betrayed me, wouldn't it be nice to feel a man between my legs pressing into my pussy? My toys and fingers have been good, but ... I shake my head vigorously. I select a baby-doll negligee with a thong pantie. It's a light red and very sheer. The thong is so sheer my shaved pussy slit is visible. As I tie the single fastening bow below my breasts, my nipples are clear. The hem falls to my butt without completely covering it and the part in front leaves the thong exposed. I raise a hand to cup a breast. Maybe the men here are different. I sigh and return downstairs barefoot to the wine.
The stairway is off the entry. With lights blazing in the house, I have a thrill as I pass the open front door and the window with curtains open. It isn't really so risky, though. I could reasonably move around naked all day for the likelihood of being seen but the evening is my time to fully relax, read, or muse.
I fill the glass, much more than the normal serving size, return the cork to the bottle, and exit the kitchen. I move into the room I use as a library which is cluttered with fiction, non-fiction, and of course my books along with various magazines. This room is where I can be diverted by any number of subjects. I keep my work-space upstairs spartan to focus my mind and organize my thoughts while writing. Now, though, I ignore all the books and magazines. I want to go about my new life but last night and what I learned today from Marge filled my mind. I am filled with mixed feelings and filled is a good concept of it. I cannot settle, relax, or empty my mind, which is my intention at this point in the evening. Even if my intention is to use the wine as a slight buzz to settle me for sleep or to explore my body with fingers or toys, to bring the feeling of euphoric pleasure, it is to leave behind the other things of the day. It isn't going to be so easy tonight. I felt consumed, and burdened by what I have learned.
The switch at the door turns on only two floor lamps. It provides a soothing, subdued atmosphere for reading or getting lost in thought. A second switch turns on focused strip lighting for searching the shelves. I am standing at the window which overlooks the grounds to the north of the house and only then does Marge's more detailed comments about the property sink in ... the dormitory and other attached buildings were right there.
I turn and look, searching really, around the room. If I am not losing my mind, what was it about last night that brought the apparition out? But if it was here once, isn't it always here? And, if one, what of the other 9 or 11 others lost that night?
"Hello?" I venture it softly, uncertainly. Is this proof I am losing my mind? Is it even wise to want to attract an apparition, a spirit? If this house is truly haunted, is that a negative? Are spirits by nature in turmoil or angry or obsessed by something that they remain? I have felt an energy from the house. I haven't understood it or accepted it before last night. There was just something about it, something new and unique, something that encouraged a feeling of excitement and daring. Even last night didn't feel threatening.
I turn from the window and move into the center of the room. I turn fully around, inspecting all the shadows. "Hello? Are you here?" Nothing. "You showed yourself to me last night. Are you one of the boys who lived here with Mr. Hardaway?"
After a few moments, my eyes moving back and forth across the room, shadow to shadow, it happens.
The furthest floor lamp flickers and the room seems intermittently illuminated. I see, though, that it isn't the lamp flickering in intensity but something interrupting the passing of the light into the room. A shadow appears ... in front of the lamp ... disrupting the flow of the light. There is substance without being substantial. Is that even a real thing? The shadow is intermittent, wavering in its thickness ... density? ... and it is that which causes the flickering effect of light. Like last night it has the impression of a less human figure than a disturbance in the air, a smoky shadow that appears and then fades and reappears.
"I want to talk to you. Can we talk? Can you talk?" As the form before me begins to establish more substance and density, I can see it is the same one as last night. "You're the one who came to me last night. Are you one of the boys who lived here?" The sense of smoky shadow shifts to a distinct image, though having a translucent quality, the lamp light behind it creating an eerie effect coming through its body. Gradually, even that effect reduces as the image's density increases until it is standing 10 feet in front of me. But ... no, standing isn't right. My inspection of its form indicates that it is hovering off the floor without ankles or feet. I tear my eyes away from that disconcerting image and raise my eyes to his.
"Are you one of the boys with Mr. Hardaway?" He nods. "Are you the only one here?" He shook his head that he wasn't. He looks shy and reserved and it was as I studied him and his reaction that it hit me. His eyes seemed to fight himself to show respect but they also continued to shift, repeatedly dropping to the floor between us but quickly shifting to my face but more frequently to my exposed body mutely covered by the sheer, loose fabric. A chill goes through me. My intention to keep eroticism in my nightly routine to stimulate and motivate my erotic, X-rated, romantic novels has me unwittingly nearly naked and seductive before him. Not that it should be a new thing, if he has been watching me all this time, anyway. A small smile forms on my mouth at the thought. If he has been there, if he is the reason for my feeling watched, if he is the reason for feeling an energy in the house, he has witnessed my graphic nature far beyond being dressed in a sheer negligee.
He looks behind himself, again, like he did last night before dissolving into smoky wisps. I step forward urgently, "No, please ... don't leave ... not just yet. There's so much I want to know." He hesitates before turning back to me, the little bit of dissolving reformed.
"Ma'am ... I shouldn't ... we agreed ... a long time ago. We wouldn't interfere with the living, but ..." He stammers it out, haltingly, the words seeming to struggle to come out correctly.
"But?"
"Ma'am ... the Professor, Mr. Hardaway, said I was too curious sometimes. I could never resist coming to see who was living here." He looks sad, ashamed, and guilty, his eyes falling before looking back up. "I never meant to scare anyone, to cause them to leave. We've just been alone so long ..."
"You keep saying 'we'. Are there other boys? Is it just you boys here?" He nods.
"Yes, Ma'am."
I settle into an easy chair, my favorite chair for reading. To be honest, it was more of a collapse into the chair. I wasn't just thinking I was seeing an apparition; I WAS seeing one and I was communicating with it. Each exchange between us seems to have a corresponding effect of solidifying its form. It still had no ankles and feet and continues to hover off the floor, but other features became crisper and defined. For instance, I could see his eyes self-consciously travel over my body while trying not to be obvious about it which was impossible. I became very aware. I quickly cross my legs and my free hand crosses my breasts, tucking it under my other arm as if holding it tightly to me provides more coverage than was real. I was still provocatively dressed in a sheer baby doll that did nothing to hide my body underneath. A spontaneous smile forms on my mouth as a shiver of excitement spreads through my body.
We talk for a considerable time after that. I was going to offer him the other chair but he was floating before me. How tiring can floating be? I soon found the wine in the glass gone and I definitely needed more. I thought I was handling all of this pretty well but I needed more alcohol. I was talking, interacting with an apparition, a spirit, a ghost as if it was a normal thing to have happen. And, it wasn't ... not a normal thing at all.
"I need more wine. This is ... well, it's all very ... difficult to absorb." I gazed at him. "I don't suppose you imbibe, anymore ..."
He chuckles, clearly more relaxed about the exchange than I was currently. "No Ma'am. There are many things we miss about being ... well, being dead." He didn't say it dreadfully but like a guy might about missing baseball after the end of the season.
I stand and walk out of the room to the kitchen where the bottle sat on the counter. I was very aware of him following behind me even though there was no sound of his non-existent footfalls. Instead, I felt it. I felt or sense him behind me, felt his eyes on my exposed body. I try to restrict my walk but find I can't, that anything I did to minimize the movement only tended to make it more aware to me. I quickly poured more wine and gulped some down. I turned and leaned against the counter, my arm crossing my breasts, again, and my thighs squeezed together with my feet crossed.



We continued to talk as I consumed more wine and the buzz has its relaxing effect. I soon find myself much more animated in our conversation, my body moving freely as we talk, my arm no longer attempting to cover me, my legs parting as I shift from one foot to the other, as I walk to select another bottle of wine and begin consuming it. I fill a warm glow spreading through me and only part of it was the buzz of the wine.
We have numerous barriers to communication. For one, we have about 170 years separating our understanding of the world. Things I take for granted like a simple move from Chicago and airplanes are unimaginable to him. Besides the technological and societal changes over 170 years is the relationship of a young black man to a mature white woman living in a house like this from his perspective. Hence, his persistent use of the term 'Ma'am'.
His name is Jacob. There had been 10 other boys, young men, who died in the fire. There are seven who remain on the site. He can't explain why the seven remained or why the others didn't. What he did know was that they saw ... felt ... were aware ... how devastated the Professor, Mr. Hardaway, was after the fire destroyed the other buildings. Jacob had been identified by Hardaway as a leader of the other boys and installed as such even over the white boys. It was an example of how advanced Hardaway's thinking was for the time, not only in providing skills training but instilling equality thinking into them. After the fire ... and their deaths ... they found themselves tied to the location out of concern and devotion to Hardaway. Time no longer had meaning to them but after some time and after the others pressed Jacob about what they should or could do for Hardaway, he realized that some of them were not among the group. He didn't know what happened to them. He said he wasn't aware of a 'light' that people talk about as a guide to heaven. He never saw that. Was it his, their, concern for Hardaway that they missed it when the others saw it? He didn't know. All he knew was that those that weren't there anymore were the white boys and he didn't know how that could be significant. Maybe those remaining somehow felt a strong tie to the Professor? He didn't know.
They were desperate to somehow assist or comfort the Professor, and to let him know they didn't blame him. Initially, there wasn't much they could do, though. They felt incapable of communication or interaction. They shared among themselves but that was the extent of it. The others came to Jacob. What could they do? Jacob was determined. There were stories that everyone knew about spirits scaring the living by opening doors, knocking things off tables, etc. He decided it was just a skill to be learned like what the Professor had been working with them on. It became an obsession for them. It took a long time but they slowly made progress and, once they did, they understood how to improve. Soon ... not soon, it was actually quite a bit of time ... they solved the elements of matter so they could influence the physical world. Then, came the sounds.
The Professor was guilt-ridden and despondent. To help, it was they who tore down the fire-ruined structures and pile the scrap for complete burning. The sub-level where the boiler was located was filled in. People from the town came regularly to attend to him and make sure he ate. They marveled at the progress he made in cleaning the property. Unfortunately, he was honest with the people. He always gave credit where credit was due so he told everyone that his wonderful boys were his help and he owed all the progress to his boys. He began talking about his boys so much, even talking to some of them when people were present, that he was finally committed. It was a sad day when he was taken away from the property. Now, the boys truly were alone.
Buyers came and moved in, but, as Jacob said, he was too curious. Once they could interact with the physical world, it was difficult to be completely invisible and unobtrusive when being snoopy. The boys eventually made an agreement to not intrude on those living on the property. Jacob, though, being not only the most curious but also the leader, would take liberties. As he did with me.
His story had me mesmerized. It wasn't just an interesting story. It was being told by someone dead. I was captivated by another part of his telling it: his voice. His voice was very familiar. I knew it, had heard it before. Certainly, it must be a voice similar. When would I have heard a ghost's voice? Where would I have ...?
I straighten up, tensed by a thought, a memory, a ... realization. "You said you learned to materialize, to influence the material, the physical, world." He nodded. I could see his features perfectly. I hadn't noticed until now how real, how physically real, he looks. His eyes were sharp, and his mouth forms a shy, yet anticipating grin. "You said you learned to talk." Obviously, that's what we've been doing, girl. The thought in my mind, "Can you speak without being material? I mean, without taking on a form like ... like this ... like you are now?"
He steps closer to me. It wasn't stepping ... he glides closer to me. Now only 5 feet separate, I expect to get some scent from him, some natural musk, even something from his clothes, but he wasn't really real, like a real person, I mean ... My mind went in too many directions with too many colliding thoughts and suddenly aware of the implications.
"Yes, Ma'am." For a moment he looks awkward, then his expression changes as if he has made a decision and he looks determined but struggling to appear confident but isn't quite. "Ma'am, you are ... are very beautiful. You're different than all the others. You belong here. We don't want you to be afraid of us. We can protect you here."
Oh, my God ... I've heard some of those words in that voice. In the cloud of my lust last night. The shadow across the mirror. The voice in my head ... it wasn't in my head ... it was him?
"You ... last night ... in my bedroom." He holds my gaze quietly. "You ... I was teasing, taunting my image in the mirror while I ... the voice in my head responding wasn't in my head, though, was it? That voice was you. That's why the mirror blurred, went fuzzy ... you were passing in front of it as you watched me. You were encouraging me, enticing me to ... you were the voice goading me to be ... to act ... oh my God ... you watched me last night!"
His black hand reaches out toward me. It stops just shy of my right breast and nipple visible under the sheer baby doll I wore. I have an overwhelming desire, and need, to cover up. But what's the sense in that. I've been exposed to this whole conversation and ... last night ...
His hand stops mere inches from my nipple. I can see his need, his longing, his eyes fixed on my breast. Without pulling his hand back, his eyes rise to mine. "I mean no disrespect, Ma'am. You are so beautiful. We died when we were so young and ... some are inexperienced." He pulls his hand away. "I am sorry, Ma'am. We'll leave you alone if ..."
I reach out. It wasn't even a thought. What did I expect to happen? Would I grab him or would my hand pass through him? My hand grasps his hand, though. It's solid, there is substance there. Though I intended to grasp him, doing so is shocking and my hand pulls back at the touch. He feels so real. Suddenly, everything about this night changes. Now, it is as if I am in front of a man ... he feels like a man ... and I am almost naked and ... last night ... he saw me ... last night ...
"Jacob, wait." What am I doing? What do I expect from this? I not only remember a few of his words but now the conversation, his encouragement, and my responses play back to me like a high-speed playback: 'You like watching me, don't you?' 'Yes ... I like watching you. I have since you arrived. You belong here. We want you here. We'll protect you.' 'I'll be the slut, then!' 'Be our slut. There is so much waiting for you.'
My mind is whirling. He's a ghost ... not real. Listen to yourself, I think. A ghost but I touch him. He may be a ghost but he felt real. I look into his eyes, he's only a few feet from me. I softly touch his face and I do touch it. His skin is smooth and dark ... black really, black as coal.
"You feel so real, but ..." He chuckles and it sounds delightful. He's regained his confidence with my touch. "Last night ... you said, there is so much waiting for me, if I ... I said I could be your ... your ..."
He reaches up and touches my face. I gasp at the touch and shudder, involuntarily. "You didn't know you were talking to me."
"No, I didn't." I take his hand in mine. I look down at it. This is crazy. What are you doing? "But the feelings were real. At the moment it was what I felt. You feel real, Jacob. Are you real? Real enough?"
I move his hand, my eyes still holding his, and gently place its palm on my right breast. I shiver and sigh, my eyes closing softly at the feeling of his hand on my breast over the sheer fabric. I hear his gasp as he feels the same touch. My eyes slowly open and he is watching me. This is clearly unexpected territory for him. To watch me was one thing, to be touching ...
My mind might have argued with me, but I was past putting too much thought into this. I might not want a man but this wasn't really a man. I pressed his hand into my breast and it squeezed me. I sighed, again. Oh ... to be touched, again.
"Jacob ... how real can you be?"
His eyes stay on mine. He is weighing my words, my reactions. Am I sure? Is he? "Are you sure, Ma'am?" I give him a nod. It's subtle, even timid, but I've said it and I mean it. He pulls his hand from my breast and, for a moment, I am disappointed until his other hand joins at the bow which is tied below my breasts holding the flimsy gown together. My breath is instantly caught in my throat as I watch his hands take hold of the two loose ends ... and pulls. The bow opens and we both gaze at the whiteness of my skin showing in the opening of the red, sheer fabric. His index finger touches the exposed skin between my breasts. It glides up my chest to my chin. The slightest of pressure raises my chin and face and his lips come down to mine. His lips are full and as they touch mine, a shiver courses through my body.
When he pulls back, my breath expels with another shuddering gasp. Oh ... he feels very real! My breath catches in my throat more than it freely flows. My heart is racing like I attempted to run a couple miles. My mind can't accept that this could be happening, and, as a consequence, my mind can't anticipate what might happen next. My body, though ... my body feels very accepting of what has just happened and whatever it is that will happen next.
Jacob is so real now in every appearance that I feel he IS real. His body stands a mere foot from mine. His finger leaves my chin, and slides over my jaw to my neck, his eyes follow the finger as it travels over my collar bone to between my breasts and down over my stomach. I shiver intensely when it stops on my belly button before moving further down to my mound where it stops.
I'm watching his eyes as they are watching his finger touch my body. When his finger stops on my mound and his eyes rise back up to mine, my breathing is ragged and my eyes reflect my growing desire and lack of fear. He leans back into me, his face and lips coming closer and closer so slowly, so sensuously. My face is turned up to him, and my lips part in anticipation of his next kiss. At the same time, both of his hands come to my collar bones. They graze my skin softly as they catch the edges of my opened, flimsy gown and push the edges to my shoulders until it falls like a whisper down my arms to the floor at my feet. Both hands softly, gently cover my breast and I moan into his mouth.
As he pulls back, he gives me a quick parting peck on the lips. He takes a full step backward where he stops and his eyes travel down and back up my now completely naked body. At the same time, I appraise him with much more intention. He is fully formed now, obviously by his physical touch. He is at least a full head taller than my 5' 3" inches, maybe 6' tall. He appears strong with wide shoulders and a narrow waist even in the loose clothes. His skin is jet black. His hair was short and nappy. His hands hanging next to his legs are huge but I have already felt how tender they can be. Continuing down, he still doesn't have any feet, which is somewhat disconcerting as an image, but he stands still before me as if he did.
A thought occurs to me and I flush profusely. He seems to notice and looks into my gaze intently.
"I ... you ... you've seen me ... in bed before last night, too?" He nods. Damn, he looks so real! I catch a reaction that he's embarrassed to admit it. But he does admit it. "Others? I mean ... you said there were seven of you still here ... have the others ... seen me ... watched me, too?"
A smile forms on his lips and he shakes his head. His eyes keep going to my breasts but quickly return to my face each time. I am convinced by his actions and manner that he has strong desires but equally strong intention not to disrespect me. There is a timidity about his gaze and gentle touches.
"No, Ma'am. As I said, we had decided, agreed, not to intrude on the living, but ..."
I smile, "You are too curious."
"Yes, Ma'am. Sorry. We didn't want to scare you away like the others. They have all seen you, of course. They've seen you around the property, on the balcony, on the porch. I am the one who ventured inside. They have seen you in your nightgowns at night through the windows and when you venture onto the porch at night. But I am the only one who has ... watched you like last night."
I watch him closely. Why I feel so comfortable, I can't begin to understand. Even getting past the part of him being a ghost, he's a stranger in my house and that should be alarming. But none of it is.
"The others don't know?"
He laughs. I don't know why, maybe because he's an apparition and I don't know what to expect, but his laugh is rich, hearty, and full. It makes me smile and fills me with delight. "No, they know. They weren't happy about it, either. I managed to convince them to let me explore a relationship potential. Maybe you were different." He chuckles, "You certainly are."
His hand rises toward my right breast. His thumb and forefinger approach the nipple, then stop. My breath is caught in my throat ... again. I take his hand in both of mine and bring it to my nipple. His fingers capture my nipple and I sigh.
I am still in disbelief as I watch and feel his fingers at my nipple as he squeezes and tugs on it gently. I take a deep breath and another sigh escapes with it. "If this isn't a dream ... if I'm not going crazy now ..." as a moan rolls out as his fingers roll the nipple "... I want to explore this, too." He looks up from watching his own fingers. Perhaps he is in disbelief of this happening, too. I continue as our eyes connect, "Jacob ... it has been so long since I have wanted to be with a man since ... well, never mind about that. It's been a long time." I search his eyes and face. "Have you ... been ... with a woman?" He nods and his hands shake slightly. Nerves. He's getting nervous. "But it's been a very long time for you."
He nods. "Time is different for us. But, yes."
I crush into him. I feel his hands and arms around my back, his hands carefully gliding over my bare skin. "I want to, Jacob. This might be crazy, but I want to. Can we? Can you?"
What a silly question, can he. As I press my hips into him, I can feel that he can. I can feel his arousal pressing against me and my curiosity is inflamed. It is like nothing that has been pressed against me in my life. I feel his nod, his willingness, his acceptance. I raise my face to him and he lowers his to me. As we kiss, again, my hand slides between our bodies. I press it against his stomach and feel his body underneath is as hard and taut as I imagined. I slide the hand over the belt holding his ill-fitting heavy pants. As it continues down, I feel the head of his cock underneath. He is very hard. I smile to myself with unabashed pleasure that at 47 years old I can still create such a reaction from a young man. I ignore the reality that it has been well over a century and a half for him. As I press my hand down, I am shocked at the feeling. How big is his cock? How long is it?
I break the kiss out of a need to find out. I look at his face. His breathing is ragged now, too. His eyes have changed, reflecting need and desire. At least we are on the same wavelength. I drop my other hand from his face to his shoulders. I was right, they are wide and muscled. My hand drops to his chest and I sigh with delight. He feels like solid muscle. All this time, though, my other hand is squeezing and massaging the cock underneath.
I take a deep breath. I am acting like a wanton slut. I am sure women, certainly not respectable women, didn't act this way, this aggressively. I don't care, though. He's seen me pleasure myself. He was there when I declared my sluttiness. He watched my explosion of sexuality. But ... a stranger ... a ghost ... I must be dreaming.
My fingers undo his belt buckle. I glance up and see him suck in a breath and hold it. I sink down to my knees in front of him. I wonder, briefly, what his experience before was. A whore for the night? A lover? I doubted he had a lover around here. Did any act like this? Am I shocking his impression of me but his use of 'Ma'am' is unwavering ...?
When I undo the buckle and open his trousers, I expect them to drop down his legs and pool at his feet. First, he still doesn't have feet, but when his trousers begin to drop ... they disappear. I look up and find his shirt has disappeared, too. Very weird. The clothes aren't real. He is probably manifesting his appearance as it was when he died. I find my hands on his hips, his bare hips. It feels electric. Not really electric like a charge but in a sensory kind of way. His naked, hard body is under my hands. I look up as my hands rise over his hard, tight stomach to his hard, broad chest. While my hands are above my head stroking his strong, muscular body, his hard, black cock is pointed at my face. Without thought my head moves forward only inches, my lips slightly parted, and I kiss the bulbous head. It twitches at my touch. Damn ... it's so big it doesn't stand up straight but points at me. I am guessing a good 12 inches long ... and thick. Longer and thicker than any of my toys. My hands slide down his body and take hold of it. I gasp when both hands are around his weapon and the head is still not covered. I open my mouth and take the head between my lips. I hear him gasp. It feels so real. It even twitches as my lips close around it and my tongue licks and swirls around it inside my mouth.
I can feel my pussy leaking. This is surreal. Nothing about this is normal or reasonable. This is beyond understanding and comprehending. My body overrides any thought, though. Understanding ... or attempting to ... is for later.
I rise to my feet, my breasts sliding sensuously up his skin. I wrap my arms around his neck and he meets me in kissing. This time, we don't merely kiss, we devour each other. I press my hips into him and I feel his hardness press into my stomach. He responds by pressing back and moving me back against the counter. God, I want him ... I need him ... I have to feel him inside me. This is insane, crazy, impossible. But I want it.
I pull my mouth away from his and bury my face in his shoulder, my breathing coming in ragged gasping pants. I hold him tight as my body shudders in his embrace. As I grind my pelvis into him, I could orgasm right now at the slightest increase in sensational stimulation. Not here, though.



I push him, take his hand, and turn to the door leaving the kitchen. How long have we been here? How long have I been exposed to his eyes? Oh, God! Have the others been watching? Unseen, invisible ... watching? Will they be watching upstairs when I give myself to him, plead with him to ravage me? Because I know that's what will happen. I want him to take me, to ravage me. The X-rated romance novelist finally getting hers. I don't care. I realize I really don't care. Have I always been a slut waiting to come out?
I pull him along through the house, not bothering with turning off lights or locking up doors and windows. I pad up the stairs barefoot but my steps are the only sounds, yet I have his hand in mine. His feet ... why doesn't he materialize feet?
I release his hand once we enter the bedroom. I strip down the cover and top sheet, crawl into the center, and lay down on my back, my thighs together. I strip off the tiny thong. Now, I am completely naked for him. He stands at the foot of the bed. His cock still pointing at me, his muscled body looking beautiful to my lusty eyes. My eyes flick to the balcony opening. I see shadows appear that aren't the moon through the curtains. I suck in a breath, pull up my knees, and splay my legs open. One hand fondles a breast while the other slithers down my body to the space between my thighs. Exposing myself, offering myself.
"I know they are here. It's okay. Only you tonight. I have to work into all this. Is that okay? Can they accept that?"
He looks around him. "Are you saying ... you will include them all ... in turn?"
I blush. The bedroom is dark, lit only by the hall light and the moon. Whether he ... they ... see my blush or not, it feels like a hot flush filling my body. I nod, "Yes." I lick my lips. The hand between my legs has found its way to my pussy and a finger slips inside. "You must think I am awful, a whore, for behaving like this."
Jacob crawls onto the bed between my legs. He bends over, moves my hand, and kisses my pussy. I feel his tongue probe over my slit, parting the wet lips before sinking into the hole. It is only a moment, though, before he is leaning over my body and kissing each breast. Then, "We know times have changed, Ma'am. We see how blacks and Mexican are more accepted. We see how women have power and authority. We haven't had to react to it ... until now ... with you. We won't have judgment. We can't. We will be too grateful."
I pull him in with arms around his neck. I kiss him hard. "Then, tell them to have patience with me. As I unknowingly professed to you last night, I'll try to be a good slut for you ... all of you."
God, what was I saying? Would I regret this in the morning? I wanted this place to open a door to a new life with new experiences and potential. Damn, what could be more than accepting seven young-bodied ghosts into my bed?
I look into his eyes. What is it about this whole thing, this whole situation that excites me so? "I can't believe I just said that. I'm not a slut, Jacob. At least, I never have been."
He pressed his hips down and I felt the head of his cock press against my pelvis, then slide over it as he rotates his hips forward. I gasp and moan. God ... that feels so good. He sees the hunger in my eyes. He moves a hand down between us and aligns his cock with my drenched pussy. The head presses against my hole and he leaves it there. Its presence against my hole is driving me crazy.
"You're so big, Jacob."
He smiles and presses harder. The head pops past my hole, spreading me more than any of my toys. I gasp. He looks down at me with only the head of his cock inside me. "I'll be careful, Ma'am."
"Damnit ... if you're going to be fucking me ... call me Lexy."
He chuckles as he presses his cock a few inches deeper. I groan. "I'll be careful, Ma'am". He smiles at me. Despite what I am inviting to happen, I understand the inherent respect he/they will have toward me. "We all will. We'll protect you, too." Each short phrase, he presses his cock an inch deeper.
I wrapped my legs around his hips to raise my pelvis up to his steady entry into my clenching pussy. When he had all 12 inches inside, my mouth was flowing with a steady stream of moans, groans, and sighs.
"Oh, Jacob ... oh my God ... Jacob, you fill me ... so much. I've ... never had ... oh, please ... fuck me until I scream."
He leans forward over me after kissing each breast, first. Then, he pulls about 9 inches out, pauses, and drives it all back in with a single mighty thrust. I scream in wondrous delight but he knows to continue and he does. Pulling out and thrusting back in, over and over, then faster and faster. I feel his cock bouncing off the walls and cervix as he drives deep inside. My eyes are closed and my mouth open. It feels like the thrusts in expel air from my lungs and pulling back pulls air back into them. I feel like I have been completely taken over by him and his cock.
His hands grasp under my knees and lift them up, then he presses them back toward me. His face shows he is watching my reaction as he folds me. Thank God for all those yoga and Pilates sessions. As he folds my body with my knees alongside my head, I am extremely exposed and open. He has had some experience and, in his day, it must have been an acrobat from a circus. I stifle a giggle at the thought but he diverts me by slamming back deep into me.
After minutes of wild fucking, he releases the hold on my legs and they sag onto his shoulders as he remains leaning over me, wildly thrusting. Each thrust brings a gasp, groan, or moan from my throat. My eyelids flutter and my eyes are unfocused. My breath is stuck in my throat more than not. It truly seems his thrusts help expel air trapped in my lungs. My fingers dig into the sheet, my head turns back with my mouth wide open, my toes curl, and my legs stiffen as my body tenses. This wild, deep fucking that fills my pussy completely is beyond anything I have felt and my body is quickly at the crest of an orgasm. I want to cum with him, I want to share it with him, but there is no stopping this.
I didn't even feel the shift. He is braced with one strong arm as he plows into me while the other moves the fingers to my exposed, engorged clitoris. He presses on it without missing a stroke and my body jerks up causing his cock to bounce off a new location inside me. When his thumb joins his finger, my clit is squeezed, then rolled ... my orgasm crashes over me with the force of a sensual tsunami.
My body convulses as the orgasm seems to have no limits or end. As if it shoots through my body and bounces back like a highly charged sensual echo that rolls over and over through my body. As it eases just a bit, I can feel my nipples and clit throbbing and tingling. I can feel my pussy spasming around the cock buried inside it and only then do I recognize that he has paused in his fucking but he is still deeply buried.
When my muscles stop twitching, but before my breathing begins to calm, he puts my hands to his neck and tells me to hold on. I look at him puzzled. My legs are still over his shoulders, and now my hands are interlocked behind his neck. He thrusts a few more times. My pussy squishes in response I am so filled with my own juices. He backs up, gives me a smile as one arm slips under my back, and stands up off the bed. Stands or hoovers? I don't care. My body falls with gravity as I can affect little else besides keeping myself from crashing to the floor. He thrusts into me as he moves us to an empty space of wall where he presses me up against it. My mouth is getting dry from the panting and verbal exclamations. Pressed up against the wall, he pounds into my pussy, again. Unrelenting, powerful, deep, and consuming.
My grip on him was sagging but his hands are under my butt and my back pressed into the wall. His thrusts cause my body to smack and bump into the wall. My eyes open wide as his pelvic bone crushes my exposed clit and, at that moment, I can see multiple, distinct shadowy images moving around us in the room and my mind registers them with certainty as not moon-lit shadows from the shifting curtains. The other boys are here, maybe all of them, watching as I am consumed by one of their own, by their leader. That realization sends a psychological jolt that sends me into another orgasm.
Amid this orgasm, though, Jacob sags down, releasing one leg from his shoulders, then the other without removing his cock. He clasps me in his arms and my legs rise to encircle his hips, and he stands. He walks us back to the bed and rolls us several times until we are securely on the bed and I find myself on top of him. His cock is still inside me. I take a moment. I know what he wants and I fight with my body to gather the strength and control over it. I raise my upper body and pull my knees under me so I am sitting on his cock and hips. FUCK. It impossibly feels like he is deeper than ever. I lean forward while panting for control, his cock slipping inside me as I do, and kiss him between gasps.
I separate our lips by only inches. Our eyes are locked on each other. His are searching mine. I give him a weak smile. His eyes are bright and energy filled. Does he not tire? Do they not experience the same physical fatigue and exertion even when they have taken a material form?
I slide my hips back and forth on his cock in a weak effort to fuck him. "Oh, Jacob ... you've brought me to wonderful orgasms twice. I want you to climax, too." His smile makes me think there is something he knows that I don't. He pinches both of my nipples.
"Turn around on me. Face the foot of the bed, then. Fuck me like you want me to cum." He smiles.
I look over my shoulder. There is nothing there, nothing but shifting shadows. "They are there, aren't they? Watching. You want me to fully display myself to them."
What am I turning into? A shiver crawls over me as I do exactly as he requests. I shift my legs and hands as I rotate on his pole. What a strange feeling it is. I glance over my shoulder at him and his hands stroke my back. My hands move to my breasts as I slowly rise on his cock and back down. My eyes move around the room in front of me. I can't see anything for sure, just shifting shadows. I rise and fall faster and my hands leave my breasts, one bracing me on his thigh and the other entangled in my shoulder-length hair. In the mirror before me I can see my body rising and falling, his cock visible, then buried back inside me. I can see my D-cup breasts bounce and sway as my fucking increases. And ... I can see the mirror image occasionally becoming fuzzy or blurred, then clear, and I know what that means now.
I am bouncing wildly on him, the cock inside hitting me wildly and occasionally glancing off my cervix. I feel like I might explode ... again. The tension in my body increases. I see in the mirror my hand rising to a breast, the other hand moving down to my crotch as I rise and fall.
Jacob rises behind me. His hand is around my waist for support as his mouth comes closer to my ear. He whispers, though there is no need except to tease me. "You sense them, don't you?" I nod. I am fucking him with everything I have and his words add more excitement. "You are being watched by the other six while you fuck me." I moan. My eyes are searching but there isn't anything there. I am close to cumming, another orgasm is cresting as he teases me with his words. Are they there? Is he just taunting me for effect? I am bouncing on him wildly; my hips and stomach shake by the impact and my breasts flop and sway. I am so close.
When he speaks, again, it isn't to me. "Now! You see she is willing. Show yourself and kiss her."
My eyes bug out at hearing his words. More shocking, and arousing, is the materializing of the other six boys in front of me, all gathered at the foot of the bed, only feet away. Three more blacks and three Hispanic. They might be roughly the same height but my mind isn't prepared to absorb detailed information at the moment. They are all dressed in similar old-fashioned work clothes. I stare in disbelief and overwhelming arousal. I am fucking one. I am obscenely fucking on the hardest, biggest cock I have known as the others mill around in front of me. The exhibitionist feeling of walking around the house in a negligee is suddenly nothing compared to this feeling of open display before a group of young men whose hungry eyes are taking in every part of me I am displaying and they are taking in what I am doing.
The first one, a Hispanic, steps to the foot of the bed and with one knee on the bed, takes my head with one hand behind it and kisses me on the lips as his other hand fondles a bouncing breast. One by one after that, each of the others comes to me, some fondling a breast or both, or slipping a hand to my crotch. As the third of the young men kisses me, my orgasm releases. I shake and moan but never stop rising and falling on the cock as the remaining young men touch and kiss me.
I am still shivering in orgasm, my hips slowing in motion, and I am connected in sight with each of the eyes of the men in front of me. I feel Jacob jerk and swell inside me. I feel him spasm as he jerks deeper, holding my hips against his. The feeling is as if he is cumming ... but I don't feel his cum shoot.
It is all too overwhelming, though. I sag as my eyes slowly close. My image is the young men rushing to catch me as I sag to the side.
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CHAPTER 3: THE GATEWAY BOYS
My eyes cracked open the next morning to the filtered light of a clear sky. The sheers softly move on the breeze. The muted sounds of my isolated property filter in through the open balcony French doors. I tentatively searched the room without moving my head. I saw nothing except the furnishings of my bedroom. I cautiously lifted my head and turned my body to search further. I still saw nothing. Of course, all seven could be here and I wouldn't know it unless they materialize.
I throw off the sheet that partially covered me and swung my legs over the edge of the bed. I rubbed my eyes, ran my fingers through the rat's nest of my hair, and stretched my arms wide and high. Did last night really happen? Or, was it merely another in a long line of increasingly erotic dreams that can seem surprisingly real? I push up from the bed and took a couple of steps necessary to the open balcony door.
"Ooooo ... no question about it. Last night definitely happened." The first short steps reveal soreness of the insides of my thighs and my pussy. I bend forward to investigate to find my pussy red and still inflamed. As I delicately step out onto the balcony, feeling the welcome cool, soft breeze over my skin, I venture tentative touches with my fingers. My nipples and clit are also very sensitive. But even the soreness can't stop the rush of reawakened arousal the memory brings with it.
Shower or coffee? I glance back into the room to the bedside table where my smartphone lies with a blank screen. I move back in and tapped a finger on the screen. Without bothering to tap in my security code, I see '9:37'. Okay ... coffee. If I smell, it's just me.
I grab my cozy, warm robe from the hook just inside the bathroom and pad barefoot down the stairs. A big, empty house all to myself and I am now finding myself looking into every shadow and reflective surface, wondering if I really am alone. In the kitchen, I fill the coffee maker and turn it on before searching for something to appease a hungry body yearning for carbs. I take a plate down from the cupboard and start grabbing things handy: two hard eggs, two slices of cinnamon raisin bread, and a large scoop of sliced fruit. I take the plate and a huge mug of fresh coffee back through the house to the front porch. Close to 10:00 AM and I am still in a robe and just starting with breakfast. So much for adhering to a routine.
I am still sitting on the porch but with a second mug of coffee when I hear a car crunching on the gravel of the drive. The trees and curves of the long drive to the small road mean I can hear an approaching vehicle before seeing it. I watch from over the mug at the gap in the trees where the drive emerges from the trees as I sip. I haven't yet felt I have the kind of acquaintances that might just drop by. Plus, I am far enough from the town that dropping by isn't a casual thing.
I smile to myself, confirming a likely suspicion when I see Marge's shiny, white SUV emerge. She is a bit nosey and probably gossip-central for the town but she is good-hearted. As I expect, she is soon standing on the top step of the porch without an invitation. Small towns. Everyone's a friend or pretending to be and everyone assumes to be welcome.
"Marge, what brings you out this way?"
Seeing me brings her to a stop. "Oh, Lexy ... I thought you were early to rise. Am I too early?"
I laugh and use the mug to indicate the chair on the other side of the little table. "No, just overslept. Such a nice morning, I haven't kicked myself into action, yet." I know she wasn't 'in the neighborhood'. There is no neighborhood out here, just country. I can see in her manner, though, that something is on her mind. "So ... what does bring you out here?" Maybe in small towns, you are supposed to ease into the real reason for visiting, but my habits are still big city.
She fidgets before finally half turning to fully face me as I continue to sip from the mug. I notice my crossed leg has parted my long robe and completely exposed the thigh nearly to the top. It brings a flash of memory from last night and not just Jacob and me but the other boys crowded at the foot of the bed watching. I squeeze my thighs together and feel the tingle ... and also the sensitivity of my well-used pussy. While my mind wanders to more interesting things than what she might have to discuss, I almost miss what she is saying.
"... what you were asking yesterday about Mr. Hardaway." I look at her with raised eyebrows hoping that will have her continue and I can catch up. "You seemed interested in specifics so I dug a little deeper in my files. I found some details I had forgotten." She was searching my face. There was something she was weighing before continuing. I gave her the raised eyebrows, again. She shifted slightly. "I said he had been committed after the fire but I know why ... or, at least, what was reported. It apparently caused quite a stir back then. People from town would occasionally come to help clean up and they were amazed at how much he was accomplishing by himself when he seemed so helpless and lost when they were there ... here. Hardaway continued to insist that it wasn't him but his boys. They were the ones who were doing all the work. He said his boys were taking care of him, cleaning up, and making sure he was never alone." Her fingers fussed with her dress. "He thought he was seeing ghosts. Not only ghosts but ghosts that could move material things. Even then they knew ghosts don't really exist and they certainly wouldn't be able to move material things, certainly nothing the size and substance of burned out buildings."
That fit with what Jacob said yesterday. The boys were being concerned but Hardaway's mind lost the filters he should have applied around the townspeople. Their efforts to care for him ended up the reason for losing him. I need to use filters myself. "Ghosts, huh?"
Marge gazes intently at me, challenging my own ability to hide the secrets of Gateway House. "You've not experienced anything like that, have you?" I used the coffee to hide any reaction. As I sip and glance at her over the rim of the mug, I give her a simple shake of the head. She breathes out. I hadn't noticed that she was holding it. "Good. We all like you, Lexy. We wouldn't like to see you leave like the others." Clearly, that last part was a mistake as her hand went to her mouth and she tries to cover it with an awkward smile. I show real curiosity without saying anything. Marge is one of those people who can't stand quiet periods and will fill it until you stop her. "Well, all I mean is ... well, some of the other buyers of the house ... you know it has been empty a lot ... some of them ... well, some have complained about ... noises ... things happening ... feeling like they were watched, like someone was in the house with them." She gives a nervous laugh that she may have thought sounded dispelling but it just sounded nervous.
"Ghosts? Here?" She watches me nervously. I smile at her and pat her hands on her lap. "Ghosts in my house? That's what brought you out here?" I smile warmly, reassuringly. "I assure you, dear, I've been here for weeks now, right? I love this house." I looked around me as if just taking it in while I squeezed my thighs together, again, and feel the effects of last night. Then, a little louder but not too much louder, "I love everything I have experienced in this house." That, of course, wasn't meant for her, but she took it reassured.
After rinsing the plate and refilling the mug to take up to the bedroom, I turn and step right through the smokey appearance of Jacob. I almost drop the mug as I realize too late what had just happened.
"Jeez ... Jacob! You guys can't do that! I don't hear you ... there's nothing to hear the way you glide around just off the floor."
He slowly materialized and I could see he was properly contrite. "Sorry, Ma'am. We tried not to interact with the other people. Even then we ended up scaring them, I'm afraid. I really am sorry, Ma'am."
As he became fully material, I reach out and touch his arm to reassure him. Feeling the muscles of his arm under his shirt gave me another jolt of memory from last night. "It's okay, Jacob. I'm not mad or anything. It's just unnerving to realize you just walked right through someone." I then remembered I was still in the robe. I tried to subtly pull the robe together a bit more. Just looking at him caused me to flush. "Was there something you wanted?"
"Oh ... well ... Ma'am, I was wondering if what you told that other woman was true."
"Which part?"
"The part when you said, 'I love everything I have experienced in this house'. Does that include last night? Are you okay with what happened? You aren't feeling bad about what happened, are you?"
I smiled and leaned into him to give him a kiss on the cheek. "I meant it. And, Jacob ... last night was wonderful. But I've been thinking about something that happened or maybe didn't happen. I came at least three times, which was amazing. And, in the end, I thought you did, too. I mean it felt like it in every way except ... well, you didn't ejaculate, did you?"
"We're not really ... well, we're not real, Ma'am. We've learned to materialize and vocalize but we don't have blood or sweat or saliva or any fluids so we don't have semen." He searched my face. "Is that a problem?"
I put the mug down on the table and threw my arms around his neck. I kissed him intently and meaningfully. Into his ear, I said, "God, no, Jacob! It was wonderful. I was just concerned about you. Now I know."
I asked Jacob to gather the rest of the guys. I wanted a meeting to establish some boundaries. I warned him that I need to get work done and I need privacy. When they were gathered, I had changed into a light summer dress for the expected hot day. They were gathered in the living room when I came downstairs. They were clearly in nervous conversation but I didn't hear a sound. The verbal communication I rely on was perhaps now a second language for them. Spotting me, they quickly turned their attention to me and gave a unified, "G'morning, Ma'am." It sounded like I was a grade school teacher beginning the class day.
I sit down and Jacob had each introduce themselves and a brief comment about themselves. As they did, my hazy impression from last night was confirmed. All were black or Hispanic, all roughly the same height within a half-foot or so but they ranged from skinny to beefy, otherwise. The skinniest, a Hispanic named Lupe, was still showing a wiry fitness and the beefiest, a black named Samuel, was like an ox with apparent power and strength. At this point in my ignorance about ghosts, I didn't know if they could present a material form that provided strength or if their apparent form might also be involved.
The looks on their faces were expectant and nervous. Last night undoubtedly gave them high expectations but was also undoubtedly nervous that what they heard me exclaim might have been in the heat of the moment, only. I decided to cut to the chase.
"What I exclaimed last night is true. But I want you all to understand that what happened last night is not normal for me. I have never just jumped into bed with someone I just met, much less doing it in front of the rest of you. Anything you might have seen before was when I thought I had privacy." They were glancing at one another with excited looks. I continued, "I don't know how this is going to happen. It will have to evolve with patience ... I can't believe I am saying this ... as I bring each of you to my bed." Huge smiles formed on most faces while a few were nervous smiles. I focused on the nervous ones, "Some of you are probably experienced and some might not be. If you aren't ..." a warm flush spread over me, "... we'll change that."
I was sitting in front of seven young men from a far distant era providing reassurance that I would indeed fuck each and every one of them as I had lustily professed last night as they watched me being fucked by their leader. And, I was managing to do so calmly with an air of control, propriety, and authority. None of this made any sense to me and each day and moment were seeming like a part of a very long and very real feeling erotic dream.
I established some rules, expectations, and boundaries if this was going to work and share this space together. I needed privacy at times. My bathroom was off-limits to them. I needed to get work done so I needed time for concentration to be productive and that would be largely in my office or the library. I came to understand that materializing was tiring (in their way of tiring) but when they were around me, I wanted to see them.
All day after that was strange. I suddenly had seven young men living with me. Sometimes they were in the house but more time wherever they normally spent their time. I tried to concentrate on my work, and I did get some work done, but my mind was no longer satisfied with the direction I had planned for my next novel. The love scenes now felt far too inadequate. I impulsively called my agent who set up a conference call with the publisher contact. As I talked about the change in direction I was considering, there was a long pause. A writer has to satisfy the expectations of the publisher. They are committing money and resources to a successful product. After the pause, though, she was excited. She saw the potential for losing some readers but gaining others. She encouraged me to pursue going down that path and send her something to react to.
I leaned back in my desk chair and swivel to face the window. Outside there was nothing but rural countryside and trees. The ocean was on the other side. I am here with seven minority young men and there is no evidence of it. Concentration is all but impossible. With the explicit nature of the love and sex scenes, I intend to write ... I feel that warmth flooding me, again ... I know exactly where the inspiration is going to come from.
I had called Jacob ... I just called his name and he came ... and told him I didn't want to have to pick the next man. I suggested they pick numbers or something. Leave the order to chance. Now I was in my bedroom after showering and primping. I was nervous but probably not as nervous as whichever young man was waiting. I was going to stay with my ritual. I select a floor-length, sheer gown. I slip my arms into it and tie it closed in front with the single bow below my breasts. I step in front of the mirror. The gown doesn't hide much. I lift a leg and the gown easily parts. I feel wicked. I know I don't need to entice whoever is downstairs. We're going to fuck and we both know it. This ties me to before, though. The exhibitionism is exciting. Maybe especially so now that I know I could be watched at any time within our newly established boundaries.
I decide on a pair of matching high heels as something new. I turn down the bed coverings and turn on one small light in the corner of the bedroom. As darkness took over outside, the bedroom is cast into a soft, subdued light. Last night with Jacob was unexpected and felt raw and powerful. Tonight is going to be different. It is intentional and the anticipation is very erotic. I step out of the room for the stairs and my heart is racing. My heels click on each hardwood tread of the stairs announcing my approach. This is someone I only met this morning by name. Another young man ... another ghost. I don't know who it is yet. That was part of it. The unknown. I am arriving to discover who it is I am giving myself to this night. How erotic is that?
I turn into the living room from the stairs after passing through the entryway and ... find no one. No ... I am dressed to stop a male's heart and my body and mind are on fire with the idea of what I am intending.
"Hello? Are you here?"
From the right side by the window looking onto the covered porch, "I'm ... I'm here ... yes ... Ma'am."
I turn to the voice but still don't see him. "You have to show yourself. This won't work unless you materialize. Are you afraid of me?"
The smokey shadow appears. He might be the youngest in the group but Hardaway only took those over 18 years old. He was shorter than Jacob and thin, less muscled. His head was covered by thick, dark hair. His skin was brown. He was one of the Hispanic boys. "No, Ma'am, I'm not afraid of you ... at least, Jacob said not to be. It's just ... I'm ..."
"Have you been with a woman before?" I could just discern the movement of the shadow that he shook his head. "You need to materialize, dear. Are you afraid of being embarrassed because it is your first time?"
He formed a little more as we talked. "I guess ... yes. Jacob ... he said not to worry ... he said you would help."
He was formed and I can see his nervousness and reservation. He is the youngest looking of them. The one I remember being introduced as Lupe. I step up to him and gently took him in my arms for a hug. I just held him. I softly spoke to him, "Honey, you really don't have to worry. Jacob is right. It's just the two of us, right? Can I tell you a secret almost everyone forgets but everyone knows?" I felt him nod. "Everyone has a first time. Everyone, Jacob, me, any of the others ... everyone has had that first awkward, nervous first time."
I step back but held his hands. He looks at me and a smile forms. "I never thought of that." I smile. "What should I do first?"
"Dear, whatever you want. Have you explored a woman's body?" He shook his head. His eyes were riveted on my breasts. "Then, why don't you start with that. I'm yours tonight. We'll take our time. Explore. Enjoy. And do it some more."
He looks into my eyes with the biggest smile. A kid at Christmas pops into my mind. This is going to be interesting. Last night I was ravaged by someone who turned out to be an experienced and powerful lover. Tonight, I will be introducing a new lover to being a lover.
He continues to look at me, up and down, but mostly at my barely covered D-cup breasts, every now and then a nervous glance to my face. Looking wasn't the kind of exploring I had in mind. I lift his hands to my breasts. I have to press them into me for a moment. He is watching his hands, then looks at me. Another reassuring smile and his hands flex, squeezing the flesh under his hands. I let go. His right hand soon moves between my breasts where the strings are tied into a bow. His eyes look to mine for apparent permission.
I giggle and touch his face softly, "Anything ... tonight you learn by exploring and trying. The next time you'll be more comfortable."
Both his hands move to the bow. He pulls the two ends and the bow releases. As his hands slowly parts the gown, "Next time?"
I softly chuckle. My God ... how arousing it is to have an innocent young man begin his sexual journey with you. Jacob was amazing last night and I am anxious to experience that again. But there is something amazing about this, too. My breasts and chest are instantly covered in goosebumps when his fingers again touch them naked. A warm wave washes through me. I smile when his left hand drops to his crotch and unthinkingly makes an adjustment in his trousers. He's getting hard.
When his left-hand returns, it is only a moment at my nipple before it begins sliding down my body. His eyes follow its journey, nervously looking back at my face. My easy, reassuring smile and soft moans encourage him. His hand slips down to my mound and I shift, parting my legs so my feet have a bit more than shoulder width separation. His fingers hesitate. His focus seems unbreakable now. He doesn't look from his hand. As if having to hesitate to gather the courage, his hand continues and a finger slides over my pussy lips. My moan is an honest response as his hand slides over my pussy and a finger presses between the wet lips. He pulls his hand back and inspects the finger. It is glistening with my juice.



"Lubricating juice. My pussy wants you. It's my body's way of getting ready for you. When I am excited to be with a man, that happens. My nipples get hard and sensitive. My clit enlarges with blood flow and becomes very sensitive. My chest and face flush with blood." He glances at me. He is more comfortable. "Smell it." He lifts his finger to his nose. "Taste it. Lick some off." He warily looks at me but put out his tongue, smiles, then presses the finger between his lips.
As if evaluating a wine, his tongue moves over his lips. "It's different ... but good."
I take his face in my hands and kiss him. Our first. He hasn't had much experience with that, either. I do it more and his lips relax, reflect what he feels from my lips, and duplicates it. I press my body into him, his hands moving around me under the parted gown. His hands move over the bare skin of my back and down to my butt. He's relaxing. Soon, my mouth opens for my tongue to press at his lips and they open in response. It isn't long before I pull my tongue back and he follows into my mouth. Everything is clumsy but as he relaxes it becomes better.
I part us, "I mentioned my clit ... my clitoris. Do you know what that is?" He shakes his head. There is less embarrassment, now more open intrigue and curiosity. "Let me show you."
A shiver ripples through me. I thought exposure like walking around in a sheer gown was thrilling? Lost in lust with the other boys watching us last night? Stone sober and fully aware ... the shiver increases to a blushing shudder.
I step back to the sofa, sit on the edge of the cushion, lean back, and spread my legs wide with the gown fully open to expose my entire body front. I reach my hands out to him and he kneels between my legs. As he does, my hands caress up the insides of my thighs to my pussy. I rub my pussy, a finger disappearing inside as he gets into position. His eyes are on my trimmed pussy. I use two fingers to pull back the clitoris hood and expose that pleasure button.
"This is the clit. It's just a little nub. Scientists say they can find no known purpose for it except to provide pleasure. On the inside, opposite it, there is another. It is called the g-spot. It is also very stimulating. We'll get to that one another time." He looked up from his kneeling position with a smile that bespoke both excitement and curiosity. I intended to project to him the idea that this was not going to be a one and only time. He didn't have to learn everything now. I think he was believing me.
"Go ahead ... touch it. Touch my pussy lips, locate my hole. Explore me. This is where you'll fuck me."
His fingers began sliding over my pussy. Feeling my clit, feeling the moisture of my pussy. One finger was soon back in my pussy, then a second.
"It's so warm and wet inside." He spoke softly as if pondering it. "Is it always like this?"
"No," I gasped. This was very nice. "My body and pussy are reacting to you. When I get excited ... sexually ... my pussy lubricates in preparation for being penetrated."
He slides a third finger into me and a glint is in his eye. "So ... your body wants to be penetrated now?"
I sigh, then release a soft moan. "Right now ... no." He looks sharply up into my face. I smile back to him through another moan as his three fingers slide in and out. "No ... I don't want to be JUST penetrated. What I want ... need ... is to be fucked." A smile, a huge smile, forms on his face. "I want to see you now. Take off your clothes so I can see you."
In the next instant, his clothes were gone with a fuzziness of his outline that lasted only in that instant. There was no unbuttoning and opening and pulling ... they were just gone. I giggled at that. It was something that might take some repetition to get used to. I made him move by my own effort to stand up. We stood in front of each other. He was several inches taller, about midway between my height and Jacob's. Although thin, his body showed tightness from being used to working physically. His cock was hard and stood proudly in the air in front of him. When he saw me looking at it, he got embarrassed, and shy, and began covering it. I stopped him.
"Don't ... you've looked at me ... I get to look at you." I flash him the same reassuring smile. My next words seem to help, too. I place my palm on the underside of it and gently wrapped my fingers over it. "I like your cock. It's beautiful." And, it was. I don't know why, but it was. It wasn't as big as Jacob's but how much bigger would I like a cock? This one was seven or eight inches, which is still a good-sized cock. Heck, inches bigger than my ex. And it had good thickness.
I realized suddenly that during my musings, my fingers were stroking up and down his cock. I released his cock and it continued to stand there tall and proud as if it hopes for more of my touch. I was beyond just excited by this. I needed to be fucked. What was with me? I find a group of ghosts in my house, young men who died over 150 years ago, and I am suddenly intent on turning them into my own private stable of studs? I am acting like a hussy, a slut, an unashamed sex addict.
I shrug off the gown from my shoulders. I feel its softness slide down my back and arms to pool at my feet behind me. We are both naked completely now and I pull him into my body, his young hard brown body pressed into my mature, softer, pale white body. My breasts and erect nipple press into his chest. I sigh as I feel that and his hard cock pressing into my abdomen. My hands are behind him, on his butt, and they pull him harder into me. His hands are gliding over my back. I put my lips on his and we both moan as our kiss turns lusty and frantic, consuming.
Panting for breath and a modicum of control, I take his hand and lead him upstairs to my bedroom. I can feel his hand in mine but my high heels are the only sound on the hardwood treads. With everything else I was feeling, meeting a new ghost to fuck, I hadn't paid attention. I look down and back. Yes, no feet and ankles. Will I ever get used to that?
That is only a momentary distraction, though. Whether he was walking or gliding over the floor, I led him into my bedroom which was ready for us. I released his hand and kicked off my heels as I approached the bed. I stopped just short of the bed and turned to face him. I gave him a quick kiss as my hand rubbed his hard cock. His hands came to my breasts, but I quickly sank to my knees in front of him. His hard, erect cock is in front of my face. I look up at him with a lusty smile, pull his cock down, part my lips, and take the head into my mouth. I hear him gasp and moan as I do and proceed to slide my mouth along more of his cock until all of it is inside. I feel it at the entrance of my throat. I make a swallow action and feel my throat massage the head of his cock.
I pull my mouth off his cock, look up at him, kiss the head as he watches, and rise to stand with my body sliding up along his, my breasts pressing into him until my abdomen is pressing his hard cock slick with my saliva between our bodies. I can feel his cock pulse and twitch between our bodies. How long will he last? A virgin ghost in my bed. Fantasy and dreams but ... reality? Yet, here we are.
I back against the edge of the bed and crawl up onto it, my hand holding his for him to join me. The bed sags under us and I look. His knees press down into the bed surface as I take a position in the center of the bed, my head on the pillows. I raise my knees and spread them wide. He is kneeling at my feet; his eyes are on a journey up my body; he might be having difficulty believing he has the opportunity to have what is before him. Yet, I am all his. My own hands slide down my body onto my pussy where I spend a moment rubbing, spreading the lips to expose my ready and needy hole, slick with my lubrication. I put out my hands to him. He crawls forward between my feet and legs. I watch his hard cock bobbing underneath him, pointing his way to me. My second ghost cock. It felt good in my mouth. Now, I want it in my pussy, too. Nothing could prepare me for what I am experiencing. Nothing could logically make sense of it. So, I don't try, I just am accepting it and will let my mind wrestle with it in quieter moments of the day.
With him leaning over me, I stretch my head up to kiss him. "Are you ready?" He nods. His face reflects the emotions crashing together inside him: nervousness, some fear of performance, wonder, delight, and a sense of discovery, maybe of finally, after 170 or so years, of 'becoming a man'. I take hold of his cock and guide it to my pussy. As I move the head over my slit until it is at my hole, "Just let it happen. Do what feels natural. There is no wrong way. For this first time, just allow yourself to feel it and experience it. The next time ...", I smile up to him, "... the next time will be even better."
He mutters, "The next time ..." And he flexes his hips forward, driving his cock into me halfway. I partially open my mouth to release a sigh and smile up at him in reassurance. He flexes and repositions himself with his cock deeper inside. With his cock deep, he shudders and groans. I doubt he will last long but it doesn't matter. He is young. He will recuperate quickly.
He thrusts into me with youthful energy and all the awkwardness of the first time. After only a minute or so I can already tell he is closing in on a climax. I clamp my pussy around his cock when he drives in deep and feel his cock swelling and pulsing. I whisper to him to let it happen, to go with the sensations, to let his body feel it all. His eyes are clamped tight and his mouth is parted, his breath coming in ragged gasps and panting. His arms and legs spasm as he thrusts hard and stops with his cock pressed deep inside. I pull him into my embrace and hold his shaking body. I can feel his cock jerking and pulsing as I squeeze around it. I know he is in the midst of a climax. I can feel it in every way except there is no cum. It just feels strange but as long as I lubricate like this ...
When his body settled and his breathing relaxed, I pushed him over to his back and slip down his body, kissing it as I do. I took his cock into my mouth. It is slick with my juices. He didn't last nearly long enough for my own orgasm to generate but the amount of lubrication I am creating is interesting. The flow is much more than before but this might be more a reflection of my arousal in this strange situation. It occurs to me that I am tasting myself, not him. I have never experimented with another woman but I find the taste pleasant and welcome.
My mind is refocused when I feel his cock changing. It never went completely soft in my mouth but now it was definitely becoming harder, swelling, and lengthening. I kneel up and swing a leg over his hips. I grasp his hardened cock, and aligned it to my pussy. I gazed down into his face. "I told you there would be more ...", and I sat back, sinking his cock into my pussy. He returned a smile back to me and reached his arms up. I accepted by leaning forward, letting him take me into an embrace and kiss. As I did, though, my hips began moving up and down, sliding along his cock. He groaned into my mouth and I did into his.
He recovered quickly as I hoped and I knew this time it would be longer. I fucked him like this for many minutes. I repositioned myself to sitting over his hips, raising and lowering myself on his cock. His hands became active fondling my bouncing breasts and rolling my nipples. I bounced on him more energetically, his cock going deeper than before. Then, I stopped. With his cock deep in me, I appraised him and pull up off his cock. I change to my hands and knees with my ass facing him.
I look over my shoulder, "Take me from behind."
He scrambles up to his knees. I feel his hands on my ass and hips. I spread my knees further as I feel his slick cock head moving over my pussy. He thrusts deep inside on the first thrust and I smile. That's my boy, I think. Already gaining confidence. He thrusts hard and strong into me. I am groaning and gasping and moaning in response to fucking that will bring me to orgasm. I utter, "Breasts", and he leans over me to take a swinging breast in his hand while the other stays on my hip. Then, without leading him, he leans onto me, and his free hand slides underneath and between my legs. He strokes me there. I gasp, "Yes ... oh God ... yes ... my ... clit ..."
He does. He attacks my clit and I feel my orgasm swelling inside me. I also feel his cock swelling, again. I have an idea, even in my hazy mind.
"Pull out."
He's confused but does what I say. I grab his hand and pull him with me off the bed. I go the open French doors to the balcony. I lean over the railing with my feet spread wide. We are illuminated by the moon overhead. I reach back to him.
"Take me now. We are both close. I want to share our orgasms out here for the world to see how you pleasure me. Fuck me, please." In the next moment, his cock slams into me after grazing off the side of my thigh and through my lips. "YES ... FUCK ME!" I call out to him and he responds. He drives hard and deep into me. He resumes what he learned moments before by leaning onto me to take one breast in his hand and stroke my clitoris with the other. "OH GOD ... oh yes ... you are good."
It was calculated to crush his insecurity with the others. I was sure the other boys were out there somewhere. My eyes even searched but, of course, spotted nothing in the darkness. I howled out my orgasm, perhaps a bit louder than naturally, but nonetheless real. He grunted behind me as he drove in deep and spasmed at the same moment my own body quivered and shook. My knees felt weak but I was pressed over the solid railing. We both groaned out our orgasms but I knew the seepage escaping around his cock was only my own abundant juice.
After recovering enough to stand on my own, I took him back inside to the bed. I held him and asked him to stay with me. I dozed but when I woke sometime later, he was still in my arms. I asked him to fuck me, again. He did. The wonders of youth. And, there were seven of them. Oh, God ...
I was taking one a night. One every night after Jacob and I started all this. One a night and each night was more than one orgasm and fucking for me. Could I keep this up? After a couple nights, I am consumed with erotic thoughts as my mind remembers past nights and anticipates the next. Each has been different. After the experienced Jacob, it was the virgin Lupe. The next seemed to be in-between. This was the fifth night, Jacob being the first.
I tried to focus on my writing. I have recently, though, lost sight of the general direction and plot of this novel. Instead, I find myself furiously capturing in great detail my experiences of the past nights including several of my masturbation sessions just before encountering Jacob. My mornings are consumed with trying to capture the previous night's events, feelings, and impressions of the young man. Then, I retreat to my bedroom where I masturbate to relieve the built-up tension. I considered calling one of the boys ... that would be possible ... I want to stay on the routine, though. Who knows what will happen after I have gotten through each of the boys? One week and seven young men ... what am I turning into? But I have never felt so sensual and the erotic detail of my writing ... it's masturbating material if you don't have seven young men available.
I find myself stressing about what to wear tonight. For four nights I have done similar things: sheer gowns with sheer panties. Each night after Jacob and after meeting the other boys I find myself feeling a sense of anticipation as I go down those stairs to see who is waiting for me. Each night is wonderful. Something is feeling different about this night. What? I have no idea.
I stand in my closet looking over my selection of nightgowns, some I have added in the past few days. My eyes settle on a sheer white baby doll. It, too, ties just below the breasts and is intended to be worn with panties because of the way it gaps at the bottom. I slip into the baby doll but leave the sheer panties behind. I slip into a pair of white high heels and consider my reflection in the full-length mirror. It's obscene. My pussy is clearly visible. I finish the glass of wine I brought up earlier, check the bedroom and, satisfied it is as I need it for later, I step out into the hall and turn for the stairs.
As I descend the stairway to the bottom and pass through the entry, I can feel heightened anticipation to find out which of the boys is waiting for me this night. When I enter the living room and see a large black young man, my excitement spikes and it occurs to me that I have been unconsciously awaiting this. Samuel. The one who is actually more imposing physically than Jacob. It isn't that Samuel is much taller but he is larger. He is wider and beefier, but I can also see he is still a solid young man. He is large but large like a defensive end as opposed to an offensive lineman. He is also very black with short nappy hair. I am, by now, used to seeing the boys in the same past century era work clothing. It was what they wore at the time they died.
"Samuel."
He had been roaming looking at the pictures on the mantel when I entered the room. He was fully formed when I entered and turned quickly. "Ma'am ....", his voice seemed to catch in mid-exclamation. "Wow ..." He seemed to get embarrassed then. "Sorry, Ma'am ... I ... shouldn't stare ... but ... WOW."
I giggle as I step up to him. The reaction from them has been consistently somewhat like this. Despite anticipating what would be happening, the reality of seeing me prepared to be with them has still been surprising to them. In all honesty, I am still not quite believing it myself ... still.
I find the initial reaction and early encounter to be telling about the young man. Most have been shy and awkward. Some, like young Lupe, were awkward almost to the point of not being able to act, leaving me to pull them along. Jacob, of course, had been watching me and gained his confidence. I expected Samuel to be like Jacob at the first meeting but he exhibited the same shyness as the others. In reflection, though, it shouldn't have been a surprise as it is a reflection of their reluctance to use my name and to use 'Ma'am'. I also found I liked that. It provided me with a feeling of control of the situation. And, a woman alone with seven young men needs some control.
His eyes traveled over my body as I stepped toward him. I knew my breasts jiggled under the sheer fabric and my pussy was clearly exposed without the panties. Seeing his eyes hungrily focused on my pussy made me glad I had chosen to leave the panties upstairs.
"You're beautiful, Ma'am."
I kissed his cheek in greeting and pressed my breasts into his rough shirt. "You've seen me naked before, Samuel."
"Ah ... um ... yes, Ma'am, but ... it was dark then ... and ... there was a lot ... to watch then, too."
I giggled, "Yes," and blushed at the memory of fucking Jacob at the time they all appeared before me. "Yes, indeed ... a lot was happening. I suppose that and seeing all of you before I started all this." He just looked at me but his eyes kept drifting over my exposed body. I smiled. He was less reluctant to be caught looking. There was a lot of confidence in this young man. Similar to Jacob. So, I wasn't far off in my early judgment. "Tell me something, Samuel ... have you had experience with women?"
He looks back from my body to my face with a tight smile. "Yes, Ma'am."
"A white woman by chance?"
"No, Ma'am", while shaking his head. "Not back then, Ma'am."
"Good, I can be your first, then." He nods. It didn't require a response but he gave one, anyway. I take one of his hands and put it on my bare hip. "Samuel, I am probably twice your age." His eyes left the hand on my hip and focuses on my face. "Am I too old?" Another shake of his head. I didn't do this with the others. The age difference wasn't brought up but I was curious how Samuel would respond to my teasing. "Prove it, dear."



The hand on my hip moves up my side. He pulls me into his body and I feel how solid it really is. His other hand lifts my chin and he kisses me on the lips. It is a quick kiss but it indicates his passion and arousal. He checks my face for a reaction. I smile and reach my face up toward him. He takes me more firmly into his body and we kiss more. I feel his hand slide down my back and pull me into his lower body. I feel his already hard cock pressing into my abdomen. I moan appreciatively into his mouth. Without breaking the kiss, his other hand slips between our bodies and he fumbles with the bow holding my baby doll together. When he opens it, that hand snakes up to a breast, and his powerful hand squeezes the flesh ... and I groan into his mouth.
He pushes the gown off my shoulders. It slides down my body to flutter to the floor. I gasp as his hands instantly are all over my body. We are still kissing. I say into his mouth, "I need your clothes off." I might have sounded desperate. I am. I had to feel him under my hands and against my bare skin.
We don't separate. His hands and arms don't leave my body and mine don't leave his ... but ... as I say it ... he's naked in my arms. I feel his hard, erect cock pressing against me. My hands are stroking his bare back and my erect nipples are pressed into his bare chest. It is so weird how that happens. It makes it so easy.
I start giggling. I can't control it. It's just so weird. He separates us enough to look down at me. "What?"
"I'm sorry. Really. It's just ... when you guys get instantly naked ... it's not normal."
He pulls me against his body and I feel his hard cock. I still haven't seen it. He chuckles in response. "We're not real ... we're ghosts, Ma'am. Well, fucking ghosts isn't normal."
I give him a mock offended look but I can't hold it and we start laughing. I cut that short, though, as I sink down along his body to my knees. My God ... his cock is like his body. It might be the same length as Jacob's 12 inches but it is thicker. My tongue immediately comes out to lick the length of it. When my tongue reaches the head, I open my lips and take it between for a quick suck.
I stand back up, my body moving against his. In a breathy voice, "How strong are you?"
"What do you have in mind, Ma'am?"
My hand stroking up and down on his cock, my legs part over his, and my pussy presses against his thigh. "I've had a fantasy about being held while ..." I blush.
He chuckles, "You do a lot of that kind of fantasizing, Ma'am?"
I giggle, "Lately, I have been, yes."
He put his hands under my arms, "Jump."
I did. Not a very good jump, either. But he doesn't need much help from me. A little momentum from me and he did the rest. He lifts me high and I wrap my legs around his waist, my arms around his neck. His hands shift to under my butt. I hold on tight as one of his hands moves from my butt cheek. Then, I feel his cock pressing along my ass and pussy. I hold myself still as he moves it along my wet slit and I feel it pressing at my hole and sinking in an inch or so. He brings his hand back to my ass to support me and I loosen my hold around his neck, not completely, but I am relinquishing control to him. His hands lower me and stops when I cry out.
I cover his mouth with mine, then gasp out, "No ... you're good ... it ... wow, you are big." He raises me up a bit and holds me. Just those inches inside feel like I am filled. I am stretched wide around him but the muscles quickly adjust. "Yes ... thank you ... now ... fuck me."
I thought I was falling to the ground. Suddenly, I felt like I was falling as his hands drop me. I only go inches, of course, but I am suddenly stuffed with cock. He is deep and fills me wall-to-wall inside. It feels like the air is pushed out of my body each time I am plunged down over his cock. My head hangs back on my neck. My hair swishes back and forth as he lifts and drops me. I clutch unto him when I feel my entire body tense with an impending orgasm. I throw my face into his shoulder and neck as it crashes over me and whimper at the intensity. My pussy goes into spasms but is so stuffed, already. Samuel holds me tight with only slight movement.
When the most intense part passes, I lean back with my hands on the back of his neck. I look into his face with wonder. "My God, Samuel ... that was amazing. You're so big it feels like I am completely stuffed. Every movement stimulates every nerve inside me." I kiss him, then, "Like I told the others, I am yours tonight. I want you to climax ... several times."
He smiles and keeps me in place on his cock. He moves to the front door and nudges the screen door open. Unlike a living man attempting this, there are no steps and footfalls to send a jolt through me. We glide. Once outside on the porch, though, he begins bouncing me up and down, again. Outside, as he glides down the stairs to the ground, he continues to move me up and down his cock. We had been in the living room in front of the big window and that seemed exposed. Now, outside, under the moon and the millions of stars ... it's a new exposure. I don't know if the other boys are watching now or not. Our understanding was privacy in the house but Samuel has taken me outside where they are free to watch.
I am rising to another heavenly ascent to an orgasm as I realize he is still moving as he bounces me. We are moving to the bluff over the ocean's shore. The sensory impact is amazing. There is apparently a lot more to Samuel than his brute size and strength. He faces me to look over his shoulder as I am fucked. Now, not only outside in the fresh salt-heavy air but the bright moon is reflected on the gentle waves of the ocean. The air is quiet but for the breeze in the nearby trees and the waves lapping on the shore 50 feet below.
This time we both climax. And, before he has me upstairs in the bed, he is again hard inside me. He maneuvers himself onto the bed, never having pulled out so that I am on top of him. This time I do the work. And, even that isn't the last time.
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CHAPTER 4: SAVED
I had fallen into the mindset of wondering how idyllic my situation had become. The house and property are a dream come true. This is comfortably isolated, private, beautiful, and peaceful. For once in my life since ... a very long time, I am content and satisfied physically and emotionally. Professionally, my writing flows with detailed eroticism; I am nervously excited to see what my agent thinks. And, personally, I have a group of middle-aged women in town I enjoy from time to time (almost like groupies) and Marge has become someone I enjoy being with. And also, personally, I have these seven young man-boy-ghosts.
I have ordered online a wardrobe of clothes suited to the sense of arousal I constantly feel. Underwear is seldom worn anymore except when I venture into town or if I know someone is expected to visit. I have a lot of full, short skirts that I pair with t-shirts or button blouses that I seldom fully button. The shorts I wear at home, if I wear them, are short, loose, runner-type with tank tops or sports bras.
The guys accept my conditions for privacy and time for concentrated work. That still doesn't stop the feeling of being watched, though. I gave up on panties because they just became soaking wet early in the day. I can't see the guys unless they let me. Although I trust they are honoring my writing time and my places of privacy, I still have the sense of being watched. It can be like stepping into your backyard naked. You don't see anyone; you don't think anyone is watching; but you aren't sure and stepping outside naked drives the exhibitionistic arousal, excitement, and thrill. That's me all the time and it has driven my selection of clothes to those that tease. The short, full skirts move in the wind. They ride up my thighs and ass when I bend over and I do a lot of that. Both the t-shirts and blouses are selected to display my nipples without the bras and to allow my breasts unrestricted movement.
It is idyllic. I couldn't imagine anything that could ruin it. That was my mistake. Superstitiously.
It happened on an otherwise perfect day. One of those days you think is impossible not to be outside in it. Not too hot but hot enough. A slight breeze to be refreshing. Clear, sunny sky and clean, fresh air. It wasn't enough to have the windows open in my writing room. I had to be outside. I told myself, screw it. I'm my own boss for a reason and deciding to skip some hours of work should be one of the perks on a day like this.
Maybe nothing would have been different if I hadn't. But maybe I would have reacted quicker if I had been in my second-floor office space that overlooks the narrow driveway approaching the house through the trees.
I was outside on the far side of the house digging in a new bed of flowers. I had changed into a pair of skimpy, loose running shorts and a bikini top. The bikini top wasn't a full support cup type but a simple layer of material providing no support and designed to form to the breast when wet. Not that I was intending to get wet, but ....
I had earbuds inserted, humming to U2, an old favorite, and kneeling on a foam pad while bent over the freshly turned ground as I placed the plants and seeds. My hair was up in a ponytail and the sun was beating down on my essentially bare back. I had pulled my feet from the cheap, foam sandals. I was oblivious to everything but the beats, the feel of the sun, and the image of this new bed in full bloom.
I noticed a shadow fall over me but I didn't react. Although I was alone here, I wasn't really alone. It was one of the boys who formed and was deciding how to get my attention without scaring me. I was sure of it. I was about to pull one of the earbuds when two rough hands grasped me, one arm around my waist and the other tightly over my mouth. I couldn't image Jacob or Samuel treating me this way even in play and it took some moments for my mind to catch up that it couldn't be them and I was in trouble.
I was half dragged and half carried around the corner of the house. "Found her", the man holding me yelled. Another man was standing beside a car as another came around the other side of the house.
The man next to the car seems to be in charge. I was brought before him. "Are you going to behave if he lets you go?" I nod and the hand slowly is removed from my mouth, then my waist when I don't yell.
"What do you want? I've got a little cash inside. Take it and leave."
He chuckles. "We'll take what we can find, lady. What we really want is to hide out for a few days and your place is perfect. We just robbed an armored car and we need to wait out the roadblocks. Just cooperate and we'll be out of here in a couple days."
A hand snakes around me and grabs my breast. The hand rips the thin bikini top apart with one strong pull. He smiles evilly. "Oh yeah, I promised them they could enjoy you, too."
I scream, "Get out of here. What makes you think you won't be found here?"
They all laugh. "We cased this all out. This was part of our plan ... not a desperate thought. We know you live alone. We know you are new here and don't get visitors and you're a long way from the nearest town or traveled road. You're yelling isn't going to help."
I was breathing hard. That I was naked on top hardly mattered at the moment. I was scared but I was angry, too. I stepped to the man, "You want my cooperation? You're going to use my house, rob me, and abuse me ... and you want me to cooperate?"
He nods with a look that said he was in complete control. I swing my right hand so fast he doesn't have time to react. My initial intention was to slap him but I curl my fingertips at the last moment and rake the nails across his face leaving three ragged gouges across his left cheek and lips that quickly turn red. He screams and his own right hand reacts but his hand is clenched in a fist. He makes contact high on my left cheek and eye socket. He follows with his left hand which lands a glancing blow across my mouth. Almost immediately, I feel a blow into my kidney that sends more sparks in front of my eyes. Darkness comes at the edges of my vision and I think I am going to pass out and fall to the gravel.
Everything seems hazy and I feel a hand grab me. I flail wildly with my fists, miss everything, and only hit the gravel in my effort. But it's not a hand but several hands and they are not roughly taking hold of me but carefully and protectively. I am in somebody's arms and as my vision begins to clear and focus, I can see it is the boys. I am held by one with two others forming a shield in front of me. Between their formed bodies I can see what's happening. Jacob and Samuel each are pounding one of the men each, while two others are beating the third.
I wiggle free and push through the protection of the boys. I charge across the rough gravel with bare feet but hardly notice. "STOP!" I scream it. "You'll kill them! STOP!"
Samuel turns in a rage, Jacob's arm was raised to strike but stopped. Samuel hisses out, "That was the idea! They touched you."
Jacob added, "They HIT you! We were supposed to protect you. I said we would protect you ..."
I put my arms out and they came to me. I hug each of them. "You did protect me. You saved me from them." I pull my phone from my waistband. "I have to think." I step hard on my own foot which brings tears to my eyes and raises my heartbeat. I punch in three numbers.
"9-1-1, what is your emergency?"
"Gateway House ... Gateway House ... three men ... HURRY!"
I can hear the operator still talking calmly as I drop the smartphone and crush it under my foot. The pain of stomping on the gravel shoots up my leg. They all look at me without understanding. "The Sheriff. Now, how do I explain this?"
"They attacked you."
I smile. That's not what I have to explain. Almost immediately we can hear sirens. The Sheriff must have had a car nearby that is already responding. The other men are moving. I look at them, "Hold them where they are until the Sheriff is coming up the drive. Then ... disappear but stay close. Just in case." They are still confused but Jacob nods.
My mind is racing for a likely story but despite my imagination, nothing sounds plausible to me. I am distracted from my thinking when I hear a new car crunching gravel. The boys have disappeared and the other men are scrambling to their feet with wild looks on their faces as they consider me before running. I trip one of them and the other two suddenly fall, too. I chuckle knowing why. They are scrambling up, again, but two Sheriff's Deputies are screaming for them to stop. They have their guns drawn.
Soon, two more Sheriff's cars and an EMT unit arrive. A blanket is draped over me and the techs begin examining me and cleaning me up. The Sheriff patiently waits. I have bandages on my cheek, and lip, and my knuckles are wrapped. I won't explain that my knuckles are the result of punching the gravel by mistake. My damaged knuckles are my story.
In a patient, calm, and reassuring voice, the Sheriff questions me about what happened. I give him a mostly true accounting of the events but suggest the events were very surprising and confusing and scary. He offers sympathy and prods me to relate what I can. He really wants to know about the fight.
"The fight?" The best lie is one very close to the truth.
"Yes ... once they assaulted you. How did you fight them off?"
He's watching me, my reaction. He's trained to see tells, clues of lies. I know that. I chuckle, which I see he finds curious. "Sorry. It isn't funny. But ... I know I am small and not a young woman. It is probably the only reason I could surprise them. They weren't ready for it. I came from Chicago, Sheriff. After my divorce, I took years of martial arts. I only took it for the exercise and confidence but I guess I learned something along the way." I looked up at him with eyes I tried to make look tired and vulnerable. "I surprised them long enough to punch in 9-1-1 and get some punches and kicks in."
The medical tech volunteered, "Her knuckles and foot are a mess, Sheriff." Amazing what a scared, vulnerable look and bare breasts flashing can get you.
The Sheriff thanked me and assured me it would be just a bit longer as a deputy continued taking notes. The medical tech is advising me to go to the hospital. I might need several stitches and a check for concussion from the blows to my head. The Sheriff eventually returns with a bemused, yet puzzled look on his face.
"They say a half dozen young black men fought them, not you."
I looked nervous but before I can speak the crime scene tech offered, "Sheriff, her fingernails contain a lot of skin tissue consistent with the marks on that one guy's face. The contusions on her face are consistent with being punched and her knuckles show cuts and bruising consistent with giving punches."
I manage a confident smile, "I got lucky, Sheriff. I got in some quick licks by surprising them and thankfully your deputies arrived quickly. They're going to admit what a small, mature woman managed to do to them?"
He didn't look like he completely believed my side of the story but one of his deputies had already looked over the house and found no evidence of other men living or being here. My injuries and my ruined phone indicate a major struggle. He was perhaps struggling with his own prejudice about women. They took the three men away and called for a tow truck to come to take the car away. I walked to the house, shrugged off the solar blanket the EMT had draped to cover me and went into the kitchen for a glass of wine. All seven guys followed me. Samuel and Lupe guide me to a chair at the kitchen table, Jacob sat across from me, and another pours me the wine and serves me. They all gather behind Jacob.
He said, "We're sorry, Ma'am. This shouldn't have happened. We all feel awful."
I reach forward and touch his hand. I look into the face of each of the young men. I've made love and fucked each of them. "None of this was your fault. You saved me. If it wasn't for all of you, it would have been much worse." I could see they didn't buy it, though. They felt bad. And, I also knew Jacob was thinking about what they would do about protecting me better. I decided to let him do what he needed to do and we would have to have another talk about privacy. And, to highlight how I have changed with them, I felt a tingle at the fleeting thought. My moments of privacy are going to be very limited. Even if I didn't see one of them, they were going to be nearby. The tingle made me look down at myself and I found my bare breasts with erect nipples. I shyly fold an arm over them and glance up. They all saw the move. They all smile.
I change ... or I should say, I dress ... and Jacob insists on accompanying me to be checked over at the hospital. It is different to have him with me away from home. He has so many questions about everything. They have restricted themselves to the property while the world has evolved over the past 170 years. The car, the traffic, the phone, the lights, the people, the stores ... everything. He's a constant flow of questions and it helps to divert me from the pain and discomfort but I am constantly scolding him to not form as he talks. It's a change. Always, I have insisted that they form if they communicate with me. Now, away from the house, I have to amend that. And, it's a complication emotionally for me. At the same time, he is a lover who deliciously arouses me and satisfies me, he now is causing a feeling that I am a mother trying to calm an overly excited youngster at Christmas. The wonders of this world must be overwhelming and I know I will be making numerous similar trips with each of the others soon to quell their curiosity.
In the examining room, the nurse hands me a gown and instructs me to change into it. She leaves to give me privacy but Jacob is still there. He forms as soon as the door closes and I swat my hand at him not to. He dissolves into a smoky shadow as he moves around the room. After removing my bra and panties, I feel my nipples aroused by a soft touch, my chin raised, and his lips on mine. I put my hands up to push him away with a giggle but my hands push through the smoky shadow and I hear his chuckle. He is helpful, though, by tying the gown in the back.
After receiving stitches in my eyebrow and cheek and heavy bandaging to my foot, I am cleared of concussion. I am surprised as I enter the lobby to find Marge pacing. As she rushes to me, I know the news will be spreading to the other women, too, then to the entire town. This is not the kind of notoriety I wanted to have. After assuring her the security on my property would be increased, I stopped at the lone large store. Prescription pain killers and a new phone.
On the drive back home, "Jacob ... I have much to learn about ... you and the others ... what you are ... how you exist in the physical world. But I am curious about something. You said you have no fluids so you don't sweat or bleed or produce semen, but ... how does your cock swell if not for blood flowing into it?"
A puzzled look covers his face. He shrugs. "Well, Ma'am, I guess it is a mystery we don't understand, either. Would you prefer we didn't?"
I move one hand from the steering wheel to his thigh and stroke up close to his crotch. "Don't be silly, dear boy."
I was pampered for days. I was never alone and generally whoever was attending to me was formed. Once the stitches were removed and the coloring around my eye and other major bruises subsided, they reluctantly conceded that I might be able to do things for myself. In actuality, I was way past that point but I also understood their desire to pamper me.
I pushed back away from the computer. I stood and gazed out the window. My black eye was fading and the sole of my foot was still a bit sore but after less than a week, I felt good. I decided I felt good enough. I have learned to spot them. The lawn mower moving over the lawn is obvious but there are large and small tools being used all over the property. I have my own yard and property crew. The house and property never looked so good from the attention.
I still had a slight limp as I made my way to the kitchen for a lunch of salad. As I clean my plate at the sink, I feel an intimate touch on my butt over my shorts. I rinse the plate and silverware, place them in the rack to dry, and turn. Jacob is standing close. I put my arms up and he steps into me. I wrap my arms around his neck and pull him in for a hungry kiss. He is very gentle.
I pull back and show him a playful scowl. He tilts his head and asks, "What?"
"I'm okay, Jacob. Despite the slight limp and the bruises, I am okay." We look at each other. I take a breath and continue, "I need you guys ... and not to pamper me. I NEED you. You guys have turned me into a ..." I don't finish. He smiles, though. I search his face. "Okay?" He nods.
I grab the bottom of my t-shirt and pull it over my head. I shake my hair and my now bare breasts shake, too. I unfasten my shorts and push them down over my hips. They fall to the floor and I kick them to the side. I am naked. His hand fondles my breast. I sigh as I kiss him.
"I have a week's worth of need built up. Tell the guys to meet me at the little beach." Even as he dissolves into smoke, I can feel his hand on my breast. Everything about being with these guys is erotic.
There is a small beach below the bluff. It is protected from access as a little cove. The only access is a narrow, steep trail off the bluff near the house. I see all seven of them on the beach as I start my way down the trail. I am only wearing cushioned sandals to protect my feet on the hard-packed trail. I am carrying a large blanket and a liter of water. As one sees me, the rest look up and see me nakedly descending to them. They look at each other instantly, and in the way only they can do it, they are naked. Lupe and another float up to take the blanket and other items. Samuel lifts me in his arms and floats me off the trail, over the edge, and down to the beach where he puts me down.
I say, "I said, I don't need pampering."
Samuel laughs, "That wasn't pampering, Ma'am. You were taking too long." They all laugh and I join in.
I blush. I am standing in the middle of seven naked young male bodies on a small sand and rock beach with full exposure to the open ocean. My feeling of need is off the charts. I have not felt such arousal and desperate need for satisfaction and relief. It is a combination of built-up lust but is also driven by a desire to thank them, as a group, for the way they saved me from those men and the caring gentleness they showed me as I recovered. Yes. A gangbang.
The setting is perfect. The sun beating down warm on my body, and the breeze coming in on the waves is like a soft caress on my skin. The excitement displayed by my body, though, is a reaction to the seven young naked men around me. Seven men I have enjoyed individually. Seven men who have each provided me with exciting sexual delights, each in their own way. I look from each of the faces to each of the cocks. I am not about to be ashamed or embarrassed by my desires. They know my desire and lust. They have brought out of me what I had only guessed might be inside. I am their eager lover, wench, slut.
I know there is a lusty smile displayed on my face. Their cocks displayed, aroused. Seven black and brown cocks. All of them show arousal as they firm up. All their cocks from seven to ten inches and varying thicknesses. All their cocks bring me delights. And, I delight in pleasuring all of them, too.
I have no thought as to order or plan or expectation. I merely step to the one directly in front of me with one hand on the side of his face to kiss him as the other hand grasps his hardening cock for slow stroking. I move from one to the other around the tight circle of young bodies. They are patient. I like that about them, too. Despite my slutty behavior and my openness to being used, they are respectful in the way they do it. Halfway around the group, I feel other hands on my back, arms, and butt. After once around, I smile at them as I drop to my knees in the sand. I take the cock in front of me in my hand and open my mouth. I suck the cock, lick it, and take as much into my mouth as I can depending on its size. I massage the balls and openly moan the pleasure I feel by doing it. The hands of others are more active now. Not only hands on my back and butt but also on my breasts and venturing between my legs. I keep my knees spread and my ass up and out to accommodate the touch and exploration.



I am panting with arousal and need as I release the seventh cock from my mouth. From my knees, I swivel my head. Seven hard cocks. Seven pairs of hungry, lust-fill eyes. I utter five words and they take over. "I need to be fucked."
The large blanket is spread on the sand. I am lifted and carried to it by four of them, my body supported and my legs already spread. My pussy has been leaking since I started down the trail from above, since before I was floated down because I might take too long to walk it with my injured foot. But I also brought a tube of lubrication. Seven cocks and no semen ... I might need it.
I am placed on my back with my legs spread. I lift my knees and spread them further apart. The guys are all looking. It will take one to begin it all. I see the one directly in front of my spread legs being nudged forward by others. I nod to him. It is one of the more reserved boys but all of them are confident of my feelings for them. He glides the short distance to me. The lack of walking on feet is something I still can't help to notice. He kneels between my thighs and leans over me to kiss me. While he is, I reach between us and move his cock head to my pussy. As we kiss and he feels his cock at my pussy opening, he thrusts forward. I groan into his mouth at the initial penetration and he thrusts deeper. He begins slowly with long, smooth strokes. Our kiss breaks and we are looking into each other's eyes. I smile at him, "Thank you." He smiles back and his thrusts become more powerful.
After several minutes, he stops, pulls out, and stands. Another takes his place quickly. He drives his cock deep in the initial thrust and I gasp. I instantly remember him. His cock has a unique curl to it that rubs me inside like none of the others. I can feel an orgasm rising as he too pulls out and is replaced by another. They have a system, apparently. The change is quick and barely an interruption. This third is Samuel and his cock fills my pussy completely. It always does. The largest in circumference. My gasps are joined with moans. A cock is touching my cheek. I turn my head without caring whose it is. I don't care whose. I want them all. I open my mouth and the cock slips inside. I suck but it is awkward for me to move my head so the cock moves, instead. My mouth becomes a vacuum as an orgasm steadily rises in me. Then, Samuel is out. Only a moment does my pussy miss it, though. Another cock is back inside me. My face turned to the side; I don't know who this is. It doesn't matter.
My orgasm is cresting. I arch my back. My mouth stops sucking but the cock in it still moves, pushing out the side of my mouth. Suddenly, hands and fingers are on my body. Both nipples are trapped in fingers, twisted, pinched, and pulled. Hands caress my stomach. More fingers probe between me and the boy fucking me, stroking and rubbing my clit. When my orgasm strikes, my cry is muffled by the cock in my mouth. My back arches high then collapses back to the ground. My feet and hands press into the sand as my body goes rigid, shaking and shivering.
The boy inside me continues to fuck me through it all as my pussy creams on his cock and the walls clench and spasm around him. Only when my body begins to relax does he too pull out and another replaces him. Their plan becomes clear as the cock in my mouth disappears and I can glance at them as this new one drives into my still spasming pussy. They are going to fuck me to multiple orgasms by changing frequently. I moan loudly. I have just exploded and I can already feel another surge building within me. The next one is Jacob. He quickly takes his turn and drives his long cock against my cervix. My back arches in response. I am crying and moaning, gasping and panting, muttering and begging. They just flow from me. My mind is numb. My body is inflamed, reacting, responding to the cocks, hands, and fingers. With another powerful thrust against my cervix which also causes his pubic bone to crush my clit, I explode again. The cock I was stroking with one hand and the one in my mouth fall away as my body quakes and my eyes roll back.
For a moment, I think I might have passed out. Maybe I have. They are kneeling around me when my eyes open. One hands me an open bottle of water as another raises and supports my back. Others are lightly stroking my breasts, stomach, legs, and back. After gulping several mouthfuls, I look around at them. I shake my head in an effort to better focus.
"WOW! Was that planned?" My eyes find Jacob. "Jacob?" He would be the likely one to get them all to coordinate such an effort.
He chuckled. "You said you were in real need, remember?"
"Oh my God, you guys! Now, I want you guys to cum, too." It was going to be a long day. So, I was surprised, and overwhelmed, when a tube of sunscreen appeared and they began coating my body with it. "You thought of that, too? You guys are so good to me. I need a bit of rest. Maybe a swim."
Jacob and Samuel shared a look and they quickly huddled with the others. When they turned back to me, I could see they were up to something. Jacob said he thought a swim would be soothing and refreshing. I nodded, suspiciously. I had good reason, it turned out. He and Samuel took my upper arms and shoulders while two others took my legs. I was up into the air quickly. At first, they hovered ten feet off the ground.
I wiggled my arms and legs exclaiming, "Don't you dare." The look of playful delight in their eyes, though. I knew what was going to happen. "Guys ... oh, damn."
They effortlessly glided out over the water at the same height. They had big smiles on their faces and the other boys were gliding with us. A swim had sounded like a good idea. I relaxed and played along. When I dropped, I hit with my butt, sank into the deep water, and bobbed back to the surface to the cheers of the guys. I tread in place, cleared the water from my eyes, and shook my head. I joined them in laughing. It seemed heartwarming that we had reached this point of playfulness and comfort.
After swimming to shore, I stood in the sand as they dried my body and recovered it with sunscreen. The blanket had been shaken of sand. I expressed my heartfelt feelings for them, causing some to blush and shift self-consciously. I then kiss them before dropping to my knees as they again formed a tight circle around me.
With hard cocks again surrounding me, I moved to the blanket. I lay on my back with my legs open. It took only a moment for one of the boys to crawl between my legs and sink his cock into my pussy. He fucked me with long, hard, and aggressive strokes. We were watched by the others and after many minutes of good fucking, I asked him to roll us. I had fucked each of them in multiple positions during our sessions alone. I knew they could and would move comfortably through multiple positions now. Even the younger inexperienced of them no longer felt self-conscious. Now that I was on top, I smiled down at him as my body took over the fucking and I took over aggressively. I rose up on his stiff cock and drove back down forcefully. His hands come up to grasp my bouncing breasts. He didn't use a gentle fondling cupping of them. He grasped them with force like he was holding onto me through my breasts. It was delicious. Some of these boys had been virgins, others just inexperienced, but they were now lovers who could use my body as well as love it and honor it.
I reached out to the side to grasp another hard cock and brought it to my mouth. My other hand blindly extended to the other side in search of another. When a hand moved my waving hand to a hard cock, I immediately began stroking it.
I orgasmed on this cock but he also climaxed in the way they do: jerking and gasping, cock swelling but no semen.
The next young man took me on my back, my legs over his shoulders, and pressed forward, nearly folding me upon myself. I was still fed cock for my mouth and hands.
The next boy wanted me on my hands and knees. I appraised him ... or his cock ... and made a decision quickly before I could chicken out. I pointed to another to lie on the blanket. I sat on him, taking his cock into my pussy. The one who was to be next looked dejected but I bent forward and used my hands to spread my ass cheeks.
I looked over my shoulder, "Use the lubrication." He was dumbfounded but prodded on by the others. I asked for my first anal with a cock already in my pussy. My first anal would also be my first double penetration, but I also knew it would also be my first air-tight.
I shivered when I felt the cool lubrication spread on my asshole, then the greasy head of the cock pressing at my puckered hole. My hole resisted for a prolonged moment, then it seemed to pop inside past the sphincter. I cried out and he stopped.
"Wait ... just ... let me ... oh fuck ... okay ... yes, now ... fuck me, you two." They did, too. It was clumsy and awkward at times and in unison other times. Maybe it was why it was so damned exciting. I was right, too. I was fed a cock for my mouth and two more for my hands. It was the wildest fucking my mind could have imagined ... far wilder, in fact. I was orgasming and cocks were climaxing. It seemed forever.
I didn't want it to stop. They stopped it, though. I was turning pink from the sun which did explain the prickly feeling from our rubbing bodies. They carried me back to the house ... I could get used to this kind of travel ... fed and made to drink lots of water.
The guys remained naked, their cock swinging and exposed. Despite being ravaged for hours and brought to countless orgasms, I found my body responding after the rest. I honestly couldn't believe it. I was getting horny, again.
I stood from the kitchen table and began walking to the stairs. I called over my shoulder, "Anyone not too tired ... my bedroom."
It was quiet behind me, but I don't hear them moving, anyway. Going up the stairs, I turned and peeked behind. Nobody. Not one of them? When I stepped into my bedroom, though, I found all seven of them waiting. Samuel was waiting on his back on the bed greasing up his monster cock.
"I want to try that double penetration ...", he said just as matter-of-factly as if he were asking to try a dessert.
I sighed, "Oh God ... you're going to be in my pussy, though. I'm not ready to try you or Jacob in my ass." The entire room burst into laughter.
They fucked me well into the night. They fucked me in so many ways and into so many orgasms my mind was numb. I merely reacted to the next cock or pair of them. I fucked and was fucked. I fucked until my mind shut down.
When I woke in the middle of the night, a soft breeze wafting over my naked body, the sheer curtains at the French doors to the balcony softly shifting, and filtered shadows shifting in the room as if to remind me I would never be alone, a thought peeked from my curious mind: What if I were to share all of this with Marge and the other hopeless romantic middle-aged women in town? How would it be to share seven young, horny men with them?
I actually chuckled out loud. It was a lascivious and wanton sound.
My hands cupped my breast and stroked my tender, puffy, abused pussy. No ... definitely, no. This I keep for myself.
THE END
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CHAPTER 1: THE FIRST
My eyes fluttered open to the very early morning light coming in a window with open curtains. A sense of near panic took me and I tensed. This was definitely not my bedroom and the man I was resting half on, his arm around me and my leg draped over him was not anyone I knew. I was positive even without looking up at his face. This man was black. There was something else very different, too. My left hand wasn't merely resting on his belly; my left hand was holding a cock, though presumably soft, still overfilled it.
I tried to remember last night. I didn't want to move too much before some recollection returned and I had to face this man. Unconsciously, my hand was slowly moving over the cock and it was slowly beginning to respond. I took all this as a positive sign that my unconscious action on waking was being comfortable with him rather than jumping up to escape. With that thought, I relaxed, hoping that too would assist in bringing back some memories.
Images began flashing behind my eyes and ... OH ... MY ... GOD. I had been drinking ... a lot, apparently, as I sometimes do to forget my miserably mundane life. That explained the headache screaming behind my eyes. Then there was ... okay ... flirting with a table of guys and then ... then one guy in particular. I gently raised my head and looked. Yes, this guy. Okay ... name? No ... no image of name and no immediate memory of a name. Then ... wait ... James? ... Jake? ... Jay? Something like that.
Dancing. Oh, yes, dancing. He's a very good dancer and ... oh, yes, the slow dances ... so strong, tall ... muscles but gentle. I felt so secure in his arms. I giggled softly. I can remember that memory but not his name? Slow dancing, pressing our bodies together, swaying ... oh, yes, very much pressing ... and feeling this ... this in my hand. With his strength of body, the drinking, feeling so secure in his arms, then feeling his cock pressed against my abdomen and stomach ... okay ... I was the aggressor ... I kissed him ... kissed him hard on the dance floor.
Then a hotel, not remembering which hotel but a hotel. I remember the look on the young man at reception ... the look he gave us with no luggage and me who had obviously been drinking. But James ... Jake ... Jay ... paid with a credit card. Hot images ... Oh God ... making out in the elevator. He pulled my skirt up over my hips and stroked my pussy through my bikini panties. I humped his hand and he boldly moved a finger inside the leg and drove it into my wet pussy. The door slid open and we stumbled out of the elevator without separating, he pressed me against the opposite wall, pulled my panties down, and I ... I stepped out of them. His hand returned to my pussy and I spread my legs like a slut in the little vestibule as his finger re-entered my pussy. I hugged him hard and ... OH NO ... I orgasmed on his finger ... in the open hallway.
Nothing ... blank ... until we're in the room and I'm naked and he's naked and I'm on my knees before him sucking his cock ... it's huge. Yes, I've noticed that. Then ... then we're fucking ... he's between my legs ... I'm riding him ... he's behind me ... oh God, I'm pressed up against the floor-to-ceiling window and the curtain is open to the world. I came so much and he came so much and ... I wish I could remember how good that felt.
My hand was moving on his cock and his cock was definitely firming up nicely. So, I know it was good last night even if I can't remember everything. A smile grew on my face as I began carefully slinking down his body until I could reach his beautiful black cock with my lips and tongue. My hand was holding it at the base and a half was still beyond my fist. It was massive but obviously, I had taken it last night ... several times.
I began actively sucking the head ... the bulbous head ... so big ... stretching my mouth around it ... filling my mouth. I suck and use my tongue on the little hole at the end. My hand is still holding it and I'm stroking up and down his hardening cock. So much cock ... sucking and stroking.
He stirs and I pause. I glance up at his face as I let the head slip from my mouth to mouth the shaft and looked up along his body ... hard, muscular, black body. I fucked this man several times. I fucked this magnificent cock several times. God ... how did that feel? So big. He stirred but his eyes are still closed and he is settling quietly, again. I kiss the head of his cock and take it back in my mouth. I suck and press to take more into my mouth. It reaches my throat, just entering my throat and my hand is still stroking outside.
I take my mouth off his cock and stare at it. I glance at him but back to his cock. Have I said it's big? It's huge. I have to know ... I have to ... I have to know what it feels like.
I gently, carefully straddle his hips and ease my very wet pussy down over his cock lying on his abdomen. I squirm on it and feel the shaft settle between my slick lips and I gasp. No penetration, just between my lips. I slide my hips forward on the length of his cock and I slide and slide. It is so long I have to adjust my position on him to slide from the base to the bulbous head that feels especially wonderful between my lips as it grazes my clit.
"What a wonderful way to wake up," came his deep voice.
I look from my attention to his cock head showing between my thighs as I slid back up to his face. He has a wonderful smile ... open and easy. "How long have you ..." I begin to ask.
"Quite a while, ever since your hand began moving on my cock, then your mouth, and now ..." He chuckled, "Why would I want to interrupt all that?"
I smiled back, now a bit shy at being caught playing with him. But we fucked last night so I pressed on. I could see him better now that I was on top of him and paying attention. He was a bit over 6' and very muscular, maybe 200 pounds. He was upper 20's but not yet 30 years old, maybe 28. A stark contrast to me, a white woman, 25 years old, with long brunette hair on a 5'-4" body that I kept trim and athletic at 100 pounds and firm C-cup breasts.
After this quick assessment, it occurred to me my hands were on the slabs of dark muscle that was his chest and I was still sliding back and forth with his cock between my pussy lips. I glanced down as I slid to the base of his cock to see his cock shiny with my juice and very hard.
"I need to apologize," I offered tentatively.
He smiled, "For what? Waking me up? Don't. You can wake me up like that anytime."
I smiled back. "No ... ahh ... I remember some about last night: drinking, dancing, you finger fucking me at the elevator, us naked with me sucking you here, us fucking in several positions ... including against that window." I jerked my head in that direction.
"Yeah, that seemed to really excite you." I nodded. But I could only imagine.
"There are several details I am missing, though." He glanced down at my pussy sliding on his cock and he flexed his hips up to increase the contact. I sighed. "Like ... like your name ..." He chuckled and put out his hand, telling me he was Jay Mason. We shook which seemed really strange given what I was doing to him. I gave him my name, Katie Baldwin, but he remembered.
"Anything else I can clear up for you, Katie?" he asked.
Hell, why not? I was already sliding over his big cock. "There is one really big thing I am not remembering in ... in any real way." He raised his eyebrows. "What this wonderful cock feels like fucking me," I blurted out.
He reached up and fondled my breasts. "I think I can help you with that."
He didn't ask what position, he just rolled us to the side in the king-sized bed and I found myself on my back and him between my legs, knees bent and splayed to the sides. I giggled as he settled on top of me. His kiss was sensual and I moaned but not just from the kiss. He was stroking his hard big cock along the length of my pussy and clit.
"I must be able to take it since we did it last night, right?" I asked still wishing for some confirmation as my mind was having a touch of concern over the size of it.
He chuckled, again. "Oh, yes ... you took it just fine. Repeatedly, in fact. And quite loudly, too." Now I hoped we don't run into anyone staying in the next room.
He eased off me a bit and moved his hips back. Taking his cock in hand, he guided it to my pussy where he moved the head up and down through the wet lips. When I felt it at my hole, I sucked in a deep breath, still nervous about the size but a bit less so remembering the mental images of last night. He pressed forward and the head was inside. It happened so fast, that the stretching of my hole almost didn't register but was an after-sensation.
He leaned forward with the head just inside and kissed me, again. As we kissed, he moved more cock inside me with short in and out strokes. When he broke the kiss, I looked down between my breasts and our bodies to find several inches still outside and I felt absolutely stuffed with cock. I wasn't sure where the rest of it was going to fit. But it did. He thrust once more harder and our groins hit, all his cock buried inside me, and I moaned with the most intense pleasure. He was incredibly considerate and apparently took my earlier concerned comment seriously but once he had his cock fully penetrated he began really fucking me.
It was incredible the way my body felt with that cock pulling out and thrusting back in, keeping my hole stretched and filling my vagina through the entire thrust. How ... in the hell ... could this feeling have EVER... escaped my memory ... regardless of too much to drink? I haven't been shy about sex with boyfriends and there has been a long string of them that left me with zero interest in another but sex was not necessarily included in that abstinence and maybe that's why I went so wild last night. Sex is good. Sex like this is heaven.
I was moaning and groaning and gasping and sighing as he continued to pummel me. Then he stopped and looked down at me as he hovered above me. He moved his cock just slightly and my pussy muscles were squeezing around him as if they too were trying to entice the cock to resume.
"Last night," he started and was searching my face, "you don't really remember much?" I shook my head, embarrassed all over again. I lifted my hips to feel his cock move inside me. "Amazing ... you were amazing," he continued after leaning into me for another prolonged kiss, "it was amazing, too." He studied me, then smiled. "Cowgirl seemed to be a favorite of yours."
I nodded, "I think I can feel it deeper." Also, I kept to myself, I liked being in the superior position to my asshole boyfriends.
He immediately rolled us and I gasped at the movement of that cock inside me from that action. I adjusted the positioning of my knees to properly straddle him and I rose up his cock. My mouth hung open as I did it. It was a wild feeling like I had not felt before ... okay, except for last night which I don't remember ... and a feeling I will always relive. It felt as if my clenching vagina was closing behind the retreating cock head, then as I lowered myself over it my vagina was being stretched back open, filled until it came to the end and my entire vagina felt filled from wall to wall, front to back with hard black cock. Urban legend and black cock, right? And maybe not all black cock is like this but this one was.
I began slowly fucking up and down on his pole because that was how it felt inside. My eyes drifted shut and the world, the room, even him, just evaporated and it was only me on this cock. I felt it all, the large head, the protruding veins when it's hard, the slight curve of it. It was consuming, not just filling. The sensations coming from my pussy were beyond what was 'normal'. This was abnormal in the best way.
When my body tightened and my continually escaping sounds changed in urgency, he rolled us again. Yes ... he sensed my approaching orgasm and wanted to join me by taking charge and fucking me with power and his own need. It was almost brutal the way he thrust that big cock into me with speed on top of power. But when he reached a climax, I felt that, too. I felt his cock swell, pulse, and jerk inside me even as my own body was about to explode in my own orgasm. When it all came, literally, my warm juice and spasming pussy around his jerking and squirting cock.
Immediately after, he rolled us, again. This time it was not to give me control of fucking but to hold me on top of his strong body as my own continued to shiver and erratically twitch. He held me to him with strong arms and caressing hands over my back and ass. His cock was still buried inside me as I calmed but my pussy continued to lazily clench and release around it as if reassuring itself it had all been real which was exactly the way I was feeling about it all.
Finally, with the side of my face against his chest, "My God, Jay ... how ... how could I not have ... remembered that?" He chuckled and held me tight. I shifted my forearms across his chest to support my chin and I gazed at him. He had pulled a pillow under his head to more comfortably see me. "Are you in a hurry this morning?
He shook his head. "We have the room until the 11:00 AM checkout time."
I sighed contentedly. I never wanted to leave this feeling of him inside me. Even softening, his cock was well inside and more filling than any other hard cock I'd experienced. "This feels so nice I ..." Then a thought jumped at me. "Wait ... what did I say last night?"
He stroked my butt and laughed. "Relax, Katie. You may have had enough to drink that you forgot some things but it didn't show to me in any pronounced way. Honestly, I wouldn't have brought you here and done this if I had any thought you weren't aware." He paused. "Well ... I'm not arguing with you about the forgetting but what I'm saying is you seemed perfectly aware and your speech was rational and coherent."
I reached forward and kissed his large lips (damn, everything about this man is large) to make sure he stopped explaining. "Jay, stop. I wasn't suggesting anything about your behavior. In fact, you ... WOW ..." Then, I was curious, again, "But, seriously, what did I say?"
He smiled, "We talked a lot. Believe it or not, we spent hours talking before our bodies got busy conversing." I giggled at the curious way to reference that. "Mostly, it was normal talk about what we did, what we liked, our jobs ... you didn't seem to like yours ... stuff like that." After a thought, "There was one thing that seemed to get you tensed, almost rigid. You insisted you 'never, ever, for eternity, wanted another boyfriend or serious relationship', I believe were your exact words."
"I told you that ... huh."
"No, it was good, really," he came back with quickly. "You didn't want to talk about what that was about but it was clear you have had some bad relationships and you wanted a break from that. I understand, heck, everyone has been there at one time or another. Truthfully," he craned his head to me and I moved mine closer and we kissed, "it was refreshing." We both eased back and even that slight movement could be felt as his cock and my pussy moved. "It was refreshing to be with someone who just wanted to have fun, pleasure really, without the maneuvering and games that go with a possible relationship."
"You mean fucking someone without worrying about implications of the future." He nodded. "Honesty ... it's a recent thing for me. Does my wanting sex without the commitment make me look like a whore?"
He chuckled, "For one thing, a whore gets paid."
I gave him a shocked look and playfully swatted his chest. "So, I'm a slut?"
He laughed this time. How I love having him inside me, every little thing is felt in my pussy. "What's wrong with 'slut'?" he asked. "Okay, the word has a bad connotation but it really refers to someone who likes sex for sex and likes a lot of it. People think guys are that way but don't connect the word to us. Don't worry about the word, Katie, I'm certainly not going to use it. Just think of your freedom to experience."
I leaned up on my elbow and considered him. He was very understanding and not the least embarrassed or judgmental about what we had done last night or just did this morning. As I considered him, I felt his cock stir inside me. I smiled and he smiled back. Are both of us thinking the same thing? Both of us recognizing the little signals?
Without another word spoken, I sat up and positioned myself on my knees. I wiggled around to get his semi-hard cock better positioned in my tingling pussy and began small movements of rotation, forward and backward, and careful up and down so I didn't lose him. It didn't take much before I felt his cock growing, thickening, and lengthening inside me. His hand came up and his fingers grasped both nipples, twisting and pulling them. His cock was growing steadily and as it did I increased my movements, increased the height I rose above him before dropping back down. We were both sighing and moaning, again.
"My slut," he gasped out, "likes being with your slut ..." I wanted to giggle but a moan escaped, instead. Yes, I like being a slut for him, too.
We fucked long, slow, but intensely. We frequently shifted, changed, and moved around the bed to let our bodies calm and to prolong this final fuck and experience. He rolled us and plowed his cock powerfully into me missionary. He pulled out and moved me to the edge of the bed where he stood and thrust his cock at me, then turned me onto my stomach and continued. He patted my ass to crawl onto the bed and he followed me, slamming his cock back into my pussy and ravaging me doggy-style. When we finally allowed our orgasms, we had sufficiently delayed and prolonged it that we both peaked with exhausting, mind-blowing climaxes. It was amazing. Again.



            Katie Goes Black Ch. 02

            The Second and...  Katie and Jay continue.

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/katie-goes-black-ch-02

Title: Katie Goes Black Ch. 02

Author: ikeman48

Category: Interracial Love

Description: The Second and...  Katie and Jay continue.

Tags: interracial, slut, big cock, exhibitionism, oral sex

Series: Katie Goes Black


CHAPTER 2: THE SECOND AND...
"Hi, Jay, this is..." I began before he interrupted.
"Hi, Katie." Before we parted Saturday morning we exchanged phone numbers. At the time and after, I wasn't sure if the 'not interested in a boyfriend' thing on my part would make it likely or unlikely to hear from him, again. "I was wondering how to contact you... well, no... I mean I have your number but... ugh," he finally grunted into the phone.
I chuckled, "I know, Jay. I have wondered the same thing. I said I wasn't interested in a boyfriend or serious relationship of any kind so would you think I didn't want to hear from you? That wasn't it, Jay, I just..."
"I know, I get it. I don't know what happened to you but I trust it was enough to put you off on the idea for a while. I was honest, though, when I said that was kind of a relief knowing what your expectations were." He laughed, "I guess your expectations are pretty basic."
I laughed with him, "Yeah, I just need some fucking without the complications."
"So," he replied, "when are we meeting and where?" Oh, thank God, I thought.
* * * *
We settled on Friday night right after work and since I was on the other side of the city from where he lived and worked, his apartment was selected because he wanted to shower before I arrived (construction worker, he reminded me).
His directions were easy and I climbed one flight of stairs to find his apartment. When I knocked on the door, it opened so I pushed harder and called out for him as I looked around the small space. I thought my apartment was small and it is,.but his isn't much bigger but surprisingly clean and tidy for a man, at least the men I had known. It was an open layout with a small kitchen and dinette on the left, a living room straight ahead with a sliding door to a small balcony, and a hallway to the right which presumably led to a bedroom and bathroom.
And that was where Jay appeared fussing to arrange damp hair into some order while wearing only boxer shorts. I sucked in a small gasp; it wasn't that he was greeting me on only our second meeting in his underwear but the sight of that body. Over the past days since our only previous meeting I had begun to question if I was remembering him correctly, was I being fair to him by building the memory too high? I wasn't being unfair. A tall black man with well-toned and defined muscles distributed over his entire body approached, a body that wasn't gym-built with the usual too much emphasis on the upper body but a body built from use and in his case construction.
I tore my eyes from his body to a face lit up by the same open smile I remembered. His arms were open and I eagerly stepped into them. The kiss was far from a greeting but could have been a kiss in the midst of intense fucking which was clearly on both our minds. He pulled me into his chest and I felt my bra-encased breasts flatten against the unyielding flesh of him. I pressed my hips into him and felt the presence of that wonderful cock that had confirmed the wisdom of my decision to avoid serious entanglements and to discover friendships providing great sexual release.
Our hearts were both pounding and our breath quickened when I stepped back and began unbuttoning my blouse. I slid it off my shoulders and down my arms. I dropped in in a small straight-back chair near the door, maybe where he puts on the boots in the morning before work. I then reached behind to unclasp my bra. He watched intently as the cups fell from my breasts and I dropped them too over the blouse. He reached out to cup both breasts and then continued watching as my fingers worked the clasp and zipper on my skirt. As I was working on my skirt, my eyes were watching him as he pushed the waistband of his shorts down his hips and legs to expose his long black cock as my skirt dropped. I didn't bother picking up the skirt but quickly pushed my panties to the floor, too.
I stepped out of the garments discarded on the floor and eagerly stepped up against him. I pressed my 5'-4", 100-pound white body into his 6'-1" 200-pound black body. I gasped and moaned when his large lips found mine and my abdomen was pressed into by his big cock. We kissed with passion for minutes, our hands roaming each other, our bodies pressing into each other.
He broke the kiss and gazed at me. God, I thought, how can two near strangers be so hot for each other? There was no 'how' to be answered, though, only what next and Jay took the initiative with that. He began kissing me and moving me back until I bumped into the edge of the kitchen counter. He lifted me up effortlessly and sat me down on the surface. He pushed my chest back and I allowed my body to sag back to be supported by my elbows. He pulled me toward him until my ass was at the edge and spread my hanging legs wide apart. As he lowered his head, I gasped. Oh God... a guy is going to eat me! I've sucked cock for so many guys and this is the first to go down on me. I groaned as his lips made contact with my pussy lips, his tongue coming out to lick along the slit which easily parted under the light pressure. I was moaning and gasping as his tongue flicked over my clit, then worked down to my hole which he made available to his tongue by pulling my pussy wide open. He sucked on my hole, my lips, and clit. He chewed on my lips and nipped my clit with his teeth. When he inserted a finger in addition to all the rest, then added a second and followed by a third, I collapsed back as my abdomen tensed and my pussy began giving me signals of a rising orgasm.
He had just curled a finger to stroke the top front of my pussy and made incidental contact with my g-spot when... the doorbell rang and we both jumped so much Jay stumbled back and nearly fell while I jerk upright like there was a giant spring released in my spine.
"Shit," Jay exclaimed. "The pizza." Pizza! Did I miss an orgasm for pizza?
I refocused on Jay. We were both naked and both super aroused. Of course, it was more evident on his body. I love that cock. Maybe I should just give myself to him so he can fuck me anytime he wants. Of course, the doorbell rings, again.
I jump off the counter and look at Jay, the door, and back to Jay. Jay was doing the same thing only to me and the door. He thought faster than me, though (damn). He reached back, snatched up my blouse, and tossed it to me.
"Hold it in front of you... pretend something..." Pretend something? What the hell does that mean?
I relented, though. I took a deep breath and clutched the blouse to my front as I cracked the door open a bit and looked around the edge. The guy said the obvious, pizza delivery, like the pizza box, and the goofy shirt and hat didn't say enough.
"Oh... shoot," I stumbled out with, "I... ah... I spaced it out and started getting ready for a shower. Ah... um... how much, again?"
Behind me, I heard Jay running back from somewhere. I put my hand back and I felt bills placed in it. Still clutching the blouse in front of me, I had to open the door further. I handed him the bills and he put the box toward me. The poor guy fumbled for the money, not really so much from holding the box and the money as much as his eyes were not focused on either of those but on my body. I was positive the blouse wasn't covering much and especially not below my waist. I put the bills on the box and then reached for the box so he could change hands to take the bills. I should have just said keep the change but before that came into my head I was holding the box in one hand, the blouse in the other, and then he reached out to give me the change. It wasn't even a thought. It wasn't as if I made a decision, it just happened. Holding the box, the blouse dropped out of my hand and I took the change before I realized what I had done. I was convinced the poor guy saw my glistening pussy before but now I was completely naked in front of him. I gave him a weak smile as he stood frozen. I kicked the door closed but my dropped blouse got in the way... of course, it did. I handed the pizza box to Jay and flung the door back open to retrieve my blouse. The guy was still standing there, his mouth agape probably wondering if anyone back at the store would believe him.
I was still shaking, partially from the nervous energy of flashing the pizza guy but also (more) from the spent sexual energy that was built up and left stored inside. Jay was looking at me and I was looking at him. His cock was completely limp by this point and suddenly he began chuckling and that got me started and before we had moved away from the door we were both laughing hard. The pizza guy thing was funny but not that funny because all that laughing really was dissipate all that stored energy.
Jay pointed at the little dinette table as he went to the refrigerator for bottles of beer and grabbed some paper napkins from the counter. Interrupted from an orgasm with great potential, pizza was a poor substitute but I had no doubt after last Friday night and Saturday morning that more was coming soon.
The large pepperoni disappeared and bottles of beer emptied amid lively chatter and laughter. Jay repeated several times how funny the delivery was, how well I handled it under the circumstance and the stunned reaction of the delivery guy.
Jay's eyes were frequently on my exposed breasts above the table top and when I glanced down myself I wasn't surprised at how erect my nipples were. It somehow didn't seem fair that part of me was always exposed and he was generally covered by the table. Sitting casually naked with him while eating and talking was arousing. His frequent looks at my breasts were repeated reminders and I found myself wishing I could do the same at his cock.
"So how did it feel to flash the guy?" Jay inquired with both seriousness and teasing in his voice.
I giggled in response. "I've never really thought about exhibitionism before and certainly never did it. I mean, sure, I wore bikinis that attracted attention but nothing so blatant as naked." I looked at him and he was watching me. The relaxed mood was shifting and both of us recognized it.
"But what did it feel like?" he pressed. "Was it...?"
"Arousing?" I inserted. "Yeah... God, yes, it was arousing." I was suddenly aware that one of my hands was fondling a breast but his attention was already very aware of that. "You know what I kept wondering? I mean I was clutching the blouse to my chest but I didn't really think anything was covered... probably not my breasts and certainly not my pussy."
"Stunning breasts, too," he offered, "and beautiful shaved pussy. Who wouldn't be stunned at seeing them?"
I blushed. "But... what I kept wondering... could he tell my pussy had just been eaten? Could he see the moisture of my arousal and your saliva on it?" Jay's face reflected a smile but his eyes were revealing the fire of arousal. My voice softened and I continued and it had nothing to do with the delivery guy. "It excited me, Jay, truly excited me to be in front of him like that. When I accidentally dropped the blouse... really it was an accident... and he stared so openly... I almost let a moan of arousal escape. It was... but... Jay... WOW... Jay, just before that damn doorbell... I was a nano-moment from a powerful orgasm. Jay, what you did was... how...?"
He smiled sheepishly and shrugged. "I was inspired, I guess." He looked up shyly and confessed, "I haven't had much opportunity... before."
I reached across the table and held his hand. Then I slid off my wooden, straight-back chair and knelt down by his chair which I was tugging unsuccessfully to turn until he assisted. And... there it was... his long, thick cock... and it was definitely showing his arousal. With my hands on his knees to open them, I stretched forward to kiss the black shaft ridged by prominent veins. I then lifted the head and kissed it.
I looked up at him, my small appearing white hand on his black cock. "My turn..."
"But... you didn't cum..." he halfheartedly objected.
I smiled as I lowered my face back to his cock, my lips brushing it as I replied, "And neither will you with my mouth. Our orgasms will be fucking. After that..." I uttered between kisses and licks, "then we'll decide how other orgasms are achieved." I glanced up and saw his objection had been only token and was perfectly comfortable going with the flow of whatever happened.
I smiled inwardly as I took the bulbous cock head between my lips. We're nearly strangers and this is so much more comfortable and easy. No tension or fear or nervousness, just an attitude of accepting what came next, a simple dedication to giving and accepting at the moment without concern for beyond the moment.
After loving his cock for many minutes, and that's what it seemed like, loving, devoting my attention, I was holding a hard big black cock in my hand and mouth. I still couldn't entirely wrap my head around the fact, either. I never thought much about black men one way or another, but I heard the stories for sure. Stories about big cocks on big, powerful black men. I heard the stories about how dominating they were, how they felt fucking you. Now... here I am... holding one in my hand... and mouth... and, yes... definitely... at least this one... how amazing fucking it is. The thoughts in my head were shocking in a way. Even to myself, they sounded like I was some kind of slut. It's that what a slut is? A woman who simply loves sex and doesn't require a relationship to enjoy it? It's just a word... and it's just this one guy... right?
I put off idle thoughts in the back of my brain about that word and let the in-the-moment part of my brain resume dominance.
With a hard cock in my hand, I rose up and began a kissing journey up his body until I was standing bent over kissing his lips. As I did, I straddled him and the chair and sat on his lap. I pressed my rigid nipples into his hard chest and wiggled my dripping pussy against his cock. We groaned into each other's mouths and knew it was time.
I raised up, reached behind, and grasped his cock, then moved it and my hips until I felt it at my pussy entrance, and settled down inches so the head was lodged just inside. I wiggled a bit more so we were aligned and slowly sank down the long shaft feeling it expand my pussy inch by inch. An amazing feeling of being filled as it moved up inside me. When I was finally sitting on his thighs, I wiggled and rotated more so it was firmly and deeply consumed by my wet, clenching pussy.
I kissed him and looked into his eyes as I slowly moved on his cock. "Is this wrong, Jay? Is it wrong that I can do this so easily and I want this so much?"
His hands cupped my face and he kissed me... hard. "No... but if it is... it's me, too." He kissed me, again. "My hours are too erratic for a girlfriend. I'm working long hours in the jobs. We're trying to grow the company." He looked deeply into my eyes, "This is perfect for me, too. Companionship, sex, no complication."
I smiled, lifted up so just the head was inside, and dropped abruptly down the full length. We both groaned in response and the fucking began in earnest. I began bouncing on him so hard I heard the chair creak and groan, too. I couldn't stop, though... didn't want to stop. I just had to trust the chair would hold. It did. I cried out as the orgasm washed away the pent-up stored frustrated sexual energy from the interrupted orgasm of earlier and I came with a force I was thankful to be sitting with Jay's arms around me. It was doubly satisfying that I felt... actually felt... my pussy filled with cum as his cock jerked and spewed huge volumes of seed into me.
I was gasping for air as I hung onto him with shaking arms, random muscles of my body, and legs twitching and shivering with my pussy spasming around his cock.
"Oooohhhhh... godddddd... you... beautiful... man..." I gasped out as I clutched my body to him.
He was kissing my neck and shoulder as he exclaimed, "And here... I thought... it was... all you." I smiled and hugged him hard.
It wasn't the only fuck, of course. I sucked him hard and we fucked several more times and spent the night, again. In bed, I convinced him to penetrate me as we lay spooned. Exhausted, I fell to sleep quickly and very contently with his cock deep inside my pussy. The next morning was a repeat of last weekend but without the concern of a check-out time. How much sex can I have? Apparently, a lot.
Then, the routine changed. He called me on the very next Tuesday night. He wanted to see me (he wanted to fuck me and we both understood it) and he'd come to my place. When he arrived, I greeted him at the door naked with no pretense of a shower. I hurried him out of his clothes and pulled him to my bed which was already turned down and waiting. We fucked twice intensely before he left. Meeting only to fuck and we were both happy with it.
That became a routine for us over the next number of weeks. Some weekday night we got together for a quick fuck, if fucking twice could be called quick. Weekends were Friday or Saturday night depending on his schedule. Sometimes I stopped for take-out or there was delivery. Yes, we did the flashing, again. It was still intense for me. Always, though, we ate naked.
After a month or so, I was lying on his body totally spent after my third orgasm of the night and we were in no hurry as it was a weekend night. We were in my bed and he was sleeping over. His cock was inside my pussy and it was flexing around it as if it had the same sense of amazement that I did about being filled by it. When my pussy ceased closing around his cock on its own, I consciously began clenching with the muscles. I found it tended to keep him somewhat firm along with small movements. Each weekend was a challenge to see how many times I could renew his cock hard before we had to have sleep. It amazed me that he could not only get hard but cum three or four times, though the third and fourth times lasted much longer. That was an added bonus as far as I was concerned.
The side of my face was against his chest which was gradually settling in a normal rising and lowering as he recovered from our most recent joint orgasms. I moved my hips slightly and sighed contentedly at the feeling that his cock was still somewhat hard, but even softened it was long enough to stay inside.
"Have you ever thought about other guys?" The question came from him and I didn't know how to take it.
I raised up to rest my chin on my forearms over his chest. I looked at him confused. "Are you suggesting we've gone the course of this?"
He jerked his head up to look into my eyes and stroked his hands over my back and ass. "God, no! Maybe I asked that wrong," he said with a nervous chuckle. "What you're giving me is amazing! No... no, what I meant was... well... this is about experiencing the pleasures of sex and even experiencing new things." I nodded, feeling much better but still wondering what he was asking. "I mean... in the interest of experiencing... have you ever wondered about multiple guys?"
I looked at him understanding now but hesitant in responding. What we were doing was amazing but I was already wondering if the term 'slut' applied to me. Multiple guys... wow. Then, I responded honestly because there was no relationship to jeopardize.
"Multiple guys... I... no... to be honest, it has never occurred to me." I looked deeply into his eyes. He'd always been sincere and careful with me and fully aware of us mutually enjoying what we were doing. "You have friends?"
He nodded. "I'm just curious, not encouraging. I told you I work for a small construction company, right?" I nodded. He was a carpenter. "There are four of us, all about the same age except for one guy who is 32. The rest of us think of him as the boss because he has a few more years of experience and when we agreed to form our own company he had more money to invest."



Interesting. "So, you are all owners?"
He nodded. "Yeah. I said we spend long hours and are trying to grow the company. That's why... we're all invested. It's why having a girlfriend right now would be difficult."
I smiled. "And why what we are doing works so well." He nodded. "The other guys are in the same way of thinking?"
"I think so," he replied. "At least, we were sharing similar frustrations." He smiled at something he was thinking. "At least we all were but now they've begun asking about what I was getting."
Getting... he's been getting me. And, I've been getting him and his big cock and I've never felt better. Okay, my job still sucked and five days of I week I was looking forward to the other two days but those two days... fucking like this has been amazing. Experiences, right? What would two guys at once be like?
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CHAPTER 3: DOUBLED PLEASURE PLUS ANAL
As the next weekend came into focus, Jay called me. Had I thought any about trying two guys? Upon questioning, he confessed that one of the guys, a friend of his going way back and is now the electrician of the group, was bugging him so much that he finally confessed about me. I spent time confirming that all the guys in the little company would be respectful and caring, like Jay is, I finally agreed we could try it with his friend. I tried to give the impression I was reluctantly agreeing to try it. The truth was that ever since it had come up I haven't been able to think about anything else. As much as Jay and I fucked during a weekend night, what would it be like with two?
Saturday night at Jay's little place, he had suggested. I thought that was far better than giving away my address to someone I didn't know, yet. Late Saturday afternoon I knocked on Jay's apartment door and I immediately heard voices inside as if they (if both were inside) had been sitting anxiously, nervously waiting. The door opened and I stepped into Jay's ready arms and we kissed softly, not the desperate 'God, I can't wait to be fucking you' kiss we often began with. I could smell take-out fried chicken in the air.
Jay whispered in my ear, "Are you still okay with this? We don't have to if you've changed your mind."
I smiled at him. I loved the concern and that he was giving me a way out. "I'm fine, Jay, excited though with some nerves. You know I've never done this before." He nodded and smiled. I added, "Besides, if I changed my mind, I wouldn't be standing here, would I?" He smiled, again.
With an arm around my shoulder, he turned us and he kicked the door shut. Across the space in the little living room was another black man. It hit me then that of course all four of them were probably black and that had its own little tugging curiosity if all four might have been like Jay ... yeah, no, not just all black.
Jay introduced us and it became a bit awkward instantly. The three of us knew what was going to happen. For a moment I couldn't move with indecision: do I shake his hand in greeting? The friend took care of it, though, by stepping up and giving me a loose hug and kiss on the cheek, it was almost like splitting the difference. After a beer and some more awkward time talking, we sat at the small dinette table for fried chicken and sides. Jay's best friend was Toby Williams, the electrician of the group, the same 28 years old as Jay, an inch shorter than Jay's 6' 1" and a trim, toned body under his tight tee shirt.
The dinner provided relief from awkwardness and conversation began to open up and since I had no love for my job and my life was nothing note-worthy (except for Jay), the conversation settle mostly on the projects they were involved in and their growing up. But, after dinner and shifting back to the little living room with another beer, it predictably became awkward, again.
I took a deep breath to steady my nerves and pull in some courage and stood up. This was crazy. There was really one reason we were here and it wasn't to try to sit and talk like old friends and nothing was going to break the issues hanging over the evening until we did the obvious. I opened my shorts and pushed them over my hips and down my legs. I then pulled up my tee-shirt avoiding looking at Toby. I tossed my tee-shirt to the side and kicked off my sandals and stood in bra and panties before them.
"We can continue pretending there isn't the figurative elephant in the room," I began as I reached behind my back to unclasp my bra, "or we can confront it so it isn't taking up space and attention." Toby's eyes bugged out as I slipped the straps off my shoulders while holding the cups to my breasts. I stepped before Toby and lowered the bra to reveal my firm, natural C-cup breasts. "If you agree," I continued and placed his hands on my hips at the waistband of my panties, "let's do something about it." Toby looked up at me, then at Jay but quickly back to me but not so much me as my crotch and I was pretty sure he was staring at the wetness showing through there. When he did look up at me, though, I nodded. His fingertips hooked into the thin material and slipped them slowly over my hips and down my thighs. They fell to my feet and I let him have a moment to see my shaved pussy before I turned toward the short hallway leading to Jay's single bedroom.
I heard both guys spring to their feet to follow my retreating naked body. I was guessing Jay hadn't wanted to presume too much with Toby there and I was right. Other times we were ready for an evening of fucking. As I stepped into the bedroom, I saw his bed still made and not with the covers turned down. As I did that, the guys came in pulling off shirts and kicking off shoes. After turning the bed down, I moved to the guys.
Ever since I knew I was going to go through with this, the anticipation had been working on me. I wasn't going to wait any longer. I needed a cock and two would be even better. If recognizing that about myself made me a slut ... so be it.
They weren't wasting time, either. They were both stepping out of their jeans when I returned to them. I dropped to my knees on the carpeted floor at the foot of the bed where there was barely enough room for the three of us between the bed and old, garage-sale dresser. I put my hands on both stomachs as I knelt in front of them. Jay's face was at ease and excited about what was coming. Toby's face was a bundle of nerves and uncertainty. I had the sense that, despite whatever teasing he had given Jay, he was not believing what was actually about to happen, maybe still questioning if it really would happen.
Both sets of eyes were on me from above but my attention wasn't going to be on their eyes. I wasn't seeking agreement or encouragement. I was seeking simple, base satisfaction and that began with seeing and feeling what was inside their underwear. I knew what Jay had and when I placed my hands on the front of each of their boxers I was very pleasantly surprised. I smiled lustily as I pressed my hand against both cocks because Toby's felt about as big as Jay's. I grabbed the waist of both and yanked their boxers down. Jay, far more comfortable with me, was just beginning to firm but Toby was getting quite hard just from the anticipation. I wrapped my hands around both cocks and a sigh escaped my lips as I leaned forward to kiss and lick Toby's long cock before shifting over to Jay's familiar cock.
Toby moaned loudly as I took his cock into my throat. Jay had been very willing to allow me to practice sucking big cock all I wanted and I did it a lot. Most cocks I had sucked before filled my mouth and might have just entered my throat but deep-throating wasn't happening with those. Jay's was very different and it took a lot of practice and experimenting to achieve it. I had only recently succeeded in taking his cock completely into my throat and not choking. So, when I did that to Toby, pressing my nose into his pubic hair, it sounded like he was about to cum.
I pulled off Toby and did the same thing to Jay but I wasn't interested in just having them cum, I wanted cock in my pussy and the idea of having two black cocks, one after the other, had my pussy drooling.
I released Jay's cock and crawled onto the bed facing them on my knees. I felt like a slut. Anxious to be with Jay with little more intention than fucking him had me feeling that way, anyway. Naked before two naked black men and desiring only to be fucked by them was beginning to convince me.
"I need to be fucked, guys," I blurted out without the least bit of embarrassment or hesitation. "Who's first and how do you want me?"
Jay was all smiles. He teased me with that word, slut. He made it sound like a good thing and I could see it on his face as he watched me eyeing Toby's equally big cock. I didn't want a relationship unless it was a sexual one and Jay was good at providing it. Now, with Toby added to it, the label of slut was getting more undeniable.
Toby crawled onto the bed and asked me to lie back. I hopped off my knees and landed on my back with my legs spread wide. His eyes were fixed on my ready pussy as if he still wasn't believing this. Maybe I should be thinking the same way but I wasn't. I put my arms out to him and he crawled between my open legs and I pulled him to me. We kissed for several minutes and I could feel my erect nipples pressing into his chest and his cock pressing into my abdomen. He wiggled his hips against me and it felt good as he began taking action. He moved his hips back and slid his hips forward, his cock sliding over my pussy lips and clitoral hood. I moaned and whispered my desire into his ear. He raised up to guide his cock to my pussy entrance and I moaned as I felt his cock at my hole and groaned as it began entering me. He was gentle and careful, too. He eased his big cock into me as moans and groans and gasps of pleasure flowed from my lips.
When he was deep inside me, I raised my feet and wrapped them around his hips as he began pulling back. He thrust back into me and I gasped, raising my hips to him to encourage him more. He responded with increasing strength, power, and speed. I loved the way Jay fucked me hard and dominantly and I encouraged Toby, too. Soon, he was grunting as he pounded his cock into me deep and hard. I felt something prodding at my cheek and turned to find another black cock. With a smile, I opened my mouth to accept Jay's cock as he pressed in and in and in until it was moving in and out of my throat.
When Jay's cock left my mouth, I groaned in frustration but then Toby left my pussy, too. I looked to find them shifting positions. Jay slammed his cock into my opened pussy and Toby presented his cock and I again tasted my pussy on it as I sucked it in. This was going to take a while if this was how they were going to do it but I wasn't about to complain because their quick switch did little to abate my rising stimulation.
Jay, being much more familiar and confident with me, continued to slam his cock at my wet pussy. He pulled back and thrust hard back into me. I groaned around Toby's cock in my mouth and my eyes shot open when a nipple was twisted hard. I strained to see and found Jay supporting himself with one arm and using his other hand to twist and pull my nipple. Toby quickly followed Jay's example and mauled the other breast and nipple. The combination of being fucked in pussy and mouth and pain shooting from my nipples sent me into orgasm. Jay didn't even pause, though, but continued to brutally attack my pussy.
My orgasm was just easing when Jay pulled out and turned me over, lifting my ass in the air for me to be on my hands and knees. Toby's cock being pulled from my mouth took another turn at my pussy. I heard Jay instruct Toby to fuck me hard. He didn't question his buddy but slammed into my open pussy to the hilt in one mighty thrust. Jay wiggled under my head sideways and pulled my head down onto his cock. I turned my head to align my mouth with the angle of his cock and he began thrusting up into my mouth. I opened wide and opened my throat, his cock sliding into both with each stroke.
I was going to orgasm, again. Jay had stretched his arm out under me and was flicking and pressing on my clit, then alternating with my nipples while Toby pummeled my pussy. Just as I thought I might orgasm, I felt Toby explode in me, great shots of cum coating my pussy which sent me over the top. Jay continued his effort on my clit as I orgasmed which sent me on wave after wave of orgasmic peaks. When Toby pulled out and Jay pulled from my mouth, my shoulders and face crashed into the bed but my ass was still in the air which was Jay's next stop. Again, he buried his cock in me in one thrust, fucking me frantically until he too climaxed minutes later.
I collapsed onto the bed gasping and, when I did, Jay's cock slipped from my pussy. I was aware but not about to move for several minutes as I fought for air and control my racing heart. I did hear the conversation between them, though.
"Fuck ... Jay ... no wonder you've been looking so content and satisfied lately. Damn, she can fuck," I heard Toby exclaim.
"She can suck cock, too."
"Jay, she took me into her throat! I've never felt that before." Jay just laughed. All I could manage was a contented sigh. Jay and I have had some great fucks but this ... this was ... WOW ...
The three of us were propped up against the headboard with beers. The idle talk between us was aimless and unimportant. They used their free hands to softly stroke my thighs, pussy, or breasts while my free hand shifted from softly stroking one soft cock, then the other.
The talking stopped and I soon realized why. I shifted my free hand to Toby's soft cock but it wasn't nearly as soft. I looked over at him and he seemed embarrassed, his cock was giving away his current thoughts. I glanced at Jay and he had noticed, too. But, then I thought, why am I looking to Jay? We're not boyfriend/girlfriend, we just fuck, we're fuck-buddies if a name has to be put to it.
So I reached across Toby, making sure my breasts pressed into his naked body, to put my empty bottle on the nightstand. Then, rather than rolling back into position, I stopped and kissed him hard, my hand grasping his hardening cock, and started stroking it up and down. He groaned into my mouth and I felt hands probing between my thighs from behind so I raised my one leg to give Jay access which he used to slip two fingers into my sloppy hole.
I enjoyed it casually like that for a minute or two before breaking from all of it by swinging my leg over Toby's hips and quickly sitting down on his long, hard cock. Both he and I sighed as my pussy steadily encased his cock. I leaned forward to kiss him and whisper in his ear, whispered but probably still loud enough for Jay to hear, "Don't be shy, Toby. When we're like this and you're aroused, just fuck me."
If I had been worried about Jay, he made it clear the situation was open by turning my head and putting his cock in my mouth. I looked up at him as best I could with his cock being pushed into my mouth and tried, unsuccessfully, to smile. I think he still knew, though. One big black cock was good, wonderful ... two were unbelievable.
The longer we fucked the longer the guys lasted before climaxing. Not me so much. I seemed to be orgasming continuously. They traded off and changed positions but tried to keep a cock fucking my pussy until they had both eventually climaxed. When they weren't recovering fast enough on their own, they decided I should suck both their cocks to get them hard, again.
A little before midnight it was over. I had dozed off in bed but came to hearing sounds around me. I forced my eyes open to find Toby dressing and Jay in his boxers. I gathered Toby was leaving so I rolled to the edge of the bed and struggled to my feet, nearly falling into the man in my intent to give him a hug and kiss. Toby caught me with one hand on a breast but there was no embarrassment any longer. He gave my breast a squeeze and kissed me hard, his other hand stroking over my bare back and ass.
On a night of many new pleasures, Jay had one more for me. Toby was almost all the way down the hall. He had me trapped in the open door watching, then swatted my bare ass and told me to go give him another kiss. Walk down the hall naked? It was midnight but ... Hell, I thought, I'd been fucking two guys the entire night and I didn't know anyone living here so I jogged barefoot down the hall after Toby. He heard me behind him and turned to see me jogging with bouncing breasts toward him. Jay must have given him a wave or thumbs-up because that's what Toby did to him. Me, I crashed into Toby and smothered him with a very passionate kiss.
"Thank you, Toby. I really enjoyed tonight and you were ... well, you were great." I kissed him, again. Then, I looked up into his eyes, "Honestly, do you think I'm a slut for what I did tonight?"
He stammered and fussed for words that weren't going to sound right or be convincing. "It's alright, Toby, I think I might be." I slid my hand down his front and pressed on his cock which seemed to have found some new life. "It's an awful lot of fun." He grabbed a breast and swatted my ass as I turned around. I walked as provocatively as I could. When I reached Jay, I glanced back and Toby was still there shaking his head.
"What was going on down there?" Jay asked me when we were back in bed with the light out.
I was snuggled into him, one hand on his soft cock, one leg draped over his. I giggled, "I asked him if he thought I was a slut for what I did tonight."
"What did he say?"
"Nothing. What was he going to say? If he agreed, I might be offended. If he denied it, that might sound pretty lame. So, he just stammered and nothing came out."
Jay raised my chin so we were looking at each other. "What do you think, Katie? Honestly, do you think you're a slut?" he pressed.
I reached up and he did too so we could meet for a kiss. We might be fuck-buddies but we really liked each other. "I could ask you what you think and put you on the spot but I think I know what you would say. So, sure ... yes, I think I am a slut but I'm a positive kind of slut. I just love sex, I love to fuck, but I'm not chasing off to bars and hooking up with random creeps to get it. In the end, I'm a slut who still wants to be respected and safe." I looked up at him. "How's that for an answer?"
"Sounds perfect," he replied.
* * * *
Jay called Tuesday night. "Hey," I responded having seen his name on the screen of my cell phone. "Are you coming over?"
He chuckled. I was always ready to get together and fuck. "No ... well, yes, but not tonight, I'm exhausted. I wouldn't be much for you."
I laughed, "That's okay but ... seriously, if you were here all you'd have to do is lie on the bed with a hard cock."
He laughed harder. "Now I wish I just came over. But, really, the reason I called ... if you want to fuck multiple guys ... I mean keep doing it ..."
"You've got two more work buddies, right?"
"Well, yeah," he chuckled, "you know it is taking everything for Toby to stay quiet about what happened." I laughed with him. "Okay, back to my reason ... I was thinking about you fucking multiple guys and it came to me. Do you do anal?"
What a relationship. Can you imagine that being blurted out by a potential boyfriend? "Anal?" I asked. "No, I've never done anal. What are you thinking, Jay?"
"Well," he started slowly like he was wandering into a minefield, "with Toby and me taking turns switching from your pussy and mouth and it went good ... really good, I have to say. You were amazing, Katie. Really."
"You buttering me up for some reason?"
"No ... well, yeah, but you totally deserve to be. Okay, if there were more guys ... or even just two guys ... your ass would be another great way to experience more and satisfy more guys and more fucking."
"Doesn't anal hurt, Jay?" I responded dubiously back. "I mean like hurt a lot?"
"No ... okay, probably a bit at first but it's like any muscle. It gets easier and you can have an orgasm there, too."
Anal orgasms? My mind was working suddenly with that. Maybe he just knows me well enough to go to adding orgasms to my experience. "What do you mean orgasms from anal?"
"Do a search, Katie. 'Anal orgasms' and you'll see."
That night I did the search he suggested. Damn, was that a new world opened up to me. They warned about a lot but mostly to take your time and to use lubrication. I read for hours. Of course, I masturbated for the same hours.
* * * *
I was sitting in the little parking lot at Jay's place when I saw his old pickup pull in. I had tried knocking on his door but he didn't answer. That was when I remembered he said he would really be busy on the weekend. I figured he had to have some time off, though, so I waited. It didn't turn out to be that long.



"Did I forget something?" he asked as we met in the parking lot.
"No," I blurted out, "I need you."
"Is something wrong? Are you hurt?"
I sighed and dropped my forehead onto his sweaty tee shirt. "You're wonderful." I popped back up and held up my hands. I had done all the reading I could do and now it was time to actually do something about it. In my hands, I had new purchases of a life-like dildo (a life-like cock, not like his cock), anal beads, and a tube of lubrication. "I need your help, Jay. I'm too nervous, even with all the assurances I've read. I need your help in opening my ass."
He laughed, apologized, took me by the arm, and led me inside his little apartment. I was right about the little chair by the door. When he entered, he sat down on it and began unlacing his boots. Without looking up, he said, "Strip."
I put my purchases on the counter, then grabbed the bottom of my own tee-shirt and tugged it up and over my head. I reached back to unclasp my bra and as I shrugged the straps off my shoulders and down my arms, I saw him sitting back watching with interest. I stopped with the cups still covering me.
He smiled, "Don't stop on my account." We laughed. All the time we've been naked and even introducing Toby and I got shy? I quickly finished undressing out of my jeans and panties, then stood naked waiting for some more direction. He stood by pressing himself up with his hands on his knees. I could tell he was tired. It was why he didn't think this weekend would work and I wanted to apologize for showing up like this but he would just say it was no bother and he was glad and .... "Put a lot of gel on this," he instructed holding the anal beads consisting of gradually larger balls separated by small spaces, "and your asshole. Be sure to press gel inside your asshole with your finger." He handed the anal beads back to me, "just use the smallest two or three beads as you can manage." He stifled a yawn but I could tell, "I'm taking a shower, then we'll focus on opening your asshole up. Okay?"
I nodded, gave him a quick kiss, and felt the two smallest beads. I can do this, I told myself. Just like he said, just the first couple of beads. I looked up to see him trudge down the little hall, sweaty and dirty from his long workday on Saturday. I looked down at myself and sighed. My nipples were erect and I could feel the moisture in my pussy and on my lips. I came over uninvited and standing naked in his apartment when he really probably just needs some sleep. You are not the same frustrated girl you used to be. Only a real slut goes running to a guy to help her open her ass for fucking so she can be an even bigger slut. Yes, that's probably true ... but my wet pussy and erect nipples show it's right.
I followed his instructions standing next to the kitchen counter, instructions that were exactly what I had read on the internet. I spread the gel over the first three beads, then put a glob on my finger, smeared it over the outside of my puckered hole, and pushed more inside. For good measure, I pushed more inside. That site did say you couldn't use too much lubrication which was probably not completely true but ... So, admit it slut! If you're just getting the same instructions from him as you read, why are you here? What is it you really need from him? Fuck ... okay. Fine. All this reading and thinking made me need to do it. I want Jay to fuck me in the ass. Okay, I admit. But ... really ... what happened to the two voices we have arguing that are supposed to be good and bad trying to balance your actions? All I have, I thought with an honest internal giggle, what I have is a voice encouraging my slutty side and another encouraging me to be even more slutty.
All that was racing through my mind as I easily worked the smallest bead past my sphincter (reading about it even told me names for stuff) and inside. I was working the second one in when I released a real giggle and big smile thinking about the two encouraging slut voicing and very happy they had imprisoned the good voice somewhere deep in the back of my brain in some deep, dark, and forgotten place.
"What's so funny," came Jay's voice. I was leaning against the counter with my ass sticking out pressing and twisting the third ball at my asshole. "I thought you were afraid of doing that." I realized my ass was pointing at him. I looked over my shoulder to find him mussing his damp hair into place. He was naked and his long cock was swaying in front of him as he approached. He moved my hand, pulled and pushed slightly on the line of beads, then applied more gel to the portion sticking out of my ass.
One of his hands on my hip and the other wiggling the beads, I sighed. "Not funny ... oooooo ... just ... can you get the third one in? ... just ... ahhhhh .... happy at awareness ... mmmmmm ... acceptance."
"Acceptance of?" he asked as he pressed harder and suddenly the third one was in. Oh, it feels weird in the ass.
"I'm a slut," I confessed with acceptance. "I ... am ... a ... slut." I pressed my butt back to help him as he worked now on the fourth bead by moving the stem in short motions back and forth in-between real pressure on the fourth one. Of course, the scene we were in had to be confirmed as I comfortably was having this man working to open my ass up.
"Slut ... huh ... interesting," he said as the fourth one punched through with a sharp gasp and flinch from me as it stretched and released as the ball passed through. I was breathing heavier and he paused to just wiggle the stem for stimulation. "Maybe," be offered, "it might help if you stroke your pussy." Now, that's helpful advice. Why didn't I think of that?
I slipped a hand between my legs and began stroking through my pussy lips and clit and inserted a finger into my empty hole. All this sexual stimulation and my pussy is empty ... it seemed weird.
"How do you feel about that?" he asked. "Deciding you really are a slut, I mean."
I groaned and gasped as he began working on the fifth ball. These were getting to be ball size rather than bead size. I gritted my teeth as my sphincter fought the increased intrusion but I managed a strangled reply. "I feel ... fuck, oooohhhhh ... I feel freer ... mmmmm ... not fighting ... a little more Jay, don't worry, just push ... OH FUCK ... fighting, yeah ... (gasping and sighing} ... not fighting myself ... accepting ... oh this feels so big ... accepting what I am."
"So, slut, you have five inside you, is that enough or ...?"
"More ... all of them ... I want you to open me, Jay. I want you to work my asshole until you can fuck it with your big cock." I reached back and felt blindly until I found his cock and it was hard. "Fuck me, Jay. Fuck my pussy."
"Should I take the beads out?" he asked.
"No, I want to feel both. That's what it is, right Jay? Not just anal but double penetration and air-tight?" He said yes and as he pressed his big cock into my pussy, it was tighter and I felt his excitement and urgency. I gasped and moaned as his cock drove deeper and deeper into my pussy and his cock moved the anal beads in my ass. When he slammed his cock fully in, his body slammed the stem of beads and the next one stretched my asshole but didn't penetrate. It was all amazing and I was going to orgasm very soon and then I wanted him to fill my pussy and maybe I might orgasm then, too.
"Jay ..." I gasped, "... I've ... decided ... ohhhhh fuuuucckkkk, yesssss ... decided something ... else." God, how amazing is this feeling? And, the anal beads are not close to being as big as his cock ravaging my tighter pussy. "I've decided ... after you and Toby ... mmmmm ... after you told me ... about anal ... I'm ... I'm a ... a black cock slut."
He paused. His magnificent cock was halfway in my pussy and he stopped. Then, the anal beads moved. With his cock firmly inside my pussy, he began moving the beads back and forth and pressing harder and harder on the next larger bead to enter me.
"OH ... FUCK! Jay ... what ... what are ... you doing?" I exclaimed as the pressure of opening my sphincter yet again and wider not only sent searing pain through my ass but increased the tightness in my pussy around his cock.
He grunted as he tried moving his cock in and out a bit as he pressed hard on the bead to stretch my resisting sphincter that became unbelievably tighter with his cock in my pussy.'
"You came here ... not just to open your ... ass, Katie. You came here ... to fully achieve and accept how much of a slut ... you really are, didn't you." I nodded my head which was already sagging on my neck. It was all I could do in response. What was happening in my pussy and ass was too much, too consuming, to form words or thoughts. "You're not just a slut, Katie. A black cock slut needs cock and not just any cock, but big black cock, cock that ravages you and takes you to places of experience you need now. More and more, right Katie?" I nodded my head strongly as the pressure against my sphincter felt like it was going to tear me. I won't cry, though. I won't stop it. I want it. He's right. All of it, he's right. He leaned over me while keeping the pressure on my asshole steady. He twisted a nipple before stroking my engorged clit and I exploded in an orgasm. And, at that precise moment, he thrust harder with both his cock and his hand on the beads. His cock went deep and the next bead shot inside. I screamed. It wasn't a scream from just pain, though. It was a scream that the pain in my asshole added to the intensity of an overriding erotic pleasure.
In a fog of mixed sensations, I collapsed onto the countertop. Thankfully, Jay's strength held me tight on my wobbly legs. It was a weird sensation to return to full awareness with a big cock in my pussy and six anal beads embedded in my ass. And they were both moving in slow movements. Then he started fucking me, again. I had barely recovered and it started inside all over, again. The beads only moved an inch or so before the next ball bumped against my ass but his cock was pounding into me and that assault had its own effect on my asshole. With everything so tight, I felt his cock's every impulse and jerk and, when it approached climax, I felt it throb as the semen coursed through the shaft and I orgasmed, again.
I didn't black out, though it seemed I might have been close. I was aware of him pulling his cock from my pussy and the beads, one by one, pulled from my ass and being picked up and carried. I was aware of shivering and shaking and mumbling nonsense as he set me across his lap on the sofa.
I sat cuddled securely in his arms. "Oh God, Jay ... they were right ... you were right."
"About what, Katie?"
"Anal orgasms." I kissed his chest, then looked up. My heart was still not completely calmed but was getting closer. "What's next, Jay? The dildo, right? The site said the dildo would be different because it holds the sphincter open and the beads let it close." I sighed and shivered. His arms wrapped around me tighter.
"Maybe that's enough for tonight. You did well, Katie, but maybe you should rest and we can do more the next time."
I straightened up on his lap. "No, Jay, you don't understand ... I don't understand ... but it's all different now. It isn't curiosity, anymore. Before it was ... when you mentioned it, even when I came here tonight. Not now, though, Jay. I have to do this, don't you see? No, I don't even really understand, but it is that way. Please ... I know in my heart now ... I don't just think, I know. I'm a big black cock slut but I need this to really be one."
He lifted my face to his and kissed me hard as his hand moved inside my thighs. I let the outside leg slide off his knees and he probed into my sloppy pussy. "Okay ... I was just thinking about you but you're right. If you're a black cock slut, you should be a three-hole slut." I smiled up at him and he pushed me off his lap. "Go get the dildo and the lube, slut, then get down on your hands and knees."
I jumped off and ran to the kitchen counter and ran back, my breasts bouncing and my face lit up with excitement and purpose. I handed him the dildo and tube of lubrication and I quickly dropped to the floor in front of him. He was fiddling with it and I remembered it was a vibrator, too. But, I ignored that and wiggled my butt in an invitation, eager to have my ass filled, again. Maybe after this, he'll fuck me. Then, I'll be a real black cock slut when his big black cock cums in my ass.
I was brought back by the feel of more lubrication being spread on the outside of my asshole, then his covered finger easily penetrating. I read it gets easier.
"You're sure?"
"Yes! Put it in, Jay. Open my ass better," I insisted.
It didn't really take much to get him to do it. After all, I was nearly begging for him to fuck my asshole. No, I WAS begging for him to fuck my asshole.
He wiggled the vibrator into my ass with some effort as my sphincter already seemed to have closed. He began sawing the artificial cock in and out. It was normal sized which meant much small than his big cock but it was to get my ass accustomed to being penetrated. Then, he surprised me. He stopped moving the dildo and I felt him kneeling behind me. When I felt his cock at my pussy, I gasped. The dildo was no bigger than the largest ball of the beads that had been in me before but it was a constant thickness. As his cock pressed into my pussy, I moaned at the feeling of being so filled. With his cock buried deep in my pussy, he paused, again. Then, OH FUCK!, he turned the vibrator part on. It vibrated from my ass into my pussy and against his cock so it seemed every inch of both parts of me was vibrating. He began fucking me in the pussy and each thrust also bumped the dildo into my ass. I said a silent prayer to whatever god answered such obscene prayers that I could hold on until Jay came but it was impossible. I exploded and all the stimulation just continued right through my orgasm, his cock ramming into me, the vibrating dildo doing its thing in my ass with each bump.
Jay didn't last much longer, though. The vibration running along his cock had as much effect on him as on me. I fell to the floor and Jay's cock slid out of my pussy. I lay there gasping with the dildo still inside me and still vibrating. I started reaching back to remove the damn thing from my ass but his hand stopped me.
"No ... you want me to fuck your ass?" I nodded urgently. "Then get busy and get me hard, again. The dildo will keep you open."
"At least turn it off," I pleaded.
He laughed. "No way," he said as he laughed. "Cum as much as you want but the vibrator stays until you have me hard enough to replace it with my cock."
He's cum twice, I thought, and it hasn't been that long between them. I received my orders, though. I scrambled to my knees and put my face into his crotch, gobbling up his cock and sucking hard, pushing my mouth and throat down over it with urgency, with desperation as the damn vibrations threatened another orgasm soon.
With a hard cock, he lifted me up and took me to his bed. I was on my hands and knees again but this time it would be the real thing. Finally, ass fucked and a true blue big black cock slut.
More lube pressed into my ass and his finger entered much easier after just removing the dildo. Then, I felt his cock at that hole. I sucked in a breath and slowly released it. The site stressed the importance of relaxing everything but especially the anal muscles. As his big cock opened my ass more, more than the beads or dildo did, I told myself I wouldn't scream and definitely wouldn't stop him. I cried out, though. It was more in sudden relief, the searing stretching gone and just a momentary reminder of it left in my brain. And, before I could think to put my hand back for him to wait so my ass could adjust, he paused. Respect and caring. I'll do anything if I have respect and safety.
He moved slowly at first and it took many in and out movements before I felt his hips at my ass cheeks. When he was fully in me, a huge swell of accomplishment came over me. Was that absurd? Being ass fucked should mean so much? Not if you want to be a black cock slut. What I was going to do with being a black cock slut I wasn't sure at the moment but I suspected the road lay ahead through Jay and the guys he worked with.
He fucked me hard with long, powerful strokes like he was fucking my pussy. He came first this time as I suspected the newness was special for him, too. But I'd experienced so much with my ass and I did want to join him so I used fingers on my clit and empty pussy. How strange, I thought, to be orgasming with nothing in my pussy.
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CHAPTER 4: IS FOUR A GANG BANG?
It was nearly a month before Jay could set it up to meet with the other three guys of their company. Toby joined us in the meantime as Jay felt it good to stoke my new feeling about myself. He said nothing about my ass so it wasn't touched. But, alone he touched it a lot. A couple times a week I was fucked in the ass with his big cock. By the time the meeting was set up, I was taking his cock with much more ease.
On the drive across town, he said there were a few surprises and I would just have to be patient. I was told we were going to the location of the company which was a surprise because it had been managed from their apartments and garages before. He said they had purchased an old farm that was in default when the old couple died and there were no heirs. There were 25 acres still part of the property, a two-story farmhouse, barn, and sheds. For the past months they have all been working as they could on the house and all four of them are now living there upstairs with one room downstairs converted into the company office. There was more than enough room for storage of vehicles, equipment, and supplies.
That explained why we had trouble getting together, he was spending as much time as possible there and that was especially necessary for him since he was the carpenter of the group and the finish work would largely fall to him. It also made me proud of him... the other guys, too, but I knew Jay far better.
Jay had assured me the other two guys, Jerome Hansen the painter, and Gary Stevens the plumber and boss, would be very respectful and considerate and all were looking forward to meeting me. I bet they were, especially if they hadn't had girlfriends for a while. It was still strange when I thought about what was happening, what I was about to do. I mean I only knew Jay for some months and Toby just a few times and now I was on my way to being with all four guys and we all knew what the real purpose was: fucking. Jay asked me early on when we were discussing doing this. New experiences were the way Jay always introduced things. I had fucked him on impulse and became infatuated with his big black cock. Then we added Toby a few times and my desire for black cock continued to grow. By the time I had gone to Jay with the toys and asked him to open up my ass so a cock could fuck it, I had already convinced myself my desire for black cock was beyond merely having a partner to fuck. I really had changed. I really had become a slut and when I knew I wanted to fuck with my asshole, too, I knew, hell I wanted, to be a true black cock slut and whatever that implied. The reality was I still didn't fully consider everything that might imply but I knew I wanted to fuck black cock and lots of black cock and becoming a three-hole slut was part of that. That much I knew.
So, when we discussed including his whole group, I was already ready, willing, eager, and hungry to do it. The real discussion was how Jay should bring it up to the guys. He suggested we could simply pretend to meet for a BBQ or something and see what developed. I argued that if I was going to trust him and them with my safety, they deserved more than playing games. If I wanted them to be trustworthy and upfront with me, shouldn't I be the same for them?
Jay was rehashing that now in the car as we got closer to the farm which was just outside the city limits but within easy access to where most of their projects had been. "As you wish, Katie, there are no secrets about what's going to be happening. I told Jerome and Gary, and Toby affirmed, that you think of yourself as a black cock slut, you love to fuck, and you especially love black cock. They also know you are a three-hole slut, which, by the way, surprised Toby."
I smiled and shivered. I was clutching my hands in my lap for fear Jay would notice them shaking. I was about to meet two new black men who only knew one thing about me: I was a friend of Jay's; and, I was described as a black cock slut. Four black cocks... and me. It will all be real after this.
Jay turned off the main road onto a narrow gravel road for a couple miles before slowing near a clump of huge cottonwood trees where I saw an old two-track trail that stopped at a locked gate. Jay got out of his truck, opened the gate, drove through far enough to clear the gate, got out again, and relocked it.
When he returned, "We all decided and agreed to keep the gate locked. This is where we store all our equipment and supplies and a company like ours has zero 'walk-in' business."
I looked around through the side windows. This really was the country but surprisingly not that far from the city, though it was from the downtown area. The two-track didn't improve as it entered the property and continued up a rise. I could see where farming had happened on the land by where it was cleared and I could later see where cows had been fenced into a pasture. Over the rise, the farm buildings came into view and were about a half mile from the gravel road. Very private. Very quiet.
The house was, as Jay had said, a two-story with a huge porch stretching across the front with chairs scattered on it. It had none of the signs of being abandoned so the guys had apparently done a good job fixing it up on the outside, too. Jay diverted to the area of sheds where one stood open with another truck in it and a space next to it empty. That was where Jay parked.
We got out and I stood at the back of the truck and looked around, took a deep breath, and sighed. This was clean, fresh air. Maybe it hadn't smelled quite so fresh back when it was actively farmed but that was years ago. Jay met me at the back of the truck and didn't move further. I heard the sound of a wooden screen door slam against a wood frame and looked over to find three black men, all about the same size as Jay, standing on the porch, brought out by the sound of the truck and its tires crunching on the gravel.
It was mid-afternoon Saturday and we really were having a BBQ but it wasn't the main event, so to speak. Jay said, "I don't mind turning around and going back, Katie. I can explain it, if you think this is too much, too soon."
I turned to him with my arms going around his neck and kiss him with real passion and lust. I pressed my hips into his and moved them over his cock pressing back at me. There was one more thing he confided with me: all the guys had big cocks. I was more than ready. My nervousness was not fear or doubt, it was built-up energy.
"Jay, you introduced me to all this. Sure, you may have just been having a good time fucking a white woman who wanted it badly that night but you did more than that, too. And you realized that quickly. You saw how I reacted to your cock and you saw my desire to experience more. And you helped me and I love that about you. But, I still want more... and then more. I don't know what my limits are, Jay, but I want to explore that. I know it will change my life but I'll deal with that as the experiences lead me. We've called me a black cock slut but I've had two men. I want to know more about this."
He grabbed me tight and gave me his own lusting kiss. "That's good, Katie, because they are expecting a black cock slut as entertainment tonight. Up until setting up this meeting, none of us considered what a black cock slut even was. It's not just you, Katie, all of us are anxious to find out."
I turned toward the house but Jay still held my hand and wasn't moving. I turned. "Katie," he began, "is that the way a black cock slut should approach black men?"
I gazed at him and there might have been a bit of tease there in his eyes but he was right, too. Maybe there's an expected way to behave; maybe rules even. Oh, that would be exciting... rules on how to be with black men. There might be a lot of learning and adjusting.
I walked back to the passenger door and pulled my tee shirt over my head, dropping it into the open window. I began loosening my jeans and at the same time pried my running shoes off my feet. I pushed my jeans down my legs and leaned into the side of the truck to pull them off my feet, those going through the window, too. Without looking again at Jay or the guys on the porch, I reached behind my back and unclasped my bra, shrugging my shoulders to drop it down my arms, then pushed my panties off my hips. For a moment, my panties were stuck to my very wet and excited pussy lips and I blushed when I saw that Jay also had noticed.
"Excited much, slut?" he asked as he swatted my ass as he nudged me forward. "Go introduce yourself to Gary and Jerome.
I started carefully across the dirt and gravel until I reached the grass. Then stopped with a thought, "What name do I use?" I asked Jay. All this was so new to me. How much changes when even I think of myself as a slut?
"Good question. I think we agreed that if you manage this you probably are a slut and that might be the point of figuring out what that really means. So, for now, being naked," he smiled at me, "identify yourself as 'Katie' but you want to become a black cock slut and will they help you." I squeezed my thighs together and I noticed him noticing. He also saw my nipples being rock hard. "This excites you, doesn't it, Katie?" I nodded. "Don't worry. None of us has any real idea what it means to have a black cock slut among us, not you and not us. We'll see where this goes, okay?"
I reached up and kissed him, then turned around, made eye contact with the guys on the porch and strutted to the steps, climbed up, and walked directly up to the one that looked a bit older. They were all riveted at the side railing where they had been watching.
"Gary?" I asked. He nodded. "I'm Katie and I think I want to become a black cock slut. Will you help me?" Before he could answer, though, I threw my arms around him and kissed him hard. When I pulled back, he looked into my eyes and pulled me back in for another kiss and this one lasted much longer. His hands roamed over my naked back and ass. When we came up for air, "Was that a 'yes', then?" We both laughed.
I repeated the same to Jerome who had the benefit of watching Gary and was quicker to use his hands on me. I then stepped up to Toby. I kissed him, too, then, "Toby, we've met but that was when I was experimenting. I guess I still am but with more deliberateness." I turned to all three of them and found Jay standing next to Gary. "I need all four of you to help me realize what I truly believe is within me and that is being a black cock slut. I've spent time with Jay over months, time that was not dating but simply fucking. As I told Jay at the beginning, I don't want a relationship, I want to get and give orgasms and I have discovered that big black cocks are what I desire, desire to fuck, and desire to suck. It's that simple, guys. I want black cock and as much of it as I can have. I think that is what I am meant for and tonight can help me determine that."
Jay walked up to me, slid his hand down my abdomen and I opened my legs in anticipation, his hand slid over my pussy and one finger went inside. He pulled his finger out and held it near my mouth as he held my eyes. "She's really wet, guys," he announced. I leaned forward and took his finger into my mouth and sucked my juice from it. "She's ready for sucking and fucking." He pulled from his pocket a tube of lubrication, "And, she's now a three-hole slut."
I was pressed inside the house. I didn't get much chance to inspect the living room where I found myself, but the little I could see looked amazing. I had wondered how it would begin. It would be awkward if they expected me to undress all of them but Jay took care of that by immediately pulling his clothes off. I knew he had no intention of being the first but his action put things into gear. As the men became naked, I found myself surrounded by four strongly toned black men. I sank to my knees and they formed closely around me and I gazed at eye level at four big black cocks, all about the same length and thickness. My mind was overwhelmed, four cocks like Jay, but my body responded with my mouth opening wide to take in the cock directly in front of me and my arms rising to blindly grasp for two others on each side. After several minutes, I shifted to the side with my mouth for a new cock and my hands grasping others. I shifted after minutes, moving slowly around the tight circle. All the cocks had long since been hard.
Someone lifted me by my arms to stand. Jay, I found, and he pressed me over the back of the sofa in the room, then stepped predictably back as one of the other men came up behind me, rubbed his cock along my pussy, and gently began pressing into my hole.
"No," I heard Jay's voice, "I told you she was wet... hell, she always seems to be wet. She wants to be a slut, take her like she is, let her experience it." Of course, he had already confessed they didn't know what having a slut was like or what it meant. I did expect more force, though.
The man partially inside me pulled a few inches back out and quickly thrust his entire cock into my hole. I cried out in a loud groan and when he pulled back to thrust again, I met his thrust with my own. At that moment the light changed and I found a cock head inches from my face. I opened my mouth and it slid right in, back and forth, and deeper into my mouth.
I heard Jay, again, "She'll take you into her throat... just control your time there so she can take air through her nose."
He did, too. He pushed through my mouth and into my throat. I gasped when he pulled it back but was ready for the next time. I was surprised is all. Always before I was in control of taking Jay into my throat and now being fucked this way was different but I adjusted quickly and he did give me a rhythm that allowed me to take in regular breaths.
I was ready for these two to fuck me to climaxes but they didn't. They both pulled out at the same moment and my entire body seemed to complain at the sudden loss but it was my throat that release the frustrated groan. It didn't last long, though, before two more cock were at my pussy and mouth. That became a routine of fucking me from the front and back, pulling out and a shift, then more fucking. I couldn't concentrate on who or how much, my body simply became a fuck-toy, two holes for their cocks to fill. At some point, after I had no idea how many shifts of fucking, I exploded in an orgasm. My upper body sagged down, my mouth coming off the cock as my body quaked in response. The fucking into my pussy continued, though, without let up. In fact, the pounding in my pussy increased in aggressiveness and the guys changed out more quickly and it had a predictable effect of continuing my orgasm from peak to peak.
Then the cocks were gone. My pussy was empty except for what seemed like volumes of my own orgasmic juice that freely flowed from my gaping pussy. Without the pressure of bodies pressing cocks into me, I sagged from the back of the sofa to the floor. I didn't know what to expect, anymore. I hadn't expected that kind of fucking so any other expectation went out the door. I had never orgasmed like that and I was gasping and fighting to bring my body under some amount of control.
Jay had introduced me to wonderful orgasms and experimentation led to increases in them and it all led to my fixation on black cocks and the delights I was receiving. Now... this... my world was upside down. My axis was tilted. In this time frame of experience, I knew... I was theirs. At least, I would be theirs if they would have me for theirs. My pussy was opening and closing, spasming even minutes after the last cock left it. Even my pussy was wanting more.
I didn't move on my own for a few minutes. I still hadn't when I was lifted, not to my feet but over the sofa again. Before anyone put another cock into me, though, a muffled conversation had me rolled so I was backward over the sofa, my hips at the top of the back and my head on the cushions. A hand tapped my cheek and I opened my mouth without thought and a cock pressed inside. It wasn't a cock entering my pussy, though. It felt like two fingers, then a third. My head was immobile with the cock deep in my mouth and throat so there was no looking but I felt what was happening. The three fingers sawed in and out rapidly, the middle finger curled and gliding over the front of my pussy making contact with my g-spot.
As I thought I was going to explode, again, the hand disappeared. At the same time, the cock in my mouth did, too. They were both immediately replaced, another cock confidently now plowed into my mouth and directly down my throat. The fingers thrust into my clenching pussy and immediately stroked my g-spot.
After the second rotation, I exploded, again. And, again, the fucking didn't stop while my body convulsed. The cock in my throat pulled back to being in my mouth and my mouth hung open gasping and moaning, unable to form a sucking movement.
When they stopped, my body slid off the back of the sofa, completely limp like a body without bones or useful muscle and I sagged to the cushions. I curled into a protective fetal position while I gasped and moaned, my legs and arms twitching and my pussy spasming around nothing.
Someone lifted my shoulders, sat down, and place me in his lap. Someone else knelt at the edge of the sofa and both began gently, soothingly stroking me on my arms and legs. Then another hand was added to my back and another to my exposed hip. I finally managed to open my eyes. All four were around me. I was on Gary's lap. I gave a weak, embarrassed smile.
"Some slut I am," I weakly muttered. "All I've done is orgasm and none of you have..."
Gary stroked the side of my head and pulled stray strands of hair from my face. "That was our agreed choice, Katie. We were curious how much you could take." He chuckled but in a soothing way. "Obviously, you can orgasm a lot."
I turned to look up at him and my cheek bumped into his still semi-hard cock. I turned a little more and kissed it. "But you guys..."
He put his finger to my lips. I could see the leader in him and I could feel my response to it, too. "We've done a little searching on the web since Jay said you wanted to come as a slut. A slut response. Yes, a slut is available to be used, but a slut responds to that use. We chose to test you. You were amazing, we never imagined someone orgasming like that. We'll cum in you, Katie, don't worry about that. If you're a slut, though, at least from what we've found, you go with our flow, whatever we choose, even if that means you're the only one orgasming."
I looked around at the four naked guys with long cocks hanging in front of them. They all had the same look of commitment and deliberateness I saw on Gary's face. I struggled to a sitting position, then to standing, with the assistance of Toby and Jerome.
"Okay," I struggled to get out, "I'm new to this, being a slut and all, and maybe I shouldn't say it, but..." I looked around the group, "I want to feel cum inside me."
They all laughed. Jerome said, "Sounds pretty slutty to me." And I joined them in laughing.
Gary told me to turn around and sit on his lap. He was holding his cock up straight so I parted my legs wide as he blindly guided his cock to my hole. With the feeling of his cock at my entrance, I sank down and gasped. Finally. I looked up and the guys in front of me were smiling wide. As I settled down over Gary's cock, Jerome stepped up to me and I bent forward to take it into my mouth as my hips continued to move up and down. Finally, I knew who was in my pussy and who was in my mouth. Then, from both sides, fingers began pinching and teasing my nipples and stroking my clit. Though I knew I was going to feel cum in my pussy now, they still seemed intent on maximizing my orgasms in the process.



With all the stimulation on my body, they still drove me to orgasm, first, but Gary did climax soon after. Jerome pulled from my mouth and sat on the sofa next to us. On shaky legs, I rose off Gary's still hard cock and shifted over to straddle Jerome's legs in the same way. Toby came to me to suck and after Jerome and I orgasmed, Toby took my hand and pulled me off Jerome, turned me around to kneel on the sofa cushions. He came behind me and thrust his cock fully into my very swampy pussy. I groaned out in joy at now being fucked to be filled with black cock seed. Jay came to me from the back of the sofa and began fucking my mouth as Toby fucked me from behind. They both came near each other and that sent me off into yet another orgasm.
I was weak after all the orgasms and would have liked nothing more than to collapse on the sofa, curl up and sleep, but it was time to cook burgers and brats to be served with a salad and other sides. And beer, of course. And, if I was beginning to understand all this, a slut doesn't get served but serves. So, I assisted Gary with the sides while he cooked the meat. I made sure all the guys had beers as we waited and made sure I got near all of them so they could and did probe and grope my body. We all stayed naked outside in the back of the house and I remembered how far the house and buildings were from the road and the locked gate. It was still funny how even with those elements of privacy it still had an exhibitionist feeling of being outside naked.
I had a single large burger paddy without the bun and filled up on salad. The guys ate like carnivores. All that fucking raised the testosterone, I guess.
When I finish eating, I got on my knees, again. I went from one to the next, sucking and licking cock to get them hard, then continued to move around to keep them that way. They finally quit eating, drinking, and joking to bring their focus onto me and use those hard cocks I worked up. I was fatigued but the sight of four hard black cocks drove my energy and desires up to match the renewed lust in their eyes.
They fucked me outside on an old blanket on the grass. The four of them were around me constantly. While one was fucking me, another was in my mouth and my hands were pumping the other two. I was fucked on my back, cowgirl, reverse-cowgirl, my hands and knees, and even in Gary's arms.
The sex slowed down into the evening but hardly stopped. My body was tired but the sight of those cocks was like an addiction to me. So when I wasn't being fucked by someone, I was moving from one to another to suck a cock. It wasn't even that I was trying to get them hard, anymore. I just wanted, needed, to have a cock in my pussy, mouth, or hands. But I was really tired.
* * * *
"Is she asleep?" Jay asked Gary. I wasn't aware of the conversation, I just found out later.
"Yeah, amazing isn't it? You met her how many months ago? Not many and here she is so obsessed with cock that she falls asleep with one in her mouth. Help me get her into bed."
"Which one?" Jay asked.
Gary chuckled, "Mine. If she wakes up, she's going to finish sucking me." Jerome and Toby overheard the conversation and they all laughed. The fact was they were all tired and everyone went to bed.
* * * *
I woke up with that disconcerting feeling, again. A different room, a different bed, different sounds outside and inside, and a different man next to me. It took me a few moments for the past evening's events to come to clarity. I was naked and so was he. In the faint light of the moon, I could discern I was with Gary. I wasn't sure how that ended up but I did remember what I did and the feeling I was receiving, and my pussy confirmed everything I could remember.
I carefully rolled up next to Gary and put my arm over his stomach. It wasn't long, though, before my hand was traveling further south. It quickly bumped into his cock and my hand slid over it and down its softened length to his balls. I carefully felt his balls and remembered the massive volume of cum each of them shot into or on me. I moved my hand back up and felt a slight stirring in it. I raised my head to check on his face, remembering how Jay would play asleep as I sucked him awake. Gary did seem asleep so I slithered down his body and very carefully took his cock into my mouth and began gently sucking. When his cock began stiffening quicker, I knew he was awake, at least partially. I playfully nipped the head with my teeth and he stroked my head.
"How did I end up here, sir?" I asked.
"Sir?" he replied.
Damn... where did that come from? It just flowed out so naturally. I ignored it, "The last thing I remember... I was sucking your cock..."
"You fell asleep sucking me. It was actually kind of cute. I was stroking your breast and your head was in my lap. I looked down when it occurred to me that your actions were subdued. Your mouth would suck quickly for a moment then subside then suck quick, again."
I giggled, "Like a pacifier?"
"Exactly." He was stroking my head as I kissed and licked his cock head. "Now that you're awake, you need to get busy doing your job, again."
I looked at the window. It was pitch black out there but for the moon's glow. "Get busy?" I asked.
"I told the guys that if you woke up I was going to fuck you, then send you off to the next bedroom."
I climbed up his body and straddled him. I rose up high enough to raise his cock and be over it. I worked it around until it hit my pussy hole and I sat part way down. We both sighed as I slowly worked my pussy down over his length. I leaned forward and kissed him with my hips still moving up and down.
"I guess there's no rest for a slut, huh?" I teased.
"You wanted to be our slut, didn't you?"
I kissed him, again. "Yes, I do. I'm not complaining, sir, just understanding." There was that sir, again. This time, though, my fucking distracted him.
After fucking him to climax for both of us, I made my way in the dark to his door. "Katie." I stopped at the door. "When you're done with the next one, move on to the next bedroom. Wake them up if you have to but fuck them. And... keep moving bedroom to bedroom until everyone is up."
I shivered... with excitement. I wasn't sure what time it was. It might be early enough that it will be beyond one cycle. Could I imagine doing this in my real life? Another shiver coursed through me at the thought. If I was a slut... don't I need to work? I need to live in the real world, too... don't I?
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CHAPTER 5: LIFE OFFER
That first time at the remodeled farmhouse where the guys now live and work was an accident. I thought I was going for a Saturday afternoon and evening. Staying overnight and nearly all of Sunday was a surprise but one they had intended to somehow make happen. It turned out that my fatigue and falling asleep while sucking Gary's cock solved that problem.
But, if that time was an accident, the next two weekends weren't. It was very intentional that I was spending the entire weekend with them as their slut from after work on Friday to early Sunday night. One of the guys picked me up at my apartment Friday night and I brought only a small pack with some personal items. When I arrived, I stripped out of whatever I was wearing for the drive, hung the items up on the coat rack at the front door, and they were never touched again all weekend.
Friday night was a frenzy of fucking and the nighttime was similar to the first time. I went to bed with someone, but when I woke up in the night (and I usually do even in my apartment) I didn't roll over to go back to sleep but began the cycle of fucking going room to room. Saturday was less frenzied with a lot of effort put into the outside of the property doing things they didn't get to during the work week. I would help out as I could and began cooking real meals for them those days I was with them. It was weird at first that even when they put clothes on to do work, I remained naked even if I went out to the barn, storage shed, or yard to offer my help. It seemed, though, that I was never too far from someone's hands or cock. Even in the barn, those two weekends I was fucked everywhere on the property. Those weekends, though, my ass got into the game, too. Even though Jay announced it that first time, it got bypassed in all the newness. Not the next two weekends. I became a real three-hole slut with my ass getting half as many fucks as my pussy and my pussy was getting a lot.
The next weekend started out the same as the previous two: a fucking and sucking frenzy; and a late night - early morning cycle of fucking from bedroom to bedroom. Saturday morning was when my life changed.
I was getting half as much sleep as I usually did but the weekends were so exciting, stimulating, and arousing that I managed to hold it together before collapsing into bed very early on Sunday night at my apartment. The weekend was starting out the same with too little sleep but I was determined not to allow that to interfere with my ability to respond to each of the four.
I had made it through six times that morning before the house was definitely up for the day. The other three stopped in the doorway as Jerome was between my legs fucking me missionary. After we climaxed, I joined him in the shower, then bounced downstairs while he put on some boxers which had become the standard for them all when they weren't dressed for some other reason.
The other three were sitting around the kitchen table drinking coffee and I made my way around kissing each of them before moving to the counter for my own mug. Of course, each kiss was also accompanied by touching, groping, and probing of my naked body. Being naked allowed them to touch and feel any part of my body in any way they desired and they openly did with breasts fondled, nipples pulled, pussy stroked, and fingers inserted. It was especially arousing for me when they were even just partially dressed in a casual, normal setting like sitting at the kitchen table.
As I poured myself a mug of coffee, I called back to them, "Is there a consensus for breakfast?"
"Abby, we were just talking ..." came the response from Toby. It didn't sound like it was about to answer my question, though. I turned to face them as I took my first sip. "Are you ALWAYS wet?"
Definitely did not answer my question. I smiled and acted shy, then while squeezing my arms into my body to press my breasts together, "When I'm with you guys, I am. I never know when one of you is going to want to fuck me so I'm always anticipating one and that keeps me aroused."
Pancakes were the eventual answer. They eat a lot of pancakes and I serve them hot as they are cooked rather than piling them on a platter for serving. As the result, I am delivering pancakes and refreshed coffee constantly. My reward is all the touches and feels I receive.
I had released the plug in the sink to drain the water from washing the dishes and pans and reached for the hand lotion I placed next to the sink when I heard, "She's done." I glanced over my shoulder at Jay who had called it out loudly.
"Bring her to the office," came Gary's just as loud response from that part of the first floor.
As I finished rubbing the lotion into my hands, I walked up to Jay, gave him a kiss, and asked what that was about. He mysteriously replied they had something to talk to me about. Curious. Could I possibly have done something wrong? Hardly seemed possible since they fucked me regularly throughout the weekend and I helped out where I could. Could they be tired of me? Could they have decided this wasn't what they wanted, after all? I had been feeling so confident about these weekends, but now I was full of nerves.
Jay led me to the office where Gary managed the company business between his own projects. The guys who were waiting with Gary got out of their chairs and stood behind him where he sat behind the desk and computer. Jay moved to be with them leaving me to stand in front of the desk by myself. They all were dressed for the day. I was naked, as always. I noticed two sheets of paper on Gary's desk turned upside down.
It was quiet as four sets of eyes focused on me. Four sets of eyes were scanning my naked body and that should have made me feel better but the quiet was disconcerting, allowing negative thoughts to push forward.
So, I blurted it out defensively, "What's going on, guys? Is something wrong?"
Gary replied. I had learned over the weekends that he was the clear leader when one was needed. "Yes, Katie, there is." I clutched. "We've done a lot of talking since last weekend and we've come to the conclusion what's happening can't continue as it is."
"What?" I stammered out while fighting to hold back the tears that suddenly filled my eyes. "I thought ... if I'm not a good enough ..."
He put up his hand to stop me. Smiles formed on every face. Gary continued, "No, Katie," he chuckled, "you've proven yourself to be a capable slut. None of us are wanting in that regard. The reason we can't continue like this is ... well ... we want more."
"More?" I gasped back. "More than fucking me for 48 hours?" I wanted to laugh but I could see on his face that he was serious and that sobered me.
"Katie ... have you thought what it could be like if this wasn't just weekends?" What was he suggesting? "Because we have."
Boom. My nipples were instantly erect and my pussy flooded and my upper body flushed. "I ... ummmm ... it's the most erotic dream I have if I let myself think about it."
"Good," he replied quickly and turned the sheets up so only he could see the contents and slid one across the desk to me. "We did some research and this is what the four of us agreed to."
I tentatively stepped to the edge of the desk and pulled the sheet off and turned it to my eyes. 'BLACK COCK SLUT AGREEMENT'. Fuck me. I looked at Gary, then the other three. They were watching expectantly. I was supposed to read it.
Just the heading had my arousal ramped up several more notches. This is what they've come up with for me being a slut. They've come to the conclusion I really am a slut. I looked at the four black men in front of me and thought I might need to stroke myself first but pushed to read the sheet. I read:
BLACK COCK SLUT AGREEMENT
I, KATIE BALDWIN, affirm that I am willing of my own free will and without physical or emotional coercion or threat of physical or emotional coercion am committing to being the BLACK COCK SLUT to the following black men: Jerome Hansen, Jay Mason, Gary Stevens, and Toby Williams.
To properly function in the role of black cock slut, I understand and will abide by the following rules:
1. I AM NOT A SLAVE. I am a slut who with free will chooses this lifestyle and chooses to continue in it.
2. I will NEVER refuse sex from the four black men referenced above. My body, all my holes, will be available always to them.
3. My function as a black cock slut is to please and pleasure these black men to the best of my ability. I commit to improving any ability found needing it. I will make my body available to them at any time and in any way they desire and am willing and eager to receive their cum in any hole or any part of my body.
4. I commit myself to black cock. Should I be directed to sexually serve friends, associates, or others by the above-referenced four black men, I will do so with the same enthusiasm and skill as I give them.
5. As a black cock slut, I will walk, talk, act, dress, and wear make-up in the manner chosen and dictated by the above-referenced black men. Exhibitionism and possible humiliation are arousing elements for a black cock slut.
6. I will keep my pussy shaved clean at all times to expose it fully to any who might get a view of me naked or under short skirts and dresses.
7. As their black cock slut, I understand I may be used as entertainment for others as directed by the above-referenced black men. I can assume that other black men within a group gathering who wish me to pleasure them have the right. A white man with the same wish must first be approved.
8. I will be naked most of the time. Within the boundaries of the property, I will always be naked unless directed otherwise. I will also eagerly be naked in other non-public settings as directed.
9. When I am dressed, I will wear skimpy, revealing clothes as approved by the above black men. Being dressed requires that dressing be provocative and alluring. If dressed, I will always be naked underneath without underwear of any kind for visual enjoyment and ready for touch and use.
10. I will never wear panties except for the times of my period or as lingerie to arouse black men.
11. My commitment as a black cock slut to the above-referenced men is full and complete. I accept this role as a 24/7 black cock slut.
FURTHER, the above-referenced black men do commit and agree to the following:
• Katie Baldwin, their black cock slut, will be respected at all times as the person she otherwise is.
• In all activities, in the confines of the home and property or elsewhere, their black cock slut will be protected and kept safe both physically and emotionally.
• The above-referenced black men accept as their primary responsibility to their black cock slut (aside from keeping her well used and fucked) to be her protection and constant safety so her performance of her responsibilities can be carried out without concern of harm either physical, psychological, or emotional.
FURTHER, this agreement can be modified at any time but ONLY as approved by THE BLACK COCK SLUT, Katie Baldwin.
By signing below, the black cock slut and her responsible black men do agree to and accept all conditions stated above.
There were five lines for signatures, each with a typed name underneath. I looked up at Gary, then the others. They put a lot of work and thought into this. They were serious. Rules to live by. WOW, this was a whole new level. Much of it was what was happening on the weekends but the implication of expansion was clear.
Gary's voice broke into my thoughts. "Think about it, Katie. Over the weekend ... next week ... whatever time you need ..."
"Something I don't understand," I interrupted. "It says 24/7. I can't ... how can that ... I have to work, right? I mean ... how do I live ..."
Gary's smile stopped me. I looked up at the others behind him and they all shared the same look of expectation. Gary simply pushed the other sheet across the desktop toward me. "Excellent question. We're serious, Katie. We didn't know what your expectations were when we started this. Not really. Sure, you indicated an interest in seeing if you were a slut, even a black cock slut, but ... really? Was it just something all this eroticism was playing with your mind? So, we went into it as a playful thing ... have fun with it. Let's face it, a woman wants to fuck for the weekend, what's not to be interested in? We learned something different and we think you did, too. We saw a real slut and we think you did, too. That made us scramble to understand more about what that could mean. How could we push what was happening to go further? How far could we push it? This is what we came up with." He looked over his shoulders at the others and they all nodded back to him. "Your concern about 24/7 is good. What was the very first line? 'I am not a slave'. Remember that, Katie. We put that number one for a reason. You have to have a way to provide for the future if, perish the thought, this fell apart. So, read this one."
I pulled the sheet off the desktop and read the heading, EMPLOYMENT AGREEMENT.
My mouth dropped open as I looked up at them. They all wore smiles but still held reserved for my reading and reaction. The first line stopped me, again:
This employment agreement reflects the intention of ACE CONSTRUCTION, LLC (ACE) to enter into employment with KATIE BALDWIN for the position of OFFICE MANAGER.
I looked up dumbstruck. "Office Manager?" I asked.
"Read it, Katie," Gary pushed with a laugh.
The document listed duties, responsibilities, 'normal' office hours (I understood a construction group could run into some odd hours), benefits, and compensation. I had to look at the compensation twice to be sure I read it correctly. It was nearly 50% higher than what I was currently making.
"I ... I don't understand."
"What don't you understand, Katie? You manage projects in your current job, right?" Gary came back with. "Katie ... we were toying with the slut aspect of being with you and I was getting more and more frustrated that I couldn't spend the time I wanted to work on that part with the guys. That's when it hit me, we need an office manager and I remembered Jay saying what you did." He was serious. "Katie, listen, none of us are office guys. I took it on only because ... hell, I don't even remember why. Look, we're all hands-on kind of guys ..."
I laughed, "You're telling me?" And, they all laughed.
"Right ... okay. You know what I mean. The company isn't as effective when any one of us isn't out on the job doing what we're really good at." I nodded. I could see that now.
"This is a long way from my apartment, I'd be spending ..."
"Katie," Jay interrupted. "We don't want you in your apartment. Remember the 24/7 part?" Oh, right, a 24/7 slut.
Gary followed up, "We want you here, Katie, living here with us."
"Living here," I mused out loud. "But, there are only four bedrooms ... right, as your slut I haven't needed my own bed." They all smiled as I put it all together. I sure wasn't expecting this. Would I have been surprised by the slut agreement? Not really. The 24/7 part, yes. But they figured it out.
Gary pulled me out of my thoughts. Through all this, I've been naked before four clothed men and my nipples were erect and pussy ready to seep lubrication onto my inner thighs.
"Take all the time you need to think about it. We understand what we're offering is ..."
"I'll do it." I found my hand cupping a breast but I left it. "I'll do it all."
Gary looked at me intently, "I was going to say, we understand what we are offering is a very big change for you. Us, too, but more so for you. Don't you want to think about this?"
I reached over the desk and snatched up a pen lying near the keyboard. I clicked it open and signed both documents. I then turned them around and pushed them in front of Gary. He looked at me intently, then smiled at seeing my firm resolve, and signed them, too. In turn, each of the guys signed on their respective lines.
We talked about details for a while, all of us finally sitting down around the desk. We agreed on the next steps: I had to turn in my notice at my job (if this arrangement fell through, I would need a job or a good reference); I would put in notice at my apartment building; and, I would decide what I wanted to bring along with me (clothes certainly but not much else (it was a good thing my apartment was furnished with hand-me-downs and garage sale things).
Later, we went out to dinner. Given the only clothes I had with me, we went to a bar and grill where casual was good. When we came out, it was dark but still quite warm. As we weaved through the parking lot for the van we came in so everyone could be together, Toby suddenly stopped.
"Burgers and beer aren't much of a celebration. This is a big deal! We need to do something different to commemorate what Katie's agreed to do."
Jerome asked, "Fine, but what?"
Without a word, Jay stepped up behind me and lowered the zipper of my sundress. It was the only thing I had on besides the sandals on my feet. I had already decided to live the slut agreement: no underwear. With the zipper opened, as he slipped the tiny straps off my shoulders the light dress slid smoothly down my arms to puddle at my feet. That had everyone's attention and I quickly glanced back toward the bar entrance hoping not to see anyone. I remembered the agreement point about exhibitionism.
I saw Jay had picked up my dress so I turned to the group. I stepped into Jay who had taken this action. It was a very erotic feeling to be naked and standing in a parking lot with many cars. I wrapped my arms around Jay and kissed him hard and long. I moved to each of them in turn to repeat it and while kissing Toby last, the front door of the bar opened and several people, by the sounds of them, came out into the parking lot. I resisted turning around and instead continued to give Toby the same effort in the kiss I had started giving him. The guys surrounded me as we moved to the van, but it apparently wasn't visual protection enough as the two couples who had come out saw me and reacted. I turned toward them at the open side door of the van, waved, and called out for them to have a good rest of their evening.
The guys laughed as we left the parking lot. They complimented me on having the nerve but that got Gary's mind active. Not a few miles from the bar, Gary pulled into a mini-mart gas station. I was sitting between Toby and Jerome on the bench seat behind Gary. He turned around and casually told me to fill it up. The sliding door was on the right side and the gas tank access was on the left side. Jerome opened the sliding door and stood outside with me. I got out, looked around nervously, especially at the mart's double door, then began moving to the back but Jerome stopped me and pointed to the front of the van. That was in the direction of the mart's door. I took a deep breath and completed the task without incident, though I was sure a camera somewhere had to capture grainy images of it all.
Back on our way, I was mauled by Toby and Jerome, turned from one to the other kissing and hands and fingers groping and probing my exposed body. When I felt the van make a couple sharp turns and come to a stop, I looked out at a black world to find an old, deserted gas station at the four-stop intersection of two country roads. I was led back outside and looked around mystified. There was nobody in sight but the potential of a car coming from any of four directions loomed large in my mind.
I felt a hand move between my legs from behind but I was still searching the surrounding area nervously. I automatically opened my legs and heard, "Yep, she's wet." I blushed in the dark. Anything these guys did seemed to turn me on.
Without explanation, I saw a unified loosening of belts and unzipping of flies, and a long, black cock coming into view as I stood in the glare of the headlights. They formed a semi-circle and I knew what was expected. I signed the agreement, and I admonished myself, did I really think all that stuff would be restricted to the confines of the house and property?



I knelt on the hard, rough surface of the deserted lot and began licking and sucking the four black cocks that have come to dominate my very being. It wasn't long before all four were hard enough for something to happen and I felt I knew what, just not how.
I was pressed into the front of the van and I spread my legs in preparation as one of them stepped up behind me, moved his cock over my wet pussy, and drove it inside. In two thrusts his hips hit mine and we were fucking there in the open, public world. I had fucked Jay and Toby and Gary had just entered me from behind when a car became visible down the road. He continued fucking me. I was nearing an orgasm but just then the unknown car slowed to a stop at the stop sign. Someone yelled out if we needed help, then seemed to realize what was happening as Gary continued to powerfully drive his cock into me. There was loud laughter and honking from the car before they drove off.
The arrival of the car had dampened a rising orgasm but its leaving and the realization of what had happened, that people in a car had seen me being fucked by a group of men, that they had seen me naked ... all of it surged that orgasm back to an impending peak that broke over me just before Gary jerked and thrust his cock deep and emptied his cock into me.
That event seemed to give them an increased sense of daring. Jerome was the one left and I found him removing his jeans and slipping back into his shoes. He told me to jump and I did. He caught me and held me with one arm as I held onto him with my arms and legs. He moved his hard cock until it was at my pussy and I carefully lowered myself over him. All four of these men are capable of doing this but this time he didn't seem content on a standing fuck but began walking across the deserted lot and onto one of the dark roads to the four-way stop. The others followed and when Jerome had us in the middle of the intersection, he began fucking me. The walk had, of course, already been effective in providing subtle fucking motions but now he was driven and I became consumed. My mind reeled. A car or cars could suddenly appear from any of four directions but that only seemed to drive arousal in Jerome and me higher. We shared a wonderful orgasm standing there in the open.
I couldn't wait for all this to be real for me as their 24/7 black cock slut.
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CHAPTER 6: NEW LIFE
The two weeks seemed to take forever. We had agreed I would not come out to the farm until the end of that time and my life was ready to be changed completely. Friday evening I stood in the middle of what was very soon to be my former apartment. I was naked. It seemed only right. I had left my former job a few hours early having nothing else to do there. I was moving out the next morning and the room was stacked with boxes filled with the things from an old life I was taking to a new life. One life to another didn't look like much as I scanned the empty apartment. All the furniture was sold or given away at bargain prices. The boxes contained clothes, some kitchen items I felt the guys were missing, and personal things. Without a room of my own, I wasn't sure how I would display them.
Satisfied I was ready for Jay's arrival in the morning with his pickup, I opened a box I had left in a spot I could easily get into. I took out three items and reclined on the carpeting of the tiny living room. I giggled out loud at the thought that this was going to be one of the last things I did in this apartment besides what I was sure to be a restless night of sleep. I opened the tube of lubrication, spread it over the anal beads, then some onto and into my asshole. I remembered how much I had to struggle to insert them when I began this journey. The first few beads slipped in with little pressure and I continued until most of the toy was inside my ass. I then picked up the third item, my black vibrating dildo. Why I had decided on black back then must have been subconscious but now black was the only cock I was interested in fucking.
I fucked myself into an orgasm with the vibration from my pussy flowing into my ass, turned the vibrator high, and continued through another and another orgasm until I couldn't hold the toys any longer. But the vibrator continued to work its magic until I yanked it out and curled into a protective ball, pulled the lone remaining blanket over me, and sank into a sleep I hoped would carry me to the next morning where my new life awaited.
* * * *
There was a knock on the door at about 8:00 AM. I peeked out and then opened the door wide. The look on Jay's face was priceless.
"Am I early?" he asked as his eyes scanned my naked body which, at this point, wasn't unusual to see but this time not expected.
I grabbed him and pulled him inside. His quick glance around told him I was ready but for some reason still not dressed. I began pulling his shirt up and off, "I want to thank you, again, when we can be alone." He looked puzzled. I stopped and looked into his eyes. "Jay, I REALLY want to thank you for starting all this." I kissed him and began working his belt. "You could have handled that first night any number of ways and I wouldn't have responded the way I did. I owe this all to you ..."
I lowered to the floor as I pulled his jeans and underwear down his legs and took his long cock into my mouth. "You're really happy to be the slut to four men, aren't you?" His comment/question was more marvel than anything else.
I released his cock from my mouth and helped him off with his shoes and socks before finishing his jeans. I stopped to look up at his hard black body which was impossible without also seeing his hardening black cock. "Jay ... why are you a carpenter? You're smart, you could have been any number of different things."
My hand was now stroking his cock and I kissed the head as he looked at me before answering. "My dad had a little shop in the garage. I spent hours out there trying to make different things and generally succeeding even with the limited tools. He said I had a gift for wood." I could see in his eyes he was back in that time, with good memories with his dad. "It felt like it was me ... it made me feel fulfilled."
I stood up and pressed my naked white body into his naked black body. "Exactly," I replied. "It sounds crazy, I know, but having your four big black cocks use me gave me that feeling."
"Oh, Katie ... you're going to be fucked so much."
I giggled as I pulled him down to the carpeted floor. "Promise?" He laughed and thrust his hard cock into my wet pussy. We fucked through multiple positions for almost an hour before we both came. If I was going to have a memory of the apartment, that fuck would be it.
* * * *
I followed Jay in his truck through the city and out the other side into the country. It was almost as if the miles of passing the city proper and driving through suburbs to the country stripped off layers of my past tensions, disappointments, and struggles. It didn't feel like more layers were being added in their place but instead that I was being laid bare for open discovery and experience. By the time we reached the closed gate to the farm, I was jittery with excitement for what lay ahead.
Jay stopped the truck in front of the gate, got out, inserted the key, walked the gate open, and drove through far enough that both our vehicles were free of the gate. After relocking the gate, he stopped at my open window and stood there. I looked up at him, my expression showing my question: what?
"Aren't you forgetting something?" he asked.
I thought about it puzzled, then ... the agreement? My mind repeated the rules back to me until it came to Rule number 8: I will be naked most of the time. Within the boundaries of the property, I will always be naked unless directed otherwise.
'Naked within the boundaries of the property'. I was anticipating stripping upon entering the house like on the weekends, but it hadn't said the house as I was thinking. That was the weekends ... that was play ... this is now real ... this is my black cock slut life.
I pulled the handle on the door and stepped out. "I'm sorry, sir. You're correct, I was thinking house but Rule 8 clearly defines property where I will be naked." As I said it, I was pulling my tee shirt up and off. He smiled as he saw my naked breast appear. The same was going to be true when I stripped off my shorts. I smiled because I had prepared for that, "Rule 9, sir, does not allow me to wear underwear."
Approaching the buildings I saw the other three men on the porch. Jay drove to the steps of the porch over the grass while Jerome came down and pointed to the shed where there was an empty space. I was confused but followed him. He told me my car would get less use than the trucks and van and it might as well be covered. They would figure something out for the odd one eventually.
I gathered up my discarded clothes and dropped them on top of the single box I had in the car but Jerome took them from me. I reached over the box in his arms and kissed him as thanks. I walked carefully across the hard-packed dirt of the drive area to the grass and up to the guys gathered around Jay's truck. They were pulling boxes off the tailgate and Gary started up the steps.
"Office Manager, we want to show you something," he called back to me.
I was grabbing a box myself when Toby who was right behind Gary commented, "Today's not a workday ... slut." They all laughed and I joined in as I followed. I had two titles, I mused, and I felt like I had a lot to learn about both.
I was surprised when I saw Gary leading the line into the office. My mouth dropped open as I stood looking at the room while Gary came back to me to take the box from me and stack it on the floor with the others. They had rearranged the office furniture, knock out a wall into the downstairs bathroom and some other space I couldn't remember.
They stood smiling at me and were clearly pleased with my surprise. "You're not going to have much privacy, but we thought you should have your own space, Katie. The closet there should handle your clothes. The bathroom is full with a shower ... you may need a lot of showers." They laughed and I hadn't stopped smiling. "The bathroom still has a door on the other side for general use but has a lock on it for those ... personal moments." I went around the group kissing each with heartfelt appreciation. I may be a slut for them to be used as they wish when they wish, but this act of thoughtfulness reinforced volumes to me about the character of these men.
They suggested I take the time to unpack and organize but I argued against that. "Thank you, sirs, but ..."
Gary put up his hand to stop me, "Where did the 'sirs' come from? We didn't require that."
I smiled shyly, "No sir, you didn't but for me, it reflects my position as your slut and the respect and trust I have for all four of you that allows me to freely and completely be your slut."
They looked at each other, shrugged, and nodded, so I continued, "I'm your slut, sirs. Over the weekends, you decided I was worthy of being your slut and I definitely desired that with my heart and body. To be open and frank ... it's been two weeks and all this slut has had available is a few toys and fingers. I know, as your slut, my needs are not paramount to yours, and I am sorry for speaking of my needs, but your black cock slut desperately needs to be ravaged by your four big black cocks."
They laughed, actually laughed, then Gary added, "Katie-slut ... we just hope our four will keep you satisfied."
"Don't forget, sir, I'm 24/7. The weekends have shown me you are plenty capable of doing that."
They decided to christen my office. It may be my office to manage the firm and it may be my space but it was only personal to the extent that I could decorate it as I pleased and have my stuff in it. No place in the house, shed, barn, or property was not subject to my being used for their pleasure and satisfaction.
It was as if they had this planned all along and maybe they did. They quickly stripped, casting their clothes in piles around the room and on top of my boxes. Gary approached me and told me to jump. I smiled, I've done this with them before including that night at the abandoned gas station.
I jumped into his arms expecting another wild ride on a cock. He held my butt with one hand while I provided most of the support with my arms around his neck and legs around his waist. I felt his cock at my pussy and released some tension in my arms to settle down over his cock. Then, with both hands on my butt, he moved me in small movements up and down.
He nodded behind me, then asked, "Katie ... we've all had your ass, cunt, and mouth ... yeah, by the way, we have a couple modifications to the agreement to discuss with you ... but, have you ever had both your cunt and ass fucked at the same time?" I shook my head. Double penetration. The very idea has scared me much less with cocks like theirs. He turned 90 degrees so I could see the desk. "For your information, there is a tube of lubrication in the top right drawer of your desk."
I followed his eyes to see Jerome opening that very drawer and removing the said tube. I shivered at the implication and more as Jerome began applying it to his hard cock, squeezing some onto two fingers, and approaching us. I glanced at Jay and Toby, both were smiling and I had a feeling they definitely had this planned to do at some time.
I felt the lube being pressed at my asshole, then his fingers worming inside past my sphincter and saw back and forth while Gary continued to lift and lower my ass on his cock. How was this going to work? Could it even work? That I hadn't done it before or was nervous about didn't matter, though. I remembered Rule 2, I will NEVER refuse sex from the four black men referenced above. My body, all my holes, will be available always to them. I was theirs to use as they wished while keeping me safe. That was what I had agreed to. I pressed my lips to Gary's. Then I looked over my shoulder at Jerome.
"You'll try to be gentle, won't you, sir?"
"Yes, Katie," he replied as he positioned his lubricated cock to my lubricated asshole. "It will be tight but we are going to do this and there will be some force to do it. But, yes, we will be as gentle as we can."
Tight? Hell, their cocks in my ass were tight. With one in my pussy ... I took a deep breath at feeling the cock pressing insistently at my tight hole. I repeated everything I had learned about anal and began to relax. Yes, this would be tight, this isn't my first anal. I can do this!
I relaxed and told Jerome to do it. He pressed harder, then a little harder. I felt my sphincter expanding, resisting, but expanding, opening. Suddenly, he was inside and I cried out. Two big cocks in my body and the feeling was beyond merely filled, this was stuffed, overstuffed by cock. But, he was in. He pulled back an inch and thrust up three or four, repeated several times until I felt him fully inside me. I was clutching Gary in front of me and both had stopped moving their cocks. They were giving my body a chance to recover, to allow my stretched holes to relax just a little.
They didn't pause long, though. Together they lifted me up their poles. Both of my holes felt so stuffed by cock that I felt everything about their big cocks as I was lifted inch by inch up. Jerome behind me held my ass while Gary in front had me by the thighs. When it felt like I was at the top, the heads only remaining inside, they let go. Maybe not entirely but effective as gravity pulled me back down over their cocks, driving them deep, both at the same time, both just as deep and just as quickly. I cried out, a cry of surprise and an overwhelming pleasure surge, too. I held onto Gary as the two of them moved my body up and down with increasing speed. Then they stopped with their cock barely inside me. I waited, anticipated, my breathing coming in short, raspy clutches and pants. I waited for them to drop me, again. Instead, they moved me up and down only a few inches. I relaxed and at that moment of sensing me relax, they removed their hands under me and only at the last possible moment pressed their bodies tightly together to clamp me to a stop, seated only on two cocks in my ass and pussy. I shuddered violently and crashed into orgasm.
Their hands were underneath me, again, and their cocks still moving short amounts. Then, it started all over, again. It wasn't long, though, this time that they both climaxed. It was Jerome in my ass first, pumping a huge load of cum into my ass. Gary was very shortly after, still while Jerome was spurting his cum, that Gary filled my pussy with a like amount of cum.
My arms released their hold around Gary's neck and I sagged back against Jerome. I was limp, a lifeless body with two holes full of black cock and cum.
They slowly and carefully raised me up and off their cocks and stood me on the floor. Jay and Toby were there waiting and ready. They supported me, my legs ... heck, entire body ... felt wobbly. My mind hadn't even registered the question of what they might have in mind, separate or something together. I was lifted again into Jay's arms and the same thing started all over, again. Two standing DP's as a way of christening my office and me as their 24/7 slut.
"Katie ... are you okay?" I shook my head and tried to focus. It wasn't that I had gone out as much that everything seemed fuzzy. The guys were standing around me and I was in one of the chairs by the desk. They must have put me there after ... after ... two big cock DP's.
I looked at them embarrassed. Is this any way for a slut to behave? "Wow, guys ... I mean ... WOW." They stood in front of me watching with concern but with my response that changed to smiles and relief. "I've never," I added, "and I mean NEVER experienced anything like that." I smiled and shook my head, again. "But, I think I might have said the same thing a few times already."
They laughed. "We were a bit concerned, Katie," Gary offered. "When your body just shook and you were muttering things we couldn't understand ..."
I smiled and wanted to regain some measure of image for them that I was their slut and not some damsel in distress. "Thanks, but I'm fine. Just overload, I think. My first DP was two in a row and big cocks at that." Those big cocks were hanging limply between their thighs. I pushed myself up and moved to the desk and sat behind the laptop connected to a monitor. "I seemed to recall a comment you guys have some modifications to the agreement?" I opened it and pushed the power button. This one looked different than the one I remembered Gary using. I would learn this was new and Gary had spent time transferring all the business information to my new computer. The computer desktop was a mess of files which he said I could sort into folders and relocated as I preferred.
Gary led the way with his finger to a document entitled, 'BC Slut2'. That looks like the one. I opened it and scrolled down the very familiar document to the end of my rules. There I found two new ones in red waiting for my acceptance. I scrolled using the pressure pad a little further to see the signature lines empty on this version.
I read out loud:
12. Reference to body parts and activity shall be graphic. References such as 'pussy, breasts, penis, rectum' will be substituted by 'cunt, tits, cock, asshole'. Other reference corrections will be made along the way.
13. Dress during office time (8:00 AM to 4:30 PM, Monday through Friday) will be different than other times while in the house and on the property. While during other times of the day and on weekends I will be naked while on the property, during work I will adhere to the designated 'Work Attire':
◦ High heels, not less than 4-inch spike heels;
◦ Sheer stockings that may be thigh-high or a garter belt. The stocking's color may vary but should be coordinated with the heels and garter belt (if used). When leaving the property during these times for business purposes, an approved dress shall be worn over only these items.
The guys were standing in front of the desk, even Gary now. They watched my reaction. Of all the rules, these wouldn't be difficult to live by. Except, "I don't have a problem but I don't think I have ..."
"Have the clothes to satisfy the stockings and heels and might be approved by us?" Gary finished for me. "We anticipated that. Inside the middle drawer is a file. You'll find several things you'll need but one is a company credit card. We all have one to be used for supplies, gas, shared groceries, etc. All receipts are turned in to you in a simple expense form type thing to provide an explanation for accounting and tax purposes. Regarding your clothing needs ... we'll go through your closet later today and get rid of or store anything we don't approve of." I looked at them nervously. That might be all of it or certainly a lot. I hadn't thought about dressing like a slut before then. "Tomorrow we're going shopping." I smiled. It wasn't the idea of shopping but the image of a little white girl me shopping for slut clothes with four big black men. Sure, that's not going to raise eyebrows.
I printed and signed the new document and they signed after me. They were leaving to let me organize ... and rest ... when Jay stopped at the door holding his clothes. "Your bathroom has bath and hand towels. You might want to get a hand towel to sit on." He smiled and left.
I raise up and looked beneath me. Good thing this is fake leather. I was sitting in a pool of leaked cum from my two holes.
The folder in the middle drawer contained keys to the front gate, house, and sheds. A sheet with passwords to the laptop and shared external drive. The mentioned credit card that I assumed I was already approved on lay there and I moved it to my wallet in my purse. There was a printed copy of the 'BLACK COCK SLUT AGREEMENT'. I thought I would find a frame and put that on the wall behind me.
I kept looking up at the boxes while I sorted the files on the desktop into a system that made sense to me. Later I would go through the documents to familiarize myself with them and modify formatting to something more effective and efficient (Gary's suggestion ... he really didn't have much confidence in the way he managed the business side). It made no sense to empty the boxes of clothes into the closet and dresser only to have to pull each item out for review by the guys later. I did, however, empty the other boxes (items for the bathroom and personal things for display or hanging in the office. After a few hours, the office was beginning to look like I belonged there.



I was correct in waiting on the clothes. They rejected almost everything. In the end, we all agreed the rejected items (almost everything but casual items like jeans, shorts, and tops) should be stored in the basement. I think all this was still new enough that applying some caution to the future was appropriate.
That night I went to bed with Toby. Like the weekends before, it wasn't so much a selection as what happened by who I was with at the time. I should have been exhausted and I was. Toby and I had a slow fuck before falling asleep and spooning tightly together. I woke up, though, and it was very dark and quiet outside. I might have been tired but I was excited, too. This wasn't the kind of excitement I felt before when this was the final day with them before leaving for the week. This was the kind of excitement that comes from understanding this is the first full day of a new life that would be a continuous weekend.
When Toby woke up, I had already sucked his cock hard and straddled him, and sitting on him with his wonderful cock deep in my cunt. Cunt. Even thinking the word gave me a thrill and they were correct: a slut has a cunt, not a pussy.
I became aware of Toby being awake when his hands cupped my tits and caused me to open my eyes as I dreamily moved my cunt up and down on his cock. "You know," he said, "this night-time thing wasn't included in the rules on purpose. We figured every day would be enough."
I leaned down and kissed him hard and with the passion I felt for each of them. My hips didn't stop moving. "I was aware of the omission, sir." I squeezed his cock as I pulled up. "Remember, though, night-time was 'if I woke up and it was dark'. If I get tired enough, I'll sleep through."
He pulled me down by pulling on my nipples. I giggled at the creative way he did it. We kissed. "You know," he added with a deep sigh, "none of us can quite believe this is actually going to happen."
"That makes five of us," I replied and we fucked in earnest. He rolled us over and plowed his cock strongly and faster into my cunt. It generated a gasping, moaning, loud climax from both of us. I wondered how many of the guys might have been awakened by it.
I peeked at the bedside alarm clock as I rolled out of bed. I had plenty of time: 3:14 AM. I'll fuck the other three, then go downstairs to start the coffee and plan a first Sunday breakfast for my men.
I was standing at the kitchen counter with a mug of coffee as I broke a full dozen eggs into a bowl to beat before scrambling. I could feel the two loads of cum leaking from my ass and cunt each. A good way to start the day, I decided. None of them complained when I woke them up to fuck, either. I half expected to have more time before they trudged downstairs. After all, there wasn't a perceived pressure to fuck me anymore. I was here for them now.
So, I was a little surprised when a pair of black hands wrapped around my naked body and kissed my neck. Surprised but pleased. I dropped the whisk in the bowl and turned inside the arms. Jerome. My arms went around his neck and my body pressed into his. He was only wearing boxers which were nice for me because I love pressing my always naked body into their bare skin. We shared a wonderful kiss and I pressed my hips into him.
I pulled my head back, "Is that snake in your shorts for me?" I teased. Jerome was the second to last this morning. I kissed him on the lips, again. My hand slipped into the top of his boxers and gently stroked his semi-hard cock. "Do you need another fuck, already, sir? You want my cunt, this time?"
He looked at me with a big smile. "You know it's you, don't you? I was fine coming downstairs, then I turned in here and saw you working the bowl, your ass jiggling to the movement of your arm."
I giggled. I was still stroking his cock and it was hard now. "You know it's you, don't you? All of you? You're the ones who said I have to be naked. But, good sir," I teased with another kiss, "I do have the solution." I giggled, again. "At least a temporary solution, it seems."
Jerome turned me and pressed me over the kitchen table and plunged his cock into my cunt. I moaned deeply, then thrust back on his next thrust. I was braced on the surface but the table moved inches with the thrusts. The fuck was wild, primal, full of the energy of morning and something different.
It wasn't until Jerome and I both erupted in a climax and I collapsed on the tabletop that I realized Jay had entered the room. He nudged Jerome who agreeably pulled his cock out. Jay tugged me up and lifted me onto the table, pushing my chest back and pulling my hips to the edge of the table. He too unceremoniously slammed his long cock into me and began fucking with just as much energy. It was about then that I felt something on my cheek, turned to it, and found Toby holding his big black cock to me. I smiled, then opened my mouth for him to pump his cock in. That's what was happening when Gary came into the kitchen.
"Didn't she get to you guys this morning?" he challenged. "Or is it the slut who begged for more?"
We all looked his way, Toby's cock falling from my mouth in the process.
Jerome, who was sitting at the table just feet from our fucking, answered, "Yes, she fucked us all this morning. And, just so you know, it wasn't her that got this going. I don't believe I heard an objection from her, though." We all laughed even as Jay returned to pounding my cunt and I retook Toby's cock in my mouth. "When I came in, she was busy stirring or something in that bowl which had her cute ass wiggling and shaking. I know, I know ... we've been fucking her like crazy and she's here for us to fuck but ... you know she has a body that just screams 'fuck me'."
I pulled my mouth from Toby's cock and said, "As I've said, you guys want me naked. I thought the idea WAS to make you horny and fuck me. I'm just being accommodating." They all laughed, even Gary who was dropping his own boxers for his turn. Yes, indeed, a pretty good way to start the day.
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CHAPTER 7: BUSINESS AS UNUSUAL
I was pretty tired Monday morning when I stumbled downstairs. I knew the kitchen pretty well by this time after those weekends and I bumped around getting coffee started and considering breakfast. I gave up on the breakfast. There was cereal, milk, and berries. They could make do.
I sat with coffee on the back patio. The early morning air had a chill to it as I sat there naked looking over the acreage in the back and wondering what it looked like with plowed and planted fields. The chilled air and hot coffee were doing a good job perking me up despite the lack of sleep. I shook my head and smiled. Before and after shopping for 'appropriate' clothes I worked with Gary going over active projects and accounts. Of course, I was also fucked. Someone was bound to come for a fuck or suck at some time. It might just be a quick fuck or something more creative or teasing like walking me around the house inside or outside as I sat on a cock.
The real issue with being tired was a lack of sleep. I wondered with bemusement how the guys were going to be feeling. I couldn't sleep and it was solely excitement. Sure, I started Saturday being an official slut for my four big black cocks (well, the men attached to them, anyway) and the fucking I loved. No ... this excitement was my new job as their small company office manager. That had been totally unexpected when they offered the job to me at the same time they asked me to commit to being their slut. The combination of those two roles for them had been overwhelming ... positively so. I had wanted to be their slut and had spent weekends with them to prove it to them and to myself. The job offer on top cemented the unique relationship that existed here among us.
I went back inside for more coffee and listened to the house. It was still quiet but there was time. All four alarm clocks were set to allow them ample time to get ready, some breakfast and coffee, and get to whichever construction site they were headed for today.
Back on the patio, I stood at the edge and wandered onto the grass to the edge of the field that was now natural grassland. It must have been a while since this farm had been planted. I turned and looked at the house the four guys had rehabbed to live in and use for the central location of their small construction company. They all had decided they didn't want distractions of relationships diverting them from building the company and that was how the idea of a slut to relieve natural desires worked for me.
I chuckled as I walked back across the grass, barefoot and naked and feeling wonderful about it. Since I couldn't sleep last night, I went from room to room waking and fucking the guys. I managed two full cycles, eight fucks, before I came downstairs. On the weekends, it had started. If I woke up, I fucked who I was sleeping with since I didn't and don't have a bedroom of my own. Then, I would move from bedroom to bedroom waking and fucking guys until the house was awake. Usually, I barely made it through one cycle and I'd be fucking one of them as the others passed in the hallway. There was no privacy for me. I broke that concept this morning. If I couldn't sleep, the guys still needed to with their physical jobs.
I left my empty mug in the sink and moved down the short hall to my office which had been Gary's office for company work before eagerly turning it over to me Saturday on my arrival. They had remodeled it, also. This was my space complete with a closet for clothes and a bathroom with a shower. It was the shower I needed. They had awakened a sexual lioness within me and I loved the fucking and sucking, especially their big black cocks. It does tend to be messy, though. That thought brought a giggle as I stepped into the shower.
I was sitting in a chair in my office getting dressed in my office manager attire for the day when Jay stepped into the doorway. "Couldn't sleep last night, huh?" he asked. I shook my head, embarrassed and afraid I may have made his day harder if he was tired. "How come? Anything wrong?"
I loved that. I was their slut but offering me a real job, an important job in the company, showed how much they also respected me. Here was another example. I just finished rolling up my second thigh-high stocking and stood up, walked the steps to the door, and kissed him. I rarely just kiss them, it is always with feeling. If I stirred enough desire I might get fucked; if not, they were reminded of my willingness and eagerness.
"Nothing wrong. Just excited and nervous to be honest," I confided. "I really want to be a great manager for you guys."
He smiled and allowed his fingers to play over one of my nipples. Yes, I was dressed for my day as office manager except for my 4-inch high heels. Rather than being relegated to being completely naked ALL the time, they allowed that during work I should wear stockings and heels. It was a tease, of course, but fun.
He gave me a soft kiss, "You're a great slut, Katie. If you're half as good at being a manager for us, you'll be great compared to how we would have managed it."
Blushing, I sent him on his way to the kitchen as I slipped into my heels, turned on my computer, and followed after him. My heels clicked on the flooring as I entered the kitchen. I went around the table giving kisses and getting quick feels of my exposed body. I loved that my working time was 'dressed' even if that meant I was still exposed. The small difference somehow gave me a different focus, not that I wouldn't get a quick fuck if one of the guys returned for some unexpected tools or parts.
I made great process and was pleased. I had converted much of the information Gary had in various files and documents and captured them into programs I was used to using in my former job. By the time the workday was suddenly (to me, at least) coming to an end, I stood to stretch having been in the office chair much of the day. Something on the chair caught my eye and I looked more intently. I blushed. "That wasn't there before," I muttered to myself out loud. A wet mark, a pussy-kiss I've heard it referred to, on the fake leather of the chair. I shook my head but my face was beaming as recognition settled in: at the end of the day, the guys were probably on their way back, and my body was getting ready whether I thought about it or not. I moved a hand between my legs and a finger between my cunt lips. Even on the first day, my body was anticipating them returning by self-lubricating.
I went to the kitchen and set the oven to preheat for the chicken and potatoes I had prepared earlier. I was bent over the open oven door when I heard, "Wow ... that's what I'm talking about."
I turned to Gary's voice, the first to arrive home. I stepped up to him, "How's that, sir?"
"Coming home to a great, naked ass pointing at me." He gave me a wonderful kiss and groped my tits and ass. "So ... you're remaining dressed for dinner?" I nodded. I thought it would be nice for them to enjoy the difference. "Should we get changed, too?" he asked.
I kissed him, again, and stroked my hands over his strong chest. I can't keep my hands off these guys. I smiled demurely, "It's not up to me, sir." I made a move to look at the watch on my wrist that wasn't there, "I'm just a slut now, sir." He laughed and went upstairs. I heard boots hit the floor and was tempted to follow him but didn't want to ruin dinner.
That scene was repeated three more times as each returned from their job sites. Each retreated upstairs after I greeted them like Gary with a passionate kiss with them taking quick feels of my body. They returned cleaned up and in clean clothes as I busily finished the last efforts of the dinner. I point to the cupboard to Jerome, very un-slut-like, to the dishes for setting the table. I may be their slut but if I was also their office manager I assumed the role of managing the house. Very domestic of me to take on three roles.
The conversation around the table during dinner was casual, relaxed, and fun. They talked about their projects but mostly related anything funny that happened or peculiar about the clients or their requests. Mostly, my interest was in how they took quick glances at my naked body. Despite all the time I am naked, certain times seem more glaring, and eating at the table was one.
One of my 'house manager' decisions was putting the guys on a rotation of helping me with kitchen cleanup after dinner. I was more intent on getting the cleanup going and dishes washed but the guys weren't necessarily as intentional. Finishing the kitchen meant for me that I could relax and put my focus more physically on them. The guys, however, just saw the time as another unique opportunity for them with me.
Jake's hand was constantly moving to my bare butt and when it moved between my thighs from behind I dutifully parted my legs for his access, his fingers stroking my wet pussy and eventually penetrating me. He'd let the second sink for rinsing pile up as he probed my cunt (in my new wording) or asshole. When the drying towel flew onto the counter, my hands and attention on the pan I was scrubbing, I sighed when I heard a zipper lowering followed by a hard cock pressing at my crotch. I didn't need all the teasing during cleanup; I was ready to be fucked even before they arrived home, as evidenced by the wet mark on my office chair. All the teasing Jake was providing, however, was making it more and more difficult to concentrate on this simple task, so feeling his cock at my ass gave me a 'finally' reaction.
I parted my feet wider still but remained with my hands in the hot, soapy water with the pan. He already knew I was wet and ready by his fingers probing me and he was obviously hard in anticipation so all I needed was to open myself to him and he required nothing else, either. He guided his cock to my cunt lips, rubbed up and down to part them and locate my hole, then plunged his cock deep into me. I gasped and moaned at the depth of his initial penetration and sighed as he pulled back and plunged in with the rest of his wonderful cock.
My moans were not restrained, nor were my words. "OH ... FUCK ... YESSSSSS!" My hands were pressed against the bottom of the sink merely bracing me against the onslaught of his cock in my cunt. "Oh ... Jake ... thank you," I gasped with each powerful thrust. "I've ... missed ... your cocks ... all day."
He leaned against my body, one hand clutching a bouncing tit (in my new wording). He fondled it and took the erect nipple between his fingers to pull and twist it deliciously, spiking my arousal on top of his cock and plowing into me.
After we both climaxed, he held me tight as we gasped and panted. He whispered into my ear, "God, you're amazing, Katie. Have you ever considered what might be too much fucking?"
I pressed back against him, enjoying the feel of his spent cock still inside me, and shook my head. "Never," I gasped and sighed as he pressed his hips against mine and his softening cock moved inside me. "I only think about getting more of you guys."
He chuckled, "Maybe we are the ones who should be thinking if we can satisfy you."
I laughed, "There is no problem there, sir. No problem ..."
A couple nights later, Gary and Jay were arriving late after work. They gave no explanation except that they needed to get something for me. When they did arrive, dinner was prepared and we sat down to eat immediately. They arrived with several bags from shopping which sat on the counter staring at me. I was, of course, still in my office attire. What was it about stockings and heels that felt like attire? All the time I spent completely naked, perhaps. It was a surprising change they had provided for me to insist on me wearing stockings and heels during work hours. It was somehow more pronounced that I was essentially just as naked but with this minor change. Somehow, I was more aware of my nakedness and that they were not around to appease my arousal all day and their absence from me was more pronounced. Did that make any sense? I guess what arouses someone doesn't need to make sense.
After dinner, we had a drink and settled in to relax. I didn't have my own bedroom or bed, instead was always with one or the other of the guys to sleep. It seemed the same became common as we relaxed, too. It seemed more and more that I wasn't sitting alone in a chair but in the lap of one of the guys and whoever it was would freely touch, fondle, and probe my naked body. Being fondled and even penetrated by fingers while in full view of the other three was a constant addition of exhibitionism to the physical stimulation given to me. Being naked, of course, was that and the tease of still being naked but 'dressed' for work was more of the same. It seemed everything was to remind me that I willingly entered into being a slut and they were going to enjoy every moment of it they could. I wasn't about to complain about any of it, either. The joke that I was always wet and ready wasn't a joke. Nearly everything was stimulating for me, physically or mentally. The time in the office, while they were off at job sites, became frustrating for me. Not having them here, not having their cocks, knowing I wouldn't be used, fondled, penetrated ... knowing it would be hours without the physical ...
"... so we thought we should do something about it," Gary's voice pulled me back from my thoughts as I sat across Jerome's lap, his fingers sliding over and into my cunt as one leg was spread to the side to give him good access. "I mean," he continued, "after Jay mentioned how desperate you were to be fucked ... well, none of us minds coming home to fuck our slut immediately, but ... we wondered if it was healthy for you to be without relief for so long after your cunt has become used to ... well, being used so much."
I scanned the group with my arousal rising and just part of that was the physical teasing of Jerome's fingers. "I'm so appreciative of the concern you share for your slut," I giggle, "but you all have to be at your job sites."
"Yes," he continued, "we do. That's the reason you have your job." I nodded. My eyes became fixed on the packages resting on the coffee table between us. "So ... we came up with an alternative we hope helps."
Jerome's finger thrust into my hole, bringing a loud moan from me. What were they up to? What they were up to was toys as the packages were removed from the bags and separated from their protective plastic casings. A couple dildos (one that was now having batteries put into and had a little appendage to stimulate the clit), a vaginal egg, an anal bullet, and the one that I had heard so much about, a Lush bullet Bluetooth vibrator.
They had me recline on the coffee table, splay my legs, and try each one. And, thoughtfully, an additional tube of lubrication. The way my pussy dripped these days, I would only need that for the anal bullet but the way these guys enjoyed my ass, there could be no such thing as too many tubes of lubrication around the house. All the toys were vibrating. The vaginal egg and anal bullet came with a short-range remote to adjust the intensity and type of vibration from steady to various pulses.
As I reclined obscenely displayed on the little table experimenting with the setting of the egg and bullet vibrating in my cunt and asshole, the four of them were busy sharing the instruction sheets and doing something with their phones. When they were done, Jay grabbed the Lush and handed it to me. I pulled out the egg and bullet with a moan escaping my throat. I was highly charged by this point. Of all the things the guys and I had done since I had dedicated myself to their pleasure, first in play and now in commitment, masturbating lewdly before them hadn't been one of them.
The Lush was different from all of them. The main part was an egg shape of about 1.5 inches and had a curious impression on my brain of being shaped like sperm. I slid the body along my wet cunt lips and pressed it into my hole. The curve of the tail seemed to fit along my mound and when I sat up I felt it press into the front top of my cunt. Then, it began vibrating. I stared down at the tail sticking out, then I scanned the guys. Each had their smartphone in their hands, occasionally I spotted one of the doing something on the screen and the vibration changed. Jay began moving his finger up and down on the screen and the vibration pulsed high and low with the movement of his finger.
I collapsed back onto the coffee tabletop, both hands fondling my tits and nipples. I had no control over it. Control came from their phone apps. I sat up again and felt it press against my g-spot inside and the tail wiggling against my clit. Oh ... God ... this was good. I bent over as the intensity grew. This had to be the highest setting. I lost awareness of the guys until the vibration suddenly stopped. I opened my eyes, my breath was coming in ragged gasps, my chest rising and falling, my hands mauling my tits. As good as the Lush had felt, my eyes found four naked black men with hardening long cocks surrounding me.
After moving to my knees to gobble the nearest cock into my mouth, which happened to be Toby, someone pulled the Lush from my cunt and drove a cock inside as a very delicious alternative. The scene instantly changed from a masturbatory exhibition into a crazed gangbang. Big black cocks cycled through my mouth and cunt as the men rotated around me, the two on my sides mauling my bouncing tits and stroking my clit. They brought me to orgasm before any of them were even close. I know it's supposed to be the intention, duty, role, and singular focus of the slut to pleasure her men but these four weren't that way. They enjoyed seeing me orgasm and the more I did the better they enjoyed it.
Then, it changed. Whoever was in my cunt pulled out and I had that feeling of loss, an emptiness that always consumed me when my cunt wasn't crammed with big cock. But, I instantly felt lubrication being spread over and into my asshole. I sighed around the cock in my mouth. They all like to fuck my asshole so this change didn't give me a hint who it was and I didn't care. I just knew I would have a cock back inside me.
He pressed his cock against my sphincter forcefully and it opened to the pressure. After several strokes, he was deep inside my ass. Then, everything changed, again. The cock pulled from my mouth and hands grabbed my shoulders and arms and suddenly I was rising in the air while penetrated in my asshole. I saw Jay, Jerome, and Toby in front of me so it was Gary in my asshole and presumably directing all this. With Gary's arms now around my body to hold me against him, my arms and legs hanging, Jay stepped up to my front with his cock aimed at my cunt. They'd double penetrated me before but never like this. I gasped as the realization settled on me. I was raised up Gary's cock and felt Jay's move over my empty cunt lips until it hit my hole. He pressed up and gave an unnecessary nod to indicate he was in. Unnecessary because he, I, and Gary could obviously feel the difference of pressure as his cock head filled my cunt and pressed against Gary's cock in my ass.
I moaned loudly as they settled my body down over the two very similar big cocks. Somehow it felt like more than the other times they had filled both holes. And, it was a crazy feeling. Once settle completely down, Gary's hands moved to lightly touch my sides as Jay pressed forward and his hands moved up to my face, taking my face in his hands and kissing me hard with lust. Then it hit me ... nobody was holding me! Their bodies pressed together sandwiching me between them, I was sitting on cock and that was all.
Then the fucking became serious. It started awkwardly until they found a rhythm and method of holding me to allow them to raise me and drop me while thrusting up into me. When it got figured out, though, we all climaxed quickly and close together. As limp as a rag, I was lifted off the two cocks but the other two, obviously, had to try the same thing. I wasn't complaining. I just let them manhandle me: lift me, penetrate my two holes, and climax. It was amazing.



The next day I heard a text come in on my phone while I was talking to a potential client. I got all her information and promised someone would be out to give her an estimate later in the day. She sounded very pleased it could be so soon. After ending that call, I rose from the desk and stretched. It had been a crazy morning already but that felt satisfying. After all, if it was crazy for me in the office, it was good for the company and represented contacts that might otherwise have been missed with nobody in the office to answer the calls as they come in. We have all experienced the frustration of not being able to reach someone and simply moving on to the next possible contact.
I went to the kitchen for more coffee. My high heels clicked on the tile floor of the kitchen and the wood flooring of the hallway and office. Then, I came to a stop. Directly in front of me was a full-length mirror that reflected my image back to me. It wasn't purposely placed there. There just weren't a lot of options for adding the mirror in my tightly confined office that also functioned as my personal room with a closet and bathroom. This was my space for showering, primping, and dressing. It was also my office with a desk, filing cabinets, printer, etc. The mirror was hung where there was an open space on the wall and that happened to be opposite the door. Crazy as it might sound, I can forget during the activity of my job how I was dressed but the mirror before me reminded me. So ... maybe its placement was the perfect location. Today my attire was white: white 4-inch heels, sheer white stockings, and white lace garter belt. Although I normally feel a preference for elastic top stockings so I didn't feel the belt at my waist, I had to admit the straps from the belt to the stockings framed my bare cunt nicely.
Then, I remember the text. Insert the Lush and reply. Simple. I opened the side drawer of the desk and sorted through the toys I'd collected. I pulled the Lush out and searched a little more before remembering it was controlled by a remote app on smartphones. A smile of anticipation spread over my face as I stroked it over my wet cunt lips and pushed it at my hole. I sighed as it opened me and slipped inside. I twisted it so the curve of the antenna was properly positioned to be out of the way and replied back to the group text. I wondered how they had worked this out.
I pushed a random key on the keyboard to wake the screen and caught up with my thinking for the estimate quote I had been working on. I few moments after I began typing, again, the Lush came alive. It was at a low setting which merely brought a smile of recognition to my face. It was another thing that made my job and situation so arousing. They were gone but still intent on stimulating me.
I concentrated on the estimate letter that needed to get out by email today. I pushed the soft vibration in my cunt to the back of my mind as I reviewed the notes and organized them into the letter. Then the Lush jumped or seemed to as the intensity went from low to very high. I grasped the edge of the desk and waited. Surely, I thought, this change was just a 'pay attention' move to stimulate me and would reduce, again. Sure enough, it lowered and changed to a repeating pulse. I finished the letter, reviewed it, added my digital signature, saved it and attached it to an email, and pressed send.
I rose at my desk to assemble the notes and drawings into a folder for filing. Standing changed the position of the Lush inside me and I gasped as it settled against my g-spot when I bent over to pull the papers together. My hands pressed against the desktop as the Lush changed, again, this time from soft pulsing to intense pulsing. Suddenly, I couldn't think. The intensity of it had me bent over in a natural response to my muscles tightening which had the effect of pressing the wicked thing more firmly against my g-spot.
I closed my eyes, gasping, moans escaping my mouth, and leaning heavily on the desktop waiting, waiting for the vibration mode to change, again. Surely, it would change, I thought. But, it didn't. I waited. I bent over further until my forearms were supporting me as my entire cunt seemed to explode in orgasm and the intensely pulsing vibration continued. I sagged to the floor, curled into a fetal position in a vain attempt to ease the effect. It crossed my mind to pull the thing out but I had promised them they were in control of it. I didn't even have the app on my phone. I only had two options: ride it out somehow or pull it out.
I was groaning loudly as I rolled on the floor stretching my body out and curling in vain attempts to find an easier position. Nothing worked as my clit, g-spot, and pussy were on fire with erotic electric sparks exploding and sending a signal through my body. It was one orgasm after another, peaking and re-peaking. I was limp and becoming exhausted as my body shook with spasms that reminded the part of my mind left capable of thought of seizures. Was it really so important not to disappoint them, to disobey them? One part of me questioned it to find relief but a bigger part of me wouldn't consider it. I was their slut. Period, end of thought.
I rolled on the floor convulsing. I tried rolling to my knees and my knees slipped on a wet spot. My eyes managed to focus on a puddle under my ass. My cunt was leaking orgasmic juices so much it had formed on the wood floor. I struggled to get my knees under me while my body was about to go into another orgasmic peak. I patted the desk surface for my phone and pulled it off as I fell back to the floor. My eyes were unfocused and it took several efforts of shaking my head to achieve enough focus to find the text and reply to the group, Lush stop, please. I dropped the phone as another peak hit.
I must have blacked out. I was being held, softly stroked while in someone's arms being cuddled, protected. Maybe a nice dream, I thought. My eyes fluttered open. I was on the floor and my body, especially my abdomen, ached with every movement. I looked around without moving. No ... not a dream ... I looked up to find Jay sitting on the floor with my upper body in his arms and lap. My cunt was empty; no vibration. I sighed.
"There you are," I heard his voice. I focused on him and opened my mouth to respond but nothing came out. "Don't talk, just rest a bit more." He stroked my bare back softly and soothingly. "I'll put you in bed once you can stand. When I saw your text, I called Toby. It was his turn to control the remote app. He's going to feel awful, Katie. He set it just before the client walked in to discuss a change to the project. He thought it would be just a minute but ... the client insisted on talking out all the options." He hugged me more securely. "We're all sorry, Katie. Was it awful?"
I was recovering quickly. I rolled slightly to look up at him. "Awful? It was ... the most intense experience I've ever had." I sighed. "I had no idea a body could respond that way. It was an amazing experience I don't want to revisit very soon."
"Very soon?" he asked with surprise. "You mean you would?"'
I smiled weakly, "With some control," I nodded. "But, now, do you have some time to come to bed with me to remind my poor cunt what a real cock feels like?"
He shook his head but assisted me up far enough to pick me up. He carried me up to his bedroom and gasped and sighed contentedly as his wonderful cock entered my still-twitching cunt. Oh, yes, I thought, the real thing.
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CHAPTER 8: HAPPY CLIENT
I was reviewing the firm's financial statements for the month when the Lush inside my cunt suddenly went from a low, even vibration to an intense pulse. I gasped and clutched the arms of my desk chair as my phone chimed. As I clutched the chair arms, I scanned the desktop for the phone as it chimed a second time. I moved a couple papers and sucked in a deep breath to gather myself and steady my voice despite the raging sensation emanating from my cunt.
"Ace Construction, Katie Baldwin speaking."
"Katie, it's Gary."
"Oh, thank God, sir ... are you the one ...?" I stammered out.
"Oh, yeah, sorry ...that was an accident..." there was a pause as he used his smartphone to change the Lush setting. The vibrations in my cunt changed back to gentle and even. I sighed as my ability to fully focus returned. "You remember we're at the final walk-through with the client at the Zander project?" I told him I did. "It's going very well. He is very pleased. In fact, he's so pleased he brought out some booze and is expounding on what the expansion is for. He asked about you. Do you remember talking to him?"
"Zander ... yes, sir, I remember. He called a few times when he wanted to talk to you about some changes he was thinking about. I also brought a revised estimate contract sheet out to you for him to approve because he was in a hurry." I remembered him as kind of a small, mousy black guy, only a few inches taller than me and heavy for his height.
"Right, he's had a bunch of changes from the beginning estimate but he's never argued about our estimate increases. Anyway, he remembers you and asked if you could also join the little celebration party." Of course, if that's what the guys wanted. "Listen ... Katie ..." and Gary paused, "he's talking about ideas for additional expansions. You remember his place, a large country estate and we were remodeling the upstairs of what was a guest house?" I nodded to myself and affirmed to him. "Katie, it turns out he's something of a rising porn guy. He's got a site of porn vids and he wants to expand his pay site to his own video productions. That's what this building will be for. What we just finished is the first filming studio."
I chuckled. "How should I be dressed, sir? Are you thinking I can enhance future business?"
He hesitated on the other end, though I could hear laughter in the background. "What would you say to that?"
"Say, sir? It's part of the agreement I signed, remember? I trust you guys, sir. Tell me what you want, who to fuck, where, and how long. You know, sir, your four big black cocks are plenty for any slut but I signed up for anything you guys might want me to do." I giggled, "Even a white guy."
He laughed. "We'll make it up to you, Katie."
In all seriousness, I said, "I assume that means all four of you at once tonight." He laughed, the previous tension in his voice now gone. He told me how he wanted me dressed.
I pulled into the yard and found the trucks parked in front of the separate building. I followed the voices upstairs and, "Holy shit!" I heard and tracked the excited voice to an older black man in the room, Mr. Zander. Being in front of him, again, I confirmed my previous impression: he was maybe 50, only a few inches taller than me, and his body carrying too many extra pounds. He was walking straight toward me while my guys were standing with big smiles on their faces, drinks in hand. "I have to say, Katie," he said as his eyes roamed over my body, "you were beautiful last time I saw you in your business-appropriate jeans and pull-over shirt but this ... WOW!" What was he reacting to? Gary had me dress in one of the pleated micro-skirts that maybe covered my ass and a semi-sheer, body-hugging, white tank top, sheer white thigh-high stockings that the skirt didn't come close to covering the lace tops, and high heels. "I had a feeling," he began again as he wrapped his arm around my waist to lead me to the makeshift bar, "that there was more to you and them than an office manager. Then I thought it was just my dirty mind but I was right before, wasn't I?"
I giggled, playing it up, as I leaned into him to put a kiss on his cheek, "Yes, sir, you were correct." Then, I felt his hand slide from my waist to under the almost non-existent skirt as he cupped one ass cheek.
His hand moved over my ass as if searching for something. He smiled at me, then at the guys. "No pantie or thong." It was a statement but he was looking at the guys, Gary specifically, for comment.
Gary walked up to us and took a nipple between his fingers that were very prominent through the thin jersey material of my tight tank top. "If she's allowed clothes, bra and panties are not included."
"Allowed?" Zander asked with increased curiosity. He lifted the little skirt at the front and took a look, finding my bald, white cunt, of course. I was getting increasingly aroused at the attention and Gary's manipulation of my nipple was confirming that he hadn't changed his mind about how my presence might be used. "We were talking about the other remodeling projects I have in mind," Zander continued. "Can I assume having Katie come dressed like this is an indication of how interested your company is in having the other projects?"
I looked at Gary and he saw my interest in responding, though he didn't know exactly what I was intending. By turning to face Zander directly, the hand he had on my bare hip slid to my abdomen and he only moved his fingers inches as I separated my feet for him to be touching my moist cunt lips. "You're a successful porn-king, sir," I began exaggerating my impression, "with projects we would be very interested in continuing in a satisfying relationship. Me ... I'm merely their black cock slut who works in their office. Gary thought ... correctly we hope ... that if we applied all our talents to your ... ah ... needs that we could create a very satisfying cooperation."
He looked over my shoulder at the guys. His fingers at my cunt hadn't moved as though their finding my moist lips had been a pleasant surprise that he didn't wish to ruin by being too aggressive. He apparently wasn't finding any objection from the guys but it was likely my next action that helped the most. I stepped a bit closer to him and dipped my body slightly, both actions putting more pressure on his fingers at my cunt.
"Slut," he repeated as if his mind stopped on that word.
I leaned forward to give him a light kiss on the lips. "Black cock slut, sir."
His attention was fully on me. "Do you think it might be time to ... ah ... begin ... ah ... negotiations for the projects?"
His fingers were no longer idle on my cunt. His hand moved along my lips and a finger penetrated my juicy hole. I parted my feet a bit further and felt his finger curl into my hole. I gasped and smiled. I was acting on the obvious intention of how I was dressed and made the assumption Gary would stop me if I was going too far or too fast. The reality was, though, that the guys had developed a high trust in my instincts.
"I think so, sir. I think the two of us can begin the process by showing you just how intent Ace Construction is to fully satisfy your needs." I smiled at him as my hand slid down from his chest where I had rested it when I kissed him to cover his crotch. I kissed him, again. "Is there somewhere we can ... ah ... begin negotiations?"
I saw him glance, again, over my shoulder. Apparently not finding an objection, he removed his hand from between my legs and lightly took my elbow, and led me to the side of the larger room. I wasn't very familiar with the project just completed but there were a couple remodeled rooms to the side that were changing, cleanup rooms with closets, and bathrooms complete with showers. It was to one of those that he led me.
It was quiet in the main room as Zander closed the door behind us. It was quiet in this room, too, at least initially. This wasn't negotiation by verbal back and forth. This negotiation began with my crossing my arms in front of me and pulling my tank top up my body and over my head immediately followed by opening the single button a the side of the skirt's waist and pushing it over my hips. Naked except for stockings and heels, I stepped into his body for another kiss but it was no longer a quick, soft kiss. As our mouths attempted to meld together, his hands roamed over my entirely naked back and ass. He pulled me tightly into his crotch and my previous assumption was found to be true. Being a black man did not mean a big cock.
This wasn't about my perversion, though. I would have my four big cocks upon returning home, this was about business and how I could do my part. For the first time in my commitment to the guys as their slut, I was being shared at their discretion, and it was for business. Long ago I had convinced myself I was their slut and that being their slut was what drove me in all my actions and intentions. This was merely another example of what that meant and I approached it easily and comfortably.
As we kissed, I began undressing him until I released him and removed all his clothes before settling on my knees in front of him to suck his average-sized cock. He quickly became hard in my hand and mouth as I took it as deep into my mouth as his length allowed which was far shorter and far easier than my guys. A steady stream of gasps, sighs, and moans escaped his throat above me and his cock was rigid with desire so it wasn't a surprise when I felt his hands tugging me to my feet. Something inside me said this wasn't going to be a man who would simply be satisfied with a quick blow job. I expected to be fucked and my every action in stripping and undressing him indicated my own willingness.
He turned me deliberately toward the built-in countertop along the opposite wall, the room otherwise devoid of furniture. His intention being obvious, I bent my body over it with my feet parted wide to present to him access to my cunt. I felt his fingers stroke over my cunt lips.
"Wet," he uttered as his fingers slipped between my lips to stroke me. "Those four must enjoy such a willing slut."
I sighed, "It would be my hope, sir."
His fingers disappeared and I felt the head of his cock move along my ready cunt, parting my lips in search of my hole. "And what about you, slut? Do you enjoy them, too?"
I smiled as his cock entered my cunt several inches, "Oh, yes, sir. I'm so lucky to have four big cocks using me whenever they desire to."
That seemed to trigger something in him as he thrust the remainder of his cock into me. His hips hit my ass with my cunt only half filled. A lucky slut, indeed, I thought, that a very average-sized cock should fall so short of the cocks I was so used to. But, I also understood the slut rules and their intention: I was to please any man I was given to as if I were pleasing my four men. So I paid attention to his stroke as he pulled back and thrust again into me so I could add my own effort of pressing my hips back at him as he thrust to add to the forcefulness of his fucking. This was a man involved in the porn industry and seemed to have an assumption of using a woman and that was fine with me as I was presented to him as I was and this use of me could be of benefit to our company.
As we fucked with me bent over this counter, it was still an interesting feeling for me. As much as I was conditioned to being naked, available, and fucked by four big cocks, being given to someone else was new and different. I was aware of its potential in the rules but wondered if it was really a possibility. Even when Gary implied it happening, he expressed reluctance and promised to make it up to me. I might be their slut in practice but there was still an element of 'game' between us in the application, there was still much respect from them for me and that being reaffirmed in this crazy situation spiked my arousal and provided some compensation for the lack of stimulation this smaller cock provided.
With a new desire to please and devotion to assisting my men and the company, I fucked this man harder, using my trained cunt muscles to squeeze around his cock for additional stimulation for him. I heard him gasp and moan as I clasped around his cock and slammed back at him. It seemed to me that I was now doing the majority of the fucking and that was fine by me. I slipped a hand from supporting myself on the counter to stroke, strum, and press on my clit. I remembered my men commenting how amazing it felt on their cocks when I climaxed, washing their cocks with warm juice and feeling my cunt spasm around them. That was my goal now: not to merely bring this man to climax but to magnify the experience for him.
I felt him slam harder into me, his cock jerking. I abused my clit harder and erupted in orgasm, then felt his cock slam into me harder and jerk with a loud grunt and his cock spewing cum into my clasping chamber.
He collapsed on top of me. I reached back and stroked his hip. "Thank you, sir," I said softly.
"My pleasure, Katie," he came back with as though he had satisfied me as opposed to the other way around. I smiled at a thought, though: the pleasure will be mine when we get home and four big black cocks thank me for helping them.
He dressed with my dutiful assistance. When he left the room, I considered what I should do. I could walk out naked but I didn't think there was going to be a real party of continued action for me. Certainly, the guys would be more interested in waiting until we were home. The intention of my action was to initiate real negotiation for future work and that had, I thought, been successfully created. So, I pulled the thin tank top back on, straightened my stockings, and wiggled into the micro skirt while checking in the mirror above the counter that the skirt was down on my hips to cover my ass cheeks.
Leaving the room, I found Gary in discussion with Zander. I walked over to the other three guys and was immediately enveloped by them, lips kissing me and hands touching me before beer was put into my hand. Within moments, Gary slipped a hand behind his back with a raised thumb.
With all of us coming to Zanders from different locations, we each had a separate vehicle going back. And, apparently, I wasn't the only one feeling desperate by the time we arrived. We made it as far as the grass next to the house where I was turned into Jay's arms and devoured with kisses. I worked his belt and zipper as he reached under my skirt to probe my cunt, then penetrated it with two fingers. We were both gasping and moaning when I turned and sank to my hands and knees and he lowered his jeans only as far as his knees as he settled on the ground behind me, slamming his big cock hard and deep into me. God, what a lovely feeling! I felt a touch on my head and didn't even wonder. I opened my mouth and raised my head knowing another big cock would be there for me. I didn't know which of the guys it was, only seeing black skin and jeans open.
The cock in my mouth pulled away as I heard Jay grunting behind me. My eyes registered Caleb (who I assumed had been in my mouth) lying on the ground next to me after prying his boots off and removing his jeans. As Jay finished spewing his cum into my cunt and pulled out, I struggled to move to the side and straddle Caleb even as my body continued to shudder through an orgasm. I settled over his cock and sank down the length of it sending a spike in my orgasm. I was happily bouncing up and down on the cock with my eyes closed and mouth parted with flowing groans, moans, and gasps when I was pulled down and Caleb's cock removed. I moaned my objection but just as quickly felt another cock at my cunt. I opened my eyes to find a smiling Caleb. I smiled back and mashed my mouth against his as this new cock fucked my cunt for a minute with two loads of cum already in it before it too pulled out to be pressed at my asshole as my ass cheeks were spread apart. I pressed back against the cock to penetrate my sphincter giving only token resistance after all the times it has been opened by these big cocks.
After this new cock was pressed deeply into me, it too slid back so only its head was inside as I felt Caleb's cock again at my cunt. As I pressed back against his cock to enter my now tighter cunt, I also felt the cock in my ass pressed deeper by the motion. With both cocks inside me, I steadied myself to be fucked by two cocks when a third bumped against my forehead. I raised my face with an open mouth. The cock entering my mouth and sliding over my tongue did not have the taste of spent semen or cunt juice so I knew it wasn't Jay but the last of my men. Airtight and outside. Yes ... my men know how to thank me.
A couple days later, I heard, "Damn! Can there be a better sight at the end of a day?"
I was bent over in the kitchen, my hands in the open oven to remove the baked fish I prepared for dinner. Still dressed for office hours in thigh-high stockings and four-inch heels and my feet parted for balance, I smiled at Gary's comment as I knew full well he had a good view of not only my ass but my bald cunt peeking at him between my thighs.
He waited for me to put the hot pan on the stovetop before encircling my otherwise naked body from behind. As he stroked my stomach and fondled a breast, he kissed my neck until I dropped the hot pads and turned in his arms to press my lips to his.
"Welcome home, sir," I managed to say with our lips pressed together. "I hope your day was productive."
He laughed, "Still in office manager mode, huh?" I laughed with him. The truth was, though, he was on a small project that was scheduled for only a few days. Being the office manager and slut was sometimes a difficult line of separation when with them. Then, he became serious, "I got a call from Zander today." Ah, I thought, the porn guy. What did he want? If it was just scheduling the next part of his projects, why not call me? "We have something to discuss as a group."
I sat at the dinner table naked, as usual. I was pleased with the way the new recipe turned out and the guys seemed to devour it with pleasure. I was waiting for Gary to introduce the topic he felt we all needed to discuss and he waited until everyone seemed to be done. I put up my hand for him to wait as I quickly cleared the dishes and brought out coffee.
Gary leaned into the table and looked at me, or rather looked at Jerome's fingers at my nipple. It was so common to be felt and touched by the guys, I no longer thought about it, only enjoyed it. "I got a call from Zander today," he began to introduce the topic. "We all felt Katie did a splendid job of opening negotiations with him and we were correct in that feeling. Thank you, Katie." I nodded back at him but the real reaction from me was a flush of arousal. I was hoping for a more physical form of thanking me to come later. "I got the official word from the man: he's giving us the next remodel which will be a near duplicate of what we just finished. A second studio which he thinks he will need soon if his own videos are as popular as he expects after getting an experienced director and camera crew hired."
There were fist-bumps and smiles around the table. "That is good news," we all responded nearly in unison.
Gary focused intently on me. "There's more," he said. "There is a reason he says he's optimistic and he offered not only significantly increased pricing per square foot for the next remodel but all future expansions for us." He was still focused on me as he said it and everyone turned their attention from Gary to me while waiting for Gary to explain. I was washed with a powerful flush as my mind clicked like tumblers of a slot machine ready to hit the jackpot. A porn guy I had fucked willingly. Gary finally dropped the answer we were waiting for. "Zander believes he's also found his breakthrough actress ..." he was watching me.



"Fuck," I uttered, "you're kidding." Gary shook his head in response to my exclamation. "He wants me as his breakthrough actress for porn videos?"
"Video," Gary clarified. "He acknowledged that even if you were a black cock slut, he recognized you were an effective part of the company's function. He's not NECESSARILY suggesting more than a single video. He thinks a black-on-white video of you with four to six big cock guys will be the new video he needs to start his offering."
I looked from Gary to the other guys. I saw mixed reactions on their faces, even Gary's. "Why did you emphasize necessarily?" I asked.
Gary smiled, "You might enjoy it."
Jay looked intently at me and blurted out, "You're a hot slut, Katie." This is from the guy who started me down this path. "Admit it, though, as much as we try to fuck the hell out of you, you always seem able to be fucked more."
Caleb added, "We wanted you to be our slut, Katie, but didn't we expose even more to you?" I nodded. I'd been surprised for a long time how much of a slut I felt like and evolved into with them. Easily fucking Zander for the benefit of the company was just another recognition of that.
"What?" I asked while scanning the faces around the dining table. "You think I should become a porn star?"
"Hell no," exclaimed Gary with the confidence of speaking for the others as only a real leader could, "you're our slut, Katie. You are more than slut and office manager to us. God, you're those things but so much more. I'm sure the others feel the same. There are times I think protectively of you like a sister, then tenderly like a girlfriend, then seriously like the office manager directing me on schedules and commitments, and then the times when I am away and wondering if you are sitting at your desk with a small puddle of juice from your cunt just waiting for us to return to fuck you. There is no way we want to lose you. What we want is for you to be happy and satisfied."
"Four big cocks ... you guys satisfy me."
"Yet," someone uttered, "you wake one of us up in the middle of the night to fuck you."
True, I accepted, "But, that's still you guys. You four never leave me wanting, not really wanting. Will I fuck others? Sure. But it is not because you four don't satisfy me."
I thought about all that more. I could feel how this dinner table discussion was affecting me. I could feel my cunt was flooded and I was sure that little puddle Gary referred to was probably existing on my chair at the moment. What I knew, though, was the excitement I was feeling had nothing to do with the idea of doing a porn video. My excitement was generated solely by these four guys. A porn video couldn't give me what these guys gave me routinely.
I stood and moved around the table to give each of the guys a very passionate and heartfelt kiss. None of them disappointed me, either. All felt and probed my naked body. Returning to my chair, I confessed, "Thank you, guys. Maybe I am just a slut that needed to be released, but I truly believe it was you four and how you respected me that allowed that slut to become fully actualized for you. I'm not sure I could be this with anyone else. Also, all the while I was fucking Zander that day ... I was thinking how much I was going to enjoy fucking the four of you when we returned home. Home, guys. That's what this is to me. I've always said I would do anything for you guys and I still feel that way. If doing a porn video will substantially help us, I'm in." They all were watching me. "I will be in for it not because I want to do it, though, but because I want to support you guys. Being fucked on camera couldn't satisfy me as much as you guys do."
They were all watching me. Gary responded for the group, "You don't have to do it, Katie."
"What do we lose if I don't shoot the video?" I asked in all seriousness.
Gary got up and came to me, taking me in his arms and hugging me tightly before kissing me with surprising passion. "Nothing, we lose nothing. Some royalties from the video, if it did well."
By that time, the other guys had joined us. They were kissing my shoulders, fondling my tits, and probing between my legs. I was about to get fucked by four big cocks, again. They knew it and I knew it. It was all I needed or wanted.
Jerome added, "Good, Katie. The truth is we don't want to share you very much. We like what we have here."
I turned in the tight grouping of them and kissed each with the welling of passion I was feeling. "I love you guys. You are all I ever want." Four pairs of hands were stroking and probing my naked body. I smiled, "Now fuck me."
THE END
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CHAPTER 1: BEGINNING PLEASURES
"OH FUCK ... OH GOD ... OH FUCK ... OOOOO ... YESSSSSS!"
It didn't seem possible. I heard those words and they were thrilling, but ... but I couldn't believe they were flowing with such clarity and earnestness from MY mouth. I had never been like that, used that word, or uttered it with such openness and acceptance. But I had never felt this before. NEVER. I had a 10-inch thick penis plowing into my pussy and from the moment of penetration ... despite the moments of stretching ... my body was experiencing what it could never have anticipated. I was in sexual heaven!
Penis? I questioned. No, no, this was no penis. I had felt a penis before. This ... was a cock. This was a long, thick, veiny, hard cock. And it was impossibly exciting as it filled and plunged through my pussy.
My eyes fluttered open and I looked up at the man between my legs over me. Travis something. I thought. I raised my head to look past my heaving breast and between my spread thighs with unbelieving eyes at the massive cock pulling out from my glistening pussy and thrusting back inside. There were moments when his cock retreated slowly from my grasping pussy, inch by inch of glistening cock flesh exposed, then thrusting firmly and powerfully back inside to bump into the end of my vagina.
My breath caught in my lungs as I focused on the retreating cock as each inch came into view and still not believing I was taking it all even after minutes of being fucked by it. Fucked by it. It was the only way to think of it. This wasn't lovemaking. This was fucking and for the first time in my life, I was truly experiencing it.
My breasts flopped and jumped with each powerful thrust of his fucking. My head dropped back to the bed. Holding my head to gaze unbelieving between my legs was too much effort for my body. All I really seemed to want to do was allow the steady stream of gasps, moans, groans, and mumblings to escape my mouth around the panting required for breathing.
When he grabbed my ankles and raised them up, I opened my eyes, again. He was placing my feet on his shoulders which caused my pelvis to be tilted up as he continued to plow into me. I noticed a change when his thrusting cock bumped into the top of my abdomen. MY GOD! I could see how deeply he was fucking into me as the head bumped and extended my abdomen!
My head dropped back to the bed with continued moans and gasping senseless uttering.
"Are ... you ... alright?" he asked with words coming with each powerful thrust.
"Ohhhh ... God, yes ... oh fuck ... yessssss ..." I managed to utter in reply between my own gasps.
He released a chuckle which brought my eyes open, again. He offered me a strained smile as he continued to plow his marvelous cock into my body. My hips were off the bed, the result of my ankles on his shoulders and the impact of his thrusts sent my breasts flying on my chest and my thighs and butt shaking.
My mouth opened in an 'O' and I squeezed my eyes shut, yet again. I had already orgasmed on his cock and I felt another rapidly rising to explode.
"I'm going ... to cum," he mumbled as if reading my body perfectly. "I can ... pull out ..."
"NO!" I exclaimed, again surprising myself with the lust I was consumed by. "No ... no ... I want ... to feel ... it."
He was very close because, in the next instant, I felt his cock swell and pulse. He jammed his cock deep and hard and held it there inside me. Then, just before my own orgasm crashed over me, I felt his cum shoot into my pussy. My God, I thought, it was so much. But it was only the first spurt. My pussy felt filled completely with his cock ... where was all this cum going?
My arms fell to the sides as I gasped and panted with breathing. He was still inside me as he gently lowered my feet to the bed and my kneels splayed to the sides. He leaned over me, first kissing each breast and nipple, then kissing up my chest to my neck before staring down at me. I gave him a weak smile, the best smile I could muster but I didn't doubt it didn't adequately reflect the gratitude for the pleasure he had given me.
My arms wrapped around his neck and I pulled him closer for a passionate kiss. With that he relaxed onto my body, his cock occasionally twitching inside me as we kissed and each fought to control our breathing and heart rate.
We lay there for some time before he slowly began to pull back and off me. He kissed his way back to my breasts as his cock retreated from my clenching, cum-filled pussy. A cock leaving me never felt so erotic and sensual as my pussy clamped around it as if to keep it from leaving. And, my pussy never felt so empty as when the head ... big bulbous head ... was gone.
I raised up onto my elbows to watch him. My eyes were diverted to the floor-to-ceiling windows with the curtains wide open. I couldn't believe I hadn't noticed that earlier and closed the curtains. So much arousal, I guessed. And a strange arousal at the realization of what I had done in a brightly lit room before those windows. Sure, the room was on the fifth floor, but still ... such exposure wasn't what a proper woman did, right? A smile cross my face when I caught the image of myself naked in bed in the reflection of the window. A well-fucked me. A 'proper' woman also doesn't hook up with a strange man to be fucked.
This brought my attention back to this man who asked if I wanted something to drink from the mini-bar. I smiled at him and nodded. Not only was he handsome and could fuck my brains out, but he was considerate since I had put the room on my credit card. I watched him move to the little mini-bar in the cabinet under the TV. Compared to me he was huge: 6' 3" tall and 220 pounds of muscle. I remembered then that he said he was a fitness trainer and it looked like he took that very seriously. My eyes traveled over his body as he took out two small bottles of bourbon. As he turned back to me indicating the bourbon, I nodded with eyes focused on the other thing huge about him: his 10-inch cock that hung limp, swayed with each movement, and shined with the fluids of our fucking. It was an instant arousal and my hand moved to caress my pussy which had been stretched and pleasured by it. There was nothing about that experience that I might have thought possible before.
He brought the glass of bourbon to me to settle on the bed next to me. I forced my eyes up to him as that wonderful cock swayed in front of him. I accepted the glass and he kissed me on the lips. I sighed. This was sooooo good in every way.
I turned slightly to the side, sipped the drink from one hand, and lightly stroked his muscled chest with the fingertips of the other hand. I looked up to find him watching with a soft smile. A black man. A decade younger than me. A relatively low-paid fitness trainer. And me: a 38-year-old white woman who was the Human Resource Vice President at a large national corporation; my 5' 4", 100 pounds, trim body with long brunette hair was dwarfed by him.
My musing was broken by the touch of his fingers at my breast and still erect nipple. I smiled and looked at the black fingers at the very white flesh of my breast. I looked up at him with the same smile and leaned toward him. He leaned slightly, too, and we kissed a little bit less softly this time. I sighed and a shiver coursed through me.
God ... I just experienced the fuck of my life and I was still responding to his touch like a teenage girl to her first serious kiss. I knew myself, so before I could start judging and questioning myself, I gulped the rest of the drink and leaned over him to put the empty glass on the side table. I glanced at him with my breasts pressed into his chest and found him watching intently, his fingers softly caressing from my shoulders to my butt.
I aligned my body over him with my eyes on his. My legs were between his open legs, his cock pressing into my abdomen, and my hard nipples pressed into his lower chest as I caressed his chest with kisses and my tongue. He only watched me with a soft smile with fingertips continuing to caress my shoulders and upper back. I inched down his body with kisses, sighs escaping from me as I felt his cock along my body and slowly stiffening with his own apparent anticipation. I kissed his abdomen and raised my head to look at perhaps the only real-life 6-pack I had ever seen ... much less touched.
I inched further down his abdomen until I felt the head of his cock at my chin. I shifted slightly and kissed the head. It twitched and seemed to stiffen more in that instant. I looked up his body. He held the same smile. What was I expecting, that he might deny me loving his cock? I kissed the head more, then licked down the shaft about halfway before lifting my head and licking my lips as if testing a taste, which was exactly what I was doing.
"I've never ..." I softly muttered with a shy look up at him.
He softly touched the side of my face, "You've never sucked cock?" he asked.
I may have blushed. I shook my head, my lips brushing his semi-hard cock, "A little with my ex-husband but ... not after ..." I licked back up to the head with my eyes still on his. I took the head between my lips and tongued it. "I think," I shyly offered, "you ... and I ... taste good."
I then sank my mouth over the head of his cock, partly to not see his reaction, but mostly out of a building desperate need that I didn't know existed within me. I didn't believe I was any good at sucking cock. I had so little experience with it. It wasn't something my previous marriage had ventured into along with most other things sexual. His steadily stiffening cock, though, showed me I was doing something right and that gave me encouragement to devote more attention with my hand and mouth. A gasp from him above sent my mouth down the shaft until the head came to my throat and I gagged quickly. I pulled back for a breath but continued my efforts, stroking and sucking and licking the black shaft that was again at full erection.
I felt his hands gently tugging my shoulders. Still stroking his cock with my tongue on his cock, I looked up at him. The encouraging soft smile he had been showing had changed to an urgent expression.
"I fucked you last time," he began, "now it's your turn." Confusion showed on my face, I was sure. My inexperience. I was always on my back whenever I was fucked by ... the ex. He smiled, seeming to understand. He lightly stroked the side of my face while giving me a smile that was gentle, encouraging, and caring. "Straddle me. It's called 'cow-girl'."
With sudden understanding, I moved quickly to straddle his legs and shuffle over his hips. I leaned forward to kiss him and rubbed my very ready pussy along his very ready cock. My heart was racing while another shiver coursed through my body. Twice? I'm going to be fucked twice in one night? And after a couple orgasms already?
I sat up more erect and rubbed my pussy along his hard shaft. Even that felt amazing as his cock parted my lips as I moved along it from the bottom to the head. When I rotated my pelvis, the hard shaft bumped and rubbed on my clit to send small jolts into my body. I sat on him, my hands mauling my own breasts, my hips gliding my pussy back and forth over his cock. I loved everything about this hard big cock but a deep groan from him and a jerk of his cock underneath me told me it was time for more.
I raised higher, reached underneath between my legs, and moved his cock and my hips to align it with my hole. When I felt it there, I pressed down just enough to trap the head at the opening of my pussy. Just feeling it there sent another shiver. I moaned as I settled down enough for the head to become lodged inside. I gasped as I settle further for inches of his 10 inches to penetrate deeper to give me that feeling of being stretched and filled despite having just recently been fucked by it.
As I settled down to the base, the moans, and gasps flowed easily and repeatedly from my open mouth. I slowly raised up and carefully settled back down. My nipples were being squeezed and twisted. I opened my eyes to find him with another smile and a sigh as I rotated my pussy over his cock deep inside me.
I leaned forward to kiss him and felt his cock slide inside me. I moaned, then confessed, "This is ... new. All of this ... is new." I kissed him hard and softly asked, "Am I doing this okay?"
He chuckled as he held my face for an even more passionate kiss. Then, "You feel amazing. Just do what gives you pleasure and that will give me pleasure, too." He twisted my nipples as I sat back up. "Good sex," he continued, "is partly experimentation and attention. Trying new things and being attuned to what brings you and your partner pleasure."
I nodded but I was already rising and dropping faster and faster on his cock. It felt like I couldn't get enough of it, that I had to experience more and more, and feel the fullness of his cock inside me. But also, I wanted, really wanted, to feel his cum shooting and filling inside me, again. Never ... NEVER ... have I felt this way before.
I orgasmed when he slipped a finger underneath me so each time I plunged down over his cock my clit was jammed against his finger. I orgasmed again when I felt his cock swell and pulse and his cock spewed more cum. Then, I collapsed on him. I felt very spent and very content lying on his body and not the least bit concerned about the weight I put on him given he was nearly a foot taller and double my own weight. I meowed contently and found I could squeeze his cock with my pussy muscles as it began to lose its hardness and retreat but still remain inside me.
Yes ... very content. Fucked magnificently twice and more than my share of orgasms. I didn't want to move.
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CHAPTER 2: GUILTY PLEASURE
It seemed all weekend was spent with doubts, questions, and recriminations. Friday night had been wonderful. There was no possible way to doubt or question that. The issue was how and why had it even happened. Nothing, it seemed, about that night fit into the person I had always believed I was. I had two primary priorities in my life: my professional career and my marriage. As it turned out, my middle-management ex-husband didn't prioritize either as highly when he walked out of our marriage because, in his words, I wasn't exciting enough. I guess the much younger woman he went off with was. In my mind, it wasn't a fair criticism. If I was boring in bed, it should mean he was, too. Friday night had been when I had mustered the determination to prove it wasn't me.
In all that time of reflection and self-recrimination since Friday night, I knew how it had happened and even why it had happened. The real question wasn't that but the guilty pleasure that was that night and the argument I had with that side of myself wishing for me to feel and own that guilt. It was out of character for me to argue the position that guilt wasn't required or necessary. I was, after all, a single 38-year-old woman divorced and now finding my way after 13 years of marriage ending in betrayal. Being 6 months since the divorce, it should feel like a desperate rebound reaction on my part. Rationally thought out, I knew I had debated Friday night with myself and only after recognizing that I deserved more happiness and fulfillment beyond my job did I venture out to see what I might find ... and to prove my ex wrong.
Encountering Travis had been a surprise. Especially someone who didn't seem solely intent on an easy score, even if that was what he ended up with. He had been charming, considerate, and engaging while we had a few drinks. That he was also tall, handsome, and buff apparently didn't hurt, either. The decade of age difference never came up as an issue. Maybe the older woman thing was real? Maybe the big strong black man thing was real? Or, maybe just real enough to add fuel to the encounter?
Regardless, the internal argument over the weekend had resolved itself to a comfortable conclusion. I was secure enough in my ability to balance professional and private lives. It was obvious what the private life should look like and, in the latest arguments, was sex still something relegated to marriage as I had always been told and believed? What did the pleasure of Friday night mean, then?
* * * *
"Good morning, Ms. Wilson," my assistant greeted me Monday morning. "How was your weekend?"
I stopped at her desk outside my office with a smile that wasn't quite honest. "It was ... fine, Alice. How about yours?"
She was a young, exuberant woman who was consumed in a new relationship and a wonderful boyfriend. I was prepared as she went on for several minutes about that. I offered another smile, quickly scanned the cubicles in the HR department to check on everyone, then retreated to the sanctuary of my office.
I turned on my laptop computer, checked the office phone for messages, and settled into beginning my day. Mid-morning I picked up my cell phone despite having not heard a ping or ring indicating a message or call. I held it in my hand before tapping the contacts icon. I scrolled through the contact until ... Travis Brown. I had allowed him to put his contact information into my phone. I liked that about him, too. Rather than asking for my phone number and opening myself up to be pursued if I didn't want to be, his action allowed me to be in control of any future contact.
He gave more than I had anticipated to include his job, company, and website. 'The Gym'. He said he was a Fitness Trainer but I expected it to be at one of the big fitness clubs in the city. 'The Gym' was unassuming but intriguing. So intriguing that I did a search for it. It was a small facility in one of the many strip malls just outside the city. They advertised equipment, hours, and specialized training options including sports and general fitness. It had locker rooms with showers, sauna, and hot tubs in each. The membership was reasonable, too. At the bottom was a link for 'Who We Are'. I had to smile. I liked this, too. Travis had said he was a fitness trainer but he turned out to be more as I read, 'Travis Brown -- Co-owner and Primary Sports and Fitness Trainer'. With all the things I had already seen about him, he was also modest.
* * * *
It took me days because I was fighting the growing impulse, though the potency of arguments I attempted to give myself was weakening considerably. I held my phone in my hand for minutes before entering contacts, then another minute staring at 'Travis Brown' before pressing on the name and then the call icon.
When he answered with no familiarity, it reminded me that I had the contact info, not him.
"Travis ... this is Tessa ..." I began.
"Tessa Wilson," he finished. "I've been hoping you would call."
"Umm ... good ... thank you ... I mean ... ugh." I took a breath. I could almost see a huge smile on his face while holding back his laughter. "I really enjoyed ... before."
"Before?" he responded. "Are you saying before we met?"
"NO ... Travis ... I mean when we were together."
"Yes," he responded, "it was very good when we were TOGETHER."
"Travis, this is hard for me."
"Okay, but just one more."
"What?"
"Hard ... it's hard for you? You think it's hard? You should be here if you want hard."
"TRAVIS," I exclaimed trying to sound exasperated. "Seriously? No, I mean ... ugh." Another breath. Then, quieter, I confessed, "Thank you. I've been tense and nervous, lately. I was wondering ..."
"Wondering what?"
"Wondering," I tried to continue, "if maybe you'd like to get together, again?"
"Thank, God," he said. "I was running out of snappy, clever comebacks."
I laughed. "Don't fool yourself. They weren't that clever. So, do you?"
"Yes," came his quick response. "Are we skipping the preliminary drinks, etc.?"
"Am I that transparent?" I asked with a chuckle.
"No, Tessa, I was that hopeful. How about my place? It's not fancy but cheaper than the hotel." My panties were soaked.
* * * *
I parked on the curb outside the address he gave me. It was a smallish ranch style in an older neighborhood but all the homes were neat and well-maintained. The landscaping was nice and the lawns were trimmed. I was nervous. His house was a fraction of mine. How was this supposed to work? The sex definitely worked, though. And, why was I thinking more than that? It wasn't a relationship that had me calling him. Be honest, I told myself, I called him for the sex. Does sex have to include more? I had always thought so.
He led me through the house which was as smallish inside as it was outside. We passed a room off the foyer that looked like his office, then a hallway (probably bedrooms), a family room with a kitchen to the side, and outside to a covered patio. He sat me down at the patio table and went back inside. He came back immediately with a tray of wine, glasses, and large soup bowls of something he called a power salad. Everything was healthy and good and loaded with protein. That's right, I remembered, he was a fitness trainer.
It was good and might partially explain his muscles and low body fat. This guy was serious about his body. While finishing the bottle of wine, we talked about ourselves. I confessed about the divorce and prayed it wasn't a turn-off for him. Then, he quizzed me about my work and I hoped that wouldn't make things difficult. None of it did, though. He was genuinely interested. He seemed to want to connect beyond a night of good sex. I hoped he wasn't looking for something much more serious than what I was ready for.
After a good pause in the conversation, I jumped into it. "Can I be frank?" He nodded. "I really want to be fucked. I can't get over that amazing feeling you gave me. I want to have that feeling again." I watched his reaction. Maybe this was the wrong way. But his face was gentle and open. He smiled, stood, and put out his hand to me.
I don't remember moving to his bedroom. All I remember is being in his arms and kissing, wonderfully kissing. I moaned into his mouth and then he pressed his crotch against me and I felt him, his cock, pressing against me, and I moaned louder and shivered with anticipation.
I broke the kiss with a gasp and pressed the side of my face into his chest and, with a racing heart, blurted out my desperation. "I want to experience everything I can. I have experienced so little. I want so much more." I looked up at him. He was watching me intently. "I didn't know what it could feel like ... how my body could react ... how my mind could be overloaded." When I paused, he lowered his face and kissed me with the lust I could feel pressing into my abdomen with his erect cock. I pressed my face into his chest, again. "Will you guide me, Travis? Will you take me down the road to new and more experiences?"
I felt him take a huge breath and released it slowly as he held me tightly to him, his cock grinding into me. I felt my body tense against his. Was I admitting too much desperation? Was this admission even safe? How could I confess such need to this man who was still basically a stranger? What was it about this man that allowed me to have such trust in him?
His hands moved to the sides of my face and separated us enough to look intently into my eyes. I know my expression back to him probably was that of a shier, embarrassed, and nervous woman. After searching for something reflected in my face, he pulled me back against him and stroked my back.
"It felt special and amazing to me, too, Tessa. If we start doing anything you don't like, just say 'no' or 'stop'. Okay?"
I nodded against his chest and slid a hand between us to stroke his hard cock from outside his jeans. He uttered two words, "undress me."
I took a deep breath and looked up at him. He was just watching, his face neutral but pleasant. I lowered my eyes to focus on loosening his belt. His belt, not his pullover shirt. That wasn't lost on me and I wondered briefly if it was significant to him. It didn't matter. I had his belt loose and I dropped to my knees before him to remove his shoes and socks before unzipping his fly and lowering his jeans to wrestle them off his feet. I put my open palm on the outside of his boxers and looked up. While I was busy, he had pulled his shirt off and I found myself looking up at a very fine specimen of masculinity, a possible black fitness model.
He remained neutral and waiting, only watching me. His expectation was clear. He was naked, his cock hard and pointing at me as I knelt, clothed, before him. He made no move to change the situation or to take action on my expressed desire to be fucked, an expressed desire I was still stunned I had verbalized to him. I wanted new experiences and this was the man I believed could lead me to them. This was the man I seemed to trust after only a single meeting.
With one hand wrapped around his thick, long cock, I resigned myself to following his lead. Any time I had sucked my ex it had been simply as a preliminary to getting him hard to fuck, a fuck that was all too frequently a short and less than satisfying experience, the opposite end of the spectrum compared to Travis.
I took a determined breath and leaned forward. My lips parted to take in the tip of his cock head as I used my tongue on it. I then opened my mouth wider to take in more of the bulbous head and sucked, continuing to use my tongue. My earlier attempt at sucking his cock after we fucked was tentative and short. I resolved to do better, to please him as he wish and he wished this. I pushed more cock into my mouth, pulled back so just the head was inside, then pushed down it, again. I changed to licking the shaft down to his ball sack and found myself becoming absorbed in feeling and inspecting his cock and balls which were clean of any hair. His balls hung beneath him and seemed huge, too. No wonder he seemed to fill me so with cum?
I continued to suck his cock. I lost track of time as I became devoted to the meat in my mouth and on my tongue. I held his cock with one hand at the base as I attempted to take it deeper and deeper into my mouth. When the head entered my throat, I gagged. I pulled off to recover and his cock was thick with my saliva. I licked my lips and swallowed, wiping his cock head with my hand as I looked up at him finally. He was smiling and nodding.
He broke the verbal silence. "I want you to swallow my cum." I just looked at him. I was pretty sure he realized I had never done that before. I turned my eyes back to his cock, licked the end, and returned to looking up at him. I nodded my acceptance and retook his cock into my mouth.
When I finally felt his cock swell and pulse in my hand and mouth, I made sure to pull back enough that only the head was in my mouth as I aggressively pumped his cock with both hands. The first spurt shot to the back of my mouth and almost choked me. The volume and force were surprising. I gulped it down as he wanted but another large spurt followed it. Then, I was vigorously sucking cum leaking from it until it clearly finish. But, even then, I continued to suck and lick for another minute
When I pulled my mouth off, I wore a big smile as I looked up at him from my position on my knees. I had done it. I had not only sucked my first cock to climax, but I had thoroughly enjoyed it. I returned my lips to his cock. I kissed it and licked it. I kissed down the softening shaft to his balls. The feel of it in my hands, on my lips and tongue, and in my mouth was surprisingly powerful.
His hands were on my upper arms and tugging me up to stand. He raised my chin and kissed me deeply. I moaned into his mouth. I was half surprised he wanted to kiss me after having his cum in my mouth but he didn't even hesitate.
His fingers began unbuttoning my blouse as we kissed. My hands roamed over his impressive naked torso. With my blouse off and releasing my bra, he grasped my breast and began sucking and kissing my nipples. I shivered at the sensation of his actions. He released my breasts but continued sucking and nipping my nipples as he worked me out of my slacks. He kissed his way down my body to assist me in stepping out of them. He slipped a finger between my legs and pressed my panties against my pussy.
"You are very wet, Tessa. Your panties are soaked." He rubbed his finger along my pussy. My legs seemed to part on their own. His finger touched my clit and I shuddered. He smiled. I could hear it on his face even without him looking up. Then, he stripped the thin garment down my legs to my ankles and smoothly slid a finger into my pussy. I gasped. "I think someone needs to cum, too." He looked up and I was sure my eyes were pleading with him to fuck me. Yes, I was desperate for his big cock to fill me, again.
He guided me back to the bed. I crawled onto it and was sure he was about to drive his cock into my pussy when he spread my legs but instead he lowered his face into my crotch, his lips and tongue working over my drooling pussy and throbbing clit.
"Oh ... God ..." I exclaimed in surprise and pleasure. I tilted my hips to offer my pussy better to him with a stream of sighs and moans escaping my mouth. "I ... never ... nobody ... yessssssss ..." I thought I only needed his big cock stuffing my pussy and he managed to find another experience to give me. For the first time, I sucked cock to climax and swallowed cum; now he was reciprocating by giving me another first by eating my pussy.
I gripped the sheets of the bed as he tongued my slit and slipped one, then two, fingers into my hole. When his lips captured my clit and sucked hard on the erect nub, my hips rose off the bed and his teeth took hold and softly chewed. While he was nipping my clit, one of his fingers found my g-spot and I muttered an exclamation that I sensed was totally obscene but muffled by groans and panting. Neither nub, outside or inside, had been so stimulated in my life much less together. When I orgasmed, I anticipated relief but he continued with a third finger inside sawing in and out which released the stimulation on my g-spot and his teeth were replaced by his sucking lips on my clit. My orgasm didn't temper by the continued stimulation. My pussy clamped onto his thrusting fingers and my hips remained raised as if to press my erect clit further into his mouth.
When he finally stopped, he used his coated fingers to softly stroke my pussy on the outside, fingers on either side of my lips, and avoiding further contact with my clit. I raised my head weakly to gaze past my heaving breasts. His lower face was glistening with my juices
When he got his knees underneath him, I saw his hardened cock. With a wicked smile, "Hands and knees, Tessa. Time for a hard fuck."
I didn't utter a word in response. I tore my eyes from the cock pointed at me as if it had uttered the words. I weakly turned over and managed to get my knees under me but didn't bother with raising my upper body. I spread my knees wide and unconsciously checked off another first in positions for sex. My life has been so vanilla, I internally sighed.
Almost instantly, I felt the head of his cock slide along my wet, open slit. He slowly moved his cock from head to base along my pussy several times. Even this action brought moans from my still expectant body. When he pulled all the way back to press and penetrate with just the head, I gasped. When he smoothly pressed forward sliding inch after inch after inch deeper into my clasping, tight pussy, we both moaned and groaned.
"You have ... a tight pussy, Tessa," he exclaimed as he stroked deeper. "How many fucks will it take to loosen you, I wonder?"
He wants this to continue, too? It's not just me who wants this? My sex-fogged brain heard and reacted to his words but my mouth didn't form a response ... other than continued moaning and gasping.
He drove me to another orgasm and a pussy filled with his cum.
After, I was draped half on and half off him physically spent. My pelvis was pressed into his hip, one leg draped over his, my head on his chest as his hand lazily stroked my back from neck to butt.
* * * *
"How do they deep-throat?" I had to raise my mouth from his cock to ask the question that suddenly intrigued me. Every time I tried to get more of his cock into my mouth to my throat, the gag reflex kicked in.
He chuckled. "I have no idea. I've certainly never tried."
I returned my attention to his cock and wondered why I asked that. Why did I blurt that out to him? He's shown me some magnificent sex and I couldn't deny the desire I had for it to continue. But, where was this going? I already knew I didn't want another relationship. I had a great job which made me self-sufficient ... except in one way.
I moved to my knees and straddled his hips. I leaned down to kiss him. "Can we fuck, again?" I asked seriously.
He chuckled. "You know what to do."
His cock was hard. My diligent sucking had assured that. I stroked my used pussy over the length of the shaft. I knew what his words meant. We can fuck as long as I do the work. I was a professional, executive, and upper management at a big corporation. I knew when someone was applying for control and testing status within a new encounter. I sat down and the head entered my pussy and none of any of that mattered. Not then.
I fucked him with renewed energy, orgasmed, and was sure he would, too. Then he rolled us over to assume the missionary position and thrust deep and hard into me and very soon he did climax, shooting his cum into me, again.
God, I love his cock ... and everything he's been able to do with it for me.
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CHAPTER 3: NO STRINGS PLEASURE
Halfway through the next week, I wanted to call Travis, again. Two glorious nights he had fucked me. Here I was again wanting more. I never imagined a cock could feel that way. That one could be so big! I spent more than a few hours on the internet at women's informational advice sites curious about positions ... and sucking cock. Watching clips to see positions and what sex can be like only made my need for his cock that much more powerful. Not to mention the discussions about deep-throating cock. It's real. Who knew? Certainly not me. Now I wanted to try that, too.
What was this all about, though? What did I expect from this? What did HE expect from this? WHY was this happening? Thinking about it all just reaffirmed my lack of interest in a serious relationship leading to marriage. I was good with my career. I was happy and challenged in my career. I did, though, recognize a substantial void in my life. A void that was surprising while very powerful. I really ... REALLY ... enjoyed and wanted sex with someone like Travis. Travis. Someone considerate and attentive. Someone, undeniably, with a big cock. Someone who could fuck my brains out. That's Travis. Again ... how does this work?
* * * *
"Travis?" I decided to take action myself and stop fussing about it. I called him. "We need to talk."
"Talk?" I could hear the nervousness in his voice. "Oh oh ... listen, Tessa ... if this is you not wanting ..."
"No ... God, no," I exclaimed in interruption. "Please, we just need to talk." I gave him my address and we quickly agreed on a day and time.
* * * *
I paced nervously in the living room as the appointed time crept closer. In my mind, it seemed important to have him come to my home, my home turf. I was dressed in jeans and an old Dolphins t-shirt. Despite the blatant nature of the subject matter I need us to discuss, I wanted my appearance to be neutral.
When the front doorbell initiated its chime sequence, I visibly flinched. I greeted him at the door. He commented on the house while inspecting what he could see from the foyer. No familiar hug. Certainly, no passionate kiss. I held the door open for him, closed it behind him, and led him into the living room. I indicated the loveseat for him and took a nearby chair for myself. Separated. I needed a message of control for what I wanted to clarify.
"What's going on, Tessa?" he began as he settled. "If this is about wanting to stop ..."
I held up my hand to stop him and he did. "I don't want to stop, Travis. You're amazing. You've led me to experiences I never imagined and I find myself wanting more of the same and more experiences beyond those. What I don't want is misunderstandings, disappointment, or someone being hurt. I also don't want to feel selfish." He opened his mouth and I, again, held up my hand. "Let me finish. I have to get this out while I have the courage." He nodded and settled back, crossing one ankle over the knee of the other. Even trying to appear relaxed and patient, he still appeared to me as an imposing presence in my living room. The pullover shirt with his gym logo fit well on his well-developed chest.
I started, again. "I want us to understand each other." He nodded. I talked about my job and how satisfying, fulfilling, challenging, and important it was to me. I told him how I was afraid of that being threatened. I confessed how much of a void I had been suppressing without knowing that I was. A void I came to recognize because of him. A void I wanted to be filled.
"But, Travis," I took a breath, "what I learned from my divorce is I don't want another relationship, at least in the foreseeable future. I was tremendously hurt by that and I don't want to subject myself to that, again. Not now, anyway." I watched his facial expression and body for reaction. My profession had trained me to be aware of slight tells in a person. The only tell I could see was a slight curling of his mouth upward, his eyes still holding me. That restrained smile bothered me. What did it mean? Did it indicate an excuse he needed to end it himself?
He dropped his eyes to the floor between us. He was obviously thinking and, despite his efforts, the smile grew. "Travis ... what does that smile mean?"
"Sorry, Tessa." The next pause killed me. My heart dropped like a rock. Was he ending it just like that? It was always a risk, but ... "I was balancing your comments and concerns with my own." He shifted his weight forward until his forearms were pressed onto his knees. "We're in amazing sync, Tessa. There has been something about you, maybe your unabashed excitement to experience what is new to you, that has been extremely arousing and exciting for me and has me as excited to be with you as you seem to want to be with me. But," his eyes focused like lasers on mine, "our unique gym model is at the point that it looks like it will take off and we can expand to new locations. Like you, I'm reluctant to want a romance that might divert me."
My heart began to swell with hope and expectation. "So ...?"
"You want to continue to experience what we've been doing." I nodded. "And more." I nodded with more enthusiasm. His smile grew. His eyes moved over my body. Just that excited me. "No strings, then." I nodded with a growing smile. "We explore sex in widening forms without relationship complications." I was nodding, yes. "What you're wanting is for me to direct you?"
My eyebrows scrunched and my head changed direction in shaking. "No," I firmly stated. "If you mean that I blindly obey, no. I am definitely not a submission personality, Travis. Guide me, yes. I've trusted you, Travis. As long as I do, as long as you show me I can trust you to keep me safe, not be hurt, or my other life threatened, I will follow your lead. But I can't give up control. It just isn't me."
He leaned back wearing a big smile. "Good," he responded. "Good. I respect that you know what you want and you want to protect what is important to you." He was studying me. He was deciding something. I hadn't realized how anxious I was to know the outcome of this. I had moved to the edge of the chair I sat on. "Where would this go, Tessa? How far would this go?"
I gazed back at him intently. "That's the thing, isn't it? I'm the neophyte. I don't know what there is. I don't know where it might go. As long as there is trust, I'll want to consider anything."
I watched him relax on the couch wearing a growing smile. "Stand up, Tessa," he suddenly said. I did it quickly. "Strip." Excitedly, I began pulling off my clothes. I had pushed my jeans down and stepped one foot out of them when he spoke, again. "That's why this has been so exciting for me." I paused, naked except for my small panties and one foot still tangled in my jeans. "An otherwise controlled, confident, and very attractive woman desiring to unleash herself in the exploration of erotic discovery." I matched his smile. He understood.
I pulled my foot from my jeans and kicked them to the side. He watched me as I pushed my panties off my hips and let them fall to the floor. I stood completely naked in my living room before this handsome, exciting black man who was accepting the role of leading me into new and exciting sexual experiences. A shiver coursed through me, my nipples instantly hardened, and my pussy flooded in anticipation.
I stood before him anxious and very aroused. I had willingly and eagerly gotten naked for him. I had never been naked in the house except in the bedroom suite. Now, I stood naked in the living room because this exciting man desired it. Our eyes were locked on each other and for a moment I didn't notice anything else. Then, I caught the movement lower. He was undoing his belt, and zipper, and pushing his slacks and underwear lower. My eyes fixed on his exposed cock, I knelt at his knees and began loving it with my tongue, lips, and mouth.
I was lost in the action. It was only a fleeting recognition, one that I would explore more thoughtfully later, but this wasn't sucking cock, this was LOVING his cock. I was only in the moment with my mouth on it. Would he stop me once he was ready to fuck me? Or, would he let me taste his cum, again? Another recognition came to me: I wanted his cum and whether it was in my pussy or mouth, it was equally desirable.
When I felt a tap on my cheek, it took a moment for my brain to push past the devotional attitude of his cock on my tongue and moving through my lips. I pulled back so only the bulbous head remained in my mouth and raised my eyes to his face. I could read the lustful need there and immediately knew the answer to my musing: he wanted to cum in my pussy.
I pulled my mouth off and assisted him in stripping. He remained slouched on the couch, his big black cock all but calling to me to mount. Without hesitation or consideration, that was my immediate move. I started placing my knees on either side of his hips when he stopped me. Confused in my sex-fogged brain, I merely followed his gentle touch to turn me so my butt was toward him. Another new experience I would learn to call reverse cowgirl.
I shuffled back until my calves touched the couch with my legs on either side of his. I bent over and crouched back, reaching to find the cock he held up. I took it from him and moved the head over my lowering pussy, located my dripping hole, and inched down over it. Again, like always, I gasped at the penetration and each inch more that I took inside me by rising and lowering. Already feeling the fullness of his cock, I peeked underneath and smiled. I only had half of his fuck shaft inside me. I had been inching down but I knew I could take all of it so I rose up slightly and relaxed the tension in my legs, falling down the rest of his shaft and smacking against his thighs.
"Shit," he exclaimed. "Oh ... fuck ... you wench!"
I felt like smiling that my action had elicited such a response from him, the man I was now thinking of as my sexual guru and guide. But I was well aware a smile couldn't form on a mouth firmly formed in a wide 'O' emitting similar gasping, groaning, and mumbling expletives. I was bottomed out, and his cock head bumped against the top of my vaginal sleeve while glancing off my cervix.
I rested on his thighs for a few moments as I shuddered in response, my pussy responding by clasping around the cock. I rotated my pelvis over his cock slowly as his hands reached around me to tweak my hard and sensitive nipples.
"Fuck, Tessa," he uttered, "I damn near came with that."
I shift my hands to his knees for support and slowly lifted my pussy up the shaft.
"Me, too," I giggled.
I began moving up and down on his cock slowly. The feeling of my pussy clasping around his cock caused me to consider repeating it on purpose. As I raised, I concentrated on squeezing my pussy. It wasn't as if I wasn't already tightly filled with cock but the action still seemed to be noticeable to Travis.
"Damn, that feels good," he softly encouraged. "I thought ... you weren't experienced ..."
I increased my speed just a little. "It just occurred to me ... that I might ... be able to control ... my pussy muscles ... too." A long moan escaped my mouth. "Oooooo ... fuckkkk ... you feel ... soooooo good."
In time, my orgasm was rising quickly and I could feel his cock pulsing and twitching inside. I felt him shift forward, one hand taking a breast and pinching the nipple, the other hand rubbing and pinching my clit. OH ... FUCK! This was amazing. That was the last thought I was aware of. My brain shut down though my body continued. My orgasm crashed over me but we continued to fuck. He exploded inside me, cum filling whatever void existed and leaking out around his thrusting cock as his hands must have been moving my body up and down to continue the fuck.
I collapsed against his front when thought began to return. I had been conscious but blank, my body responding to continued aftershocks of orgasmic responses. His hands and fingers gently caressed my naked body, his cock while softening was still embedded in my pussy. I covered his hand caressing my lower belly and eased it down to my stuffed pussy. My fingers moved off his hand to lightly stroke his cock while his fingers teased my clit.
"I don't understand," I slowly confessed. "This is all so wonderful and thrilling and consuming. I feel so wanton but it feels so good. You feel so good." I reached further down to his balls and back up along his cock to my pussy lips encasing the rest of his softening cock. "I don't understand why I am feeling this way so intensely, almost desperately."
His face moved my long hair out of the way to softly kiss my neck and shoulders. "I'm no expert, Tessa. Your responsiveness does seem intense and surprising to me, too." His lips brushed over my neck to send shivers of renewing arousal over me. When I felt his cock move inside me, I knew I wasn't the only one responding. "To venture a guess: a long-suppressed desire and need is being released. Your bold decision to escape what you perceived to be proper and expected has released something, exposed something that has, perhaps, been latent inside you for a long time."
The light caressing we had been giving each other had changed. Suddenly, we were stimulating each other. My pussy was clasping around his slowly expanding cock. His fingers weren't caressing my nipples but twisting and pulling. I moved my hips to feel his cock more inside me.
He sighed. "Whatever is happening within you, Tessa is having an intense impact on me." He pressed hard on my clit and my hips jerk in response. "I keep thinking of things we can experiment in, things you can experience."
I suddenly broke away from his touching and stood, his now mostly hard cock slipping out of my pussy and slapping against his abdomen. He began uttering a protest but stopped when he saw I was turning to face him and straddle his hips. I retook his cock and dropped down over the length. While filling me wonderfully, my cum-filled and aroused pussy easily took his entire length without pause.
I covered his mouth with mine, lust pouring out of me into the most passionate and aggressive kiss of my life. All the while my hips moved up and down on his cock with equal aggressiveness. After our recent fucking, we both were able to prolong this fucking but rather than moving to another position I remained on top of him and did most of the fucking. My breasts bounced on my chest and he periodically captured one to lock his lips around a nipple. Other times he snaked a finger underneath me to add impact to my clit.
After another orgasm and another large load of cum in my pussy, a lay against his chest purring ... or as close to it as I was able. It was a moment, a state of being, that I never wanted his cock out of my pussy. It was a feeling I had never felt, much less imagined.
Eventually, we had to part. His cock completely softened after his second climax and slowly dropped out of my pussy despite it clenching around it to prevent its escape. I leaned back slightly to gaze at this man who was able to excite me so thoroughly. I found a smile on his face.
"What?" I asked with a tilt of my head.
"You," he said. "You're amazing. Your inexperience with all of this was evident in our earlier meetings and it was fun for me to be a part of your exploration. Then, you made a decision about how much you wanted this, what it meant to you, and what you want to do about it. Now, here you are taking a measure of initiative and it's wonderful to see. And to feel." He lightly caressed a breast and looked back up at me. "We're going to have a lot of fun, Tessa."
I smiled and kissed him, again. When I broke it, I stood up and held out my hand. He took it and followed me to the kitchen where I opened the refrigerator for two beers. I led him to the sliding door in the family room leading to the patio outside. I took a deep breath, scanned the edges of the yard, and slid the door back. Naked, I took a step outside while carefully scanning sight lines.
Seated at the patio table under the slatted covering over that part of the patio, Travis commented after a long pull on the beer, "Nice yard." I glanced at him. He was watching intently. "Since you said you are rarely naked outside the bedroom, this is a big push for you."
I nodded, my eyes still searching. "I don't know why but all of a sudden I wanted to do this." I wasn't relaxed. My eyes searched over the 6-foot privacy fence surrounding my yard. Several homes, like mine, were 2-story. The trees seemed to be blocking any views into this section of the yard, though.
"Exciting, isn't it?"
"What?" I replied, still preoccupied.
"Exhibitionism." I turned my full attention to him. My eyes took in his relaxed posture: his strong body and flaccid cock between his thighs. "That's what you wanted to experience. Naked outside even when basically protected must seem hugely risque." His eyes dropped to my breasts. "By the look of your nipples, this is quite exciting."
I glanced down and smiled. I was nodding. "Yes," I admitted. "Very." I studied his calm attitude. "I like everything we've done, Travis. I want to experience so much but ... I have to be careful."
"Your neighbors and your job," he clarified.
I nodded and tried to be half as relaxed as he seemed to be. A light breeze crossed the patio and brought warm, moist air over my naked body. Oooohhh, this felt so wickedly good.
I stood with him at the front door as he prepared to leave. I was still naked. Though the outside of my body was clean from our shared shower ... and fuck ... I could still feel the copious amount of cum he had deposited in my pussy. We kissed lustfully despite the many orgasms we shared. Our lingering passion and lust also served to confirm a mutual commitment to what lay ahead of us. No-strings sex.
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CHAPTER 4: TRAINING PLEASURES
The next few weeks after coming to an understanding about what we were doing (basically, fucking with no expectation strings beyond the physical) continued to be Friday or Saturday nights. We might be at my place or his but it was always just for hours in the evening and the other going home. Beyond the freely given sex, we were learning more and more about each other.
As the next weekend approached, Travis convinced me to take another step and spend the night with him. He wanted me to arrive mid-afternoon on Saturday with a small bag with whatever I might need for the night and something to wear if we went out. Despite all the meetings to simply fuck, this felt like a decision to be made. He assured me, though, there was nothing behind his thinking besides more time to relax and enjoy each other.
His suggestion had the desired effect and like all of his suggestions so far I accepted it without much consideration. I was fully aware of that, too. It wasn't a matter of giving him control or my losing control but that he was careful in how he presented ideas so I felt comfortable enough to accept any risk with my growing trust in him.
My bag was on the floor inside his front door where I dropped it upon entering his house and my clothes were piled on a chair in the family room where I had discarded them soon after. We had fucked with me bent over the back of the couch and we were sprawled out on the couch with me casually sucking cock. For whatever reason, I still found it intriguing to see my light skin against his dark skin. In this case, it was my hand lightly stroking his semi-hard cock while I mouthed the head. His hand softly caressed my head and sometimes roamed down my naked body.
"I think you should try my gym," he said out of nowhere.
"Hmmm?" I had been in a place without thought or concern. It was amazing how content I could be just casually toying with his cock.
"You said you belong to that big fitness club on the other side of the city and you hardly ever use it." He wasn't trying to sell me on his gym, was he? "Sorry," he continued as if he read my mind and question. "I'm not pushing but ... well, you explained it was not convenient after work. My gym is basically on your way home." He stroked the side of my breast. "You still have a great body." He better not say for my age, I thought. "Some regular, maybe two or three times a week, resistance work could have a real effect."
I raised my head off his cock and turned enough to look up at him. My hand remained on his cock. Where was this coming from, I wondered as I just looked at him. He seemed to become a little nervous and my response was to just look at him. Maybe I had that look I use in the office that quietly challenged.
"I was thinking about exhibitionism," he quickly added. "You seemed excited by that moment on your patio. I was just thinking it could be fun to do more at safe locations where nobody might know us. I was also thinking you might feel more confident if ..." His words dwindled to nothing and I sensed he gave up trying as he considered he was talking himself into a hole he couldn't get out of.
I scooched up to sit across his lap. I took his hand and put it on my breast. It immediately squeezed. I put my head on his shoulder. "I think you're right," I said. "I joined the big club because I could afford it and I did want to be in better shape. But, you are right about it not being convenient." I snuggled into him, wiggled my butt against his cock, and kissed the side of his face. "Do you suppose there might be someone there I could get some pointers from to help me?"
He turned his head to see my eyes and I moved my head slightly and batted my eyelashes. "You're teasing me."
"Yes," I admitted as I pressed my breast into his chest. "But I also like the idea. I think it would be very erotic to spend time 'innocently' with the guy who fucks my brains out."
He chuckled. "I'll set you up with some guest passes to try it out." He shifted forward with his arms underneath me and stood up. God, I love his strength and size! "Speaking of fucking your brains out ... I hear my bed calling." With my arms around his neck, I pulled into him tighter as he carried me down the hall. This was exactly what I was wanting: essentially being freely used when I was with him.
He was true to his word. He fucked me through several positions from missionary to cowgirl to doggy. When he finally emptied his cum into my pussy from behind, it was my second orgasm to his one. After a short recovery (short only because that was all he allowed), he pulled me into the shower with him, then we redressed. Going out to get something to eat, he said. That wasn't where we immediately went, however. He pulled his car into a strip mall. I scanned the shops wondering which one he was interested in. One had my heart racing, Claire's Intimates.
When he threw the car into park, I released my seat belt but noticed he didn't. I was about to ask what we were doing when he said, "There are two things we should focus on next." I just looked at him. "Deep throat and anal," he continued.
I shifted in the seat to face him. "Wait ... you think I can deep throat you? And, a double... wait ... you want to fuck my ass?" He didn't respond, just looked at me. "Travis, your cock is so big. Besides, what would this store have to help? I mean a new bra and pantie set isn't ..."
He stopped me by interrupting, "I check the website. Their intimate items aren't only clothing related."
"But ..." I tried to continue my objection.
"I am sure they are very helpful inside."
I shook my head and pulled on the door handle but he remained behind the steering wheel. "Aren't you coming?" I beseeched. He shook his head.
I took a breath, shook my head, and got out of the car. I looked at the storefront and shook my head, again. I entered the store and found exactly what I was expecting. Wall displays of lacy bras, panties, and thongs. Shelves of stockings. Racks of negligees. But at the back of the store, I saw a display that nearly had me uttering, "Ah ha" to myself. As I approached the display, a woman about my age came out of a room further back. She turned out to be Claire.
"And how can I help you?" she asked after our introductions.
"I'm ... well ... I'm interested ... well, not be as much as ..." I stammered. But since my eyes were fixed on the erotic items of butt plugs, dildos, and vibrators, she had a good idea of what I was stammering about. Heck, some of the items I couldn't imagine how they would be used. God, I've been so innocent.
I saw her glance down at my hand and not seeing a wedding ring she guessed correctly. "Is this your interest or your lover's?" It seemed like a forward thing to say except I was staring at a display of sex toys.
"Ummmm ... his actually but ..."
She smiled pleasantly. "You're not sure about this are you?" she tried to inquire gently. I shook my head. I was sure I was blushing profusely. "It's okay. That's the way a lot of women come in here. In fact, it's why I started carrying the toys. The sexy clothes seem to lead to more, don't you think?" I nodded and felt like a schoolgirl. She touched my shoulder lightly. "Why don't you just tell me what you want and maybe I can help you choose the right one."
I got into the car with a large bag and my heart racing. "God ... I can't believe I did that." Travis was silent, his head turned to watch me as I fastened my seat belt. Perhaps he was thinking that anything he said might interfere. He would have been right. "She was very helpful. Very helpful. She managed to get me to tell her what I wanted to achieve with the toys." I pulled my eyes from my clenched hands in my lap to peek at him. "She got me to explain that I wanted a dildo to practice deepthroat and open my ass for anal. It felt like I was standing naked in the store. My God, Travis, what are you doing to me?"
"But you did it. I'm proud of you. By the looks of the bag, you got more than I was expecting."
With continued arousal and excitement and now his affirmation, I pulled the bag from the floor of the car to eagerly show him my purchases. Purchases meant to comply with his desire to take me to another level or two of experience. All of them were in plastic wrap, of course. I searched for the long dildo.
"This is for my throat," as I held it out for him to see. "When I told her how long you were, she suggested this one. She didn't think thickness was as important as length but she did think the flexible one was better for practice." I didn't look at Travis. I couldn't. It was embarrassing enough that I went into that shop for sex toys and exposed myself so completely with my expressed desires to a stranger. "When it came to thickness, though, for my ass she had me get two plugs: this small one just to get used to something being in there; this larger one for more opening." I had a small pile of toys in my lap but there was still one more. I pulled it out. "She was impressed, Travis." I took a tentative glance his way. I was blushing profusely, again. How could I have had such a conversation with her? "When I said you were thick, she pointed at one, but I shook my head and pointed at this one. At first, she just mumbled, 'wow'. Then she suggested, after getting used to the plugs, that I practice with this some, and I quote, 'before he tries ramming his beast into you'." Of course, at the bottom of the bag was a tube of 'intimate' lubrication.
"How do you feel now?" he asked, pressing the issue of the experience.
"Like I want to fuck you right here. As I said, it was like being stripped naked but still clothed," I confessed. I squirmed in my seat. "Maybe we should just go back to your place."
He shook his head and started the car. "No ... no, we'll have something to eat and let your body simmer for a while." Before he backed up, he looked at me. "Exciting, huh?"
"Like you wouldn't believe," I responded.
Then he shocked me. He leaned over, nudged my knees apart, and slipped his hand between my thighs. My dress had risen to past mid-thigh. I felt his fingers slide over my pussy. He hadn't wanted me to wear panties and now he was stroking my bare pussy in the parking lot. He pulled his fingers out and lewdly sucked his fingers. He just smiled at me as he began backing away from the curb.
When we finally returned to his place, we managed to get to his bedroom before he ravaged my body, but our clothes were discarded from the entry down the hallway. We fucked twice and I needed both of them. The first was on my back with my ankles on his shoulders as he pounded into my pussy. It was forceful. It was hard. It was dominating. It was magnificent as his cock thrust deep into my pussy to bounce off my cervix to the top of my extending sleeve. After all the buildup, it was one of the best of many best orgasms.
The second was after a prolonged cleaning and sucking of his cock. I rode him. This was slower and more teasing for both of us. I used my developing pussy muscles to clamp around him as I rose on his shaft. We spent time kissing as my hips moved up and down, changing to rotating and shifting forward and back. He would kiss and suck my nipples and gently stimulate my clit. We managed to time it perfectly, his cum spurting into my pussy as my orgasm washed his cock with my flowing juice.
My comfort with what we were doing was evident to me when I began sucking his cock in the morning while he slept. I paid attention to his breathing as I sucked and felt his cock lengthen and harden. When he woke, I was lost in the feeling of his cock in my mouth and fingers. His hand gently caressing my hair brought a smile to my mouth around his cock head. I left his cock for only a moment as I moved up to kiss him and wish him a good morning before returning to his cock. Then, with him awake, I increased my effort and was rewarded with a mouthful of his cum which quickly went down my throat.
After showering together, he suggested I remain naked even though he put on boxers. It felt wicked and erotic to spend the day with him like that. I cooked breakfast, cleaned the kitchen, and relaxed with him. All while naked and very much aware that I was. He was either watching me or touching me it seemed. Before I left, I had sucked out more of his cum and fucked him in bed.
All the way back home that afternoon I mulled over what it was that had me feeling so free and released. It wasn't just the sex. Travis and I had met for just sex several times by then. This was different and I realized it was being together AND the sex. My life before and my executive job required being tightly controlled and predictable. My job still was. As the head of Human Resources for the corporation, I established and represented the standard for proper behavior, presentation, and reputation. What I had just experienced was a complete release from that. We relaxed, interacted, laughed, and even simply read separately. But, with all that, I was freely used by him when he desired it. I loved it!
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CHAPTER 5: ADDICTIVE PLEASURES
All my life I set goals seriously. I had always refused to take on a task or responsibility in a half-assed manner. When I got married, I committed myself to that even though it turned out my ex apparently hadn't. Dedication to my job was the way I quickly rose to be Vice President at 38. So when Travis set the goal of performing deep-throat and fucking my ass, I accepted both as worthy new goals and experiences.
Every night after work included time for my throat and ass. Opening my ass was a matter of pushing past the initial pain of stretching and the discomfort of the plug being inside, especially when it was the larger plug. My throat was a different matter. My throat was almost a psychological barrier to break through first. I read women's forums and guidelines on the internet about deep-throating. Women who had conquered it provided encouragement and helpful hints to suppress the gag reflex and to breathe while fucking a cock in the throat which turned out to be a matter of moving the cock head past the nasal passage to fully throat the cock but then pulling back to allow air through the nasal passage without fully removing the cock. It took a lot of practice and the flexible dildo was perfect, as the woman had suggested.
The ass was surprisingly pliable with the plug once it was in. I found that mid-week I could have the small plug inserted at work for short times without showing any discomfort. It was obscene when I had it inside my ass and I was unexpectedly called to the CEO's office for a conference.
The real issue with anal was the sphincter. The sphincter is a tight muscle designed not to open until it needed to but also designed to close back after it opened. The repeated opening doesn't loosen it, it just allows it to open easier with less resistance. After about two weeks, I was using the dildo. I thought I was ready for Travis, though I felt his thickness would still be a challenge. Challenges were what I excelled at, though.
In the meantime, I also gave Travis's gym a try and ended up switching from the big club to his smaller gym. One of the things I liked about his gym was the comfortable feel about it where the trainers were allowed to offer free suggestions to use the equipment safely and more effectively. It was also fun to see Travis in his professional world. Everything about him impressed me.
* * * *
"Hey, Ms. Vice President," he answered my call.
"Stop it." It was a tease and I knew it. It was one of the differences in our relationship. There was none of the nervousness of offending a possible romantic partner.
"How about 'sexy', then?" he came back quickly with a chuckle.
"Much better," I giggled. "What does your weekend look like? Got time to service a needy friend?" Our situation didn't require beating around any bushes.
"I'm scheduled at work from 8:00 to 3:00 on Saturday. I'm open on Sunday, though."
"How about after work on Saturday and into Sunday? Come here this time? I'll even feed you." Before he could respond, I added, "And, I think I'm ready, Travis."
"Both?"
"Ah ha... I think."
* * * *
The doorbell chimed a little before 4:00 PM. When I opened the front door after peeking out first, I was greeted with, "Damn!"
I stood in front of him in the open door with my arms out to the sides, "You said you like me naked."
"Damn!"
I smiled as I stepped back to let him in with his small duffle. That response was very acceptable. I had a high protein, nutritious stew slow cooking but first things first. I pulled him up the stairs to my bedroom suite. The bed coverlet was already pulled down and a tube of intimate lubrication was centered there. He noticed, gave my bare butt a pat, dropped his duffle next to the door, and began stripping off his pullover shirt. I began with his belt.
"What do you want, first?" I asked. I felt my body flush, my face getting warm, certainly turning color, my nipples hardening, and my pussy flooding. I was offering him sex that now included trying deep-throat and anal.
He reached out to tweak both my nipples before sliding a hand down to stroke my wet pussy. He took me in his arms, hugged me tight as he devoured my mouth, and pulled me off my feet. His cock began hardening against my stomach. It had been two weeks since we had been together. I didn't know if that meant two weeks since he had fucked at all but it was for me.
I wrapped my arms around his neck and pulled up for better kissing and he shifted his hands to my butt to lift me. I wrapped my legs around his waist, his hardening shaft against my pussy. I gasped at the feel of him there as our tongues did their dance of passion.
He never answered me as to what he wanted. Not verbally, anyway. He walked me to the bed and managed to hold me as he crawled onto the center where he laid me on my back. I released only my legs to splay them out to the sides. He shifted enough for his hard cock to drop over my pussy and prod against it. He poked with his cock without using his hands until the right moment when the head met with less impact and parted my needy hole.
I gasped and moaned as his cock began the process of filling my pussy. "OH... GOD..." I exclaimed. "I missed you," I said as I crushed his mouth with mine and tilted my pelvis to accept his steady push into me.
"My cock, you mean?" he questioned.
"Your cock... hmmmm... yes. I'm not ashamed... mmmm... to admit that... I love your cock." I pulled back to look into his eyes, a moan escaping my lips as he pulled back halfway before thrusting back in. "I missed you... ugh mmmm... you, Travis... you make me feel... feel free and desired."
He looked down at me. His cock never stopping to move. His face changed before he asked, "Hard or easy?"
I reached my head up to kiss him intensely. "Hard. I want to explode."
He did, too. He thrust his hard, long, thick cock into me with power and to full depth. My orgasm shook me but I still felt the power of his climax as his seed shot into me in long spurts.
He lay partially on top of me as we fought to recover. Both our bodies were glistening with perspiration. The temperature outside was comfortable which allowed me to open the windows and the gentle breeze coming in had the ever-present humidity with it.
He raised up on an elbow, his cock finally slipping from my pussy. "Did I smell something cooking?" he asked.
"In the slow cooker. Don't worry about time. It'll be ready whenever we get there."
He smiled and sucked on a nipple as his fingers played in my cum-filled pussy. "Good, I want to try out your ass," he said with confidence as if it was a natural thing.
I immediately pushed him onto his back and slithered down his body to his flaccid cock. I began licking and sucking his dark cock. That could have been an opportunity to test deep-throat, too. I decided it was best to attempt one thing at a time. Though I had managed the toys, the idea of his big cock still caused me trepidation.
As much as the idea of anal gave me pause, it seemed to be providing him with excitement given how quickly I had a hard cock in my hands and mouth. I pulled my mouth from his cock, kissed the head, and reached across his body to grasp the forgotten tube of lubrication. I sat on my heels next to him, the tube in my hands looking sheepish.
He rose to his knees, took the tube from me, and directed me to my hands and knees. I did... and waited. Nothing happened for a moment so I looked back over my shoulder to see him applying lube to his cock. I then felt a glob of lube spread over my asshole, then more pressed inside with his finger. I sighed at the penetration and moaned when one finger became two and he twisted them in that hole.
He leaned over me with his long cock along my pussy. He kissed my back, teased a nipple, and whispered in my ear. "Thank you," he whispered.
I shivered. "We haven't done it, yet," I tried to deflect.
"No," he replied softly, "you've already given me a wonderful fuck and you're willing to try this. Remember, you can always say, stop."
I nodded but I knew I would never be uttering that word. Regardless of how it might feel this time, I wanted to give this to him. I wondered if he knew that was now part of me already. Bracing myself with one hand, I used the other to pull one ass cheek to the side. "Fuck me, Travis. Be as gentle as you can, but fuck me."
I felt one of his hands pull my other cheek to the other side to expose my tight opening. The next thing I felt was the head of his cock. I breathed slowly as they said for relaxation, reminding myself of the plugs and dildo I had already been using. For whatever reason, the pressure he applied to my asshole seemed different. I tensed which only made the resistance stronger. Again, I breathed and gently added my own push back against him. I felt the sphincter opening but when the head began pressing in, I gasped at the feeling of stretching. When the head popped inside past the tight ring, I groaned and uttered, "FUCK... ohhhh... oh fuck..."
He leaned over me, again. He fondled a breast and kissed my upper back and neck. "Are you okay, Tessa?" His voice was soft and caring. "I'll wait for you to relax."
He knew what was needed. This wasn't his first anal. Probably none of this was a first for him. That was what made it all perfect, probably. He knew so he could show me, lead me, and teach me. It was only a few moments before I was pushing back against him and that was his signal. He pressed deeper into me, pulled back, and pressed deeper, repeating it until I felt his hips and thighs against mine and I knew he was completely inside me. All that cock deep in my ass. God, it felt like he was in my stomach.
He was quiet, unmoving inside me. He was waiting, giving me time. I didn't need it. I didn't want it. As much as his cock felt consuming in my pussy, it felt more so in my ass. I had to experience it all so I moved. I pulled away and pressed back hard on his pole. From that action, he took over. His hands held my hips as he pulled back... and back until only the head could still be inside. He paused and I tensed for the thrust. The tension wasn't anticipating pain or nerves, though. I tensed in anticipation of the stimulating fullness of his cock fucking me. A surprising element of using the toys was discovering the nerve ending in the anus which gave me pleasure. This wasn't a dead-feeling action for him to get off. This was another anticipated mutual orgasmic experience.
My orgasm was rising. I squeezed with my anal muscles for the same effect I used my pussy muscles and I think the anal muscles were even stronger. He was moaning right with me. When he reached around me to take my clit between his fingers, I cried out and thrust my hips back against his thrust. It was a beautiful orgasm as he held me tightly to his body, his cock jerking and spewing in my anal cavity. I collapsed to my elbows, taking much of his weight on top of me as my body quaked and my asshole and pussy spasmed.
Before heading downstairs to eat, I grabbed a towel from the bathroom. I was leaking cum from both holes.
* * * *
We were streaming a movie in the family room. We hadn't bothered getting dressed. We both knew what would happen again shortly at some point. He was slouched on the sofa and I was positioned lying next to him in such a way that my head was in his lap facing the flat-screen TV on the opposite wall. I had been stroking his cock while he had been fondling my breasts and tweaking my nipples. His hardened cock was in my face so a small move on my part put my lips and tongue on the head.
It wasn't long before I shifted more to take his cock into my mouth while only occasionally looking at the TV. I'd lost interest in the movie. It wasn't that the movie wasn't good. It was expected to be in the running to reap awards at those events. More, I had a hard, big cock before me and that altered my interest completely.
Soon, I had shifted my body to my knees next to him and I knew I had his interest more in what I was doing than the movie. Smart man. I had decided it was time. I sucked his cock, and licked it up and down, basically making sure his cock was well-lubricated with my saliva. Once satisfied, I pushed my mouth down his cock to the back of my mouth and the entrance to my throat. I pulled back, breathed around the head, and pushed down further. I felt the gag reflex, stopped, calmed, and pushed past it. I began doing everything I had learned with the dildo, slowly working my mouth and throat further down his cock. Down and up, over and over. I pulled my mouth completely off gasping and wiping my mouth with the back of my hand.
"Damn, Tessa, you almost had it, amazing!" he exclaimed. He held up his thumb and index finger indicating about 2 inches.
Just 2 more inches? I can do 2 more inches I tried to convince myself. Positive attitude, right? I settled myself, breathed calmingly, and began, again. Down, up... down, up. Breathing through my nose each time I cleared the nasal passage as my mouth worked steadily down his cock. My throat stretched and filled as I pushed down and down. I was back in a zone of concentration and effort. My eyes closed, and my mind focused on relaxing and breathing as I moved down the shaft, feeling the head inching deeper.
It was a surprise, in my concentration when my nose bumped into something. My eyes opened and I saw black skin inches in front. I was down to the base and at that moment I remained deeply embedded on his cock as I marveled at succeeding at taking all of his wonderful cock down my throat. My throat flexed on his cock and I held him groaning, his hand lightly on the back of my head, not holding me or pressing but simply touching. I was beginning to need air when I felt the shaft flex and pulse, swelling inside my throat. Maybe someday, I thought, but not today. I pulled back, his cock slowly receding from my throat as my head lifted. I gasped for air with the head in my mouth as the first spurt splashed against the back of my mouth, filling it, and requiring a quick gulp before the next expected stream of cum.
I sucked the head to draw out any additional cum left inside. I mused about his cock deep in my throat when I felt the pulse. What would it be like to have him cum while my lips were at the base of his cock? The timing would have to be perfect to assure I had the air to take all of it before choking. Is such a thing possible? I was pulled from those lusty thoughts.
"Tessa... fuck... you are... amazing!"
I lifted my mouth off his cock and shifted to face him, a huge smile on my face. He had a much softer smile of wonder on his face as he seemed to study my face as one of his hands softly, tenderly brushed my cheek and across my lips. I was sure none of his cum had escaped my mouth so the action was merely tender.
He slowly shook his head from side to side. "That's never been done before. Not on me."
"Others have tried?" I asked amazed at what he was suggesting. He nodded.
He pulled my head to his chest. I could feel and hear the rapid beat of his heart against my ear. "My God, Tessa," he exclaimed. He held me close and softly stroked my body. "What are you capable of?"
Pressed against him, the question bounced around in my brain. What was I capable of? On a whim to shake up my post-disappointing marriage, I allowed myself to experience a stranger. That stranger, this man, had shaken my entire perception of what sex could be. His big cock had taken me to nirvana with each new experience: the first fuck; multiple positions I might have only heard reference to; sucking cock; and finally anal and deep-throat. All of it happened without force or manipulation or coercion. All of it happened because he had shown me how exciting it could be on each step. All of it had happened with my willing and excited anticipation.
I lifted my head from his body and brushed his chest with soft kisses. I pulled back to look into his face. I felt tentative, unsure about how much I wanted to verbalize. I kissed his chin. He must have felt it in me. He asked what I was thinking. I kissed each nipple on his hard, muscled chest.
"You've changed me, Travis." He remained silent. I quickly glanced at his face. He was watching me but it was clear he wasn't about to interrupt my thoughts. "I was looking for a moment of excitement when I met you that night. It might have been the disappointment in my life. It might have been revenge against my ex. Whatever it was I thought it was going to be a moment." I glanced back up. He was intently watching, a hint of concern maybe about where this was going. But he wisely remained silent. I buried my face in his chest. I couldn't see his reaction. This was supposed to be a no-strings, no-emotional-demand relationship. My lips softly brushed his chest as I allowed the words to escape.
"I don't know what happened, Tavis. But... but... I can't... I can't get enough of you. I can't get enough of your cock. I can't get enough of the feeling of cock inside me... my mouth... my pussy... now my ass and throat. I can't get enough orgasms. I can't get enough cum from cock." He lifted my face to gaze into it. "I'm sorry, Travis. I didn't expect this to happen." My vision began to blur as I felt my eyes tearing. I was sure he would push away from my desperate confession. At the least, I felt he would want to set firm limitations on my expectations or his participation. This was so comfortable; one man. "I'm sorry," I repeated.
"Why are you sorry?" he asked as he kissed my forehead and smiled softly.
"I'm... because I've... become so needy." I glanced down at his chest without seeing the dark-muscled slabs but was forming my next words and considering them before the next admission. He wasn't immediately rejecting my desperate need. Be open and honest with him, Tessa, I reminded myself. "I think," I said making firm contact with our eyes, "I've become sort of addicted to sex, orgasms, and cum. I've become addicted to you."
He kissed my forehead, again. Something was reassuring and comforting about that simple contact. "Remember moments ago when I asked what you are capable of?" he softly asked. I nodded. I had just deep-throated him for the first time. "The change in you over the short time we've been doing this has been obvious, Tessa. Your confession isn't a surprise, it's only confirming your awareness and acceptance."
A long sigh of relief escaped my lips. "I'm not wanting too much from this?"
"Too much?" he chuckled, his fingers toying with my nipples. I glanced down and smiled. I did enjoy his casual, familiar touches. "You are one of the sexiest women I have ever known, Tessa. You are beautiful, exciting, and eager to explore new pleasures. Together we are both freed from entanglements to focus on our careers but available for discovering amazing sexual experiences." He raised my chin with one finger and kissed me hard.
He was gazing at me, studying me, perhaps gauging something in his mind. "What?" I asked, still a bit nervous.
A thin smile formed on his face and a decision was made. "Okay," he began. "You have come to accept that you have a strong need to feel cock and orgasms and cum in and on you." It wasn't a question but a statement of confirmation of what I had already confessed. But I nodded another confirmation. "My earlier question remains. What are you capable of? It is an intriguing question, isn't it? After admitting your desirous need, what are you capable of? What are you ready to do to find out?"
I could feel his cock harden under my body. I shifted to uncover it and stroked it to full hardness within only a few strokes. This whole conversation didn't put him off but excited him. What WAS I capable of doing going forward? I had no idea but the posing of the question was exciting, and arousing.



Before I could form the words and form the courage to express them, he continued. Our eyes locked on each other, my hand softly stroking his hard cock, his hand now between my legs caressing my pussy, "A woman, by her own admission, addicted to cock and orgasms and cum... a woman who desires all that... could be called..."
My eyes grew wide as my mind came up with an answer. I considered it. I watched his face and eyes and mouth. His cock twitched in my hand. My nipples were like pebbles. My pussy clenched around nothing. A void it desired to be replaced with something hard and thick. God... it wasn't just my mind, my emotions, but my body.
"Is that what I am?" Hearing the words startled me. It had only been a thought that somehow slipped out of my mouth.
His smile was lustful. He slipped a finger into my hole. Compared to his thick, long cock his finger was nothing but it brought a gasp and moan from my mouth.
"Not, yet," he responded to my unintended verbalization. He added another finger into my pussy. His eyes locked on mine. "Are you ready to find out what you are capable of, Tessa? Are you ready to step from a confessed addict to... slut?"
"Slut..." I tried the word out. I shifted to take his cock head between my lips. I sucked it, tongued it, and felt it in my mouth and on my tongue. I paid attention to how my body responded to doing that and... and the thought of that word. I turned my head and looked up at him. He was patiently waiting, again. No pressure. Waiting.
"A slut with control of 'yes' and 'no'?" He nodded. "A slut with a trusted guide to lean on and depend on?" His face broke into a smile encompassing his mouth and eyes.
"Always," he confirmed.
I turned my head, kissed his cock head, and turned my head back with a growing lusty smile.
"Yes, show me how much of a slut I can be and what I am capable of." Oddly, I was surprisingly comfortable about that. I scrambled to my knees and straddled his hips. In a moment we were both moaning into each other's mouths as my pussy rode his cock.
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CHAPTER 6: DOUBLED PLEASURES
I was at my desk at work studying a new federal guideline affecting corporations like ours that cross state lines. It was mid-week in the afternoon when my smartphone dinged indicating a new text had arrived. I absently picked my business phone up, woke the screen up, and saw nothing. I did the same with my personal phone and pushed the message icon. Travis. My heart jumped. Our time together orbited around only sex. That was our relationship. Due to conflicts in our schedules, it had been a week and a half since we had been together.
I checked the open door to my office even though I would be the only one able to see the screen. I touched his message and read: 'Ready to explore more about being a s**t? My place Sat to Sun? Invite my friend?'.
I stared at the screen. Being a slut. Our earlier conversation came rushing back to me. It was the reason a week and a half had seemed like forever. I felt my body flush with an unbidden response. Overnight was nothing new. Including a friend? He was asking, considering my control. My own mind argued his case. Wouldn't a woman who professed to be addicted to cock, orgasms, and cum also accept being shared? A shiver coursed through me.
"Everything okay, Ms. Wilson?" I looked up at my administrative assistant standing at the open door.
I nodded. "A ... a friend asking ... if I could visit."
"Dan Johnson has arrived for his appointment." I told her to give me a minute so I could take care of my friend.
I opened the text reply and hesitated. It's what I want, right? Now two cocks. What a slut. A smile creased my face. That's right. I trust Travis to help me explore being that. I quickly tapped out my reply: 'S**t, yes. Sat, yes. Friend ... yes'.
* * * *
Our understanding was that I arrived in the afternoon. No specific time. He left the front door unlocked for me. I was excited and nervous when I arrived. Excited to be with Travis, again. Nervous to be including his friend, a stranger.
I dropped my overnight bag at the front door and found Travis in the kitchen. It appeared he was planning on grilling dinner.
He turned at hearing me approach. "You're dressed."
I stood fixed in place as he went back to finishing the salad fixing he had been preparing. It was a simple comment carrying weighty implications. It had become expected that I stripped naked upon entering his house. After all, there was only one reason that I would be in his house.
"Your friend ...." I began but didn't get to finish.
"Yes," Travis injected as he turned to face me. "My friend, Tom, is expecting to find a slut to fuck." Holy crap. This is what I agreed to, but ... He stepped to me, took me in his arms, and held me. Instantly, I felt his strength and reassurance. Some of my nervousness dissolved. "He knows nothing personal about you except your first name. I told him you were a beautiful white woman who was a little older than us and wanted to explore what it was to be a slut. I told him you were special to me and to be respected." He parted us, "Used but respected." A smile spread across his face. "Okay?" I nodded and gulped down the nerves rising within me. He turned me and patted my butt. "I'll call him to let him know you've arrived. Put your stuff in the bedroom."
He didn't have to repeat the other expectation: I was to get naked.
I don't know what I expected to happen, but when the front doorbell chimed, Travis sent me to answer it. I peeked out but realized I had no idea what his friend looked like. This could just as well be some stranger. I sucked in a deep breath in a futile effort to calm myself and opened the door.
"I sure hope you're Tom," I said as I stood naked before him. I quickly appraised the man before me as he was doing to me. He was about the same size as Travis in nearly every way. A thought flashed through my mind: I wondered if he was in EVERY way? Okay, maybe I am turning into a slut.
He laughed. "Well, this would be a hell of a greeting to someone who just stopped to invite you to their church. You have to be Tessa."
I smiled and nodded, feeling a bit of relief by his ability to joke but still nervous with the obvious implication of my greeting. I hadn't heard Travis coming up behind me but I did notice Tom's eyes shift over my shoulder. Suddenly, one black hand wrapped around me to capture a bare breast as the other held me by the stomach and pulled my body back into his.
Tom's eyes watched as Travis fondled me as we stood in the entryway. "When you called about this," Tom said softly as he watched his friend caress and fondle my naked white flesh, "I thought you were pulling my chain."
"No," Travis replied as he bent over nuzzling my neck, his other hand sliding to between my thighs which seemed to open to him with a mind of their own. "No, it seems Tessa, surprising even to her, loves cock and orgasms. We're looking to see just how much. That's still what you want, Tessa? Haven't changed your mind?"
My eyes were fixed on Tom. It was embarrassing to be naked and so openly fondled in front of this man I had just met. It was also extremely arousing. This was the exhibitionism Travis talked about. He was giving his friend graphic proof of my willingness. I gasped as his finger slid along my slit. Travis had the proof of my arousal by the wetness his finger encountered. "Yes ... no ..." I shook my head to clear it to be coherent. "Yes, I want to know and, no, I definitely haven't changed my mind." I knew I was blushing ... profusely. Openly displayed, I was professing a desire to be used by them both.
Travis straightened up behind me and gave my bare butt a playful smack. "The grill is ready and I'm about to put the steak on. Take Tom out to the patio and help him be more relaxed. I'll be out in a minute." Over weekends I had become satisfied the patio area was safe from the eyes of any neighbors.
I reached out to take Tom's hand and led him through the house to the sliding door in the family room. I pulled a wrought iron chair from the table near the grill but stopped him before he could sit down by wrapping my arms around him and tentatively kissing him on the mouth. He responded to the kiss and it turned into a deep and lusty engagement of our mouths. As his hands slid over my back without objection from me, my hands slid down his body to the front where I began on his belt. With his jeans open and loose, I encouraged him to sit.
I stood before him openly gazing at his exposed semi-hard cock as my own hands slid over my body and breasts. Yes, I decided, VERY much the same as Travis.
I heard from the doorway, "Are you just going to stare at it?" I look up to find Travis smiling. I blushed, again.
I looked behind me, found a cushion from a nearby lounge chair, dropped it on the ground before Tom, and dropped to my knees. I grasped his cock in my hands, kissed the head, and licked down the shaft that grew steadily. I took the head between my lips while stroking the shaft. "Mmmmm," escaped my filled mouth. I pushed my mouth down over the cock and back up, over and over. The head touched the entrance to my throat and he groaned. When I took it several inches into my throat, he gasped, moaned, and exclaimed.
After some time of being engrossed in loving a new cock, periodically fucking it with my throat, I peripherally noticed a shadow and felt a hand stroking my head. "Good, isn't she?" It sounded like a proclamation, not a question but elicited a response out of Tom.
"Ohhh ... fuckkkk ... I'mmmm ... in her ... throat ... oooooo fuckkkkk."
I felt his cock pulse in my throat. I slowly pulled up and off his cock, lightly caressing it with my fingertips, my mouth licking and kissing down the shaft to his balls. I kissed and mouthed his balls, my fingers feeling his cock calm.
"I was ... about to ... cum," he muttered.
"I know," I replied with my lips in contact with the base of his cock. "Not yet," I added.
I heard a laugh from where I knew the grill was. "She does that to me, too, sometimes. She's trying for a really big cum from you."
I looked up at Tom from the vantage point of his cock. I smiled lustily at him. He groaned. When he did cum, he filled my mouth. I looked up at him and swallowed noisily.
"God damn, Travis! I thought you said she was just learning."
Travis chuckled as he flipped the steaks. "She's a fast learner."
I enjoyed dinner naked with two clothed men both black, tall, and strong. How was I so comfortable with Tom, a relative stranger? I supposed that sucking his cock moments after meeting him had something to do with that. It was a huge turn-on. I would get up from the table to replace some item or replenish beer, and black hands would reach up to finger a nipple as I bent over the table near one of them. My nudity made me available to the touches and Travis encouraged Tom with his own obvious and blatant caressing of me.
I had sucked Tom to his climax but the lustful need I arrived with in anticipation of what was planned for me and fueled by my exposure and immediate sucking and deep-throating of Travis's friend had me not simmering in arousal but boiling over. I shifted in my chair, and squeezed my thighs together, feeling the wetness seeping from my pussy. Look at me, I marveled to myself while picking at the food and stealing glances at the two men as I sat with them at the table, my nipples hard, my body flushed with need, and my pussy leaving a wet mark on the chair.
For the most part, I am a proper executive woman of a larger corporation, yet I sit fully exhibited to these two men, already having sucked one to climax, and antsy with arousal and anticipation of being fucked by both. Probably several times by each. Maybe even together. Oh God, I thought, why had that not occurred to me before? My pussy, ass, and throat have all been prepared by Travis. Why wouldn't double penetration be the natural outcome of being shared with his friend?
A shiver coursed through my body. Travis turned his head to me and smiled. Did he notice? Did he see my body's reaction to my thoughts?
Travis smiled at me, reached out to take the nearest nipple between thumb and forefinger, and rolled it. I moaned. "I think Tessa is in need, Tom. She looks like she has been left in anticipation of what will be done with her for too long." I glanced at Tom embarrassed by the obvious need my body was showing. Travis pulled the nipple which released a gasp and moans from me. "Am I right, Tessa?" I looked from Tom to Travis. I nodded. It wasn't me, it was my need. "Tell us, then, Tessa. Say what it is you want."
God, in our most intimate moments I have asked to be fucked but this ... his friend ... "I need," I stammered, "I need ... please fuck me." I blurted it out or I would have continued to stammer, to hesitate, to flounder in desperation. Travis indicated with a flick of his head toward Tom. I sucked in a breath and turned my head to him. I watched as his hand reached to my other nipple. I blushed as I raised my eyes from the fingers at my nipples to Tom's face. "Please fuck me, Tom." I turned back to Travis. "Both of you. Fuck me any way you want." Turning back to Tom, "Any hole. Separate. Together. Any hole, anyway."
Travis has me acting like a sex-starved slut. If that's what he wants ... is it what I want? ... I stood and turned to Tom. Travis's fingers dropped from my nipple. I took Tom's hand and put it between my legs. A finger immediately slid through my pussy, located my hole, and sank to the last knuckle.
"Mmmmm ... yessss ... please," I gasp.
Tom stood and Travis pushed me to kneel on the cushioned seat of his vacated chair. I stayed there. My ass out, my knees spread as far as the armrests allowed, and my upper body hanging over the back of the chair. How were they going to use me? I didn't really care as long as I had a cock. God, I needed an orgasm. Is this what a slut is? Pleading to be fucked?
I heard and saw clothes dropped. No preliminaries? I was dripping wet but what about them. I didn't have to wonder. A black cock appeared before me. It was black, long, thick, and hard. I didn't look up. I just opened my mouth and it was pressed between my lips. I sucked the rod without any thought of who. I sucked as inches moved in and out.
For a moment, I forgot about the other end. The black cock in my mouth was a good distraction from my own need. Almost instinctively my focus became pleasing it. That was when I felt a blunt object at my pussy. Two of them ... yes, yes. The cock behind me pressed at my pussy. As the cock between my lips pressed into my mouth, the cock at my pussy parted those lips and sank into my hole.
"Oh fuckkkkkk ..." I heard exclaimed from behind me. "She's so ... so wet and warm and ... fuck yesssss ... her cunt is squeezing me."
Even if I wanted to say anything (which I didn't feel the need to), I couldn't with the cock in my mouth passing into my throat. I just pushed my ass back, impaling myself with more cock.
A chuckle came from in front of me. Travis in my mouth and Tom in my pussy. "All of her holes are good," Travis casually commented. I didn't care how they casually referred to me for fucking. I was finally being fucked. I wanted each of them in every hole. Fuck ... I wanted them fucking me forever.
Tom was fully in my pussy and Travis was in my throat. Spit roast. That was the term I had heard. That's also the way it felt, too. I couldn't believe how it felt. Travis had fucked me, opened me, in pussy, ass, and throat. After gaining confidence in each, all were exciting and thrilling. That was when it was done separately. Two at once ... it was far beyond merely exciting and thrilling. When both cocks pressed fully into me from both ends at the same time, I thought I would orgasm immediately.
They were in rhythm for a while feeling two big cocks deep in my body until Tom paused deep in my pussy groaning. Travis had already pulled back and pressed into my throat, again, when Tom pulled his cock back for another thrust. When Tom thrust the next time, he pushed my body back onto Travis's cock he had just pulled back. I had fallen into an unconscious pattern of nasal breathing as Tarvis's cock exited my throat to clear my nasal passage. Tom's thrust interrupted that causing me to miss a breath and tense up in response.
Every so often one of them would pause. I decided they were trying to prolong the experience. I had no pause on my stimulation, though, especially with fingers also on my jiggling breasts, nipples, and clit. I exploded in orgasm, Travis pulling his cock back considerately to my gaping mouth so I could gasp and gulp air as my body shook and spasmed.
"Oh fuck," called Tom, "she's ... fuck ... she's cumming on my cock ..."
After I somewhat recovered, I noticed Travis was being less aggressive in fucking my throat. After Tom climaxed in my pussy and his cock ceased leaking the last of his cum into my clenching pussy, Travis pulled out of my throat and mouth. Momentarily confused, he quickly moved behind me and powerfully slammed his cock into my cum-filled pussy. Moments later, Tom presented his cum covered cock to my mouth, the taste of my juices mixed with the taste of his cum.
We all assisted in clearing the meal and storing the leftovers in the refrigerator. Then, I let the guys sit at the kitchen table with beers as I washed the few things that didn't go into the dishwasher. Listening to them talk about me working naked and pointing out cum streaking down the insides of my thighs was crudely arousing.
Their talk came to me as barely whispers suddenly. Then, I found out why. "Tessa, have you ever been double penetrated?"
I turned with a wet, soapy hand pressed onto my hip. Travis was trying to present a serious, neutral expression but the curls upward at the ends of his mouth betrayed him. Tom was watching intently with an edge of nervousness. Despite our intimacy, during the past hours, he was still unsure of expectations and that spoke volumes about him to me. Not Travis, through.
"You know I haven't," I responded without a hint one way or the other about it. There it was. There was the next experience. And, that was my opportunity to reject it. That was our agreement. After turning back to the sink without uttering another word, I smiled. An erotic tingle coursed through my body igniting my pussy and nipples. I didn't need to outright reject the comment. My NOT rejecting it was an answer. I was going to experience big black cocks in my pussy and ass ... at the same time.
We took more beer out to the patio. The guys were in boxers. I was still naked. We talked, joked, and laughed. I was engaged with them but the delay only served to add to my anticipation and excitement. I wondered if Travis understood that, too. He kept glancing at my very hard nipples and the pressing of my thighs together and squirming on the chair. Suddenly, I acted by standing up and moving to the sliding door.
"Where are you going?" asked Travis.
Sliding the door open, I responded without even a glance over my shoulder, "The bedroom." My body felt like a haven for lust. "Don't make me wait." There was the immediate scraping of chairs on the patio blocks.
I stopped at the side of the bed, whipped the cover down to the end, and turned to the two tall, strong, black men in boxers just inside the door.
"How do we do this?" I asked in all sincerity.
Instantly, both shed their boxers. An involuntary smile formed on my face as I enjoyed the sight of two mostly hard black cocks. There was a quick visual check between them with nods of some understanding and Travis crawled onto the bed and lay on his back. Unbridled lust filled the room and no words of direction were given. Travis held out his hand to me and I crawled to him, straddled his hips, reached for his cock, and took the head into my pussy. I sat down on the full length, leaned forward, and moaned into his mouth as I attempted to devour his mouth, my hips moving slowly up and down his shaft.
I felt the bed sag behind me. Tom. Oh, God. One of these cocks filled me so wonderfully. Two? I stopped my movement on Travis's cock at Tom's touch on my ass. My eyes opened and I saw Travis inches from mine watching me. He whispered to me, his lips brushing against mine, "Remember ... relax. Relax and give yourself to it."
I felt my ass pulled up high enough that Travis's cock came out. I groaned in frustration at the loss. Immediately, though, another cock, Tom's, thrust into the frustrated hole. He thrust powerfully several times before pulling out. I realigned Travis's cock to my pussy and sat down while feeling my ass cheeks parted and the other cock pressing at my asshole. The cum covered cock. My cum-filled pussy was the lubrication was the sudden dawning thought.
I looked into Travis's eyes and muttered, "Oh God." He pulled my head down to resume our kissing as the other cock stretched my sphincter. It seemed impossible. Travis's cock filled my pussy and constricted my anal passage. The other cock struggled, pressed, and grunts carried to me from behind. When the cock head pierced my sphincter, I cried out into Travis's mouth. Tom stopped. Everything stopped. It was like everything ... time and motion ... froze. My asshole screamed and pulsed at the invasion, the violation. But the moments worked, like the first time taking Travis in my ass. The searing stretching pain eased into the consuming sensation of being filled, additionally filled, with cock and the nerve endings in my ass joined the adjacent ones in my pussy to push me past any remaining pain to consuming lust.
I pushed back on the two cocks, both moving deeper into the adjacent chambers. For Tom, it was the signal. He pressed more of his cock into my ass as Travis remained quiet in my pussy. Inch by inch moved the cock in my ass, pressed more tightly against the cock in my pussy, until I felt his hips on my butt.



My mouth was hanging open, a flow of groans, moans, gasps, sighs, and obscene muttering flowing from it. It was wild and intense. It felt like my body was short-circuiting, the anal and vaginal nerve endings sparking back and forth through the thin membrane separating the two cocks. Travis flexed deeper into me from below and I shuddered and shook by an intense first orgasm in DP. I fell on top of Travis. Both sleeves spasmed around the cocks inside, both men groaning and moaning while my mouth gaped soundlessly as my body shook.
It was a moment later before my mind caught up with my body. My unabated orgasm still coursed through my body, my ass and pussy still clenching and spasming around cock, when I realized the two men never stopped fucking me, their cocks sliding over each other, driving in and out erratically. One moment their cocks would be in an opposing rhythm, one deep when the other was shallow. Then it could instantly change with both thrusting deep. My body never recovered, my orgasm unrelenting. I was riding continuous stimulation just under another orgasm like a surfer who rides a massive wave just a the point before it curls over.
I cried out when the next orgasm crashed over me. My legs and arms dissolved underneath me and I simply lay on top of Travis. I felt Travis climax in my pussy as Tom thrust powerfully two more times before releasing his cum into my ass. I quaked and panted and moaned. My holes clenched and spasmed around the two cocks as if milking the last of their cum. I was trapped, sandwiched, between two gasping men, their cocks twitching inside me.
I never felt so thoroughly fucked. I never felt so sure of anything but that I wanted this feeling again.
I cleaned both cocks, even the one that had been in my ass. I licked and sucked them clean of their cum and my juice. Then we relaxed with another beer in the family room. Travis directed me to the couch (sitting on a towel) as they sat in easy chairs opposite me. Travis wanted my legs spread and I was happy to oblige. I never felt so unabashedly sexual. My thighs spread, one hand holding my beer, and the other fondling a breast or sliding down to stroke my leaking pussy. I felt wanton and slutty displayed before them. It was thrilling. Their eyes were only on me, watching my hand on my breast, fingers at my open pussy, cum leaking from my holes.
It was a feeling I would find myself reliving. Over the next several weeks, Travis introduced me to two more of his friends, Warren and Carl. What would be the odds that four friends could be so similar to each other: black, tall, and strong. And their cocks. Four big black cocks have used me. What could Travis come up with next? Whatever it might be, I was sure I would be willing. Although my brain said I was still in control, my body just wanted more.
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CHAPTER 7: GYM PLEASURES
I grabbed my personal cell phone as it rang and vibrated on my desktop. Seeing the identification of the caller, I quickly shot a glance at the open door to my office.
"Hey, sexy," came Travis's voice. It was rare that he inserted himself into my business life but it was at the end of official office hours. On cue, my assistant popped her head in the doorway, saw me on the phone, and gave me a wave as she was leaving.
"Hi," I replied as I weighed how much I could say while in the office. Regardless, I flushed. The only relationship Travis and I had was sexual. Hearing his voice had that effect on me. His voice spurs arousal. His voice sparks memories of big black cock and orgasms.
"How few hours of sleep can you still function the next day with?" he came back with.
My eyes flicked to the doorway and the quiet office outside it. "How few hours...? Ummmm.... very few as long as it is just one day. Why would you ask that?"
"Can you meet me at the gym at 11:00 PM tonight?" It didn't seem like an answer but maybe it was.
"The gym?" I hesitantly uttered. "Your gym closes at 10:00." I had switched from my previous swanky fitness club to his smaller, basic gym but I found myself more dedicated to using it when surrounded by people who were committed to working for results.
"Can you?"
It was clear he wasn't about to give a reason. This was Travis, though. I had developed more trust in this man than I had ever had in anyone since I was a child with my parents. "Sure... yes. I'll be there at 11:00." What was he up to, I wondered after the call disconnected.
* * * *
The parking lot for the gym was nearly deserted, though the lights inside blazed fully. There was only one vehicle, Travis's Subaru Forester, and I parked next to it. We were both parked in handicapped spots at the front curb opposite the front door. I could see Travis moving around behind the reception desk wearing his workout clothes rather than his official attire. Me? I was decked out for a workout, too. A workout only made sense for us to be here, right? I was in fashionable tights that hugged my butt, a fashionable sports bra that showed my C-cup cleavage, and trainers on my feet. My long brunette hair was pulled back in a ponytail.
Travis was watching me and moved to unlock the front door as I left my car and used the fob to lock its doors. After re-locking the front doors behind us, he led me past the reception desk and through another set of double doors I had never seen closed before. The women's locker room was on the left and the men's was on the right. He indicated the women's locker room with his head but I shook my head.
We entered the large main workout room consisting of cardio machines and floor space on the left and a variety of resistance machines, free weights, and kettlebells on the right and straight ahead. Rather than entering any of it, though, he stopped at the counter used by the trainers.
He leaned against the counter looking at me with a mischievous smile. "Strip."
I looked at him startled. My eyes quickly scanned the open space. Why should I be surprised by anything from Travis? But I was. The wall on the outside of the cardio area was floor-to-ceiling glass to the outside, though it was to a small parking lot with an undeveloped field beyond. Yes, the rest was mirrored but even that seemed to add to the effect of expansive exposure.
"Travis, we're..." I began a protest.
"We're alone," he finished for me. "And," he continued, "I hadn't planned on using the cardio equipment."
I stared at him. The smile never left his face. He knew as well as I did that I could say 'no' at any time. I was pretty sure by this time that he was confident I was willing to follow his lead as long as I was safe. That confidence was also a turn-on for me and, as I accepted that I would do as he asked, I again began wondering what he had planned.
I shook my head but, even as I did, I had crossed my arms to pull the sports bra over my head. Once, again, my eyes scanned the space. Though intellectually I knew the space was empty of anyone else, the feeling of being publicly exposed was tremendous. This was a space I associated with dozens of focused people intent on their fitness. My mind seemed locked on that as I stood bare-breasted.
I looked to Travis, again, perhaps subconsciously hoping this was just a joke I had fallen for. It clearly wasn't. His face remained as it had been. He merely nodded. His nod was for me to continue. I loosened my shoe laces, pried the shoes off, and pushed my tights and thong down my legs. He said I needed my shoes for safety. Then he turned to walk into the resistance area. I followed naked while wearing trainers and that felt weird.
He guided me through some routine warm-up stretches and moves. He had apparently pulled my chart. He announced we were going to blast my legs and core. He led me to the leg press machine. As I settled down into it, he was adding weights that would be an effort but still easy for me. He stood next to the machine and had a clear view of my effort. With feet parted further than shoulder width, he also had a clear view of my pussy. I guess I was distracted by my exposure to him as he bent over to correct the placement of my feet and slid his hand over my bare leg to indicate how far I should allow the machine to lower before pushing back up. I glanced down to see what he was also seeing: my pussy lips opening as my thighs came back toward my breasts.
Then, he added a 45-pound plate to each side. The blasting began.
The leg extension machine had a similar effect, though my thighs were fairly well together. Nonetheless, it seemed every movement had its effect on me. He was dressed. I was naked and frequently blatantly exposed.
He switched to my core to give my legs some recovery time. Crunches on the mat, crunch machine, resistance twists, and planks. I suddenly knew what was coming as I had advanced significantly in doing planks. He moved me through routine plank positions to the side planks I was now dreading. Not dreading because they were hard, just because of the position. It was time for side planks. Starting in the normal plank position, I rotated for support from one arm with my other arm stretched toward the ceiling. I felt my breasts sag as I rotated. Damn, I thought, why was every move reinforcing how exposed I was? After achieving stability, I rotated the rest of my body to be in line and, finally, raised my top leg toward the ceiling.
Despite the exertion, I knew I blushed profusely. I tried to avoid glancing at Travis as he was crouched as if to evaluate my correct positioning but mostly to be in direct view of my spread pussy.
Only after I had completed the moves did he use a single finger to raise my chin to plant a kiss on my lips. "You should be focused on the movement, Tessa," he said. I looked at him puzzled. His hand came up to capture a nipple. "Your pussy is very wet. What are you thinking about?"
He didn't give me a chance to respond, though my fluster at his comment probably wouldn't have allowed an intelligible response, anyway. He grabbed a 25-pound kettlebell and went to an adjustable bench. He lowered the bench by about a foot. Squats over the bench, he informed me. I had never squatted that far down but then I saw it. He lay down on the bench with his head where I would be squatting. I also understood why he gave me the 25-pounder and not the normal 35-pounder.
I looked down at him. "Seriously?" He just smiled back up at me.
I shook my head. What did I expect? Our relationship was entirely sexual. I set my feet properly with the kettlebell held with both hands at chest level in front of me and close to my body. Normally, I would squat down to just touch the bench. This time...
I shifted my feet to the end of the bench, held the weight firm, and began lowering my hips, my butt moving back and my knees slightly forward maintaining a controlled and stable position as my hips continued down. I was facing a wall of mirrors. It was advantageous to watch form during the move. In this case, however, it gave me a view of what was happening below me. With my knees spread for stability, I had an unobstructed view when his tongue came out of his mouth to meet my descending pussy. I gasped at the contact. There is a natural pause when motion shifts from controlled downward motion to triggering muscles to begin the push back up. In that pause, his tongue licked my spread pussy lips.
It didn't matter that nobody else was in the building. This was obscenely erotic. I saw myself naked in the workout space doing an entirely routine movement but Travis was lying there to kiss and tongue my very aroused pussy each time. I shivered with arousal and each time I tried to hold the natural pause well beyond normal to enjoy the lips and tongue waiting for me. The time his tongue pressed into my open hole, I fought to hold the position until my quads began to shake from stress. Again and again, I attempted the variation of the move, stressing my legs to enjoy his tongue on and in my pussy.
To give my legs a rest, he put me on the bench and handed me two 35-pound dumbbells for presses. Again, this weight was below normal for me and I knew something else was going to happen. I was reclined on the bench, legs spread on either side, my pussy glistening from his mouth and my leaking arousal, and my nipples hard on my rising and falling breasts. I pressed up with the weights knowing I would be capable of doing a good number of repetitions but focused on form, bringing my elbows low without overly straining my shoulders and smoothly pressing up to extend the weights directly over me to feel the effort in my chest.
As I watched the weights rise in my hands, I lost track of Travis. For a second, I thought this was just a simple effort until I felt a finger sliding over my spread pussy. I gasp. My arousal spiked back to where it had been when being tongued, and the weights in my hands wavered with the distraction. A single finger easily slid into my pussy and was soon joined by another. Again, the weights wavered as I pressed up.
"Form, Tessa. The benefit is in the form," Travis said.
"No," I chuckled in reply, "the benefit is your fingers inside me."
These simple touches in a place that is normally so public were a huge stimulation. I was understanding the effect of exhibitionism. I wished he would stop with the pretense, take the weights from my hands, and fuck me on the bench. It was difficult to concentrate and I was losing form but the weights were just light enough that it was work but not in danger of dropping.
Finally, I let the weight go to the floor and arched my back. "Ohhhh... fuckkkk... I... I want to... cummmmm. Please, Travis. Just a little... more. My clit... please."
He shoved a third finger into me, his thumb hitting and stroking my clit. I raised my hips off the bench with the rising, increasing stimulation. One finger curled inside and found my g-spot and he worked it with his thumb on my clit. The impulses shot back and forth from outside and inside as if crashing against each other somewhere between. My entire body tightened and strained. My knees shifted further apart and I was supported at three spots: my feet and shoulders. The rest of my body was straining to increase availability to his thrusts and manipulation with his fingers.
And... I orgasmed on his fingers, my body shaking and quivering, my pussy clenching on his fingers. He lightly stroked my pussy and fondled my breasts as I recovered and calmed. He was alongside me as my heart rate returned closer to normal. He kissed me and not lightly while pressing on my clit and pinching a nipple to send renewed jols through my body.
I moaned and looked into his eyes. "Oh God, what are you doing to me?"
Seeing my reaction, he started on my clit and nipples with more intention. My arms hung below me from the bench. I was laid out completely for him to touch and use and, except for occasional reminders of where we were, I wanted more.
"I am doing what you desire," he responded to my question. "I am taking your expressed feeling of addiction to cock and orgasm to being a slut for cock and orgasm."
Yes. When I confessed the feeling of addiction, it was only his cock and our orgasms. He's since had three of his friends separately fuck me with him. Now it was a sense of being public. The feeling of trepidation I had felt earlier was gone. I wanted to know if he had more planned. I didn't have long to wait. After a water break, my legs felt fully recovered. My arousal, though, wasn't. It had become exciting to move around the area naked, seeing myself in the mirrored walls. He must have sensed it in me. He took my hand and led me into the cardio area, walking past the walled windows to the stretching area. My eyes flicked to the windows but there was nothing to see. The lights inside and the darkness outside turned the windows into more mirrors. I knew they weren't and it was exciting.
That was a small detour. He was ready for the next exercise. He led me to the Smith machine which was also used for squats with a barbell that maintained control of a strict up-and-down motion and was able to be quickly locked for safety. He again moved a similar bench into position. Before I could give much thought that it was going to be a repeat, he stripped his shorts to his feet and lay on the bench with his butt at the end and knees together. He was stroking his already-growing cock.
As if there was nothing unusual about to happen, "Don't add too much weight." It was a simple comment but I saw what he intended. I used about half the usual amount of weight and took my position. My feet had to be spread a bit further than shoulder width to be on either side of his thighs. He jerked the bench slightly to adjust his position. I took a deep breath, envisioning the exercise movement and his obvious intention.
I backed over his legs, dipped my shoulders under the bar to take the weight off the locking mechanism, and glanced below. He continued stroking his now hard cock while aligning it vertically. I wasn't sure how this could work.
"Squat slowly," I heard from behind me. "I'll assist in aligning to your hole."
My hole? He had previously referred to my holes, and how fuckable all my holes were. Holes: it seemed so crude, so graphic, so lewd, so... slutty.
I had to concentrate. This wasn't like the last time. That time I lowered and my pussy was kissed or licked and I popped back up. This time it would be more deliberate, more precise. Even with the lighter weights it would take more control to move down to the touch of his cock, the movement of it to my hole, and only then in the descent to be penetrated. Was this even possible?
I soon found out. My hips moved back as I squatted down. I felt his cock head first at my clit which sent a jolt through me. This was so obscene! I was really doing this with him? His cock moved through my spread pussy lips back to my hole. It was obvious to me that my hole was open when the head hit it with an immediate slight penetration. Though it was only a moment of hesitation, I took another breath and lowered slowly, his cock entering me only inches but steadily taking more and more as I controlled the descent. I glanced down to find about half his cock inside and I began pressing up with my legs.
"Now that we've proven it can be done," he said from behind and below me, "lower yourself all the way to my hips. That will provide the full effect... for your legs." Without being able to see his face, I could hear a big smile there.
"My legs, hell," I blurted out. "What happens if I begin to orgasm?"
He laughed. "Your legs will be burning before you accomplish that."
"Says you," I responded as I began another descent.
I had done a dozen or so squats, each one with my ass hitting his hips, his cock fully penetrating my pussy, and I was feeling the effort in my legs. I was feeling the effort in my pussy, too, but he was right. The work in my legs seemed to distract the feeling rising from his cock in my pussy. That is until he grabbed my hips as I started rising off his hips, pulled me back down, relaxing his grip to allow 5 or 6 inches of rise only to pull me back down. It was like a slow-motion fucking stroke only I was holding a weighted barbell on my shoulders. After more of those, I felt like I was going to explode in orgasm but the movement back up put a burn in my quads that effectively shifted attention from my pussy to my thighs. It would surge back on the next movement, then be effectively distracted, again.
When my legs quaked on the rise as I felt his cock slip from my dripping pussy, "I'm done," I told him. "I don't think I can do another one. Not like this, anyway."
"Good," he immediately exclaimed. "Lock the bar and fuck me."
Fuck, yes, I thought. I reached between my spread thighs to take his cock to penetrate myself with it. Then I recognized something I hadn't been able to focus on before. With my hands braced on his knees, my eyes found the mirrored wall in front of me. Before, I had been so focused on the effort of my legs despite the feeling in my pussy. Now, it was only my pussy. In the mirror, I watched as his long black cock appeared as I rose and disappeared inside my white body as I thrust down over it. The view added a fitting stimulation. The view of the expansive, open gym area behind added more by reminding me of where we were. Both of us had been aroused sufficiently during the exercise that once the focused effort of fucking was applied we climaxed close together.
Despite my shuddering orgasm I managed to continue moving over his cock until I felt it stop pulsing the last of his cum. Then, I felt his hands pull me back until I was reclined on my back on his front, his hands fondling my breasts and stomach.
"You truly are amazing, Tessa," he softly expressed through a long sigh followed by kisses through my hair onto my head. "I wasn't sure that could be done. You were awesome."
I sighed and a shiver coursed through me. The shiver came from the thought of where I was, who I was with naked, and what had been happening. Amazing. My CEO has used the same term to describe my transformative performance for the corporation. Now Travis uses the same term for my sexual performance. My life seems to have been split in two. Two halves that should never be exposed to the other. Two halves that seem so contrary to each other. Two dissimilar halves that oddly seem to define the full me.
The men's locker room? After all, that has already happened, why not?
Okay... I've been nude for how long in the gym? For some reason being nude in the men's locker room hit another stage of exhibition. I can't explain it.
Travis turned the steam room on and led me to one of the showers. We stood underneath the cascading water and washed. Truthfully, we stood under the water caressing, stroking, and kissing. There wasn't that much washing going on.
Dripping wet, we padded to the steam room which was by then dense with steam. He leaned into the corner on the top level. One of his feet rested on the next level down and I fit nicely between his legs against his stomach and chest. His hands returned to my breasts and stomach as our pores opened quickly and beaded with sweat. I had used the steam room before (in the women's locker room) and enjoyed the cleansing feel of my pores opening to release sweat from a workout. This was a whole other level.
I squirmed slightly against his body as I felt his again hardening cock sliding against my sweat-covered back. God, I loved this man's recovery.
The feeling of his cock growing and sliding over my back was too much. I turned to kneel on the next level down and took his cock in my mouth. It continued to expand and lengthen as I sucked. I was soon lost in the feel of his cock in my mouth and throat. In time, it was Travis who stopped me. Stopped me before he came. Maybe to fuck me. No, it was only then that I realized the heat had me woozy and light-headed. His cock slapped his abdomen as he lifted my mouth from it. He stood up with me, his cock seeming to point in the direction of the door. A silly thought but I would eagerly go wherever it directed me.



He turned the steam room off and turned the jets on in the large whirlpool as we passed going back to the shower. Cool water quickly did the trick in my recovery and I was on the floor with his cock in my mouth, again. He leaned against the wall as I sucked him down my throat while oblivious to the cool temperature of the water.
When the water stopped falling on me, I strained to look up without taking my mouth off his wondrous cock though I had to pull it out of my throat. His hands lifted me by the shoulders to stand but my hand didn't leave his hard cock.
In the hot tub/whirlpool, I fucked him, again. His cock was a steel rod when we left the steam room after spending as much time in my throat as in the steamy air of the room. I held onto his cock as we transferred from that room to the swirling water of the large tub. He sat on the built-in bench on the side and I backed to him. In the swirling, churning water, it was impossible to see underneath. Blindly, I reach between my legs for his cock, crouched down (again), moved both until I had his cock and my hole aligned, and abruptly sat. I dropped over his hard cock much the same as he might do with a powerful thrust. He gasped and groaned. My mouth echoed the sound.
It was crazy hot. He often uttered comments about my pussy being wet and hot but this was a whole other level. The hot water of the tub being plunged deep into my pussy by the cock was awesome. I bounced on his cock, my body splashing water around us. His hands grabbed my bouncing and swaying breasts, my nipples being teased and twisted. One of his hands slid down my body to my throbbing clit which was quite sensitive to the heat and arousal. We were both charged and ready. It didn't take long for our mutual climax to overtake us for yet another intriguing orgasm.
With his cock buried deep in my pussy, I sagged back against his chest. His hands roamed over my breasts, stomach, and filled pussy. I would never feel the same being in this building, again. I would never walk past the men's locker room sign and not feel the arousal of memory from this night. I felt so slutty: naked in the men's locker room while being handled by this naked, magnificent man, and his cock very much still filling my pussy. My throat released an odd sound, something akin to a contented purr.
What would this man's next suggestion for me be?
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CHAPTER 8: BLINDFOLDED PLEASURES
As I pulled my car into Travis's driveway and stopped behind his car, I didn't see anything different from most times I had come to his home. His was the only car in the driveway in front of the garage like normal. There had been no other cars parked in front of his house on either side of the street. As I approached, though, I was so focused on his house and his unusual suggestion that I ignored the number of cars parked on the street several houses from his.
I stepped out of the car and stood quietly for a moment to gather myself. I felt the soft, humid breeze wafting over my naked skin. No, I wasn't standing on his driveway naked but the thin, loose wrap-around beach cover-up I was wearing was next to being naked. He had suggested, and I had ultimately agreed, it would be a fitting way to arrive when clothes were not going to be otherwise needed. The garment was so loosely tied at the waist that it gaped from top and bottom, the sides seeming to only meet at the waist. It was a short walk to the front door but one that felt very exposed the entire time.
He must have been waiting as the door opened as I stepped up the stoop to the door. As I entered his house, his hand pulled the bow at my waist and the cover-up fully fell open. He kissed me hard, one hand behind my neck pulling us together, the other hand fondling my breasts before slipping down to my pussy, my legs opening even before the hand reached its target.
"Mmmm," he uttered as he broke the kiss. My pulse was pumping in anticipation just coming to the door. The casual, intimate manner he touched me and my eagerness for the touch were now normal. A finger slipped past my pussy lips into my hole and I moaned and sighed. "Your nipples are hard and your pussy is dripping, Tessa. Your body is ready. Are you ready?"
I looked up into his eyes. They shined back to me with lusty playfulness. I nodded but then spoke my readiness to leave nothing to assumption. I shrugged off the cover-up, allowing it to fall to the floor behind me, and kicked off my shoes. He was dressed. I was standing in his entryway naked. Anticipation of the unknown was driving me higher with arousal and nervous energy. My long hair was pulled back into a ponytail as he request so it would be out of the way. I could feel a tingle in my pussy, not just wetness but a real feeling, a physical reaction. My nipples were so hard, I could feel them, too. I didn't know for sure what was going to happen. That's not true, of course. I knew I was going to be fucked. What I didn't know for sure was by who or how many. This was the result of the level of trust I had come to have in Travis.
Travis reached behind him and returned with black cloth. The blindfold. I was to be blindfolded today. Or, at least, for a good portion of the day. This was his latest idea for me. He assisted me in putting it over my eyes. It fit snugly, the thick elastic strap tight around my head. The fabric was soft and very comfortable and allowed no light to pass anywhere. I shivered. My world was instantly dark. I still felt Travis next to me but I still flinched and gasped at the same time when his fingers took my nipple. It was very disorienting. There was no visual signal allowing me to prepare for whatever was coming.
He asked me again if I was ready. I verbally assured him I was. I also shivered. The only sound I could discern was the usual neighborhood sounds outside and the sound of sports on the TV in the family room. And, the pounding of my heart.
He took my hand and my elbow and began leading me blindly from the entryway. This was his idea for my experience: I would be led blindly from place to place, from man to man, from use to use. When he explained the idea, he told me anyone involved would be told not to ever talk to eliminate any possibility of my recalling a past encounter. I, therefore, assumed his three friends would be who I would be given to. He had also commented, 'But they will make sounds. No man, Tessa, can resist reacting when pounding your holes'. The comment had been so lewd, so graphic, so crass, but it also was a comment of appreciation and praise and it had filled me with desire even on the phone.
He stopped me in the hallway. I knew it was the hallway by the change in sounds coming to me. I sensed him doing something and then told me to bend over. It reminded me that I was naked, but this was Travis who knew every inch of my body and had used it in every way possible. I felt a hand pull an ass cheek to the side and cool lubrication rubbed over and into my asshole. He repeated with more being pushed inside with two fingers.
"We don't know when this will be first penetrated," he commented with a slap to my ass. A casual comment that sent another shiver through my body. He told me all my holes could be used. I accepted that. After all, he regularly used my holes and throat with his big cock. That was what our relationship was based on.
He wouldn't tell me who the men were or even how many. Did I trust him, he asked. Of course, I had responded. That was that, then. That was how I came to be naked and blindfolded in the hallway of his house waiting for him to lead me to my first unknown encounter with an unknown partner.
We continued walking after that stop. His bedroom, I thought. His bedroom was at the end of the hallway. There were other bedrooms and a separate bathroom we passed. One bedroom near the main part of the house was used as a home house. He turned me left and I was sure it was his bedroom. A few steps inside and he stopped. I knew the bed, a king-size, was ahead. A chest of drawers to the left, a small closet in the corner, and the master bath to the right. I was very familiar with the room.
His hand left my elbow and slid over my bare back to my left shoulder as I felt a light kiss on the right side of my neck. "Have fun," he whispered.
I heard the slowly retreating sound of his shoes. I imagined him stepping backward while watching me standing naked with an unknown man somewhere before me. Was the man already naked on the bed with a hard cock waiting? Was this a hide-and-seek beginning?
I flinched at the touch of my breast. I might have thought it unexpected but of course, it was expected. I just couldn't see it coming. I couldn't see who it was. I put my hand on the hand at my breast. My action wasn't to reject the touch or even to minimize it. I slid my hand along his forearm, up his bicep, to his shoulder and neck. All my touch encountered was bare skin. This was a man similar in size to Travis ... similar to his friends. Could this be Tom, Warren, or Carl? Might this be a friend I haven't met?
I closed the gap between us. My foot touched one of his. It too was bare. I turned my face up and leaned forward in an effort to initiate a kiss. How amazingly awkward. I bumped into him, our bodies suddenly against each other. He was passive with gentle touches. I imagined him grinning from ear to ear at the clumsiness of my blind encounter. Oh, yes ... very naked ... and aroused. A cock was pressed into my stomach. His lips covered mine. Large lips. Immediate passion. A strong hand pulled my body into him, my breasts pressed into him, his cock pressed into me.
I moved my butt back just a bit and slid a hand between us. His cock was almost hard, thick in my grasp. I stroked up and down. Yessss ... my mind responded silently. A long, thick cock.
I blindly kissed his chin, neck, chest, and stomach until I was on my knees before ... whoever this naked man was. Both of my hands were on his cock as my mouth found and kissed the head before parting my lips and taking it into my mouth. He moaned above me. The sound pleased me. I began taking more of the cock into my mouth, beginning the journey of it going to my throat and into it. His hand touched the back of my head and his groan became deeper as the head passed into my throat.
When I had confessed to Travis my feeling of addiction to the pleasures I discovered from him and his cock, it had led to a mutual understanding of our relationship being centered entirely on a mutual exploration of pleasure. Later, when I had accepted being shared with his friends in separate encounters, he asked, again, where we were headed. I hadn't given it much thought. My body craved more and more. The big cocks were consuming and powerful. My brain feared the danger it could present to my other life as a corporate executive. The word 'slut' had slipped from his mouth playfully at some point and that word became fixating. What was a slut? Was I a slut? Could I become a slut? Did I want to be a slut? Could I realistically be both a slut for this man and a respected executive for the corporation?
I was on my knees sucking the cock of a man I didn't know, a man I couldn't even see. Even more accurately, sucking cock and it didn't matter who the man was simply because I trusted Travis that it wouldn't come back to hurt me. I knew I would also be fucking this man. I knew there were others somewhere in this house who I would be sucking and fucking. I knew my pussy and ass would eventually be filled with cum from men I wouldn't be able to see until some time later. And probably, even after finally seeing the men, my holes having taken their cum, I would likely fuck them, again. When Travis proposed this activity, 'You want to find out if you can be a slut?' I had responded, yes.
With the cock in my throat and fingers massaging his balls, I could surely coax his cum down my throat. Just that thought was powerful. It didn't matter who the man was. I had a big cock. It was a powerful realization. Another powerful realization I felt was my desperate need to orgasm on this cock. Maybe I already know. Maybe I really can be a slut.
I slowly pulled my mouth off the cock and rose to my feet, my nipples sliding over his body. I pushed him back to where I thought the bed would be. Besides a steady stream of moans, groans, and gasps, he had been silent as instructed by Travis. Travis. Could Travis be still standing at the open door watching me wantonly giving myself to this unknown man? The thought sent a shiver through me.
I felt him turn his shoulders to find the bed. His advantage. He disappeared from my touch and I heard the sound of movement on the bed. I reached a leg out to bump the edge of the bed, orient myself to it, and blindly crawl to find him. My hand found a bare leg, then the cock, and a stomach. That was all I needed. I straddled him, one hand on his chest, and the other reaching for the cock. I raised it and moved both it and my hips, caressing my dripping pussy with the head until the head sank just into my hole. With the head at my hole, I released the cock, positioned my hands on the chest, and readied myself. I took a big breath, released it, and took another. I thrust my hips down, the cock filling me in one powerful effort with my ass hitting his thighs.
I erupted in a small, preliminary, but needed orgasm.
I sat, grinding my pelvis, pussy stretched with cock as my body quaked and my pussy spasmed around the cock. I heard, "Ooohhh ... fu ...." before the man stopped. I smiled. This might be hard for them.
I leaned down as my hips began rising and thrusting over the cock. I searched for the face, the mouth. I kissed passionately, lustily. My hips thrust and ground. My clit got crushed by the pelvic bone as I ground into it. Eventually, when he began to climax, it was different for me. It was all sensory. No visual tell. No verbal exclamation besides grunting and groaning. The swell and pulse of the cock was the tell. The urgent rise of the hips to meet my thrust. I ground my clit into the pelvis in a desperate effort to join him. When I heard the primal call of his climax, I released my verbal response.
"OH ... FUCK, YESSSSSSSS," I called into the void of my existence. "Cum ... give me ... your cum!"
This was so different. I lay gasping on the man's chest. My pussy still clenching the cock. The cock still leaking cum with weakening pulses. This was so liberating. Not seeing, not knowing. Just feeling, enjoying, and giving. It was like I wasn't myself but outside myself.
Before I could muse about it too much, though, he rolled and helped me off the bed. I stumbled off the bed, his arms and body trapping me. I felt his cum covered cock against me, my pussy leaking cum.
"Thank you," I softly said as I blindly planted a kiss on bare skin. I suddenly felt embarrassed. I thanked this unknown man for a fuck. His cum was in my pussy and I thanked him. He hugged me tighter in response. "This is weird," I confessed. He rolled my nipple.
He held true, though, without a word. He led me out the door. I sensed the hall. We moved closer to the sounds of the TV. I was led too far to be going to the other bedroom but then we stopped. I was turned in circles. Disorientation? We walked, again. The decreasing sound of the TV told me we were back in the hallway. The same bedroom? The guest room? I was turned right instead of left. The guest room. The guiding hands left me and the sound of bare feet retreated behind me. I was again alone. No, not a chance. Someone was here to fuck me.
This time I didn't flinch when a hand fondled my breast and another slid down my stomach to my crotch. My legs were parted and a finger slid through my cum-covered pussy lips. The finger left my pussy and was suddenly at my mouth. I opened my mouth and sucked. I was familiar with the taste of cum and my juice mixed. I sighed contentedly. I reached out to find him, my hands not hesitating but moving down to find the cock. It too was nearly hard. Had he been stroking himself in preparation, I wondered? Had he maybe peeked into the other room while I was fucking?
I knelt cautiously. Amazing how much your sight assists your movement. I took the cock into my mouth, then kissed and licked down the shaft. He was already hard but I wanted the feel of the cock on my lips and in my mouth. How would I be fucked this time?
This one didn't seem inclined to wait. He raised me but didn't guide me onto the bed. Instead, he bent me over the side of the bed, my hands bracing me. Pussy or ass, I wondered? He pulled my ass cheeks apart and I knew. My ass. Thanks to Travis for preparing it.
The cock was thick. My sphincter resisted for some moments. I grunted, as did he, when the strong muscle yielded and the cock was suddenly inside my asshole, stretching, the muscle clamping tightly around the invader. The cock slid deeper, retreated, and pressed further. When I felt his hips against my butt, I sank to my elbows, my ass still high. He pulled back, paused, and thrust back in hard. Very hard. Very good. I whimpered. I gasped. I moaned. Similar sounds escaped from behind me. After God knows how long and the cock pulsed its impending climax, I shifted a hand to my clit and empty pussy. As I felt the first spurt of cum into my rectum, my orgasm released, my pussy quaking and my ass clench tightly around the cock.
The next cock began in missionary, changed to doggy, and finished back in missionary with powerful, dominating thrusts into my pussy with my ankles on his shoulders. He had wonderful staying control. I screamed out my release. I silently wondered if it could have been Travis.
I had been in the master bedroom. I was sure of it. After that excellent fucking, I wasn't moved. Instead, the man left the bed. Hearing retreating footsteps told me the man was leaving. Was I being left alone to recover? Hearing the door bumped told me I wasn't. But, this man wasn't alone. I heard the steps of bare feet on the hardwood floor at the side and foot of the bed. I was on my back, legs splayed, and surely had cum oozing from my hole. The bed sagged at the foot telling me one of them was approaching between my open thighs. The bed sagged on the side. As my knees were lifted and spread to the sides, some hands grasped my breasts. As a cock drove deep into my pussy in a powerful thrust, another was presented to my mouth. I opened my mouth in acceptance and found no telltale taste of cum or my pussy juice. Two more men who hadn't yet fucked me, it seemed.
After some time, the one fucking me pulled out abruptly as did the one in my mouth. They switched quickly. My mouth now took in the aroma and taste of spent cum from my pussy as the new cock plowed with equal force as the previous one.
Back and forth they switched, tag teaming me, driving me through another orgasm as they tempered their stimulation with switches. Even through my orgasm, I was fucked hard, my orgasm cresting, plateauing, and cresting more. The cock left me but too much time passed. I felt like if I just opened my eyes I could see why my pussy was empty, what they were doing, what they were waiting for. I did open my eyes to blackness, of course.
"Fuck me ... please ... one of you ... fuck me," I pleaded. "Give me ... your big cocks."
I was pulled to the side, rolling, and as I did I bumped into a body. I understood, immediately. I swung a leg over the body and propelled my upper body with my arms. I sat astride a hard body and amazingly a hard cock directly under my pussy. I rushed clumsily to fill my hole with the cock and moaned long and deep as I settled over the full length. I began fucking but was pressed down and understood that, too. Resting on the man underneath me, I reached back to spread my ass cheeks in a brazen invitation to being double penetrated. And, I was. I felt the cock at my cum-filled asshole pressing insistently. I pressed back, too.
"Yes, oh fuck ... yesssss. I need both of your cocks ... in my holes. Fuck me ... fill me ... with your cum." It might have shocked me except it was me professing my desperate need for more. It was as if these two, this double penetration after all the fucks, was the time, the moment, that broke through some physical and/or psychological threshold. I needed more, wanted more cock, fucking, orgasms, and cum.
It was an incredible orgasm, both my holes strangling the cocks inside them as they too erupted with fresh cum for my already-filled holes. I was spent. I was limp, gasping, and panting on the body beneath me, the body above me only partially collapsed on top while still holding itself somewhat from squishing me between them. My pussy and asshole were still spasming around the cocks involuntarily when the one on top began pulling away, the cock slowly receding.
I moaned as the cock left my ass. Empty. I was sure my asshole was gaping and leaking after being filled and fucked by that big cock. Frustration. I didn't moan from relief to have the cock out but in frustration that it was gone. I squeezed my pussy muscles around the deflating cock there not wanting to release it. The man rolled us, though, and backed out of my pussy, too.
I lay there with my legs spread and crossed my arms under my breasts with what I hoped was a playful pout on my face. "I can suck you guys hard, again," I offered. "Unless there is more for me? Is there more?" Playful or not, the words flowed from my mouth as an honest response. The words were wanton and slutty but real.
The two of them chuckled, took both of my hands, and assisted me off the bed. My legs were wobbly but the guys provided ample support, one on each side of me. The faint echo of our footsteps indicated we were back in the hall. There were no longer sounds from the TV but I did detect the soft sounds of men with deep voices talking. That, too, disappeared as we approached. By the straight line distance, I was sure I was being led to the family room. We turned left, then right, and weaved. Furniture, probably.
After the men's hands left me, I knew they had delivered me to someone else. Was this yet another man I hadn't fucked or someone I had already fucked? I reached out blindly with my hand to search. I took a step, bumped into what I thought was the couch, and turned with another step where my hand encountered another hard body. My other hand joined the first in touching this body, moving up over the developed chest, one hand seeking the face. While one hand felt the face for some recognition (failure), the other slid down to discover a nearly hard cock. I grasped the cock as I awkwardly leaned forward using the other hand to assist me in finding the man's mouth to kiss.



I left his mouth and sank to my knees. The first touch of my tongue to the cock told me it had not fucked me, yet. It was clean and grew quickly in my stroking hand and devoted mouth and tongue. I eagerly licked, kissed, mouthed, and sucked the cock. I would have continued as long as I could except hands raised me, turned me, and moved me until my shins bumped the couch. I knelt on the couch and was pressed to lean against the back. I spread my knees and wiggle my ass in brazen invitation. Another cock to fuck me. I wanted it in my body. I needed it in my body. I didn't care what that might say about me. This was the journey I wanted and accepted and my body didn't want to stop. Ever.
This man pulled my ass back and I felt the cock play over my open pussy and gaping asshole. With nothing visually to reference, it felt like the cock was deciding ... pussy ... asshole ... pussy ... asshole ...
I wiggled my ass without caring which one the cock might choose. It made no difference to me. Pussy or asshole. Both were leaking cum. Both were open to penetration. I squeezed my muscles with the insane intention of an impression they would appear to be winking in lewd invitation.
The cock plunged suddenly into my pussy and drove full depth in that first thrust. It filled me even after being fucked so many times and filled with cum. After a dozen powerful thrusts, it was gone. "NO," I cried. Even before that single word left my mouth the cock was at my asshole. One pressing push of the head past my tightening sphincter and the next equally powerful thrust drove it fully into my anal passage.
The cock fucked with a knowing confidence and familiarity. Through grunts and groans, I found my voice. "OH FUCK!" I exclaimed. "YES, TRAVIS! Fuck me... like that. Oh, fuck, yesssss ..."
Another dozen or so thrusts and the cock left my asshole and slammed back full depth into my pussy. "How could ... you know," came his labored reply.
I laughed. "How much ... have you ... fucked me?" I came back with. "You don't think ... I know how you ... fuck?" He laughed, too.
There was no relenting in the way he was fucking me, though. My asshole was so well lubricated and open that his fucking there seemed like my pussy. I was rising to an orgasm. I clenched muscles around the cock no matter which hole he pounded. I wanted him to join me but I knew I couldn't last. When he reached around me to abuse my clit, I knew he intended to take me to multiple orgasms. I exploded with him in my ass.
A sound behind me managed to penetrate my sex-crazed brain. God, we're not alone! My body still spasming, I managed to push the words out. "We ... are being ... watched?" I gasped and moaned. He grunted, yes. "All of them?" I knew the answer.
With his climax, he leaned over my body fondling my hanging breasts and sliding a finger through my otherwise empty pussy. His cock was still embedded in my asshole, still pulsing the last of his release into me. He whispered his thanks and amazement.
When his cock pulled from my asshole, I sagged into the back of the couch. I was truly spent. I hung over the back of the couch, legs still spread, and surely had cum dripping from both holes. Are unknown guys behind me looking? I couldn't care less. They had all fucked me. I could have stayed that way but Travis had other plans. He assisted me to stand. He provided the needed support and managed to position me in front of his body.
"It is time," he softly said. Time for what, I wondered. Time to be fucked, again? Okay. But, it has been a steady series of fucks for me. So, time for what? I leaned back against his body. I had to, I couldn't trust my legs. I wasn't sure how long this was to last: blindfolded and fucked. I considered it might be until the other guys eventually left. Instead, I felt him untangling the elastic strap at the back of my head. 'It is time', okay.
When the cloth uncovered my eyes, I had to squeeze them shut. It had been too long in the dark. I slit my eyes open and slowly opened them more. Travis had his hands on the naked front of my body. A hand fondling a breast with the other caressing my stomach to the breasts. Five guys were sitting or standing in the room in front of me. Five naked, black, strong-bodied guys with flaccid cock. Those cocks had all been inside me. I flushed. What the hell? They and Travis had all fucked me and putting faces and bodies to the cocks causes me to flush?
"Guys," Travis began, "meet Tessa. Tessa, meet Rob and Gary. You know Tom, Warren, and Carl." They all nodded and offered verbal greetings as though we were meeting at some social mixer. I admit it. As I looked each in the face, my eyes also dropped to their cocks. Travis was now rolling a nipple as the other hand slid down my body, a finger going between my legs, along my open lips to come back coated in cum and juice. He presented the finger to me. I opened my mouth and sucked it clean.
"Remember the question you posed to me much earlier, Tessa?" he asked softly as he continued fondling my body before his friends. "You suggested you might be addicted to my cock and orgasms, remember?" I nodded. Where was this going? Of course, I remembered. My life seemed to have split in two as a result of that confession. "You also mused something, something you wondered about yourself." I nodded. God, he going to want me to say it. I blushed. I could feel it spreading over me. My white, used body flushed with crimson. "Say it, Tessa. What was it you were wondering about yourself?"
Oh fuck. I scanned the face in front of me. I was naked before them but they were naked before me, too. One or two cock began to move. Damn, girl! You're still focused on their cocks?
"I ... I wondered ..." I stammered. He whispered in my ear to continue, to confess it. Both nipples were being twisted. I gasped and my eyes closed for a moment. When my eyes reopened, I saw all the guys intently, expectantly watching me. I began, again. A deep, encouragement-seeking breath. "I wondered ... if my feeling of addiction might ..." I looked at them, "might mean I was a slut." There, I got it out. All five faces before me were smiling and several more cocks were moving.
Travis was leaning over me, his hand now between my legs which had parted wider for his access. I was on full display as he toyed with my well-fucked body. "What do you think now, Tessa? Are you a slut?"
I turned my head to the side where he was leaning over me. Really? A slut? Do I know if I am? "I don't know," I admitted honestly. "How would I know?"
He chuckled. Two of his fingers were sawing in and out of my drenched pussy. A soft squishing sound could be heard in the silence. "Maybe that's true. The well-fucked woman standing here naked is just one part of the person you are, right? We understand that, right?" I nodded. I was assured his friends only knew that I was important to Travis and was to be respected. That showed through in every one of the fucks I was given. "So," he continued, "let's have them decide."
My eyes opened wide. Surprised, yes. Also, exciting at the same time. Was the term slut a label you could claim or a label you were given through recognition and action?
"What do you say, guys," he addressed the men in front of me. "Do you think she's a slut? You've all experienced her. Was that a slut?"
"Of course." "Damn straight she is." "She sure seemed like one."
"In a way, yes." That came from Tom. Warren nodded his agreement.
"What do you mean," Travis asked.
Tom shrugged as if uncertain. His eyes flicked from the fingers at my pussy to my face to Travis. "I mean ... she's Tessa, you know." Tom checked with Warren who continued nodding. "Look, we've been with her more. There is something different. All of us would agree you fuck like a slut, Tessa. There is something of an attitude, though, that makes you different than what I think of as a slut." He shrugged, again. "I don't know ... just can't explain it."
One of the other guys jumped in. "Okay ... yeah, I think I understand. I still think what you did here was a slut enjoying being fucked. I mean, you know, blindfolded, not even knowing who you were fucking. That's slutty. But, I see what Tom's saying, too. Yeah, even while fucking all of us, being led from one to the next is pretty slutty, I felt what Tom's talking about." He addressed Travis. "It's just a feeling, man."
Travis was still fondling me. "What do you think now?"
"I think I like that," I replied looking at each of them. "Slutty but special. I can accept that."
"Good," Travis said as he smacked my ass. "How about our new slut getting a round of beers. We have more fucking to do."
Damn. More fucking. Without the blindfold this time. Six big cocks at once? That should be interesting. I made an effort to strut my ass as I turned to the kitchen.
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CHAPTER 9: ISLAND PLEASURES
"When was the last time you took a real vacation?" Travis called me during what should have been my lunch but I was at my desk munching on an unsatisfying selection I brought from home. It was a classic case of what looked like a good idea in the morning becoming a completely uninspired idea when I was ready to eat it.
I lowered my voice, "Definitely not since I met you. Why would I want to be away from what you give me?"
He laughed. "What if you had both ... and more?"
"A vacation together? And what more?" I replied.
* * * *
A vacation together, I mused. Our relationship was sexually centered and we had committed to each other to leave it at that. In fact, though Travis came to my house to explain his idea, we had first fucked our way through several positions to our mutual climax. It was why my head was on his stomach casually sucking and licking his cock while he lightly caressed my head and cheek while sprawled in my bed.
"You know," Travis softly began from above me, "I keep wanting to use 'cunt' and 'tit'. Would that offend you?"
I pulled my mouth back and kissed the head of his cock as my hand continued to lightly stroke the shaft. I knew from past experience, if I did, it wouldn't completely go soft. What have I turned into? It wasn't a disturbing thought. A smile formed on my face as I thought about it.
"No," I replied, "it wouldn't offend me. Not anymore. Why are you finding yourself wanting to use those words?"
"They correspond to the way you've moved into the slut behavior." He said it as a simple statement we would both agree with. The sky is sunny and blue today. The grass is green. I've become a slut in my actions with him.
I shifted and pushed my mouth over his semi-hard cock and into my throat.
"OH FUCK," came his groan encompassed exclamation.
I pulled off his cock and giggled, turning my head to face him. "You can fuck my cunt and fondle my tits all you want." I shifted fully and swung my leg over his hips to carefully rest my just fucked cunt over his long black cock. I leaned forward to kiss his lips. "My ass and throat are available, too."
He pulled my nipples, "And use them I will, slut," he said smiling with a soft moan as my wet cunt slid along the length of his hardening cock. "Do you need another fuck before talking about my idea, slut?"
"Yes," I replied quickly. It had started out with liking the feel of his cock, the way it filled me, and the way he could produce mind-blowing orgasms for me. Then, I loved his cock and desired it more. Then he showed me how much I wanted cock and desiring more cock even beyond just his. All that to 'the slut' recognition. "But, no," I continued. "as much as I want to fuck you I am interested in your idea, too."
He eased me off him, "Not like this, though. Let's get something to drink and talk."
I popped off the bed and went to the bedroom door where I stopped and turned as he was getting off the bed. "We stay naked, though." I lifted my tits to his view. "If it is something we're doing together, it must be sexy. And, after talking about it, we'll be fucking soon after, right?" He chuckled and nodded. I sometimes wondered if he could yet believe what he had helped create in me.
* * * *
Any questions I might have had about trusting Travis began being eliminated when I accepted being shared with some of his friends in threesomes. Later, accepting being blindfolded to be fucked while not knowing by who or how many was the clincher. That trust was what put me, with him, in a resort van after arriving at a tiny airport just outside a small town, the only one on the small island in the Caribbean Sea. The island was about four miles long in an oblong shape with a small town on the east end with a commercial port that wasn't large enough for cruise ships. The resort, our destination, was on the west end. In between, as I could see as we left the town, was largely undeveloped with native jungle growth. Although the resort wasn't large by most Caribbean standards, it did adequately support the small town with the addition of a small tourist trade from private boats wandering the islands. Small mountains (or quite large hills) spread across the island.
The driver, an employee of the resort, was providing a running monologue about the island. The town had bars with lively island music and there were several places to eat, though not what we might think of as restaurants. The food, though, was good and authentic for the islands. Taxi service was an option if desired. The resort, however, had everything we could want on the grounds.
I knew the resort was all-inclusive. The fee included everything within the resort except for items purchased beyond food and drink. I also knew the resort was a controlled environment which was reinforced as the van approached the gated entrance to the resort. Despite the resort van, the guard checked the driver's ID, then checked our passports against his list of guests and reservations. The large sign next to the gate held my attention as the guard performed his security checks: 'NOTICE: PRIVATE RESORT PROPERTY. ADULTS ONLY. GUESTS ONLY. NO CLOTHING ALLOWED.' I squeezed Travis's hand tightly for reassurance as much as excitement. Definitely excitement, though, and it was again for the unknown.
As I quickly discerned, the 'no clothing allowed' was for the guests. Certain of the employees were dressed: groundskeepers, drivers, and maintenance. We would learn kitchen staff, and management would also be included. The others were ... hmmm ... partially covered which meant they wore semi-transparent wraps at the waist ... only the waist. The young woman welcoming us at the reception desk was a perfect example, as was the young man waiting to assist us with our luggage. Not that we had much luggage for staying an entire week at the resort. The young woman was dark-skinned, bare-breasted (young, pert breasts at that) wearing only a wrap that allowed an enticing tease of her groin. The young man, also bare-chested (young well-defined chest) wearing a similar wrap fitted low on the hips with the faint image of a nice, flaccid cock underneath. Both wraps were fastened at the side with what appeared to be a single snap which gapped to expose that entire side of the leg. I told myself if I didn't look them in the face I might not recognize them later. I then noticed a small nameplate on a fitted chain at the neck.
As we leaned on the counter to watch the receptionist point out various locations on a map of the resort, I dropped my hand to lightly touch Travis's crotch through his slacks. The wonderful cock I loved so much was firming up underneath and I certainly couldn't blame him.
Manny was the name of the young man who assisted us with our luggage to our bungalow. The resort did not have rooms in a large building but small bungalows formed in circled clusters surrounding a central space where a pool, hot tub, and outdoor bar were located. We were fortunate enough to have one that faced the beach area from the back porch.
"Manny," Travis began, "I'm sure this question is covered in the Guest Information binder, but what is the resort policy on ... uhmmm ... intimate behavior on the grounds?" I was sure I blushed as Manny's eyes quickly moved to me. Travis wasn't wasting any time. His vacation idea, he had told me, was to keep me exposed and discover more pleasure-filled encounters.
Manny smiled and the glint in his eyes as he considered my still-clothed body indicated interest. "The resort is obviously intended to promote an exhibitionist environment. This isn't simply another nudist resort, however." Travis moved behind me. With my attention on Manny and his exposed body, I didn't realize his shift until I felt his hands tugging my shirt up my body. I raised my arms for its removal over my head and I was naked above the waist since it had been 'suggested' that I not wear a bra. My shorts and thong immediately followed. The young barely covered man hesitated in his explanation as Travis exposed me. His eyes were not timid in taking in my exposed white body probably 15 years older than him.
"Excuse me for staring," Manny tried to recover as he addressed Travis, not me. "Your wife is very beautiful."
"She is indeed," Travis replied, "but not my wife."
Manny considered the two of us. A handsome, younger, powerfully built black man and an older white woman. I wondered what he was adding up in his head and concluding. He wouldn't be far off unless he also assumed I was submissive.
"As I was saying," Manny recovered, "we are not merely a nudist resort. Nudity can be a powerful thing and the resort is established on the belief that such powerful effect should be enjoyed. As you say, sir ... intimate behavior" he smiled at the reference " is not only allowed but encouraged in public spaces except in the main building, restaurants, and dance club. The dance club, however, on Tuesday and Thursday nights after 10:00 PM has special entertainment if a female guest volunteered to participate." That sounded loaded with potential. Travis asked about employee interaction. He asked that while fondling my tits from behind. "Yes, sir, the resort allows it as an additional enhancement of experience but only when I ... I mean we ... are not on duty." His eyes watched Travis's hands fondling my tits. When his eyes dropped down, I wouldn't have been surprised if my inner thigh were glistening with my arousal. He volunteered that the binder included a way to leave a message for a specific employee. He spoke to Travis without taking his eyes off my body.
"Would you like that, slut?" Travis softly spoke next to my ear but not so softly that Manny couldn't easily hear. Fuck, I thought, he used that term. He hadn't been kidding when he said this experience was to push me further. Travis was a decade younger than me, this young man before me almost naked seemed like a boy. And I was presented as a slut by him.
I flushed as I nodded. I felt Travis pinch my nipple and I flinched. Travis encourages verbal responses to avoid misunderstandings. I nodded, again, "Yes," I said looking Manny in the eyes before my eyes dropped to his semi-transparent wrap where I now saw a bulge beginning to press out. "I think I would like that very much."
Travis walked Manny to the door leading to the cluster. They stopped just outside and spoke briefly. Travis was smiling as he returned.
"What was that about," I nervously asked.
"Well, slut," he teased me knowing how embarrassed the term had made me, "he thinks you'd be a prime candidate for Tuesday night." The special entertainment nights hadn't been defined but the implication presented was powerful.
"Okay, you've stripped and fondled me in front of that young man. You've stoked my lust. What are you going to do about it?"
"Like stoking your lust takes a special effort," he laughed. I teasingly swatted his upper arm. I had proven myself a slut to him and his five friends and lastly to myself. I couldn't exactly plead otherwise now. "Oh, I'm going to fuck you, Tessa, but not here in private." He pulled off his clothes. He grabbed our sunglasses and took my hand to lead me out toward the beach. We hadn't even unpacked, yet.
I hesitated in the open doorway to the back porch which was open to the beach beyond. I had become comfortable being naked with Travis and then his friends when I was shared. We were confined to being inside except for a small space on his patio that remained private. The events with the young man moments ago were embarrassing and highly exciting. Outside on the beach? The very idea was intimidating. I spotted people on the beach and others simply walking. Travis tugged on my hand and assured me.
We passed a hut with towels, sunscreen, and water. We loaded up and located beach lounges. I glanced down at Travis to find his big semi-hard cock bouncing and swaying.
"This is exciting for you, too," I softly said.
He squeezed my hand. "I've never done this before, either," he confessed. "But, I'm with the hottest, sexiest woman on the beach. Yeah, of course, I'm excited."
Travis began applying sunscreen to my body, fondling and caressing my naked body and especially my breasts, mound, and inner thighs. Then it was my turn on him. Being exposed and fondled in front of that young man had built a fire within me. Walking naked in public with the black man who fucks me like nothing I could have ever before imagined, stoked my arousal higher. I was using the same excuse of sunscreen to stroke his long, even longer now, cock. I was so turned on.
Suddenly, I became very aware of what I was doing. We were on a beach with dozens of other people, not to mention the support staff for the resort. I was stroking Travis's cock. I glanced to the sides and some were watching. I closed the small space between us, my hand didn't seem capable of releasing his cock, and I stretched up to kiss him. His arm pulled me into him, and his other hand held my head to him as we kissed. My self-consciousness evaporated into steadily higher desire and arousal. His cock was hard in my hand as it continued to slowly stroke.
"Are you ready for your first public fucking?" He softly spoke it with his lips brushing mine.
I started to shake my head. My mind was screaming, no. My body was pleading, begging, yes. My hand never stopped stroking and squeezing his cock despite what my mind might have been directing.
"I felt your cunt, Tessa. You're as wet and ready to be fucked as I've ever known you ... and I've known that plenty."
I gazed into his eyes which was difficult through dark sunglasses but the effect was the same. I didn't need to see his eyes, I knew he was serious, I was safe with him, and we were going to do this right here. This trip was about new discoveries. My mind and body struggled. The controlled, proper corporate executive. The lusty slut.
"Tessa the slut is my only partner this trip," he muttered into my mouth as if reading my mind's struggle.
My body made the decision. The hell with my mind's struggle. I had compartmentalized myself: the executive and the slut. The slut could never intrude on the executive world. Why should the executive intrude in the slut's world? I pushed his cock down and stepped over it so it pressed along my very wet slit. Small movements of my hips stroked my cunt along the shaft. We both moaned into each other's mouths.
I mumbled, "How do you want to fuck me?" It was spoken with all the desperate need and desire I felt.
"I'm not," he said. "You're fucking me."
I watched him recline on one of the loungers. It was maybe some kind of final test. Was I ready to release the new slut I thought I was? Was I ready to send the executive part of me packing back home not to intrude again until my body was back home? Damn right I was. I wanted to experience every crazy, sexy, lewd thing this wonderful man might think of.
I straddled the lounger and him as he held his hard black cock ready for me to engulf with my hungry cunt. My eyes closed, my mouth hung open, and a deep, satisfied moan flowed from my soul. There was no intermittent, up and down, inch by inch effort. I merely lowered my wet cunt down the shaft in a single, slow descent until I reclaimed that ever powerful feeling of fullness and penetration to the very depth of my cunt.
"OH ... FUCK ... I love your cock," I moaned as I leaned forward to consume his mouth with mine.
I raised my hips slowly and back down his length. Nothing else mattered, only the cock and the cunt being together. I sat up and my face was showing a lusty smile. Penetrated. Full. My cunt was happy. My body was happy. The slut won.
I raised up slowly, paused with just the head inside me, and dropped abruptly and hard back down. He grunted. I groaned. My tits bounced. Our bodies smacked. I fucked hard and faster. Moans, groans, gasps, and exclamations rose from our mouths. I was rising to my first public orgasm but it was just us fucking as long as my eyes stayed closed. I could tell he was holding back as he somehow managed to do. Not me. Fucking him was too much for me to try to manage. My orgasms overpowered me. He managed his and fucked me longer.
I whimpered as my orgasm rushed to release, to explode within my body. My body began its shiver, my head turned skyward with a long, guttural moan, and my body fully shook as my cunt flooded and washed over his cock. I stopped, my hands pressed down on his chest as my cunt spasmed and my body quaked. I sagged down onto his body as my orgasm continued with after-shocks of wonderment.
He raised my head to kiss my nose. It seemed so tender and playful. Then, "Without getting off me, turn around and continue."
My mind was foggy. My body understood. Reverse cowgirl. Another of so many positions he's shown me. I sat up to begin the awkward rotation when I spotted them. The people. Naked people. Watching. Embarrassment crashed over me, again. It wasn't just public but people actively watching. Obvious couples and others stood between us and the ocean. Completing the rotation, I sat on his thighs fully penetrated. My legs spread wide to stretch to either side of the lounger. Mostly whites, a couple women stroking the cocks of their men. A couple men fondling their women from behind.
More tentative this time before the viewing public, I raised up with more and more black cock emerging from my cunt. I glanced down at what they saw to find a glistening wet cock coming from my cunt. Soft murmurs came from some of the people. Embarrassment by the display was less than I imagined. Instead, arousal. Unabashed lewd, exhibitionistic thrill.
I raised up and crashed down. Travis grunted from behind me. I moaned. Travis was going to cum now. I was going to fuck him to climax and not care how many people were watching. I couldn't take my eyes off them. It was additionally thrilling. More people were caressing, and touching each other. Some of those that seemed to be single were touching themselves. Apparently stimulating them, I was increasing my own stimulation. I crashed down on his cock, smacking our bodies together at the bottom. I was a free-flow of aroused sounds. When I felt Travis's cock swell and begin the tell-tale pulse of impending climax, I accepted my own nearing second orgasm. I clenched my cunt around his cock as I pulled up and thrust my body down. Over and over with increasing speed and determination. My head hung from my shoulders.
"FUCK," I exclaimed. "OH ... FUCK ... CUM WITH ME! I want ... your cum ... in me ... PLEASE!"
I was ready to crash and explode in my second orgasm in public. With a powerful jerk from his cock in my clenching cunt, I felt him grasp my hips and hold me down as if he could press his cock somehow deeper. I let my orgasm take me as his cum spurted into my tightly filled cunt.
It was magnificent. Overwhelming, nearly. My hands on his knees braced me from collapsing forward, my cunt spasming around his cock, the feel of cum squeezing out around his cock, my tits jiggling as my body quaked, and long gasps and moans flowing unabashed from me.
Then, I heard a strange sound. I looked up to find several people clapping. Under the bright sun, they might not have noticed but I blushed profusely. Travis pulled me back to recline on his body which thankfully pulled my eyes from the people. His hands roamed my exposed body as he fondled my tits and caressed my front. I was very aware that my cunt filled with black cock was even more displayed.
"Thank you," I whispered.
"For what," he responded into my ear.
"For you, Travis. More than your cock. For you. I couldn't have done that with anyone else." He kissed my head and I clenched my cunt around his still stiff cock. "I'm your slut this trip, Travis. I'll do anything you want of me. I trust you that I'll always be safe. Anything you want. The other part of me is far from here."
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CHAPTER 10: ISLAND PLEASURES -- MORE BEACH
Another day and more beach time. I was already getting used to the nudity of the resort. And that amazed me. Being fucked by Travis on the beach the first day in front of a small group of naked voyeurs was a strong push in that direction. An excellent dinner at the resort formal dining also helped. The formal dining room was dress up time recommended by the resort. The women were encouraged to dress in sheer lingerie. The resort's gift shop carried a line of semi-sheer boxers in various colors and patterns for the men.
It felt funny to leave the bungalow dressed only in a very sheer white baby doll negligee without the matching bra and thong. I was otherwise only dressed in heels and pearls that hung between my tits. Travis was in quite transparent white boxers, revealing the shadow of his long, dark cock underneath. Some women and most men went with non-transparent outfits. Several women in bra and pantie sets or solid negligees. My nerves over indoor exposure were eased by the appearance of our server being bare-breasted and wearing the standard semi-sheer wrap that didn't entirely hide her pussy.
Travis walked me up and down the beach at the water's edge. We went to the limits of the resort where natural rock and jungle restricted further wandering. Returning to the main beach area, he pulled me into the water until we were both treading water. He disappeared underwater and I felt him kiss my mound while somehow avoiding my kicking legs. After kissing a tit, he resurfaced. I closed the gap between us, a huge smile on my face. I was a decade older than him and he made me feel like I was the most desirable woman in the world.
I gave him a peck on the mouth and chuckled. He looked at me questioningly. "I would give you a hug," I said in explanation for the chuckle, "but I'd probably sink us both." He laughed and nodded that it was likely.
I turned and swam to shallower water. When I could stand in water that didn't cover my tits, I wrapped myself around him, lifting my legs in the buoyancy of the salt water and wrapping them around his waist. I kissed him hard, our tongues quickly probing each other's mouths. When the kiss broke, I pressed my face into his neck as I shivered with intense renewed arousal.
"I love you, Travis," I proclaimed as I tightly pressed my naked body into his. I felt him tense and pulled my face back to gaze into his face. "Not love like a fuzzy romantic," I assured him. "Love that comes from trusting and wanting someone so intensely the way I do with you. I realize I never trusted my ex-husband as much as I do you." There was a pause while I study his reaction. I saw his face relax, a smile curling on his lips. "I love being with you. I love what you have given me, what you have shown me I can experience and continue to show me. Yes, part of that is the sex... the magnificent sex," and I kiss him, again. "Another part, though, is you. Without the 'you' part, I couldn't release myself to experience the sex so fully."
Something was bumping my crotch and I suddenly realize what it was. Travis's cock had become erect during my expressed love. He was studying me as his cock poked my ass. As I held myself to him, his hand pulled my face to his, his lips and mouth devouring mine. His other hand left my hip and I soon felt his cock sliding along my cunt lips. With the head of his cock at my cunt entrance, I broke the kiss and pressed my face into his neck as I released some of my hold on him and slid over his hard cock.
I gasped at the feel of it. The fullness, yes. Also, the strange feel of warm ocean water pressed into and out of my cunt as it is filled with cock.
"Oh... fuck," I muttered into his neck as I immediately began rising and dropping on him. "See what... you've done to me? I never... talked... this way." I pulled back to kiss him, then gaze into his face. "See why I love you?"
He begins walking toward the shore. "In that perspective," he says kissing me as we emerge from the water, "I love you, Tessa, my slut."
I'm lost in the moment. Only yesterday he immersed me in a world of nudity and exhibitionism. I professed my acceptance of being his slut thinking it was for this time at the resort. Today we professed our mutual love in this strange relationship and I wonder if my acceptance of being his slut is truly limited.
Being lost in the moment also means I was oblivious to the fact that he was walking me, black cock buried in my white cunt, to the lounge chairs we had earlier claimed with our stuff. I am unaware of the many eyes that are very much aware of us as we pass among them. Each step he takes sends a jolt of his cock in my cunt releasing gasps and moans from me each time. When we reach our chairs, he carefully turns and backs to the side of his lounger. Settling isn't smooth, however, with me wrapped around his body, his cock inside me. The last foot or so is more falling than sitting and the impact drives his cock against my cervix. I groan loudly, my eyes opening at the impact, and only then recognize others on the beach with unabashed attention to us, again. This time, however, the voyeuristic audience concerns me less.
I fuck Travis strongly, our bodies smacking against each other. I sense rather than see movement around us but I am unconcerned and push away any thought beyond my cunt fucking up and down his cock, the sound of our bodies impacting, and the sound of intense pleasure escaping our mouths.
Only when he again tells me to rotate, this time with a bit more grace than before, am I aware of our audience. This is different. Before, they were grouped some distance between us and the ocean, close enough to watch, but seemingly with some space for discretion. There is none of that this time. Emboldened by yesterday, perhaps, they are grouped around us in a semi-circle. As I resume my up-and-down fucking of Travis, it is unavoidable for me not to see the curious, the voyeurs, and the aroused. Some are merely watchers, voyeurs. Some are couples clearly stimulated, aroused by what they are watching, themselves caressing, stroking, and fondling each other.
One couple, in particular, holds my attention for a moment. Two women clutching. One black and the other white. The white woman is naked while the black woman has a towel wrapped around her waist. Both are youngish with firm, C-cup tits. The naked woman's pussy is shaved. It causes me to wonder about the other. Is she shy? Was she encouraged by her partner but only able to expose so much?
My consideration of the female couple is broken by the approach of a male and female couple. They aren't looking at me, though. Their attention is over my shoulder as though verifying approval. I had noticed this couple, too. She had been openly stroking his cock, which was now hard, waving before him as they approached.
I turned my shoulders and head to look at Travis. He was smiling and nodding. When I turned back, still moving on Travis's cock, the couple was next to me. I looked at the woman who seemed shy and tentative. I didn't get to see the man's face as his average-sized hard cock was roughly a foot from my face.
Travis was moving me forward, again. I had been exposed and fucked in public since arriving. Now he was sharing me as I was fucking him. He was sharing at least my mouth. I looked back at the woman. Perhaps I was absurdly verifying approval. Excited anticipation filled her face. Was she thinking she was letting her husband get his cock sucked by a slut? Was this the experience they would take home with them like a souvenir to recall in their normal lives of the time they went to an adults-only resort and he got his cock sucked?
I opened my mouth and leaned toward his cock. He stepped forward and it entered between my lips. I reached out to pull him closer, and his wife (yes, the rings) bumped and prodded him closer. Soon, my lips were at the base of his cock. What a difference from Travis whose cock went deep into my throat.
I was sitting on Travis's cock deep in my cunt, but I wasn't moving on it, anymore. With the stranger's cock in my mouth, another appeared on the other side. I reached blindly to the side, touch this new body, and slid my hand over it until I was grasping another semi-hard cock. While blindly pumping this new cock, I began fucking Travis, again. Facing the man whose cock was in my mouth being sucked, I noticed the wife standing close to his side and had a wicked thought.
What was happening to me? I was fucking Travis on the beach in reverse cowgirl, fully exposed to the assembled voyeurs, a stranger's cock in my mouth, and another in my hand. As if all that wasn't enough for me, my other hand sought out the wife's naked body. I reached up to fondle her breasts but that only last a few minutes before my hand slid down her body and I blindly searched between her thighs for her pussy. She gasped when I fondled her breasts and moaned louder as my fingers slid through her thighs over her moist pussy lips. I glanced awkwardly up at them with her husband's cock in my mouth. They leaned into each other kissing. The wife's legs parted and I jammed two fingers over her clit and into her pussy. Her deep moan was muffled by her husband's mouth.
I didn't think the wife ever came but the husband shot cum into my mouth. I trusted the wife would be fucked as soon as the man was again able. The man I had pumped with my hand came, my fist taking some and the rest dribbling into the sand. Once free of them, I shifted my hands to bracing myself on Travis's thighs and fucked him in earnest. Fucking again in public was stimulating but the unexpected addition of the others participating had me ready to explode quickly once I returned to fucking Travis hard and fast. My clenching, spasming cunt was apparently enough to bring Travis to spurting deeply with volumes of cum soon after.
After Travis sent his seed into me, I stood up, his still-hard cock sliding from my cunt and falling to his abdomen. I lay back down on top of him and we kissed. The crowd slowly dissipated but there were a few still standing by idly when Travis encouraged me up and to the water.
Once waist-deep in the water and away from the others, I turned to him to press my naked body into his. The sun beating down on naked skin was sensual. The feel of the water on naked skin was sensual. The feel of his cock against my stomach, my still hard nipples against his body was exciting. I looked up at him to find him watching me.
"Did you encourage that?" I asked. He nodded. "New experiences." It was a statement but he nodded, again. I kissed his chest. It was the kind of kiss that I had become aware of when the action is somewhat distracted as my mind is considering more than what the kiss is on the surface. Travis is patient, especially with me and what we are doing. It is another of the things about him I love. When I look back up at him, it is with renewed acceptance. "You are finding situations like that for me to accept being a slut?" He nods with a smile. "I could always not do whatever it is."
"Yes," he replies as his hands lift me up and I wrap myself around him, again. He kisses me hard. My body re-ignites in passion. It might be longer before he can fuck me, again, but I am already wanting it. "Yes," he continued, "you always have the option of not doing something. That is always there for you, Tessa." He kisses me hard, mashing our mouths together. I feel a surprise below. My open cunt is being prodded. My God, this is just as exciting for him. He's already hard for me? "The slut in you won't take that option, though. The slut in you wants, needs, to express her sluttiness."
I hold onto him tighter as one of his hands leaves me. I feel his cock head moving over my cunt until it finds my hole. He releases me slightly and I settle down over inches of his cock. I gasp, and a satisfied, expectant smile takes over my face as I look into his as my body slips down more inches of cock.
"FUCK," I call out. "YES... I'm a slut... for you." I gasp as I settle more inches of his cock into my cum and water filled cunt. "You proved it... with your... five friends." I kissed him hard and loosened my grip to fall the rest of the way onto his cock. "Oh... FUCK YES... mmmmmmm... ohhh... yesssss." I kissed all over his face, and my eyes looked deep into his. My eyes were bright, sparkling, and excited. "Whatever you want, Travis. Whatever, whoever, wherever. I'm your slut."
He raised and lowered me on his cock. It was actually funny. We were in waist deep water and our fucking caused splashing as I was raised and lowered. I was sure we attracted attention, yet again. I didn't care. Travis was inside me. He did take a couple steps deeper into the water, though. The splashing might have been eased, but the fucking was intense: outside, sun, sounds of the water, sounds of the beach, the breeze moving my long hair into our faces. Wonderful.
* * * *
More beach time and we were walking the edge of the water near the far edge of the resort's beach property. As we approached, I noticed again the female couple who had been in the group watching us fuck when I also gave a blowjob and handjob to two other men. As we approached, the black woman quickly wrapped a towel around her waist. Curious, she came to a nudist resort and she was still shy?
The two women had my attention, though. I had very quickly adjusted to being naked around others. No doubt being publicly fucked, and fucked well by Travis, had a lot to do with that. These women were quite attractive in different ways. The white woman was petite, trim, small-breasted, and long brown hair. The black woman was several inches taller, stronger muscled physique, maybe cup-size larger breasts, and short black hair. The black woman obviously worked at her body and it increased my curiosity about not wanting to expose all of it.
I was intending to walk past them to give them the privacy they appeared to want by being at the edge of the resort. The white woman called out to us, though. I could see the black woman was nervous but yielding to her partner. Sara (white) and Terri (black) as we introduced ourselves. Sara began pumping questions regarding how we were so comfortable in our display. I looked at Sara asking the questions and she was fully naked. Terri was quiet and nervous as if she would just as soon be hiding behind her partner. Sara confessed, to Terri's embarrassment, this was their first time but they had wanted to explore new experiences together.
I replied that we were doing the same. Perhaps the difference was that Travis hadn't allowed me to be shy for a moment. He had immediately fucked me on the beach the first day and we'd drawn watchers ever since. "Besides," I offered as consolation, "he convinced me nobody here knew anything about us: who we were, where we came from, or what we did. The recognition of anonymity was very freeing."
They were looking at each other and it was clear some non-verbal communication was passing between them. I decided to press my encouragement. I told them I loved their bodies, and how beautiful they were in different ways representing the feminine and strength. I was envious of both and told them. I had never had the refined figure of Sara and only now striving to develop the fitness of Terri. I envied their youth, too. Travis hugged me from behind at that point reaffirming physically and verbally his desire for me and my body. That response drew smiles from both women.
Sara was prodding Terri. I began to realize something was bothering Terri, something she was afraid to expose, something she needed assurance to be comfortable exposing. I looked down at her towel-wrapped hips hiding her crotch. There was a new protrusion and it hit me. The strong body. The squarer face. The shorter hair.
"You're in transition," I blurted out to Terri. Sara hugged her from the side. I smiled. They were clearly in love and Sara was wanting Terri to be more comfortable. Their story poured out. Terri was obviously well into transition therapy when the two accidentally met. She had intended to complete the transition with surgery, too. Meeting Sara delayed that decision as they explored their relationship. Although Terri had from her youth known she identified as female and never questioned her decision to transition, she came to feel having a vagina wouldn't make her feel more female. Sara, a committed lesbian, never felt since her own youth the reaction to males that all her friends expressed. She felt those reactions about her friends even if they didn't return them. Sara's sexual relationships had frequently utilized dildos and strap-ons. It was Sara who convinced Terri to hold off on surgery. If having a vagina to be penetrated wouldn't make a difference, why go through the pain and recovery of the surgery? It made sense. This trip was intended to help Terri be comfortable with the decision that her body was hers.
I closed the short distance to them, leaving Travis behind to watch. I cupped Terri's face and kissed her. With our breasts touching, I loosened the towel and let it drop to the sand. I glanced down between us and smiled. My eyes fixed on a beautiful big black cock that was probably only an inch or so shorter than Travis's. And, the exposure had it hardening.
I smiled at them both. Terri seemed to remain nervous but wasn't attempting to cover herself. "Being the horny slut Travis is intent on turning me into," I said laughing, "I can understand why Sara is happy with the way your body is."
Travis came to stand next to me, his arm around me cupping a tit. I groped blindly to the side to find his cock hardening, too. I openly held a cock. Sara took the cue and replicated the action to grasp Terri's hardening cock which was very arousing on her beautiful body.
I made eye contact with Sara. I wanted to ask but hoped she could see what I wanted. She apparently did. She turned fully into Terri, kissed her passionately, and softly spoke to her. Terri looked at me and gave a soft, yet tentative, nod. Sara separated and reached out to me. We hugged and rotated positions.
"I know you are lesbian," I said after a kiss, "but you enjoy cock... obviously. Travis is wonderful."
I kissed Terri, again. This time I grasped her cock and slowly stroked it. She sighed into my mouth. Our breasts mashed together as we kiss before I slowly sank down her body with kisses before faced with another hard black cock. I licked its length and glance up along her body. Terri was looking down at me with a gaping mouth and strained, anticipatory eyes.
I blocked out what might be happening behind me between Travis and Sara. I know Travis, trusted him completely in every way, and knew he would take care of Sara with consideration and care for her. My mind turned to Terri. As I take her cock into my mouth and slowly took more and more inside my throat, the realization hit me that I was the aggressor here. I, this once conservative, unsure, and inexperienced middle-aged woman, was encouraging a trans-woman to be proud of who she was as she was. It was a very arousing realization.
I took her cock down my throat and heard her moan as her hands gently held my head as I began to fuck her with my throat. I pulled my mouth off her cock and looked up, telling her I wanted to fuck her. She nodded without otherwise answering and lay in the sand. As I moved to straddle her upraised cock, I finally gave in to glance back at the other two. Sara was already riding Travis with one hand clutching her breast while the other was pressed into his chest for support. She looked from Travis to us but she was not looking at me, her singular focus was on Terri. When I saw a huge smile form on her face and she nodded, I looked down at Terri. She was smiling at Sara, then looked up at me as I rode up and down on her cock. She reached up and grasped my tits as I do the same to her breasts.



Our remote part of the resort beach was filled with the sounds of arousal and intensifying pleasure. When I orgasmed, washing her cock in my cunt with warm orgasmic juices, I felt her cock swell and pulse, the telling signs I have learned from Travis of impending climax. It was somehow extremely erotic to realize I was getting a cunt full of a trans-woman's cum mixed with that Travis had previously filled me with.
I leaned onto her body, our breasts pressed together, as I kissed her tenderly while seeking moments for our bodies to recover.
"Thank you," she softly said into my ear as I kissed her neck.
I pull up and gaze intently into her eyes. "For what?" I ask. "For fucking you? It was amazing. I should be thanking you."
She smiled, "Mmmmm... yes, it was. But, I meant for what else you gave me. Your acceptance was unexpected. That's the thank you." I mashed her mouth in reply.
We walked the water's edge together back to the main beach. For the first time, Terri carried the towel she had been using as protection. She was still tentative but our joint and natural acceptance of her gave her just enough confidence in herself to give Sara what she had hoped for.
Terri was attracting a lot of attention as we joined the main beach area. I bumped into her side, "You are attracting attention but can you see it is erotic attention? This place is based on acceptance and eroticism. How does it feel?"
She looked at Sara. Sara was expectantly watching her. Terri smiled, "I feel like I want to fuck Sara right here on the beach the way you two did." Sara beamed. It was obvious she was feeling joy in what had just transpired.
I looked at Travis and he nodded. He was willing to go with whatever was churning in my head. "Let's go for a swim so you and Travis can recover more. We'll join you, then. Side by side, if you think it will help."
She stopped and pulled me into a kiss. When we did fuck on the beach, the four of us had an even larger voyeur group surrounding us.
* * * *
"Hey, you two," I greeted Sara and Terri as they arrived. "Thanks for joining us for dinner." Travis hugged and kissed each of them on the cheek. I hugged and kissed each of them on the mouth.
Terri still looked a bit nervous but she was dressed in a sheer negligee that exposed her breasts with both sheerness and a gaping cleavage. The gown had a lace panel from the bottom of the cleavage to the bottom of the gown which provided just enough coverage to her pelvis. Knowing what to look for, I discerned the dark shadow of her cock sway underneath as they approached, much the same way Travis's appeared in the semi-sheer boxers he wore.
The meal was great but the after was amazing. We invited the women to join us at our bungalow for drinks and to enjoy the view of the stars over the otherwise black ocean. Whatever we had been wearing was removed as we relaxed on the back porch with the light inside turned off to increase the darkness and improve star watching.
I was sitting across Travis's lap. Sara and Terri cuddled on the outdoor loveseat. Terri was far more comfortable being naked with us and the rest of us hoped it would continue for the remainder of their stay.
It wasn't long, though, before star-watching and cuddling turned into much more. We invited them inside to share the king-sized bed. Two couples making love side-by-side was very erotic. The sounds of joyful fucking and loving filled the little bungalow and seemed to intensify the mood for everyone.
After everyone climaxed, I slinked down Travis's body to suck and lick his cock, something that was routine for us. Sara was watching intently, her eyes moving from me to Travis, back to me, and to Terri. I lifted my mouth from his cock to explain. "It started when I confessed to Travis I thought I might be addicted to his cock. I had never felt anything like it or experienced such pleasure. With that came being shared with several of his friends separately, then a group of them together. Soon, it was a question of if my supposed addiction might be an indicator of being a slut. It was all playful and I always have the final say about what happens but, honestly, I have never said no. Cleaning his cock after fucking me seemed very much what a slut should do. Serious or not, I kept on with it."
Sara was shaking her head. "Slut?"
Travis jumped in. "Understand, the term slut is something playful between us."
"And five of your friends," I added. He shrugged. We both laughed. It was during that day I was blindfolded that the term first got used.
"I like the idea," Terri added surprising all of us.
"Slut?" Sara responded with surprise.
"NO... no, no... never, honey," she blurted out trying to save herself. "I was thinking about the cleaning of cock."
Sara was smiling, clearly enjoying the moment of Terri's misstep. She began to lean over to begin cleaning Terri's cock when Travis put a hand on her shoulder to stop her. We all looked at him. I knew that look. He was up to something and it was guaranteed to be exciting if I knew him.
"Are you guys willing to try something that could include all of us together?" he asked.
They checked with each other and turned to me but I was already smiling and nodding to encourage them. I sometimes thought Travis's ideas sounded crazy at first but I always found them exciting.
He explained his idea and it did sound crazy to them. Not to me, though. Not after he and his friends.
Sara began sucking Terri's cock while I attended to Travis's. The two were lying on the bed side by side. Two blacks with big cocks. Two highly fit bodies but one of them also had magnificent breasts as her cock was sucked by her partner. Once both cocks were hard and ready, I straddled Terri's hips, raised her cock, and settled down over the head. I gasped and sighed as the head parted my cunt lips and entered. It was terribly erotic to look down at the person I was fucking and see a beautiful face and breasts.
I leaned forward and kissed her as I rode her cock. When I broke the kiss, Sara took her place in the action by sitting her pussy over her lover's mouth. I heard her sigh as I was sure tongue and mouth began their efforts. Behind me, Travis was prepping his cock with lubrication, then applying some on and into my asshole. When he was ready, I was pushed forward. With Sara getting eaten by Terri, I instead kissed and licked the portion of her mound I could access. Travis pressed his cock to my asshole, reminding me that his idea involved my double penetration. Sara had said no. She'd never done anal and double penetration wasn't the time to do it for the first time. Not Travis's cock.
As Travis's cock joined Terri's inside me, Terri groan deeply as her cock became compressed with Travis's sliding over it in the next chamber of my body. It was a wild fuck more for the sensuality of it shared with new friends than something different. Not different for me, anyway. To my surprise, Sara's orgasm came first but Terri held her in place continuing one orgasm after the other as we each climaxed. It was beautiful.
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CHAPTER 11: ISLAND PLEASURES -- TUESDAY NIGHT
Tuesday and Thursday nights included special entertainment at the resort nightclub. As we learned, special entertainment meant live sex shows on stage. There was a very big condition to the special entertainment: it was amateur night. We learned that these entertainment nights were frequently canceled when no female guest volunteered to participate and decide on the content of the show.
I knew that wasn't going to be the case that Tuesday night. Not with Travis's mind working in overdrive. I knew, and he knew, that I would have to approve of anything. He also knew, however, as I also knew, I would probably agree to almost anything he devised simply because the trust between us assured his careful consideration of me.
Our nights were naturally filled with intriguing and creative fucking. I would be fucked in all three holes by Travis before we fell asleep still clutching each other the way we were in our final recovery. The days also included me being exhibited, fucked, or me sucking him on the beach, always drawing a crowd of voyeurs. It seemed at some point in the day the voyeurs became a bit more involved as time went on. I would often be riding Travis and it was during those times that I would suck randomly presented cocks from the crowd. On a few occasions, Travis would direct me to get off his cock and move to my hands and knees next to him. I wouldn't know who he would point to, but a cock would soon begin probing at my gaping cunt. I would, of course, already be highly stimulated from fucking Travis's big cock so I would quickly orgasm on this new man despite a significantly smaller cock plunging into me. The combination of being directed by my lover, a stranger whose face I hadn't even seen, the other guests on the beach watching, and Travis verbally and physically teasing me would ultimately bring me to a couple orgasms.
Travis was going to be busy working out some details for my special feature for the Tuesday night 'entertainment'. That afternoon, he booked me for spa time. I didn't ask what that was but figured a little pampering was always good.
I showed up at the spa reception desk right on time. I was naked, of course. The young island woman was nearly so, too. Her pert breast stood out proudly on her chest, the semi-sheer wrap at her waist doing little to limit images of her bald pussy. A door at the side opened and I was pleasantly surprised. It was Manny who we met when we first came to the resort. He held the door for me and explained he pulled two shifts to earn money for school, this one in the spa as a masseuse. A massage table was set up in the center of the room, lights were very subdued, some incense in the air, and soft, soothing flute music came from unseen speakers.
"Ms. Wilson, it looks like you are scheduled for a massage, body wrap, and hot tub, is that right?" Manny asked.
"Please, Manny, call me Tessa. And, I have no idea. He scheduled it for me and here I am."
He looked at a clipboard in his hands. "Mmmmm... I see Full Body Massage is marked with a handwritten comment, 'and whatever comes up'." His eyes sparkled as his eyes met mine. "Any idea what that refers to?"
I met his gaze with my own sparkling eyes. "Knowing that man, I have some ideas. Let's see what comes to mind." He smiled, not bothering to hide the lewdness of his thoughts showing on his face.
I climbed onto the table, starting by lying on my front. He dribbled warm oil from my neck down my spine to the crack of my ass. With my face in the comfortable padded hole in the table, I found myself once again blind to the touch of a new man. While he worked the oil into my shoulders, neck, and back with his strong hands, the feel of oil sliding over my asshole to my already wet cunt was getting me charged up for anything. He repeated the oil on the back of my thighs and feet. As his hands worked their way up the insides of my thighs, the pressing and pulling of his hands on my leg muscles soon had me spread open. His hands on my ass cheeks, fingers sliding into my crack, firmly sliding over my asshole and down further along my cunt lips had my hips rising to his touch.
"Turn over now, Tessa." I did as he instructed. I was fully exposed to his hands and so ready for them to firmly touch me. "Keep your legs spread for me, Tessa." His fingers were rolling my nipples. It didn't feel like part of any massage, but it felt so good. "May I be very open with you, Tessa?" he asked.
I moaned softly, "Oooooo... yes... please do."
He smiled down at me. His face had lost some of the reserved professionalism he originally started with. "You have very beautiful breasts, body, and... pussy," he quietly confessed while holding my gaze. After everything I had experienced at the resort, the nudity, beach exposure, and public sex, I was no longer embarrassed by the open, lewd comments. I was turned on and wondered what might happen.
I shifted my gaze to the semi-sheer wrap at his waist. His cock was clearly stimulated as it pressed the gauzy material out from his body. "Since we're alone, Manny, would it be more comfortable without your wrap?"
He smiled and quickly released the catch at the side for the material to fall to the floor. "Thank you, Tessa." He watched my reaction as he added, "It would appear something may have 'come up' after all." I smiled.
He began the massage of my front, again beginning at my shoulders, working down over my tits, my nipples getting significant, yet tender, manipulation. His hands worked down my chest and abdomen to my mound. I held my breath as he pressed over my mound toward my needy cunt but he avoided touching, only 'accidentally' bumping my clit a couple times. He had worked over my tits and body from behind my head. As he reached over me to work further down my stomach and abdomen, his cock pressed against my head and alongside it. I turned my head in that direction, his big dark cock sliding along my face. I somehow resisted the desire to lick it as it passed by.
As he worked up my legs, he part my thighs even more as he worked the muscles on the insides of my thighs. He poured the warm oil directly onto my cunt, the oil running between my open lips. My cunt was the only part of me not to have directly felt his firm touch. That ended. He raised my knees and spread them wide. I was fully and completely and lewdly spread open to him. His gaze for a moment fixed on my open cunt, then he looked up to see me with an expectant, anticipatory, and strained smile. I wanted and needed his touch.
His attention to my cunt was amazing. I lost track of time as his fingers stroked over the outside of my lips, through the length of my slit, and special attention to the clit almost as if he was masturbating it. I had a very nice orgasm from that and, as I recovered, he was stroking between my lips from top to bottom. I ached for his fingers to go inside and my hips rotated as if helping him.
"Any idea what Mr. Brown might have meant about 'whatever comes up', Tessa?" he softly asked with a voice that came from his building stress.
He was standing alongside me. My eyes fixed on the hard cock bobbing in front of him as he moved. Not able to resist any longer, I reached out to grasp it. "I think, Manny, something has indeed come up." His smile back to me was strained. "He requested a full-body massage for me?" He nodded. "Would an internal massage be included in that, Manny?"
He didn't answer. With lust openly exposed on his face, he moved quickly to the end of the table, pulled me to the edge, and raised my legs, my feet placed over his shoulders. He put his hard cock at the entrance to my cunt and pressed firmly. As inches of his thick cock penetrated, I gasped and moaned. He did, too.
"OH... FUCK... YESSSS..." I openly exclaimed. "I think... internal... was exactly... what he... intended," I gasped out with moans with each of his thrusts. He smacked into my ass and he was fully inside me. "Ohhhhh... mmmm... Manny... this massage... is perfect." He grunted as he pounded harder at my cunt.
I orgasmed on his cock like that. With the last orgasmic ripples dying in my body, "Hands and knees," he instructed. Oh fuck, yes, I thought. Use this slut with your wonderful cock. I turned and scrambled onto my hands and knees with him following me onto the table. His cock slammed back inside as he leaned over me to resume his massaging of my tits and clit. Oh, fuck... he was so good at massage.
He stopped, again, pulling his cock abruptly out of me. "Ride me," he instructed. I had to struggle off the table on weakened legs as he took my place on his back. I climbed back up and sat on his cock. I wasn't going to last much longer and I wanted him to join me. I fucked him like a banshee, squeezing his cock with my cunt muscles for everything I was worth. We both came at the same moment, my orgasm triggering his climax with my spasming cunt.
The wrap session was quiet and soothing. Again, I was blind by the total covering of soft, wet, and very warm wrapping. Within the cocoon, my active and stimulated mind began wondering what Travis was planning for my debut showing. Only hours to find out.
* * * *
Proofed (03/22/2023)
"You sure you are okay?" Travis was fussing over me. I understood his concern but we had talked about what he planned. I was excited.
We were standing just outside the bright lights of the stage. The club manager was ready to get the night going and the club was packed and excitedly expectant after word spread through the resort. Many had watched me on the beach being fucked. Some had been the recipient of my sucking them as I was being fucked. The phrase I had heard, though not directly to me, was 'beach slut'. Rather than offending, it had excited me. I had, apparently, really made it. I was a slut. And what was planned for me would reinforce that with exclamation points.
There was a bed with several layers of sheets on it directly in the center of the low stage where the lights were brightest. "Tonight is special," the club manager began as he stood in resort shorts and shirt on the stage before the overflowing crowd. I wondered if the island even had a fire marshal to be concerned with the room's capacity being severely exceeded. "These evenings require a willing female guest. As open as this resort is, few women ever volunteer. Tonight is different." The crowd erupted in applause, whistles, and cheers. "Many of you have already enjoyed watching her on the beach. Some of you might have heard the nickname used for her: beach slut." Cheers rose, again.
Travis held me tight. "You can always say no, enough."
I turned away from what the manager was prepping the crowd with. I kissed Travis hard before gazing lustily into his eyes. I grasped his hardening cock and lightly stroked it. My hands went to his cock as casually as his hands went to my tits and cunt. "Thank you, lover. I love the care you have for me. I want this, though. You want this, too, or you wouldn't have proposed it. I know I can stop it if it gets to be too much. I don't want to, though. I want to experience it all. I think I am there, Travis." He looked at me puzzled as another wave of cheers rose in the crowd. "Slut, Travis. I'll know I am really a slut after this."
He took me in his arms and kissed me hard and full of lustful passion as he drove two fingers into my dripping cunt. God, I was so ready for this!
We barely heard the manager announce us. I was about to perform in a live sex show before an overcrowded room of resort guests and staff and we were lost in our passion for each other. He parted from me and took my hand, squeezing it reassuringly. I squeezed it back. We each took deep breaths and marched into the light, both completely naked, both very aroused and more telling on Travis with his hardening cock pointing ahead of us.
Travis took the microphone from the manager. I was surprised. Travis seemed very comfortable naked in front of everyone and set to address them. I wasn't so comfortable. I was there. I don't think I could have managed any intelligible words to come from my mouth.
"Ladies and gentlemen, fellow resort guests and resort staff, welcome to our little performance. My name is Travis Brown and this lovely woman is Tessa Wilson. Tessa is... mmmmm... lovely in so many ways. To those of you who have seen firsthand her lusty side out on the beach..." Hoots and applause erupted to cause Travis to pause. "Yes, well, believe me when I say I felt the same way." Much laughter rolled to us. "It has been my amazing pleasure... and I truly mean, pleasure... to have been the primary recipient of Tessa's lustful efforts."
He turned to me and led me to the bed. "Recipient of my lustful efforts?" I repeated his words back to him. He smiled.
When I turned to crawl onto the bed, I noticed large flat-screen TVs appear above and around the room showing us on the bed. There were cameras pointed at the bed from various angles.
"Were the cameras your idea?" I asked as I lay back and spread my legs for him.
"They asked about using them so more detail could be seen by everyone in the room. I agreed on the condition that only one copy be made and that would be yours," he replied.
"Ours, you mean." I laughed and caught the image on the screen on the side wall. "Can you imagine one of your friends? 'Well, Tessa, did you bring back any souvenirs from your trip?'"
I raised my knees and splayed them out. The screen showed my open cunt. He pressed his cock at my hole and muttered as he leaned over me, his cock sliding inside, "I can see all of us having a hell of a weekend watching it several times."
"Ohh... fuck me... OH... GOD... you feel so good."
He did, too. He pounded me in the missionary position until I orgasmed. How could I not under the circumstances? Then he rolled us to cowgirl and I began fucking him. He finally climaxed in my cunt from behind in the doggy position. Me... I came another time... loudly.
I thought that went pretty well. Two orgasms through three positions with cameras catching everything on large screens. I collapsed on the bed and rolled to my back. Travis was partially lying on me.
There was a lot of noise directed at us. Apparently, the crowd thought it was good, too. "Travis," I gasped, "I can't believe what we just did. In front of all those people and on the screen."
"Wild, huh?" I nodded with a big smile on my face. "Glad you thought so but you're not through." What?
The manager was on the microphone, again. "Come forward guys," he called out. "Act 2." Act 2?
I pushed myself to my elbows and gazed to the side where the manager was indicating. Three resort staff was approaching. They were naked black and all had big, hard cock swaying in front of them. I looked at Travis. He was smiling.
Past the surprise, though, I got to my knees to crawl quickly to the edge of the bed. The men formed in front of me. It didn't take them long in approaching to see what I was wanting. My hands grasped cocks while my mouth found the third. I switched back and forth. Sucking them wasn't truly necessary since they were already hard. Three big black cocks. Of course, I was going to suck them. At least suck them for a while.
A while didn't last long. Travis was next to me. Out of the corner of my eyes, I saw him hand something to one of them. That was a tube of lubrication. Fuck. Three guys for round 2. This was going to be air-tight.
I pulled my mouth from the cock while still holding the other two. I lustily gazed at Travis. He was all smiles. "Surprise, slut." The manager's mic must have picked up what he called me. Instantly, the crowd began chanting, "Slut... Slut... Slut..."
I've done this before, I reassured myself. Travis's friends. Three black cocks with a hundred people watching? After Travis has already fucked me to two orgasms before them? Slut, indeed, I thought with renewed lust powering up my body for anything they wanted to do. Travis was here, I could let myself go and just pleasure and be pleasured.
I crawled backward on the king-sized bed and the three new guys followed. One lay on his back. Did they have this choreographed? Was Travis behind this, too? I was kneeling on the bed a bit stunned. I looked at the man lying next to me, holding his hard, black cock vertically for me. I looked at each of the others, then at Travis standing at the other side of the bed, out to the crowded club that was standing room only but all of them were largely in darkness compared to the bright lights of the stage.
"I can't believe I'm doing this in front of so many people," I muttered. I didn't speak to anyone, not even to Travis. It came out as more of an appeasement to the voice inside me. The voice that is the other part of me, the voice I push down, ignore, for this part of me with Travis. And, I do it, again.
I climb over the man with his cock held up, grab it from him, and sit on it after moving it and my hips to align it with my just fucked hole. Before I have pressed down to have the cock fully inside me, another cock appears at my face. My mouth opens and the next cock presses through my lips and over my tongue. Before I feel the lubrication pressed at my asshole, the second cock has begun pressing into my throat. Everything stops, including noise from the crowd, as the third cock positions at my asshole, pressing firmly to open the tight sphincter. Anal has become routine for me so the cock, after a little effort for him and me, presses through the tight muscle and inside.
"OH... FUCK," I call out loud and clear. Noise resumes from the crowd. Even they, it seemed, held their collective breath. "Fuck me..." I mumble around the cock to no one in particular. To all of them. "Pound me... fuck me."
"Do it," I heard above me from Travis, "fuck her like the slut she is."
Three cock begin thrusting, plowing into my three holes. The cock in my mouth fucks my throat. The cock in my ass thrusts deep and hard. It is only the cock in my cunt that is restricted but I lift my hips only a few inches higher and even it begins to be flexed in and out. Three big cocks pounded into me and my body rocketed to another impending orgasm with anal and vagina nerves being jointly and independently stimulated.
Once, again, I have passed through awareness beyond my body's sensory experience. There is no longer a crowd, no bright lights, no video feed, and nothing but cocks taking my body to nirvana. I am released to the experience. A slut with three holes. My entire body shakes as the rising stimulation crests into an orgasm that has my holes freeze, clenching, and spasming. The cock press on, though. I am fucked through the orgasm and my body rides it and remains on the verge of more orgasms.
It's the cock in my throat that cums, first. I stiffen but can do little else when the cock swells and jerks but doesn't pull back like I am used to. My throat clenches but the cock remains as the first spurt sends cum down my throat. It finally pulls back and I take in air through my nose as the next spurt goes directly down my throat. My mind registers how crazy that felt when the cock in my ass thrusts even more powerfully and deeply as it pulses in my tight ass which presses my throat further over the cock until my nose is at the base. Two cocks emptying into me at once. My body tightens and convulses with every limb and muscle seemingly quaking. The cock in my cunt drives deep with sharp, desperate thrusts of the hips and it too begins spurting cum.
My mouth hangs open as I gasp. The cock is still there but pulsing its last in my mouth. The cock in my ass is deep but motionless as its last pulses of cum release. It is only the cock in my cunt that continues with short jerks. The man behind me sags and I can't hold him or even desire to. I collapse onto the man below me, and the cock in my mouth slips out.



One minute I am aware of nothing but cocks spent in my cunt and asshole. Then... noise... lots of noise. As if the noise of the crowd triggered the guys who just fucked me, the cocks retreated from my holes. Empty. I should be satisfied... more than satisfied but I am only aware of emptiness. I roll off the man below me as he works to escape. There is a rise in the noise, murmuring and exclamation wafting onto the stage from the crowd. I shift my eyes to one of the screens and am shocked. A closeup... from where I didn't know... shows my empty cunt opening and closing as if still clenching around a cock that is no longer there.
"Ready for more?" I hear. The microphone. The manager. More? "This is truly a special evening, ladies and gentlemen. We've sometimes had a volunteer be fucked for our enjoyment, maybe even a couple times. Never air-tight like we just witnessed and never what is about to come with the third act of Tessa's offering." Third act? There's more? What is Travis doing? "To present Act 3, here is Travis, again."
I raise myself to my elbows. While I intended to watch Travis wondering what he was going to say, I catch images of the crowd and some screens now focused on Travis and some on me sprawled on the bed.
"What do you think," Travis begins as though he has functioned with a microphone in the past. "Is Tessa, my lover, a slut or what?" The crowd definitely agreed and I see the screen focused on me and catches a smile growing on my face. I laugh at the sight. Apparently, even I agree with that. "But there is more if you want more. Want more?" Raucous cheers and whistles respond. I see him looking at the screen redirected to my cunt with cum having leaked out. He chuckles, "It looks like she is ready for more, too." He turns back to me and winks. I utter a single word, 'yes', but it is lost in the noise. "The first and second Acts were planned. Not the third. I only imagined the third for her, but I think she is ready." A pause.
He looked back at me, again. I don't know what he wants. I don't know what he is thinking. Maybe that's what he is looking for. Do I trust him still? Whatever it is, am I ready to follow his lead? He said tonight could be the difference to show that I am a slut. I thought he meant being fucked by him in front of a large audience. Then, he added the air-tight fuck. Though that had been in front of an audience, I had experienced air-tight before. So, the true difference must be coming, must be the third act of this lewd performance. The difference was what would be coming next. Was I ready for whatever it was? Did I trust Travis that whatever it was he would have my safety? If this was for sluthood, was I ready? He put out his hand toward me. Was I ready... or was I done. Was I ready to take the step to prove what a slut I was or was I to settle for what I had experienced?
I crawled off the bed and stepped into an embrace by Travis. I didn't even think about being naked, any longer. If the crowd had been dressed, I wouldn't have been bothered. He hugged me tight with one strong arm and kissed me hard. The crowd went quiet, again. Waiting. Anticipating. Anxious. Just like me.
"Act three," Travis began, again, "is going to be different. It is different because it will be audience participation." For a moment, the overcrowded room is completely silent as if everyone is processing what he just said. I know I am. I turned my head to him and he puts the mic behind him and softly says to me, "You wanted to know if you were really a slut, yet. Everything we have done here is saying, yes. This is the exclamation point to saying, yes."
I study him. "Be careful what you wish for, huh?" I mutter. He smiles as he waits for me. I turn fully into him as I mash my mouth into his. I can tell he knows my answer. His cock is getting hard against my abdomen. I press into it. "You've given me everything I wanted, Travis, even becoming a slut. I don't know what to say."
"Say, yes." He hands me the microphone. "Invite them to fuck you until you can't fuck, anymore."
He held the mic in front of me. I accepted it and turned to face the crowd. Travis slipped behind me, his hands going under my arms to fondle my tits and nipples as I considered what to say. The hell with it, I thought, and just let that part of me take over. "Some time ago, I met this wonderful man who became my lover. I asked him to show me what sex could truly be like. And he has. Along the way, my curiosity regarding sex increased to consider if I could be a slut for him." The room was quiet. I could feel the anticipation, though. "I have thought that maybe I had achieved that, but... there has been lingering question." I scanned into the darkened room, then glanced at Travis. He nodded. "So... I stand here before you at perhaps the moment of eliminating any question. My body is yours. Use me. Male or female. Use me so I never have a doubt, again."
There wasn't a flurry of clothes being discarded because everyone was already naked or essentially so. Travis led me back to the bed. Unexpectedly, he lay on the bed with his hard cock in the air. I began to straddle him when he stopped me.
"No. Turn around and take me with your ass."
Fuck. That meant the first guy from the audience would fuck me with double penetration. No, there would be another at my mouth. This was going to be a full-on gangbang. The thought or realization or whatever it was didn't scare me. My body was already in heightened arousal just from voicing the invitation.
I turned, spread my ass cheeks, and fumbled around until his cock pressed at my cum-filled ass. I groaned as it penetrated and I let my body weight press it deep inside. I re-positioned my feet so I was resting back against Travis, his hands immediately grasping my tits.
The first man appeared between our legs, his cock hard. He gazed at my open cunt, up to me, and past my shoulder at Travis. Maybe we all indicated, yes. Maybe, even my cunt. The very idea of my hungry cunt winking its readiness surged my already spiking arousal. Another cock touched my cheek, as I anticipated. My head turned with an open mouth as I felt the cock penetrate my tightened cunt and thrust deeper. I knew most of the cock would be more average size as opposed to cocks like Travis or Manny. That should be easier on my holes. At the moment, though, how I might feel after all this was only a momentary thought and then disappeared for the rest of the night.
The night was long. There had been over a hundred people in the room when the final act of the night began. How many cocks and pussies were given to me nobody could begin to guess. It wasn't just the number of people who had been in the room at one time, numerous cock in particular came to me a couple times. Even some of the pussy I sucked were filled with cum.
I suspected I would never experience anything like it again and I was determined to experience it all with enthusiasm and full-on lust. Eventually, I was just holes being used. It was too much to maintain active participation. Travis asked me several times and I always wanted to continue even if all I could do is be a hole. When I didn't have the energy to fuck back, I imagined the hours of raw video we would bring back with us. I was stimulated to think of the hours of fucking I would have with Travis and his five friends with the video playing on his flat-screen.
In the end, I was told by several people later, Travis carried me unconscious back to the bungalow.
The next day I missed the morning. I was given another spa treatment on the house. Manny avoided any touch to my swollen and red cunt and asshole. My appearance on the beach later was awkward. It was made better, though, when Sara and Terri walked up to us and kissed me. Terri was fully naked and unembarrassed. What a transformation. A beautiful black trans-woman with a big cock... a powerfully erotic image.
Whatever the treatment was that I was provided, a modified performance was given Thursday night. That time it was time limited. No questions remained.
* * * *
"How are you feeling?" Travis asked as we sat waiting for the small plane to take us back to the mainland. It was Friday afternoon. A week at the resort had already passed. It seemed impossible. Yet, the experiences could have otherwise filled a lifetime. As always, Travis was attentive.
"Sore," I confessed. "Tired." I looked at him with a smile. "Mostly sore, though." I stared at him. "Are you... I mean... are you okay... really... with everything I did?"
He chuckled and held me tight. "I put you into those situations, Tessa." He lifted my chin with a finger. He softly kissed me. A nice public kiss, quite chaste compared to our recent public displays. "But... I have a confession." I raised my eyebrows. But he has a confession? Is there a problem? I feel like this trip has produced a marked change for me. For him, too? "I know what we've always said about us." He stopped. God, please don't stop! Spit it out! "I think... hell, Tessa, I love you." He gazed into my eyes. I could read the nervous concern residing there. "Say something," he added in desperation.
I smiled, reached my face to his, and kissed him, a much less chaste kiss. I put my arms around his neck and repeated the kiss. "I love you, too, Travis. I hadn't wanted to say it. We had an agreement as you said. I want you, Travis. I want to have you more in my life. We can take it step by step, okay? You've been so good at guiding me step by step. We can do this together." He nodded, and a huge smile formed on his face.
He appeared happy. I was, now that it had finally been expressed. On the plane, we held hands. I mused as I gazed out the window. So... more steps for us to take. A slut with stronger ties? Roommates? Wife? Hmmmm... what about slutwife?
THE END
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CHAPTER 1: THE OFFER
I entered Mr. Farnum's spacious office and closed the door behind me with a soft click. I was already unbuttoning my blouse as I turned to him as he sat behind his desk which was positioned in the far corner with large windows behind him and to the side looking over the business district of Miami, the blue ocean and sky visible.
By the time I crossed from the door to his desk, I had unbuttoned the tailored, semi-sheer blouse to the waist of my mid-thigh length tight skirt. I pulled the tails of the blouse from the waist of the skirt as I stopped positioned between two of the visitor chairs which centered me in front of his desk. Whatever he had been reviewing on his computer no longer held any part of his attention. He was leaned back in the chair watching me. I smiled at him as I shrugged the blouse off my shoulders and down my arms to be draped over one of the chairs. I immediately reached behind to unclasp my bra. I only wore sheer lace bras which, by intent, were not quite sufficient to completely restrain my C-cup breasts when I walked, especially in heels.
He sat patiently observing as I dropped the bra on the same chair. My hands moved to the clasp and zipper of the skirt which was soon on the chair, too. For only a moment, I stood before him only wearing a sheer thong, thigh-high stockings and heels. He enjoyed seeing the crotch of my thongs wet, a constant condition whether the result of anticipation arousal or leaking cum from a previous fuck.
After the pause, I pushed the thong down my legs. This was the part that I alternated. I bent forward to take the tiny material from my foot which caused my breasts to hang and sway below me as I removed it. Other times, I might turn my back to him, bend over deeply with feet parted to allow a view of my ass and pussy peeking between my thighs.
That process was playful and for show, but only partly so. The truth was, no matter what the subject or reason for me being in his office, there was no discussion until I had stripped.
"What can I do for you, sir?" I inquired as I sat in one of the chairs wearing only stockings and heels.
When his call came that he wanted to see me in his office, I immediately wondered if the reason was business or... if I might be fucked. I was hoping for a fuck. It was a little after 10:00 AM and I had had only a single fucking. It is hell when two of the three Vice Presidents are on business trips.
How did I find myself in the position of being an office slut to the CEO and the three Senior Vice Presidents of Farnum Industries?
* * * *
"Joni Mathers," I answered into my smartphone. The caller's ID wasn't listed but I couldn't afford to ignore phone calls.
"Ms. Mathers," came a strong male voice. I immediately knew it wasn't a spam call. "I am Timothy Farnum of Farnum Industries. I am looking for an executive assistant with project management skills and I know you have been seeking new employment for the past ten months."
How would he know that, I wondered? Not only how but why would he know that? "Farnum Industries?" I was stalling. This was all wrong. It doesn't happen this way. I was the one seeking employment after becoming shunned for any decent position for my experience. Such a position doesn't suddenly come out of the blue. "I'm sorry... who are you, again?"
He laughed. "Yes, I suppose this is catching you a bit off guard," he responded. "My name is Timothy Farnum, I am majority owner and CEO of Farnum Industries. We are a multi-discipline, multi-national, corporation. I am sure you'll do an internet search right after this call ends."
"You're the CEO?" Damn, I thought, this man, for whatever reason, was calling regarding possible employment and I was responding like a dim-witted idiot. "I'm sorry, sir, this is just very unusual. Why isn't this call being made by someone in Human Resources or a head hunter? And... how did you get my name?" It suddenly occurred to me that someone with very old information about me had passed my name to him, someone who wasn't aware of my fall from grace.
He chuckled, again. This was intimidating even over the phone. The extreme level of confidence and authority was obvious, yet he didn't sound old enough. "Ms. Mathers... you can stop worrying. I already know all about your history. I know why someone like you with your experience and skills has become black-listed by anyone doing a modicum of background checking." He paused. He was letting that sink in. He knew why I had been fired from two positions for 'inappropriate behavior' one of the companies called it. I was skilled. That was how I got the second job. I also have a problem. "I have a unique opportunity for someone uniquely like you. I will give you my private phone number. Do your research to see if I am for real. Then, you might consider if you are tired of Chicago winters."
He knew that, too? Of course, he might have assumed that just from my area code. But, yeah, it was a miserable winter. Everyone in the city was probably thinking the same thing.
The call ended as suddenly as it had arrived. I had a phone number on my note pad... and a thousand questions swirling in my brain.
I did my research, of course. Farnum Industries was real. Timothy Farnum was the CEO of it. The picture on their website showed an attractive white man in his late 40's. They were involved in heavy manufacturing of products for communication, electrical, and construction market segments. They had engineering, sales, and manufacturing location throughout North America and scattered in Europe. Sales, based on the previous year's financial report was over three billion. Their headquarters comprised of about one hundred people was located in Miami. Organizationally, the business units functioned under segment presidents. The Miami office was likely the funnel for data and coordination.
Miami. I had always been in the Chicago area, even attending Northwestern University. Miami.
I was nervous when I returned his call. I couldn't get anyone with an opening remotely close to what I was otherwise qualified for once they did their background check of my employment history. My two previous employers were not shy about sharing the information. Ruining one marriage of an executive and sexual assault at the other. Sexual assault. He was young but not that young.
Mr. Farnum took my call with a nice chat but he refused to offer much description of the 'unique job' opportunity. He was adamant: it would be a face-to-face discussion. Was I interested? Of course. I was also intimidated and nervous. I had to find out, though. The alternative was looking like a job doing something where they didn't do extensive background checks. McDonald's?
* * * *
Farnum Industries Headquarters was located in a twelve story office building on the eastern edge of downtown Miami. When I left Chicago on an early morning non-stop flight, it had been near zero with a stiff wind coming off Lake Michigan and a forecast of more snow. As I stepped from the taxi from the airport, I was carrying my heavy coat. I turned my face skyward to soak in a moment of warm sun on my face. It was warm enough to be without even my suit jacket but the meeting with Mr. Farnum required it.
The email I received with flight and hotel information contained a schedule of meetings. The first was with Human Resources on the 10th floor. Then it was Mr. Farnum on the 12th floor. Upon entering the atrium of the building, however, I found security to pass through to get to the elevators.
Human Resources was quick with something of an attitude, I thought. My guess was they didn't like being bypassed in the interviewing process even when it was Mr. Farnum doing the bypassing. I was given a visitor badge to clip to my jacket and I was led to the top floor. I followed the woman into a large alcove from the elevator with a large wood door to the right and double glass doors to the left with the words 'Finance & Legal' itched into the glass of the doors. There was no identifying sign on the solid wood door on the right. Additionally interesting, the HR woman didn't open the door but pressed a button. A moment later there was an audible click. Only then did the HR woman turn the handle and open the door.
I was led into a suite that was beyond anything I had seen in corporate offices. A single pod occupied a center area with what I imagined were two extravagant offices on either side and a conference room at the back. The conference room had glass walls with large floor to ceiling windows to the outside. I could see the city and coastline beyond. A middle-aged woman sat behind the desk in the central pod. I hadn't noticed but when I turned to thank the HR woman, she was gone.
The woman rose and shook my hand. "Joni Mathers, I presume," she said with a warm smile. "My name is Alice. I am temporarily filling in until the Executive Assistant position search concludes." She took my winter coat and small carry-on bag before leading me to a sitting area with sofa and chairs. She offered me coffee or water which I declined. She added that Mr. Farnum received a phone call only moments before I arrived but she didn't think it would take long. She would send him a text to let him know I had arrived.
I glanced through various Farnum Industries brochures which were on the coffee table in the sitting area. The information and professional but offered no additional information I hadn't found on the internet.
About five minutes after I sat down, I noticed the woman pick up her cell phone. She stood and approached me. Mr. Farnum was off the phone and ready. She knocked on the far door that I guessed would be a corner office, opened the door to allow me to pass without entering herself. I heard the door click shut behind me.
"Aw... Ms. Mathers, finally we meet," he said as he came around his massive desk to shake my hand. He stood nearly a full foot taller than me but that wasn't unusual. Being only 5'1" in height I was used to having to look upward to most men. The office was the largest I had ever seen and I worked in two large corporations. His massive desk positioned in the corner. Floor to ceiling windows made up the two outside walls and nothing broke the view. The view behind his desk was the same I had seen through the conference room. The view along the long side looked over lower buildings to the inter-coastal waterway and the Miami Beach beyond. If I knew where to look, I might have been able to see South Beach. There was a sitting area next to the windows at the opposite end of the office and a small conference table and chairs in the center.
He offered me one of the visitor chairs before his desk as he retook his desk chair. He led with small talk about the weather in Chicago (rubbing it in or tempting me), probing about my hobbies and likes socially, even boldly asking about any current relationship back in Chicago. Personal questions like that were generally considered out-of-bounds which caused me to wonder where this was leading.
He didn't ask probing questions about my experience. Rather, he told me. His information was very good. In fact, it was much better than should have been available from normal sources and the internet. He talked about the corporation, products, the value they bring to life, blah, blah, blah.
I tried to probe into the Executive Assistant job specifically but he seemed intent on avoiding it until he was ready. He checked his watch, looked relieved, stood, and went to the door.
"Alice, this will take a while. Just leave when you are ready." I heard the 'yes, sir' before he closed the door.
Returning to his desk, "Alice needs to pickup her kids from school." For a moment, I thought he was going to roll his eyes.
He opened a drawer in his desk and pulled out a manila folder and pushed it across his desk to me. "Before we talk about the position, please read this and sign it."
As I took it, I looked at him. There was nothing tentative about his statement. If we were to have the discussion, signing the paper was required. "A non-disclosure agreement?" I asked.
"I don't know what the laws are in Illinois, but these are very enforceable in Florida," he said.
I nodded. What else could I do? I skimmed the document. It wasn't the first NDA I had been asked to sign and it didn't seem to have anything in it that I hadn't agreed to previously. I signed it and passed it back to him. He checked my signature and put the folder back in his desk. Then, when he leaned back in his chair, he looked more relaxed.
"May I call you Joni?" he asked. I nodded. This was going to be it. I knew it. I would learn about this too-good-to-be-true job. I had burnt all the bridges for this kind of position. I sucked in a deep breath and waited. "As I said on the phone, I know why you were fired from two equivalent positions. It is impossible to truly bury information. I am curious," he said as he lean forward with his hands on his desk, "were you ever diagnosed?" I shook my head. "I know you were sent to therapy after the first time as part of the agreement. They didn't find a condition to explain it?" I shook my head, again. "How would you explain it, Joni?" I hesitated. How did this have anything to do with the job? Was he still deciding if I was a risk worth taking? "You best be fully honest with me."
"I... I have a... a problem, I guess." I looked at him. He was just watching me. Clearly, 'a problem' wasn't what he was going to be satisfied with. I took a deep breath and steadied myself to push forward. I ended up blurting it out. "I have a very high sex drive, sir. I guess... I guess I can take normal attention and interpret much more into it." I looked at him. He was still watching me. "Sir, in my defense, though, how could I be the only one held accountable? I mean... I might have become the aggressor but the guys had to respond. Didn't they?"
A smile creased his face. "I thought that was interesting, too. You were the scape goat. Set an example. All that policy stuff." He was leaned back in his chair, again. "But, you would still seem to be a ticking bomb, right? I mean, when would it happen, again." His eyes searched mine. "Why do you think it happens, Joni?"
Good question, I thought. The only thing I had was what I had been considering for the past months of unemployment and no interviews. "As I said, sir, I think I have a high sex drive and I spend so much time at work doing the best job possible to rise in my career that... I guess my sexual impulses might... maybe be inappropriately focused? I really don't know, sir."
He nodded. I was being honest and I felt he was responding to that. Then, he surprised me. "Actually, I brought your situation to a psychologist and that was one of his thoughts. He had other clinical thoughts but rejected them if you had been through therapy." How did he know that, I wondered. I had no idea where this was going, but he really did know so much about me and he had still extended the offer to meet about the position. Nothing new had come to light. Could the position still be there?
He thought for a moment. "I am going to fill the position of Executive Assistant with someone I think can also handle special projects for me. The position will report to me but be available to the three Senior Vice Presidents. The position is real. I am interested in you, Joni, specifically because of your... problems." The reasons I have been fired twice aren't negatives for him but positives? Now I am really confused. "You see, Joni, the position I truly want to fill is as an Executive Assistant but requiring more. What I want is an office slut."
He stopped and watched me. My brain tried to process what was just stated. It isn't something you hear in interviews. Office slut.
"My promiscuity isn't a negative but a positive?" I asked. He smiled. That was why he sought me out. He could see the kind of work ethic and performance I had but my sex drive was the hook. He could probably find many good executive assistants right here in Miami. Finding one like me was different.
"Stand up." It was an instruction. If I did this, would I be relinquishing some control, at least in part? I wasn't a submissive. I didn't rise to where I was by being weak and indecisive. There was something very compelling about this, though. A good, responsible position at the seat of power, good salary and benefits... and to have that I provide sex. Sex that was upfront and accepted. Accepted or expected? Both, probably, but with the emphasis on 'expected' most certainly.
I hadn't even been aware that I was standing when the next instruction came. "Remove your jacket." I did. That was easy. It was just a jacket. Then, "Remove you blouse." I began unbuttoning my blouse. Why wasn't that harder? Why didn't that cause me to stop or hesitate? It didn't, though. This... he... was compelling. He and I were wanting different things. He had the exclusive job I desired and I had the sex he desired. My heart was racing. My body tingled and flushed in response. Skirt, bra, pantyhose, and panties each followed. I was on fire. Stripping in this man's office was certainly exciting but the adrenaline of the job being at stake was a rush. How was any of this possible? I stood before him naked. Barefoot. In his office, I was naked as he clearly inspected my body. Was this legal? The NDA. I was consenting, at least. But certainly policies... but the CEO, the locked door to this group of offices...
"You have a lovely, petite body, Joni. Very sexual. Your nipples are very responsive, aren't they?" I tore my eyes from his face and looked down. My nipples were hard nubs. I didn't need to look or touch my pussy to know it was lubricating as I stood there. I wondered if he could possibly tell. "Magnificent tits. Well shaped and perfect for your small body. What size are they, Joni?"
We were well past pretense and suggestion. Once he announced he was looking for someone qualified for the official position who would also be an office slut, everything had changed.
"C-cup, sir," I responded as casually as I could. It suddenly occurred to me there had been no offer, yet. Only talk. Me now naked. And only talk.
"Know what else I like, Joni?" I shook my head. "A shaved cunt."
I kept mine trimmed but not bald. "Yes, sir," came my surprising response before I could think. I wasn't submissive, but for the job I certainly seemed more obedient and compliant to this man than I ever had been. Even that realization was stimulating. I was becoming anxious. Not embarrassed or nervous. Anxious. Anxious for what was coming next.
"I think it is time for a drink and we can talk about the job." I nodded. He pointed to the far wall. "The middle panel is a cabinet. Pour two bourbons," he said.
I immediately turned and walked barefoot on the lush carpet across the massive office, found the hidden cabinet, the bourbon, and poured into two crystal glasses. I returned to his desk, my breasts gently jiggling and bouncing with each step and I found myself enjoying the effect. His eyes followed my return, an easy smile on his face. I walked to the front of his desk and leaned over it to hand him one of the glasses. One hand took the glass as the other reached out to softly capture a hanging breast as if we were long-time intimate partners. A shiver coursed through me as his hand closed over my breast and, for a moment, I remained in position.
He indicated the chair behind me not covered with my clothes. I sat and crossed my legs as I would if still wearing a skirt and closing any possible unintended view up it. I fought to control my breathing despite my racing heart. I took a sip hoping to ease the tension I felt.
"How does it feel, Joni?" he asked.
It was an open question without clear definition, but I knew what he was referring to. "A little nervous. A little embarrassed. More anxious maybe a little intimidated, sir," came my honest assessment.



"You will get over that. You are the one who is highly sexual, right? The one who messed up her life by acting on those sexual impulses?" I nodded. Of course I was. I knew it and he had discovered it. My getting naked and his words drove home for me that the only reason I was in his office for this job was my propensity for acting on sexual urges.
"I have to assume you enjoy fucking," he continued. I nodded. "Do you suck cock?"
"Yes, sir."
"Anal?"
"Yes, sir."
He was quiet for a moment. "What about deep throat?" he finally asked. I shook my head. The first 'no'. It didn't seem to bother him, though. "Well, I've never experienced that so I think that is something we can work on."
"Yes, sir." The first performance goal he gave me was deep throat? This was sounding real. I was sure I could learn the business and products and perform as his assistant. Was I ready to be a slut, though? Was I ready to be defined by my sexual willingness and compliance? I would be the assistant who was the slut. "Does that mean you are offering me the job, sir?"
A large smile broke over his handsome middle-aged face. "No... not yet. This is an interview, dear." First, it was Ms. Mathers, then Joni. Now, it is dear. He is breaking down formality. "Surely, you must have questions."
I tried probing about the Executive Assistant position but that lost steam quickly. Neither of us found that of real interest. I shifted directly to salary, benefits, etc. As expected, and as he had earlier assured me, all of that matched or exceeded what I have been getting. Now, I knew why. After being blacklisted, he could have me in that position at slave labor pay. The difference was being a slut for him in the office. Just the office? I asked.
"Good," he said excitedly. "Finally, we're getting to the point." He told me to open my legs. I did. The chair arms limited how far, but I opened them immediately. I sucked in a deep breath. My breasts rose and fell. "Is your cunt wet?" God! If my heart rate had begun to slow, it jolted back up. I nodded. I knew it was. I could feel it. "Show me," he said. Show him? How... I slipped a hand between my thighs, slid my index finger through my pussy lips and, with an audible gasp and moan, pressed it into my pussy. As I pulled it out, he smiled. I don't know why I did it, but I brought the finger to my mouth and sucked my pussy juice from it.
"Good... very good. I think there might be a difference between being promiscuous with sexual urges and teasing men into fucking and being a slut freely used by men... various men not necessarily of your choosing." I nodded. That difference had already occurred to me, too. Before, I picked who I wanted to be with. Now... what was his term for it? Freely used. "To answer your question, though, it is about being an office slut, yes, but not limited to it. My three Senior Vice Presidents are in agreement. It is the only way for this to happen, after all. In the office, you would be freely used sexually in addition to the formal job responsibilities. You will fuck and suck as requested."
"I see," I softly uttered. It wasn't a surprise. What else could it be when the term 'office slut' is applied to it. Still, hearing the description verbalized, it cause me to pause. The nervousness, embarrassment, and sense of intimidation returned. What was I really getting into? Was the job worth it? It would certainly feed my urges and give me the job I had worked so hard to attain only to lose twice because of acting on urges he was now promising to satisfy. "You said not limited to the office, sir," I pushed for clarity.
"Slut, Joni," he replied. "Once you are a slut in one place, you are a slut." He continued watching my reactions to each statement. I looked down at my lap in thought, weighing everything that I thought about what I was before and what was being laid out before me. I had thought of myself as promiscuous. He saw me as a slut. I didn't see my lap, though. I saw my pussy. I was sitting talking to this man in his office and I was naked. My legs parted. My nipples were hard, my breathing was rapid, and I had shown him how my pussy was self-lubricated. Why did I have any question?
"I would be your slut, then? Not just in the office?" This time he was the one to simply nod. A simple acknowledgment to a profound recognition. "I would be available for your use whenever." A statement that sent a new shiver through my body. It wasn't just a shiver, though. A warm flush of arousal overtook my body, too. That was the realization for me that nervousness, embarrassment, and intimidation were also joined by arousal and excitement. It was as if his intentional gaze could see my recognition and understanding.
"Whenever, wherever, however, and whoever." That pretty much covered it. "You would be my slut, Joni. My willing, responsive, and eager slut. In the office, you would be responsive to the four of us. Outside the office, you would be responsive to me in any way I would want to have your body used. You would perform the job here like any employee while providing sexual pleasure as requested." When I didn't faint or rise to leave his office, he seemed satisfied to continue. "This is all new so it will evolve as it goes. I could see it as an asset for customers and private parties. I couldn't tell you where this might go."
I gulped the rest of my drink and took a huge breath. "Yes, sir." Yes, sir? Was I really that agreeable? Was the job really that important to accept all that was required?
"That's the job, Joni. Are you going to get dressed and walk away from it?"
I thought about doing that. I honestly did. Or, at least, I tried to think about doing that. I wanted there to be some turmoil within me. I wanted to feel offended by all this, by what he presumed to understand about me. The truth was that I couldn't muster up enough turmoil or offense. I understood. Before, I had acted like a slut within the confines of what I thought I could get away it. And I had been wrong. Mr. Farnum was taking away nearly all the boundaries of what would be confining. Yes, we had to be careful about the rest of the employees outside the executives offices. Yes, there would be public decorum to honor.
I shook my head. "No, sir."
He turned his chair to the side. "Show me."
I should have needed more. He hadn't yet really offered me the job. I had gotten naked for him, exposed my pussy, fingered myself. His intention was obvious and there wouldn't be more said or offered. I rose and walked around his desk. I dropped to my knees to begin loosing his belt and slacks. As I was lowering the zipper of his slacks, the side of my hand rubbed against his cock inside. I paused and looked up at his face. He gave me a smile. I hurried with the necessary task. I grasped the waist of his slacks and underwear and tugged them as he raised his hips. I stared at his semi-hard cock before raising my eyes back to him. His smile remained. Despite all my promiscuity... slutty behavior, I guess... it had always been for the next cock, the next orgasm. He said I would have plenty of both if I wanted this job.
I gazed at it for a moment before taking it in my hand. I stroked it several times before leaning forward to kiss the head and lick down to the base. I felt it thicken as I did and took the head between my lips and sucked. I added stroking with my hand.
I sucked and licked and stroked for longer than I was conscious of time. His cock was nothing special in terms of size. It was average, I would guess. It was the job and the man who had it, though. A powerful man, a man used to getting what he wanted. My mind lost context. The job, the slut, the office, the man... they all merged into this act. His cock was all there was. The cock was all that mattered if the job was to be mine. To have the job, I had to be his. Sucking cock was nothing new to me. The context, though, was very new. Naked in this man's office... sucking his cock as part of an interview for a job... a job I very much wanted but that would have me used like a slut. No, not like a slut but as a slut. I would later concede to myself that Mr. Farnum understood me better than I accepted. I wasn't a woman with simple urges that got me into trouble. I was a woman ready to be released to experience what was supposed to be restricted, taboo.
I pushed my mouth down his cock. The head came to my throat and the gag reflex kicked in. He wanted his slut to give deep throat. Beyond anything else he could have identified for a job, that was the first goal he established. How do I take a cock deeper into my throat? I pushed the thought away. That was for another time. I had his hard cock beginning to pulse in my hand and mouth. I wanted his cum. That realization was stunning. I wanted his cum. The only thing my mind turned to was tasting his cum and getting the job.
He came with groans and a grunt as he pressed his hips up, his cock in my mouth as the first spurt of cum entered my mouth. I swallowed it down just as the next spurt came.
I sucked the last of the cum from his cock and finished with licking his cock clean. The consideration of cleaning his cock wasn't spoken and was new for me but felt right. Wouldn't a slut do that? A strange feeling welled up within me as I finished licking his cock clean and continued with kissing every inch of his slowly softening cock. I wanted the job. I would enjoy the sex it would bring with it. Yes, sex without ruining my career potential.
When I lifted my lips from his cock and gazed up at him, I think he saw it in me, too. I was going to have this job. If it was giving sex to get it, I was ready to do whatever it took.
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CHAPTER 2: THAT NIGHT
What an interview, if it could even be called that. He had gotten me naked in his office without the promise of the job, a job that would include being an office slut to four senior executives. Beyond being an office slut, though, it would likely even entail being Mr. Farnum's slut beyond the office. And all for the job I desired and no longer believed was possible.
I had willingly sucked his cock while naked on my knees in his office. I had greedily taken his cum and swallowed. I had cleaned his cock with my tongue and lips unbidden. Only after all that did I sit back on my heels as if looking for further direction, further instruction. He watched me as I sought something, anything, from his gaze or voice.
Finally, I broke the standoff of quiet. "What can I do, sir. I want to show you I am the one you want as your assistant including all the ways you can imagine me serving you."
He smiled as he stood up pulling his underwear and slacks back up his legs. I stood with him. In that moment, I knew just how much I wanted that obscene job. I felt disappointed that he was dressing. I had actually began hoping to be fucked by this man who seemed to understand me so well, this man who saw me as his slut, this man who held the job I wanted.
"Get dressed, Joni. I will take you to the hotel. We will have another drink or two and dinner so we can talk more," he said without inviting question.
He carried my small case the two blocks to the hotel and got me checked in. He then turned and pointed at the lounge across the lobby. "Will an hour be enough time to freshen up?" I assured him it would be.
After he left for the lounge, I turned back to the reception desk and asked the young woman about someplace to purchase some clothing. She asked and I confessed what I wanted. She pointed down the hall toward the elevators. They have a shop in the hotel for emergencies and resort wear. I selected and purchased what I needed: a lacy thong to match the spare bra I brought, thigh-high stockings, disposable razor, and shave cream.
I rushed through a shower, makeup, and dressed in the dress I packed for the flight back to Chicago. I studied myself in the mirror, took a deep breath, nodded that this would work, and started for the door. I stopped, turned back to the bed and pulled the cover and top sheet down and carefully folded them at the bottom of the bed. Maybe, I thought to myself. I hope, was my next thought.
I found Mr. Farnum in a booth studying his phone. When he looked up and saw me approaching, he put his phone back in his jacket pocket and stood up. He didn't offer to shake my hand. He pulled me into a warm embrace and a kiss on the cheek. That was the change after sucking his cock.
The talk was casual and benign over the drink. Had I been to Miami or Florida before? What did I think about it? Did I like beaches? Have I been out on the ocean in a boat? Had I been to Key West? Snorkeling? It was like he was selling me on all the wonders of South Florida. All that while I was trying to impress him.
Dinner was nice. The hotel was exquisite as was the restaurant, service, and food. After dinner, we returned to the lounge for another drink.
I sat with a straight back as I toyed with the glass in front of me. My breasts aren't big but, as he earlier observed, on my small frame they can stand out. I might as well use that and a straight back with shoulders back would present them more even covered in a dress showing cleavage.
"Sir," I began haltingly, "what can I do to show you how much I want this job? I believe I am the woman who can fulfill your need for an executive assistant and give you the dream combination you might have thought impossible in today's business culture."
He reached across the small table and took my hand in his. He stroked it lightly. Very unprofessional... like his job proposition. He smiled. I had the distinct feeling there was no question in his mind about me, but the process wasn't yet done. "We can finish the interview, dear. Let's go up to your room so I can complete my evaluation."
I smiled at that, nervously, but I smiled. I gulped the rest of my drink and stood. He did the same, left some cash, and followed me out to the bank of elevators. Waiting for the elevator he stepped behind me. Very close behind me. His hands softly grasped my hips and pulled us together. Very unprofessional. But, I matched him by grinding my ass into his crotch. Just then, the elevator dinged. I stepped inside and turned to press the 9th floor button. As I did that, he stepped into me and pressing my back into the wall as the doors closed.
He kissed me hard on the lips. Our mouths opened, tongues battling for an instant. "What are you prepared to do, Joni?" he asked.
"Whatever you need, sir."
"Are you talking about the job?"
"Yes, sir. But not just the job. I am talking about you and me. Right now I only want you, sir."
He smiled and kissed me, again. As we kissed, he reached behind me. I leaned into him to give him room and felt the zipper of my dress lowered. I groaned into his mouth. His hand went inside to caress my back below my bra strap. I moaned and pressed my hips into his crotch harder and he pressed back. I could feel his cock had hardened. I gasped at the feel of his hands unclasping my bra. I felt the strap open and the cups sag.
He removed the dress and bra straps from my shoulders and down my arms. "Oh, God," I groaned. His hands cupped both my breasts just as the elevator dinged our arrival at my floor. "Oh, sir."
The doors opened as he said, "Carry your bra and leave the dress as it is at your waist." Not a request. I didn't object. I didn't nod. I didn't do anything but what he instructed. A shiver of excitement flowed through my body. Exhibitionism. I had never been exposed like this. God, I hadn't recognized just how desperately I wanted this kind of job. All this for this job.
I mustered all the strength I could to appear confident and natural as he turned to exit the elevator and I followed. Nobody, thankfully, was waiting in the alcove. I walked down the hallway, my bra held in my fingers and my dress hanging at my waist. He stepped quickly to be alongside me.
"That's what I like about your tits," he said in a casual voice. "They have a gentle bounce and sway."
I looked down and they certainly were, especially walking in heels. I couldn't believe I was doing this. Then, again, I was trying to impress this man so he would accept me for the job and as a result as his office slut. Slut. Exhibitionism was bound to be the least of what I would be doing for this man.
Inside my room, he stopped after seeing the bed turned down, much further than housekeeping might do. He came up behind me, again, and took my breasts in his hands. He whispered in my ear, "You were anticipating this?" I nodded. "It is time to finish the interview. You have impressed me, Joni. Are you ready to continue impressing me?"
I turned in his arms and kissed him deeply. When I broke the kiss, "This job is mine, sir. What happens next is only you and me, boss and assistant/slut."
I stepped back from him and he sat on the side of the bed. I pushed the dress the rest of the way to my feet to expose my new thong and thigh-high stockings. He smiled. "Where did those come from?" he asked pleased.
"The shop downstairs. You don't like pantyhose and I decided my plain panties weren't adequate, either," I replied. "I think, when I get this job, I will have a lot of shopping to do."
"The thong is good," he commented, "and I see you are wet, too."
I only smiled. I was anxious to see his reaction next. I hooked my fingers in the waist of the thong and pushed them over my hips. As they fell down my legs, "Joni," he exclaimed, "you shaved your pussy. Just for me?"
I stepped out of the flimsy material and stepped up to him. "Who else, sir?" I asked. "I will do whatever it takes for this job." I kissed him. "I loved the taste of your cum. I want you to take my pussy or ass, too. Or... both." I kissed him again, my hand stroking over his hard cock inside his slacks. "Mere hours before, I could never have believed I could say this. I will be yours, sir. I will be your assistant and I will be your office slut. I will be your personal slut. I will fuck or suck you wherever, whenever, and however you want. I will fuck whoever you decide. Fuck me and make me your slut, sir."
He threw off his jacket and his tie followed quickly. As he began unbuttoning his shirt, I worked his belt and slacks. It seemed in a moment he was naked and I was sucking his cock, again. It was already hard but I wanted to feel it in my mouth, again. Suddenly, that other side of me came forward and I hoped it would be a feeling I would be able to enjoy a lot in the future.
He crawled into the center of the bed and I followed. When he was settled on his back, I swung my leg over his hips and rubbed my wet pussy along his hard cock. I leaned forward to kiss him with my breasts pressed into his chest. My hips continued to move, sliding my pussy along his cock from base to head. I groaned into his mouth as my clit slid over the length of his cock. He groaned at the feel of my wet pussy lips spread on either side of his shaft.
At some point as I slid my pussy to the head of his cock and was kissing him, he pulled me further up and flexed his cock. When I moved back, his cock pressed against my pussy. I gasped. I wiggled my ass on the head of his cock until my hole covered the head and it sank barely inside. I pressed back and it penetrated. I groaned. Ohhh... it was good in my mouth and his cock felt good in my pussy as it entered and continued penetrating my pussy as I pressed more and more inside. I sat upright, clutched my own breasts, and relaxed my legs. I sank down the rest of the shaft.
"Oh... fuck... yessss," I exclaimed. I gasped the words out as I moved on the cock. "Ohhhh... fuck... yessss..."
I squeezed my vaginal muscles to increase the contact as I moved up and down on it, my breast bouncing on my chest as I did. He reached up to grasp my breasts and take the nipples between his fingers. He pulled and twisted my nipples as I continued up and down on his cock.
"Oh... fuck," he uttered. "Your cunt feels... so good around my cock."
"Mmmmm... I was just thinking... how wonderful... your cock feels... inside my pussy," I added.
He raised his hips up as I was coming down on his cock. The impact was powerful, my mouth hung open and my head rolled back with unseeing eyes as my body quickly rose to an impending orgasm. I sensed he wasn't close enough, though. I focused on fucking him while holding back on my release.
"Let it go," he suddenly said as if reading me perfectly. "Cum on my cock. Wash my cock with your orgasmic juice."
I looked down as I bounced on his cock. He was watching me, twisting my nipples, and thrusting up to meeting my efforts. My orgasm exploded in my pussy and spread through my body. My hands pressed into his chest for support. I struggled to continue moving on his cock as my entire body seemed to be taken over by quivering, quaking muscles. It was all I could do to stay up, his cock now moving inside me because of his efforts.
I came and came but as the orgasm slowly ebbed, I resume my efforts, too. It was only a few more moments before I felt his cock swell and pulse inside my tightly clasping pussy. I squeezed harder as I ground my pussy over his cock. He grunted and gasped. He thrust his hips up and his cock deeper into my falling pussy. He came with spurt after spurt of cum to fill my pussy.
I slowed my fucking as his release of cum eased to leaking. I remained on his cock squeezing with my muscles as I leaned down onto his chest and my face buried next to his neck. His hands and fingers lightly stroked my back along my spine to my ass. It sent a delicious shiver through me. I kissed his neck and shoulders and cheek before kissing his lips and mouth. I finally raised up, my pussy clasping his cock as I pulled off it. I shifted to lick and suck his cock clean.
"Hmmm..." I uttered, "we taste good, sir."
"What are doing, Joni?" he asked.
"I will lick and suck your cock clean after every time you use me, sir," I confidently said. "That way it will have my saliva on it but not be messy with cum." My fingers stroked it as I licked the shaft and sucked the head of any cum still lingering inside.
He stroked my head. "It feels like you are intent on making me hard, again," he chuckled.
His cock in my hand, I pulled my mouth off the head. With it against my cheek, I turned to look at him. "I am, sir. I thought you would like to test my ass, too."
He laughed, "You thought I would or you hoped I would?"
I kissed the head of his cock and I could feel it growing already in my hand. "Both, sir. Your cock used my pussy. I think your cock in my ass might hurt, it has been a while there, but... but it will be a hurt I want to give you. You asked me about anal, remember? I want you to open that hole, again."
He laughed as he nodded. "You have a good head, Joni. Fuck, you have a good mouth and cunt, too. Yes, for evaluation purposes, I should test your ass, too."
My mouth and the talk about my ass seemed to overcome his recent climax as his cock grew in my hand and I focused completely on sucking his cock for the next fuck. This one it was sure would be different. I was honest about anal but not completely honest as anal had only been an infrequent activity for me.
I moved from his cock to kiss his chest while I reach to the surface of the night stand where a small tube of intimate lubrication lay ready, another purchase from the shop downstairs I made in anticipation of this possibility. I squeezed gel onto his cock and liberally spread it over the shaft and covering the head with more. I then raised my hip, squeezed more onto my fingers and spread it over my asshole, then pushed some inside.
He was kneeling next to me by that time and was stroking my ass cheek as I finished. "You think of everything, my dear," he said with some wonder. "You'll make an excellent Executive Assistant as well as the office slut."
"If I ever don't, sir," I responded, "you can spank me."
He laughed, "I have a feeling you might enjoy that too much for it to be a proper punishment." I laughed with him. The truth was that I had no experience with that kind of thing. I wondered about 'proper punishment'.
He came up behind me, his knees nudging mine further apart. I felt a hand on my ass cheek as it was being pulling to the side. I reached back to do the same with the other ass cheek. I next felt his cock head at my lubricated asshole and I involuntarily tensed at the touch. I knew it would have to spread me wide to penetrate. I had experienced anal and understood how to approach it and I had to talk to myself within my head. I eased my breathing to relax, I gently pushed with my ass muscles, and pressed back with my hips. I felt him press, too, and felt the tight sphincter muscle being opened. I repeated everything several times to relax and to assist him.
I felt him being hesitant to press too hard and too fast and I respected that about him. If I had to prove I could be his slut, he was still being considerate. I felt my sphincter opening and clenched my teeth and breathed. I felt a pain not unlike a moment before tearing but I knew that was mental. I sensed the moment and I pushed back against his tentative effort and suddenly felt the head punch past the sphincter and become lodged inside.
I put my hand back onto his thigh. "Wait... sir... please... just a... moment," I gasped around the searing sensation from my asshole. He leaned over my back with one hand fondling a breast and the other working between my legs to my cum-drenched but presently empty pussy. He hit my clit and pulled a nipple and my mind switched to those distractions. In another moment, I pressed back on his cock to take several more inches into my ass.
"Now, sir. Give me... more of your... cock," I gasped. He pulled back and pressed back in several times until I met his push with one of my own and the rest of his cock slammed into my ass, his hips hitting my ass cheeks. I groaned loudly.
"Oh, your ass is tight. I feel it gripping me like a vice," he exclaimed.
"OH... FUCK... sir..." I groaned. "Fuck me! Fuck my ass!"
That was when it all changed. He grabbed my hips and began thrusting his cock into my ass with powerful and urgent thrusts that smacked our bodies together and sent my breasts into wild swaying below me. I cried out repeatedly. Any sense of pain was gone and replaced by a wild stimulation I had not felt during previous anal penetrations. I was going to orgasm from anal and I couldn't believe it. I felt his cock swell, then pulse, and he kept pounding his cock into me.
"OH FUCK, SIR!" I cried out. "Just... a little... more... I'm going to..." And, his cock jerked inside me sending his cum spewing into my bowels, or so it seemed. My orgasm immediately followed. Both of us pushed for more impossible depth and pressed tightly against each other as his cock sent cum into me and my ass spasmed around it.
I sagged to the bed, my ass still up filled with cock but my face and chest pressed into the bed. He sagged over me, his breathing heavy. He encircled me and pulled me to the side and we were spooned into each other. I clenched my ass, his cock still buried inside, still leaking cum.
"You are amazing, Joni," he softly said into my ear. "How does the idea of taking care of four men hit you?"
I hugged his arm and pressed back against him. His cock inside me moved slightly with the effort and I sighed contently. "That sounds like an offer of a job, sir. All my sexual activity, as promiscuous as it might have seemed to some, has been one at a time. The idea of four men desiring me to satisfy them is exciting." I paused. Then, "What are those men like, sir?"
He pressed his hips into me and his cock moved inside. "They are all driven, demanding, and supremely confident. Those things are almost job requirements at that level. You will know what they want from you but it will also be your responsibility to anticipate their desires and preferences as you will mine."
"Does that mean you are offering me the job?"
"Yes, but... I will not accept your decision for three days. This is a big commitment. The job of being Executive Assistant to the four of us will be demanding. The other element, office slut and my slut, will be equally demanding. Accomplishing both will undoubtedly not leave you much other time. I want you to think about this and," he chuckled, "not with your pussy."
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CHAPTER 3: ACCEPTANCE AND STARTING
The three days seemed to drag by. Three days ago I had flown to sunny Miami from cold wintry Chicago for a most unusual job interview. I had lost my last job ten months earlier due entirely to my own indiscretions. Sexual indiscretions that they said put the company in danger of sexual assault criticism. That the last job loss was the second for me for the same reason, I had resigned myself after ten months that I would never again be considered for a high level executive assistant position. I had begun thinking my career goals should be lowered ... like to the level of McDonalds.
That interview was for the exact job I wanted but never thought I would get. What I learned, though, changed my perspective of my life. The CEO of Farnum Industries had research done on me and believed I was the ideal candidate for the Executive Assistant job he was trying to fill. The Executive Assistant criteria wasn't what drew his attention to me, though. The real position he was dreaming to fill required the skills of an experienced Executive Assistant but someone additionally willing to become an office slut for himself and the three Senior Vice Presidents located in a private executive suite of the headquarters building. My sexual troubles seemed to fit, at least as far as he was concerned, for an interview.
The formal interview with Mr. Farnum in his office ended with me naked on my knees sucking his cock and swallowing his cum. That night his evaluation continued. After drinks and dinner, he fucked me in both pussy and ass. It went pretty well. He came in both my holes and I orgasmed as many times.
He told me the job was mine but he would not accept my decision until after a three day cooling off period to think about the dramatic change it would mean for my life. I wouldn't only be a slut in the office to the four men, but Mr. Farnum's personal slut to be used when, how, and where he wished. The reason the three days seemed interminably long was that the job, the real job, was exactly what I wanted. That I would be available sexually to four men seemed perfect for a woman who had trouble controlling her sexual urges.
Finally, the three days of waiting was up.
"Alice, this is Joni Mathers," I announced over the phone as Mr. Farnum's temporary assistant answered the call.
"Yes, Ms. Mathers. Mr. Farnum said to put you through to him immediately. By the way," she added, "you must have made quite the impression. He has seemed quite anxious."
Shoot, I thought. I forgot Miami was Eastern Time Zone. He's been in the office an hour, already. "Thank you, Alice."
The line clicked, then, "Joni!" he blurted out without me announcing myself. "What did you decide?"
"Sir, there was no dilemma to think about. Waiting three days seemed interminable to me. Of course, I want the job. I can't wait to start."
"Excellent!" He sounded very pleased and relieved. "I am going to have some information sent to you from Human Resources. Included will be information regarding a mover for your belonging. I will send you some apartment rentals for your consideration." I commented that I had checked apartment cost compared to what I had after downsizing after losing my job. I wasn't sure where I would find an apartment relative to the office. He told me not to worry about that. He had a discretionary budget. He also told me I would have a clothing allowance. He would be providing me with very specific dress requirements.
"Good to know, sir. Kneeling can be hell on stockings," I said. He laughed.
"This is going to work out very well, Joni. I like your attitude."
* * * *
"Good morning, Alice," I greeted Mr. Farnum's temporary assistant. I had already spent considerable time with Human Resources going through the new hire paperwork, payroll, insurance, 401K, etc. They had a badge ready for me except for my picture to be put on it. That badge allow me access to every department but most importantly to the secure executive suite. Except for night-time cleaning, only five people had such access: Mr. Farnum, his three Senior Vice Presidents, and me.
"Ms. Mathers, welcome. Mr. Farnum is anxious to see you. You should know, though, that IT will be hear in an hour to set you up with your new company devices: smartphone, laptop, tablet, and access to the company network, passwords, etc."
"Thank you, Alice. I am looking forward to spending the next few days with you to learn some of the little secrets of managing these men," I said with a laugh. She laughed, too. "Is he ready for me?" She nodded excitedly and pointed to the door. I had the distinct feeling she was eager to get back to her real job downstairs.
I knocked on the door to his office and opened the door. "Is this a good time, sir?" He waved me in and I closed the door behind me.
He stood and strode around his desk to gather me in a tight hug. I smiled. This was not going to be the normal office situation.
"God," he said as he hugged me, again. "It is good to hold you."
"Sir," I ventured, "can I ..."
He laughed and shook his head. "No, not with Alice out there. Besides, your schedule is booked. I want to take you to dinner tonight." I smiled. I remembered vividly the last time we had dinner.
"At my hotel, sir?" I asked. His smile grew. That would be perfect.
"Have you seen your apartment, yet? The mover promised to deliver in two days."
"No, sir, not inside. I drove past it on my way in. I can't believe I will be living in such a place."
He smiled. "Well, dear, I want the location convenient for you getting to the office and, more importantly, for you to be convenient to my home." I smiled. He really wasn't kidding about the personal slut part, apparently.
We talked about schedules for the next days, my quick training period with Alice and getting acquainted with the Senior Vice Presidents. I knew the real 'getting acquainted' would occur after I officially took over the office from Alice.
The dinner that night was very nice, of course. That was the pretext, though. What he was really looking forward to was again being together in my room after dinner. He fucked me twice and I spent every moment between the fucks sucking him back to hard. I couldn't wait for the day when I had control of the secure executive office without Alice.
* * * *
Riding the elevator to the 12th floor, I was early for the official start of office hours. I could feel the butterflies of anticipation and excitement. This was the first day of taking over the office without Alice. This felt like another first day of the rest of my life. I looked in the mirrored walls of the elevator and smiled at the new clothes (thanks to the clothing allowance from Mr. Farnum) that were just at the edge of corporate appropriateness. Yes, I thought, the first day to fully 'get acquainted' with the other three executives sharing the exclusive office space with Mr. Farnum. I had worked with each of them with proper office decorum while Alice and HR provided orientation to the company and the job. That would all change now.
I stood before the doors to the 'inner sanctum' as Alice joked about it. Friday and it was my first real day. I used my Executive Suite ID badge to unlock the heavy wood doors to the suite of office. I paused just inside for a moment to take in how my life was about to change. Yes, in a way, it had markedly changed since arriving in Miami when Mr. Farnum again took me to dinner at the hotel I stayed in while the mover was in-transit. I had enjoyed his cock that night but there was to be much more than a night of fucking the boss. The butterflies returned. Just how was this crazy job idea of Mr. Farnum's going to work?
I started my computer, then went to start the coffee before powering up the copy machine/printer/scanner, and the individual printers in each office. I punched in my password and verified what I already knew about the day's schedule for each of the men. They were all due to be in the office and I guessed that would be true for most Mondays and Fridays, at least. Executives didn't need to mess up their personal days.
I visually checked the office phone system but punched in for messages, anyway. No flashing indicator meant no unanswered messages but I checked to be sure the system could be trusted.
I then pulled up my 'To Do' list on the tablet that would be my constant companion in the office containing schedules, tasks, and notes. I had cleaned up everything critical last night at home. The apartment I moved into was nicely furnished but I still had boxes of personal things scattered around the place. I would take care of those in time. Decorating and sorting out what belongings from the cold north would work in the sunny, beach environment of Miami was best to do slowly over time.
I looked over my desk at the door when I heard a click indicating it unlocking. Mr. Farnum. I stood and moved with him to his office.
"You beat me," he said. "I was hoping to be here to see your reaction to this day." He studied me as he laid his briefcase on his otherwise empty desk but for the phone and monitor. "I was curious if it would be a look of intimidation or worry or ..."
"Excitement, sir," I finished for him. "Very much it was excitement."
"Are you unpacked?" he asked as he settled into his chair and looked me up and down.
I shook my head. My body began tingling as I watched his eyes brazenly looking at my body. "No, sir. The furnished apartment was easy to settle into. I'll take my time with decorating and deciding on other things I moved down. I'll find places for it all but I'm not rushing that." I giggled, "There is a lot occupying my attention."
He nodded with a smile. I watched his eyes focus on my cleavage and breasts, on my legs, and the way the skirt fit over my hips. I was wearing a new outfit, of course. Mr. Farnum provided me with his ideas for my office dress. He had other ideas for other times, too. I was wearing a white buttoned sleeveless blouse that I had unbuttoned to expose a hint of lace from my bra which was sheer lace providing marginal support for my C-cup breasts. The skirt was fitted and stopped at mid-thigh that might be a bit short but I wasn't an executive but an assistant. My legs were encased in sheer stockings and I wore 4-inch high heels.
He offered me to sit. He watched me as I sat in one of the visitor chairs opposite him. I knew the tight skirt would rise up my thigh when I sat and I knew it would rise higher when I cross one leg over the other as I did it.
"What are you wearing underneath, dear?" he asked with more than a hint of arousal.
"The bra is white, sheer lace as you can undoubtedly tell. I am also wearing a white, sheer lace thong, sir. Would you like to see? Should I undress for you, sir?"
"You are anxious to begin living that part of the job, aren't you?" he asked with a big, lusty smile. "Yes, I do, but I think that should wait for later when I re-introduce you to the other men in the conference room." What had been tingling feeling or butterflies before suddenly exploded within me. My mind created flashing images of what might happen in the conference room because I had already been introduced to the other men formally. The next introduction had to be more.
I greeted each of the Senior Vice Presidents by name as they arrived: Mr. Edwards was CFO; Mr. Adams was COO; and Mr. Jackson was Corporate Attorney. It was Mr. Jackson's name that I had since seen as the creator of the second NDA I signed regarding my full job description, surprisingly detailing my slut availability and use. The three days in the office with that knowledge but unable to act on it was telling on all five of us. That was to end soon.
I was busy at my desk on the computer reviewing edits Mr. Edwards had made to new policy on accounting for company expenses during travel when I heard Mr. Farnum's voice from behind me, "Joni, we are ready for you."
I turned around and was surprised to see that all four of them were in the conference room. I hadn't noticed, which I guess said something about my ability to focus while on a task.
I stood, smoothed my skirt and checked that my blouse was tightly tucked into my skirt, the better for accenting my breasts I had learned long ago.
As I approached the conference room, I saw Mr. Farnum at the left end with Mr. Edwards and Mr. Adams on the far side and Mr. Jackson with his back to glass wall if he wasn't turned to watch me as the others were doing. I was sure they were watching not just me but my breasts as they jiggled only partially restricted by the bra I was wearing. As I stepped through the open door of the room, Mr. Farnum motioned me to him at the apparent head of the table.
The four men remained seat. As I stood next to Mr. Farnum the three others leaned back in the swivel and rocking chairs, their expressions were attentive and expectant. Mr. Farnum wrapped his arm around my hips and I stepped tightly next to him.
"Joni, I know you have met all three of my Senior Vice Presidents but this day is something of significance, I think. We all know how significant this first day without Alice in the area is and what it means for us. So, we'll start off fresh."
His hand stroked my thigh. In any office setting anywhere else, it would have been much too intimate and entirely inappropriate. Instead, the action was a signal and would soon be considered tame.
"Gentlemen, allow me to introduce you to Joni Mathers. She is, of course, the new Executive Assistant. She also has background certification and experience in Project Management. I am wholly confident she will be a valuable asset to each of us in that regard." He paused and his hand moved up and down my thigh as if exaggerating the motion for effect. I smiled at the other men throughout the physical contact. "Before I introduce these three men to you, Joni, there is another aspect to you being here that deserves highlighting."
"I agree, sir. I think I know just the way to do that." I continued to smile at the men as my hands moved to my blouse. I remained at Mr. Farnum's side as I completed unbuttoning the blouse and pulling the loose tails from the skirt. I slipped it off and found an empty chair in the corner to place it onto. I worked on the skirt, pushed it over my hips and down my legs. After placing it with my blouse, I resumed my position at his side as I reached behind to unclasp the bra. As it fell away to free my breasts, a soft gasp and mumbled comments floated to me. I stood naked but for the thin thong, stockings, and heels. In seconds, the thong was gone. I stood before the four most senior executives of the corporation. Mr. Farnum was absolutely correct that this was a significant day for us and most significantly for me.
"Something like this, sir?" I asked as I stood naked with his hand back on my opposite hip and ass.
"Yes, Joni. It is a good start," he replied. I smiled widely. Start, indeed. Anticipation was heavy.
As he introduced each of the men with titles and major responsibilities, his hand moved between my thighs. I parted my legs to give him access and in the process to show my acceptance. His fingers slid along my already wet pussy lips. The action was open and obvious and all the men were watching even as they added whatever they seemed necessary regarding their jobs. I gasped when a finger slipped through my lips and into my hole. When he added a second finger, I moaned. Nobody missed it.
I had two fingers sawing in and out of my pussy. I didn't even notice that it was quiet in the room except for the soft moans that were escaping from my mouth. Despite my propensity to act out my sexuality, exhibitionism was never a part of that. Within only a few encounters, I had walked a hotel hallway bare breasted and found myself naked before four controlling and powerful men with one of them moving his fingers in my pussy in full view of the others. It was an incredible turn-on and I was understanding the power of being exposed.
"Sir," I gasped, "I think more is needed. I need ... I mean ..." I continued to gasp with moans as the fingers continued to move in and out.
"What do you suggest, Joni?" He asked it so innocently but it was terribly teasing.'
"Oh ... God ... sir," it came out between increasing moans. "Please, sir ... I've waited for days... for this day to come."
"You know what to do, then," he said with a big smile as he pointed to Mr. Jackson who was almost next to me.
I took a step to him and dropped to knees as he swiveled in the chair, raised his hips to loosen his belt and lower his slacks. I assisted with pulling his slacks to his knees. His cock was already hard and about average in size like virtually all cock I had ever experienced. I sucked him for several minutes until he forced a break by standing up, pulling me up, too. He pressed me over the table. I spread my feet wide for him. My mind swirled with conflicting thoughts. I needed to be fucked. The need was almost desperate. I didn't understand it, though. I had always enjoyed sex and pursued it inappropriately sometimes but it was never like this. I barely knew the man pressing his cock into my very lubricated pussy.
Something had triggered a mental and physical response: Mr. Farnum and the feeling that has grown so quickly toward him? The idea of the job including free-use sex that had been simmering inside me for those days in anticipation? Whatever it was, the reaction to being penetrated by the first of the men in front of the others was intense. I groaned as the cock penetrated and was pressed into me inch by inch as if he was still tentative about it.
Mr. Jackson pulled back and finally slammed the rest of his cock into my pussy. His hips hit my ass and he grunted. "Damn," he exclaimed, "her pussy is hot and wet. It's clenching around my cock. Fuck," he continued.
I glanced directly across the table to find Mr. Edwards with his cock out and stroking it. I glanced next to him to find Mr. Adams doing the same. I turned to Mr. Farnum who was leaning back in his chair simply watching, a pleased look of satisfaction on his face. Our eyes connected and he smiled at me before responding to Mr. Jackson's exclamation.
"If you like the feel of clenching, you need to try her ass," he calmly said.
A surge of arousal flashed through me at hearing his comment with our eyes connected and I understood. My reaction was him ... Mr. Farnum. I didn't understand why but I understood that it was. I also understood the 'why' was important. Mr. Farnum was pleased with me and that sent my arousal soaring. God ... what a feeling! I was being fucked as well as nearly any other man had fucked me and a significant part of my rising stimulation and pending orgasm was Mr. Farnum sitting to the side watching.
I orgasmed at the moment I felt Mr. Jackson begin his climax in my pussy. With the last of his cum inside me, he pulled out and collapsed back into the chair with his slacks still at his knees. I immediately turned to lick and suck his cock clean. He gasped at my action, his hand gently on the back of my head.
When I was satisfied, I stood and smiled down at him. "Thank you, sir." He stared up at me stunned and still collecting his senses.
"Damn, Tim," he said to Mr. Farnum as I turned to make my way to the other side of the table to Mr. Edwards, "how did you find her? She's amazing." I smiled down at Mr. Farnum as I passed behind him, my fingers sliding across his clothed shoulders.
Mr. Edwards and Mr. Adams were similar fucks. They both took me bent over the table, both in my pussy that was becoming messier with each fuck and deposited cum. All were about 6-inch cocks.
I stood after cleaning Mr. Adams's cock. Still only wearing stockings and heels, I slowly, deliberately walked toward Mr. Farnum. Earlier, when I first stripped in front of the men, it was something I needed to do, something that was required. I had felt tentative, nervous, and a bit embarrassed in the process but determined. The exhibitionism had been powerful as it had been before with Mr. Farnum. Walking back to Mr. Farnum after fucking his three senior associates I felt a confidence and assurance that was surprising to me. I saw the pleased look on his face and returned it to him. Was he going to fuck me here, too?



He rose to his feet as I approached. He was loosening his belt and slacks. They dropped as he pulled my used body in for a passionate kiss. Three cocks had just used my pussy and I had cleaned all of them with my tongue, lips, and mouth. There was no hesitation in his kiss, though. He broke the kiss, turned me to the table and smacked my ass cheek. He pressed me over the table with his hand between my shoulder blades.
Pussy or ass, I wondered. It would be curious to feel his cock in my pussy after three loads of cum. What difference would I still feel? Would it feel different than other times he had fucked me?
I spread my feet wide and felt his cock press at my pussy. As swampy and used as it was, he plunged his hard cock inside. "OH ... FUCK ... Yesssss," I exclaimed. He fucked me hard with long and powerful thrusts for at least a full minute. Long enough that I knew his cock was pleasure even after three others had used my pussy.
Suddenly, it was gone, though. I was moaning and sighing at the powerful fucking he was giving me when my pussy was suddenly empty. I grumbled my frustration. The next instant I felt his hands spread my ass cheeks, his cock pressing between them. One hand left a cheek to align the cock head to my tight asshole. I gasped at the touch and initial pressure, my mind instantly rehearsing the actions I used before when he used my ass. A cock in my tight hole but the pleasure had been amazing. Besides, my brain seemed to remind me, he wants this, it will please him. I relaxed and pressed my hips back at him. He pressed forward and our combined effort punched his cum smeared cock head past my resisting sphincter.
I groaned loudly at the penetration. Mr. Farnum paused. I didn't even have time to put my hand back. My eyes caught Mr. Edwards's eyes as he watched and showing a sense of amazement. Perhaps, I thought, he had never experience anal. I recognized something new in myself, as the cock moved several inches at a time further into my ass. I had the Executive Assistant position that I had believed I would never again enjoy but that was no longer my sense of being dedicated to. I was Mr. Farnum's slut and that meaning and feeling became clear to me as I was fucked in the ass in front of the other men. I was being fucked for the fourth time in the room, this time anally ravaged, I fully understood the role I had in the office. When I orgasmed on his cock in my ass and my clenching ass brought him to climax to spew his cum deep, I fully felt my purpose.
We were still panting and gasping as Mr. Farnum pulled me back, his still hard cock in my ass, to sit in his chair, my legs on the outside of his. We faced the table, the other men watching, their eyes moving from our faces to my heaving breasts, to my very exposed pussy probably still leaking their cum.
Mr. Farnum fondled a breast and teased a nipple with one hand as the other slid down between my thighs to my empty pussy. He stroked my clit to elicit a moan from me, then snaked a finger into my used hole. I looked up at the three men watching it.
"Gentlemen, you now have experienced Joni's cunt," he said as if addressing any topic in a business meeting. His use of the word 'cunt' hit me as the other men watched him finger fuck me with his cock still buried in my ass. "You've seen me use her ass and heard her orgasm from it. She is an excellent cock sucker, too." I know I was blushing even after all the use.
He asked if there were any questions. I couldn't believe there would be but I was wrong. Mr. Adams asked, "What about after hours away from the office?"
Mr. Farnum's fingers continued on my nipple and in my pussy for a quiet moment. Then, "I think one step at a time. There is adjustment for all of us, especially Joni. We'll come back to that later." They all nodded with acceptance.
The men stood. They were all dressed. At sometime as I was being anally ravaged by a cock they had pulled themselves together. I stood slowly, the cock slowly, deliciously easing out of my ass. I turned to kneel between Mr. Farnum's knees as I began cleaning his cock. There was something nasty as well was erotic about cleaning a long cock that had just fucked my ass and the faint hint of different taste reinforced that.
Mr. Farnum pulled his underwear and slacks up but stopped me from dressing. He gathered my discarded clothes and led me out of the glass-walled conference room to his office next door. He dropped my clothes in one chair in front of his desk and I sat in another as he rounded his desk.
"How was it, dear?" he asked as his eyes slid over my naked body.
"Amazing, sir," I replied honestly. "I think you were right about me, sir." He raised his eyebrows questioningly. "I saw myself as promiscuous while you saw a slut. I think I am, sir. And ... now I am your slut, sir." I watched his eyes during my confession. "Having sex with four men in an office is pretty slutty. How will I truly know, sir?"
"This weekend," he quickly answered. "You will spend the weekend at my home. This weekend we will begin your transformation."
I had no idea what that meant but I sat naked in his office with cum leaking from my pussy and ass. That had to be a good start. He was watching my reaction. This was all so new to both of us and that brought uncertainty. I didn't feel any uncertainty, however. A smile broke over my face.
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CHAPTER 4A: THE WEEKEND
I approached Mr. Farnum's residential community in my nondescript sedan. I felt out of place as I stopped at the small shack in front of the closed gate. I had to show the uniformed guard my drivers license which he checked against a list. Only then did he present a smile and welcomed me with directions to Mr. Farnum's house. When I found it, 'house' didn't seem to adequately cover it. Estate. Mansion. There were better descriptive words.
The massive front door opened as I stopped in front of itd on the circular driveway. Mr. Farnum had changed and was dressed casually in slacks and polo shirt and loafers without socks. I had rushed home after work to pack for the weekend. He had given specific instructions for packing: a couple sexy, revealing dresses, stockings, heels, my smallest bikini, a cover-up, and sandals. I dressed in a short sun-dress with halter ties, bare back, with only the support of built-in bodice which had a deep plunge. Underneath I wore a thin thong that I would bet was already wet.
He greeted me with a kiss as I exited the car, then opened the back door to take my carry-on case. He had given me no indication of what to expect over the weekend and he didn't seem inclined to do so as he led me into the house (a massive, two-story atrium), up the curved stairway, and to his master suite overlooking the back with a small balcony off the sitting area portion of the suite.
He dropped the case on the bed instructing me to hang my dresses in the closet and sort everything else on shelves in the closet. My personal hygiene items went into his large bathroom off the bedroom. Once I thought I was settled, he pointed at the dress I was wearing. It took a moment before understanding he wanted me naked. When he said dresses, he meant all my dresses.
"If you are going to be my slut, you will always be naked inside my house," he stated establishing a rule for our relationship. Accepting this job was clearly also accepting the loss of personal control. He was establishing more exhibitionism, even if it was just him. He was clothed. He would be clothed. I would be naked. It sent a shiver through me, a shiver of nervousness and anticipation of what else would come. I stripped off the sun dress and hung it up with the others. I slipped out of the thong that was indeed wet in the crotch and stepped out of the sandals. Giving up so much for this job was intimidating but there was something also exciting about it.
I faced him naked ... again. When I sat naked in his office after being fucked by all four of the executives, he said this weekend would be the continuation of my transformation into a slut. I had the feeling it wouldn't be random. I sensed there was nothing random about him. I sensed he had an agenda, one he just wasn't telling me. Even that was stimulating. I was willingly entering into something I didn't understand and couldn't anticipate. It was something I was willing to do because I had little choice. Whatever this feeling was that connected me to him and aroused me so much, I accepted it and I accepted it would likely fully consume me. I would be his slut. Not just for the office. I would be his willful and accepting slut in whatever way that might mean. It was the choice I was left with.
We walked back downstairs. Each step down the stairs was a reminder of my nakedness. As we turned at the bottom toward the back of the house, he casually added, "Dinner will be delivered soon. You will answer the door and accept it. It is already paid for." He turned his head to me as we approached the massive kitchen. "When you are in my house, how are you dressed?"
He was reinforcing that I would accept the delivery naked. "I am not dressed, sir."
He began taking plates, wine glasses, bowls, and silverware from cupboards and drawers. "A slut gives and enjoys sex for sex sake without connection." He was wasting no time in establishing expectation. "You will fuck and suck who is made available to you." He stopped and fixed me with his gaze. "What did you feel for the men you fucked today at the office?"
"Beyond enjoying being fucked and orgasming, I felt nothing in particular for them beyond merely being part of the new job I accepted, sir," I replied. "There was a connection, though, that was somehow strong."
That stopped him. "You just said you felt nothing for them beyond the sex as they fucked you. How then did you have a strong connection for them?"
I smiled and faced him directly, stepping within a step to him. "I didn't say I had a strong connection for them in being fucked by them, sir. While being fucked by each of them, a growing recognition of connection to you came over me. Each fuck by the other executives seemed to increase my connection to you. I have never felt anything like it, sir, and I would not have anticipated it. I realized something then. I realized I might have been fucking them merely as a condition of the new job, but while I was fucking them as required, I saw how pleased you were with the way I was giving myself to the effort and that had an unexpected impact on me. I was prepare to give sex as required. My reaction at seeing your approval as I did it, though, surprised me."
He pulled me into his body, his hands caressing my bare back and ass. "You really are an amazing woman, Joni. You will be a good slut as you allow yourself to be released and I will keep you safe so that willingness is free to be expressed."
"That's all I can ask, sir," I replied, just as the doorbell chimed. I separated myself and sucked in several deep breaths as I quickly walked to the front door. Exhibitionism. I still questioned at a certain level within me and wasn't sure what these feelings were but they were definitely leading to a hope he didn't wait too long after dinner to fuck me. I had always been the aggressor and now the table was being turned on me. I knew I was not a submissive personality but I was surprised by this willing compliance I was seeing in me.
After cleaning up the dishes and storing leftovers, he took me outside to the patio in back. Exhibitionism. Sex had always been thrilling but this was different while being very real. I followed him outside not knowing the conditions. As I quickly learned, his large lot was quite private. Quite private but not totally private. There was a sight-line or two that might be exposing. That only added to more feeling of exhibitionism and stimulation. He led me to the pool, pointed out an outdoor shower, and where towels could be found. That was when he clarified that being naked also included his backyard and pool and I wondered why the bikini. Maybe just a comfort that he was now taking away?
He then led me to the chaise lounges on the deck apron. He stood next to one and simply uttered, "Undress me and get my cock hard so you can fuck it."
I looked at him for only a moment. The pause had nothing to do with questioning or reluctance. The pause was while my body felt a shiver of arousal shoot through it. He understood I was a strong-willed woman quite able to attack any situation in my life but he was giving me no quarter. If I was his slut, I would do as he desired. A submissive would comply to a strong man like him due to her personality. I would comply due to a need to please him, a need that didn't negate my personality but tested it. The pleasure I was to receive through this man both in the office and out of it fed my desires and controlled them. The sexual drive that caused me so much trouble before were to be managed through my sexual compliance to him.
I stripped him, careful to fold his clothes as I did. Each item I removed from him exposed another portion of his body to kiss and love. When I removed his slacks and underwear, his cock hung limp when first exposed but with fingers, lips, tongue, and mouth it quickly became hard. When he was, he lay on the lounge and his comment hit me, 'so you can fuck it'.
I straddled my legs over the sides of the him and the lounge. He lay passively watching me. I grasped his cock and aligned it to my pussy, rubbing the head along my slit until locating my hole. I sank over the head and sighed. I loved the initial feeling of cock spreading my opening.
"Are you always wet and ready to be fucked, Joni?" he casually and curiously asked.
"Mmmmm ..." I sighed as I sank further down the shaft, "not always, sir. Just anticipation seems to be enough, though, sir. But, now, I ... mmmmmm ... in the office and ... with you ... I am always anticipating ... that I might be ... fucked."
He smiled, reached up to capture my swaying breasts by the nipples causing me to moan deeper. "Like a good slut, then," he said. It wasn't a question but a statement but I nodded in agreement, anyway.
I pulled up on his cock, feeling it move inside, then plunged down hard. We both moaned loudly. I began bouncing up and down on his cock faster and faster. Our bodies smacked together. I felt an orgasm rising and I felt his cock inside me so hard it could have been steel. He released one of my nipples and slid his fingers down to his pelvis so my clit was jammed on them each time I came down. He teased me at my clit and nipples as I frantically rode his cock and squeezing with my muscles.
I didn't know how long we had been fucking like that under the evening sun, light sweat formed on me, and our breath coming in ragged gasps. My orgasm struck and my pussy seemed to erupt with orgasmic juices and spasms. He groaned out with grunts to match my cries in his orgasmic release.
I collapsed on him while gently squeezing his cock inside me as the last of his cum leaked into my pussy. "Thank you, sir," I sighed. Why, he asked. "Each time you cum is affirming that I pleased you."
He chuckled as his arms around me hugged tight. "You shouldn't worry, dear. You are amazing and you showed it this morning in the office when you eagerly fucked each of them. They were rather skeptical about this working and you proved them wrong."
We fucked again in bed, that time he was doing the fucking with powerful and dominating thrusts. I fell asleep spooned into his body with the delicious feeling of cum in my pussy.
I was awakened Saturday morning by sunlight ... and an otherwise empty bed. I stretched under the tangled covering of a sheet as my brain caught up with where I was and why. A smile filled my face. Mr. Farnum's bedroom. I rolled out of bed, used the bathroom, and remembered his rule for me: in his house and property I was to be naked. A tingle of renewed excitement spread through me as I padded barefoot to the door in search of him.
"Good morning, sir," I greeted him when locating him sipping coffee on the back patio. He was covered in a light robe. On the wrought iron table was a carafe and extra mug. I bent over to kiss him and he stroked my bare butt. He asked how I slept. "Wonderfully, sir." As I poured myself coffee, I asked what was on the agenda.
"Normally," he began his reply, "I would play a round of golf at the club. I think I will skip that with you here." I protested that my presence should be to add to his enjoyment of the weekend, not to take away what he enjoys. "What I enjoy is you, dear. Seeing your stunning naked body and fucking it." I giggled. I enjoyed that, too. He conceded that he could play just nine holes.
We had a simple breakfast while finishing the coffee, then shared a shower. The shower included washing each other and that stimulation led to another fuck standing under the cascading water. He pressed me against the tiled wall of the shower and pounded his cock into my pussy from behind. Although my sexual promiscuity had created my employment problems, I was learning that I had lived a very vanilla sexual life of relatively unimaginative fucking. I seemed to experience new twists regularly with Mr. Farnum and that I did enjoy.
He encouraged me to make use of the house including the pool outside but reminded me of the rule. I assured him. "Besides," I teased, "being naked in a new place, especially in the pool, was sure to have me highly aroused for your return." He smiled and patted my bare ass as he went through a door to the garage.
I watched from a front window as he left with a sigh. I wasn't sure why the sigh because he had already fucked me that morning but ... that connection I feel for him was strong and getting stronger and being with him, in his house, drove my imagination of potential and that was arousing and that left me longing. So, maybe I did know why the sigh.
I decided to take him up on the pool. First, I searched for a linen closet for fresh sheet and remade his bed. I then bounced down the stairs with the pool as my destination. There was something about being naked in a strange house, my breasts bouncing as I skipped down the stairs and through still unfamiliar spaces. I wasn't sure how long nine holes of golf would take but I assume at least a few hours.
I found towels in the cabinet where he indicated the previous night and also sunscreen. I got set up at a lounge chair before dipping a foot into the pool. The water was still a little cool from the night temperature drop but the sun was rising and would be heated soon. I sunned for a while. I had worn bikinis on beaches and loved the feel of the sun on exposed skin. This was another experience. The sun on bare breasts and pussy was arousing. It was arousing enough that my hands began exploring, fondling those parts of my body. As I rolled my nipples and slid my fingers along my pussy, my mind replayed being fucked by Mr. Farnum and the pleasure it gave me.
I finally sat up and looked around the yard. Masturbation, after such wondrous fucking, would be an unsatisfactory substitution. Besides, I told myself, he would be back soon and I was sure to be fucked soon after that. I roamed the backyard. Wandering the yard naked ignited the feel of exhibitionism. Everything seemed sexual so I returned to the pool and dove in without testing the temperature further. I swam back and forth. I had forgotten how good the rhythmic feel of the effort felt. The feel of the water on my naked body was wonderful, too.
As I turned my head for air, I saw three men standing at the edge of the pool watching me. The sun was behind them and I couldn't see details. I panicked for a brief moment, stopped to tread in place, and determine if there was something to worry about.
"Joni," came Mr. Farnum's voice which immediately relaxed me, "I have some friends for you to meet."
Friends? Unexpected friends when I am naked. But my brain caught up. I was to be his slut. This was what part of that would mean. This wasn't about me, certainly not my comfort. I moved to the ladder and climbed out of the pool. I walked to where they stood, water running from my body and dripping from my breasts. I wondered if the sun covered my embarrassed blushing. He handed me a towel and introduced two golfing buddies, Sam and Bob. They were both younger than Mr. Farnum and closer to my own age.
Mr. Farnum wrapped his arm around me after taking the towel from my hands. We stood in a close grouping next to the pool as Mr. Farnum pulled me close and grasped a breast. The men seemed a bit awkward but couldn't keep their eyes off my breast being fondled or the rest of my body exposed to them.
"So, I was telling them about you, Joni, and they agreed they could always play golf but meeting you might not be available again very soon," he said casually.
I had been anxious for his return but I didn't expect it would be with two other men who were now more brazenly eyeing me like prey. "What were you telling them, sir?" I asked cautiously.
"Just the truth. You want to be my slut and they could help in the process. A real slut enjoys fucking without emotional attachment, right?"
"Yes, sir," I replied. I smiled at the two men. I only hoped it didn't appear forced in any way. I was a bit taken aback by how quickly Mr. Farnum was moving me along. The Vice Presidents were expected. I was supposed to be the office slut. He had identified that I could be shared with others but it never occurred to me that the first weekend in the arrangement would start it. That was on me, though. Introduced to sharing fast or slow was just timing. I knew it was part of the arrangement. I recovered, though, and brought my natural force of character to bear.
I boldly stepped up to the two men and put a palm on each of their chests. "I assume Mr. Farnum told you I was intent on being his slut but still learning. I appreciate your willingness to help him with my development," I offered more confidently than I felt.
I kissed Sam and began pulling his polo shirt from his slacks. When I broke the kiss I tugged it up his body and over his head I kissed him, again, mashing my breasts into his bare chest. His hands roamed over my bare back and ass. I then turned to Bob and repeated to process.
When I turned back to Sam, he had stripped and stood naked while slowly stroking his already semi-hard cock. I glanced at Mr. Farnum who had retreated to a deck chair watching passively with a pleased smile on his face.
I sank to my knees on the tiled pool apron before Sam. I took his cock into my hands and leaned forward to kiss the head. I immediately felt more growth in that simple action. I took his cock into my mouth and began sucking when I sensed Bob next to me. I strained my eyes to the side to find him naked, too. I groped for his cock and he moved next to Sam. I moved back and forth between the two cocks. They were both hard quickly. I pulled off Bob's cock and appraised them. What I understood to be average. In my experience, all cocks seemed to be the same 5 to 6-inches. I took Bob's cock back in my mouth and pressed down over it, retreated, and pressed over and over.
"OH ... FUCK," he exclaimed. "I think I'm at her throat!"
I pulled off with a smile before doing the same to Sam. "You were right about her, Tim," Sam gasped as his cock barely entered my throat.
"Time to bang her," came Mr. Farnum's voice. "Spit roast her and switch back and forth. She's very orgasmic." His comments were crude and exciting. Not something for a romantic partner but for a slut partner. Mr. Farnum didn't waste time and didn't hide his intentions. Largely due to the motivation of Mr. Farnum's comments, I was already past any feeling of embarrassment or nervousness. I was on fire and couldn't wait for these two strangers to fuck me.
I was moved to a lounge where I knelt on hands and knees. Sam pressed his cock at my ready pussy as Bob pressed his cock to my mouth. Both opened to the cocks and to engulf them ready to be fucked. The rhythm seemed non-existent at first before suddenly finding a rhythm of plunging into me front and back at the same time before suddenly changing, unintentionally or not, so one plunging in forced me onto the other. Then, they pulled their cock out and switched quickly, both plunging back into me. Since both men also used their hands and fingers on my clit, nipples, and breasts as their cock thrust into my mouth and pussy, my stimulation was on a steady rise to an orgasm very soon. They, however, seemed to find some respite as they switched.
During one switch, I glanced to the side. Mr. Farnum was still in the same chair. His slacks were open and he slowly stroked his hard cock. His face beamed at me. That nearly tipped me over the orgasmic peak. Instead, it took a couple minutes more before I orgasmed the first time under their fucking. They continued fucking me and mauling my clit and breasts through my orgasm. Once that seemed to ebb, though, they switched, again.
By the time they climaxed, I was limp. Bob climaxed in my pussy then pulled out to be replaced by Sam who thrust hard and fast while I sucked Bob's cum and juice covered cock.
No rest, though. The men assisted me to my feet as Mr. Farnum, now also naked, lay on the lounge. There was no mystery. I straddled him and the lounge to drop abruptly over his cock. Weakened though I was, I felt a renewed energy that I again had his cock inside me.



After bringing Mr. Farnum to climax, with my own orgasm, I served the men beer. They remained naked and my body was constantly felt and probed. After a while, "Joni, what do you think of anal?" came Mr. Farnum's voice.
I turned to him feeling a blush rising. He seemed intent on embarrassing me. Though I had just fucked these men, they were still strangers to me. "I love it, sir, you know that."
"Indeed, I do," he replied with a smile. "The next round is anal, gentlemen." He looked at me. "With a twist, I think. I'll be in her cunt while you tag-team her asshole." I glanced at the two men. Their expressions were pure lust. I hoped Mr. Farnum didn't notice the moment of intimidation on my face. Despite that he had fucked my ass, that was all. Never was it double penetration. With him in my pussy, the anal was going to be at another level even with the smaller cocks.
He got into position on the lounge, I straddled him, and sighed as I slid down his cock with my pussy. He pulled me toward him. "Nervous, Joni?" he asked. So he had noticed my reaction.
"A little, sir. You will make my ass so much more tight," I responded honestly.
His eyes gazed into mine as if searching for something. "Do you not want to do it?" he asked.
I smiled and kissed him. "Don't be silly, sir," I replied and reached back to open my ass cheeks. "I didn't say that. I want everything and each new thing can be intimidating at first."
Spreading my cheeks must have been a signal because a cock was almost immediately pressed at my tight asshole. I groaned as it pressed and one of the men grunted as he pushed. Mr. Farnum turned my head to the side and I found a hard cock. My mouth opened and it was pressed inside. I later realized I didn't even think about that, my mouth just opened for the cock presented to me.
As I sucked on a cock and another was pressing to pass my resisting sphincter, Mr. Farnum twisted a nipple and snaked a hand between our bodies to squeeze my clit. The combined jolts of pleasure and pain made me flinch and that flinch was enough for the cock at my ass to plunge through my sphincter. I cried out around the cock in my mouth but the cock didn't stop in my ass. He pressed again and again and the cock sank deeper and deeper. I could feel the two cocks filling me, sliding along each other with only that thin membrane separating them. That thin membrane, though, with nerve ending shooting signals back and forth and my arousal and stimulation climbing high from both cocks in both holes.
My mouth hung open as I was overwhelmed by the sensations in my two holes. The cock at my mouth was not dormant as it pressed in and out. It slid over my tongue and lips and just into my throat as his pubic hair pressed against my nose.
Mr. Farnum was mostly quiet underneath me except for small flexes of his hips to move his cock. The man behind me was the aggressor as he was soon thrusting his cock powerfully into my ass. I could feel my breasts swinging underneath me after Mr. Farnum released the nipples following my anal penetration and my mouth pressed onto the cock there. I had cocks in all my holes. In one moment, I was transformed from being fucked in one hole at a time to air tight.
My orgasm exploded. Both my ass and pussy began spasming around the invading cocks and my pussy washed Mr. Farnum's cock with my warm juices. Then, my asshole was empty. Before my orgasm ebbed, the one behind me pulled out and the other man was gone from my mouth. I looked back and up. After all that cock, I had to have more. Sam was moving to my front and Bob to the back. Very soon, Bob pressed his cum smeared cock to my mouth as I leaned in to take it.
"God," came Sam's exclamation from behind me, "her asshole is gaping open and twitching."
Mr. Farnum chuckled underneath me. "Such a good slut," he uttered. I tried to smile but had a cock deep in my mouth.
* * * *
It was late at night and I was cuddled into Mr. Farnum in his bed. The half-moon provided just enough light for us to see each other. My fingers were lightly stoking his flaccid cock and his hands were caressing my back. We had gone to a modest restaurant for dinner.
I replayed the experience. All three men had climaxed inside me, of course. Mr. Farnum was first in my pussy but he remained hard by the constant rubbing of the cocks in my ass. Each of the other two men climaxed in my ass and I cleaned three cocks, of course. I had three orgasms. It was so very intense.
"How are you feeling about what happened today," he softly ask
I rolled slightly so I could shift my head and look at him. "It was wild, sir. I won't lie, it did hurt at first but I orgasmed three times. It felt like a mini-gang bang."
"You said you never had more than one at a time. You did four of us in the office but one at a time. Was this too soon, too fast? We've just started. I don't want to lose you now."
I laughed. "You won't lose me, sir." I raised up on an elbow to look directly into his eyes. "You know I'm no submissive, sir." He nodded with a knowing smile. "The thing is, though, sir, that you've given me everything I wanted: the responsible job I was blacklisted from, and available, safe sex. Without being submissive, I am yours." He studied my face. I smiled. "I won't over complicate what this is. This is a complicated and a highly unusual relationship, but what I am trying to express isn't love, sir. It's more like ... devotion ... or something. I work for you and I'll be your slut. You just have to test me, sir. I won't disappoint you."
He hugged me tightly. It felt so good and safe. What I had confessed was all true from the heart. I also knew that what I had said opened a large door for him to take me through to yet unknown experiences. I was a bit surprised that didn't scare me. In fact, it excited me. What I had seen in myself was a woman who entered into ill-advised sexual encounters. What he saw in me was an uninhibited slut waiting to be released. He was right.
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CHAPTER 4B: THE WEEKEND CONTINUES
I woke Sunday morning to the early rays of sun lighting Mr. Farnum's bedroom. I turned to gaze on the form of my boss and the man with whom I had a surprisingly strong connection. He had awakened me in the dark of night for another fuck and I had instantly responded. He had begun between my legs, his hard cock easing into my pussy in the missionary position, but we transitioned through numerous positions before ending in mutual climaxes.
That was only the most recent fuck, though. I carefully stretched so as not to awaken him, enjoying the feel of my naked body in his bed, and recounting the previous day. I had accepted the position of his Executive Assistant in a secure and private suite of offices for Mr. Farnum, CEO of the corporation, and his three Senior Vice Presidents. I served as assistant to all four men but that function was only part of what I had agreed to. I was also their office slut behind the secure door to the suites. Additionally, I was Mr. Farnum's slut beyond the office. Agreeing to all that for the job I executive assistant job I wanted.
The previous Friday had been the first day I had charge of the office without the aid of the acting/temporary assistant training me on the corporate systems and the men's functions. That first day, in recognition of a new beginning for all us, I was fucked by all four men one-by-one in the conference room. That led to that first weekend staying at Mr. Farnum's house, an additional initiation of sorts in a new life. Mr. Farnum was not one to have tentative or unplanned actions. His approach to having his slut in his house was to keep me naked. That nakedness was availability for the many times he wished to feel, fondle, and fuck me.
When he returned home with two golf buddies, I was naked as required and at the pool. He made it clear that I was available to the two guests and was fucked by all three ending with a double penetration with Mr. Farnum in my pussy and the two men tag-teaming my asshole. I was musing on how those two days already marked the way my life had changed with accepting that job. I was lightly stroking his soft cock when he stirred.
"Good morning, Joni. What are you thinking?" he greeted me and asked.
"Hmmm ... morning, sir," I responded while shifting to cover his mouth with mine to give him a very passion-filled kiss and my fingers tightening around his stirring cock. "I was recalling all the fucks I have had the past two days and wondering what you might have planned for me today."
He pulled me on top of his naked body. For a 48-year-old executive, he was in amazing shape. My legs naturally were on either side of his body and my pussy on top of his hardening cock. He kissed me as his hands began moving over my back.
"And what are you thinking about everything that has happened? Has it caused any conflict or concerns?"
I pressed my pussy firmly on his cock and rotated my hips to slide over it as it grew. I smiled at him. "It is exactly what you described it would be, sir. The real surprise is how quickly you have taken charge. I am guessing it merely reflects the general attitude you have toward work and life." I kissed him before shifting to sitting upright. In that position, I could stroke my pussy over the length of his hardened cock. His hands took my nipples between his fingers.
"And ...?" he pursued.
"And, nothing, sir. If you haven't noticed, I love your cock." To punctuate the comment, I raise to grasp his cock and position it at my hole. I sat down on it.
"And you always seem to be wet, dear."
I smiled as I raised up the length of his cock and eased back down, enjoying the fullness inside my pussy. "The surprise wasn't being used by you and the men in the office or you wanting me to spending the weekend with you to be used by you. The only surprise was how quickly you brought other men into the equation yesterday."
"You didn't hesitate, though," he responded.
"Sir, you wanted me to become your personal slut. I want you to believe me when I say I am devoted to being that. I will dedicate myself to the job. I will be available to suck and fuck you four men in the office. AND, sir, I will be and do whatever you wish beyond the office. I meant it when I said I am yours." I was still slowly fucking his cock. "Being surprised and reluctant are two very different things." He flexed his hips up to meet my downward push. "It causes me to wonder what you have planned for me today."
He chuckled as he flexed up harder, "Maybe it will be more exciting to be surprised."
I smiled without further comment. I thought he was right. Anticipation, not knowing what might happen next, especially at his home where I was always naked. I shifted to intentional and urgent fucking on his cock. I needed the first feel of his cum in my pussy for the day.
* * * *
The front door rang. I looked at Mr. Farnum who was dress in casual slacks, polo shirt and no shoes. He casually indicated with his hand that I should answer the door. He acted as though he had been expecting it but gave no indication of caution or warning or what to expect.
I quickly walked from the family room, through the foyer, and grasped the door handle to open it after sucking in a deep breath. I was naked, after all. I decided Mr. Farnum knew what he was doing by having me respond to the door naked. Whatever the reason someone was at the door, he must be expecting it.
"Sir!" I exclaimed in surprise and relief. "What are you doing here?" I laughed at the absurdity of the question. "Sorry, sir, stupid question. Mr. Farnum is in the family room." While I was stumbling through that recovery, his hand cupped my breast and hefted it up as a thumb rubbed the nipple.
I closed the door and hooked my arm under his to escort him to Mr. Farnum. Before we took two steps, "You have magnificent breasts, Joni," he commented. "What size are they?" I told him C-cup. "Some time you have to give me a titty-fuck."
I giggled. That wasn't the first time I had heard that. "It will be my pleasure, sir."
In quick succession, the doorbell rang two more times, each with the appearance of another Senior Vice President until all three were assembled with Mr. Farnum in the family room.
Upon request, I served cold beer to each of them, my naked body being stroked and probed as I paused at each man to allow that opportunity. I was then instructed to stand in the midst of them as they occupied chairs and sofa.
"This afternoon will be informal and relaxed, Joni. I discussed this idea with them and they readily agreed. We have serious business to attend to at the office and so will you." I nodded my understanding. I remained silent and patient. "We are also serious about enjoying the pleasures you can give us, but we recognize that many times that enjoyment might be rushed. I thought, and they agreed, that opportunities to enjoy you without rush would be good for all of us." I smiled and a warm flush spread over my body. "What is your job, Joni?" he asked.
I turned in a slow circle to look at each of the executives as I answered, "I am your Executive Assistant and office slut, sirs. I will take care of any business needs or personal desires." I finished back at Mr. Farnum. "You have only to ask, sir."
He smiled and indicated his lap. I quickly sat on his lap. He kept his knees together so I sat facing the others, my legs spread outside his legs. One of his hands captured a breast to fondle while the other slid over my stomach to my open thighs and stroked my pussy.
He laughed as he inserted a finger into my hole and brought it up to my mouth. "She's already wet, gentlemen. I swear she seems to always be ready for a fuck. Is that true, dear?" he asked as he reinsert his finger.
I sighed with a low moan escaping. I blushed as my eyes settled on the men intently watching. Exhibitionism. God, it was thrilling to be blatantly exposed like this and fondled and probed before them. "Yes, sir," I managed to say. Another moan escaped. "My job is to fuck, sirs. It is so exciting not knowing when it might happen."
He chuckled behind me as his fingers continued on and in me. "Gentlemen, I want her to be a slut, more than an assistant who gives out favors. I want her able and wanting to be fucked and used as often as desired." He turned my head for a kiss. "You are going to be fucked all afternoon. When you aren't being fucked, you will suck cock so you can be fucked."
I thought I might orgasm right there from his comments as he inserted a second finger. "Oh, God, yes," I responded. My eyes were hazing with lust as I looked to each of the men opposite me. "Who can I fuck, first?"
They all laughed. Mr. Edwards said, "I love it. This is going to work just fine."
Mr. Farnum pushed me off his lap. Nobody answered me. They all simply watched me with smiles on their faces. I moved to Mr. Edwards who had at least spoken. I knelt at his feet and he began loosening his belt and opening his slacks. I began pulling them and his underwear down to expose his cock. He uttered 'off' so I pried his shoes off with his slacks and underwear following. I greedily grasped his cock and leaned into his lap and began licking and sucking.
The cock was firming steadily when I recognized movement from the other two men. With cock in my mouth I checked each side to see both other men stripping and Mr. Edwards pulling his shirt over his head. With a cock in my mouth, I soon had hands caressing, fondling, and probing my body. My breasts fondled, nipples pulled and twisted, and my ass and pussy stroked elliciting moans from me around the cock my mouth was pumping. A finger suddenly thrust into my pussy brought a deep groan from me to mix with the moaning coming from Mr. Edwards.
I was pulled to the side, Mr. Edwards's cock pulled from my mouth, but my head immediately encountered another cock pushed to my face. My mouth reopened and the cock thrust into it. I felt my hips being pulled up and back in my kneeing position and a finger again thrust into my hole but only for a moment. The finger sawing in and out of my pussy soon left and replaced by a cock.
I no longer knew who was where around me. With my face buried in a pelvis with cock deep in my mouth, an unknown but welcome cock in my heated pussy, fingers pulling nipples and pressing on my clit, and knowing Mr. Farnum was watching it all, I was soaring to a quick orgasm. Even muffled with a cock in my mouth, my moans and groans were filling the room. And, just as I was thinking I was about to orgasm, the cock and fingers were gone.
I groaned in frustration and searched around me desperately only to be man-handled from my knees to my back on the thick rug. I looked up as Mr. Adams knelt between my spread thighs and the other two men knelt on either side. One cock was pressed at my open mouth, my hand going to grasp the other, and Mr. Adams thrusting his cock fully into my ready pussy to the hilt. As my pussy was fucked powerfully, I sucked and pumped cock, switching back and forth between them. Fingers returned to torment my nipples and clit and the combined stimulation brought me to a quaking orgasm on Mr. Adams cock.
Before my orgasm ran its course, they shifted, again. Cocks and fingers left me empty and needy, again. Through a foggy brain I searched to find Mr. Jackson on his back holding his cock vertical. I clumsily shifted to straddle his hips and sink over his upright cock. I moaned with satisfaction at having a cock inside me. My pussy was still clenching with the ebbing effects of my orgasm around this new cock. Another cock came to my face and my mouth opened to accept it. This one was covered in my juice, which sent an erotic spark through me as I knew it was the one I had just orgasmed on.
I fucked Mr. Jackson with energy and intention, my pussy clamping around his cock as my ass smacked his thighs. It seemed like a long time that they didn't shift and I felt the cock swell and pulse inside me. I expected a frustrating shift just when I anticipated feeling cum pumped into my pussy but that shift didn't come. Mr. Jackson grunted and thrust his hip up to meet my fucking over him. Cum spurted into my pussy and the feel of it surged my arousal.
My hips were raised off Mr. Jackson's cock but I was moved no further than that as another cock slammed into my cum-filled pussy. Mr. Jackson squirmed only partially out from under me but only as far as for his cock to be under my hanging head as I was powerfully pounded from behind. I lowered my head to the cum-covered cock being held upright to me. I sank my mouth over it and sucked it clean.
I was under the control of sex. I didn't move or act with thought or intention. I moved and reacted to cocks presented to me. My mouth sucked and my pussy fucked. Even though I was being fucked from behind on my hands and knees, my hips were thrusting back to meet the fucking action I was receiving while my mouth was cleaning a cock. When that cock pulled from my mouth, another was there for my attention. I orgasmed and the spasming of my pussy might have ignited the cock in my pussy to climax as it began spurting more cum into my pussy.
Cocks left me, again. This time I was essentially bumped over and moved to my back. Mr. Edwards, the man I had started this with sucking his cock, moved between my splayed thighs. He thrust fully into my messy pussy. I was watching him but saw how my breasts bounced on my chest by the force of his fucking. Even that was exciting.
After Mr. Edwards climaxed with another load of cum for my pussy, I rolled to my side and to my knees. I relocated Mr. Farnum who had not participated. I wasn't sure I could trust my legs so I crawled to him. He too had stripped while I was ganged by his three Senior VP's. He sat stroking a hard cock. He smiled at me. It was a lusty, hungry smile that said he was pleased by me but also needing me. He gave me a twirling indication of his finger indicating I should mount him facing the others, again. I used my hands on his knees to help me rise. I turned my back to him, my feet spread wide as I backed over his legs. His hands grasped my hips and guided me back as I reached underneath for his cock which I aligned and settled over. I moaned as his cock filled my pussy. I felt three loads of cum being pressed up and around the penetrating cock and some being forced out of my pussy.
Once his cock filled me, though, his hands held me firmly on his lap, his cock deep inside me but not allowing me to move. I wiggled to feel the cock inside me move but that was all I could manage. I groaned my frustration. Despite the recent orgasms and fucks, I had his cock inside me and he wasn't letting me fuck it.
He whispered into my ear, "What do you say to the men who fucked you?"
I looked at the three naked VP's drinking the remainder of their beers as they watched intently. "Thank you for fucking me, sirs," I said. Even I was surprised by how real and honest it had sounded. Maybe because that was how I felt when I said it. I had been fucked by them and I was indeed thankful. But, I was also squirming on the cock presently filling my pussy. That wasn't lost on Mr. Farnum.
"Why are you squirming, Joni? Are you uncomfortable?" he asked with obvious teasing in his voice.
"I want to fuck you, too, sir," I gasped with desire and need.
"You've just been fucked by three men. How many orgasms did you just have?"
"Yes, sir. I don't know, sir. I just want to fuck your cock, too," I pleaded.
I sat on his cock squirming to feel it move inside me while his fingers twisted and pulled my nipples and the other men watched the display. Mr. Farnum was toying with me and I knew it but it didn't matter what I knew, all that mattered was what I felt.
"You need to fuck me even after fucking three men?" he challenged me. I nodded urgently. "What are you, Joni?" I winced as both nipples were pulled. My breast rose with the tension on my nipples. "You still want a fucking after three other fucks. What are you?"
"A SLUT!" I exclaimed. "I am a slut. I am your slut, sir. I am a slut for all of you!"
"Did you know you were a slut, Joni, before you applied for the job?" he continued to tease me.
I shook my head vigorously, so vigorously my breasts swung. "No! I just thought I liked sex. I am a slut. You proved that to me." I gasped and moaned. It wasn't only his cock inside me and his fingers at my nipples but my own professed words. I felt like I really was a slut. "Please, sir, let me fuck you, too." And he released his constraining hands from my hips.
I nearly flew up off his cock when suddenly released. I quickly shifted direction to plunge down with determination. The other three men were in front of me but I didn't notice them. All that mattered was my hands braced on Mr. Farnum's knees and his cock as my hips rose and dropped for my pussy to clamp around and fuck it. I was zoned. I was consumed. I was obsessed. I was only aware, focused on, and devoted to fucking his cock for more cum in my pussy.
After receiving four loads of cum in my pussy, I was given little time to relax. I replenished beer when needed and sucked cock for more fucking. After a long while of that, I was led outside to the pool where I was thrown into the deep end. The men stripped off the boxers they each wore when not being sucked or fucked. The pool game was grab-ass and it was four against one. Not that I minded. Four pairs of hands groping and probing my body, pussy, and asshole as I grabbed cocks.
The groping was generated by increased arousal in the men and prelude to more action. I was eventually led out of the pool and told to run into the house for the lubrication. I quickly dried off most of the water before running through the house. I could see the men enjoyed watching me run back toward them, my breasts bouncing and swinging.
I was positioned at the end of one of the lounges. I knew what the lubrication was for. I knelt on the end of the lounge, leaned over so my chest on resting there, too. I reached back to spread my ass cheeks and waited but it didn't take long. Someone (it didn't matter who so I didn't look) spread gel over my asshole before pressing more through the sphincter and inside. The finger inserting the gel was followed by another but very soon disappeared only to feel the head of a cock pressing. The pressing was insistent and I pressed back, too. When it popped through the constrictive muscle, I groaned. The man paused for several moments until I pressed back, again. That was what he was waiting for and began pressing the cock deeper and deeper into my ass.
He, whoever he was, grunted with effort to drive his cock deep. When his hips hit my ass, he was there, as far as he was going. He pulled back and back, then drove harder and stronger back in. Over and over.
My eyes were half shut feeling the arousal and stimulation increase to yet another orgasm when I felt fingers underneath at my clit, then more at and in my empty pussy. It had to be a couple men driving me higher and higher in stimulation. I fucked back urgently, matching the cock pounding into my ass. My orgasm sent my ass into spasms, clenching, strangling the cock there. The man climaxed, sending spurts of cum into my anal passage. I cried out from both my orgasm and feeling the release of the man fucking me.
One after the other, the men, my new bosses, fucked my asshole with the same effort and intention they had previously done to my pussy. When there was only one remaining, the one cock I had ultimately given myself over to, I remained on my knees with my ass in the air waiting to be fucked by Mr. Farnum. I waited. I could feel my asshole gaping open. I could feel the moist, warm air at the insides of the gaping hole. I could feel the cum of three men leaking.
I finally turned my head to look. It occurred to me that maybe he was standing there at my gaping hole waiting for me to ask to be fucked by his big cock. He wasn't there, though. Neither was Mr. Adams. I turned to the other side and found Mr. Farnum on another lounge stroking his hard cock as he lay back on the inclined lounge.



I moved to him. Standing next to him, I could easily feel cum leaking from my used asshole. "Reverse cowgirl in your ass," he instructed.
I did as he said, of course. I straddled the lounge with my butt toward him, inched back over his hips, and squatted down to his vertically held cock. I reached underneath to take it from him, guided it to align with my gaping hole, and lowered my hips to settle over the head. I sighed. Even after three cocks fucking my asshole, his cock again opened my hole and filled me. I released much of my leg muscle control to dropped the rest of the way down his cock to sit on him hips.
He grunted and groaned, swatted my ass cheek hard enough to sting, and uttered, "Ohhh ... you nasty slut." I raised up his cock, my anal muscles tight around it. We both moaned. Him, I was sure, at the tightness. For me, it was the fullness as his cock moved in my clenching, cum-filled hole. I dropped down quickly, again. "You like this ... don't you?" he asked from behind. His hands were on my hips but only to touch. "Is this the ... real you, Joni? A slut to be used? Your holes for cocks to cum in?"
My body shook. Shivers ran up and down me. My asshole clenched around the cock there, my nipples hard, my clit engorged and so sensitive, and my pussy spasming around emptiness. My entire body felt like it might explode. So many orgasms. So many cocks fucking me. So much cum already in me. I raised my head to the sky but my eyes were only slits, unseeing as my arousal rose higher. His words more than the action. His words pierced to my soul, my very being. Everything I had thought about myself being sexual and driven to it was nothing. I had no idea what was inside me. Mr. Farnum had a crazy, obscene idea he hoped I might partially fulfill.
"YESSSSS!" I cried out oblivious to what might pass beyond the privacy of his expansive yard. "Yessss ... yes, yes. It is what you wanted, isn't it, sir? Am I what you wanted, sir?"
I was bouncing up and down on his cock in my ass when strong hands from behind held me down by my shoulders. Surprised, my eyes opened. As Mr. Farnum pulled me back, I saw Mr. Adams before me holding a shiny, green cucumber in his hand. That was what happened to him. The implication flashed through my brain. The men had just climaxed but Mr. Farnum wanted me used more. I watched as Mr. Adams brought the end of the cucumber to my empty pussy. It's blunt end spread the lips, then opened the hole. Mr. Farnum's cock made the entrance tighter for the thick, blunt shaft being pressed against it. I gasp and groaned. The cucumber was probably as thick or more as Mr. Farnum's cock. Mr. Farnum and a smaller cock had happened just yesterday but ... but this?
I lay back, relaxed, and raised my legs. I felt the blunt object spread my pussy hole. I groaned. I was determined. I wasn't submissive. I was willing. I knew I could always say, no. I could refuse. I knew, though, that I never would. I knew I would never want to refuse him.
"DO IT," I cried out. "SHOVE IT IN!" He did. He thrust harder and several inches penetrated. "Ooohhhhh ... FUCK ... yesssss," I panted in a raspy voice dripping with lust that seemed to be oozing from my pores. My eyes watched as he pressed and twisted it deeper into my straining pussy.
With most of it finally inside, I pulled from Mr. Farnum's hold to a more upright position and my feet back on the ground. As I shifted forward, the end of the cucumber hit his leg and jammed deeper into my pussy. I moaned but my mind was committed. I rose, again, on his cock and dropped back down. Both holes felt impossibly full and stretched. On the next drop, my body shook and shivered as I exploded in orgasm with the cucumber again jammed hard into my pussy.
As I shuddered and shivered in orgasm, Mr. Farnum added his assistance with his hands on my waist to raise me on his cock and release me to drop back down. Even in the midst of orgasm, I recovered my resolve enough to struggle through to press up and fall down on his cock. The effect continued my orgasm with multiple peaks. I sagged forward with my hands on his knees for support but my ass continuing to move. Sagging forwards jammed the cucumber.
Mr. Farnum somehow shifted to sitting and swung his legs over the side sending me stumbling and off his cock. I landed on my hands and knees on the hard tile deck of the pool. Unclear of what happened in my sexual haze, I remained as I was but before the haze and my mind cleared, Mr. Farnum was thrusting his cock back into my ass. I cried out. The cucumber was the reason my asshole felt stretched by his strong penetration. He fucked my ass with energy and power and domination. My breast swung crazily underneath me from the pounding. He leaned over me, one of his hands capturing a swinging breast and nipple, then it moved down my body to my filled pussy. He didn't thrust the cucumber as much as bumped it, which gave the same effect of movement alongside his cock.
I exploded a second time during the fucking and this time the effect seemed to bring him to climax, too. I collapsed to the hard surface, him on top of me, and both holes still stuffed and spasming around their objects.
I wasn't aware of how long it was before Mr. Farnum rolled us. One of the other men grabbed my arm and pulled me to my knees clumsily. I merely followed his lead to my feet. I was vaguely aware of Mr. Jackson lying on his back on a lounge. His cock was hard and he was stroking it. Without awareness or concern about what was about to happen, I awkwardly straddled him. The cucumber was still stuffed inside me and my attempts for penetration of course failed. Someone from behind pulled the cucumber from my pussy and I sat on the presented cock without thought. The cucumber being thicker, I was penetrated to his base in one motion. A hand pressed me between my shoulder blades and another cock was pressed to my leaking and gaping asshole.
Another cock soon appeared in front of me and I was fucked vigorously airtight by the three VPs. Only when the two in my pussy and ass climaxed and the one in my mouth disappeared to my asshole was I able to look down and recognize Mr. Edwards. With his cock still in my pussy, the last man fucked my asshole to climax with my assistance of clenching around his pounding cock.
When the three VPs left, it was early evening. I kissed and thanked each while standing at the open front door naked. I had wiped my asshole and pussy several times but they still leaked cum.
Mr. Farnum was wearing his boxers and led me upstairs after the other men left. In the master bedroom, he held me tight and stroked my back, pressing my breasts into his chest. In the warmth of his embrace, I felt secure and comfortable.
"How are you feeling, Joni?" he asked softly.
"Tired, sir," I replied. I turned my head to kiss his chest, shoulder, neck, and, finally, mouth. "What can I do for you, sir?" I slipped a hand between us, into his boxers, and grasped his limp cock. As I handled it, nothing happened.
"I don't think I could," he said with chuckle. "That wasn't what I meant, dear. I was concerned for you."
"For me, sir?" I replied as I pulled my head back to look into his eyes. "Like this might be too much?" He nodded. I smiled up to him. My hand was still grasping his limp cock and stroking it. Nothing was happening to it, though. "Something happened, sir. I won't be able to explain it so I won't try. It's just ... the men I fucked yesterday when I hadn't ever seen them before ... all the fucking you guys gave me today ..." I just looked him in the eyes for a moment. "I'll do anything for you, sir. Now, I know it. Now, I have no question."
He held me tight, again. He kissed my forehead and stroked my back down to my butt. I pressed my hips into his and felt something. I smiled as I ground my pelvis into his stirring cock. One more fuck, I thought. One more fuck of his thick cock. Then, I'll go home to sleep. After all, I thought, tomorrow is a work day and I have responsibilities. Like being the office slut. I giggled, which might have confused him, but I sank to my knees before him taking his boxers with me. I pressed my mouth over his cock to suck it hard. God ... I loved that cock.
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CHAPTER 5: OFFICE TIME
I arrived at the office early. It was a decision I made as I tried to sleep. I had been fucked so much my mind seemed to replay the events on a continuous loop. Even when I did succumb to sleep, my dreams were full of the images of cocks ... even cucumbers.
I was aroused and sure my thong would reflect that. I had the sense that I might be constantly aroused any time I was in the office or with any of them. After Friday and Sunday, I associated them with being fucked ... or sucking cock. My pussy and asshole were a bit sore from Sunday ... but not too sore.
I stood to meet each man with a kiss and greeting. Their hands very comfortably touched me and anticipation spiked my arousal higher. Shortly after all were in the office, the three VPs appeared at my desk each holding a hundred dollar bill extended to me. I shook my head.
"No, sirs," I emphatically said. "That would make me feel like a whore." I looked at each, the strong, very not submissive woman holding firm in attitude. "I am your Executive Assistant," I said with a softening smile. "Just with benefits," I added with a bigger smile.
"We didn't mean that, Joni," Mr. Adams blurted out defensively for the three of them. "You were just amazing and ... and ... well ... we thought a bonus is all."
I nodded. "Not money, though, okay? If you want ... maybe lingerie. Maybe something you would like to see me wearing." They nodded, apologized again, and returned to their offices.
I didn't think anything more about it until they again appeared at my desk after lunch, this time with shopping bags. I accepted them on my desk and curiously began removing items. All were lingerie as I had suggested. Bras and thongs mostly. Most all were so sheer I could practically see right through them. I knew such bras would offer little real support for my C-cup breasts but that would add to the enticement of being worn, I supposed. Then, I removed two very sheer baby-doll nightgowns. How would they see me in these, I wondered. But Sunday returned to my mind in a rush. Of course, I thought, I might be spending nights or weekends with each of them.
An hour later, I noticed the four of them in the conference room. I assumed that was normal for men who managed such an organization. I continued with my work.
"Joni," came Mr. Farnum's voice. I turned to see him standing in the open doorway to the glassed-in conference room. "Could you join us, please?"
"Of course, sir," I responded. I made the assumption it was about some corporate issue and grabbed my tablet to take notes. After all, I told myself, not everything is about sex just because the weekend was.
So much for assumptions, though. Before I could take a chair at the table, Mr. Farnum gave me an instruction that surprised me. "Please undress, Joni." I already understood that 'undressed' in the office meant to stockings and heels.
I placed the tablet on the table, reached behind my back and lowered the zipper to the sleeveless dress I was wearing. The front showed more cleavage than might be acceptable in most offices and the hem might be too short, too, but not for this office. Other people might think what they would think when they saw me outside the confines of this private suite space but they wouldn't know what really happened here.
Once naked and standing at the table, the men seemed to give themselves time to take in the view before offering me to sit. Though I had sucked or fucked three of them during the morning, I still wondered if this might be another group fuck. Only Mr. Edwards had isolated himself in his office with his ear to the phone most of the day. I had even offered to suck his cock while on the phone but with his hand covering the mouthpiece he confided he didn't trust his reaction. I had blown him a kiss and was sure his time would eventually come.
"We were just discussing a proposed modification to the conditions of your role in the office, Joni," Mr. Farnum began. I looked at him, then turned my attention to each of the men around the table. A modification, I wondered. Since I was sitting with them naked, it could only mean something sexual. "Since you have signed the agreement for your position with us, we think it only fair that you hear the proposed modification."
"Sir," I responded, "Sirs, I would have hoped you understand that you only have to instruct me in anything you desire."
"Thank you, dear," he continued, "but we don't want to presume too much. You are a willful and strong woman. We like that about you. It makes your willingness to do these things that much more exciting for us." I fondled a breast for them all to see. Willing like this, I thought. As if reading my mind's intent, they smiled. "We propose, with your acceptance, installing a lockable closet in our private restroom. You can use the closet for clothes. Our thought is that you arrive and leave work dressed as usual but then change into an outfit more ... more appropriate for your position." They were watching me intently. It was definitely a modification. "Since our office suite is secure, it should be safe. If an emergence arises requiring someone unexpectedly to enter, you can retreat to the restroom to dress." He smiled lustily. "Perhaps clean up, too, if necessary." I nodded knowingly.
I gazed at each of them but mostly at Mr. Farnum. "If necessary, sir?" I replied with a smile that brought chuckles and recognition from all of them. "As I said, sir, you only need to instruct me. I may not be submissive but this is the most exciting thing I've been exposed to. As you've undoubtedly noticed, I have not been inclined to say 'no'." He smiled. I was sure it was what he expected me to respond with. I might normally be willful and strong but with him I was a compliant slut. "What did you have in mind for my ... what did you call it? ... more appropriate attire?"
"Use your imagination, dear. I am sure you won't disappoint us."
I stood by bumping back the rolling chair I was sitting on. I was still fondling my breast. Then, I began stroking my pussy. They wanted me scantily dressed in the office but at the moment I was hoping for more attention. "That has the added stimulation of risk," I said. "What can I do for you, gentlemen?" It was a simple question but dripping with possibilities. I then remembered Mr. Edwards. "Sir," I said addressing him, "you've been very busy today ..."
He smiled, immediately pushed his chair back from the table, and opened his slacks. I moved around the table the long way so I passed each of the other men who took the opportunity to touch my naked body in some way. Upon reaching Mr. Edwards, I went to my knees and sucked his growing cock into my mouth to my throat. He gasped at the suddenness of his cock being devoured. After only a few minutes, his cock was hard in my mouth and throat. I gave it a final kiss on the head, stood, and bent over the tabletop in front of him with my feet wide and supported on my elbows.
Nothing needed to be said. He was out of his chair and behind me, his cock slipping along my pussy lips until it settled just on the opening to my pussy. He pressed forward and his cock slipped inside.
"Damn, you are a wonderful slut, Joni. Always wet and eager," he exclaimed as his cock slid deeper.
"I love the way her cunt muscles squeeze, too," Mr. Adams offered casually.
"Fuck," Mr. Edwards responded, "she's doing it now. Oh ... fuck ... yes." He began fucking me fast and furious. I raised up slightly to allow my breasts to swing underneath me. I knew how much the men loved seeing that. I found his rhythm and added my own thrusts back to meet his. The good and bad of being fucked at work was that they tended to be urgent and fast for quicker release. I slipped a hand between my legs to stroke my clit. A fast fuck with my muscle control might bring them off but I might need some extra stimulation to join them. When he shot his cum into my pussy, I joined him with a nice orgasm.
I had dropped my forehead to my crossed arms as I enjoyed the feel of his cock leaking the last of its cum and the slight movement of it from his heavy panting. When he pulled out, I waited for a moment thinking my open pussy would be an enticing view for him before I would turn to clean his cock. I was nicely surprised when another cock was pressing through my hole. I looked over my shoulder to find Mr. Adams who I had sucked to climax in the morning but not fucked. Based on that, I settled in for more. Mr. Farnum was the only one who had fucked me earlier so I figured Mr. Jackson would be using me after Mr. Adams. I wasn't disappointed.
* * * *
I knocked on the open door to Mr. Farnum's office. He looked up, smiled at seeing me, and waved me in. He was on the phone. I had taken a chair opposite him and patiently waited for the call to end. I replayed the meeting in the conference room thinking this job was so much more than I ever imagined. Of course, who could really imagine such a job?
"What's on your mind, dear?" he asked as he ended the call. His eyes traveled over my body. He smiled bigger, "Have you taken to our proposed modification to your job, already?"
I looked down at my naked body. I returned his smile, "No sir ... uhmm ... not intentionally. After being fucked ..." Then, it felt weird again being naked in his office with him dressed. It was exciting, though. Exhibitionism. And it was what they wanted in various forms, wasn't it? "Sir, I want to be clear about the new proposal. You want me to work naked or nearly so, right?"
"Will that be a problem, dear? You said you would."
"No problem, sir. If you recall, you had me strip which had me anticipating being fucked. I was very aroused at the time of that discussion. I just wanted to be sure my arousal didn't ... misinterpret what you were proposing."
* * * *
The next morning, I assembled all the items the men had purchased for me into a large bag. Since the clothes I would wear to and from work wouldn't be the items for enticing them, I reverted back to more appropriate corporate attire. I would let people think the more revealing outfits was just me trying too hard to please my new bosses. It almost seemed impossible to think I had just started this job when I looked back at all I had experienced in that short time.
I arrived at the office extra early to prepare for an interesting day. It was still a half hour before I expected any of the executive officers to arrive. I set the bag on my desk and stood scanning the rest of the office. It felt very exposed in the moment of cold realization of what I was going to do and what they wanted me to do. The day before when I walked from the conference room to Mr. Farnum's office naked, I had been over-stimulated after being fucked multiple times. It felt different in the quiet, sober moment as I peered around the stark environment of corporate offices and furnishings.
I reached behind my back, unzipped the dress, and walked to the executive restroom. I wasn't sure where I was going to store and hang all the intimates I had in the bag and was surprised to see what looked like a very large hardwood locker you might find in a high-end fitness center. How it was installed so quickly was another testament to what men with power and influence can make possible.
I dug padded hangers from the bag and hung up the sheer nightgowns. I arranged bras, thongs, and stockings on the small shelves. My body began tingling as I thought about what I was doing. The crotch of thongs would become too wet and need to be changed during the day. Stockings would be damaged by frequent kneeling. I was glad to have the clothing allowance from Mr. Farnum and the gifts from the other men.
I removed the dress and hung it up. I had been uncertain what I would wear in the office for the day, but I had selected one of the bra and thong sets given to me. They were white lace and very sheer. The bra was a shelf bra so my nipples were exposed and the support was only to hold my C-cup breasts up. I enjoyed the free feeling while still wearing a bra. The dress I wore was meant to hide that fact and cover my nipples from poking through the material. I nodded at myself in the mirror over the sink. This would be a good starting outfit.
With coffee made and equipment turned on, I was at my desk and had completed familiarizing myself with each of the men's schedules for the day when I heard the click of the lock at the main door into the suite.
I couldn't believe how nervous I was despite that the men had requested this. I was almost shaking. Even though the executive suite was restricted, the opening door could possibly provide someone with a curious peek into the 'forbidden sanctum', as I had heard it referred to.
"Damn," Mr. Edwards exclaimed upon seeing me rise from behind my desk to greet him wearing sheer white shelf bra, thong, stockings, and heels. "You made coming to the office special before, Joni. You just made it even better."
As I gave him a welcoming kiss on the lips, he pulled my body tightly into his. I giggled, "I can feel how happy you are to be at work, sir." He laughed and pressed his hardening cock into me as he gave me another kiss followed by a playful swat on my ass cheek as he went to his office.
After greeting the other men in similar fashion, I took a mug of coffee to Mr. Farnum's office. I placed the mug on his desk, then turned in a tight circle with my arms outstretched. "What do you think, sir?"
He chuckled. By the feels and more amorous greeting kisses from each man, I already knew what they thought and he knew it, too. "A wonderful selection for the first day," he offered after careful examination.
I giggled, again. "It seems I have a lot of 'first days', sir."
Just then, "Excuse me, Tim," came Mr. Edward's voice from the open door. "I have a very boring conference call in a few minutes, Joni. I could use some diversion." His smile said exactly what he was really saying.
I turned to Mr. Farnum who shook his head with a big smile. "Go," he said, "your talents are needed."
I spun on my heels to follow Mr. Edwards to his office. I glanced over my shoulder back to Mr. Farnum. I gave him another smile and was pleased to see he was watching my bare ass cheeks in the thong retreating from his office. As I entered the other office, "Sir, is this a video conference call?"
Mr. Edwards was opening his belt and slacks behind his desk. "No," he replied. "And a very good point. That would be embarrassing for everyone to see my face contort when I climax."
"Yes, sir, very embarrassing," I agreed as I backed underneath his desk and he rolled his chair into place.
"Are you okay there, Joni?"
"I am, sir. Or, will be when I have your cock in my mouth," I giggled. "Should I make it last for the call, sir?"
He laughed. "Your mouth is very good, dear. It's not all in your control, I am afraid. But, yes, as long as you can."
I inched back as far as I could as he rolled under the desk and took his position. I heard him immediately make the call as I moved to grasp his exposed cock. My head bumped the underside of the center desk drawer when I moved to take the head of his cock into my mouth. This was tight quarters. I adjusted and he slouched slightly and the combination worked. I began my licking and kissing when I heard the connection made and conversations begin. He was apparently an observer to the call and remained relatively quiet after the initial introductions. He told me he had the call on mute and would warn me when he had to take it off.
His cock was hard very quickly. I was sure it seemed to him to be obscene and thankfully he didn't have to talk much. I worked his cock deeper and deeper into my mouth to my throat but pulled back to licking and kissing when I felt a pulse from it. I was used to sucking cock to bring them to climax when there wasn't time for a good fuck. Trying to purposely delay the climax was different and by the feel of his cock very different for both of us. His cock was harder than I could remember it for him. Multiple times I had to pull back as I felt his cock pulse with impending climax. I heard several groans of frustration from above but it was what he had wanted.
I was lost in my little world of sucking and musing when he suddenly pushed his chair back and his cock was gone. Confused for a moment, I crawled out from under the desk. The call had ended sooner than expected, he said. He abruptly turned me around and pressed me down over his desk. I felt my thong being stripped to my feet. I pulled one foot from the tangle of straps of the wispy garment as his hard cock probed my pussy. I gasped as his cock plunged past my lips into my hole and went full depth with the initial thrust.
He was clearly in need of release as he quickly began a powerful thrusting effort. I could feel he wasn't going to last long as he pounded into my pussy from behind. My moans joined his. He leaned over me to grasp a swinging breast but I knew I wasn't going to orgasm. He was too urgent and as desperate I was for my arousal to catch up, that was the only downside and not much of a downside because I also knew I would have other opportunities for orgasm during the day.
Though my eyes were half-closed, I noticed something different and raised my head to see Mr. Adams at the open door. He gave me a lusty smile and wiggle his index finger. He wanted to see me next. At that moment, I felt Mr. Edwards's cock throb and pulse. I nodded at Mr. Adams. He would be my orgasm, I thought just as the cock pounding me thrust hard and deep and remained deep spewing cum into my pussy with grunts and groans from behind me.
Mr. Edwards remained inside me for a minute while fondling my breasts through the bra with the last of his cum leaking into me. As soon as he pulled out, I turned and dropped to my knees. After thoroughly cleaning his cum covered cock, I rose and turned for the door but stopped short. "If there is anything else you need me for, sir ..." I let the comment hang.
He chuckled. "Don't worry, dear, I'll let you know." I smiled. I loved my new job.
I walked from Mr. Edwards's office to Mr. Adams. I stood in his open door and he looked up. "I thought you were wearing a thong earlier," he teased.
I looked down at my bare crotch. I had forgotten to retrieve it. I did a tight spin, "Do you mind, sir?" I teased back.
He laughed as he stood and began opening his belt and slacks. "It would just be in the way," he said.
I smiled as I saucily strutted from the doorway to behind his desk where he was again sitting in his chair. Another cock to harden. This time I knew it was for a fuck ... and my needed orgasm.
I was instructed to lay back on his desk after he pushed several papers to the side. He pulled me to the edge of the desk so my butt over-hanged. My legs were raised and pushed back toward me and I grasped them and spread them wide. He guided his cock to my pussy and teasingly moved the head up and down just inside the lips, bumping my clit at the top and my open hole at the bottom. My entire body was calling out for this fuck. My nipples were rock-hard, my breathing already ragged, and my pussy leaking.
"Please, sir," I pleaded with voice and eyes as his hard cock teased me. "I ... I didn't orgasm ... with Mr. Edwards. I sucked him too long ... and he ... he came before I could." I raised my head to watch his cock at my pussy. "Please, sir, please fuck me. I need to orgasm, sir. Please," I begged.
"You really are turning into a slut, Joni," he said as he pressed his cock head at my open hole but resisted punching it completely in. "Even begging for an orgasm from your bosses?"
"OH YES, SIR," I exclaimed louder. "You guys wanted a slut for your use. I am that slut, sir. I am happy to be that slut, sir. I'll take your cum all day. I just need orgasms, too." I flexed my hips to impale myself but the position wasn't good for that and the head only barely moved. His fingers pinched both nipples and he twisted them. I winced and that was when he thrust his hips forward and his cock slammed into my pussy. "OH ... FUCK ... YESSSSS," I exclaimed. In one thrust he was fully inside me and my body slid on his desktop. He released my nipples to grab my hips, pulled me back to the edge of the desk, pulled his cock back, and began thrusting powerfully.



He grunted with his effort and I continued moaning and gasping. I slid my own hand down to strum my clit. My desire was high after coming close to orgasm but not quite achieving it with Mr. Edwards. Mr. Adams had my stimulation rising fast with his aggressive thrusts and I only needed a little assist. I would orgasm and then coax his cum into my pussy.
He noticed my fingers working my clit. "Yes, slut," he said between grunts. "Yes, Joni ... cum on my cock. I want to feel your ... warm juice wash... my cock."
I arched my back off the desk when my orgasm hit. He held my hips and continued fucking me strongly as my body shook and I wailed. My pussy spasmed around the thrust cock as if trying to hold it but it continued thrust in and out with long and powerful strokes.
My orgasm must have had an effect on him. As my orgasm began ebbing, I felt him tense, his cock swelling and pulsing just before more cum spewed into my pussy. He leaned forward over me with his hands and arms bracing himself on the desk on either side of me. His cock inside me leaked the last of his cum, my pussy flexing around it, and our breathing coming in ragged panting.
Our eyes connected. I gave him a weak smile. He leaned down and kissed me hard. I sighed into his mouth. He pulled his mouth back only inches, "You are amazing, Joni."
I grabbed the back of his head and pulled him for another kiss. "Thank you, sir. You all have motivated me to excel at my job," I said dripping with innuendo.
He laughed as he slowly pulled his cock from my twice-filled, clasping pussy. I sat up ready to follow him to his chair to clean his cock, a task after fucking I looked forward to.
I still hadn't returned to Mr. Edwards's office to retrieve my thong when I stopped in the open doorway of Mr. Jackson's office. He looked up and chuckled. "You look like a well-fucked assistant, Joni. You look like you sounded a few minutes ago."
I smiled as I took a step into his office. My hand was fondling a bra-encased breast as I stood otherwise dressed only in stockings and heels. "I was wondering, sir, if ..."
I didn't bother finishing. He was loosening his belt and pushing his slacks and underwear to his knees. He remained in his chair. His cock was already firm, undoubtedly from hearing my vocal release with Mr. Adams. I went to him, bent over to suck his cock for just a moment to add a bit more hardness to it, then turned around with my back to him. I parted my legs wide and backed over his legs, reached underneath for his cock, and sank down the entire length in one motion. Two fucks and two loads of cum had my pussy extremely lubricated but using my muscles allowed me to give him the effect we both desired.
After another orgasm and load of cum for my pussy and cleaning another cock, I retreated to the restroom where I used tissues to wipe my messy pussy and use a wet hand towel to freshen my body.
I stood next to my desk and debated with myself. Should I retrieve my thong? My eyes went to the fourth office, the one office where I had not been fucked yet ... at least not that morning. A decision made, I reached behind me, unhooked my bra, and dropped it on my desk. Without a thong, why wear a bra?
I walked to Mr. Farnum's open door. He looked up when I softly rapped on the door frame. He chuckled, "Looks like you've had an interesting morning so far. It seems you once had a bra and thong on."
He indicated the chairs in front of his desk. I sat down and crossed my legs. Force of habit, I guess. "The thong is somewhere in Mr. Edwards's office. The bra I left on my desk." I shrugged, "Why wear a bra without the thong?" He nodded.
"Since you are effectively naked, uncross your legs." I immediately complied with my legs open to the armrests. He watched carefully as I quickly responded without apparent concern. "Now put your knees over the armrests."
I didn't hesitate so much as look at him with a smile, then shifting my butt on the seat slightly to get both knees over the arms of the chair. My pussy was spread open. I looked from his eyes on my pussy to look down, too. Yes ... spread open and the telltale evidence of cum having been deposited inside it. I looked back up at him. He was enjoying it. The more he seemed to enjoy it, the more embarrassed it caused me to feel.
"How many have fucked you?" he asked casually.
"All three, sir. All three came inside me."
He nodded. "Masturbate." Simple and casual, like it was some innocent request. Only it wasn't a request or innocent. My eyes stayed on him as my hand moved from a leg where it had rested to my openly spread pussy just fucked by the other three men of the office. He watched as my fingers stroked over my pussy with one finger soon dipping through my hole.
He nodded, again. "Interesting," he commented. "You are correct, of course, that you are not submissive. You are definitely a strong and determined woman in many ways. Yet, you comply to my direction even in these embarrassing ways. You are an interesting woman, Joni."
"Thank you, sir," I replied without stopping my fingers now sawing in and out of my pussy. "I ... I don't understand it myself. It is just what ... I have said before," I continued as my stimulation rose and breathing became more ragged, "I find that I am ... mmmmmm ... very responsive ... to you."
"Do you think you are a slut, Joni?" It was another casual question.
"I don't know, sir," I honestly answered. "How would I base ... mmmmm ... how would I base that ... ahhhhh ... determination?"
His eyes were intently watching as my arousal rose within me and making the casual back and forth talk more strained. "Well, consider that last Saturday you fucked two men you never saw before. Or, that Sunday fucking all four of us all afternoon." I looked down at my fingers fucking into my pussy. Maybe, I thought, masturbating in front of him? "What about," he casually continued, "if you were to fuck 8 or more men continuously for many hours?"
"A ... gangbang ... sir?" came my gasping response. "Are you ... planning ... it for ... me, sir?"
"Just talking, dear." He smiled. "This is quite exciting for you, isn't it?" I nodded. My voice would be shaky if I tried to use it. "I want you to orgasm now." It wasn't casual, it was a command.
I moved my other hand to my clit and added a third finger thrusting into my pussy. It was several minutes under close observation by him until I did finally orgasm. My body slipped on the seat, my knees falling from their position on the arms, and my legs spread even wider. My head fell back and my eyes closed, my mouth hanging open as I gasped for breath as my body shook. Yet another orgasm just in the morning.
As I recovered, I shifted back onto the chair and raised my knees over the arm, again. He watched it all. "Now that you've situated yourself as you were before," he said in a much less casual way, "I need to fuck you." He stood and loosened his slacks. "Three climaxes in your pussy ..." he mused.
"Yes, sir, but if I can suggest ... you could use the cum in my pussy for lubrication to fuck my ass. My ass will be much tighter, sir."
He liked that idea. And he did it. That was just the morning.
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CHAPTER 6: MORE OFFICE TIME
Early to the office as usual, I had changed for the new day in the office, started the coffee, and was powering up the printer/copier when I heard the door open.
"Good morning, dear," came Mr. Farnum's voice from the front of the suite.
I turned my head, "Good morning, sir," I replied as I pushed the paper tray shut after filling it and standing. I turned to greet him properly.
"Wow," he gasped. "That modification for your office attire was one of the best decisions we made."
I had chosen a floor-length sheer nightgown for my attire. It had a single clasp just below the bodice to hold it somewhat closed. It was closed if I stood still but every step parted the gown and the filmy material flowed to the sides exposing me. The gown itself was sheer enough to be exposing so even with the bodice closed my nipples were seen through the material. Underneath I wore matching white high heels, not stockings and no underwear.
I stopped ten feet from him and did a full spin. The filmy gown, of course, opened fully as I spun. "You like it, sir?"
We both stepped the remaining distance into each other's arms for a passionate, greeting kiss. His hands went inside the gown to caress my nakedness underneath as we kissed. I offered coffee and he accepted. After placing the mug on his desk, he indicated the chairs in front of his desk. When I sat, of course, the gown parted to each side leaving me mostly exposed. I crossed my legs slowly in a manner I had started to tease by opening my legs, hesitating, raising a leg, and crossing. It gave a clear view of my naked, and usually glistening, pussy. He watched closely and smiled as I completed the maneuver.
His gaze continued roaming over my body as he turned to business, "What does the day look like, Joni?" he asked as he sipped the coffee while leaning back in the chair.
I tapped awake my ever-present tablet and swiped through calendars and task apps. "Mr. Adams leaves this morning for a West Coast swing of the plants out there." I swiped into his task app. "Your day is good, sir." I looked up for eye contact. "You do, however, still owe the Houston office a response on their project proposal and," I looked down and back up, "have you responded to the visit request from the Netherlands facility?"
He nodded and searched the folders on his desk pulling out a blue manila folder (I used color to highlight priorities for the men). They thought it was silly at first but quickly saw the advantage. He sat back and gazed at me.
"That's it, sir," I added thinking he was waiting for more. There was always plenty of work but I filled them in only on the top items needing attention.
He nodded. He was looking at me, though his eyes frequently dropped to my body. It was obvious he was considering something. Finally, he focused on my face, "Have you ever been to The Netherlands, Joni?" I laughed but saw he was serious. I shook my head wondering just how serious he was. "It is just a goodwill visit timed for the completion of a major project. It involves the customer and celebration." A pause. "Check the validity of your passport." I was stunned. I had gone to a Caribbean resort the year before (before being accused and fired) so I knew it was still good.
I walked out of his office still wondering what happened when, "WOW," came Mr. Jackson's voice. I put Mr. Farnum's discussion aside and walked into the arms of Mr. Jackson. Another kiss. More fondles.
I was finding the long gown less than ideal for sitting at a desk, though. Despite it falling open in front, it frequently pulled in back if I didn't adjust as I sat. After several times, I thought I had it figured out but it required thought each time.
"Joni," came Mr. Edwards's voice from the side, "do you have a minute?"
"As many as you need, sir," I replied with a sly smile. We did, actually, accomplish a lot of work and I scooped up my tablet as I rose.
He motioned to the visitor chairs in front of his desk as I entered. I sat using the same maneuver of crossing my legs. He smiled. "I do love that gown," he said. "Hell, everything you wear is great with you wearing it."
"I don't wear much, sir," I replied with a comfortable chuckle.
"Exactly," he replied with a big smile. Then, it was business. He was working on the review of a new tax proposal in the California legislature for the group out there. He wanted me to review it. It seemed my proofreading and grammar checks were sought after. Honestly, I used the Grammarly app after my own proofreading.
"I was wondering about something on the way in to the office this morning," and I knew the serious business was over. I re-crossed my legs slowly and his eyes didn't miss it. I teased when the serious talking was over. It was certainly teasing to be basically naked but flashing my pussy was different. I waited for him to continue. "I guess I was concerned this might get old for you." He watched me. "Do you think you'll reach a point that you will regret working like this?"
I smiled at him, then opened my legs to the extent I could before restrained by the chair arms. I then unclasped the gown at the bodice and parted it to fully expose my C-cups. "Thank you, sir. I do appreciate your concern and it is why I enjoy serving each of you. You are not the only one to express the concern. It has been only weeks but it all feels so comfortable for me." I was fondling a breast as he watched. "I do believe you four have created the slut in me that you had dreamed of having. I hope you agree, sir."
Without comment, he turned his chair and opened his slacks. I smiled as I stood immediately, allowing the gown to fall from my shoulders and arms. I knelt at his knees and took his firming cock into my mouth. I sucked and licked until it was hard.
"My mouth, pussy, or ass, sir?"
He smiled down at me. My lips brushed his cock head as I spoke and I kissed the head as I waited for his decision. "You are an amazing woman, Joni." He chuckled. "I guess we all say that a lot, don't we?"
I smiled. My smile was a bit strained, though. I was feeling my own desire to be used. "It is always nice to hear, though."
His decision was my pussy bent over his desk. I pushed a few papers to the side, braced myself on my elbows and spread my feet. His cock slid over my pussy and up to settle at my hole. He pressed inside. I sighed and he gasped as I clenched my muscles around his cock.
"Hmmm," he gasped, "always wet and ready, aren't you?"
I sighed, "Yes, sir... I... I love my job."
No further comment. Just fucking. He slammed his cock deep and hard into me. He leaned over me to grasp one of my swinging breasts. He fucked me hard for many minutes. I felt an orgasm rising quickly. I seemed to orgasm so much with them and assumed it was the constant anticipation of the next fuck and exhibitionism in between. Just before I was about to explode, though, he stopped. He remained inside me, but he stopped thrusting. At first, I was confused and frustrated. I was so close. Then, I saw movement. I raised my head to see Mr. Jackson approaching the desk. This was new. Was he going to give me his cock to suck? He had something in his hand but my lust-crazed mind didn't register it as he passed it over me to Mr. Edwards. In a moment, I understood.
"Thanks, Wayne," Mr. Edwards said. "I'm changing my mind," he added. In the next instant, I felt gel spread over my asshole and crammed inside.
I glanced in front to find Mr. Jackson settling into one of the visitor chairs. He caught my eyes looking and smiled. "Don't mind me," he said. An audience. I was watched when we were all fucking but this felt different. He was just watching and not participating.
The cock in my pussy pulled out and slid up to my asshole. He positioned his cock at that hole, took hold of my hips, and pressed hard. For a moment, nothing happened. Then, his cock slowly opened the sphincter and popped inside my ass. I gasped and groaned. My ass was lubricated and his cock was slick from my wet pussy. He pressed deeper, pulled back, and thrust harder. His cock sank deeper. We both groaned. My ass clenched around the invader. My head hung from my shoulders and each thrust caused my breasts to swing.
"God... I love those tits," Mr. Jackson exclaimed. I glanced up and gave him a weak smile as Mr. Edwards's thrust pushed me on the desktop. He pulled me back just as he slammed again into my ass.
"OHHHHHH... FUCKKKK... YESSSSSS!" I cried out as an orgasm crashed over me.
Mr. Edwards paused for an instant. It might have been because my ass clenched so tightly around his cock it was caught inside. He grunted as he resumed powerfully thrusting into me. I felt his cock swell. Every little change was noticed inside my tight ass. I felt the cock pulse and jerk and slam deep into me and strain. He came. His cock spewed cum over and over. I sank my head to my hands on the desktop and gasped through the remains of my own orgasm as it peaked, again.
I was panting when Mr. Jackson kissed the top of my head and softly whispered, "My turn, Joni." I weakly nodded.
Mr. Jackson fucked my pussy as hard and urgently as Mr. Edwards had fucked my ass. After we both climaxed and I cleaned his cock, a ritual I had gladly assumed for no other reason than I loved the feel of cock in my mouth. I stumbled back to collapse onto the chair at my desk.
I breathed deep and released it slowly to settle my body. "What happened to your nightgown, dear," came Mr. Farnum's voice so casually he might have used the same voice to inquire about a misplaced pen.
"As if you couldn't hear, sir," I responded with a chuckle.
"Yes, and since security isn't pounding down those doors right now, I have to assume the insulation between us and the rest of the office floor is very good."
"Sorry, sir," I contritely said, "I'll try to maintain more control in the future."
"Nonsense, dear. What would be the fun in that?"
* * * *
"Sir," I said from the doorway of Mr. Farnum's office. He looked up and broke into a huge smile. I hadn't bothered retrieving the discarded nightgown from Mr. Edwards's office from that morning. "Reminding you and the others that your joint conference call with Monterrey, Mexico is in 15 minutes."
"Thank you, Joni. You've notified the others?" I nodded and headed back to my desk.
I ignored the conference room where Mr. Farnum, Mr. Edwards, and Mr. Jackson were conferencing with the Monterrey facility. I understood their role was more ceremonial with the Houston facility leading. It was a few moments I thought I could cram more work through when I wouldn't be interrupted. I was wrong.
"Joni?" I turned to Mr. Farnum standing in the open door to the conference room. "Remember how you helped Dan (Mr. Edwards) through his conference call?" I smiled. Of course, I did. Under his desk sucking his cock. Oh, I thought. I stood and he wiggled his finger for me to come. He didn't turn back into the room but watched as I approached wearing only high heels, my breasts moving with little bounces with each step.
I crawled under the conference table, turned and waited. I had already decided I would start with Mr. Farnum but there was a pause when all I saw was his feet at the end of the table where he normally sat. When he did sit and rolled his chair to the table, his slacks were open. The two VPs on either side were then also opening their slacks.
I grasped his cock to lick and kiss the length from the head to the base. As I licked back up, I bumped my head on the underside of the table, which brought some chuckles from above. I began sucking his cock, but on a whim, I shifted to suck another when I had Mr. Farnum hard. I moved to the third cock and back to Mr. Farnum.
"Good idea, Joni," came Mr. Farnum's voice. "Keep us hard but don't let us cum."
"Yeth... thir," I managed to mumbled around his cock. I smiled, sure of what was going to happen after the call was finished.
I spent about 30 minutes under the table on my knees and shifting between the three cocks with my tongue and mouth to keep them all hard but not quite ready to climax. Any time I felt one pulse in my mouth, I pulled off and shifted to the next one. Several times I heard frustrated groans from above despite my being told to be sure they didn't cum.
Once I heard the 'goodbye' from above, all three chairs rolled back and I followed. I had slipped off my heels long ago and crawled out barefoot and naked. All three men were pulling their slacks off. I stood fondling a breast and stroking my dripping pussy. Once I heard they didn't want to cum, I had been anticipating the fucking I would receive from the three of them. It had only been a few days since they indicated I was expected to be nearly naked in lingerie of some type. When I happened to glance out the glass walls of the conference room, it still hit me that I was in an office area naked and about to be fucked.
The other two men deferred to Mr. Farnum. They worked well together. They were all supremely confident and aggressive men but the VPs yielded to their CEO. In this case, they patiently waited as Mr. Farnum sat in his chair, his hard cock pointing to the ceiling. I knew what was expected. I turned and backed over his legs, took his cock in my hand, moved my pussy over the head until I aligned them, and sat down over his cock.
"Ooooohhhhhh... yeeeessssss..." I sighed as I moved down the length of his cock without stopping. At the bottom, his cock deep in my pussy, I wiggled on it and squeezed with my muscles. His hands came around me to grasp my breasts as I began rising, feeling every inch of his cock as I rose. The two other men were alongside, their hard cocks pointing at me. I grasped one in my hand and opened my mouth to the other. I would switch back and forth as I fucked Mr. Farnum.
I orgasmed on his cock a moment after it began spewing its cum into me. I milked it with clasping muscles until our joint climaxes subsided. I slowly pulled off, bent over at the waist to clean his cock of our combined orgasmic juices, and enjoyed the probing and fondling fingers of the men as I kept my feet parted and my breasts hanging below me.
The two men next wanted a double penetration and, as Mr. Jackson climbed up, I wondered if even the massive conference table would take the weight of three people. I climbed up after him and sensed Mr. Edwards behind me. I sat my pussy over Mr. Jackson's cock and waited. I wondered how much of this was planned all along when I felt gel being spread over my asshole and pushed inside. I moaned deeply as the second cock joined the first inside me. Then, they both began moving, generally out of rhythm with each other but occasionally both plunging in simultaneously.
My orgasm hit first. My pussy and ass both spasming around the cocks inside and soon both were spurting cum. Mr. Edwards rolled to the side on the massive table and my holes felt empty but satisfied as I dutifully remained on the table with them to clean their cocks.
* * * *
I wasn't the first into the office the next morning, though I certainly tried to be. Mr. Jackson's office was lit and open as I dropped my purse and shoulder bag containing the tablet and a few folders. I considered greeting him but decided I should dress for the new day, first.
After spending most of the previous day naked, I had a definite outfit in mind. When I exited the restroom, I was wearing all white: a lace shelf bra fully exposing my nipples, lace garter belt, sheet white stockings, and white heels.
I noticed something different on my desk surface that hadn't been there when I arrived. It was a picture frame supported with an easel back with four words on it instead of a picture. I looked up and saw Mr. Jackson leaning in his open door watching with a big smile on his face. I moved to my desk and smiled. It read, "RELIEF MANAGER IS IN".
'Relief Manager', cute. Only this relief manager needs as much relief as those she relieves.
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CHAPTER 7: SLUT PERFORMANCE REVIEW
I sat in Mr. Farnum's office naked except for the heels on my feet. I had started the day wearing a sheer baby doll negligee but that had been discarded in Mr. Adams office earlier. Once again, he instructed me to drape my knees over the arms of the chair. I sat across the desk from him with my pussy crudely displayed. I was sure my pussy wasn't only open to him but that the cum of two men was showing at the opening.
"How long have you been in your position, Joni?" he asked as if there was nothing unusual about the way I was sitting before him.
"In THIS position, sir? Only a few minutes," I replied with a giggle.
"No, dear," he responded with a smile and shake of his head.
"Yes, sir, sorry. One month, sir."
He smiled back. He enjoyed that I was relaxed enough with what we did in the office to tease them back. "I think it is time for a review." I nodded. This is something few other women experience, I thought. Then he raised the interest higher. He wanted me to finger my cum-filled pussy as we talked. Definitely unusual for a performance review.
The review began as might be expected with discussion about timeliness of assignment completion, working with others, willingness to put in the time to complete assignments, blah, blah, blah. The review was as might be expected EXCEPT for the way I was sitting with my fingers stroking and plunging into my cum-fill pussy.
Then it shifted. He asked me for my job title. "My official title, sir? Or, my real title in the office?" Real title he said. "Executive Assistant and Office Slut, sir," I said with pride.
"What does 'Office Slut' mean to you?" he asked.
"Have I done something wrong, sir? Have I not pleased you or the others in some way?" He just stared at me but I found a betraying upward curl at the corners of his mouth. I relaxed. "Sir, my understanding of the 'office slut' part of my job is to be available to you and the three Senior Vice Presidents for your and their sexual pleasure in the office. Outside of the office, I have accepted the extension of being your personal slut. When I am in your home, I am to be naked at all times and available for fucking and sucking at anytime, anywhere, and anyone you desire. I am your three-hole slut, sir."
"How do you feel you have progressed in that part of your job since beginning?" he asked. He studied me closely. "Are you getting close to orgasm, Joni?"
I nodded. "Yes, sir. This is very stimulating ... spread in front of you and masturbating ... while talking about my status as slut."
He smiled. "You will continue masturbating but you will not orgasm until I allow it." I stared at him. "You may not be submissive, but you will comply."
"Yes, sir." I took a deep breath to steady the arousal ready to explode inside me. "I ... my progress ... I have learned to take ... your cock in both ... my ass and throat, sir. I have ... have been able to fuck all four of ... you for an entire afternoon. I have fucked two men ... you gave me to whom ... I didn't even know. I have found the excitement of exhibitionism and work in the office in lingerie or even naked." I moaned deeply. I tried using the talking to tamp down the rising arousal. It was working ... kind of. "Sir, I think ... I have become ... the slut you ... desired."
He nodded. "You have done very well, Joni. You have pleased me and the others by the way you have taken to the job. Both jobs, actually." He thought for a moment. "Is there a specific skill or accomplishment you might need to fully be the slut I want you to be?" I considered that, though my arousal made further thought of sexual skill difficult. I shook my head. What more could he think I needed to do? I told him so.
He smiled at my response, not disagreeing, but added, "I think a test of sorts is in order to fully determine if you have attained the full status of slut." I nodded, very curious what that meant. "This weekend you will again spend it at my house. The normal rules will apply." I knew them well after spending a couple weekends with him. In his house I was always naked and ready to be fucked. I wondered how that would be a test, though. He didn't give any indication. I would have to wait. But, finally, he softly uttered, "Cum now, Joni."
I did, though it was more like exploding. My legs immediately went taut before shaking as my body convulsed in front of him. My head fell back and my eyes rolled. My arms, legs, and body did their own thing uncontrolled by me. Mr. Farnum later would tell me my pussy closed and opened on its own as ripples moved over my body.
* * * *
When I pulled into his driveway that Friday night about two hours after leaving the office, I saw no other cars that might indicate the VPs or anyone else. I had rushed to my apartment to get ready for the weekend. That didn't really take much time as most of the time was spent driving in rush hour traffic. I showered and douched my pussy and asshole in order to be completely clean for the start of the weekend. I didn't imagine that would last long but would be repeating it several times at Mr. Farnum's, too.
He had informed I would require no clothes for the weekend, which meant I didn't expect to be leaving the house and property. I packed a small bag with just the personal hygiene items I would require and used a beach cover-up to wear for the drive. That was his request. I was nervous that the only thing between my nudity and anyone who might look was a semi-sheer pastel colored wrap. Getting out of the building was the first test but if I covered my nipples some how they might think I was just headed for the beach. The one spot I knew I would be exposed was the guard shack at the entrance to the private residential compound where Mr. Farnum lived. The middle-aged man working the gate was very deliberate in identifying who he allowed to enter. Though my nipples would be exposed through the thin material, I was particularly nervous about my pussy. The garment was held together only by the tie at my waist and the action of driving was sure to not only loosen the tie but part it, also.
I parked in front of the far garage door as usual and walked the distance to the front door. The distance seemed considerably longer knowing how exposed I was and how obvious it was I was not wearing a bra or any support for my C-cup breasts. I rang the bell and waited a couple moments. I was sure the delay was deliberate. When the door opened, he took my bag but remained in the doorway. With his other hand, he loosened the tie and eased the wrap off my shoulders. He draped the wrap over the same arm he held the bag with and reach to fondle a breast as he stepped to me for a kiss. I complied with wrapping my arms around his neck and giving him a kiss reflecting the arousal I honestly felt as I stood naked on his front stoop. Traffic is always light inside his gated community but still ...
After the kiss and still standing on the front stoop, "Are you ready, Joni?" I nodded. I wasn't sure what I was saying I was ready for. I only knew I was ready to give him whatever he wanted. It was a crazy thing to realize and accept about yourself: whatever this man wanted from me I would give him. It was even crazier knowing it was always consciously and willfully given and not an act of submissiveness.
"Yes, sir, though I don't know what it is I am ready to experience," I confided.
"Just go with the weekend, dear. You are the slut I dreamed of yet never believed I could have. I know that, but I want you to believe it. You indicated you thought you had become a slut. This weekend I hope to convince you."
I searched his eyes for some understanding and in that moment I was no longer concerned about my nakedness. Whatever he had planned for the weekend, being naked at his front door might be a minor event.
The only big experience Friday night provided was his cock and that was always an experience I relished. The orgasms I achieved in the office and with him were becoming addictive. Combined with the power and authority that oozed from Mr. Farnum and the other men, I had found myself complying to the outrageous job he offered and then to extending that to outside the office. My sexual impulses of before had been released to expose a deeper need for experience. Mr. Farnum was providing the experiences within safe conditions.
Mr. Farnum fucked me in all my holes Friday night with me sucking him hard between each fucking. The final fucking was in my throat and seemed for me to be a complete claim by him of me even more so than when he fucked my ass for the first time. I had sucked cock, including his, into my throat after determined mastering of the technique. This time, however, he fucked my throat with the same determination as he used in my pussy and ass. When he came, the third time in the night, it was weaker and less volume but was sent straight into my throat with my breath held almost to the panic point.
Saturday morning was fairly relaxed. I prepared breakfast after a 'good morning' fuck. I swam in his pool, reclined under the morning sun, and sucked him to climax before we shared a shower-fuck. I knew it was all leading to the afternoon. The weekend was intended to be a test, an experience of proof of my slut label, and something was coming for me and it was coming soon.
The doorbell chimed and I looked at Mr. Farnum who was casually dressed in shorts and a buttoned short-sleeve shirt and no shoes. He gave me a simple nod to indicate I was to answer the door. As I quickly walked through the house to the front barefoot, I had the same nervousness about who I was about to expose myself to. I pulled the door open to find the same two guys from the golf club Mr. Farnum brought specifically to fuck me that first weekend. They took in my exposed body before I stepped back assuming they were invited. As each entered, I stepped up to them to kiss them in greeting, their hands fondling my body with confidence.
I led them to the family room where Mr. Farnum had been but found it deserted. I found him on the back patio where he indicated chairs to them. I offered drinks and they all accepted beers. Not long after that the doorbell chimed, again. Upon opening the door, I fought to maintain calm. Patiently waiting and staring at my naked body were to three VPs and three additional men behind them I didn't recognize. The VPs were very comfortable kissing and fondling me and the three other men seemed to take that as a sign of acceptability as each of them also freely fondled and probed my body as they received my welcoming kiss.
I was stunned as I led them through the house to the back. I knew Mr. Farnum had something different planned. I should have recognized that the something would be beyond whatever I had experience so far and I had been experiencing quite a lot with the four of them. My mind did the math: Mr. Farnum and his two golf friends, three VPs and their three friends added up to nine men.
After all the men were seated, some on chairs brought out from the kitchen, and holding beers, Mr. Farnum addressed the group. I was standing at his side. His hand had been on my butt but soon slipped from there to the back of my thighs. I parted my legs, a response that by then seemed automatic to provide more open access to my pussy if he desired it. He did. His hand moved to the inside of my closest thigh and his fingers stroked my dripping pussy. I knew I was about to be gang banged by nine men. I moaned when a finger parted my lips and entered my hole, moving to the last knuckle.
He removed his finger and raised it to my mouth which I opened and sucked my juice from it. He smiled up at me, "You are very wet, dear, aren't you?" he asked. I nodded while blushing. I was becoming used to being naked with the executives. Standing before nine men knowing the implication had me super-charged.
"I arranged this gathering, gentlemen, for a specific purpose," he continued. "Joni here is our Executive Assistant," he said indicating the VPs with his hand, "who we playfully refer to her in the office as the 'relief manager' by willingly providing stress relief for us through fucking and sucking in our private offices." That brought leering gazes from the other men. Mr. Farnum's finger also returned to sliding in and out of my pussy. He looked up at me, "Tell them the rest, Joni."
I blushed deeper as I looked over the assembled group of clothed men as I stood naked, finger-fucked, and about to admit my deepest desire. "I ... as Mr. Farnum said, I ... I willingly serve these men as their office slut. I am frequently naked or nearly so in the office, especially after having ... relieved one of them," I said bringing lusty smiles from them all. "Now, I ... I want to know if I am ... a real slut."
"She is a slut, gentlemen," Mr. Farnum interjected. "There is no question in my mind but it seems she needs something to remove any question from hers. This afternoon should accomplish that. I want her treated like the slut I know she is. For the rest of the day, I want her fucked in all of her holes. She is a three-hole slut, gentlemen. Use her singly or in groups. Just use her." He looked up at me. He had three fingers inside my pussy by that time. "Should you find yourself without a cock inside you, look for a cock to suck."
"Yes, sir," I uttered. Nine cocks to fuck me. I heard of gang bangs but nine cocks ... it seemed ... I didn't know what it seemed. How many times would I be fucked? How many orgasms was I capable of?
Mr. Farnum became a sort of porn movie director to start it off. I hadn't noticed the exercise mats from his exercise room spread out nearer the pool. With a flurry, he tossed a tube of lubrication onto the glass-top table where he sat and directed the first fuck. Nobody hesitated, including me. I was led to the mats as the two golf buddies sent their clothes flying. I knelt before the two to suck their cocks and in no time had two hard cocks. One of the guys moved onto the mat and lay on his back. I moved with him, straddled him, and lowered my pussy over his hard cock.
I was fucking in long, slow strokes when, after a minute, I felt a hand pressing me down to the chest of the man I was fucking. The next thing I felt was gel being pressed around and into my asshole and followed quickly by the head of a lubricated cock pressing at my tight hole.
I turned my head to look over my shoulder at the second man. "Don't worry," I exclaimed, "a lot has happened since the last time we fucked. Get your cock inside and fuck me!"
He pressed his cock at my tight hole and pressed harder. I pressed back to help the penetration. When it popped past the sphincter, all three of us groaned at the sudden fullness and tightness of my holes. Then, three more cocks were in front and on either side of me. I glanced up before taking the one in front into my mouth. They were the three guys that came with the VPs. My executives were sitting on the patio watching and commenting.
I was able to brace myself using just one hand so I could suck a cock and stroke another. The men in front switched frequently. They were interested in remaining hard, not in climaxing. For a brief moment I wondered how they would handle switching fucking me when one climaxed but I let any thoughts slip away as three cocks moved in my holes and another in my hand.
I orgasmed before any of the guys but notl by much when the one in my ass spewed cum into my ass after several violent thrusts at the end. That man pulled out of my ass and another cock was immediately thrust into the now gaping hole and the powerful fucking resumed.
When the one in my pussy climaxed, we were awkwardly rolled so the one in my ass was on his back. I was lying on him with my back to his front, his cock still buried in my asshole. I watched as another man crawled between our open legs and thrust his cock into my pussy. I orgasmed with the penetration of that cock.
I was still sucking cock but only one had my saliva on it. The other two were covered in cum when first thrust into my mouth.
When the one in my ass came, we were rolled once again and I orgasmed again, that time exploding during the roll. I had a third cock thrust into my gaping asshole. Though the man in my pussy climaxed, he remained where he was while I continued to be ass-fucked to his climax and my orgasm. The man in my ass pulled out, I slipped to the side, the softened cock sliding out of my pussy, and I lay splayed and moaning as my most recent orgasm ran its course. Spread as I was, I knew my holes were gaping and leaking cum.
The sun on my naked body felt wonderful and seemed somehow to highlight my exposure. I fondled my own breast and opened my eyes after a few brief moments of recovery. Standing near my feet were my four bosses, naked and stroking their hard cocks.
I opened my legs even wider and began fingering my cum-leaking pussy in front of them. Their eyes were riveted to my display. Mr. Farnum was smiling and nodding when he looked from my pussy to my face after several moments. He nudged his VPs into action, again appearing to be that porn director. Mr. Adams lay on his back next to me. I quickly rolled to straddle and mount him but was stopped. Mr. Farnum wanted me to mount him with my ass, my back to Mr. Adams. My ass was well lubricated, though my asshole had began to close, I easily penetrated myself down the full length of cock. Mr. Edwards crawled between our spread legs and thrust into my pussy. I groaned at the aggressive penetration but muffled that with a passionate kiss on his mouth as both cocks began to move in adjoining chambers.
The stimulation and arousal skyrocketed. I had just been fucked by five guys and my body should be tired but this was different. This was my bosses and I knew Mr. Farnum was nearby with intentions for himself and Mr. Jackson. In just a month I had transformed from enjoying and using sex for attention and advantage to craving sex. Somehow, the craving was heightened by the cocks being the VPs and even more heightened if it was Mr. Farnum. With two cocks slamming my pussy and ass, what more did I need to know about myself, I mused as I let myself go to be carried to another shattering orgasm. Why, when questioned, had I hesitated to claim being a slut?
My head was rotated backward to find a cock drop to my forehead. I opened my mouth wide and relaxed my throat. Mr. Farnum was presenting his cock to be sucked but was also preparing to fuck my throat. We found that my head hanging back was the perfect position to drive a cock down my throat. His cock entered my mouth but didn't stop at just being inside. I closed my lips and swirled my tongue around it as it continued in, entering my throat, and pressing as far it could. He pulled back and pressed back in. I had three cocks filling my holes and all three fucking, plunging, driving fully and hard.
Suddenly, the cock in my pussy was gone but quickly replaced by another. Mr. Jackson. With the other cocks still filling me, the fucking resumed. Fingers were pinching, twisting, and pulling my nipples. Other fingers were doing the same on my clit. I exploded in a quaking orgasm, only the first with them, I was sure. The cock in my throat pulled back to my mouth so I could gasp through my orgasm.
Before the orgasm subsided, Mr. Farnum pulled out of my mouth and another, one with the slickness and taste of my pussy, took its place. Mr. Edwards in my ass was more passive. He was essentially constrained by my body and the men pressing cocks into me above him but the presence of his cock in my ass tightened my pussy and the small movements of his cock still sent erotic, electrical impulses through me.
When Mr. Farnum took his turn in my pussy, they groaned. He had been the only one who never left my body and that new cock plunging over his sent him into climax. I felt his cock pulse and spew new wetness into my ass as Mr. Farnum continued to drive his cock into my pussy and a cock I had unbelievably lost track of thrusting into my throat.



Then ... all cocks were gone. Only for a change, though. I was lifted off Mr. Edwards's softening cock in my ass, feeling it slide out with cum dripping after it. Then I saw Mr. Farnum on his back with his cock held vertical. We continued to do this as before. A cock in my ass tightened my pussy for the others. I backed to him and let my body slide down the full length of his cock in my ass. I was pulled back and a cock pressed at my mouth before I could tell whose it was and which one of the VPs would be in my pussy. It didn't matter, though. I knew they would be again changing to drive me through several orgasm while the changing allowed them to manage their own climax. I lost track of my orgasms by the time these men finally finished with their own climaxing into my holes.
The afternoon continued, though less intensely. I was given intermittent moments to take water, sometimes while I still sat on a cock. The afternoon had me continuously being fucked by one or two of the men at a time. The men had sufficient time to recover as the nine men rotated for a next turn. Many times I was presented a cock to suck hard, other times the cocks came to me hard to fuck my pussy or ass, though a few elected to fuck my throat and empty their cum directly in my throat which left me gasping for air after.
It was early evening when I found myself collapsed on the mat by the pool without another cock waiting. I had long since ceased registering faces to cocks fucking me. It was cock after cock and most going for my pussy or ass which both seemed continuously gaping and drooling cum. Only Mr. Farnum's presence seemed to register through the fog of my sex-numbed brain. Every time, even when he plunged into me from behind, I muttered a gasping, moaning, "Oh ... yessssss ... sir."
When nobody came to fuck me, I slowly rolled to my hands and knees, not quite ready to trust my legs but wanting to see why I was left alone. I had been continuously fucked all afternoon and into the early evening but my body registered the emptiness in my holes. It was as though I had just been conditioned to be fucked. Despite exhaustion, I was missing it.
Mr. Farnum, I could see, was directing more action to come. Two of the guys came to support me to the group while two left for the house and another gathered the mats. I noticed him going to the hose and spraying them clean of cum. I was left standing in the middle of the group of naked men. Every cock showed little potential of life.
"All afternoon we have fucked you, yet you stand there dripping cum from your holes searching our cocks for more?" Mr. Farnum laughed with the others joining him. I supposed that did seem ridiculous but it was true, I was.
Just then, the two men who disappeared into the house appeared. My mouth dropped open and my eyes bugged out. One was carrying a Sybian machine and the other was stringing an extension cord from an outlet near the back sliding door. The Sybian was placed on a mat that had been place in the center of the group and the cord connected. Mr. Farnum was given the remote.
"You seem to have exhausted nine men, Joni," he said. "At least for the time being, anyway. While we have something to eat and replenish our strength, I didn't want to deprive you of your orgasms."
Was he kidding? The two men had spread out the variety of attachments and were attaching one with both a pussy and asshole dildo. The bump in front would be directly under the clit. "Sir ... I ... I don't think ..."
"No, no, dear. None of us have had previous experience with a slut. We don't want to take the chance of depriving you of orgasms you might need." The smile on his face was wicked. I looked to the VPs but knew they would defer to Mr. Farnum, anyway. Besides, why wouldn't they want to see what would happen to me with even more induced orgasms?
Mr. Farnum motioned to the machine where one of the men was applying lubrication to both dildos. With the amount of cum already in my holes, more lubrication seemed redundant.
I walk to the Sybian machine, straddled it as instructed, and maneuvered my body to be penetrated by dildos in both pussy and ass. An instant later, both began vibrating and another moment later they both began wobbling. It was insanely arousing. I watched as Mr. Farnum dropped the remote on the table and stood to move with the rest of the men to grill where they loaded plates with burgers, fixings, and potato salad. Every now and then someone picked up the remote and changed a setting to the vibration, wobble, or both. I orgasmed, orgasmed again, and again.
When they were finished eating, the damn machine stopped but my pussy, clit, and ass continued to feel a stimulation even after. I sat on the machine, dildos in both my pussy and ass, as two men approached me. They physically lifted me from the machine and laid me on the mat next to it. One plunged his re-energized cock into my pussy as the other plunged his cock into my mouth. This go-around they weren't picky about where they came. By the time they were done, I had new cum in pussy, ass, mouth, and body. I was spent. I was a rag-doll. I didn't have the strength to even look up as the men left.
* * * *
I can't even say how I found myself to be in Mr. Farnum's bed and in his embrace. His hands and fingers lightly stroked my back. It felt caring ... and loving, even.
"Thank you, sir," I mumbled almost too tired to think much less speak.
"Thank me? For what, dear?"
"For today, sir," I clarified, though in the darkness I wasn't sure if it was Saturday or Sunday.
"Do you now know without hesitation that you are a slut?" he queried.
I mustered up some strength to move and kissed him on the lips. "Yes, sir," I softly said with my lips brushing his, "yes, I do believe, but I didn't do what I did today to prove anything to myself. I am slut, sir. Use me how you will."
"Hmmmm," he uttered, "I don't know that anyone deserves you, dear, but I do accept that."
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CHAPTER 8: BUSINESS TRAVEL
"Here's your coffee, sir," I announced upon entering his office. I was wearing a very sheer, light blue baby doll negligee with stockings and heels. I stopped just short of his desk so I had to lean forward further to place the mug of coffee exactly at the location he liked it. That action also resulted in my C-cup breast sagging inside the deep cleavage of the loose gown. He noticed as was my intention, of course. "Are you ready for your trip, sir?" I asked as I took a step back from his desk. "I am going to miss you, sir," I then confessed.
"No you aren't, Joni," he surprised me in reply. He indicated for me to sit. My fingers rose to the catch holding the baby doll together just below my breasts. I shrugged it off and gently draped it on one of the other visitor chairs. I was naked except for stockings and heels. It was a new preference in his office: if I sat before him, I was to be fully exposed. It didn't matter that my dress code in the suite area was nearly naked anyway. I sat and spread my legs wide so they pressed against the arms of the chair but he motioned with his fingers for more so I raised my knees over the arms. In response, I also began fondling a breast and lightly stroking my obscenely displayed pussy.
"You know I enjoy giving myself to the other men here, but it is you I truly gave myself to. The other men have had business trips and it hasn't bother me. No, sir," I corrected him, "I will miss you."
He chuckled and smiled. He gave me another motion that I understood. I dipped two fingers into my spread pussy and began masturbating before him. "You blushed. Is it embarrassing when I have you masturbate in front of me, Joni?" While two fingers began sawing in and out of my glistening pussy, my other hand and fingers were fondling a breast and erect nipple.
I nodded. "Yes, sir. It still is. It is even in your home when you have me lie on the coffee table before you so you can watch me masturbate to orgasm on my fingers or some toy or to ride the Sybian to multiple orgasm. Here in the office it seems more embarrassing. Here is seems less appropriate and therefore more erotic. But, I feel that way sitting naked at my desk before the door leading to the rest of the company offices, too."
"Is it wrong that I enjoy your embarrassment?" he asked.
I smiled. "I may feel embarrassed, sir, but I don't feel negatively about such things. I know it will lead to an orgasm and usually also to being fucked, sir. It is why I am here, isn't it? The original intent of my being here was for my pleasure and sexual diversion for you and the others in this suite, but that has changed. You made me yours, sir, to be used as you desire. If putting me in embarrassing situations pleases you, so be it, sir."
"You are an amazing woman, Joni. I confess it is intimidating to have a strong, willful woman so devoted to my desires that it almost seems submissive." He paused and watched my fingers stimulate myself. He smiled. He knew I wasn't just going through the motions but truly masturbating. It was as he instructed and what I was doing. "Yes, dear, that is why you are here. It is also why you won't miss me. Is your passport up to date?" He watched with bemusement as my face erupted into joy as his meaning sunk into me. "Tell me, dear, have you ever fucked anyone from France, England, or The Netherlands?"
I shook my head, my face still beaming with the thought of traveling with him. Then a thought came to me and it blurted out before I properly considered it, "Will I be able to fuck you on the plane?" I already knew he was traveling by chartered jet.
"No, dear. There will be others. You will have to be discrete until we are alone, then the slutty-you can be released." I smiled and jammed a third finger into my pussy as I thought about European travel and evenings alone with him. Wait ... he asked if I had ever fucked a European man. While I fucked myself with three fingers, I mashed my clit with a thumb, and twisted a nipple hard enough to make me wince but also send a jolt into me. If he didn't decide to fuck me soon, I would orgasm before him. Both happened. I orgasmed before his eyes, then was ordered me onto his desk to be fucked. I love my job.
* * * *
Traveling by chartered plane was far superior to domestic carriers. There was plenty of room for everyone and tables for Mr. Farnum and I to work on last minute editing of his presentation.
Arriving in London, our first stop, a quick and painless pass through a customs check, we boarded waiting vans for the trip to the hotel. After settling into rooms, the group met for dinner arranged in a separate room off the restaurant with updates and reminders for the meeting and events for the next day.
Mr. Farnum and I arranged rooms next to each other on the 14th floor separated from other company members. He stopped me outside my room door. I anticipated he wanted me to join him in his room and faced him expectantly as he removed my suit jacket from my shoulders and draped it over his arm.
"What did you think of the flight, dear?" he asked.
Those were not the words I was expecting to hear. With confusion probably showing on my face, "It was excellent, sir. Very smooth."
He smiled and had a look on his face I had come to recognize when he is thinking something different and challenging for me. "The pilots are staying in rooms 721 and 723. They will be flying us for the week. I suspect it must be boring when they are not flying, don't you think?" I nodded confused. The downtime sitting a hotel can't be very interesting. "Do you think you can express to them my gratitude and provide them something to makeup for the waiting?"
What he was implying wasn't sinking in for moments. I was too focused on my anticipation to be with him in his room. Then it hit me and I looked at him with wide eyes, searching his face to be sure I was hearing him correctly. "How much 'gratitude' are you thinking, sir?"
His hand rose to touch my clothed breast. Without the jacket, I was wearing a short-sleeved white satin blouse, dark pencil skirt that ended just above the knees, and heels. "Our safety is in their hands." His hand grasped my covered breast more firmly. "So, how much do you think is warranted?" he asked.
I smiled. I was surprised, too. I was also unsure about what he was telling me to do because of the fondling that was happening. Despite his words, it wasn't my idea or 'if' I even consented. He was sending me down to their rooms to fuck them. This is new. Not the first time he had me fuck someone I didn't know but the first time when he wouldn't be present. What was happening to the security he promised? I stepped to him and kissed him lightly on the lips. It was what he expected of me. "I think you want me to express quite a bit of gratitude, sir, correct?" I replied and asked looking for clarification.
He simply nodded. He checked his watch. "It is already late. They have nothing scheduled tomorrow and you only need to assist me and you have shown how you can function with little sleep." We both smiled at why that was known. "Be back in your room in time to clean up, change, and be ready to join me for breakfast."
After giving him a more passionate kiss after checking the hallway, I turned to make my way back to the elevator. "Joni," I heard him call to me. I turned. "Have fun, dear." I smiled to him but after turning away I felt concern and anxiety.
As I rode the elevator down to the 7th floor, I was quite sure how this had transpired. I was being sent to fuck two men and spend the night with them. I was a woman who had lost two good jobs due to sexual indiscretions before finding myself being interviewed for the Executive Assistant job with a major twist: office slut to four executives. But, it hadn't ended there. Along the way, Mr. Farnum had somehow released in me something I wasn't aware of. While I thought of myself as promiscuous, he uncovered a slut. The very first weekend, he had me naked at his house. That Saturday I fucked two golf friends. That Sunday I was fucked by all four executives through the afternoon. I was soon dressing in lingerie in the private office suite area of the company and fucking and sucking in their offices as they desired. Mr. Farnum proved my transformation with a nine-man gang bang lasting most of a Saturday.
As I strode down the hallway to room 721, I conceded to myself that I knew how all this transpired. That didn't seemed to lessen the surprise of what it could mean. I might have felt some surprise but not in a negative way, though. I knew my thong was soaked. My disappointment at not spending the night with Mr. Farnum was replaced with anticipation of an unknown: spending the night with two men I didn't know but Mr. Farnum apparently trusted.
I knocked on the door of room 721 as I walked past it to room 723. The door to 721 opened first with a man I recognized as the co-pilot. When the door to 723 opened, I was standing before the pilot. The co-pilot wandered down to join us in the hallway.
"Sirs," I tentatively began. I had mentally rehearsed several ways to do this while in the elevator but nothing seemed right. So, I just bumbled. "Mr. Farnum sends his gratitude for your flying skills and recognizes the time you must spend not flying could be boring. He hopes that his gift tonight might ... somehow at least show his appreciation."
They looked at each other. "His gift?" one asked.
I nodded and began unbuttoning my blouse. They watched with wide eyes. Once I had pulled the blouse from my skirt and had completely unbuttoned it, I looked them each in the eyes. "Yes, sirs. His gift ... me ... for the night." I paused to gauge their reaction. They didn't look like they still believed, perhaps because they knew I was his assistant. I took a breath, looked both ways down the hallway, and removed my open blouse. Handing the blouse to one, I unzipped the skirt and shimmied it over my hips and handed it to the other. I stood before them in the hallway in matching white lace bra and thong, stockings, and heels. "I am available to you both all night." Again, I paused searching their faces. It occurred to me suddenly that they could be married and faithful to their wives. That was something I had not worried about but I was standing in the hallway in my underwear. "Will you accept Mr. Farnum's gift, sirs?" Their faces might have still reflected being stunned but the corners of their mouths rising into smiles showed they were not about to reject me. I smiled. How embarrassing would that be to be considered a slut and be rejected.
"This isn't some bullshit prank?" the captain questioned warily as he too glanced up and down the hallway. I shook my head. My arousal increased the longer I stayed in the public hallway dressed only in my underwear offering myself to them. I knew my thong was already soaked and I could feel my nipples hardening against the lace material of my bra. The tension that another door might open or other guests might arrive on the elevator increased my arousal moment by moment. Mr. Farnum's introduction of exhibitionism to me has proven to be a reliable stimulant and these men were unknowingly applying it effectively.
Both men tore their eyes from my nearly naked body and smiled at each other. "You're serious," the co-pilot added for additional reassurance but with dawning acceptance.
"Very serious, gentlemen." I glanced at the room door. "I have a ... especially intimate relationship as Mr. Farnum's assistant. He sometimes uses me to extend... what we call...favors to others at his discretion. Favors that I enjoy very much."
I needed to get out of the hallway. It wasn't so much that I didn't want to be seen by another guest as much as that being seen might cause trouble from the hotel. Even standing here in my underway may become an issue if the hotel utilized security cameras in the hallways. I also assumed the pilots might suffer some repercussion from their company if an incident occurred. So, to speed this along, I reached behind my back, released the hooks of my bra and slipped it down my arms. I handed it to the pilot with my blouse and proceeded to push my very moist thong down my legs. I handed it to the co-pilot with my skirt. He happened by chance to take it by the gusset.
"Fuck," he exclaimed looking at me and then the pilot. "It's soaked."
The smile I gave them was tainted with lust. "Yes, gentlemen, and I really need some relief."
Finally inside the room, I knelt at the edge of the bed in front of one of the men and began loosening his belt and unzipping his slacks. They both were throwing off shirts, kicking off shoes, and stepping out of their pants as I fondled and licked their hardening cocks in turn.
It wasn't very long before both cocks were very hard. I didn't immediately stop, however. I continued to suck and lick, frequently pressing my mouth down hard enough to get their cocks into opening of my throat. I often wondered what it would be like to have a truly big cock. A porn video sized cock. Even a big black cock of porn fantasy. Were they real? What would that be like? Would my pussy take it? Would I be able to take the full length into my throat? I was resigned to that being a curiosity as my sexual world seemed made up of average cocks. But being pushed to sexualizing my life by Mr. Farnum had opened my imagination. What if? He certainly has widened my experience, but...
After many minutes of sucking their cocks and hearing their moans and sighs, I wanted to take this to a mutual conclusion. Mr. Farnum was, after all, waiting for me. No, not true. I remembered he expected for breakfast. There was no rush. I climbed onto the bed and the two men followed close behind. I lay back and spread my legs in open invitation. There was a moment of hesitation as if they still were not believing. When that passed, though, it was the pilot who was between my thighs and the co-pilot move up to the side of my head. I turned to him, opened my mouth, and he moved into my waiting mouth. I immediately began sucking as the pilot aligned his cock with my wet pussy.
When his cock head touched my pussy opening, "Damn," he exclaimed, "she is soaking wet and it feels so warm."
The co-pilot laughed and pressed his cock a bit deeper into my mouth. "I told you that before."
The pilot eased his cock inside, re-positioned himself, and began earnestly thrusting into me. He fucked me aggressively and I was surprised how quickly he seemed to be reaching a climax level of excitement. The one in my mouth slowed and I knew he was waiting to get into my pussy, too. Both ended up climaxing quickly.
The pilot who had been the first to fuck me had the mini-bar open and was sipping an amber colored drink. When the co-pilot rolled off me, he pointed at the mini-bar and I nodded my head as I started for the bathroom. I asked for bourbon, Mr. Farnum's preference. When I returned after cleaning up a little, he handed me a glass with the same amber liquid.
"That was amazing," he exclaimed. "Do you do this often for Farnum?"
The co-pilot was pouring himself a drink. Both were very attentive to my response. Both had put on their boxers while I remained naked. Clearly, they were both shy about being naked and possibly even about what had just happened but not so much so that they weren't eager participants and possibly curious what might still happen.
"Not that much," I replied. I sat on the edge of the mussed up bed while they sat on the only two available chairs in the room. They didn't seem entirely satisfied by the answer and I supposed I wouldn't be either. I had just fucked two men I barely knew for no other reason than I was told to. "Sometimes," I falteringly continued, "I feel ... well ... that he is merely curious to see how much he can get me to do."
They asked more and I tried to respond without saying much but after gulping the second and third small bottle of liquor I found myself being a bit more honest.
"But you like do this?" one asked still prying.
I shrugged. "It's no secret that I enjoy sex. It isn't that." The thought I had been trying to deny was suddenly becoming insistent. "I don't know ... it's just ... I thought I would be respected more by them. I thought that what I was doing, that it would somehow be appreciated more." I realized I had confessed too much. I stood up, put down my empty glass, and took a hand of each to tug them up. "I like sex and surely you aren't done with me."
I tugged their boxers off and started licking and sucking their quickly expanding cocks. I moved back and forth between them as their cocks grew and my mouth removed the taste of cum from each.
Any more prying questions they had were gone. Once both were hard, I moved one onto the bed on his back. I crawled over him and rubbed my used pussy over his cock. The other stood at the edge of the bed probably anticipating I would again use my mouth on him while fucking the other. Instead I looked up at him and patted my ass.
"Ever been involved in a double penetration?" I asked boldly. Both leered at me with lusty smiles. I pointed at the one standing, the pilot, "Get up here and fuck my pussy a few times to lube your cock."
It was amazing how fast he moved. Instantly he was behind me and pressing into my used pussy while the man below me watch my face as I sighed at the moment of penetration. After a minute of fucking me, the pilot pulled out and I positioned the co-pilot's cock below me and I sat down over it. I rose and fell on it several times before stopping and leaning down to rest on the chest below me as my hands reached back to open my ass cheeks.
I heard from behind me, "God damn ... I can't believe this."
I felt the cock touch my asshole, then press against it. My ass was used to opening the sphincter to the pressure from past use and it did without much a terrible amount of effort this time, too. I still felt it opening and relaxed the muscle to allow penetration. I moaned as the cock moved deeper as did the man below me as the cock in my ass slid over his cock in my pussy.
"Oh ... my ... God," the man below me exclaimed. "That is so ... crazy feeling."
"She's ... God ... her ass is so ... tight," the one behind me gasped.
Having previous cum, they lasted longer this time. I used my legs to stay off the man below so he could thrust up while the man behind provided the most effort. But they also seemed to develop a rotation that was interesting. The one in my ass stopped and the one in my pussy began being the primary thruster. Then they reversed again. It was almost like they had done this before but they were merely exploring a totally new and unexpected opportunity.
The one in my ass climax but I felt the one in my pussy might be close. I was very close, too. I told them both to hold on and roll to the side. It was awkward but we ended up the way I wanted with a spent but still firm cock in my ass and the man in my pussy on top. He quickly began thrusting into me with urgency and we both came on top of each other.
Collapsed on the king-sized bed side-by-side we rested to recover. Then, one quietly uttered, "I wish I could try your ass, too. I never have. It sounded like it was so tight."
I giggled, very relaxed with these guys. This was turning out better than I anticipated when I was sent down to strangers. "Can you cum three times?" I asked curiously.
The same man laughed. "I didn't know I could cum two times. I never had the occasion to find out." The other one laughed in agreement. "Maybe if we have another drink."
I raised myself to my elbows. For an unknown reason, I found myself interested in helping them. "No, I don't think another drink will help at all." I thought for a moment. "What would be particularly exciting that might help?"
The two guys sat up and turned to face me in the middle. They were thinking. Then, "You know what was wild was when you stripped in the hallway."



The other added, "Would you walk naked down the length of the hall and back?"
I smiled. It was fun to see their excitement. But, I thought, don't they have security cameras around in hotels? What if I'm spotted and caught? Why couldn't I just profusely apologize? What are they really going to do if nobody else is harmed?
I scooched off the bed and they quickly pulled on their boxers. They weren't going to join me in that level of exhibitionism. I opened the door and looked both ways down the hall. It was very late but still ...
One moved a shoe to hold the door open but I quietly said one needed to have the key card so we didn't end up locked out somehow. I started down the hallway and even I felt the surge of what I was doing. It was late enough and all the rooms were very quiet, not even TV noise. Still, by the time I was at the far end of the hall, I felt the nervous energy. If someone came out or opened their door from curiosity now, there was no rushing to safety. When I returned to them, they were beaming. I glanced at the other end and saw the overhead sign for the stairs.
I quietly asked, "Do you have the key?" The pilot nodded. I pointed to the stairs. They followed my finger and turned back to me with disbelief showing. I nodded. This time they ventured from the room door and followed. "Make sure this door doesn't lock on me." They nodded and watched me start climbing the stairs. I paused at the landing between floors and listened. Every building has noises and this one was no different and every such random sound convinced me I was about to be caught. I disappeared from their sight as I climbed to the next floor where I cautiously open the door and peeked out.
When I returned, I was taking the stairs much faster and I threw myself into them. I devoured them in passionate kisses. We let the stairway door close on its own as we rushed back to the room where we found the shoe still holding the door open.
As the room door closed, I was on my knees pulling boxers down and gulping down their cocks. In no time at all, we were all pleasantly surprised and excited that we were again back on the bed involved in another double penetration. This one lasted much longer and at the end I was thoroughly fucked.
As I made my way back to my own room later, I reflected on what had just transpired. The time with the two pilots turned into a very enjoyable and satisfying experience. I like them personally and appreciated their sensitivity and consideration. Standing in the elevator, though, did I feel still that way about Mr. Farnum? I realized something in the moments the elevator took to rise to my floor. I didn't mind acting the slut for the four men but being treated like one was feeling different. Could I really trust what might happen next? The question about respect and trust returned.
* * * *
This ends 'JONI'S NEW JOB'. Joni continues her sexual exploration in the sequel, 'JONI'S NEXT JOB', this time an interracial office, coming soon.
THE END
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CHAPTER 1: BELLE
The taxi ride from the rundown motel where I stayed the previous night to the house I stood outside of was a unique experience for me. It took half an hour just to leave the city from the area where the motel was located near the bus station. It was another 15 minutes to this gated community. Atlanta seemed impossible for me to comprehend. I seemed to find very little that I could reference to the town in Mississippi where I came from.
The house wasn't even a house by any reference I previously had. Three houses might fit inside this mansion and the ground it sat on was fenced, well cared for, and felt private even though similar homes dotted the area behind the guarded community gate.
I needed this job. It was a nothing job but I was a nothing girl. At least that was what Mother and Father always told me. On my 18th birthday two days ago, I was put on a bus destined for Atlanta with one old, battered suitcase and $300 in cash. Most of that was already gone from the motel, some food, and the taxi.
Walking through the grimy bus station on arriving in Atlanta, I had grabbed a discarded newspaper from a bench. I knew the first thing I had to accomplish was to find a job quickly or end up living on the streets like those I had already seen while entering the city. Those people looked hungry, dirty, and broken. I was only 18 years old. I was already abandoned to Atlanta's streets.
Lying on the musty bed with the ads section spread before me, I had found a small ad: "Young, legal aged woman sought for live-in housekeeping, cooking, and OTHER SERVICES to couple. Salary and benefits." An email address was provided. Of course, my next problem was that I had never been allowed to use a computer. With only an email address provided, how was I going to respond? Luckily, the frumpy lady at the reception desk wasn't as nasty as I originally felt in my exhausted state after the long bus ride. She set me up so I could hunt and peck the letters to words as I explained my difficulty in responding but deep desire for consideration. Whoever was on the other end of the exchange didn't seem impressed with my qualification which was totally understandable since I had no outside the home experience. All I could promise was that I had been raised to care for house and family, including cooking and laundry.
It took some back and forth of exchanges. The frumpy woman at the reception desk appeared to losing patience. But, finally, I had an address and a time for an interview. That was how I came to be standing at the curb before the huge house as the taxi left me behind. To my surprise, before I could ring the bell the large front door opened.
"You must be Gertrude Schmitt," the woman exclaimed as she stood in the open door looking at me from head to foot several times. She didn't seem impressed by what she saw. I didn't blame her. My dress was as old fashioned as the name I was given at birth but rarely use. The short-sleeved dress buttoned in the front with a simple belt at the waist. As always, it was buttoned at the neck and extended down below my knees. The material was worn but clean. Mother gave me new dresses only when the previous ones became too small.
"You certainly are not what I was hoping for," the woman said as we stood at the door. She was hesitant but finally stepped back to allow me inside.
"I'm sorry, Ma'am," I uttered. More disappointment. That seemed to be my existence ... such as it was. Mother and Father always seemed to be disappointed regardless of my efforts. My two younger brothers didn't seem to have any impression of me at all.
The entryway was massive. Overwhelming to my limited experience. A wide staircase rose the another floor and a large chandelier hung from two stories up. A doorway to the right showed a very formal looking living room. A door opposite it to the left revealed a large, exquisite dining room. She led me into the living room.
She introduced herself as Julia Matthews. She said her husband should be arriving any moment. They were anxious to fill the position and her husband was leaving the office early. I felt hopeful given the attention they were giving me.
She was an attractive black woman of about 40-years-old. She wore her black hair short. She was about 5' 5" tall with a general body shape that indicated taking care of herself. Her eyes shined naturally and were brown. The clothes she wore were fitted to her body, revealing, and expensive. Her skirt stopped mid-way down her thighs and her white blouse was just sheer enough to hint at a lace bra underneath. Her breasts seemed to be C-cup which would have been the only similarity to me.
She engaged me in idle talk that did not seem like much of an interview until we both heard a door open and close somewhere else in the house.
"Ah ... good, there is Charles now," she exclaimed with some relief in her tone.
A man soon appeared in the doorway to the living room. I stood at his appearance. He took one quick look at me, shook his head, and told Mrs. Matthews they need to talk. I could hear their voices, perhaps in the dining room, but not the words.
* * * *
"Seriously, Julia? She's not at all what we're looking for," he said waving a hand in the general direction of the other room.
"Really, Charles? How many girls have we talked to? Maybe this just isn't going to work," she countered.
"I thought you were wanting this, too."
She stepped up to him. He was a good half a foot taller than her. She patted and smoothed her hand over his chest under his expensive suit jacket. "You know I do. It would be an amazing combination. But, all the girls we've talked to were either sluts who couldn't do a days worth of real work or hardly spoke English, who knew how to work, but were put off by the other part."
"And her?" he waved his hand toward the other room, again. "She's clearly not the type we want. Just look at the way she's dressed. It's like a costume to make sure we don't want her, for crying out loud." She soothed him as only she could before giving him a light kiss. "Maybe, you're right," he conceded. "Maybe this isn't going to work."
She brightened and he knew in that moment he had lost. "Then, since you are home, there is no reason not to at least talk to her." She took his hand and began tugging. "There is something different about her, Charles. I can feel it."
He rolled his eyes and she smiled at seeing he had already given up his fight.
* * * *
When they returned, I was introduced to Mr. Matthews (Charles, apparently). It slipped out that he was a major corporate vice president. It had to be something like that to account for a house like they had. He was a black man, also about 40-years- old, 6-foot tall with an athletic appearing body shape, black hair cut short, and black commanding eyes.
They sat on the love seat opposite the chair where I sat. With him present, the questions quickly flew at me. My answers we just as quick and short. Basically, no. I had no formal experience; no school degree; no anything. He sat back exasperated. Mrs. Matthews smiled pleasantly and patted his leg.
"Dear," she took over, "you have no experience but you are applying for a housekeeping and cook job. Explain." Her expression was soft and open.
"Yes, Ma'am. You see ... housekeeping and cooking and laundry are the only things I have ever done. I am very experienced, just not in the way Mr. Matthews asked," I replied.
She gazed at me as if trying to understand. She switched, "School, then ... you never graduated?"
I shook my head. "No, Ma'am. It's not so much that I failed to graduate. I just never went to school. My job was the house so Mother taught me at home."
"Any sibling?" she probed. I nodded. "They were home-schooled, too?"
I shook my head. "Just me, Ma'am. The boys went to school." They were both watching me carefully. "The boys were boys. They went to school, had friends, sports. Boys stuff." I shrugged my shoulders.
Mr. Matthews leaned forward, his forearms on his knees. "Boys stuff ..." he repeated. "What about girls stuff?"
"I took care of the house, cooked, and did the laundry."
"That's girls stuff?" Mrs. Matthews exclaimed excitedly. "How long did you do that? Did you do it with your mother?"
"How long?" I repeated thinking. I shrugged. "Forever, I guess. When I was too young, I helped Mother. As I grew, about 10-years-old or so, I was doing most of it myself. I know how to take care of a house, cook, and stuff, Ma'am." I looked at the fine furniture. "This is a really big house, but I can do it. I promise."
"Wait," she said as if trying to understand something. I didn't think it was that complicated. I was always told I was nothing. And, these questions, did they really pertain to the job? "You say 'Mother' like it's her name. I mean, not like 'my mother'."
"It was her name," I said. "At least to me. Mother, Father. I wasn't to use 'mommy' or 'mom'."
"And your name is Gertrude," he uttered watching me. He too was having trouble wit things. "That's a really old name. Very unusual."
I nodded. "Mother's mother's name. Mother didn't like her. Mother and Father didn't like me, either. I think that was why I got the name."
They exchanged looks. She shook her head. "No ... how could that be? A name is given at birth. How could they already know they didn't like you?"
I stared at my hands in my lap. I was wringing them like I did to wet rags I used when cleaning the floors. I didn't look up. "Because ... because they said I was an ... uhm ... abomination." Tears welled in my eyes. "That's why," I paused to take a needed breath for control but tears fell from my eyes, anyway. Once I was kicked out of the family, I wanted to forget, to find a different life. Why did they have to ask all these questions about things I just want to forget? I wiped the tears from my cheeks. I looked up and they were both leaning forward and watching me. I took another breath. "That's why I never left the house, wore these dresses. That's why I never went to school or had friends even though my brothers did everything. That's why I am here. When I turned 18, they put me on a bus to Atlanta with some cash which is almost gone now. I need this job, Sir, Ma'am. I'll do a good job. I promise."
Even Mr. Matthews looked at me with softness and concern. "Were you abused, Gertrude? Did they hurt you?" I shook my head and told them I was never touched. "What about hugs, though?" I shook my head.
They looked at each other. She softly told him, "A lot of emotional abuse, though." He nodded.
He took a deep breath as if to settle himself. "Okay, we'll put that aside for the moment. We need to address the job. You understand what the job we have entails?"
"Certainly, Sir," I blurted out relieved to be back to talking about the job. "Housekeeping, cooking, laundry ... stuff like that."
They exchanged another look. She said, "There were two words capitalized. You understood those words?"
"Other services? Of course. You know ... maybe you'd need to rearrange the furniture or sort out the garage or weed a garden."
They looked at each other. "No dear," she said. "A housekeeper might do all those things as part of the job. Our previous one did but her boyfriend got her pregnant and quit. As we thought about hiring a new woman for the job, we ... we thought we'd make the job more ... interesting."
"Sex," he blurted out. "Sex, Gertrude. We want someone who can live here with us, take care of the house, etc. and be a willing partner in providing and receiving sex."
"Sex," I mumbled. "Other services ... huh."
"Are you ..." She began and stopped. She gazed at her husband and turned back to me. "Are you a virgin, Gertrude?"
I nodded. "Yes, Ma'am. I was never to touch myself. Never. That was one of the biggest rules. I only had a small mirror. I wasn't even to look at myself. I had no access to a computer or allowed to watch TV and my books and magazines were carefully screened. I didn't know I was different until much later."
"My God, Charles," she said turning to her husband. "An innocent virgin. Just imagine."
"Exactly. She has no sexual experience. How does that work?" he countered.
"I can learn," I inserted into their comments.
"She can learn," Mrs. Matthews repeated with a smile that spread over her face. "Just think about that. We can teach a virgin."
He stared at his wife for a long time. He was clearly concerned. He turned to focus on me. "Gertrude ..." he paused in thought. I could see he hit on a thought. "Gertrude, explain why you lived the way you did.'
I puzzled. "I don't understand, Sir. I lived the way I did because it was what I had. My job was what it was. They started me young and kept adding jobs. It was what I did."
"Because they told you," she added as if in clarification. I nodded. Why else, I wondered? What alternative was there? She turned to her husband with the same wide smile. Her eyes sparkled. She softly said, "A submissive. An innocent, submissive virgin."
He was still troubled by something, though. "Why did they call you an abomination, Gertrude?" His wife's eyes went wide. He was troubled by that. Had she just ignored it? "It may be personal, Gertrude, but there can be no secrets if you were to fully serve us." The word 'serve' didn't indicate anything different to me but Mrs. Matthew seemed to react with a glance from her husband to me and back to him. She nodded at some understanding before giving me her full attention. "Why did they use that word?" he repeated.
I took a deep breath. It seemed complicated to me because they used that word. "It was something I heard all my life. 'I was nothing'. 'I was an abomination'. I was still young, maybe 10 or 11 when I used the dictionary Mother used to home-school me. I looked it up." I paused. Fear coursed through me. What if they would feel the same way? "It means: a person or thing that is disgusting."
"We know what the word means. Why did they say it?" Mr. Matthews pressed on.
I looked down at my hands that were again wringing together there. I didn't dare look up at them. "I didn't know until maybe half a year ago. I knew what I looked like but I was isolated from anyone and everyone. Don't you see? How would I know that I was disgusting?" They only stared at me.
"Dear," Mrs. Matthews said with a tone of disbelief, "but you're beautiful. Don't you see that?"
"You don't understand," I continued. "It's going to ruin everything. I know it."
"Tell us, dear," he said. "It obvious to us, Gertrude, you are beautiful."
"Okay. About a half a year ago, I was making the beds as I always did in the morning after the boys went off to school and Father went to work. I heard Mother in the shower so I took the opportunity to go into their bedroom to make the bed. While doing it I must have bumped something from the bedside stand. I had to get onto my hands and knees to find it under the bed. I heard the door close and I froze in fear. Mother insisted I was never to see her naked. I stood up to leave the room but as I did she dropped the towel covering her body. She must have heard something because she turned around. That was when I saw it. Or, rather, when I didn't see it. She screamed at me. She was so mad. That was when she said I wouldn't be welcome there ever again after my 18th birthday in 6 months." I took a breath and tried to stifle sobs as my eyes filled, again.
Mrs. Matthews stood up and held her arms out to me. I stood and walked into her arms. She gave me a hug, held me, spoke softly to me. Is this was love feels like, I wondered. I didn't know. I had never felt anything like it before. I knew they still wanted me to continue. I sat back down on the chair. She sat next to her husband, again.
"Sorry. I'll try, again." A pause. "Once I knew what was wrong with me, I decided to find out more about it. So, when Mother left to go shopping, I went into the boys' room. They had a computer."
"Wait ..." Mr. Matthews blurted out. "The younger boys had a computer but not you?" I nodded. He shook his head and glared at something on the floor.
I continued. "Anyway, I went in there to see if I could find out about me. I even opened the window enough to hear if the car returned. I was NEVER to use the computer. It was hard for me to use it because I never had but I had seen the boys using it sometimes when I cleaned their room. I click on icons until a program opened that I recognized. I looked for 'sex', 'male', and 'female' to no avail. I needed a word for both and I couldn't figure it out. Finally, I typed 'male and female same body' and I found a link I needed." I looked up at them finally. "Hermaphrodite. That was the name. That's what I was."
Mrs. Matthews looked confused. Mr. Matthews knew the word. "Hermaphrodite?" He looked directly at me. "You are a hermaphrodite?" I was scared, again. Was I disgusting to him now, too? "Oh ... my ... God ..." He looked at his wife who was still not understanding. "Julia, a hermaphrodite is rare ... extremely rare in humans. Some organisms and plants have the traits. They possess complete functioning male and female sex organs." She stared at him for a moment, then they both turned back to me. "You're a real hermaphrodite?"
I nodded embarrassed. "Yes, Sir. Now you know why I was an abomination." I watched them and they looked stunned. Tears flowed from my eyes, again. I stood. "I'll be going now. I'm sorry I wasted your time."
Mr. Matthews jumped up before I took a second step. He put his hands on my upper arms. "No, Gertrude. Sit down ... please. Wait for a minute. I have to talk with my wife. Give us a minute, please." Again, I could hear the sound of their voices but not the words.
* * * *
"My God, Julia. It's almost impossible in humans but all it really takes is the formula to get slight additions at the right moment," he said.
"Charles, what does it mean?"
"If she is correct, she not only has function female sex organs but male, too. That's what she didn't see on her mother. Her mother had no penis!" He paced back and forth. She just watched. It was what he did when angry and working out a resolution. He stopped in front of her and pointed to the other room. "For that those ignorant people abused that poor girl her entire life!"
"Sheesh ... she'll hear."
"She's lived with this abuse all her life for only being what she was naturally." He took a deep breath. He smacked his palm into his forehead. "Stupid, stupid people." He looked at his wife as he calmed. "She didn't seem to be put off by the sex requirement, did she?"
"In fact," she added, "she hardly flinched. She has no perception of what it means but she is more intent on living a life that includes all the things that have been withheld from her so far. I think, though, she might be terrified more about what she is than anything else."
He nodded. "We need to have her show us."
"Charles."
"If she can do that, we'll know she can do the rest. Are we also in agreement that we want her?"
"Yes, definitely, but ..." He appraised her 'but'. "Maybe we could offer her an option to test that she really wants this and it's not desperation." He nodded. "We can offer to find an agency who could house and assist her in finding a job, for instance." He agreed.
* * * *
"Gertrude," he began as they re-enter the living room, "we were thinking that maybe we could find a government agency that could help you find housing and a job."
"I knew it," I began sobbing. "You don't want me, either. Why am I like this?"
"No, no," Mrs. Matthews countered. "In fact, we do want you. What we don't want is for you to make a decision like this only because you are feeling desperate and hopeless. We only want you knowing you understand and accept the conditions of what we are offering and asking. Committing yourself to having sex on our terms is a big decision. We only wanted to show you there may be an alternative."



"You really want me?" They both nodded. "Nobody has ever treated me like you have. You don't think what I am is disgusting? Really?"
"No, we don't," he replied. "But we need to be sure you are ready for what we want from you." I looked at them expectantly. How do we do that, I wondered. He, of course, had the answer without my asking. "We want you to show us your body."
Show my body. Nobody has seen my body in ... since Mother stopped bathing me as a child. But, I also understood. If I couldn't do this, how could I learn to have sex. So, I stood up before them and began unbuttoning my dress. He put up his hand and asked if I was sure. I didn't even answer. Somehow, I felt freer in making the choice. Giving myself to them was taking myself away from the influence and judgment of my family. They had discarded me. I'll reject everything they were.
My dress was unbuttoned to the waist. I loosened the belt and continued. I avoided looking at them. I might decide to do this but I was still blushing terribly. I knew my bra was showing in the gap of my old, plain dress but with the belt loosened I continued. I had to pull the bottom of the dress up to undo the last buttons. I let the dress open as I stood there. It wasn't enough, though, and I knew it. I shrugged off the dress and as it slipped off me to the ground it felt freeing, again. I was standing before them in bra and underwear.
Mr. Matthews smiled but was shaking his head, too.
"Is something wrong, Sir?" I asked. I was still nervous that at any moment they might reject me, too. He kept smiling at me and told his wife to show me. Show me what?
She rose from the love seat and immediately began removing her blouse. There was no hesitation in her action, no embarrassment. I watched her intently. She carefully removed the blouse and folded it before placing it on the sofa. She stepped up to me.
"See her bra, Gertrude? See yours? Julia's is sexy, pretty. Yours doesn't do your beauty justice. If you work for us, that will change. Would you like pretty, sexy clothes?"
Of course. But before I voiced that I felt his wife's fingers unhooking my bra in back. It sagged open and she slid the straps off my shoulders. For the first time ever, my breasts were bared in front of a man. A thrill coursed through, a feeling I couldn't explain or understand. I looked down and my nipples were hardened. What was this feeling? It was confusing but wonderful.
She was already sitting next to her husband in only her matching lace bra and bikini panties. She was so comfortable exposed. As if reading my mind, he said, "You see how comfortable my wife is and you are so nervous. You are doing very well, though. I'm proud of you. You see, Julia is an exhibitionist. She enjoys flaunting her beautiful body. What are you feeling now, dear?"
I stammered. Standing nearly naked. Only my men's underwear to cover me, to cover ... it. "I ... I'm not sure, Sir. I feel something ... warm rushing through me." They were both smiling. He was proud of me. I felt the warm feeling, again, just remembering his words. "I ... I like it, Sir. What is it?"
She answered, "Arousal, dear girl. Your beautiful body is feeling excited. You may be like me but we'll give you some time to get used to it, okay?" I nodded dumbly.
There were watching me. They were waiting. Not pushing. Waiting. Giving me time. I sucked in a deep breath. I saw my breasts rise on my chest as I did, the nipples hard. I need to do this. I need for them to see. I need them to see what I am. It is the only way they will know I really want to serve them. It is the only way I will know they aren't disgusted. I am different but they don't seem to think that is bad.
I put my fingers to the waist band of the men's shorts and pushed them down inch by inch. Each inch taking my willpower to continue, to show them, to show myself I wasn't disgusting.
When the shorts fell to the floor at my feet, Mrs. Matthew gasped. For a split moment I feared the worst. Then, "Oh, Charles ... look at her. She's ... oh God ... isn't she the sexiest thing you've ever seen? And, I think her cock might be almost as big as yours."
She was teasing him but I had to wonder if she was only teasing. I'd never seen a man's cock, only my own. Cock. Now I was thinking that name.
His wife stood and began removing her bra and panties. She came to stand next to me in only heels and stockings. She was taller than me by five inches and the heels made her even taller.
"What do you think, Charles," she asked as we stood naked before him.
He smiled widely. "I think your tits are the same size. She could wear your bras."
She put her arm around me and hugged me from the side. Now I'm being hugged by a naked woman ... and I'm naked. She softly said to me, "No, dear, a beautiful woman like you needs to have her bras properly fitted to her body. We're going to have so much fun shopping." Fitted bras? I never heard of such a thing. Shopping? She'll take me shopping for clothes?
He motioned to his wife and she turned fully to me. "We need to know just how real you are, dear. I'm going to touch you, is that okay?" I nodded, dumbly, again. She went to her knees to hold my ... cock? ... cock. It immediately grew longer and thicker. She kissed the end and opened her lips to take the end into her mouth. OH GOD, I thought. What a wonderful feeling. It was so hard and her mouth was so warm. She sucked and licked. It pulsed. What was that? Oh, it felt so good. She pulled her mouth off it and turned her head to her husband while continuing to lightly stroke it. "Well ... that's certainly real." She giggled and looked up at me with a wink.
I looked at him. I didn't know what to think. I was naked. What was supposed to be so disgusting, my man-cock, didn't seem to bother them at all. In fact, she seemed to really like it.
I looked down at her when she spoke, "Spread your legs, dear." She was massaging the thing behind the cock. That felt good, too. "I want to check your ... female parts now," she said.
I spread my legs as instructed. I looked at him. He continued to smile watching his wife. I felt her fingers at my vagina. A finger began going inside. I gasped and groaned. Oh ... God ... that ... felt good. Her voice broke through to me.
"You are a virgin, right?" I nodded. Her finger probed deeper. She pulled the finger out and turned to her husband. "Guess what husband? Not only virgin but still intact." I wasn't sure what that meant but they both smiled widely. "And," she continued, "you noticed I didn't have to wet my fingers? She is dripping wet."
I asked looking down at her upturned face, "Is that wrong?"
"Dear, it means your body is excited. Like your cock getting hard when excited, your pussy gets wet when excited." She started fingering me, again. I groaned loudly and my knees flexed. "Yep ... I was just curious if you had a clitoris." She smiled up at me. "That felt good, too, right?"
I nodded enthusiastically. I had never felt such things. I think I'm going to like sex.
She took my hand and led me to Mr. Matthews. "Put your hand on his crotch." I did. I flinched at the touch. His ... cock ... cock was hard. Like mine was. "Open his slacks," she instructed. I did and pulled his slacks off his hips. I stared at the only man-cock I'd ever seen. A black cock and it was a little bigger than mine. She hadn't been teasing. "Kiss it, Gertrude. Think about loving it. Good sex is about pleasing your partner." I kissed it. I remembered her licking mine so I did that, too. I remembered her taking mine into her mouth and I did that next. I was sucking his cock. "How does it feel in your mouth?" she asked.
I pulled off it, "I like it, Ma'am." I looked at him, "I like your cock, Sir." I blushed profusely but I meant it. I was smiling as my lips returned to his black cock. I had a vagina like hers. I had a cock like his. They weren't disgusted. They said I was sexy and beautiful. I wanted to suck on his cock longer but she pulled me off.
"If you want to serve us, you tell us tomorrow," she said.
"But, Ma'am, Sir, I already know I want to serve you ... serve you any way you want. I'll be the best housekeeper, I promise. And I'll learn about sex."
"Tomorrow," he said firmly.
"Yes, Sir," I meekly replied.
"Where is your hotel, dear?" she asked.
I told her. "Charles, we cannot let her stay there. It isn't safe." He started to counter her but she stopped him with just a look. "Take her back to get her things. She stays here in one of the guest rooms."
There was no argument. "Get dressed, dear," he said. I learned something there. He was definitely a commanding figure but she was no pushover.
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CHAPTER 2: BELLE ACCEPTS
I woke the next morning confused by everything. This room was definitely not the old motel room I had been in. The sun was shining strongly outside and everywhere seemed quiet. At home I would have been in trouble for oversleeping. At the motel the truck noise outside would have been thundering. Yesterday came back to me. The more I went over the memories of the job advertisement, talking to Mr. and Mrs. Matthews, what the job really was about, everything I had divulged/confessed, and ... and everything else that happened.
It seemed impossible they had so easily accepted what I was. They had no disgust when I described what I was or when they SAW what I was. I was really naked in front of them. I smiled at that memory. They told me I was beautiful. Me. Not disgusting, not an abomination. Beautiful. And special.
I stretched my body in the comfort of the big bed under the light covers. I pushed off the covers and rolled out of bed. The room windows faced the back of the property. I felt the properties were large and I was right. A pool sparkling with reflection of the sun. A well maintained yard and plantings. Tall fences and tall shrubs surrounded it.
I turned back to the room. Would this be my room? Maybe they had a smaller one somewhere downstairs? I spotted an open door showing a bathroom. A bathroom for only this room? As I walked toward it, I passed my reflection in a mirror that showed my entire body. I never had a mirror large enough to see myself. I think to myself that these people are right. I want to believe they are right that I am beautiful. I gaze at my image: my breasts, my body shape, my ... penis. The terms they used were so different.
I used the bathroom and washed a bit of the sleep from my eyes and face. A brush, toothbrush in its wrapper, and toothpaste sat on the counter top. After brushing my teeth and brushing my hair, I noticed a robe hanging from a hook on the wall behind the door.
With the robe on, I ventured out of the room. In the hallway, I could hear soft sounds from downstairs. The staircase. I padded barefoot down the stairs. The sounds became more distinct as I descended. It brought back memories of last night when they would leave to talk privately. These sounds were the same. Soft voices. Sounds of things being set on surfaces. The smell of strong, aromatic coffee said kitchen. I hadn't seen where the kitchen or anything else was. I followed the sounds and the smell that now also mixed with prepared food.
I stood at the opening into the kitchen. There was a nook off the kitchen at the back of the house where they sat. Windows faced a smaller table for four, the sun streaming in. Both had coffee and juice. There were used plates on the kitchen counter from when they had already eaten. Mr. Matthews was sitting so he saw me first. They were both wearing light robes like the one I found and now wore.
"There she is," he exclaimed brightly as he rose from the table and hugged me tightly. He kissed the top of my head and stroked my back outside the robe. Mrs. Matthews was there, too, ready and waiting to do the same.
She sat me at the table and quickly brought coffee, juice, and a plate of scrambled eggs, bacon, and toast. A small bowl of jam sat on the table.
"I'm sorry I slept so long," I muttered as I looked the plate she set in front of me. "I don't know why it happened. I was trained to get up with the sun and have everything ready for the family."
Mrs. Matthews put her hand on mine. "Shush. Those people no longer set your rules."
They let me eat my breakfast and gave me a second cup of coffee. They were watching me. I looked up and returned they gaze timidly. They were waiting.
"Have you decided?" The words came from both of them with equal levels of anticipation. Decided? Oh ... yes ... they insisted I sleep on the job decision.
I smiled at them. "I decided last night, Sir, Ma'am. Nothing has changed in my feelings." My gaze fixed on each of them separately. "I desire to serve you."
"Are you sure, dear?" she asked.
"Ma'am, please. It wasn't a decision I had to think hard about." I looked back and forth between them. "I know how to do the real job part. I will learn your favorites meals and the way you like it prepared. The other part ... yes, it is all new to me. Understand, though ..." I considered my words and started over. "Last night you called me an innocent. I guess I am. I think of myself now as an empty vessel. You showed me I can be a different vessel. Before ... they wanted me to be a utilitarian jar crudely shaped and filled with chores and ugly feelings. You two are giving me the opportunity to be a brightly colored, pretty vase that can be filled with responsibilities and amazing new experiences." They were watching me with surprise. "Does any of that make sense?"
She moved to me and hugged me, again. I've never been hugged so much in just this short time with them. "That was wonderfully expressed, dear." She looked at her husband and back to me. "We want you to forget that ugly jar and to focus on the pretty vase. We will help you fill it with wonderful, exciting experiences." I beamed back at them.
"Okay," he said. "Can you start working for us immediately?"
"Yes, Sir! Please!"
We talked for an hour or more. She would help me gain familiarity with the house, what needed to be done, and where everything I would need could be found. That would come with time. They would ease me into everything. It was a big house, I thought. I insisted I would call them 'Sir' and 'Ma'am'. They relented. The room I woke in would be mine but they clarified that I would likely sleep in their bed more than that one. That brought a smile and nervousness. They really did desire me. They assured me everything would take time, especially the sex. That warm flush kept flashing through me. I could feel my nipples harden against the robe material, my penis move, and a funny feeling in my vagina. They called it excitement, arousal, and it felt wonderful.
They took me on a quick tour of the house. We remained in robes. It felt funny but they were extremely comfortable about their bodies. We stepped into every room with short discussion. There was even a workout room behind the garage. It explained how they kept so fit at 40. I was half their age and not as strong. We even went outside to the pool. She took off her robe and mine, then turned us in a circle to show how private the yard was. She said she used the pool naked. And still naked, she walked me further into the yard. I was nervous, very nervous, but I saw she was right. The yard was private.
As we walked back toward him, Sir exclaimed, "Wow. Two of the sexiest women on earth live with me." I glowed under their constant reminders of being beautiful and sexy.
She and I remained naked. It was going to take some getting used to. Back in my new bedroom, they went through all my clothes, the few I had. All of them went into the give away pile.
Ma'am and Sir sat on my bed. I stood before them still naked with the realization that I had no clothes left. "We need to take her shopping for clothes and stuff, Charles."
He nodded without taking his eyes off me. His eyes roamed over my nakedness boldly. His intentional, appreciative gaze caused me to blush but also reinforced that he liked my body. "Yes, we do. But, I like seeing her naked."
She chuckled. "Of course you do and I don't blame you." She rose and came behind me, her nakedness pressing against my naked back. She cupped my breasts. "I know you love these beauties," she said to her husband. I watched him nod and smile. She reached down to grasp my penis. It swell at her touch. "What about her cock? You like it, too?"
"I do," he said.
She chuckled as she stroked it. It grew quickly. Oh that felt good, even if it was still embarrassing for it to be by her in front of him as she casual presented me to him. "Charles, I never thought of you as a cock kind of guy."
"Me, either. But hers ..."
"Think you'll want to suck it, Charles?" She was tempting him. I suddenly saw it. She was using me to tempt and arouse her husband. "I know I am going to enjoy sucking her cock. You, too?"
He nodded. He raised his eyes away from my penis being stroked hard by his wife. His eyes stopped at my breasts and erect nipples before looking at each of us in turn. "Yes, isn't that strange? But, yes, because it is hers and not a man. Yes, I do want to suck this beautiful woman's cock."
She led me to the bed. "We haven't seen your pussy, yet," she gasped with arousal.
I lay back and opened my legs. They raised my knees and spread them out. I felt fully exposed. It felt lewd and wrong but also excited and right. They both settled between my legs. I raised my head to gaze down at them. I blushed red. Past my breasts and hard penis, both heads were only a foot from my exposed vagina. Fingers began touching. My clitoris. A large finger probed inside.
"Feel her hyman?" she asked. Not me. Her husband. They were inspecting me, exploring my different body, my special body, my beautiful body. "That's yours to break, Charles. Imagine, my love, a virgin to open for our and her pleasure."
My head had fallen back to the bed. It was embarrassing enough to hear what they said so casually about me than to actually watch them. I felt lips and a tongue at my vagina. I looked and it was Sir. I gasped and moaned. Ma'am leaned to the side and watched from inches away. His lips left my vagina but not my body. I sucked in a deep breath with expectation, anticipation. He kissed and licked the base of my penis. He licked higher. I didn't think it could become so hard. My penis throbbed, pulsed. I moaned loudly as lips came to the head and into his mouth. They shifted and Ma'am was next to him, too. One licked my penis shaft as the other sucked the head. They changed back and forth. Oooooo ... I've never felt anything like this.
My mouth opened wide as the sensations crested within me. At first, no sound came out, no breathing. I was frozen in the moment, in that powerful sensation welling up inside me. Then, "OH ... OH ... Ohhhhh ... yeeessssss ... YESSSSSSS!" exploded from my mouth. I thought my head might explode as the sensation became so intense. My penis did, though. It somehow swelled and stiffened even more, it pulsed, and my body flinched as my penis erupted. Ma'am was sucking me at the moment but Sir's lips were on the shaft.
I gasped for breath even after it was over. I turned my head when I could finally move just that much. They were kneeling next to me. He had shed his robe, too. All three of us were naked. "What ...?" but the words weren't there for me to complete the question.
They both beamed. "How was it?" they seemed to ask in unison.
"I thought my body was about to come apart," I confessed. "Is that sex?"
They chuckled, "Only one form of it," she said. "There is much more. And you are so lucky."
I raised up onto my elbows. She was lightly stroking my softening penis as he stroked up the inside of my thigh and touching the vagina at the top. "Lucky? Why?" I asked.
"Because, girl," he answered, "you can experience climaxing from your cock and orgasms from your pussy."
Then, they were talking about me again without talking to me. "Charles, you know what we have to try sometime. We need to make her climax and orgasm at the same moment. Does it work that way?" He just shrugged but I could see he was thinking about it, maybe already thinking about how to do it.
I showered and they did the same. The difference was that when we met downstairs after, I was the only one still naked. That would be the way I would remain for the weekend. Monday was when I would get new clothes. It did feel awkward. It felt awkward while I scrounged through the kitchen to make a lunch while Sir watched from the little table. He was using his laptop to catch up on emails, he said, but he watched me, too.
After lunch we sat and talked. Mostly, we talked about me. They knew a lot more about me than I was learning about them. But that was okay because, in my mind, they were in charge and I served to their wishes.
"Do you like your name?" Sir asked bluntly.
The whole tenor suddenly changed. I wondered why he was asking but I promised myself I would always be honest with them and serve them perfectly. This already felt like a perfect opportunity for me. I didn't understand why I felt that way so soon. They were confident and commanding but kind and caring, too. I just responded to them and they heaped reinforcement on me.
"No, Sir. I hate my name. I was disgusting to them so they thought of the person they disliked the most, Mother's mother, and gave me that name," I confided.
"I don't like it either," he replied. "For the same reasons. You are special and beautiful and you shouldn't be reminded of those years."
"Is there a name you would like, instead?" Ma'am asked. I didn't. I never thought about it. "How about 'Belle'," she asked. "Remember Belle from Beauty and the Beast?"
"Honey, she wasn't allow TV or movies," Sir reminded her.
"Damn, those people!" she angrily cried out. "We'll stream some movies to catch you up on your lost youth. Anyway, Belle was a beautiful young woman who had to live with a beast, hence the name of the movie. But, after putting up with the beast for some period of time, she came to care for him and see a different side of him. When she professed her love, the beast turned into a handsome man of wealth. It's kind of corny but it is meant for children." She looked at Sir and he nodded. "Does Belle sound like you a name you would like?"
"YES," I happily exclaimed. "Belle. I love it. I love it because it is a name you like and you want me to have it. And I love it because it means beautiful and you both keep telling me I am but I think it will take me time to believe that I am."
"It's settled, then. Belle. I saw your birth certificate in your case. You are 18 years old so you can request your name be changed," he said.
"Sir ... Ma'am ... if I can change my name ... can I also take your name?" I asked nervously.
"That's a big change," Ma'am said. "Why do you want to do that?"
"Similar reasons. My last name is theirs. But, also, I want to be yours. I want to serve you and have your rules and ... and just BE yours. I want to be yours for anything you want. Please? Please?"
They looked stunned but I kept my eyes pleading. Something inside me had changed as if a switch had move to a new position to send new signals to change my life. It felt like my entire life shifted to what they could offer me. I wanted it. I wanted it all.
They didn't say, no. They only convinced me to wait. Let this all evolve before making such a change.
Later, I was searching for things to do for them. Some magazines were out of place in the family room where Sir was partially watching a ball game on the TV while doing something on his computer.
"Belle?" Oh, I loved the sound of that. "We can't introduce you to fucking ... hmmmm ... actually we could but ... but there are other forms of sex, right?"
"Oh, yes, Sir. Besides fucking, there is sucking and touching and kissing, right Sir?"
"Exactly. You are so sexy and seeing you moving around the room naked ..."
"Oh, I am sorry, Sir. Should I leave the room?"
"No ... I ... I didn't mean ..." but he saw the smile on my face. "You little tease. You sure got me there."
I smiled at him and sat next to him on the large sofa. He stroked up my thigh to my soft shaft. His touch caused it to stir, though. I sighed at the touch. "Sir," got out with the next sigh, "would you like me to ... suck your cock?"
"You used that word."
"Yes, Sir," as I sighed as he continued his light touch to my cock. "I should comply to the way you two do things." I shifted and his fingers fell from my cock. I have noticed he has a hard time not looking at me naked. That pleases me. It makes me believe I really am beautiful and sexy. "May I suck you cock, Sir. I think I need to learn."
"Yes, Belle. Practice makes perfect, right?" I didn't answer. I was already loosening his belt. He assisted in lowering his short.
I settle in to lick and suck his cock the way they had done to me when it felt like I might explode and my cock did. I was lying next to him, my head in his lap sucking the head and stroking the rest of his shaft when Ma'am entered the room.
"Well, I see you are doing a little training, huh?" she said with a giggle.
"Hmmmm ... I think she is going to become very good. Maybe not as good as you, though."
"You sweet talker, you," she laughed.
"Speaking of training, though. I've been thinking we can't get into fucking with her until she is seen by the doctor. I'm sure he'll get us in quick, but ... you know ... I've been thinking of me fucking her. What about her fucking me? With her having a cock, she needs to know that, too."
They were talking like it was a private conversation with me not lying right there with my mouth on his cock.
"I like that for sure. If we think that way, there is a lot we can do with her. Now, I have some ideas, too."
Ma'am stroked my hair when she got up to leave. What a strange feeling but I was sure to get used to it. I was sucking her husband's cock and she simply, casually instructed me to swallow all his cum. Within only 24 hours I had experienced all this and was sucking his cock to swallow his cum as instructed. My whole being, mind and body, had changed somehow. And, it felt natural and right. It felt like what I was intended to be all along. I just needed these to people to take me into their lives. If I hadn't seen that ad ... I pushed that away because I did see it and here I am. Happy. Content. Naked. Sucking a big black cock.
"Belle?" Ma'am called out. I walked quickly from my room to the master bedroom. It was nearly the time I thought we would be going to bed. She was sucking and stroking Sir's cock. It was very hard and very big. It was shiny from her sucking. "I want to try something with the three of us together." I smiled and walked to their bed expectantly. She began choreographing us all. I lay on my back, she crawled over me so her pussy was directly above my head. I flinched when I unexpectedly felt her lips on my cock. At about the same time, Sir knelt behind her spread legs and I had a very close view of his cock entering her pussy. On some impulse, I raised my head to lick her clit and where his cock entered her pussy. It was obscene. It was so exciting. While I looked and licked, she was sucking my cock into her mouth. Then it felt very tight and different. The only thing it could be was her taking my cock into her throat. Ohhh ... what a feeling.
He fucked her and fucked her as she sucked me more and harder. I saw his cock coated with her juice when he pulled back and disappear into her as he thrust. All three of us were moaning and groaning. It was crazy and exciting. We were all pleasing and being pleased.
I came, first. I knew I would despite trying not to, but she kept sucking me and I didn't go soft. I heard her cry out and felt her orgasm as I licked them. Then, again on impulse, I clamped my lips on her clit. She cried out even louder and sagged on me. Lastly, I heard him grunt and thrust mightily, smacking into her pussy as he groaned and grunted. I could swear I saw his cock pulse.
When he pulled out of her, I saw cum appear at her open pussy. For a moment, I only looked. Then, I stretched my tongue out to lick the cum off the lips. She moaned so I did it again. She sat up so her pussy was over my mouth. I opened my mouth to suck at her pussy hole and press my tongue inside. The taste was interesting. Earlier I had swallowed Sir's cum. This was slightly different. It had to be from her orgasmic juice. How was my brain processing sex so soon? I smiled as I continued licking her pussy. I wrapped my hands around her thighs to hold her on my mouth. I wasn't done. I like this. I want to be theirs. I will be theirs. I will do anything to be theirs.
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CHAPTER 3: BELLE IS TRAINED
Saturday night seemed to have changed everything. Ma'am's idea for a threesome changed their view of introducing me to sex. They had assumed they would gradually, slowly introduce me, an innocent virgin, to the varieties of sex.
I woke earlier and was downstairs with the coffee brewing and getting the fixings together for a breakfast of waffles, bacon, and fruit. As I cut cantaloupe, strawberries, and oranges, I was surprised by arms encircling my waist. I knew immediately by the hair on the arms.
"Good morning, Sir. Did you sleep well?" I asked as his hands cupped my breasts. These two certainly liked sex.
"How did you get out of bed without waking us?" he teased as his fingers pinched my nipples. I just giggled.
I felt him pull his hips back slightly, fuss with something behind me, and press against me. I gasped as his cock pressed at my ass. I parted my legs without thought, being careful as I used the knife on the fruit. His cock stiffened more as he slid his cock through my thighs and over my pussy.
"Your pussy is already wet, Belle," he uttered into my ear as he slid his cock along my pussy lips. I just moaned, the knife dropped to the counter as I braced myself. His cock became harder, he pressed against me, his cock sliding along my pussy and past to bump against my other sex organs. "You are amazing, Belle. I love every bit of you. It is so arousing to slide my cock along your wet pussy and bump into your balls and cock. I love your body."
"You aren't the only one," came the voice of my mistress as her hands joined her husbands on my breasts and body. "I love sucking her cock and working my tongue down that wonderful shaft to find a wet and inviting pussy underneath. She's anyone's wet dream."
That was how that day got started. They did let me finish getting breakfast prepared as they sat with coffee watching my naked body move around the kitchen and talk about the things they planned to do with me ... I mean sexual things. My pussy was dripping and my cock hard. They love to catch me moving with a hard or aroused cock and bouncing breasts.
I sucked Sir to climax later that morning. After, I sought out Ma'am. She found me sucking him and whispered in my ear that she was next. I wasn't sure I really knew what I was doing. I mean for 18 years sex wasn't even a mystery. It didn't exist in my thinking. Now, it seemed to be my existence. For someone who had never ... I mean NEVER ... been naked in front of anyone, I was now constantly naked. For someone who had never been touched intimately, it seemed my naked body was always being touched or caressed or probed. For someone who had never experience any form of sexual contact, I had sucked cock, eaten pussy, and engaged in hot kissing with both man and woman.
In the afternoon, I was led up to the master bedroom. Both Sir and Ma'am stripped. I, of course, was still naked. Ma'am was lying on the bed with her legs splayed wide. Her pussy was fully expose and the lips parted. It was arousing. That's what a woman who was ready for fucking looked like. Needless to say, I was surprised when Sir began his instructions.
"There are many ways to fuck, Belle. Our original thought was that I would show you by fucking you. That can't happen until you've seen the doctor and received your birth control pills." I was glad of that. It would be a bummer to get pregnant on my first fuck. "But, you have a cock, don't you, Belle. We can show you ways to fuck by having you fucking Julia."
I glanced at her, her knees bent and splayed to the side. I also looked at her exposed, bald pussy which had a sheen of wetness about the lips. I could feel my cock stiffening in anticipation. Funny but I had also only considered being fucked. I thought of myself as a girl and girls are fucked by cocks. I am a girl but ... I really am much more. They are always telling me I am beautiful and special. That was part of them giving me the name Belle. And I love the name. They and the name are overwriting the years of being told I was worthless and disgusting because of the way I was born as a hermaphrodite.
I climbed onto the bed and crawled between her legs. Sir was alongside to provide step by step instruction. He, and reinforced by her, told me that when I could begin being fucked by him (and others, eventually) I will begin experiencing and learning the things that gave me pleasure and I could transfer that knowledge to pleasuring any woman. Two days ago any of this might have been terrifying but these two are the inverse of my family. They encouraged and reinforced me. They were patient and supportive and caring. They opened to me a world of possibility that my family had restricted out of fear of humiliation because I was different. These two held up that difference as something special and wonderful. I was transformed almost immediately without fear. I responded to them with my devotion to serve them as they desired.
It wasn't that I thought about any of that. I just responded joyfully. That was how I approached her with Sir softly providing instruction. On my knees between her spread legs, I lowered my head to the bed with my lips and tongue on her open pussy lips. I kissed and licked her lips and between them. He had me flick her clitoris with a stiffened tongue, move back to her pussy, and back to capture her clit between sucking lips. I kissed up her beautiful black body to her erect nipples, nipping them with my teeth and sucking them. When moving up to kiss her lips, I was to bump my cock against her pussy to only tease at a penetration that would be still delayed. Creating anticipation, he said, used the mind to add stimulation and increase arousal.
I kissed my way back to her pussy. This time when I stiffened my tongue to flick her clit, I continued through her slit to jam it into her pussy hole. She was gasping, sighing, and moaning which served to encourage me that I was being effective. When he whispered that she was more than ready, I raised myself and moved so my cock was at her pussy. I held my cock to align it to her pussy and located her hole. Encouraged by his softly guiding words, I pressed the head of my cock through her hole. I moaned at the feeling being inside her gave me. Her pussy was warm and wet. I felt it flex around the head, the only part inside her. I looked up at her. She smiled, her eyes encouraging, beseeching me to continue.
I pressed more cock into her. Every inch gave me new feeling and drew more sounds to escape me. She moaned with me, adding her own words of encouragement to those Sir softly used. As he instructed, I pulled back and pressed harder into her. Several times thrusting until my pelvis hit hers. I gasped. My entire cock was inside her warm, wet pussy. It felt amazing, stimulating, exciting. I wasn't sure if I was processing anything about how to fuck a woman. All I felt was the wonderful feeling that fucking a woman provided.
As if reading my mind, Sir softly encouraged, "Just go with the feeling, Belle. Let yourself experience your cock in her cunt. Feel it and pay attention to her response. Her response will tell you what she enjoys. Feel it now. Let yourself just feel it. The more you experience it, the better you will be able to put focus on the person you are with."
The feeling of my cock sliding through her clenching warm wetness was soon too much. It was too stimulating. I felt my cock pulse and swell. NO ... no ... not now ... too soon. Cum spewed from my cock into her. There was nothing I could do. My body stiffened, my cock pulsed and jerked, and cum shot into her pussy.
I collapsed onto her. Sir's hand caressed my back. I sobbed as she held me tightly. "Too soon. I'm sorry Ma'am. I'm sorry. Too soon. I tried to stop it."
"No dear," she cooed into my ear. "That happens to all virgins. The new sensations are too much, overwhelming. Next time it will be better." I raised my head. Next time, I asked. "Of course, dear. What was it Charles said about sucking cock?" Practice makes perfect. "Yes. You can practice on me as often as you want. Your cock felt amazing. You are as thick as Charles and almost as long. I will love being fucked by you."
I smiled and kissed her. My premature ejaculation forgotten with her encouragement. After my previous life, their praise was intoxicating. Good girl, special, beautiful, amazing keyed me to a new existence and pushed me to complying with every request and suggestion.
* * * *
"Good evening, Sir," I exclaimed happily as he entered the house from the garage. I was waiting with a drink for him. "How was your day at the office?" He mumbled something but I pressed on. "Here, Sir. Ma'am said this is your favorite drink and she showed me how to mix it. She is in the family room, Sir."
He looked me up and down. "You're still naked, Belle. Didn't you go shopping today?"
I giggled. "Oh, yes, Sir. It was wonderful. I will be getting dressed for dinner."
I did a few finishing things in the kitchen before rushing upstairs to dress. Ma'am had an idea how I should be dressed for him and I was bubbling with anticipation of seeing Sir's reaction. We were both excited to see if he agreed. My closet had clothes in it now and Ma'am promised we would add more. The dresser had intimate items: bras, panties, stockings, shorts, and t-shirts. I also had new shoes: gym shoes for exercise and walking, flats for casual, and heels. Ma'am had purchased 3 inch heels for starters. Starters. I spent nearly an hour in the afternoon practicing walking in them so I didn't wobble like a drunken fool. That was her description. I've never been drunk.
I returned downstairs quietly and went directly into the kitchen. I put the food onto serving dishes and placed them on the dining room table. Only then did I go to the entry to the family room to announce that dinner was ready. Sir and Ma'am stood. Ma'am expectantly waited for Sir to turn and see me.
"Wow!" he exclaimed stopped in his tracks.
"Is that all, Charles?" Ma'am teased him. It didn't seem Sir was ever at a loss for words. I giggled
"Wow," he repeated. "Belle ... I love the new clothes."
I giggled, again. Ma'am was smiling, pleased by his reaction. I didn't know why this should feel so daring since I had spent the entire weekend naked with them, but it did. I was wearing a white lace shelf bra leaving my breasts essentially bare and exposing my erect nipples. I also wore a white lace garter belt and sheer white stocking with heels. That was all. My cock hung between my legs. I fought with myself to keep my cock from becoming erect. Oddly, the arousal of this exhibitionist display had my pussy lubricated but my cock only swelled a little. I didn't yet understand my body.
My first formal dinner went well. I was very aware of my exposed breasts throughout the meal. When they appeared to be done, I jumped to clear the dishes after serving coffee. I expected to be touched and caressed whenever I was near enough and was proven correct. The evening was relaxed after I finished the dishes and cleaning up the kitchen. Then, I was delighted by my first ever movie on the TV. Ma'am found the live action version of 'Beauty and The Beast'. It was amazing! Belle was just as beautiful as I imagined and I laughed at the animated antics, thrilled at the proper scenes, and excited when Belle saved the handsome young man only moments before the last peddle of the rose fell. It might have been strange for me to be nearly naked with them clothed while watching a children's movie but not to me ... not anymore.
We tried a different threesome by me lying on my back, Ma'am fucking herself on my cock while Sir fed his cock into my mouth. It was difficult to see but I sensed they kissed and fondled most of the time until all three of us were spent. Ma'am was right about experience. I had fucked her earlier in the day and each time I seemed able to last longer.
* * * *
My housekeeping chores took precedence over anything else during the day, of course. I worked diligently, though, to complete every task as quickly as possible while being sure not to sacrifice doing the best job I could at all times. This was a life I could never have imagined in the entirety of my previous existence. I had served my family as almost a slave because of their disgust over what I was. Now, I was with two people who relished what I was, thought I was beautiful, and love and respected me for who and what I was. I now know my family controlled me as their slave through emotional abuse when I had no choice. Sir and Ma'am gave me the choice and insist on maintaining freedom to choose my life direction. What I chose was to serve them joyfully and eagerly. Gone was my life of abuse and negativity. Here I am cared for, encouraged to experience and grow, respected as a person, and affirmed with positivity. As a result, I serve them with devotion from my soul. Serving is no longer merely completing a task. Serving them completely is a joyful expression of devotion.
After completing my morning tasks, I found Ma'am on the phone in their home office. She saw me patiently waiting in the open doorway naked as usual. I was getting used to being naked with them being clothed. Their appreciation of my body they called beautiful and special was constant affirmation that was replacing the previously given impression of myself.
She waved me over to her as she stood and held out an arm. I walked into her embrace, her free hand caressing my bare back with easy comfort. "Yes, she started working for us and she doesn't believe she's ever been to a doctor. We've added her to our insurance." Pause as she listened. My head rested on her shoulder and she began stroking my long hair. "Yes. She just turned 18 years old." Pause. "Yes, Caucasian. That's right ... female." I raised my head to look at her. She smiled. I was female. I thought of myself as female and emotionally felt female. Of course, the doctor would be in for a surprise but Ma'am assured me she would remain at my side constantly. A hermaphrodite in his care was surely going to cause a reaction.
She was able to push for creating an opening for an appointment for the next day over lunch. Money apparently brings influence. I was nervous about someone else seeing what I was. She reassured me. This was her doctor and could be trusted.
"I've completed my morning tasks, Ma'am. Is there anything ... ummm ... anything I can do for you?"
She smiled while taking both nipples in her fingers. Her fingers teased down my body to my cock. One hand held it as the other lightly caressed it. "Are you hinting at something, Belle?" she teased as her fingers teased the head and my cock filled with arousal and began stiffening. With my cock quickly hardening, she dropped one hand underneath. My legs parted in open acceptance for her touch. "Oh, my ... dear, Belle. You are quite wet, aren't you?" It didn't require a verbal response. She saw my response in my eyes. Only days with them and I so enjoyed these pleasures.
She released my hardened cock to raise my face to hers as she lowered her mouth to mine. OH ... how I loved kissing. A finger passed barely through my pussy lips. With her lips brushing against mine, "It feels like you can't wait for Charles to fuck you here."
I nodded but it was halted by her tongue invading my mouth. I closed my lips around it and sucked. She pressed on my clit sending a jolt through my body. Then, her fingers moving just inside my pussy, it curled to touch a new spot. Stroking there and my clit at the same time sent new and powerful stimulation through me.
"OH ... GOD," I cried out. My breath caught in my throat as she repeated it
She pulled her finger from my pussy and brought it to my mouth. I sucked it eagerly. This was me, I thought. I had tasted Sir's cum and Ma'am's pussy juices and loved both. This was my taste and I love it, too. And, she could see that in my face as I sucked her finger long after the taste was gone.
"Oh, girl," she said as she took my hand to lead up to the stairs. "You'll taste that much more soon when you clean cock after being fucked." Another shiver went through me. I knew we were headed for their bedroom to mess up their bed for me to remake. 'Practice makes perfect'. I love to practice but I suspected 'perfect' was a never ending goal. What had happened to me, I wondered while smiling and excitedly following Ma'am? They gave me acceptance and a new name and something inside me I had no awareness of was awakened. Something I didn't know the extent of. I knew they would nourish it and encourage its growth within me. I welcomed it. It was a welcome part of the new me and would be a way my devotion to them would be expressed.
As we entered their bedroom, "Ma'am, may I ask you something?"
"Of course, dear. Anything."
"I'm a girl, right?" She stopped removing her clothes and looked at me. Of course, she said with a concerned expression on her face. "When we kiss, I become very aroused." Her expression eased and she smiled. I continued, "I mean ... if I am a girl ... ummm ... why am I aroused by you ... another girl?" We looked at each other and she continued removing her clothes. My eyes were fixed on her exposed breasts. "And your body, Ma'am. I love your body." I thought for a moment. "Is it because ..." I looked down my body, "because of having a cock, too?"
She was down to her dainty panties. She pulled me into a tight embrace. "Dear, Belle," she said. "Belle ... Belle ... our beautiful, Belle. This has to be so much for you to take in. All your life you were told you were nothing but disgusting. Now you are here and we are saying you are wonderful, special, and beautiful. We're encouraging you to explore who you are and accept yourself as we see you. You must feel so many things rushing at you." I nod up at her. I feel so secure in her loving, comforting embrace. "It has to be confusing. Your body will react to physical stimulation as both woman and man. It is here, though," she says tapping my head and heart, "where you feel what you are. Most people are attracted to the opposite sex. Some are attracted to the same sex and are gay or lesbian. Some ..." she paused to look into my eyes, "like me, are attracted to either and are bisexual. I think that is where you are, too, Belle."
I consider that as I enjoy the comfort of her body against mine, her hands lightly caressing my back. "I guess that's a good thing given my body, huh?" I kissed her bare shoulder and look up at her. "You were going to show me a fucking position." She laughed, dropped her panties, and pulled me to her bed.
She had me climb onto the bed and began licking and sucking my cock. I quickly responded to her touch and the strong emotion welling up inside me. That helps me understand my feelings I have for both Sir and Ma'am; why I feel such a strong feeling of devotion to them. They are releasing me, encouraging me, and emboldening me.
With a hard cock to show for her efforts, I watch as she straddled my hips. She moved the head of my cock along her pussy. I commented on feeling her wetness and she teases that she has noticed I usually have a wet pussy, too. I smiled. It is true but I thought it was just because all this was so new to me. They keep saying how sexy and reactive I am. They like that I am easily, quickly ready for them. That's the way I want to be for them. I want my pussy wet and my cock springing hard.
I gasp when I feel my cock at the wet opening of her pussy. She leaves it there, her hole just covering the tip of my cock. "This position ..." she says softly with deep sighs, "is called 'cowgirl' for obvious reasons." Smiles down at me and lowers her body a few inches over my cock.
I gasp as she slides down more inches. I raise my head to peer through my breasts as more of my white cock disappears into her black body. I reach up and grasp her breast as she rises several inches and presses down firmly to take almost all of my cock. I love the feel of her wet and warm pussy around my cock. I love the feel of her breast in my hands. She seems flawless to in my mind. Her tight body, still firm breasts, shapely hips and ass, and smooth beautiful black skin. My family didn't like blacks. The same narrow, blind thinking that controlled me with abuse. These two are the most wonderful people in the world to me and they are black.



I release her breasts as she begins bouncing on my cock. Her breast bounce on her body and seem hypnotic as stimulation surges from my cock through my body to mix with the devotion I feel and the ever present stimulation of being naked constantly with them.
She leans down to kiss my lips as her hips continue moving. I try to stay aware of what she is doing so when I am able to fuck Sir with my pussy I can satisfy him the same way. She usually bounces up and down on my cock, her pussy clenching around me. Then, she stops and grinds her pelvis into me and rotates or moves back and forth, out bodies contacting differently and my cock moving inside her differently. It is all amazing and too much to concentrate on with attention as my body steadily rises with the arousal and stimulation.
She kisses me, our lips still barely touching, our breasts pressed together so our nipples rub. "See," she gasps. "Practice. You are already ... lasting ... longer," she moans into my mouth.
I smile only inside because my mouth is open with moans, gasps, and groans escaping with each breath. My cock feels so hard inside her clasping, wet pussy. I try to hold my climax off longer when I don't have to.
"OH ... GOD ... Yesssssss .... ohhhhh fuck," she exclaims loudly. "Belle ... please ... I'm going to ... to orgasm. Please ... cum with me. I want to feel ... your cum ... inside me!"
Nothing happens in my brain. It is only my body, my cock, with her body, her pussy. My entire body stiffens, my back arches, my hips rising to meet the frantic, demonic thrashing of her hips over me. My cock tries to go deeper into her, tries to be as deep as possible before filling her pussy with its cum. Spurt after spurt shoots from my achingly hard and pulsing cock. With the last heavy spurt released, my hips fall back to the bed. I am spent. My cock continues to leak cum and her pussy continues to spasm around it. And ... she is collapsed on top of me. This time I am the one embracing and softly caressing her back to her butt. Our bodies remain joined for a long time. Even as I become soft and the head eases toward the entrance of her pussy, I remain inside her as we both bask in the glow of my best fuck, yet.
* * * *
The days past in similar but varying fashion. They decided they like me naked. I was happy to oblige them. Every day, Ma'am had me fuck her in something of a different position: cowgirl, reverse cowgirl, missionary, doggy, etc. At night and the weekend before my doctor appointment, I devoted attention to Sir with my mouth. We experimented with ways for all three of us to share in threesomes. Sometimes I fucked Ma'am with her sucking Sir and other times it was him fucking her and she sucking me or eating my pussy and stroking my cock
I think we were all anticipating my doctor appoint and getting my birth control. I knew I was. As much as I devoted myself to their requests, there was always that thing I wasn't able to apply: Sir fucking me. With that accomplished, I knew I would be theirs fully.
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CHAPTER 4: BELLE MATTHEWS
"Good evening, sir," I greeted him as he entered the house through the garage. As usual I was nearly naked. Nearly because I had begun dressing for dinner before his arrival home. This night I was dressed in a pale blue, very sheer baby-doll negligee without the matching bra and thong (thongs didn't really contain my thick cock). The gown was connected in front only at a spot just below the breast so my cock hung exposed below and expansive cleavage above. My nipples were clearly visible through the material. I wore heels to complete the outfit.
Ma'am stood next to me as he dropped his briefcase and took us in with lust in his eyes. This night Ma'am was dressed different, too.
"Wow!" he exclaimed kissing his wife first and then me. Ma'am was dressed in a floor length, sheer, white nightgown, her black body showing through easily. "I certainly like this," he said. He stepped into his wife and kissed her more passionately. He looked at the front of the her gown, noticed it was connected only at the breast, too. He slipped a hand inside and cupped her breast. "Are we celebrating something? It's not my birthday," he laughed.
"The doctor called," I blurted out excitedly.
He looked at my excitement and looked at Ma'am. She nodded. "He gave a glowing report on her health. He's promised to hold his confidence about her but his excitement of examining a real hermaphrodite was almost too much. Her vagina and cervix are perfect. Her periods indicate she is fully female functionally so he recommended birth control and he tested her sperm. He was astounded: fully functional female and male. She really is a true hermaphrodite."
He hugged us together, then pulled back. "Wait. He examined her cervix? Her hymen was in place before."
"Apparently, it was," I explained, "but only barely. He called it very perforated. I didn't even feel it."
Ma'am added, "I had him go ahead and insert the ParaGard IUD like the one I am using."
Ma'am pulled me in front of her. She cupped my breasts in front of him. He asked if it hurt. Apparently, sometimes it does. I shook my head. "No, Sir." I blushed at what I was about to say but I was so excited to be able to finally say it. "Sir, I'm all yours now. You can fuck me." He looked past me at his wife. He smiled and I was sure she was returning it. I probably sounded like a kid at Christmas.
Dinner went well but there was a heavy presence hanging over it the entire time. When they both disappeared after dinner as I began cleaning up, I wondered if they were feeling the same way I was: highly excited anticipation of something to follow. I moved around the kitchen humming while storing leftovers, filling the dishwasher, and washing pots, pans, and other items too large or delicate for the machine. All the while my pussy lubricated and began leaking down the insides of my thighs and my cock swelled and eased with alternating rising and ebbing excitement.
With that chore completed, I rubbed lotion into my hands and went in search of them. From a shy, innocent, virgin hermaphrodite, I had already experienced so much physical pleasure that experiencing vaginal penetration somehow felt like the summit of experiences. Ma'am cautioned me not to apply too high an expectation on that one act. My special body, she insisted, presents opportunities for experiences that can only be discovered. I didn't know what that meant and I didn't think she really did, either. I was learning to accept what I was both physically and psychologically. Fully accepting my body after my entire life being denigrated because of it was big enough. Coming to realize I had a strong submissive side to my personality added to it but explained my acceptance of abuse from my family. She promised they would never abuse the gift I was giving them. It was all why I felt so completely safe and free to give myself over to their control of me.
"Sir," I tentatively said as I stood in the doorway of the home office after finally checking it when not finding anyone in the other rooms downstairs. "Sir ... I ... is there ..."
I stopped when he closed his laptop and stood. In a few strides he was in front of me. My breath caught in my throat as his hands cupped my face. Our lips pressed together and, as the kiss deepened in passion, one hand dropped to fondle my breast for a moment before moving down my body. I felt his hardening cock press into my abdomen and my cock harden, too. His descending hand found my cock at the opening of my negligee and he stroked it.
He parted to look into my eyes, "I never thought of myself as the kind of guy who would enjoy someone else's cock," he softly said. He kissed me, again, my cock being stroked by his sliding hand. "I think it is just because it is yours. Everything about you is exciting, Belle."
I looked up at him, my 5' 1" petite body dwarfed by his 6' strong, masculine body. I blushed with the awareness of my next words. "Sir ... please, I want you to fuck me. I want all of me to finally be yours."
He chuckled, wrapped his arms around me tightly and hugged me. As he straightened, my body rose with him so my toes left the floor. "Oh, dear Belle, there is so much more to experience." I didn't know what that meant and, frankly, didn't care at the moment. He lifted me higher and I wrapped my arms and legs around him. He carried me out of the office and I knew I was about to be fucked. That was all that mattered. I had orgasmed by touch and mouth and climaxed by touch, mouth, and fucking Ma'am. Finally, I would orgasm on Sir's cock. FINALLY.
In the master bedroom was Ma'am. She was still in her own sheer negligee and had turned down the bed, lit candles around the room, and turned off the other lights. It was lovely and mood setting. Sir carried me over to her and we hugged with me still in his arms.
"This is beautiful, Ma'am," I gushed.
"This is a special moment for you, Belle. I'll leave you two alone," she said.
"No, Ma'am, please. This is special and I want to share it with both of you."
They smiled at each other and both kissed me on the mouth. "Well, then," she responded, "you need to get down if we're to get him undressed and hard."
I giggled as I slipped off him to the floor. "Oh, he's already hard, Ma'am." She laughed as we combined our efforts to strip him from his clothes.
He took over and I excitedly allowed him to direct what would happen. I wanted to savor this night, this new first like I had each new experience before. This felt like the final surrender of myself to them, though I would quickly learn there was to be more.
He directed me to the center of the bed on my back. Ma'am had released her gown as I finished removing Sir's last clothing and finishing with stroking his hard, black cock to its full 10 inches. I was going to have it inside me? It seemed impossible to my eyes but I knew intellectually it wasn't.
Sprawled in front of him with Ma'am kneeling next to me, he lightly slid his finger over my hard cock, over my balls, and just inside my pussy lips without penetration. He smiled at me. "You're wet, my little slut," he said. He'd never used that word before.
I looked up at Ma'am, then back to Sir. "Am I your slut, Sir?" I asked.
He leaned down to kiss my cock, my balls, and finally my pussy. He slid a finger into my pussy. I gasped as the finger went fully to the last knuckle into me. It slid in easily with my arousal. I raised my head to gaze down at him as he raised his head slightly to peer back me. I saw him from the view between my heaving breasts and his eyes peering at me just over my hard cock.
"Not yet, Belle. But I feel it in you," he finally responded. I looked up at Ma'am to find her smiling and nodding. Slut, I thought. Not long ago I was an innocent virgin outcast from my family wondering how I was going to survive. I had found Sir and Ma'am through an innocent seeming ad seeking a live-in housekeeper. I learned it also required being available for sexual use. I had surrendered myself to them, feeling something in them I had never experienced in my 18 years of emotional abuse by my family: I found that I would be accepted and appreciated and safe. Along the way, I surrendered more and more to the control they offered, the safe control I found I needed to release and experience the potential within me. Each step along the way had been amazing experiences and I had felt no regret in my surrender. His 'not yet' response told me this was just another step along my transformation.
Yes, I was wet. How could I not be? Even when I was doing my job of cleaning or cooking they generally had me naked or exposed. Even when my mind was intent on some task, a sense of curious anticipation was always with me. Even while performing some menial task, I would notice my nipples had hardened, my cock becoming aroused, and my pussy lubricating.
My musing was broken with a second finger driving into my pussy and his lips clamping onto my clit. Ma'am then joined by taking my cock into her mouth. "I ... I ..." I gasped and moaned, "I ... thought ... you were ... going ... to ..." My back arched as my hips rose. Sir had added a third finger with one curling to stroke my g-spot as he sucked on my clit and Ma'am fucked my cock with her mouth and throat. "OH ... FUCK ... Ooooohhhhhh ... YESSSSS!" I cried out.
My mind was in turmoil. Orgasm or climax. Pussy or cock. Both centers of arousal were quickly rising to stunning eruption. My being seemed to bounce from focusing on my pussy to focusing on my cock. Both were ready to peak and explode. Then ... nothing ... my mind went blank. I was aware, I was experiencing, but I wasn't thinking. My body jerked, strained, tensed as my hips rose from the bed only to fall back as if I was fucking. My breath caught in my throat as I strained up presenting myself to tongue, lips, and fingers at my pussy and my cock engulfed in mouth and throat.
As much as I felt like my mouth, my being screamed at the moment of explosion, my mouth gaped open but nothing came out. It was as if every bit of my awareness went into only the bodily response of a simultaneous orgasm centered in my pussy and climax of my cock. Having experienced each separately before, the two combined at the same moment was almost overwhelming, almost too much ... if too much was even possible. And I would begin to wonder just how much could be experienced.
I shivered and breathed so hard for several minutes I wondered if I would ever recover. Sir was lightly stoking my spasming pussy and up along my still hard cock as Ma'am kissed and fondled my breasts and nipples.
"Oh ... my ... God," I slowly mumbled with deep breaths. "That was ... amazing ... but I thought ..."
"Don't worry, Belle," Sir interrupted. "Your pussy is nice and relaxed now."
"Charles is big, dear," Ma'am added. "He's as thick as you and a little longer. It is going to feel amazing, I promise. We didn't want your first time to be too painful, though. You should be able to take him easier now."
Sir didn't wait too much longer. He surprised me, though, by lying next to me. "Cowgirl," he said. "This time, you control depth and speed."
I knew cowgirl. Ma'am had fucked me that way. I rolled against him and threw my leg over him as I straddled his body. Ma'am was right there to hold his cock up and align it with my pussy hole. I was looking between my legs at the wonderfully thick, big black cock in contrast to my white body. No matter how far I leaned forward to look, I couldn't see his cock head as it pressed at my very wet and pliable hole. If my softening cock wasn't in the way, my balls were. I focused my eyes on Sir's face instead as I pressed back slightly to feel the bulbous head of his cock part my opening. My breathing stopped as I press back just a bit harder, feeling the opening expand to the girth. My hole opened to the penetration but without much stretching pain. They were right; giving me that orgasm relaxed my pussy.
I pressed back harder to take several inches at once. Ma'am was caressing my back and butt. Sir was fondling my breasts. I was intent solely on the cock inside my pussy. I hesitated, feeling the cock fill me with only inches inside. I raised up, feeling it slide tightly along my pussy walls before pressing back against it to take more inches. I gasped and moaned and sighed at the feel. A cock ... a big cock ... penetrating me, filling me, stretching me. It felt amazing. It felt consuming. It filled me with surging desire.
I raised up to feel my pussy move along his shaft. It felt so long but was only half his length. My pussy, on its own, gripped his shaft just due to the tightness of his width in my first ever penetration. I paused with only the head still inside while I mumbled my love of the feeling, my desire.
"Oooohhhhhh ... I ... I ... lovvvvvve ... fucccckkkkinnnng." The words stringing out with each gasp and moan. My eyes shut tight, my mouth open to release any sound my body and mind unconsciously released. All my sensory experience was focused on my pussy and the cock inside. Even my ears went mute as everything bit of me was tunnel-focused.
I pressed back firmly but slowly. My pussy engulfed more and more of his cock. It seemed to go forever inside me His 10 inches felt like feet. When my ass was on his hips, I released a long moan with the breath I hadn't realized I was holding.
I felt my nipples twisted and pulled. I opened my eyes. His image below me slowly focused. "You have all of me, Belle," he said as his fingers continued to tease my nipples.
I shook my head slightly back and forth. "No, sir," I mumbled with a lustful, passion strained smile. "You have me. You and Ma'am ... you have me ... totally ... yours. I am ... yours."
He pulled me against him and kissed me passionately, his cock sliding in my pussy as he did. Then, in the midst of the consuming kiss, he thrust his hips up, his cock slamming into my pussy. I gasped into his mouth mumbling, "Oh ... fuck ... yes."
My orgasm was amazing and made better still by the feel of his cock pulsing and spurting cum into my previously virginal pussy. It was the most amazing vaginally-centered orgasm. I would chuckle about that later. Was I categorizing my experiences by pussy and cock? But, they did feel different, each wonderful but different.
I felt Ma'am hands caressing my back as I lay recovering on her husband, my Sir, his cock softening but still filling my pussy opening. Her soft voice came from alongside our heads. "My turn to enjoy a thick cock fucking."
Sir sighed a response, "I'm spent, honey."
She only chuckled. "That is very obvious," she observed. "There are two big, thick cocks in this family, now."
I turned my head toward her. I felt spent, too. The difference was that my hard, rigid cock pressing against Sir's abdomen reminded me it was my pussy that orgasmed, not my cock. Although my energy level was low, my cock didn't show any lack of intense arousal.
"You just roll over," she instructed. "I'll cowgirl you and do most of the work." She then whispered in my ear, though I was sure Sir could still hear, "I think we need to work up your stamina, dear. You have two of us to satisfy." She softly chuckled, "Then probably more." I almost missed the 'more' part. As I rolled off Sir and his cock slid out of my cum-filled pussy, I pushed the thought of 'more' to a later time.
Ma'am was quickly on top of me. Her pussy seemed extra hot and wet as she sat on my cock to take its full length without pause. I groaned. My body was still recovering from an orgasm but my cock seemed unaffected by that. Sounds flowed from my mouth as she rose and plunged back down on me. Sir was reclined alongside us, his hands clutching one of our bouncing breasts.
* * * *
"What's that?" I asked. Ma'am and I were settling into something of a routine while we were home and Sir was at the office. Chores, cleaning, and cooking were mixed with a varying fitness regimen that incorporated resistance training, cardio machines, jogging, swimming, and yoga. In addition to all that was Ma'am's other instruction for me: something sexual.
"A butt-plug," she casually stated. I looked at it suspiciously. If that was supposed to go into my butt, perhaps my willing compliance had found a limit. "Remember when Charles teased you about being a slut?" I nodded. "You know what a slut is?" I nodded, again. Of course I had gone to the computer that was now accessible to me. Usually referring to a woman, it was someone who enjoyed sex for sex and often with multiple partners. I was certainly enjoying sex now that it had been opened to me. Did two mean multiple? And, although I enjoyed sex in the various forms shown to me, it seemed a part of my devotion to Sir and Ma'am. Was that the same or ... or was there more indicated by his use of the word? I expressed all that to her, then asked if that applied to her, too. She chuckled, "Good girl. Yes. Charles and I are very sexual. Surprise, huh? And, our enjoyment of sex has gone beyond our marriage."
"That's where my involvement will be headed, too?" I asked. She nodded while watching my reaction closely. I didn't really react, though. For the moment, I was more fixated on the butt-plug. "So, what is a butt-plug for?" She told me. I wouldn't say I was shocked. I'm not sure what would shock me, any longer, but the words settled over me like a cloak of significance: three-hole slut. I could be fucked by cock in my pussy, throat, and ass. My world seemed to expand like the endless expanse of the universe.
She explained the purpose of them to get my ass used to being opened, showed me various sizes, and how to lubricate them and myself. The smallest one she showed me initially held its own intimidation. When she took out the larger ones, my eyes bugged out in disbelief.
She chuckled and hugged me, her hands once again stroking and caressing my nakedness. My existence since being with them had been a tectonic shift from being conservatively dressed to hide what I was to being required to be naked and to expose the wonderfulness of what I was, according to them. If they were near, I felt their eyes on me. If they were nearer still, I would undoubtedly feel their touching, caressing, stroking of my body or intimate parts. I was in a consistent state of arousal or anticipation of arousal. I had shifted from an acceptance that I could be sexually used by them to anticipating and desiring the next experience. Unbelievably, my entire body seemed to yearn for more and my nakedness ceased to be embarrassing and turned to teasing in a new unconscious drive for experiencing pleasure. Sir and Ma'am had laid out their expectation of me and I was devoted to giving them what they wanted. I had no idea where it would lead me when we began but each step they guided me through opened new horizons of potential.
"Don't worry, dear Belle," she softly reassured me as she casually caressed my nakedness while held against her clothed body. "Your sexy, little body will do just fine." She raised my chin for me to look into her eyes. "You want all your holes available for cock like mine are, don't you?" I nodded. A shiver coursed through me, my nipples hardened, my pussy flooded, and my cock began to swell. It wasn't a conscious realization but somewhere deep within me I knew I had surrendered myself to them. I had become theirs to be molded to their needs and desires.
Later that night I teased Sir by bending over with my butt pointed at him while retrieving a dish from the oven. He commented and I giggled as I continued getting the meal ready and on the table. A couple days later, I did the same thing.
"Belle," Sir said. "Come here, dear." I did as he asked, even bent over without asking. He examined and prodded the jeweled end of the plug. I sighed at the feel of the plug being moved inside my ass. "This appears to be a larger plug." There was a pause and I glanced to Ma'am who was nodding to her husband with a smile. "Are you getting your ass ready for me, Belle?"



"Oh, yes, Sir!" I exclaimed. "Ma'am has even been using a dildo in my ass to help me." I straightened up and stood facing him. I was wearing only heels, stockings, and fake pearls dangling between my breasts. I reached down and touched his crotch and felt his cock hardening under my touch. "Ma'am said she's a slut, Sir." I heard Ma'am sputter behind me as I blurted it out. "She said she likes sex for sex and likes it with others and that both of you enjoy sex with others." He looked past me to his wife and smiled as he returned his attention to me. "I'm ready to be your slut, too, Sir. When you take my ass, she said I will be."
He opened his mouth to respond but stopped. I turned to return to the meal I had prepared. I stopped and turned back to him. "The meal is ready now, though. You don't mind waiting a while to fuck my ass, do you Sir?"
Ma'am burst out laughing. As I moved dishes to the dining room, I heard Ma'am comment with chuckles, "I think our shy, innocent girl has awakened into a sassy, submissive slut."
* * * *
"Remember, dear," Ma'am was softly reassuring me, "breath, relax your muscles, and push back slightly to help open your asshole. Just like with the plugs."
I was kneeling on the bed suddenly feeling very vulnerable and exposed. Of course, exposed had become my new normal. Vulnerable was a reaction to the knowledge that 10 inches of black cock was about to invade my asshole. Yes, I could tell myself all day that the same black cock had been fucking my pussy for days and various sized butt-plugs and dildos had been preparing my asshole. I not only could tell myself that, I did ... over and over. I was still fighting to calm myself as Sir spread lubrication over and into my asshole. I gasp at the pressure of two fingers easing inside, twisting, and plunging in and out for a minute. When they were gone, I sucked in a deep breath.
"Relax, silly girl," Ma'am chuckled as she slid underneath me. "You are such a sexy girl, you are going to love this, too."
"What ... what are ..." I tried stammering out but I felt Sir's cock press at my tight hole.
She chuckled, again. "I want to suck you cock, dear."
Oh ... God ... I thought. These two ... sex maniacs.
As Ma'am's mouth engulfed my hard cock, Sir pressed at my resisting hole. I did everything I had learned in response and the sphincter spread with the pressure. I gasped as the blunt head forced my hole open more and more. "OH ... FUCK," I cried out through clenched teeth, the pleasure sensations coming from my cock being sucked combating the searing sensation of my asshole.
When the cock head passed through ... it stopped. I didn't even have to put a hand back as my sphincter spasmed around the invader. Ma'am pressed her mouth deeper over my cock to her throat and, unconsciously, I flexed into her throat which moved the cock in my ass.
"OH ... FUCK ... YESSSSS!" I exclaimed. It was my cock that brought the exclamation but Sir thrust his cock deeper into my ass in response. Just as suddenly, my ass was filling with surging pleasure of cock sliding in and out. Ma'am was right. Of course, she was. Ma'am and Sir would always be right. Nerve endings in my ass triggered responses which quickly made any earlier pain a forgotten event. Sir's driving cock fucked me like he did in my pussy and each thrust sent my cock deeper into Ma'am mouth and throat. Would I orgasm on his cock? Ma'am said she did and said I was every bit as sexy as she was. They were always telling me how sexy, pretty, and tempting I was which pulled me eagerly into whatever experience they led me to next.
Sir's hands left my hips. I was thrusting back against his thrusts. Both of us fully engaged in the act with Ma'am underneath accepting my moving cock in the process. One hand found one of my bouncing breasts while the other wormed between his driving cock in my ass and my swinging balls and driving cock into her mouth. His fingers finding my empty pussy was a powerful shock to my system and my body exploded. Every part of it. My ass convulsed around his cock. My pussy clenched and spasmed and flooded his fingers. My cock erupted with spurts of cum into her mouth and throat. All at the same moment. The exact same moment.
My entire body shook and quaked. My arms weakened but Sir's grasp tightened to hold me in place as he continued with unrelenting thrusts into my ass, his fingers alternating from thrusting into my pussy and tormenting my throbbing clit as Ma'am sucked the last of the leaking cum from my pulsing, twitching cock.
It was moments later before Sir flooded my ass with an impossible amount of cum. Maybe ... it only seemed that much.
It was that night that we had finally agreed to my official name change: Belle Matthews.
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CHAPTER 5: BELLE SERVES OTHERS
After my ass had been taken by Sir, he rotated through my ass, pussy, and throat, sometimes even during the same activity. During the day when we had our own play-time, Ma'am simply gushed with praise at how well I took to Sir's 10 inch cock in any of my holes. I, of course, beamed with pride. It didn't feel like manipulation and, if it was, I didn't care. My every act and response was motivated by seeing and hearing their approval. I had come to them as a guilt-ridden and self-loathing girl who had never known praise or acceptance by those I served in my family. Sir and Ma'am had taken that wreck of a person and transformed me into a young woman who believed in being special, beautiful, and deeply worthy of love and acceptance. Being a true hermaphrodite wasn't disgusting to them as it was to my family but admired and desired by them. My uniqueness enhanced me rather than negated me.
How could I not succumb to their control of me when I so eagerly and desperately desired and in turn craved such belonging. My normally naked, appreciated, desired, and freely-used body was my devoted gift to them for their continued care, love, and control. Whether it was to clean some room or bathroom or cook some new meal or provide some curious form of pleasure, they only needed to verbalize it.
* * * *
"We will be entertaining another couple for dinner tomorrow night, Belle," Sir announced as we sat at the dinner table with the last of the wine. I was dressed in a sheer, floor-length negligee and heels, my breasts and nipples quite visible above the table.
"You will serve us, not eat with with us," Ma'am added. I nodded with a smile and waited for more. "I will decide on how you are dressed. It will be sexy." I nodded, again, with an understanding smile.
"That pleases you, Belle?" he inquired seeing my smiles.
"Will I be allowed to serve all of you after dinner, too?" I asked with a growing smile. They shared smiles and nodded back to me in unison. "I will finally become your true slut, then. You said a slut not only enjoys sex but also with multiple people," I explained. They chuckled with a sense of some relief. Perhaps they had been nervous of my reaction to this new element in my expectation. How silly... did they still not believe?
* * * *
The dinner was nearly ready, the dining room set and ready for four, the wine chilling, and we were all dressed appropriately when the front door chimed the other couple's arrival. I rushed in my heels to the front door. After opening it and stepping back, "Welcome, sir and ma'am." The couple were black and fell into roughly the same age as the Matthews.
"You must be Belle," the man said as his eyes roamed over my body. I was dressed as instructed by Ma'am in a very sheer white blouse tucked into the waist of my skirt but unbuttoned. I wore no bra underneath. My breasts were not only visible through the sheer material but largely through the gaping garment, too. The skirt was very short and pleated, worn low on my hips to barely cover my ass cheeks. I wore a thong underneath mostly to contain my cock until my unveiling later. Thigh-high stockings and four-inch heels completed my oufit. "You're every bit as stunning as we were told," he added.
"Thank you, sir," I replied with a genuine smile of pleasure from the comment. "I'll show you to my Sir and Ma'am."
Ma'am had instructed me in many things since my arrival to live with them as their housekeeper and play-thing. Beyond the mundane of details for cleaning and menu options, the obvious general introduction to sex in many of its forms including the detailed specifics of how Sir liked his cock sucked, she also instructed me in the ways of teasing. I learned not only how to walk in heels but how to do it with throwing my hips to capture attention and put an extra bounce to my C-cup breasts. All of that was now being used for the first time for someone other than them. As I entered the family room with the couple behind me and I spotted the pleased look on their faces, I swelled in pride that I had not disappointed them.
As I turned to ready the meal, I overheard very explicit references to and about me. I smiled and flushed in anticipation. My pussy was lubricating and my cock was straining in the confines of the tight thong. I knew I would be used by the four of them. It was another step. I had asked Ma'am once how many such steps there were to being a slut. She had laughed as we licked each other's pussies and she stroked my cock. She had simply said, 'There are no number of steps or goals, dear. Just a continual evolving series of experiences and opportunities to provide pleasure.' I took her advice and stopped thinking about the process but to simply flow into each experience and opportunity presented to me by them. I could never have anticipated what I have already experienced with them so there was no sense in trying to anticipate what would still be coming my way. If I had been paying attention to what was happening to me, that acceptance of whatever was to come would have been another sign of my succumbing to their control. There was no awareness, though. Instead, as I moved to the kitchen, a smile covered my face and pride swelled within me. I pleased them and that was all I needed to know.
Dinner seemed to have been a success. The two couples ate, drank, talked, and laughed. Sir and Ma'am stroked my thighs when I was close and soon the other couple was following their lead. I was nervous their touching might expose the secret that was to be unveiled to them after dinner but the touching was restricted to my thighs and butt.
"This is a big night for you, Belle," Ma'am softly said to me in the kitchen. I could hear the others talking in the family room. I had just completed cleaning up after dinner. She stood before me with her hands inside my blouse cupping my breasts.
"Yes, Ma'am. You and Sir have changed my life. You've not only given me purpose but respect and love. You've shown me what I was meant to be. I'm excited, Ma'am. I won't let you down," I responded.
She removed her hands from my breast, straightened my blouse, and gave the bottom a gentle tug into my skirt. She gave me a soft kiss on the lips and took my hand to lead me back to the family room.
Ma'am stood me in front of the others and took a seat next to Sir who took over. "As I was saying, this sexy young woman came to us naively unaware of what our housekeeping job advertisement was intending. But, with our guidance, she has blossomed into the sexy vixen you see now." I nodded at him. I didn't know what he was going to ask of me in the next moment but I knew where it was headed and my body was on fire. My pussy was leaking and my cock was straining against the thin fabric of the thong. "She has a surprise," he continued, "that you will enjoy. Why don't you give a little dance to reveal yourself to them, dear."
Sir pressed a remote I hadn't noticed before and a song sprang from the hidden speakers. It was a slow, sensual beat, one of many I had come to enjoy that they had used when encouraging me to dance and entice them sometimes before we played. My hips began swaying in the tiny skirt followed my the rest of my body. I tugged the blouse from the waist of the skirt and held it open to fully expose my breasts as I swayed back and forth. I turned as I slipped the blouse from my shoulders and continued moving.
Without the blouse, I turned again, bending deeply from the waist, the tiny skirt rising, my ass and thong springing into view. I straighten, my fingers working the clasp while sensuously rotating my ass. The skirt drops, covered only in the thong but my ass is what they see. I bent from the waist again, my feet spread, my ass rotating and swaying. I stay that way, showing them only my ass as I began lowering the thong, first one side, then the other, doing a dance of sorts with the string-like waist of the thong. I brought my feet together and lowered the thong down my thighs, my knees straight, bent only at the waist as I move the thong down my legs, my hips still rotating.
Naked now except for stockings and heels, I only show them my ass though I turn at the waist to flash my breasts, my feet and thighs together. Thighs together. The surprise. The enticement of the dance only showing my back. I glance at Sir and Ma'am and they are beaming. They nod. It is enough.
I slowly, sensuously, twist back and forth, a little at first and more and more until I fully spin around and open my legs, my body frontal before them, my breast swing at the quick turn, my cock swinging to the side a beat after my hips.
Gasps explode from the couple. Ma'am even releases an uncontrolled clap of delight in response. The couple are both stuttering, their eyes bouncing over my exposed body as if trying to make sense of my naturally swaying breasts and swinging cock as I continue to sway in my dance until instructed to stop.
"What... how... she's..." they stammer. Finally, "Trans? Is she a transgender?" the woman gasps.
"No," Sir responds. With their eyes glued to my body, they don't see the movement of Sir's hand. I step directly in front of the couple, turn my back to them, spread my feet, and bend over at the waist. I am blatantly exposed in all my uniqueness: my puckered asshole, my glistening pussy, my ball-sack, and hanging cock.
I remain in the obscene position expectantly. No longer ashamed or embarrassed, Sir and Ma'am have convinced me of my desirability and sensuality. I don't have long to wait bent over, however. A thick finger prods my pussy.
"She's dripping wet," comes the man's voice with wonder.
More delicate fingers lightly grasp and stroke my cock through my spread legs. "I can feel her cock swell at my touch," the woman's voice gasps.
"A true hermaphrodite," Sir adds in way of explanation. I smile and push back against the finger at my pussy. The finger disappears several more inches into me. My moan is encouraging and it becomes clear to me the couple is similarly sexual as Sir and Ma'am. For a moment I believe I'm about to be ravaged by fingers right there bent over. But, they stop.
"Fully functional? Are you serious? How is that even possible? I thought it was just a Greek legend in humans."
Ma'am chuckles, "Surprise! Yes, it was for us, too. She's been examined fully by our doctor. She is fully functional. She's on birth control. She's has anal and vaginal orgasms and penile climaxes thick with sperm. She's learned to be fucked like a woman in her three holes and fuck like a man with her thick cock."
Without their fingers and with the blatant talk about me, I stood and turned to face the two couples. I am lightly stroking my now hard cock at its full, thick, 8-inches and fondling a breast.
"I think our guests are having some trouble accepting what you are, Belle." I smiled. I knew what he was about to ask of me. It was what I had been anticipating, even wanting, in order to prove my full commitment. I reach out to them, offering to take my hands in gesture. Ma'am and I had previously prepare a guest bedroom with a king-sized bed for this eventuality.
Both couples followed me upstairs. My naked butt rotated back and forth before them. My toned legs encased in stockings and high heels clicking on the marble stairs. Clothes quickly were shed in the bedroom. Their guests were another attractive black couple like Sir and Ma'am. She with smooth dark skin, cleanly shaved pussy, and natural breasts. He with slightly lighter skin, still athletic, if not quite as muscled as Sir. The man's cock was nice: similar in size to mine; not as large as Sir's.
We had not rehearsed this. I had been given no instructions in preparation for this moment. I fell to my knees before the two men whose growing cocks reflected the arousal everyone was feeling. I took the other man's cock into my lips as I stroked Sir's cock only to be interrupted by the other woman who took Sir's cock from me and began sucking it. Ma'am knelt along side me with one hand massaging the man's balls as I sucked and her other hand familiarly stroking my cock.
With three raging hard cocks and three dripping wet pussies reflecting the highly charged sexual anticipation in the room, I was encouraged to my feet. A shiver coursed through me. I didn't know what was about to happen, but I expected it to be unique. Sir and Ma'am seemed intent on displaying me as their special sex toy. It was an attitude they had groomed me for with every step of my acceptance of our expanding relationship. Our original agreement had been between the three of us but along the way they had uncovered and nurtured a hidden slut within me. The emergence of deep trust and devotion stimulated my steady compliance with each step. At that moment, standing naked and aroused among the two equally naked and aroused couples, I was eager to comply with this new role to serve and please others, too.
I looked at Sir for guidance. What was expected of me now? Would I fuck each separately or as couples like we so often do? Ma'am was the one who had apparently given that moment consideration.
"This is going to be awkward," she began as she looked only at her friends. "But, I have to see it tried. I've thought about something like this for weeks."
Sir and the other couple looked at her questioningly. I simply stood anxiously awaiting her instruction. Whatever it was she was thinking, it excited her and that was enough for me.
It was like she was a director of a porn production, directing each person into position. She ran from the room and returned only a moment later with a large tube of lubrication. I was fairly certain now this would be another double-penetration but her excitement was beyond a simple double-penetration. She instructed Sir onto the bed on his back. As she applied liberal amount of lube to his cock, she instructed me to ride his cock backwards. I didn't have to be told. I wouldn't be taking his cock in my pussy but my ass. I straddled his hips and leaned forward to give her access to my asshole which was quickly smeared with lube on the outside and inside. I gasped, as usual, as Sir's thick cock spread my sphincter wide before the bulbous head popped inside and we both paused. The moan I heard from behind me brought a smile to my lips.
After a moment for my tight asshole to adjust to the invasion of the cock, I eased more cock deeper into my ass. With nearly all 10-inches of black cock in my ass, Ma'am had me shift my legs and lay back onto Sir's front. Sir never seemed to have idle hands when I was close to him and then was no exception as his hands and fingers roamed my naked body, fondling breasts, twisting nipples, and stroking my very hard cock.
My knees were raised and splayed to the sides as I watched the other man crawl to my wet and parted pussy. This was the DP I was anticipating and I groaned and moaned deeply as the cock slid over my pussy and dipped into the hole with just the head inside. My head lay on Sir's shoulder, his fingers still playing over my body as the new cock pressed deeper into my pussy made tighter by Sir's cock in my ass. This was my first live DP. Other times had been with a dildo or vibrator in one of my holes as Sir fucked me. This was real and it was more exciting and thrilling than I could have imagined. I was sandwiched between these two attractive and married black men with their big cock moving independently in my holes. The other man leaned forward and kissed me lustily as he thrust his cock fully in. I could feel the two cock pressing and sliding against each other. It felt like erotic impulses fired back and forth from pussy to ass and back.
Ma'am wasn't done, though. She moved the man upright, his cock still buried in my pussy. The other woman was directed over me and facing me. I was puzzled by that but patiently waited... or, at least, as patiently as I could with two cock filling my holes wanting to fuck me. When Ma'am grabbed my cock and held it up as the woman scooted back toward it, I understood, shockingly understood, but understood. I was going to be fucked by three people at once!
We had played with positions where I fucked Ma'am while Sir fucked me in either my pussy or ass, but even those times weren't like this. With two cock inside me and my cock inside the other woman's very warm and wet pussy, it was almost too much. I shook with surging arousal as all three began moving. I was trapped, immobile, sandwiched between bodies. I was two holes and a cock being fucked. I was beside myself with arousal and lust. I moaned and groaned. I gasped and grunted as cocks plunged into my body with no apparent coordination while my cock was being thrust into a gripping pussy.
And still it wasn't done. Ma'am swung her leg over me and Sir and lowered her dripping pussy to my mouth. My groans and moans muffled by her pussy, I erupted in orgasm. My pussy and ass clenched and spasmed around the cocks that showed no indication of relenting as they thrust into me while the woman fucked my pulsing and very rigid cock.
Ma'am thighs against my ears restricted my hearing but what I could hear sounded like more than noise than four people should manage and my own sounds were very muffled as Ma'am pressed her pussy over my mouth to encourage my tongue to drive deeper into her.
It had to be awkward and clumsy but at the same time it was extremely erotic just by what we were doing. In the end, everyone orgasmed or climaxed. Me... I did both, orgasming a couple times and shoot cum into the woman.
The two couples reclined in the bed after. I was sent downstairs for drinks for them. I had relieved myself of the heels. My legs were shaky enough without them. When I returned, the four of them were reclined against the headboard. I paused as I entered the bedroom at seeing them. Four very attractive black bodies slightly glistening with a sheen of perspiration that seemed to make their bodies shine.
"My God, Belle," the other man exclaimed, "you are an amazing beauty." I blushed as I approached the bed with the four drinks on a silver tray.
"With a truly amazing cock," the other woman idly commented. "Your cock, Belle, is every bit as pleasurable as these two." She gave me a wink and smile. I blushed deeper. The comments felt good and reinforced the direction my life had taken since joining the household, but seeing the huge smile on Ma'am's face filled me with a sense of prideful accomplishment.
The evening wasn't done by a long shot. The women shifted the men next to each other and, as they sipped their drinks to recover, I began licking and sucking their cocks. There would be more fucking and I would be in the middle of it.
As the night wore on, combinations of couples formed with me as a consistent third. My orgasms came and came that night as the couples shifted among themselves but I remained a common factor. At one point, the other woman straddled me with my cock in her pussy as Sir fucked her ass. The men shifted and took turns plunging into her asshole. With her orgasm, we shifted so I was fucking Ma'am's pussy and the men took turns in my ass.
There was only so many climaxes our cocks could manage, though. In time, the night ended. Sir and Ma'am covered themselves in robes as the other couple dressed to leave. I, of course, remained naked as I held the front door open for them and received appreciative kisses and last touches to my body.
"Belle," they both gushed in unison after the door closed, "you were magnificent!"
"How do you feel?" Ma'am asked softly as she hugged me.
I looked at each of them in turn. "I think I might be a little sore in the morning," I giggled. "But mostly I feel that I need to thank you."
They looked at each other curiously. "Dear," Ma'am responded, "we need to thank you." "We had an obscene idea," Sir continued, "for a housekeeper we never believed was truly possible."



I smiled while forming my words under the warm glow of their words. "No, I mean it, Sir, Ma'am. Thank you for all this. I love you two with my soul. You've given me acceptance I never received from my family. You truly care about me. You've given me purpose and opened my eyes and soul to what I am capable of being. I love being here. I love serving your needs."
They hugged me tightly and began turning off lights downstairs. Everyone felt the pull for a good sleep. I followed them into the master bedroom. It was where I usually slept either between them or with Ma'am between Sir and me. I stopped upon entering the bedroom and they noticed.
"Belle? Are you okay?"
I looked at them intently. "Sir, Ma'am... am I your slut now?" They nodded and I smiled. I was going to love this life.
THE END
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CHAPTER 1: THE BBC OPPORTUNITY
"Joni Mathers?"
I turned at the voice. I was exiting the main lobby of Farnum Industries where I worked as the Executive Assistant to Mr. Farnum, the corporate CEO. Well... Executive Assistant was part of what I did for Mr. Farnum and the three Senior Vice Presidents in their exclusive office suite. The man I found leaning casually against the building wall seemed comfortable, self assured, but non-threatening.
"Do I know you?" I asked.
"I doubt it and I just barely know who you are," he responded.
"What do you want, then?"
"My intention is not to frighten or bother you. I'm someone who does things for other people. Mostly I learn things and pass that on to those who want to know. In this case, I was paid to determine if certain rumors were true and, if so, to learn as much more as possible. After accomplishing that, I was asked to deliver a message to you... and that is all."
I glanced around me as people working for the corporation continued to pass around me and him. What could be so important that someone was paying for this man to dig into all the information he could find? And what were the rumors he had referred to?
"What's the message?" I finally asked.
He reached inside his jacket and removed an envelop. "Are you familiar with The Arches downtown?" I nodded. It was a very high-end restaurant. He handed me the envelop. "I am told that his business card and cab fair is inside this. He suggested 7:00 PM tonight."
I chuckled. "You're saying someone I don't know is inviting me to dinner at one of the nicest restaurants in Miami. To what end?"
He held up his hands. "At this point, you now know as much as I do. But... if it has anything to do with the information I learned and reported to him, I think you will find it interesting."
With that message delivered, he turned and walked away down the sidewalk. I watched him for a moment until he was lost in the crowd crossing the street. How odd, I thought. What's the harm, though? Mr. Farnum is out of town so my evening is open. I slipped the envelop into my purse and started off in the opposite direction.
* * * *
The Arches was everything I had heard it was so I was glad I chose to dress to impress. A little black dress that stopped at mid-thigh, backless, and a plunging bodice. Thigh-high stockings, 4" heels, simple pearl earrings and necklace completed my outfit.
Exiting the cab, I smiled at the doorman who I was sure had a glimpse of the top of my stockings... maybe more. My time with Mr. Farnum had taught me the excitement available from exhibitionism and teasing. If I hadn't been still thinking more about who I was meeting and why, I might have thought to flash a bit more.
Approaching the podium inside, "I am joining a Mr. Tatum," I announced. She smiled, nodded, and led me into the restaurant. I was being led deep into the restaurant and as we continued I scanned ahead for a table with a single man. At a far corner booth sat a single black man. A quite large single black man who was focused on our approach.
He was out of the booth and offering his hand as we arrived. "Ms. Mathers, thank you for meeting with me." His hand was massive around mine and his grasp was strong while still gentle. He appeared to be in his early 40's (I would learn him to be 42) though he seemed younger due to being in obviously magnificent shape. I guessed his height at six and a half (6'-5" as it turned out) and he was... muscular. Even dressed in dress slacks, white shirt open at the collar, and business jacket, his massive body was evident. And, very black with deep dark eyes and short-cut black hair. So this was Jason Tatum, president of Ebony Enterprises LLC and retired NFL defensive end after 12 very successful years. Yes, I did my own quick internet search. We must have appeared as an example of contrast with me being a decade younger, white, barely 5' tall, and him weighing probably 2.5 times my 110 pounds.
"You have me at a great disadvantage, Mr. Tatum. But, I admit, I was too curious after talking to the other man. I needed to know what this was all about."
"Please," he offered, "call me Jason. May I call you Joni?" I nodded acceptance. "I promise, you will want to hear this. Let's have a nice dinner and I'll do what I can to explain everything."
He eased his way through the telling of the information he acquired and he was correct that it was information I definitely needed to hear. He started with a background and weaved his way through some details without rushing while gauging my reactions. His NFL career was long and lucrative. When he retired, he was set financially to do whatever he wanted, the result of a sound financial manager. With his college degree, he bought into a development firm and soon bought it fully. He downsized it to do only the projects he was most interested in. Along the way, he bought into a couple other diverse companies that interested him to form Ebony Enterprises. Development was his personal interest and it was that angle that led him and an associate to Farnum Industries who own some property that might possibly be developed. As discussions progressed, it was decided the property wouldn't work for them but by that time they had heard the internal rumors. A junior legal representative let slip some information pending and strategic manipulation uncovered a major investigation against the top officers of the corporation.
"Wait... what?" I stammered out. "Top officers? You mean...?" He nodded.
Rumors and innuendo came increasingly to the attention of HR and Legal. The tipping point, though, was when two outside people were found who provided the first real evidence of severe ethical misconduct that could threaten the trust, image, and brand of the corporation. The Board confidentially authorized the installation of surveillance cameras inside the executive suite.
"Oh God, no!" I blurted out with my face sinking into my hands. The next words were mumbled, "They know everything." I looked up suddenly, "Why are you telling me all this?"
He smiled. That seemed absurd, at first. "Because I think there is a way out for you and on the other side of this could be an opportunity for both of us." I stared at him with squinted eyes. Did I trust him? Should I trust him? What were my options? I had to at least hear him out.
* * * *
Two days later, with Mr. Farnum still out of town on business, I walked into the Farnum Industries corporate office building with a lawyer at my shoulder. Jason Tatum provided the attorney. The attorney wasn't a specialist in employment law but Jason assured me that the mere presence of an attorney would be sufficient for me to be taken seriously. Instead of taking the elevator to the Executive Suite, we stopped at HR and Legal.
Stepping inside I made my rehearsed announcement, "I am Joni Mathers and this is my attorney. I wish to provide a statement."
In the next instant, offices were being buzzed and senior representatives from HR and Legal were ushering us into a conference room. It began with what I imagined was the normal blah, blah, blah: confidentiality, establishing my statements as free-will, and understanding the ramifications that could result. I then explained how I was approached by Mr. Farnum directly regarding employment and what would be the terms of that employment: in exchange for the job I desired, I would agree to provide sex to him and the vice presidents in the Executive Suite. While not detailing the acts themselves, I did detail the frequency and manner of my use and including becoming Mr. Farnum's slut at his residence. The confession of "slut" seemed to elicit the desired reaction. That I might have been a willing participant wasn't important to them.
They huddled for a brief moment, then, "We have two men who have come forward with..."
"The pilots," I said. They nodded. My attorney asked for a moment. He told me it wasn't as important to provide more details than necessary about my time with the pilots as it was that I was instructed by Farnum. And that turned out to be exactly what the company wanted to hear.
* * * *
That was Friday. The next day, Saturday, I stood in the apartment I knew I had to leave. It wasn't mine since Farnum was leasing it. Surrounding me were boxes filled with my clothes and personal things. The apartment had been furnished so there wasn't much. I was waiting for the next favor from Jason Tatum when my phone sang. The screen read, Jason Tatum. Of course it did.
"Thank you, again, Jason. You saved me. I still don't know why, though."
He chuckled. "I told you, Joni. I think this can be an opportunity for both of us unless you have something else that you can do." I didn't. I had nothing. Where would I live, where I would find another job. Yes, in exchange for my statement the company agreed to provide a neutral reference instead of the negative one that would be justified. All that in exchange for my quietly leaving the company.
Then, he instructed me, "I have a couple guys coming to store your belongs in an open space at the office. You packed a suitcase?" I confirmed I had. "After the guys leave, go to a hotel for the weekend. Meet me at my office Monday morning." Very firm instructions. But, after Farnum, I was used to that now.
* * * *
I stood just inside the door to Ebony Enterprises. I saw nothing that might be a receptionist or anyone who might be expected to greet visitors. In fact, I had the distinct impression that walk-in visitors were unexpected. I quickly scanned the area. Offices on either side, an open bull-pen of cubicles, and an open conference area at the back. Finally, someone approached me. Only then did it hit me that everyone I could see was black. Ebony... black employees... huh.
I was led to Jason's office. The office wasn't like Farnum's. It was still big but not excessively so. It was more functionally big as though it was a place where things were done.
"Joni!" he exclaimed in a way that made me feel like it was genuine. He asked if I wanted coffee. I declined. This man had helped me so much already. The 'why' was still a mystery to me.
We chatted. Farnum was due back from his trip on Sunday, did he try to contact me? I assured him that I ignored the calls as Jason suggested. He asked me what my plans were and I told him the obvious: it had all happened so fast that I had none.
"Jason," I finally said with insistence, "what's going on? You have mentioned opportunities before. What do you see as opportunities that involve you and me?"
He smiled. "I have researched you, Joni. Before our initial meeting I was just curious. After it, I was intrigued." He leaned back in his chair. "My intrigue took me all the way back to Chicago. I know about Chicago, Joni. I know the jobs you lost because you liked to entice co-workers into sex. I know you were yourself entice down to Miami for the job you thought you'd never again have. And, I know you got that job only on the condition of providing sex for those four men." He held my eyes. "And it went further, didn't it? It wasn't just office sex, right?" I nodded. There was no denying anything. There was something he wanted and he was working up to it.
His eyes drifted down my body. I was dressed relatively conservatively, at least for my recent life experience with Farnum. I wore a sleeveless dress that showed nothing of cleavage with a hem just above my knees. His eyes seemed to focus on my crossed knees before returning up to my eyes.
"Is that the way you dressed for Farnum in the office, Joni?"
Is that it? Is he going to want some special thanks for his help? Was it all for a moment of sex?
I shook my head. Explain, he said. And, I did. Short skirts, revealing blouses, sheer blouses, and lingerie. Was I being challenged? Judged? I blurted out, "And if we hadn't been discovered, I'd still be doing it." It came out before I could stop it. Why did I confess that? Pride? Trying to say that how I lived my life wasn't anyone elses business? But, I doubted he ever believed I had been coerced into it.
"Good," he said casually. "Do you realize now that the Farnum situation wasn't sustainable? In a corporate situation such as that it couldn't continue long. I am surprised it went as long as it did. Those men, for all their other successes, weren't thinking. Well, they were merely thinking with their wrong heads." I smiled at that. Now I could see that he was correct. Farnum and the other executives probably realize that now, too.
"What now?" I asked.
"Opportunity," he replied. A slight smile formed on my lips. There it was again, but what opportunity? I didn't have to prod any longer, though. "Tell me honestly, Joni. You've lost your position with Farnum. But what are you going to miss more: whatever you were doing in the job or... the sex?"
What a question, but he knew everything. How do I answer that? I'll try being coy. "Maybe both." He sat watching me. No response. No further prodding. He just watched me and waited. Fine, I thought. I blew out a deep breath I hadn't realized I was holding. "Okay... honestly... I feel that I need the job to live... but... I feel I need the sex to be alive." Now it was my turn to watch him intently.
He smiled broadly and leaned forward, his muscular forearms on the desk. "That's what I was I hoping for. That's why I gambled time and my lawyer on all this." I scrunched my eyebrows in concentration. "In order to get the job you wanted from Farnum, you accepted being sexualized. Even if you found you enjoyed it, it was a condition. What if, instead, you could get all the sex you wanted but you had to accept a job to get it?"
The twist brought a smile to my mouth. "You said that wasn't sustainable."
"In the corporate world. All those rules, concerns of image, harassment charges, on and on." He was all smile now. "This isn't that world. I've only told you about the development side and that is a small part of Ebony Enterprises. And even that part I have narrowed down to projects I want, not having to compete to get. The other companies prove why this will work here."
"What are they?" I asked. He was so sure of himself. What was Ebony Enterprises?
He smiled again. "Only if you are truly interested." I nodded. "No... from now on you need to verbalize." I told him I was. "Prove it," it said. "Take off your dress."
Here I was again in an office of a man I hardly knew and I was about to undress. I hesitated as he leaned back in his chair. Nothing more from him but that little smile and his eyes fixed on me. I stood, reached behind and pulled the zipper down. I shrugged my shoulders and allowed the dress to sag from my shoulders to expose my lace bra. I pushed the dress down over my hips, exposing my lace panties, down my legs to finally step out of it. I laid it over the visitor chair next to the one I had been sitting in and waited. Waited. I knew there would be more.
With just his fingers, he indicated my bra. This time I didn't hesitate. I knew it was coming. I knew once it started it would continue to some end. That lack of hesitation told me as well as him that I did indeed want this. Removing the bra, I again waited.
"Nice," he uttered. "What size are your breast, Joni?"
"C-cup," I answer while amazing even myself at how calm all this was as I stood in his office wearing only panties, thigh-high stockings, and heels.
"Interesting. On you they seem larger," he mused. Then he indicated my panties. Again, no hesitation. "Nice. Do you shave or had it removed?" he asked so casually about my lack of pubic hair.
"Removed," I clarified as I watched him study my body. "Men seem to enjoy a clean view and shaving is such a pain." I managed to get that out without blushing. "Now," I continued, "about those other businesses."
He indicated for me to come to his side of the desk as he stood from his chair. I sat down and he leaned over me, one hand on my bare shoulder and arm as the other manipulated the mouse to click on a shortcut. A website came up that was different than the one I had found in my search. I told him that.
"You found Ebony Enterprises as the property development business. This is Ebony Enterprises for entertainment," he responded as his hand slid up and down my arm, his finger tips brushing over the side of my breast. In the menu at the top of the page he click on Blackened. His fingers were now lightly caressing my breast and circling the nipple which was fully erect at his touch. I glanced up at him to find an assured smile returned to me as he continued the caress. The next page showed me why Ebony Enterprises was indeed different than Farnum Industries. Blackened was a porn site focused on black men fucking with large cocks. I leaned back in the chair as a link came up showing a white woman being spit-roasted by two big black cocks. At some point he released handling the mouse because both my breasts were now being caressed and fondled, the nipples teased with pinching and twisting.
"You see, Joni? You see why it can work here and not at Farnum?" He was pulling my nipples and a moan escaped my lips. One hand began sliding down my front. "You can have all the sex you want, Joni. Maybe more. Are you interested, Joni?"
I didn't nod or answer. His hand was just above my mound and I spread my legs as far as the chair allowed. In a minute... less... he would know my answer.
I gasped as his fingers slid over my clit to my pussy. And... he knew. "You are very wet, Joni. Your pussy is ready and eager, isn't it?" He stroked his fingers over my slit several times before slipping one inside my pussy, then a second. I groaned. God... I haven't known this man more than a few days and I am naked in his office, in his chair, watching a porn BBC video, and his fingers are sliding in and out of my dripping pussy. "Joni, tell me you don't want what you can have here."
I shook my head from side to side. "No," I gasped. "I do want it."
"What does that mean? What will you do, Joni?"
"Anything," I replied and that sent a surge of intense arousal through my body. It was true. I had already been ready to do anything at Farnum. This was even more arousing. A porn company? Oh, God... how exactly will he want to use me here? I'd been used at the Farnum office like a slut but that was four men. Eight black men in this office, my mind reminded me. Black men... is it true what they say? It can't be true of all black men, can it? I raised my head to look up at him. "Anything within reason. I know I'm not just sexually curious. I know I have a need for it inside me. Just keep me safe from harm." My eyes held his as soft moans escaped my mouth. "Can you do that?"
His fingers left my pussy and I groaned my frustration. He chuckled. "Yes, we can do that. Wait here, I need a quick meeting with my team."
Oh, this was happening so fast. Too fast? Was there really a chance I'd say, no? I could hear excited voices beyond the closed door. In a moment Jason returned with another black man behind him. This time the door wasn't closed. It was the attorney who assisted me at Farnum when I gave my statement, Terry Duncan, the in-house attorney.
He tore a sheet from a note pad and scratched out a short paragraph. He then turned it to me and handed me a pen. I was naked with hardened nipples and thighs spread to show my glistening pussy. Yes, he did notice it all.
"I will prepare a more detail agreement and waver to confirm our understanding of your relationship with Ebony Enterprises. For now, though, signing this indicates you are here willingly and without coercion." I read the page. It was only three sentences but it covered the essence of what I was willing to do for Ebony Enterprises. The job title jumped out at me. Office Services. The simple description included word processing, scheduling, etc. Then, the key items: "Will dress as directed by Jason Tatum. Will be available sexually as prescribed by Jason Tatum." I looked up to find them both watching with confident smiles. Why shouldn't they? I was here naked and already fondled and finger fucked nearly to orgasm. I signed it.



"Interview time, Joni. Impress us," Jason said with new urgency in his voice.
Without hesitation I slid off the chair to my knees. How easily I transitioned myself from one man's control to another. Both men stepped before me but it was Jason who I went to first. I undid his belt and zipper, lowering his slacks to uncover black boxer shorts which somehow seemed appropriate. This place, these men, they seemed to exude a black mystic, a black pride and I found myself already getting caught in it.
His boxers showed a bulge and I put my open palm over the front. My eyes open wide and my mouth opened in disbelief. I pressed against what I felt and grasped what I felt under his shorts. As I felt it, it swelled and grew under my hand. As I glanced up at his face, Jason smiling down at me, I pulled his shorts down and sat back on my heels to gaze on the real thing. It wasn't even fully hard and it hung like a thick hose between his legs. I took it back into my hand and felt its weight and girth. I could barely encircle it in my hand and it wasn't fully hard.
I reach out to kiss the head as I held in my hands but I had see Terry's now, too. I worked his slacks and boxers down and smiled as I took his swelling cock in my hand. I could tell it wasn't quite as large as Jason's but was still much larger than any cock I had ever had in my life. I set to work kissing, licking, stroking, and sucking both cocks alternately, amazed at the feel of them as they grew in my hands and mouth. This situation must be arousing for them, too. Perhaps they are used to available women (porn business, right?) but not in the office.
I worked on these cocks as if time held still and it was just me and these two cocks to devote myself to. It was a dawning realization with my mouth stretched over one cock and my hand stroking over the other. I thought I loved the feel of cock but this was different in a way I wasn't sure could be explained.
I sat back on my heels, again. Both cocks felt hard as I worked them but neither could stand up by their size. Especially, Jason's cock. It had to be a foot long and my fingers no longer touched around it. The lawyer's was only two inches shorter and almost as thick. My God, I thought, is the BBC thing real?
Jason lifted my chin with two fingers to look up at him. "Deep throat?"
I shook my head. "I thought I could. I could before. Not these, though." Then I hurriedly added, "I just need to practice."
The lawyer laughed and Jason smiled. "There will be plenty of that."
I was almost afraid to be fucked by these cocks but I needed release badly. The question in my mind was taken away, though, when Jason pulled me to my feet and bent me over in front of him. I felt his hand between my legs, then stroking over my pussy. I knew I was plenty wet. Arousal of what was happening and a built-up need. Terry, the lawyer, stepped up in front of me and held his cock up to my mouth. I opened wide and the head slid inside. At the same time, I felt what had to be the bulbous head of Jason's cock pressing at my pussy. He pressed harder before it spread my lips and popped inside my pussy. I groaned loudly. Partly it was the sudden penetration and opening of my pussy to something bigger than had ever been inside it before. But, the bigger part was the sudden gratification and fullness. No cock or penis had EVER fill my pussy so completely and, as it moved in starts and stops deep inside, the feeling only increased. He pressed and stopped, pressed and stopped, several inches at a time.
"Damn," I heard from behind me. "This is a tight pussy. Clearly she's only experienced little white penises." He pulled back a couple inches and slammed much deeper. I cried out. It hurt but it was so wonderful, too. "A few more, Terry, and we'll switch. But... first..."
He pulled back again and... "Oh, FUCK!" I cried out with another big cock at my lips. His cock slammed deeper than any cock has ever reached and jammed into my cervix. "How... much... more," I gasped out around the cock at my lips.
"Only an inch," he replied. A chuckle and groan came from in front as he pressed his cock deeper into my mouth and I sealed my lips around the shaft and sucked hard.
"Fuck," I heard, "her mouth just became a suction."
Suddenly, my pussy was empty and then my mouth. Almost instantly, though, both were refilled. My pussy felt just as filled and my mouth caught a taste that could only be from my pussy. I was being fucked on both ends. The cock in my mouth was driving harder and pressing into my throat but only a few inches. I caught his rhythm and adjusted my breathing through my nose so it could go deeper but there was still a limit to how far I could take it.
My mind was quickly going dull. Switching back and forth. Cocks rigid plowing into my pussy and sucked into my mouth. My orgasmic scream was muffled by whichever cock was in my mouth. I had cum twice before a cock spewed its load into my spasming pussy. The next switch slammed the cock inside to my cervix, again. The cock coming to my mouth was now coated with both my juices and cum.
When the second cock exploded inside me, my third orgasm hit and I struggled to keep my legs steady but hands quickly came to my aid. I was finally able to sink to my hands and knees, gasping for breath, my body quivering, and my pussy still spasming as my last orgasm seemed to go on and on.
When I recovered enough to stand, both men were again dressed. I was helped to one of the visitor chairs in front of the desk where I collapsed. I looked up at the two men standing at the desk. I was naked, sweaty, chest heaving, legs sprawled, and (probably) cum leaking from a gaping pussy after being fucked by two big black cocks.
"Did I... pass the interview?" They laughed and knocked their fists together.
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CHAPTER 2: INTRODUCED TO THE OFFICE
When I recovered enough to stand, both men were again dressed. I was helped to one of the visitor chairs in front of the desk where I collapsed. I looked up at the two men standing there. I was naked, sweaty, chest heaving, legs sprawled, and (probably) cum leaking from a gaping pussy after being well fucked by two big black cocks.
"Did I ... pass the interview?" They laughed and knocked their fists together.
Sitting as I was in the visitor chair I took their fist bump as affirmative. I had met Jason Tatum, President of Ebony Enterprises, only days before. He had informed me about a developing situation at Farnum Industries where I had been working as an Executive Assistant to Mr. Farnum. I think the part that truly attracted Jason to me, though, was that a side aspect of my job at Farnum was being the office slut to the four senior executives in the very private executive suite. Rumors about what was happening behind those secure doors led to an investigation authorized by the Board. That investigation led to pending ethics charges against Mr. Farnum and the other executives. I was encouraged by Jason to allow his attorney, Terry Duncan (the other man standing before me), to aid me in giving a corroborating voluntary statement and earn severance from the company without prejudice.
I knew Jason was intent on me filling a similar role for him and his office. The difference in this case was that one aspect of his enterprise was a porn production company not a high profile corporation doing international work requiring a prized reputation. This was my interview which had nothing to do with how well I might actually manage the office. I assume his thinking was that if I could be an Executive Assistant at a major corporation, his small office would be no issue. No ... this interview was really a test drive, a feel for what they could expect from me in a much more intimate way. I had been fucked a lot at Farnum and had become conditioned to having sex. What I hadn't expected was the size of cocks these two black men had and used well on me ... or in me to be more accurate.
Jason put his hand out to me. I took it and was pulled to my feet. He shifted his hand to a breast and kissed me deeply. He then turned me to Terry who repeated the action. I then felt hands on my shoulders as Terry stepped to the side and I was moved to the office door. I gasped as the realization hit me when I reached the open door that revealed the bullpen area where four more black men worked in support of the property development business that started the enterprise.
"Oh God," I exclaimed as I hesitated but the hands on my shoulders only pressed more firmly. "What ...?
"The interview process, Joni," Jason softly said. "We're a tight group so it's only right that they have some input into your hiring, don't you think?" I didn't respond. There wasn't time.
"Guys," he called out. I was sure they had all heard us, or especially me, in the office earlier but were merely being discrete. "I want to introduce Joni Mathers." Damn, I thought. I'm now standing naked before four more black men, possibly with cum escaping my pussy on my inner thighs, and all I can think of is if these four have big cocks, too? "Joni comes highly experienced. A lot of experience. I was thinking along the lines of Office Manager but I am thinking maybe Office Services. As you might guess by looking at her now, word processing and spreadsheets are not her only talents."
Jason smacked my ass and I understood. I moved forward dressed only in thigh-high stocks. I had lost the heels earlier while being well-fucked. The four cubicles were arranged so the openings fronted each other and I walked into the center, the four guys joining me in the middle.
They stood near me but none of them touched me. One turned his head and called out, "Boss, you're serious about this?"
I heard Jason's voice come back immediately, "I am. If you don't believe me, ask her."
A different young man turned me so we were looking at each other. "Yes," I said with a nodding head. "It's my hope this won't the last time you get to have me, either." I reached out and placed my palm on the front of his pants. My eyes dropped to my hand and back up to his face. "You're kidding me. Do you all have big cocks?"
The four guys laughed as their hands started on my naked and resurgent body. Hands were all over my body, squeezing my ass, breasts, and nipples, stroking my pussy, and finally engulfing my mouth in kissing. I was soon lost in the swarm of sensations coursing over and through my body. Then, hands were pressing me down and I found myself on my knees with a nine inch black cock in front of my face. I didn't bother even looking up to see whose it was. I just opened my mouth and accepted.
Soon I could feel cocks on my shoulders and the side of my face. Four cocks ... and me. I'd just been fucked gloriously by two men and now there are four more. And two of the partners aren't here. I began moving from cock to cock. All black, of course. All big, unbelievably. They were all 9 or 10 inches and much thicker than any I had experienced in my previous life. This was destined to be a truly new chapter in my life.
My mouth was open to accept each new cock, my lips closing around it instantly to suck as my hands on either side sought out cocks to stroke and keep hard. It was amazing what was happening, what I was experiencing. Cocks, each one, pressed into my mouth to the point where it might sink into my throat but the men all seemed to recognize my struggle for them to go further. At the same time my hands stroked up and down on other shafts. Up and down. There was actually enough cock to stroke. The cocks were over twice as long as the size of my hand.
My brain was overwhelmed. My body charged and flooded with sensations and stimulation. Six big cocks with one even bigger than the others. And I could be the center of their focus and use. What that meant in my mind was almost enough to send me into orgasm. An orgasm just at the thought of what this could be like? If Farnum thought he had created a slut, it was just the start.
I was lifted to my feet by strong hands and immediately moved into one of the cubicles where I was pressed down over a desk, my breast mashed into the top and my feet nudged open further. My mind, even in the haze of lust now consuming me, created an image of what was about to happen. I was not only about to be fucked by a big black cock, again, but four men with similar cocks lined up for their turn.
Even as that image formed in my mind, the first cock was pressing at my already cum filled pussy and steadily pressing in to the hilt. I gasped, groaned, and moaned as about 9" of cock slid in to fill me. I repeated each sound as the cock slid back until just the head was inside, my breath must have been held as it just stayed, only a moment, at the entrance before slamming back fully into me. My breath exploded with a louder groan.
"OH FUCK ... oh ... yessssss ... yes, fuck me ... yessssss."
Like before with Jason and the lawyer I was lost in the moment. This time aware of the physical sensations but also that it was happening in the open bullpen area and five other men watching, three of them probably stroking their hard cocks waiting for their turn to use me for their release. OH GOD YES.
My orgasm came before his but only barely as my spasming pussy around his cock may have been the extra stimulation he needed. I felt the new load of cum filling my pussy and even as my pussy still quivered, the cock slid out. I gasped for breath but didn't budge. Even if I had wanted to move, a hand was immediately on the small of my back and another cock was pressing into my sloppy and gaping hole. I smiled and sighed at being filled again. As this cock pressed into me, I pressed back as much as I could given my position. I wanted to be filled. I wanted that feeling of big cock filling me from wall to wall and from bottom to top.
This man fucked me with similar urgency and need. Having a naked woman suddenly thrust into the group and told to fuck had to be beyond erotic. I was being gloriously fucked and each thrust into me was joined by the sound of cock pressing into an already cum-filled pussy. The squishing sound combined with flesh smacking against flesh and the scent of sex and sweat filled my surroundings.
Another load of cum with another noisy orgasm for me and I was pulled back from the desk, turned, and pressed back onto it. My legs were pulled open and I looked down just like the men did. My pussy was gaping and cum wasn't just showing at the entrance but dripped out.
I looked up at the next man. His image seemed hazy to me but I managed to speak. "Do you ... want me to ... clean up a bit?"
He shook his head, his cock already positioned at my hole and sliding up and down my slit. "I'm curious what fucking a cum-filled cunt feels like." And he thrust completely inside. I was still propped up on my elbows and saw cum forced out around his cock. His groan reassured me that he enjoyed it, too.
Each of these men didn't just have big cocks but more cum with each fuck than two other men I had been fucked by. I felt like I was being consumed by cum and a mental image flashed behind my eyes of being coated by their cum, my face and breasts covered by thick ropes of cum.
After the last man pulled his cock from my still spasming pussy, I lay on the desk totally spent but euphoric. This "interview" was so far beyond anything I could have anticipated. Getting fucked by ONE big cock maybe but SIX? I struggled to recover, to face these men. One elbow at a time I propped myself up to ease my body off the desk and back onto my feet. One of the guys rushed to steady me with hands on my upper arms.
"Don't slip, Joni," he said earnestly.
I look down and gasped. "Oh my God," I exclaimed. Between my feet was a puddle of cum. Then I saw a drop hit the puddle and I bent forward enough to see ... cum leaking from my gaping pussy, a string of cum hanging from my gaping lips and falling to add to the puddle. I felt embarrassed.
I heard his voice and it made me look up. "You're blushing, Joni," Jason, the boss, said calmly.
"My ... God," I sputtered. "I ... I ..."
"You," he interrupted. "Yes, you. That was amazing, Joni. You are amazing." He turned his attention from me and the puddle of cum between my feet still dripping from my pussy to address the other men who were all getting dressed again. "What do you think, guys?"
One of them said, "Office Services ... it's perfect."
Another, "I was sold just seeing her naked coming out of your office with her inner thighs shiny."
"Yeah," another added, "if you don't hire her, you'll have a revolt." They all laughed. They all looked at me. I was a mess and I knew it. The looks I received, though, didn't reflect that.
"Boss," someone said, "maybe we need to have a shower installed." Well, maybe they did see what a mess I was but not negatively. Six guys were eyeing me still from head to toes and they were all smiling.
Someone left and came back with a bunch of paper towels, giving some to Jason who led me back to his office and I assumed the rest were for cleaning up the desk and floor. Back inside Jason's office he placed paper towels on a visitor chair for me and went behind his desk to his chair. He looked me over for a moment and the full realization of what had just happened fell over me heavily. Maybe I was too easy, too slutty.
He leaned back in his chair. "I never had any doubts about wanting you, I mean hiring you, Joni. I want you to know that. I am not the kind of person to use someone. Sure, I've gotten into porn and that might seem like someone who can easily use people, especially women." He paused for a moment and his eyes met and held mine. "Much of porn has a bad rep and rightly so. We try to avoid that with women who want the experience of heavy sex and willingly enter into it. I just wanted you to know that."
It became awkwardly silent. I had no idea what to say after that. I was naked in his office after fucking the six men currently in the office, including him. My pussy was still leaking cum and I was sitting on paper towels to soak it up. So, I kept it simple, "Thank you."
His eyes went back down my body and his demeanor changed, his eyes sparkled and his mouth smiled. "If you decide you want this, some changes will be needed." I asked him how so. "For one, some towels for you to sit on when needed and it may be frequently needed. For another, I think Roger is right, as sexy as it might be to see you with cum on your face and body, a shower may be necessary."
The mental image of the guys covering me with cum returned to my mind and it was quite arousing. That would be a new slutty experience. I thought I was slutty with Farnum but these guys might well show me how much there is beyond the horizon of my experience.
"You said if I want this?" I questioned. "Did you see something that caused you to question that? I mean ... I'm still sitting here naked after being used like a fuck-doll."
He smiled. "It was a lot for an introduction, Joni. It is what it might be like, though. Maybe more so when everyone is in the office at the same time. I was just concerned it might be too much."
I looked him deeply in the eyes. "To be honest, there was a moment when I think I had the same thought. Then I sank into the experience. My body took over and my mind let go of what I was doing. I'm almost ashamed to admit how much I do want this. Six big cocks. I have never experienced such orgasms. It might be awful to admit but I want that experience, I want those cocks and orgasms." I chuckled. "Truth is, I was worried that after seeing me release like a complete slut that you might have second thoughts."
He laughed at that. "You heard the guys. Slut? Sure. What do you think I was hoping for? I knew when you stripped that you were ready to do whatever was needed. No, not 'ready' but wanted to do whatever was needed. I will make you a promise, Joni, that you'll be respected and kept safe as our big cock slut, if you decide."
Damn, I thought, I can't believe this. He interrupted that thought. "Joni, are you getting aroused, again?" His eyes were fixed on my breasts and I looked down to see that my nipples were extended and hard. I blushed. "Damn," he said, "you are something. Even after all that you can still blush."
We talked about the job, the pay and benefits. The pay may not have been quite to the level of Farnum but still good. Then, "You don't have a place to live, right?" That came out of the blue. I told him my last place was a Farnum apartment. "I probably can't match the place but I can match the deal." He called Roger in. Roger handled land use and properties. They talked for a moment and Roger left. "Joni, I'm going to be blunt. We're going to use you like a slut but don't feel that is all you are here. You will have a job and paid for that job. I also don't want you to feel owned. But I have an open furnish apartment in a small apartment complex we did as one our first development projects." He waved his hand. "Before the rest of this stuff. It's yours while you are with us. It's a small place but nice." I didn't know what to say and I told me that. "If I, or one of the partners, need a favor sometime ..."
"I'll say, yes. This is amazing, Jason. I mean it. You've been a life saver when I was alone against powerful men."
He smiled. "Well, if I am, you know by now it was with an ulterior motive."
He scribbled on a note pad and ripped it off. It was the name and address of a boutique. "I'll meet with the guys and come up with a dress code for you. Understand, it will be very erotic. As if you're not hot enough, I am sure the guys will have their own ideas of how you should dress."
I stood up and gazed at him. "I know I said it already, but I don't know how I can thank you enough. You saved me from a really bad situation. But I know how I can begin to thank you." I walked around his desk to face him behind it and dropped to my knees.
"You don't ..." he began.
I held up one hand to stop him and the other went onto his crotch through his pants. As I had hoped, all this talk with a naked woman had him hard, again. I eased his belt open and his zipper down. I tugged his pants and boxers while he raised his hips off the chair. I held his cock at the base and smacked it against my lips as I gazed into his eyes. I began kissing, licking and finally into my mouth. I sucked and pressed my mouth down over it. I tried and tried to take more and more into my throat and past my gag reflex. I made progress but needed practice with the size. I would do it, I told myself. I will deep throat him; I will deep throat the others. Then they can truly fuck my mouth.
After he came, I stood while wiping my mouth with the back of my hand. As I began slipping on my bra, I stopped with a thought. "Jason ... with all this fucking, how do I get my job done?"
He laughed. "When I was think about this crazy idea, the same question came to me. I decided both were important and neither should be rushed." I smiled and nodded in agreement and waited. "I decided your real workload should be based on a shortened work day."
I stood looking at the chair with my clothes. "Any idea what I did with my panties?"
He laughed with pure joy and I smiled at his enjoyment of it. "No," he said, "but in the future, you probably don't need to think about bras and panties."
I slipped into the dress and zipped it up. I slipped into my heels and stepped toward the door. I stopped, though, and turned. "I think you're right. Bra and panties would just get in the way."
"Take the rest of the week to settle in to the apartment. Use the account at the boutique. Come in Monday ready to work," Jason instructed.
I smiled at him, "Waiting until Monday I will be more than ready, Jason. I doubt it will be the work that my mind will be on, though."
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CHAPTER 3: A BBC OFFICE
I was about to venture into a phase of my life that only a few years ago would have seemed outrageous, impossible, shameless, and scandalous. Despite a history of tempting coworkers, even married ones, into affairs to satisfy my own sexual needs, I found myself desperate enough for employment after several firings as a result of those affairs that I accepted a last ditch opportunity of continuing as an executive assistant by also submitting to being an executive office slut at a major corporation. When that situation imploded against the executives and me (which should have been predictable looking at it now, I suppose) I was again out of work and desperate for a way to live in the high-cost of life in Miami where I had moved.
What is different about this new phase? Did I turn a new leaf to square away my life? No. I was now ripping off the veil of propriety, decency, or morality. In the corporate office, I told myself to get the job of Executive Assistant that I wanted, I had to accept being the slut of four senior executives. The time at the corporation put a spotlight on my reality. When a stranger, Jason Tatum, president of Ebony Enterprises, came forward with information and assistance that saved me from the public embarrassment and shame of being directly tied to the downfall of the executives, I saw myself fully under the spotlight of my reality. When I asked him why he would help me, he said there was a potential for a mutual opportunity. That opportunity was the definition of my new phase of life. Previously, I had to accept giving sex for the job I wanted and might have never been able to get after my references had black-balled me. What he offered me was different: he'd provide me the sex I wanted if I took a job in his office.
My interview was defining. Jason Tatum never questioned my office skills. My "interview" was being fucked by the two officers present in the office that day. I thought I knew what fucking was but I had no idea what big cocks could do to me. Jason Tatum had a 12 inch cock. His in-house attorney had a 10-inch cock. My mind was nearly blown. When I thought I had passed the "interview", I was led out of the private office naked into the cubicle area where four more black men worked. As it turned out, four more big black cocks of 9 or 10-inches. My title? Not Assistant or even Secretary. My title would be Office Services.
My new boss had given me the rest of the week to settle into the small furnished apartment he loaned me within an earlier modest development project. He also provided an open account at a specialty boutique for a new wardrobe. The guys in the office all sent me ideas of what I might wear in the office. What was common in all the ideas was easy accessibility to my body.
That first Monday morning I carefully considered what I wanted to wear into the office. First impressions, right? That's what they always say. My new wardrobe was full of erotic choices: short skirts, short dresses backless and/or plunging bodices, sheer or semi-sheer blouses, thigh-high stockings, and heels. The few bras were extremely sheer with little support. And only a few sheer thongs. It had already been established that bras and panties might just get in the way.
I chose a short pleated skirt that barely covered my ass, a semi-sheer sleeveless blouse, and thigh-high stockings. The skirt didn't cover the tops of the stockings and I left the blouse unbottoned well below my nipples. No bra. No panties or thong. This was going to be constant arousal and not just in the office. I had to navigate through public exposure to even get to the office.
The complex where I now lived consisted of four two story building each with eight apartments with a small pool in the center. My greatest exposure was leaving the apartment, the corridor, and to the parking lot. Being in the car provided some protection and the office parking lot only served the office. Feeling the moist air carried by an ever present ocean breeze on my bare ass and pussy and my nipples gently moving over the fabric of my blouse had me ready for the day ahead before I reached my older sedan. Ready for the day? All I could think about for the past week had been this moment. Whatever my work assignments might be, I was bound to be fucked by numerous black men with big cocks. What if all eight were in the office today? The two other partners hadn't been there last week for the "interview". Might they be the first?
Settling in behind the steering wheel, my ass was bare on the seat, my skirt slid up, and my fingers of one hand were gently stroking my exposed pussy before I realized it. I shook my head and started the car.
"Damn, Joni!" I had parked at the end of the sidewalk and walked to the front door of the office. The exclamation came from my right where I found Steve, the in-house construction manager, approaching. He had parked under a tree at the back of the lot. He was one of the 9 or 10-inch cocks I had enjoyed in the "interview". "No offense, Joni, but you're like sex on legs."
I smiled broadly and waited for him at the door, put a hand behind his head, and kissed him deeply on the lips. "Thank you," I sincerely said. "I think something like that might be what Jason has in mind." He laughed while nodding, held the door for me with another hand going to my butt under the skirt. I didn't flinch and certainly didn't object.
I found the four cubicles in the center open area separated with a new desk between them. On it was a laptop and cell phone. A new cell phone... good. I won't have to screen Farnum calls any longer. I dropped my purse and bag on the desk, rummaged through the bag for two squeeze bottles, placing one at the corner of my desk and took the other to the counter behind the conference table. I was bent over the cupboards and drawers under the counter when I heard his voice.
"That's an intriguing sight," came Jason's voice. I started to straighten when he stopped me. I turned only my head to look to find two of the other men with him.
One said, "Joni, a butt-plug."
Jason chuckled. "Her first day in the office and she comes with accessories."
I smiled and did straighten up. I stepped to Jason and kissed him, then the other two. "I wasn't completely idle while waiting to start. I did some other shopping. You guys are all so big I thought I should ... ah ... practice. So I'd be ready for you."
"Damn," one of them uttered. "Your ass, too?"
"You wanted a slut, right?" I looked each in the eyes, smiled, and made me way back to my desk.
I sat at my desk smiling. A job. And so much more. I opened the laptop and powered it up. Almost immediately Mike, the project development guy working for Jason, put his hands on my shoulders. Another smile formed.
"I'll help you maneuver through our system," he said as his hands stroked down my arms and back up. He indicated certain icons on the desktop for me to open as his fingers began unbuttoning the rest of my blouse. That done, he removed it as I lift one hand and the other as I used the pressure pad to move through the folders. As he had me open the email and calendar, his fingers rolled and teased my nipples. I leaned back and turned my head up to thank him and offered my mouth. He took the offer and began kissing me deeply. When one hand slid down my bare stomach to my very short skirt, I opened my legs as his fingers found my already wet pussy. I let a moan slip out when a finger slipped between my pussy lips and inside.
"I ... can I ... thank you ... better somehow?" I gasped out as his finger plunged in and out, his thumb bumping my increasingly stimulated clit.
"How about that ass you were thoughtful enough to prepare," he replied softly into my ear.
"My title ... says services ... so I am here ... here to serve."
He encouraged me up, moved the rolling chair with his foot and bent me face first onto my new desk. He flipped that short skirt up and tugged the butt-plug until it popped out. I reach over and handed him the tube of lubrication. He laughed.
He wasted no time after lubing his cock. He dropped his pants and shorts and pressed the bulbous head of his big cock at my asshole. Despite the recent removal of the plug, my asshole had closed and resisted penetration but only for a few moments. I breathed to relax and pressed back against his pressing cock. The cock spread that hole and was suddenly inside. I cried out and groaned loudly. Any initial pain was quickly replaced by stimulation. Unknown to me at the time, that groan attracted the attention of others in the office and I had an audience as I took my first BBC up the ass.
He pressed steadily into my ass. A couple inches pressed in, an inch back, a couple more inches deeper until his thighs hit my ass cheeks. No cock I ever had in my ass felt anything like this. The plug didn't, either. The width of the plug was one thing but the width and length of this cock was so much more. As he began fucking my ass, slowly at first, my groans and moans became uninhibited. The reality of this happening in the open office only moments after arriving on my first official day was no longer a thought.
Anal wasn't new to me. I had just graduated to BBC anal and I loved it, too. I was anally orgasmic and I felt a powerful orgasm rising. Mike was fucking my ass with long, powerful thrusts that bumped me over the desk surface. Occasionally, he pulled me back to the edge of the desk, the combination of thrust and pull driving his cock somehow deeper. Or, so it seemed.
My orgasm preceded his. When he did climax, though, I could feel it all as his cock seemed to swell larger and pulse with his impending eruption. His cum spewed into my ass and I was taken back to my interview and how much cum each man had shot into my pussy. He leaned over me as his pulsing cock slowed and the last of his cum seeped into me.
"God, you're amazing, Joni," he softly uttered into my ear. "Thank you."
I smiled as I gasped for air. I knew what I was by being here. I was a slut. I was now a BBC slut. I loved the way these cocks felt fucking me. I loved that these big cocks have now transported me to a higher desire to be that slut for that experience. But I loved hearing those words, too. Appreciation and thanks.
As Mike's cock slowly began retreating from my ass, it seemed to pull back forever, my ass closing over the emptiness as it did. I felt the emptiness when it was gone and I felt an unusual feeling of air inside what had to be a gaping asshole. Before I could move, I felt a hand on the small of my back. That's when I knew there were others there and had seen everything. Another cock slipped into my ass. No pressure, no effort. It slid into my ass as if it was my pussy just fucked. I moaned at the welcome feeling of another big cock penetrating deeply and begin fucking me in my well-lubricated ass.
Another orgasm and another load of cum. I anticipated from the verbal comments behind me that I wasn't done. I didn't think of moving. Anticipating another cock into my ass, I was surprised when the third cock pressed into my pussy as well as the fourth.
I lay collapsed over the desktop, breathing heavily, my body and ass still reacting from the succession of orgasms, and not sure if I was done being used. Hands assisting me back and into my chair told me I was. With legs splayed, I saw I was sitting on a towel which brought a smile of remembrance of earlier comments.
Jason was leaning against the edge of my desk next to me. "How are your first moments of work going?" he asked with a playful smile. I gave him a weak smile in return. He patted my forearm, "We weren't able to get a shower installed, yet." I nodded. "When you recover some, clean up however you can and come to my office." He leaned to me, raised my chin, and kissed me on the lips. "Welcome to Ebony Enterprises, Joni." His fingers stroked a breast.
"Yes, sir, thank you," I sighed back to him.
It was more than a few moments before I trusted myself. When I did rise, the little skirt dropped over my butt and I ignored the blouse on my desktop. In the restroom, I wet paper towels to clean my asshole and pussy. I then used more to wipe the perspiration from my upper body. I checked myself in the mirror and made the decision to prepare a cosmetics bag for the office. I used my fingers to comb my mussed-up hair.
Back at my desk, I slipped on the semi-shear blouse, buttoned only the bottom two buttons and tucked it into the skirt. I tugged up the thigh-high stockings and pushed the waist of the skirt down as if that might provide more coverage.
I knocked on Jason's open door. He gave me a smile and motioned to a visitor chair in front of his desk. There was a towel spread over one clearly meant for me. I was careful not to sit on the skirt, though it was probably too short for that. After wiping my ass and pussy several times in the restroom, I still found some cum leaking out.
"Probably not the way you thought your first day would start?" he asked.
I giggled. I felt so comfortable around him. Then, again, he had helped me so much. "I admit it was a bit of a surprise but ... I am your slut, sir."
"First," he said, "no 'sir' or 'Mr.' around here. It's all first names by everyone. Second, my partners will be in the office Wednesday morning. I want to introduce you to them before ..." and he smiled. Yes, I thought, before I was dripping cum like today. He then explained the office in more detail. His partners had multiple sites for their businesses. Blackened Entertainment, Keith Burton, had a small studio for screen tests and 'amateur' vids and a larger studio for bigger productions and parodies. In addition, there was a small theater converted for live shows with various themes. Ebony Clubs, Sam Murphy, had a clubs in Miami, Tampa, and we're looking into Atlanta. All are black themed clubs that draw black men and white women and couples with those fantasies. They aren't sex clubs so to speak but ... well things can happen." He winked and it was clear that not being an actual sex club didn't mean sex didn't happen discretely. "My NFL pro career provided me with a lot of money and the issue was always how to use it. I admit this was a gamble but exciting, too. My development business was a quick success and I down-scaled it to use contractors rather than maintain a large staff. When I bought majority shares of those other businesses and our collaboration streamlined efficiencies and profit, Sam and Keith consolidated their offices here. We're just getting going, Joni. We have some exciting ideas for the future."
"It sounds exciting," I said. I held his eyes which is always a good communication tool but I noticed his eyes seemed to drift from mine to my nipples showing under the blouse material and my pussy that might have been peeking out from under the skirt. I lifted a leg, flashed him, and crossed my legs. He noticed.
"You like to tease, too?" he asked with confidence. I smiled. "Exhibitionism, too?"
"I have learned how exciting and arousing exhibitionism is if it is safe," I clarified.
"I promise you, Joni, whatever we put in front of you will also provide for your safety."
"Thank you," I replied, "that makes it easy for me to surrender to you."
"Only as a slut, Joni," he clarified. "A willing, eager slut is all I want. No submissive or slave attitude. I find a willing, self-reliant woman far more appealing."
* * * *
Two days later I arrived to work dressed in a cowl dress, also suggested by the guys. The hem again barely covered my butt. The front plunged to my navel and the back was none existent going nearly to my butt crack. The bodice was a cowl design around my neck and draped loosely over each breast. It exposed the sides of my breasts, gave absolutely no support for my C-cup breasts, and leaning forward at all could expose the nipples. This was the morning I was to be introduced to the partners.
The first two days had predictably been a lot of fucking but yesterday began requests for sucking cocks, too. Feeling their massive loads in my pussy or ass didn't prepare me for how much it would feel in my mouth. I found myself having to gulp the cum down between spurts. Big Black Cock. Was I already becoming addicted? I had always thought that was a porn fantasy but I was beginning to feel otherwise.
I knocked on Jason's door jam upon arriving to the office in anticipation of his introducing his partners on their first day in the office since my starting. He was on the phone but looked up and smiled, indicating a chair in front of his desk. He continued his conversation as I sat and waited. I didn't have long to wait, though. He hung up, leaning forward with forearms on the desktop as his gaze moved over my body.
"Very nice," he offered. "Somehow these erotic outfits seem even sexier on you." I thanked him. "Know what the guys also find extremely sexy?" I tilted my head in curiosity. "Being only 5'1" and everyone else is 6' or more. And, of course, being white. Fantasies, Joni. Black men with big cocks, right?" I nodded. I hadn't thought about it before but being exposed to it here I have realized just how much I was excited and drawn to it. "A small eager white woman. Curious, right? Not sure what the draw is but it is. Maybe like a doll for us?"
I smiled. I wasn't sure but was glad. I had noticed a certain attraction from them, the way they could pick me up and move me, position me, and even pass me between them when it was a group fucking. I wondered what it would be like if we were in a very casual situation with lots of time.
"Like a fuck-doll?" I suggested.
He smiled but the look on his face seemed to indicate he wouldn't have suggested such a thing. Maybe that came back to the respect issue he promised. That could become a fine line, I thought.
He led me to the other side of the office space where his partners had their offices. Theirs were very much like his, big but not too ostentatious. Keith, the president of Blackened Entertainment, was on the phone so he led me to the next office.
"Sam," Jason said upon entering the office with me following, "meet Joni Mathers. She is joining the office as Office Services. Sam Murphy is president of Ebony Clubs. I'll leave her with you, Sam. She needs to meet Keith next."
Sam indicated a chair in front of his desk. He was dressed much like Jason had always appeared in dress slacks and shirt without jacket or tie. "Jason has, of course, detailed to both Keith and me what your position in the office is. Just to eliminate any misunderstand or assumption, I'd like to hear it from you." I uncrossed my legs, perhaps raising it a bit higher than necessary, before recrossing them. He noticed and his eyes looked up. "He said you were a tease and your willingness to dress like that isn't the only way you express it apparently.
I smiled. "I have long enticed men into relationships. That got me in trouble with several previous jobs. My last position was Executive Assistant with a large corporation in the executive suite with four senior corporate officers. I was also their slut. Four mature white men. I thought I was happy but everything fell apart."
"Farnum Industries," he said to let me know just how much of my story he already knew. I nodded.
"Anyway, I thought I was happy as that slut. When Jason helped me, my black knight, and presented a new opportunity, I found out what happy could truly be. My interview was willingly being fucked by the six men in the office that day. Six black men with big cocks. That day, I found out what being a happy slut feels like. The past two days I have eagerly given my pussy and ass to fucking and my mouth to sucking. I have promised that I will learn to deep throat even these big cocks so I can be aggressively fucked in all my holes." He was still watching closely. "I now know I love big black cock. I want big black cock." I recrossed my legs in the same manner. I was sure he saw my bare pussy. "Is that what you wanted to hear?"



"Perfect," he said. "Now, take off that dress and I'll fill in some things about the clubs that Jason may not have divulged." I stood and pulled the cowl over my head. The rest of the dress was loose enough that it fell to my feet. I stood for a moment in stockings and heels before scooping up the garment and dropping onto the next chair. He went on to describing the nature of the clubs.
Jason had divulged everything of interest. He talked about the nature of the clubs, the fantasy, mystic of them that drew both black men and white women and couples. Although it was true they didn't allow open sex, they did allow erotic acts that might approach but stop just short of it. It wasn't unusual for breasts, pussy, and ass to be flashed while dancing or to see women being fondled. Like some restaurants and clubs, they have a few private party rooms available.
His eyes never seemed to stop roaming from my eyes, breasts, and legs. I was attentive, however, and held my gaze on his face. He looked back into my eyes at this point and gave me a devious smile. "These rooms are used by reserved parties. There are several smaller rooms that are sometimes available for more ... spur-of-the-moment use for ... activities not allowed in the main club." He was staring at my breasts. I glanced down to see the nipples were hard. "Does the potential of the club interest you, dear?" he asked while still intent on my nipples.
I chuckled, "I am naked in your office, Sam. I have enjoyed big black cock numerous times since starting work here and I can relate to the appeal of such clubs and the encounters available there." He smiled back at me. "The appeal is certainly real but I kind of also have my own little stable of black cock right here."
He laughed. "Very true, Joni. I like your enthusiasm for your job." He turned his chair to the side, raised his hips and undid his belt and slacks. I rose immediately and rounded his desk, dropping to my knees in front of him. I assisted with pulling his slacks and shorts down and grasping another large black cock. I was truly beginning to think the mystic of black cock was true. He fingered both of my nipples. "There is the opportunity at the clubs for some variety, however," he added as if selling the idea to me.
I kissed his cock head and licked the underside while gazing up into his face. I took his cock into my mouth and slowly pushed more and more inside. This was a partner and I didn't want to ignore the comment. I raised my mouth to the head and kiss it, again. While stroking the shaft, "The idea of the clubs is very appealing, Sam." I licked his cock. "Perhaps you could show me sometime?"
He laughed with enthusiasm. My God, I thought. My world was going to Big Black Cock.
He placed his hands on my upper arms and encouraged me up. He backed me to the edge of this desk and I hopped up onto it. I leaned back on one elbow, spread my legs, and used the other hand to stroke my pussy and spread the lips to expose my hole. I knew my pussy was glistening with arousal and he gazed intently. He placed his cock head at the entrance to me and nudged just the head inside. I watched and sighed. My first of the day. I smiled and raised my gaze.
He reached out and took both nipples, pulling and twisting them. "Jason has had a lot of good ideas in our association, but you are definitely the best, Joni."
I raised myself to grasp him behind the neck and pull us together. I kissed him hard and in the process his cock slid deeper inside my pussy. I moaned into his mouth. Every cock in the office spread me wide and every one went deep ... so deliciously deep. I gasped as the cock did just that with a thrust from him.
I joined him in orgasm and it seemed perfect for my first encounter with a partner. I thanked him and he thanked me. He mentioned a strong interest in spending more time in this office. I chuckled. I reached for my cowl dress as I prepared to leave and he stopped me.
"Keith will want to see you come into his office just like the way you are," he explained. I smiled.
As I turned to the open door, I tugged up my stockings which pointed my ass back at Sam. I glanced back and he showed a big smile and a small shake of his head. Stepping into the open area between the partners' offices I spotted Harry, the conceptual architect, rising from his desk. He stepped toward me but I put up my hand and pointed to Keith's office. He nodded. I took two steps and stopped. He was still watching. I pointed to my desk, he looked and a big smile spread over his face. He moved to my desk and tossed the tube to me. I used two hands to catch it and continued. Keith was the president of the Blackened group. Porn. I couldn't help wondering if this could somehow be different because he was the porn guy. For some reason I just assumed he would also have a big cock. It wasn't even a thought. It was just an expectation. I mean, everyone else was.
I knocked lightly on his open door. He looked up from what he was reviewing and he looked a bit surprised to find a naked 5'1" white woman in his open doorway.
"Hi ..." I tentatively began, "I am ..."
"Joni," he finished for me. He chuckled, "What other naked white woman would be standing in my open door." He waved me in and indicated one of the visitor chairs. I sat, crossed my legs at the knees, ever the proper woman, I guess. I fumbled with the tube for a moment before finally putting it on his desktop. He looked at it and raised his eyebrows at recognition.
"OH ... ah...," I sputtered. "I thought it would be good for us to ... well ... anyway, Keith ... he suggested there was no reason to dress after ... and you're a partner so I just thought ... maybe ... well that you'd like ... there isn't a shower, yet ..." I was blushing at my feeble explanation.
He chuckled and held up his hand to stop my stammering. "You thought I might like a hole that hasn't been used?" I nodded still blushing. "You're blushing, too. I know why your are here, Joni. I know about everything without meeting you. Jason may have said that we are a very open office." I nodded. I raised my top leg to re-cross them and he stopped me. "Keep your legs open." I did without further consideration. His eyes were fixed on my now visible pussy. Could he see cum leaking out, I wondered? Should I have gone to my desk for a towel to sit on? Why didn't I think of that?
I ventured into a conversation. Maybe he didn't want a conversation, though. "I ... I understand," I began, "that you are the head of Blackened Entertainment." He looked up from my pussy to my face. "That must be very interesting."
He laughed. "You would think so, wouldn't you. Sometimes it really is. Exciting, arousing ..." and he pause for a moment. "Some of the men and women are good performers and there seems to be a connection between them that I think is so important. Most ... the vast majority ... there is no connection, emotion, excitement. They perform to the camera. So many think they are actually actors. They are cocks and cunts and we put them together." He paused again with his eyes moving over my exposed body. My nipples had softened but I was sure my pussy was cum smeared. "You, though ... from what I've heard you lose yourself in the experience when you are being fucked or when you are sucking a cock. You orgasm freely." He paused and watched me.
Was I supposed to respond to that? "I ... I ah ... I always thought I knew what sex was. I enticed a few too many men into affairs earlier, then got enticed myself into being an office slut for four mature white senior executives. I was happy acting as a submissive office slut until it went bad. I thought I knew what sex was and what it was to be a slut for them. I enjoyed it and was willing to play the part. I might not even have realized that I was playing a part. I liked the sex so ..." I looked into his face and continued, "Then Jason. Jason and Terry. Jason saw what I didn't or wouldn't see about myself. Before, with the white executives, I got the job I wanted in exchange for giving out sex. Jason challenged me. Was it the job I wanted or the sex? He flipped it over: I could get the sex I wanted if I took the job."
"And, what, Joni?"
I giggled. "I thought being an office slut to four white mature men was what slutty sex was about." I laughed. "Four white 5 to 6-inch cocks." He was watching my breasts. I glanced down to see the nipples were again hard. I smiled. "Yes, I came here to an office of black guys but I came to find every cock being big. Every cock from 9, 10, even 12-inches big. And thick. Getting fucked here was like being penetrated for the first every time. The feeling hasn't gone away, either."
"So ... you like what you are doing," he stated.
"I love what I am doing here. I love standing at the copier and suddenly feel a finger under my skirt stroking my pussy or slipping inside. I love someone coming up behind me and cupping my breasts. I love sitting at my desk and feeling a tap on my shoulder, turning in that direction and my face bumping into the bulbous head of a black cock. I just open my mouth. I love when someone presses me over that copier, or a desk, or into a wall, nudge my feet apart and press a hard cock into my pussy." I moved a hand to a breast and began fondling it before him. I moved another to my open legs and began stroking my pussy. Our eyes met. "I think I am beginning to understand what a slut might actually be. Being fucked here is very different. And I want it." His eyes moved from pussy, breast, and my face. "When does a woman who truly enjoys fucking and sucking transition to a slut?"
He didn't respond. What he did do is stand up, open his slacks, and grab the tube of lubrication. I stood up, too. The last man in the office to use my body. I knelt in front of him, tugged his loosened slacks down and smiled. Another big black cock. Of course. It was almost hard but I took it into my mouth eagerly. I sucked and licked. I wanted this cock, too. I wanted to finally be used by everyone in the office.
It didn't take long. He was hard quickly but I sucked longer and enjoyed hearing the soft moans from above me as I worked his cock in my mouth. I knew there would be another level when I took every cock by deep throat. I needed to do that. Now, though ...
He pulled me up and pressed me face first onto his desk. There was a pause and my anticipation shot higher. I assumed he was greasing his cock. When I felt a glob of lubrication applied at my asshole, I was sure.
"Hmmm ... oh, yes," I sighed. "I knew you'd want it."
"You are a sexy woman, Joni," he said as he pressed his cock against my asshole. "And you aren't afraid to be sexy either, are you? You love all this big cock, don't your?"
"God, yes," I replied. And just then he thrust hard and his cock head shot past my sphincter. "Oh FUCK. I think I'm ... hmmm ... addicted to it, already. I love big cock. Oh, yes, fuck me. I never knew it could be like this."
He was deep in my ass and it was so good, so tight, so big. He fucked me hard and deep and long. I orgasmed and he continued fucking me. I felt his cock swell in my ass. His fingers worked underneath me to torment my clit.
"I want you to cum, again. Cum with me, Joni. Be the good slut you want to be," he encouraged.
And I did. I orgasmed as I felt his cock explode inside me. It was very good.
* * * *
"Joni?" I was still naked after having been very well fucked in the ass by Keith and standing at his open door leaving. I turned to face him. I was still breathing hard and my body had a light sheen of perspiration. "I'd like to take you to one of the studios." I squinted at him wondering why. He noticed. "Nothing devious. I think you'd find it interesting. A very sexy woman seeing porn being made." I smiled and nodded.
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CHAPTER 4: THE OFFICE PARTY
"Fuouuwwkk!" It was the closest I could get out while trying to cry out 'fuck'. I had just been pulled down hard on Mike's cock while he sat in his chair. I was facing away from him and my problem speaking properly was Steve's 9-inch cock in my mouth and throat. Mike had raised me up so just the head was inside my pussy and thrust me down the full length of his cock. It was amazing. Of course, being fucked by any of these guys is amazing and it happens multiple times a day.
I had worn a very short dress with plunging back and front. It didn't manage to stay on me long after getting to work. That is, of course, by design as the guys have all been involved in identifying the outfits I wear to work. They are all sexy, erotic, or even obscene ... if worn anywhere else. At Ebony Enterprises offices, they are just what I wear. No underwear allowed. Not that I mind because bra or panties would only get in the way of the routine feels, probes, and fucks.
Today I wore a dress and it was removed from me when this got started so I was naked while bouncing on a cock and sucking another in Mike's cubicle. I barely noticed movement at the side of my vision. I strained to move my head while keeping the cock in my mouth to see Jason Tatum, President of Ebony Enterprises. He used his right thumb in a motion over his shoulder where his office was. I used my own right thumb to indicate 'okay'. Such is the way whole segments of the day goes for me in the office. Yes, I do have an actual job with a title, Office Services. It is rather creative in that I do serve the men in the office with word processing, scheduling, answering phones, etc. but the best part of my job is being a slut to the eight men I work with. I even had prior experience at being an office slut but it was nothing like this. Instead of four older white men with 5 -- 6-inch penises, I now service an office of black men with big cocks ... 9 -- 12-inches cocks.
* * * *
I thanked Mike and Steve, grabbed my dress hanging over the cubicle wall, and moved to my cubicle. I stopped at my desk which was strategically placed between the four cubicles in the open space which was bordered by the private offices of the three partners and company attorney. Clean up? Get dressed? If I am going to get fucked, again, why bother. And Jason has the biggest cock of them all. I really loved fucking Jason. Jason was the reason I am in this job. I think of him as my black knight. He saved me and saw the woman I truly am and that led to creating this position in his small office. So it's not just his 12-inch cock that I love when I get a chance to fuck him. As such, I made sure it was his cock that fully had each of my holes. He was the first to fuck my pussy when I interviewed here. I had to practice with butt-plugs to open my ass and it was Jason I wanted to christen it for big cock. The same for deep throating. I owed him.
I ignored my dress and the cum from the massive load Mike put in my pussy or the load from Steve that mostly went into my mouth. There was some leftover on my left cheek and left breast but all the guys thought that was sexy ... maybe slutty is the better term. I scraped the cum from my cheek to my lips but otherwise left the rest.
I knocked on Jason's open door dressed in only thigh-high stockings and heels. There was a towel on one of the visitor chairs so I knew he wanted to talk. That didn't cause an 'oops' moment, though. Being naked even if this wasn't about sex didn't bother anyone. I am so frequently naked, or nearly so, in the office that it is almost a natural state for me.
He watched me carefully as I moved to the chair and sat down. I watched his eyes move to all the right places: the sheen on my cheek where I just wiped cum from it; the globs of cum on my breast; the shine between my thighs where semen and my orgasmic juices showed; and, the gentle jiggle of my bare breasts. Towels were common in the office and were used for my sitting on to soak up leaking cum from my pussy or ass and in general to clean up cum on desktops and the floor when needed.
"How long have you been with us, Joni?" he began. "About three weeks now?" I nodded. "How are you doing? Any regrets, problems, issues? How are you holding up?"
I looked at him a moment. "A new employee performance review?" I asked with humor. He laughed and shrugged. "Good, Jason. Very good. I have no issues or problems. I am managing just fine. Yes, the first week or so I might have been a bit sore and tender. It is a lot of big cock," I chuckled, "but I have adjusted. Of course, if you are wondering about the other part of my job ..."
He laughed. "The other part of your job is good, too. No complaints, Joni."
"Then?" I asked. "You promised me I would have the office's respect and be kept safe. I have that. Everyone is great. We joke together, laugh together, and work well on projects. And, yes, we fuck. A lot. And I love it all." I watched him. He watched me.
"I ... I just wanted ..." but he didn't finish and he stopped watching me. His eyes dropped to something on his desk and that something was merely a diversion. Then I realized what this was. He was concerned for me beyond the promise he gave me when this all started. My heart did a couple spiraling flips like a champion gymnast in a floor routine. What do I do with that, I thought? Nothing came the immediate response. I can't push anything more. He's given me so much, just leave it. If there is more, it has to be at his time and in his way.
I settled on a compromise, though. "Thank you, Jason." He looked up at me surprised. "I mean it. It's not just the job or the sex. It's you. What you've given me, what you've done for me."
He smiled shyly and I saw he was immediately relaxed and sure of himself, again. And, he changed gears. "I received the quarterly financial reports today." That was a real change of direction but I gave him my full attention. "All three units out-performed against expectation." I gave him an enthusiastic smile. It will probably always feel a bit weird to be naked when talking pure business with any of the partners. "The property development side was especially profitable with the couple projects we completed." That was the four guys outside his door in the cubicles. I smiled bigger. They had become my guys. They were almost always in the office. And my desk in the middle of them made our bonding easy.
"Wow, that's great," I exclaimed. "I'm proud of them. That's the smallest group of the Enterprise. Even if it has little to do with me."
"I wouldn't be so sure, Joni," he quickly responded. "Happy workers and all that. They like coming to the office and working late when it is necessary."
I giggled, "We both know why they would have to work late." He nodded. It was the same reason I worked late, too. None of us complained, though.
"I was thinking of how to show the guys my appreciation and I was thinking about a little office party. I was thinking at my place. You haven't been there yet, right?" I confirmed I hadn't. This had thus far been all about the office. "I have a private backyard with a pool. We can hang for an afternoon away from the office, drink and have some non-work fun."
A smile grew over my face. He saw it and smiled back. I asked, "Are you saying the six of us or including Sam, Keith, and Terry, too?"
"The six of us." He studied me. I felt my nipples re-harden and he noticed. "You know what I am thinking." I nodded. "It's out of the office and I don't want to assume too much ..."
"God, YES, Jason!" I blurted out. "You know how I feel about those guys in particular. You are a great boss and they respect the hell out of you. It would mean a lot to be able to show your appreciation through me." I stared him in the eyes. I wanted to say more. I wanted him to know how I felt. Our eyes held each other for a long moment as if we were both waiting for the other let more out.
* * * *
I wouldn't call it a mansion. Jason's place wasn't like the over-the-top place Farnum owned but it was very nice. It was a sprawling single story that spread across the property. A three car attached garage, an entry in the center of the rest of the place and two wings from there. I could see through the entry to windows at the back. I was very curious as I parked among the four other cars. It seemed I was the last to arrive. Oddly, I felt nervous. We weren't in the office ... and this was Jason's home. This oddly felt very different. It somehow felt more intimate.
I rang the door bell and as the chime inside died away, the door opened with Steve welcoming me. He was wearing a swimsuit and unbuttoned shirt. As I was passing him, I turned, "Nobody told me about swimsuits."
He simply laughed and gave me a peck on the lips. "Of course not. Why would we want you wearing a swimsuit?"
I shook my head. Why would I be surprised. I am frequently naked in the office while and after being used, why would this be different. I started walking to the back of the house where I could see the others outside when Steve's hand on my shoulder stopped me. The sundress I chose was short (of course) with no back and loose fitting in front. It had the effect of presenting flashes of the sides of my breasts and provided no support for them. The light material of the dress allowed any wind to move it. So, when Steve's hands slid the spaghetti straps off my shoulders, the dress fell easily to my feet.
I turned to him, "So I don't even get past the foyer before become naked." It was a statement of reality and the spreading smile on my face showed it was a statement of acceptance, not just of his stripping me in the boss's house but of whatever might be in store for me as a result. There had never really been any doubt of what it meant for the only woman among five men. Just to show my acceptance further, I kicked off my sandals and dropped my small purse on a small table in the foyer.
As we exited the house through the sliding doors to the patio, "Look what I found," Steve announced.
The men were sitting or milling about with beers in their hands. There was an elaborate grilling standing on one side with two large coolers nearby. Harry quickly moved to one and pulled out a beer, opened it, and handled the bottle to me. The patio extended beyond the overhead cover to a decent sized pool and a well maintained lawn and plantings beyond. A six foot fence surrounded the backyard. Although a few second story windows were visible, the yard did have the feel of privacy.
Jason stood and approached me. He shifted his beer from one hand to other. He leaned in for a kiss that I eager returned.
"OH, GOD!" I exclaimed as his hand (previously holding the beer bottle) cupped my bare breast. I gave him a playful swat on the upper arm and everyone laughed. I joined them, of course. I looked at each of the five men surrounding me with a huge smile covering my face. I loved what I saw. They were all dressed casually in shorts and shirts. I was the only one naked. We all knew what was coming. But the atmosphere among us was casual, relaxed, and playful. My body was already responding to what I anticipated. My nipples were hard and felt my pussy moistening. And, Jason confirmed it.
Jason held up his bottle and everyone joined him. "I hope you know how much I appreciate everything you guys do. I know I have setup a different model for the property development work we do but we've seen that careful management of each element and oversight of contract work it requires really does work." Steve had stayed near me and had been just behind me on my right side. I felt him bump against my right shoulder and his arm around me to my left hip. For a moment his hand was still but only a moment. He stroked my hip a few times before rising up my left side. I opened that arm just a bit as his hand moved up my side until he was cupping my left breast and softly fondling it. Jason, standing in front of me, noticed with a smile.
He continued, "This past quarter's results were stellar. Thank you... sincerely. I wanted to do something different to express that. I thought an afternoon away from the office ... paid, by the way (cheers) ... might be nice. I approached Joni with the general idea and she eagerly agreed before I actually asked her anything. I think we all agree Joni is a great asset to our group."
"Boss," Harry said, "we all agree she has a great ass." They laughed, I turned and it was his turn to be swatted on the shoulder but I followed it with a smile and quick kiss.
"Yeah," Roger added, "and we've all enjoyed it." Roger was just out of reach so I did an exaggerated curtsy.
"Joni's eager agreement to this afternoon," Jason continued, "is her own way of expressing thanks." He motioned to me.
I moved from Steve's still fondling hand to stand before Jason. A new smile formed on my face as his hand wound around my right side to fondle that breast. "As Jason said, I wanted to add my thanks with his. My thanks is for everything I have experienced with you but mostly for the respect and care you have shown me. You are aware of my sordid past." Most of them simply nodded. "I have learned something about the past and the present. I may have acted like a slut before at some level but everyone in the office have released something much deeper from me. You've released a slut within me I might have been fearful of if not for the respect and care you give me." I looked down at my bare feet and felt the blush rush over me. Blush or flush? Was it embarrassment or arousal? "God, I am standing here naked confessing how much of a slut I have become."
Jason must have put his beer down because he was suddenly fondling both my breasts and one hand slid down my stomach to my mound. I scanned all the men before me as our boss openly fondled me. All eyes were on his hands. They were all used to fucking me in both holes and my mouth on their cocks. We were all feeling this was somehow different and were waiting as if to have it clarified.
In full control, Jason did. "We're not in the office from this afternoon to early evening. We have hours to relax and enjoy ourselves. Joni is eager to assist in that, aren't you?" I nodded. I imagined my wetness streaming down my inner thighs from my pussy. I parted my legs a bit more as he leaned over my shoulder to slip a finger over my slit and penetrate my pussy. I moaned ... an unabashed moan. "We have hours to explore our Joni's willingness. We aren't limited by time. We are limited by bending her over or on top of a desk." He put his mouth to my ear but still spoke loud enough for everyone to hear. "This afternoon is only limited by our imagination, right Joni?"
A shiver visibly shook my body. God, I was horny. I knew exactly what this celebratory party was going to be as far as I was concerned. I am fucked by most of these guys every day. And, yes, the office environment presents some constraints on how that fucking happens. As Jason just said, all that was gone. They had hours to explore the options they could approach my body with. I knew before I arrived. I knew more when my dress was removed in the foyer. I knew without question by Jason's little speech. I was their slut in the office but all the constraints of the office were now gone for the next hours. I was more aroused and excited than I could ever have imagined before in my life. My entire body was tingling with super-charged intense sexual desire. I needed to orgasm and soon.
I stepped forward and Jason's hands slid off my body. I stepped into the other four men and they formed around me. Instantly, four pair of hands were on my naked body. As some hands stroked and caressed my back, ass, and breasts, other hands and fingers began twisting and tugging on my hard nipples while other fingers slid between my thighs, glancing over my aroused clit and over my dripping pussy. Soon, another hand pushed between my legs from behind and almost simultaneous, a finger from two separate hands penetrated my pussy.
"OH ... FUCK!" I exclaimed as the two thick fingers drove in to the last knuckles. "Ohhhh ... Godddd ... yesssss ... I ... ohhooooo ... need ... please ... cum ..."
My legs were shaking as I put my arms on nearby shoulders as another finger probed my ass. "Foyer ..." I gasped, "my purse ... foyer ..."
The hand at my ass was gone. I heard the sliding door open and close. Barely a minute later it happened, again. Before I could think about it I felt a glob of lubrication pressed on and in my asshole. "Ohhh ... fuck ... yesssss," I exclaimed as a thick finger pressed in and began sawing in and out. The fingers in my pussy were doing the same and it was wild being two fingers from different hands. Someone started chewing on one nipple as the other nipple continued being twisted and pulled. When one of the fingers in my pussy twisted and began rubbing along the upper front inside, I gasped and nearly lost my balance except for the shoulders I was desperately holding onto. The finger bumped against my g-spot and once found continued to torment it.
"OH FUCK!" I cried out. "OH GOD ... OH FUCK ... OHHHHH YESSSSS!" as I exploded in an intense orgasm. My legs began going limp and I wasn't the only one aware of it as a strong arm wrapped around my waist to add support as my arms began to slip. The guys continued. I thought they might stop. I hoped they might stop once I orgasmed but they didn't. The onslaught continued. I kept orgasming, one on top of the last. It seemed like forever but I am sure it was long minutes.
When all fingers and hands were suddenly gone, I was in a daze but still firmly supported. Steve had me. I smiled weakly at him and dropped my head to his shoulder. We were still only a moment, though. He began walking me and I worked to focus my eyes. Fifteen feet away and just short of the pool was Mike lying on a reclined lounge chair. He was naked and holding his big cock straight in the air. Steve and Roger lifted me into the air like I was nothing and put me down with my legs on either side of the lounge and Mike.
I looked down at Mike as I felt my body lower and felt his cock near my pussy. He had a very devilish smile on his face. It couldn't be that he was about to get fucked by me. That happens too often. My mind was mush, though. I wiggled over his cock until it sank just into my gushing pussy. His hands grasped my hips and I was pulled down over his long shaft. I gasped and moaned and sighed at the sudden and complete penetration. My body shivered. My previous orgasms still ebbing, the sudden deep and thick penetration nearly sent me off into another.
My eyes glazed over and my mind shifted into neutral. I was somewhat aware of movement around me. When a finger pressed at my asshole again, I was barely aware of the slick feeling of it plunging in and moving in and out. When it was gone, though, I was pulled down against Mike who immediately smothered my mouth with kisses. I was surging more from the passionate kissing and my own hips bouncing up and down on his cock. Other strong hands stopped my hips from moving but I was lost in the kiss and the fullness in my pussy. There was no mistaking or ignoring the new pressure at my asshole.
"FUWUCK!" I exclaimed into Mike's mouth as he held me tight and the pressure at my asshole increased steadily. I pulled my mouth from Mike's and cried out, "Noooooo ... ooohhhh ... no, no, no ..." but the cock pressed past my sphincter. "OOOOOOHHHH ... FUCK ... OOOOHHHH." The cock kept pressing further in. The fullness was impossible. I have been fucked by these big cock in both pussy and ass but always separately. This ... double penetration with big cock ... was ... too much. Separately their big cocks stuffed me fully. Combined the fullness, the sense of being stuffed with cock, was beyond my believing. But even as I fought the thought that they might physically split me, the searing pain eased and what was left was the incredible feeling of being stuffed with big cock independently moving in adjacent holes, sliding over each other with only that membrane of tissue inside me separating them. The nerve endings surrounding the cocks kicked in to override the feeling of my asshole opening being stretched.



"Yes ... ohhhh yessssss ... yes ... please fuck me ... like that ..." I moaned out as the two cocks began more aggressively moving inside me. I heard chuckling around me. I had been lost in the moment of me and the two cocks but there were others there, too. I felt a bump at my cheek. In a daze, I turned in that direction and felt the bump again but at my lips. My mouth open to have another cock pressed past my lips into my mouth to the edge of my throat.
"Damn," I heard, "air tight. She actually did it." I opened my eyes but all I could see was black skin. Three big black cocks that a moment ago were invaders were now the source of the most intense.y pleasurable fucking imaginable. It seemed the cocks in my ass and pussy were shooting sensations from nerve endings back and forth between the two chambers. The cock in my mouth had just entered my throat and it too was fucking me.
"Oh man," I heard from above me, "she just opened her throat. I am in her throat." In the next moment my nose bumped into his body ... whichever of them he was.
Another voice I wasn't even trying to identify exclaimed incredulously, "Fuck ... look at that! You ever see anything like that? What has she got? She must have about 30-inches of cock in her."
That was all it took. It was impossible for me to focus and comprehend as I was being taken by these cocks but when I heard that all the sensations and stimulation came together like an atomic sequence. Both my pussy and ass went into orgasm on top of each other and my throat clenched around the cock there. The cock in my throat quickly retreated to my mouth.
A string of exclamations, moans, groans, and gasping escaped my mouth but muffled by the cock still there. My entire body shook and quivered.
I was dazed and limp. I had collapsed on top of Mike and it was only when the feeling of cocks not moving in my ass and pussy did it sink in that they had stopped during my orgasm. I also realized my mouth was empty.
"Guys," I gasped between panting for air, "what the hell?" Silence fell around me but my exclamation wasn't meant to be negative. "That was ... the most awesome ... amazing thing ever."
They started easing into fucking me, again. It was then that I realized by the pulsing of their cocks that they hadn't cum but were very close. As the thrusting became more powerful, I turned my head in anticipation of the cock returning to my mouth, too. It didn't, though. I looked up to find Harry and Roger standing nearby stroking their hard, long cocks. I shuddered at the thought that came to me. When these two came, the other two were ready to immediately take their place.
* * * *
Jason hadn't participated. After it was over and I was helped back to the patio, I found Jason at the grill caring for the steaks cooking there. He was still in shorts and an unbuttoned shirt and sipping a beer as he moved the slabs of meat on the grill. Even after being ravaged as I had just been I found myself thinking about the 12-inch cock under his shorts... when hard, of course.
I was sitting under the shade screen in a chair sipping my own beer while my body struggled to ease from the multiple intense orgasms I had experienced by the double penetrations. Actually, I wasn't sitting on a chair but on Roger. My back was against him and my legs were outside his which fully exposed my cum-drooling pussy. Roger was lightly fondling a breast and nipple while also sipping a beer. His office mates were in chairs opposite us in casual conversation and joking. My used body exposed so blatantly might seem to be embarrassing but not after these weeks of being their office slut and just openly fucked so completely. My exposed cum-leaking pussy seemed more a badge of honor or accomplishment now.
Jason closed the grill and leaned against the counter. "That was the most erotic thing I have ever witnessed," he casually said looking directly at me and his eyes flicking down to my leaking pussy.
"Jason," I replied more casually than I would have thought, "you are part owner of a porn studio."
He nodded and paused a moment. We all watched him and I had the sense the four other guys were as curious what he would say. "True. And I have been there to witness the making of videos on occasion as you suggest. I have certainly watched videos as all of us have." He looked intently at me, his gaze moving from my face to Roger's hand moving on my breast to my open pussy smeared with cum from these men and my own orgasmic juices. "What was so erotic, Joni, was that it was real. So much of porn is staging, positioning, stopping, starting, and acting. Maybe pretending is better because few are very good at acting." The other guys laughed and nodded in a way that made me think it was knowledgeable agreement not just accepting the boss's comment. Me ... this was news. "There was nothing fake out there," he waved his hand in the direction of where I had been consumed by cock. "Joni, you were experiencing something for the first time and that something seemed over the top for you. Your reaction to it was real and explosive." He looked at his guys and added, "And don't think it wasn't the same for the guys, too." They all nodded.
"It's true, Joni," Steve added, "that was a first for me, too. Thank you." Roger kissed my cheek and pinched my nipple.
"Watching you out there," Jason continued, "watching you experience that and seeing your reaction, your response to it, I now regret fucking you that first time from behind. I now wish I had fucked you face to face so I could have seen your response to a big cock opening your pussy."
I might have blushed, even after everything. "I didn't believe I could take you inside me. And then it was Terry fucking me. Then you brought me out naked to meeting them," I indicated with hand to the other guys. "Meeting ... hell it was fucking. My first experience with big cock was six big cocks."
"So," Jason continued, "after all that and now, how are you feeling?"
I smiled at him and each of the others in turn, except for Roger who I pressed my back into. "Feeling? I don't want this to end. I am going to remember this day for a long time." They chuckled. "Especially if we're not done."
Jason held up his bottle and the rest of us followed suit. "To Joni. May we never lose her." That was followed by exclamations of agreement. At Farnum they wanted me to be submissive and respond to their demands. Demands. I was sluttier here at Ebony but I felt I belonged, I was a part of them. They fucked me and touched me when they wanted but we were a team who worked, laughed, and were comfortable together. And that wasn't mentioning 50-inches of cock.
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CHAPTER 5: JASON
The party hadn't ended after eating. While I was being ravaged by two successive impossible double penetrations by big cocks, Jason had observed from a distance as he prepare the steak meal. After eating and laughing and teasing as if our nakedness wasn't the result of recent fucking or fucking yet to come, the afternoon continued and much of it was fucking and sucking. Five big black men with big black cocks and little 5'-1" me. All of them towered over me and all of their cocks seemed too big for my body.
Splashing in the pool turned into fucking. Relaxing on the patio talking with me usually on someone's lap turned into fucking. The afternoon and into the evening was a steady sequence of fucking and sucking. The five men rotated much of the time which provided sufficient time for their recovery and another go with me. By the end in early evening, cum wasn't leaking from my asshole and pussy but was a stream. Each new cock thrust into me provided obscene sound effects of squishing as cum was forced out.
At the end, I was spent. As each of the guys dressed to leave, they stopped at the chair on the patio where I had collapsed. Each gave me a kiss on the lips and a familiar fondle of a breast. Each, in their own way, quietly thanked me. I really did like these guys. Despite fucking in the office and just completing hours of fucking here, they still regarded me as work mate ... just with benefits.
When Jason returned, he helped me to my feet and led me into the house and down the bedroom hall. "Use my shower. Maybe you'll feel better after."
So nice, I thought. Letting me shower before heading home myself. I didn't doubt that a good shower would help even if just to clean off the cum on my body and between my legs. It felt so good that I stood beneath the hot water for what seemed like a long time. When I finally stepped out of the glass shower stall and dried off with a huge fluffy towel, I wished I had thought to bring my dress.
I walked down the hall in search of Jason and my dress. Finding neither, I called out, "Jason?" I tried a bit louder, "Jason, do you know where my dress is?"
He came from around a corner where the kitchen was. I now recognized the sound of a dish washer starting its cycle. "Yes, I do," he answer. "I don't want you to put it on, though."
I stopped in my tracks about ten feet from him. "What do you mean? That's too much exhibitionism, Jason. I can't go home naked."
He chuckled. "No, not go home naked. I want ... no ... let me start over." I watched him take a breath. "Joni," he began again watching me closely, "I want ... I would like you to stay the weekend."
"What?" I searched his face. He had slipped into his shorts from earlier but he face was composed. "What do you ... what's going on?"
He closed the distance between us. His hands held my shoulders and moved smoothly to the sides of my face and kissed me lightly on the lips. He pulled back slightly gazing into my eyes. I was confused. He kissed me harder and longer. He gazed into my eyes again. I was still confused but also nervous now. What was happening. I wasn't sure I wanted my mind to go in the direction that seemed logical. When he pulled me back into a kiss, my arms went around his neck. My bare breasts were pressed into his bare chest. I pressed my hips into him and felt his big cock inside his shorts respond. This felt too different.
When we separated, "Jason, please ... what ...?"
He took my hand and led me into the large, very manly family-type room. He sat on a huge sofa and pulled me onto his lap so I sat across him. One of his hands lightly rested on my thigh while the other arm lightly wrapped around my waist. It was almost shocking to my system that no intimate part of me was being touched.
"I have to know. Or, at least I want to see," he answered. "Joni, you are a magnificent woman. I felt something early meeting you and it hasn't let go of me." I was flabbergasted. Was he even serious? He's my boss. He hired me to be the office slut. Was he serious? As if reading my resistance despite my own feelings, "I don't know where this goes, Joni. Nobody does when they start out, right? I just want to see."
"Jason," I countered despite liking the idea, "I'm the office slut. I fuck everyone in the office. What do they call that in porn? Free-use? That's me."
"I know that. Just consider for a moment that for the past ... what? ... six hours you've been fucking and sucking with all your holes being used." That was kind of my point, I thought. "And I am still having this talk with you."
Holy ... he's serious. "But ... but how could this possibly work? I mean I fuck ..."
"That's who you are, Joni." Okay, that was a different approach ... acceptance. "We both accepted that when we first met. What's different now? Now you've discovered you're a black cock slut." I squinted my eyes at him. He was completely serious. "That is part of who you are. Why would I want to take that away from you as long as it is safe and controlled?"
I squinted at him, again. "Are you talking about a relationship or a personal slut?"
He laughed and pulled me into his chest. He hugged me and kissed the top of my head. His hands still doing no more than softly stroking an arm and my back. "A relationship. I already have a slut at the office. You might know her."
I giggled, turned my head and kissed his shoulder. A relationship. I guess he was feeling the same thing after all. I pushed away from him and kissed him on the lips. "How is this going to work?" I asked.
"Slowly," he replied quickly, "and honestly. And carefully. At work I am a boss. At work you are a slut. Away from work we try to leave that behind."
"Sounds tricky," I offered.
"Yes, but worth the effort?"
I nodded and kissed him, again. "Yes, definitely worth the effort." I kissed him again. "I will spend the night. We'll talk more in the morning." He nodded at the compromise.
I slipped off his lap and tugged on his hand. Even leaning back with full effort I was barely budging him. "Come on," I urged, "I'll give you a shower. Then I am interested in knowing if I am as good in bed as the slut."
He chuckled as he stood largely on his own. "The slut has never been in my bed." I smiled at him. Very true.
* * * *
My eyes caught the image of us through the glass walled shower and the huge mirror over the bathroom counter and sinks. I was on my knees in front of him after thoroughly soaping his body. My mouth was sliding over his long, hard cock as he leaned against the wall below the shower. I was taking it slow, relishing the feel of his big cock sliding through my mouth and into my throat. This felt so different now. Despite loving the feel and energy of this cock and secretly harboring my own feelings about this man, his confession of his own feelings released something powerful within me.
I had his cock fully in my throat with my nose pressed into his groin, something that wasn't necessarily achieved every time I tried. It always fascinated me how two extra inches could be significant over the other guys. I felt his cock pulse in my throat and I immediately eased myself back. I wasn't ready to try taking his climax deep in my throat.
His hands eased me up. His cock slipped from my mouth as he pulled me up and our slick bodies pressed together, and our mouths seeking and probing each others. My mouth losing his cock, my hands replaced it.
"I've cum so much today," he softly uttered as he held me tight under the water, "and you wanted to challenge yourself in comparison to my office slut. I don't know how much I can cum in one day."
"Hmmm ..." I giggled looking up at him while continuing to stroke his cock, "that sounds like another challenge." He playfully swatted my butt and turned off the water.
After a flurry of towels battling each other as we playfully attempted to dry each other more than ourselves, I led the way into the bedroom and sprawled on my back in anticipation. As he crawled onto it after me, though, I rolled to my knees and waited for him to replace me. He was no sooner on his back when I swung my leg over him and rubbed my pussy over the length of his mostly hard cock. Mostly was all I needed as I raised my hips up, grasped his cock, and aligned it by hand movement and my hip movements to find my hole. I sighed as the bulbous head parted my lips and moaned as I pressed down over it smoothly until I was sitting on his thighs.
As I slowly moved up and down on his cock, I felt it swell and lengthen inside as my pussy repeatedly clenched around it. I leaned forward, my hands on his wide chest for support, and slowly increased the intensity of riding his pole. My breasts bounced and swayed until he reached up and captured both in his hands. He fondled and squeezed before twisting and pulling the rock hard nipples. I moaned and gasped as his cock moved inside me, spreading my pussy, and bumping deeper than any other cock. It took me a number of fuckings by Jason before I was able to take his full 12-inches inside.
I was bouncing faster and harder when I thought I might have lost my balance only to realize Jason was rolling us. I wrapped my legs around his waist as he took over fucking with powerful and dominant thrusts. Now I was groaning and gasping as he rammed his cock fully into me, our flesh smacking audibly, and his cock prodding the top of my pussy. He thrust harder and harder and I was nearing yet another orgasm quickly.
"No," I mumbled between gasping breaths, "I want you to cum." Somehow his thrusts became ever more powerful and I thought he was trying to join my orgasm but he wasn't.
"Cum, Joni," he softly urged, "I want to see your orgasm in your face."
Oh FUCK, I thought. There was no holding it back, though. The stimulation was one thing but his words, his soft request was what put me over the edge. My legs tensed and my butt raised off the bed. My hands clutched the sheets in a death grip, my back arched, and he continued plowing his big cock into me.
My body was still shaking, muscles twitching involuntarily, my breath gasping when my pussy was suddenly empty. I could feel my pussy tightening but it found nothing. The next moment I was being rolled onto my stomach and lifted to my knees. I hadn't gather myself quickly enough to get my hands under me but my elbows provided support to my upper body.
"Oh ... FUCK!" I cried out as I was just as suddenly rammed full of cock, again. His strong hands gripped my hips as he thrust powerfully into me. Our bodies smacked and my breath shot out of my mouth in grunts as if his cock was forcing it out. He was relentless. It was beyond reason how he could continue without cumming. It when on and on. I muttered, sighed, and groaned in a continuous string. Then, I was empty again. I groaned in frustration. The fucking was relentless but when it was gone, my pussy empty, it was wrong. I wanted more. I needed more.
The bed sagged and moved and it made no sense until his cock head was prodding my face. I opened my mouth and slid it past my lips, over my tongue, and into my throat. I was panting so hard for air I wasn't sure I could manage the control necessary to be fucked in my throat. But I did. And while I was being face fucked, he leaned over me to mash and strum my clit. And, again, it all stopped.
My head was hanging with my long hair obscuring everything. I found him standing next to the bed. He wiggled his finger to me and I crawled unthinking to him. I had no idea what he hand in mind next but I wanted it. I wanted it even more than I wanted to do it for him. He raised me up off my knees and I struggled to get my feet under me. It was only a momentary success, though, as he popped me up to his chest, my legs instinctively wrapping around his waist and my arms around his neck.
"When I say when, I want you to release your arms around my neck." I gave a slight nod. "Joni?" This time I nodded harder. What the hell was this, I wondered but it was fleeting, my mind not really focused enough. He held my ass with one hand and I felt something slide over my pussy and come to a stop at my gaping hole. I was trying to process it when he told me to let go.
"FUCK ... FUCK ... fuck, fuck, fuck," I cried out. I released my arms and they fell to my sides just as his hold on my ass relaxed and I dropped. Gravity took over and I dropped 12-inches over his cock, jamming the head deep inside, and crushing my clit against his pelvic bone. The third time he lifted me and dropped me back down duplicating the action like the first time happened perfectly. I exploded in another orgasm.
He held my limp body with two hands under my ass as he continued raising and lowering me over his cock while my body shook, again.
He eased himself backwards to the bed and shimmied back onto it, all the while holding me anchored by his cock. He fell back with his hands outstretched holding me upright, his cock deep inside me.
"Now, Joni," he softly said to me. And I knew. Now he was ready to cum.
I gathered every bit of energy remaining in my body and began rising and dropping on his cock. Moments after I began I was bouncing furiously on him, my pussy clenching his cock, my breasts bouncing and swaying. When he climaxed, it was as if he had abstained for a month. At least, that's what it seemed. My tired face was beaming as I felt his seed fill me.
* * * *
In the morning I awoke in bed alone. For a few moments I felt disoriented. Nothing was right: not the light streaming in from the window, not the sounds coming from outside, and not the room I found myself in. I had slept like the dead after that last fuck and being in Jason's bed last night for the most delicious, energetic, and mind bending and body crashing sex imaginable.
My hands lightly stroke my naked body under a single sheet covering as the events of the previous afternoon and evening flowed back into memory. Those events with my boss and four other men from the office were a stark difference to what happens in the office. I am the office slut; hired largely for that while also performing real office tasks, too. In the office, I am dealt with quick, awkward fucks mostly bent over or on a desk and urgent sucking. Yesterday was different. All afternoon and into the evening the men had fucked me and enjoyed my sucking in a relaxed, unhurried atmosphere. Despite being familiar (very familiar) with their big black cocks in all my holes, yesterday was a first for double penetration and relentless fucking and sucking. It would only be a guess as to how many loads of cum I received in and on me or how many magnificent orgasms I experienced. And the guess was hard to believe.
When the rest of the guys departed in the evening from Jason's home and I used the shower to clean up before leaving myself, Jason altered everything for me: a serious declaration that he wished to explore a personal relationship with me. With me! The man who hired me to assist in the office but also be an office slut for seven men (his four direct employees and two partners) wanted to pursue a romantic relationship.
I scrambled out of the bed and used the bathroom, finger combed my long hair, and a wash cloth to clean myself between my legs and under my arms. I looked at myself in the mirror and shrugged. He knew what he was getting.
I wandered bare foot and naked from the bedroom and down the hall toward the other end of the single story house where I knew the kitchen probably was. The closer I got the more the smell of coffee came to me. Passing through the foyer I saw the sundress and sandals I had worn coming here yesterday and were stripped from me upon entering the house by one of the other men. He had known why I was there and I had known why I was there and my being clothed was not on the agenda even if they were clothed. I continued walking without further thought about clothes.
"Good morning," I offered upon finding Jason at a small table in the kitchen. He looked up from the paper he had spread over the table, smiled warmly, and quickly folded the paper and put it away.
He stood and moved to me. He was wearing boxers. I had certainly seen him partially or fully naked but the image this morning was clearer to me. This wasn't my boss in the office or another man ready to fuck me or give his cock to me to suck. All of that was who I was and was what I thorough enjoyed being. This morning almost felt awkward. This morning was new unexplored territory.
The man moving quickly to me filled my eyes and imagination with wonder. A 6'5" black man about a decade older than me but still the muscular man who had played years in the NFL before retiring and becoming successful in businesses. As his arms enveloped me and lifted me off the floor to give me a heart-melting prolonged kiss, I felt just how odd we had to appear as a pair. He was dark black and a giant compared to my quite white and 5'1" frame. The top of my head just came to his shoulder. The 4-inch heels I word in the office barely made any difference in perception.
He set me down and indicated a chair across from his at the small table. He went to the counter and brought me a large mug of coffee. "I figured you had to be exhausted after yesterday. I hope you slept well," he said as he resettled at the table. I nodded and sipped the coffee while trying to adjust to the situation. "Are you ... are you sore today, Joni?"
I looked up and knew I was blushing. A slut blushing. God ... what a way to begin exploring a possible relationship by reminding both of us about yesterday. Was I sore after fucking and sucking five big black cocks for seven hours followed by the most magnificent sex of my life alone with him and his 12-inch cock?
I sipped more before shyly looking at him. "A little tender only," I confessed.
He gazed at me for a moment and his gaze dropped to my exposed breasts and ... yes, my nipples were hard. Yes, my body reacted to the question of being sore but just seeing him began my arousal anew.
"Just your pussy or your asshole, too? Maybe your jaw? You sucked a lot, too."
My eyes got wide. "Jason!" I exclaimed.
He laughed and reached across the table to take my free hand. "Joni, I meant every word I said last night and still do in the bright light of a new day. I don't feel any different. I wanted to make a point. If we are to consider a personal relationship, it can't be real if we are honest and accepting about everything about each other."
"Like me being a slut and you being the boss who hired me as a slut," I suggested.
"That and more, too," he responded. "You have quite the past life of sex." I nodded. He's right. There is a lot for us to accept about ourselves. "And there are things about my life that aren't pure and clean which led me to invest in porn and erotic themed clubs ... and I will explain those."
He's right about everything. "You're right, Jason. There is a lot to accept and I suspect that will test us. You shocked me last night by expressing your feelings. I have had similar feelings but rejected them given the circumstances of relationship."
"That is good hear, Joni. So ..."
"So, of course, I want to see what happens," I concluded. "And, I assume that spending the weekend with you will be with me naked?"
He smiled. "We don't have the normal social constraints of when to become intimate." I nodded with a smile. "My asking about soreness was of real interest. Joni, I very much want to enjoy ourselves without the constraints of the office."
I smiled, "As I said, I might be a bit tender but not sore and I'm not nearly so tender that would interfere with those plans." He laughed.
"Hungry?" he asked.
"Only for you," I replied.
He smiled and chuckled. "I make a hell of an omelet but I guess that can wait."
I smiled and slid off the chair. Under the table I pulled his cock from his boxers and began the pleasurable effort of sucking him hard. It would be a long while before I had that omelet.
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CHAPTER 6: THE DIFFERENCE
"Hey, Joni!," Roger called out. Hearing the door open and my heels clicking on the floor tiles, he stood to greet me. I smiled back at his beaming face. As I got ready for work that morning the thought crossed my mind if we all might feel some difference after the Friday celebration. As I approached my desk near his, he came out of his cubicle. I dropped my purse on the desk and turned into him. His arms were around my waist and my hands held his face as we mutually gave into a very familiar deep kiss. My arms circled his neck and his hands dipped down over my butt, pulled the micro skirt up to cup my ass cheeks. No panties or thong, of course. Office rules. We broke the kiss but he held onto my ass under the skirt. "The boss wants to see you. First thing, he said."
"Hmmm," I teased, "am I in trouble?"
He laughed. "I don't think you're capable of disappointing him ... or us," he replied.
I rubbed my hips into him. I felt his cock large and firm if not completely hard. I parted from him and patted his crotch. "It might be," I smiled, "that assessment is biased at the moment."
He shook his head and patted my ass through my skirt that had fallen back into place, not that it covered much even then. "Around you, Joni, that's just our normal condition."
Knocking on his open door, "Morning ... you wanted me?" I greeted and asked.
He looked up, his eyes instantly taking in my body. I had chosen a pleated, plaid, 'school-girl' micro-skirt, a semi-transparent sleeveless blouse completely unbuttoned and tied below my breasts to expose my abdomen, thigh high stockings the skirt didn't cover, and 4-inch heels I felt I needed around these men.
"Want you?" he repeated. "Yes," he smiled, "and after this weekend, I want you even more. I also want to talk with you." I started moving to one of the visitor chairs when he stopped me. "Would you do me a favor?" Of course, I said. "Would you take off the blouse and skirt?" I had just spent the weekend with him naked. I am frequently exposed in the office. But this was new. It had happened during my initial interview but that had been a test. Since then I had been exposed mainly by the clothes I wore.
I quickly stripped to stockings and heels. I sat in the chair with legs crossed and arms resting casually on the chair arm rests so as not to block any view. His eyes roamed over my body and I waited until his eyes found mine. He smiled at me, "I was hoping for that reaction," he said. That confused me but I saw his eyes again drop to my breasts. I looked down to find my nipples hard. "You spent the weekend naked with me. You are frequently seen fucking, your breast exposed by your top, or you pussy and ass exposed under your skirts. Yet, sitting here naked ... there is a difference." I looked down. My nipples became harder. I opened and crossed my legs. I could feel how much my pussy had lubricated. "Yes, there is a difference but ... I was curious. All weekend I couldn't get enough of seeing your body. I wondered what it would be like to have you naked in the office all the time. We could, after all, put a lock on the door. But, no, I think there is something very enticing, teasing, about the way you dress. Then, completely naked is different."
I smiled, "Whatever you want, Jason."
He smile in turn. "Okay, but never forget ... what we want ... you must be fully agreeable." I nodded my understanding. "Good," he continued. "This," he indicated with a swipe of his hand at my nudity, "was just to reinforce what we are doing. Whatever we do personally, privately, shouldn't conflict with your role here in the office."
I glanced over my shoulder at the open door. "That can't entirely eliminate internal conflict." He looked at me with question. "Like if I see you walk past while I am fucking one of the guys and I wish it was you." He smiled. "But, you know how I feel about those four."
"Those four," he said clearly seeking some clarification.
"Your partners, too, of course," I clarified. "They are part of the office. They are different, though." He nodded with understanding.
There was a knock on the open door. "Boss, we have that call in 10 minutes." I recognized Roger's voice. It must be some property purchase or permitting issue.
I stood, gathered up my skirt and blouse, "I'll get out of your way." I glanced at Roger who was taking in my naked body, then turned back to Jason. "I appreciate your insights ... BOSS." He chuckled and shook his head.
Clutching my clothes at my waist so I didn't look like I was hiding my breasts, I stopped at Roger and leaned in for a kiss. I'm never disappointed. He also cupped a breast. Never disappointed.
* * * *
"Joni Mathers?" I had just arrived in my apartment when my phone chimed. What the heck, I wondered? The screen said, 'JASON'. "I hope you remember our meeting each other." What is he doing? Okay, I'll play along. "Good," he continued after my playful confirmation, "I was wondering if you would be agreeable to dinner with me?" I played along with him while expecting him to break into laughing at any moment. He didn't, though, and we settled on Wednesday night. He would pick me up at 6:30. The restaurant he mentioned was very nice. I had never been there but heard about it. My office wardrobe would definitely not be appropriate.
I stood numb looking at the phone screen after the call ended. Jason just asked me out on a date.
Wednesday night, three minutes before the appointed time, there was a knock on my apartment door. I had been fidgeting near the door as if this was a prom date with THE popular guy. I opened the door after a moment of hesitation so he might not know I was right there. His eyes and expression told me everything I needed to know. I was wearing what would be called 'a little black dress'. It was little but not micro like I wear to work. The hem was mid-thigh, it was backless and halter style with supportive bodice. I skipped the stocking for effect but included the 4-inch heels, of course. As I passed him through the door, he gave me a kiss on the cheek with a guiding hand on my lower back right where my bare skin met the dress. Damn.
The restaurant was the best ever. Or, maybe it was the company. The food and service were excellent. Our conversation was relaxed and easy. The game continued. There was no talk or mention of work or the office or the weekend that was seared in my mind. There was no reference to Chicago or Farnum. All the talk about ourselves included history and experience but devoid of those reference points. He was a great story-teller and regaled me with tales from football and mishaps in getting his business started after football. He pulled from me talk about my upbringing in rural Illinois and a lackluster experience in college softball. He talked about southern Florida like he was selling me. I had the sense he was in a way but selling me on things he wanted to experience with me.
It was a real date and we were learning about each other. But as he drove me back to my apartment, my mind shifted from the pretending to what was familiar. He parked and walked me to my apartment. I wasn't sure just how far he was intent on playing this first date game but I knew what I intended.
"I would like you to come in," I said, my excitement causing the words to come out just a bit shaky. I stood in the open door facing him. He smiled and I could see he saw my willingness to play the game just a bit longer but not too much longer. I nodded. We both knew. We were both ready.
I took his suit jacket. He was dressed in a white dress shirt open at the neck. No tie. Southern Florida. I moved to the little kitchen and handed him a bottle of wine to open. We stood sipping the wine by the floor-to-ceiling sliding door at the small balcony. The view was away from the ocean but at night was a mass of twinkling light of Miami.
I finally handed him my half-filled glass of wine. "I can't pretend any longer." I reached behind my back to the short 6-inch zipper at my waist. I shimmied out of the dress and I stood before him in black lace thong and heels.
"A thong," he commented.
"Not the office," I replied, "or relevant to work." I reached for my glass in his hand but also for his glass. "Would you like to do the honors?"
He smiled but didn't respond or react except to allow me to take his glass. We were ourselves, again. He went to one knee and slipped the thong down my legs. I placed the heel of a hand on his shoulder as I stepped out of the wispy garment. He held it as he stood. "It is soaked, Ms. Mathers," he observed looking me in the eyes. Despite the playful use of 'Ms. Mathers', the look in his eyes was past playing any game. The look was desire.
I nodded. I was still holding both glasses and was standing naked before him. He was fully dressed. When has this happened before? "They've been wet since you knocked on that door," I confessed. "I need you, Jason. The date was wonderful and I hope we do it, again. It was a huge success, I think. We learned more about each other and I loved that. But now ... I need you."
He smiled. A lusting, eager smile. While I held both glasses of wine, I watched with my own appraising gaze as he stripped out of this clothes. In no time I was enjoying and desiring the tall hard bodied man with a big black cock hanging between his legs. The man before me wanted to explore a crazy relationship with me, a relationship that would be personal but very likely still involve me sexually with other men. The man before me, the man with a body of slabs of muscle on his chest, tight and hard waist, and thick thigh and arm muscles, was also the man who made me feel safe and secure and valued.
I put the glasses down without offering to finish drinking from them. I stepped into his ready embrace, my head pressed into his expansive chest. Suddenly I was sliding up his body, his hands lifting me to kiss me without having to bend over. My arms and legs wrapped around him and our mouths devoured each other's in unabashed passion and desire. My breast pressed into his chest, our tongues sliding against each other's. My heart was racing, my breath becoming ragged, and I felt the same from him. His left hand held my ass as his right shoulder dipped and his arm moving against my thigh told me his intent.
I felt the large head of his large cock move along my wet slit that was spread by my legs opened around his waist. At the same time he was moving toward the balcony sliding door. I wasn't sure what his intention was but when his cock found my hole and he lowered me slightly so the head spread my hole, I didn't care. He released enough control of my weight so his cock penetrated a few more inches. This was amazing. I loved it the first time he did it and I hoped it would happen often. He held my 100 pound body like it was absolutely no issue for him.
My eyes were gently closed, my head resting on his shoulder. I felt every small step in my pussy with his cock's movement. When I heard the curtains covering the balcony slide door opening, I opened my eyes. My back was to the glass. I was impaled on is cock in front of it, lights on in the apartment and dark outside. I shivered and searched his eyes. He didn't offer anything. He didn't seek approval or acceptance. He reached for the handle, unlocked it, and slid the door open. I felt the humid night air on my back as he stepped out of the room onto the small balcony. I clutched him more tightly, my heart rocketing faster. There was no possible way he could know if either of my neighbors might be outside on their own.
By the time we were outside in the night air I had settled to the base of his cock. Despite the potential of witnesses nearby, I moaned openly as his cock head glanced off my cervix as only his could. I felt the railing behind me and tensed, clutching his body and neck as if holding him tight might make a difference if the railing wasn't strong enough to resist our combined weight six stories up as his hands slowly raised and lowered me on his cock.
He moved to the side and away from the railing. My feet around him bumped into the glass of the sliding door and he leaned his shoulders back against it as our fucking became more intense. I glanced to each side with movements as small as I could. Nobody was there. But they could be at any time. I could see light spilling from each apartment on either side of mine. That knowledge excited me. My pussy clenched around the massive cock inside me. I heard his moan in response and that became my concentration.
I was outside being fucked. The sounds of the city six stories down, the sounds of a TV close by from some apartment, voices from a different apartment, a horn sounding and a shout from the street below. And I was being fucked. Gloriously fucked in the midst of it all.
In a casual, far from a whisper, his voice pulled at my attention, "I am getting close to cumming, Joni." He kissed me hard, then urgently exclaimed possibly louder, "Cum with me ... please. I want to feel your orgasm... bathe my cock."
I heard the TV sound lowered. I heard a sliding door open nextdoor. Oh ... God ... but I was way to far into my orgasm to care beyond that recognition and, if anything, that recognition actually was the final stimulation that lit fuse ending at the explosive.
"OH ... FUCK ... JASON!" I exclaimed and it was probably loud enough to be heard on the street below. I didn't care. My body was exploding! I held on tight to him as he sent a final mighty thrust into me, his cock seemed to balloon impossibly bigger or it was just my spasming pussy around it. His cum spurted in thick ropes filling me while deep groans and grunts escaped his mouth. OH FUCK, indeed.
* * * *
"Hey boss," I heard from Mike and Roger simultaneously. "You want ... we should ... send her in ... after?" came from Mike.
I heard Jason chuckle. "I think she got the message. I'm just enjoying watching you two using her and how much she's enjoying being used," he casually added.
I was sprawled on top of my desk with Mike thrusting his big cock into my pussy at the same time Roger was sliding his big cock deep in my throat with my head overhanging the other side of the desk. Since my desk was out in the open between the four cubicles, every side of it was accessible. It had become the preferred place to fuck, especially when I would be tag teamed like now.
"Haawy bouff." It clearly was a failed attempt to join the conversation but with a 10-inch cock in my throat it was close.
A hand squeezed a breast. "Didn't your mother teach you not to talk with your mouth full?" That voice was different which meant Steve had joined the group around my desk. Fucking in the office wasn't a private affair except maybe the other two partners or Terry the attorney when they were in the office but that wasn't often as I had quickly learned.
I was still dressed ... kind of. My micro skirt was flipped up to expose my pussy and my thin, very tight tank top was pulled up over my bouncing breasts. The clothes were there, just not covering me. It was the reason my skirts were so short and I wasn't allowed to wear panties of any kind. That would just waste time and we did have company work to do.
As Jason had observed, use me they were. Now knowing Steve was there, too, I was anticipating a session that would continue. I felt fingers working my throbbing clit and figured that had to be Steve finally taking a more active role. My orgasm quickly followed the intense additional stimulation and Mike's climax followed soon after. As I anticipated, Roger pulled his cock from my mouth and replaced Mike in my pussy. I groaned at the powerful thrust Roger used to fully penetrate in one thrust. My pussy was well opened and full of cum making the penetration more surprise than uncomfortable. I looked up to see Steve put his cock at my face. I smiled up at him, kissed his cock, and opened my mouth wide. He slid it inside and was soon sliding in and out of my throat, too.
The cycle continued when Roger climaxed and withdrew followed by Steve pulling out of my mouth and taking his place between my splayed legs and thrusting into my cum-filled pussy. The cock at my mouth next was covered in a mix of male and female cum.
* * * *
"Well, that took a while," Jason said with a chuckle as I entered his office still pulling the tank top into place. My first dazed attempt had half a breast exposed.
I giggled as I turned to the low cabinet on the side wall of his office where he had hand towels for my use when sitting on the visitor chairs. At least that was for when my pussy and/or ass was full of cum and that was frequently. I bent at the waist with my legs straight and parted my feet to about shoulder width as I retrieved a towel. The effect was intended: the back of the micro skirt was pulled over my ass and my cum-smeared pussy was clearly visible between my parted legs.
"I think they were delaying their climaxes," I explained as I turned back to the chairs, "and focusing on my orgasms."
"We all know how enjoyable it is to watch you orgasm, Joni."
I giggled, again. I demurely crossed my legs but exaggerated the movement to flash my pussy with my nipples trying to punch through the thin material containing them. "And you all know how much I enjoy those orgasms."
We were quiet for a moment. "I know you didn't want me just to have this conversation." He smiled. Was our blossoming relationship outside the office beginning to affect inside the office? I started to rise since I was sure he wanted to fuck. He held up his hand for me to stop.
"Steve was telling recently how you gave him some insights in dealing with that contractor who has been filing a lot of extras." I waited. I wasn't sure what the issue was. "Then Mike mentioned you pointed out a feature in the project management software he wasn't aware of and it's changed his approach."
I shrugged, "Many hands make light work ... or however that saying goes," I said.
"I've done some checking now. You never mentioned you had project management experience, Joni."
I laughed. "Jason, you never even asked for a resume. My interview was being fucked, remember? My office skills were not important at the time." I stated it matter-of-factly without recrimination or regret. What was ... was. "You hired me as an office slut and hoped I might be able to do secretary." We watched each other. Now the way I was dressed didn't matter. He only saw me. "Have I been a good secretary?"
"Of course, the best and now I know why," he responded.
"So, what's this about? So I have more experience and office savvy than you thought. Mike is a good project guy and now you know I can help him. Steve is good in the construction field and I can help him deal with some personalities. Harry and Roger, too. You have a great group here, Jason." He watched me and was smart enough to know not to interrupt. "You know why I am so happy here, Jason? You and those four guys our there. At Farnum I was an office slut. Hell, I was Farnum's slut. And I felt like a slut. Here?" I shook my head. "I don't feel like a slut here. And I am fucked much more here than there. It isn't the fucking. It's the people. I'm respected and I'm accepted. We work hard and have our fun the same way. We focus intently on details and problems but we also laugh our heads off. I dress like a slut and fuck like one but they don't see me that way. My outfits are sensual, erotic, and fun and we enjoy the sex that comes with it."
He started to speak and I held up my hand to stop him. I wasn't done. "And you ... you, Jason ... you are at the top of it all. You hired me to be the office slut but you don't treat me that way." I paused. "Okay ... there was the interview." He laughed. "My point is that you set the tone and the guys followed. You have a great bunch of guys that will follow you because you respect and trust them. Don't blow it by redefining me because I have the experience. Trust them. I can support them quietly like I have been."



"Okay," he conceded. "I have the feeling I can make myself look really smart if I listen to you." I smiled. Interesting how this turned. Then he got a funny smile on his face. I asked what? "Well ... that was a nice speech and you were right on. You continue to amaze me, Joni. I seemed to have fallen into the most fortunate of situations." He smiled at me but that funny twinkle was still in his eyes. "An interesting thing happened while you talked." I gave him that questioning look. "You nipples softened." My what? "Then, after, they have become hard, again. That leads me to think your mind has shifted to something quite different."
I laughed. How right he was. I got up and walked around his desk, bent over and gave him a long, hard, and very passionate kiss. When I pulled up, I opened the top drawer of his desk and removed the tube I knew was there. I put it on the desktop.
"You are a wise man, Jason. Since the three out there used my pussy, I thought you might like my ass." He laughed hard.
He rose from his chair and lowered his slacks and shorts. "Since you think I am a wise man, I'll accept both your offer and reason." I started to kneel when his hands held me up. He tugged my tank top up and over my head. He next fumbled at the catch for my skirt but fumble he did. I playfully swatted his hands away and rolled my eyes while quickly dropping the skirt to the floor.
Before I could knee, he held my head in his hands and kissed me deeply. The passion I felt with it was consuming. Lust is unmistakable in it power and motivation. This was its own kind of power, a power from a source of intimacy and belonging.
Pressed against his body, my nakedness against his clothed chest and exposed cock, I tilted my head back to gaze up at him. Unspoken volumes passed between us in a single moment.
I slowly sank to my knees, finally grasping his responding cock in both my hands. My white skin against his black starkly illustrated its size as black cock showed at the base below my hands, between my hands, and the bulbous head above my hands. Just lust would have been to gulp the cock head into my mouth. The intensity of the feeling I received from him was different. My hands relaxed their grip and gently cupped the black pole with my lips covering the head and shaft to the base with kisses that on his lips would have felt passionate.
The cock was rigid in my hands in moments. I just gazed at it for a moment, kissed the head more. How many times have I licked and sucked his pole consumed with lust and desire. This was different. As I shifted my gaze up his tall, muscular body largely still clothed, the difference was clear to me. The difference was emotional.
Once more he pulled me up, consumed my mouth with passion, and cupped my ass to lift me and place me on top of his desk. He pushed my knees apart and back against me. He dipped his head to kiss and lick my pussy, the pussy that three of his guys had emptied their balls into. He stood, placed his cock at my pussy and slowly pressed inside. I sighed and gasped the deeper he penetrated. The other cocks were all big but this was the biggest and the full feeling was always present.
He stopped with half his cock embedded inside me as he unscrewed the tube and squeezed a large amount of lubrication onto two finger tips. Only then did he pull completely, a sigh escaping my lips feeling the loss, as he pressed those fingers between my cheeks at my asshole. With my asshole smeared and his cock covered in cum from my pussy, I pulled my knees back to my chest and waited, spread open obscenely but invitingly. There would be some stretching pain, there always was because of the thickness of these cocks. That pain was only momentary and a prelude to what would come ... and cum.
"OH ... FUCK!" I cried out as the head spread my sphincter and pressed inside.
With the head resting just inside, he leaned forward, planted another kiss on my lips, and said, "Exactly, my dear." My dear? Hmmm. "Unless you want me to stop ..."
"Don't you fucking dare," I exclaimed. Everyone outside his open door probably heard that. Not that it matter much since everyone was used to the sounds of sex occurring randomly through the day.
He chuckled as he pressed deeper, pulled back an inch, and thrust much harder to bury his cock deep. I moaned and gasped with the deep and full penetration. I gazed up into his eyes as he used long, smooth strokes in and out of my ass. Any initial sensation of pain was long replaced by pleasure. My anal orgasms are amazing, maybe as powerful than pure vaginal but the vagina is self lubricating and easier for quick insertion. But that's why I have a tube of lubrication spread around the office.
I clenched around his cock, eliciting a grunt from him as my ass muscles slowed his movement. That only made him press harder and provoke a deeper groan from me. The battle of my ass muscles and his big ramming cock brought shivers to my body as the walls of my ass fired with the stimulation and the tightness I was provoking and fired contacts in my pussy, too. A similar effect was being produced on him, too.
His eyes moved from my very animated face to my obscenely splayed groin, his black cock plunging into my asshole, and my spread pussy open with the cum of previous fucks leaking with each powerful thrust. Since my hands were holding my knees close to my chest, he slipped a hand to my pussy, first sliding along my open slit, rubbing my clit in the process before suddenly sinking into my open hole. A second finger and it was like having an average cock now in my pussy with his monster in my ass.
My eyes pleaded with him as my pleading words hesitantly came out. "I ... I'm ... I'm ... going to ... OH FUCK ... GOD YESSSSS ... I want ... want you ... to cum ... tooooooo ..."
Through squinting eyes I saw the playfully teasing response. While he thrust into my ass and finger fucked me, his other hand joined in by tormenting my throbbing, engorged clit. I exploded immediately in a powerful orgasm. My body shook and twitched on the desk, my face contorted, eyes shut tight, and mouth hanging open gasping for breath through unabashed moaning and groaning. His finger left my clit and his fingers emptied my spasming pussy as I shivered and shook beneath him.
"Oh," he softly said, "how ... I do love ... to watch ... you orgasm."
I had no response. I couldn't respond. All I could do was ride out the orgasm as his cock never stopped thrust into my ass. When he did come, minutes or many minutes later, a smile filled my face as his cum filled my ass over and over, again.
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CHAPTER 7: CHANGES
SEVERAL MONTHS LATER ...
Jason has made a lot of impressive changes. I know he consulted with Terry, his company attorney. He consulted with me plenty, too. On our continuing dates and more weekends I spent at his house, it was a frequent topic. He was energized but also nervous. No big move is without risk as he would repeat frequently during our talks. I knew he was using me more as a way to verbalize his ideas, hear what they sounded like out loud, and to see my reaction. I gave him little negativity. My background experience was project management, not running and expanding a business.
The last meeting he held to lay out his thinking was with the four guys in the bullpen. His idea was to divest his majority holdings in Ebony Clubs and Blackened Entertainment. He would maintain 49% in each. They were continuing to provide good return on his investments but providing strategic input for those groups wasn't really his expertise. What excited his group, though, was with the buy outs he was going to expand his property development business. That had originally been his passion and somewhere along the way he allowed that to slip somewhat to the side in the excitement of porn and clubs.
Sam Murphy and Keith Dutton would move their offices back to their business groups. Terry Duncan, the attorney, would remain but would be away frequently as he would expand his work to include others clients, too, and eventually move out. With the space opening up in the office, he would make three more hires, adding one to Property Development under Mike and two to construction under Steve. All four of the original group would have their positions increased. He would be expanding the cubicles into the conference table area and use one office for conference and the other for a lunch area. Needless to say, the guys were very excited. Jason was looking to put more focus on the business they were involved in. The challenge, risk, and potential reward had everyone excited and committed to the change.
The hiring of three more into the office was a topic discussed at length between Jason and me. How could it not. By his planned expansion, the office would increase from four in the bullpen to seven. Eight guys total ... and me. Was that feasible on a regular basis? An occasional gangbang, maybe, but routinely? And to get real work done? No, it was too much. We'd have to find another Office Services girl. She would be under me. That, of course, brought a smile to my face. Under me. Another new experience.
* * * *
Late Sunday morning we were outside at the table under the covering of the patio. It was another in a now regular series of weekends I spent at his house and that was in addition to continued 'dates' sometime during the week. His original idea of pursuing getting to know each other better had bloomed into a real relationship that was still hidden from the others in the office. I still fucked the guys in the office and, to keep up appearances, we made sure to fuck in the office, too. Appearance, hell. I was always hungry for his cock.
The morning had begun as it often did although with variations. I woke him up with my mouth covering his cock. It was difficult having a 12-inch cock in your mouth and throat while trying to be gentle so he would wake slowly to those sensations. But, when he did wake, he usually pulled me to straddle his body to finish what I had started. That was generally followed by coffee and a light breakfast, a shared shower in his large glass-walled shower with rainfall spouts across the ceiling. The form of our fucking took many forms but a favorite of mine happened with me pressed face first against the glass wall and fucked from behind as I watched through lust-glazed eyes into the expansive mirror opposite.
At the table outside, he was dressed in shorts and unbuttoned shirt. I was dressed as I normally was in his house, which is to say I was naked. Unlike the office where I had a strict dress code of micro skirt and top that somehow exposed my breasts or nipples without underwear, at Jason's home, there was no requirement to follow. Unlike Farnum who exerted dominance over me to influence a submissive or subservient attitude, Jason approached our private times as personal choice. He enjoyed seeing my body and using it. I enjoyed his big black cock using me. So, when we were in the house or backyard, I preferred being naked. Teasing him to want me was the whole idea.
"So," Jason continued our on-going discussion. Not only was I his free-use employee at the office but had evolved into a trusted and respected confidant for his ideas ... as well as a quickly developing personal relationship. "We know the present market is good for finding candidates for the three positions. We know the positions will be challenging and the salaries being considered will be attractive with good benefits."
"Which benefits are you referring to?" I asked with a sly grin.
He smiled. "For initial consideration all they will know is health, vacation, bonus pay, etc."
"Not to mention membership in the clubs and access to the Ebony porn channels," I added with a wink.
"Eventually, we will mention that. Just like we will eventually mention the benefit of you," he added with his own wink. I could feel my nipples harden and my body flush. He could only see my nipples and he did. "The idea of three more guys excites you, doesn't it?" I still had moments of concern that my hunger for black cock that stoked by my time in his office might negatively impact our increasing relationship. As if reading my mind, "I know you, Joni. I know your hunger for sex but I am secure in how you feel about me and how I feel about you and that what happens in the office is separate."
I reached across the table to grasp his hand, a simple expression of gratitude. "You've explained how the stagnated development market in Miami is the large projects and the smaller projects we focus on is stronger as a substitute. The large companies are holding their star performers and releasing the support staff who are the very people we are targeting."
He nodded, now refocused. "We should easily be able to attract plenty of applications. The question becomes, how do we maneuver through the minefield of selecting the men we are looking for?" I smiled at that: 'the men we are looking for'. It was long ago assumed they would be men and that they had to fit into the structure of the office as it existed with a free-use me running around in micro skirts and no underwear ... not to mention the open sex happening. "Terry can handle the non-discloser agreements for when we get to that point but ... getting to that point."
We had a plan, it just made him nervous. We would target Miami and Atlanta for candidates, two major cities that had experienced big recent growth and now experiencing a bit of a downturn. Not to be too blatant, but being very blatant, those markets would provide us with plenty of black candidates. Weeding through the other racial candidates was the first landmine to get past. Assuming we had sufficient black candidates, the next troublesome landmine was weeding out those with unsatisfactory cock sizes. Okay ... that wasn't Jason big concern but in support of me he agreed. Didn't I mention I was becoming big black cock addicted? Anyway, he warned me that the priority was qualified men, then black, and only then cock size.
We had developed a very devious plan. Handled carefully, Jason (or Ebony Enterprises) wouldn't be sue for discrimination for excluding races other than black.
* * * *
Wearing an almost professional form-fitting skirt that stopped at mid-thigh and a sleeveless white blouse and wearing underwear for the first time in a long time, I presented the exact impression of a secretary as I sat at a small desk in the hotel suite Jason was using for interviews. The suite was located on the first floor looking onto a green space in the back courtyard. More than three dozen applications with resumes had responded to the advertisements for the positions. Those had been cut down to two dozen after consideration of resumes and reference checks. The use of social media was a bonus as I was able to mark each application by race. As it turned out, we had interviews scheduled over three days using the suite as a neutral location.
I greeted the men as they arrived for their assigned interview times. There was planned time for them to wait to give me time to assess their general attitude and personality by how they interacted with me and the other men who would be waiting. Interviews were conducted by Jason and Mike or Steve depending on which of the jobs were being considered. Those interviews cut the candidates down to about a dozen for follow-up interviews in our office.
The interviews filled three days without Jason or I getting back to the office. Despite Jason and I getting together after each day for dinner and 'personal time', it was three days since I had been in the office. That meant three days without me in the office. When I arrived to work the next morning, all four guys were waiting.
Given what I was sure to be the situation that three days with my absence might create, I elected to wear the cowl dress that slipped around my neck, loosely covered my breasts, and was as short as any of my micro skirts. I dropped my purse in the bottom drawer of my desk to be immediately surrounded by the four men.
"Don't tell me you poor guys have been without sex for three days," I teased with a knowing giggle.
I was passed around the guys, each giving me a deep kiss and hands inside and under the easily accessible dress. "Since you started here, Joni, we haven't had a need to hunt for sexual affairs outside work." They had confessed that before. Why else was I being fucked by them nearly every day?
One of them raised the cowl of the dress over my head and another assisted in pushing it down over my hips. Since I never wore bra, panties, or thong in the office, I was instantly naked except for the thigh-high stockings and heels which was often all I would have on for hours at a time.
Another pair of hands pressured my shoulders down. I went to my knees and was surrounded by four guys loosening their slacks and pushing their shorts down to expose cocks. Four big black cocks. I leaned forward to take the cock there into my mouth. My hands blindly moved to the sides to fumble for cocks I knew were somewhere close. I sucked and stroked, then turned to the left, taking that cock into my mouth and grabbing two cocks. One was slick with my saliva. After some time, I turned, again. Cock after cock went into my mouth and throat. Cock after cock was stroked vigorously with my hands.
With four hard cocks surrounding me, I was debating if I continue or take charge and assume the position bent over my desk. As it often happened, I didn't have to decide as several hands eased me up to my feet and quickly bent me over the desk. I spread my feet wide and moved slightly to the side of the desk, better positioned for accepting a cock back into my mouth. Someone was stroking my pussy as a dark, long cock appeared at my turned face. It could be anyone. I turned my head with an open mouth and leaned to it as it moved to me. It was past my lips with my tongue sliding under it as two large fingers probed my pussy.
"Always wet and ready, aren't you Joni?" I heard from behind me. So, I thought, Harry would be the first.
"Yefff ... fooow uuuu," I mumbled around the cock passing through my mouth to test my throat.
The fingers left my pussy but were immediately replaced by a thick cock pressing through those lips and opening my hole more than the fingers had. I groaned as it pressed steadily into my pussy, stopped as I felt him reposition, pull back just barely and thrust harder. The rest of the 10-inches of cock slammed to the hilt, expanding my pussy wall-to-wall as it moved deep. The powerful thrust not only drove the cock deep inside me but bumped my mouth further over the cock in my mouth and past the entrance to my throat.
Learning to deep throat these big cocks truly gave me three holes for fucking as my throat clenched tightly around the thick cock. I shifted as best I could to position my head, mouth, and throat to align for best penetration to my throat while my pussy was being pounded. These thick, long cocks felt like poles ramming me compared to my prior sexual existence. I had thought I knew what fucking was but these guys reminded me daily what real fucking really was. Always wet and ready? Damn right I was!
I was supporting my upper body on my elbows to allow better positioning for my mouth and throat. That also made my body more accessible for the other men to add to my stimulation and these guys always seemed intrigued by making me orgasm as many times as possible as they drove for their own climaxes. Hands and fingers were at my hanging, swinging breasts and nipples. Another wormed its way to my clit. When my orgasm hit, my body moving to assist. My legs shivered and my pussy spasmed. My mouth hung open as groans and moans and gasps flowed from my mouth around the cock. Both cocks continued to drive into me, though both might have slowed a bit, especially the one in my throat.
As I was coming down from my orgasm, they peeked. I felt the one in my throat, first. The cock swelled and pulsed. It pulled back which allowed me to breath and prepare, a technique that they seemed to adapt to, before driving deep in my throat as it pulsed cum directly into my throat. As more cum shot into me, the cock pulled back until the last cum was pooling in my mouth and over my tongue. My natural response was instantly sucking the remaining cum from it as it continued to leak out.
Meanwhile, the cock in my pussy was reacting similarly, driving deep and powerfully, skin smacking on impact, and cock swelling and pulsing. With a powerful thrust, cum was spewed into my pussy. My mouth gaped open with deep moans, fresh cum pooled there dripped from the corners of my mouth around the still embedded cock. I recovered while in a momentary daze to close my lips around the cock and suck the remaining cum down my throat.
When these two were finished, my mouth and pussy suddenly empty, I was turned on the desktop. Roger stepped between my dangling legs, his hard cock in one hand, the other on my abdomen just above my mound. I smiled up at him before turning my gaze, his dark cock disappearing into my white body. My months at Ebony Enterprises had changed me. At Farnum, I was supposed to be a slut to four mature, white executives with 5 to 6-inch cocks and I thought I knew what a slut was. Here at Ebony I was daily used by big black cock, thick 10 and 12-inch cocks that filled my pussy completely and gaped my asshole. A regular diet of these big black cocks had turned me fully to the black mystique. I was devoted to black cock and that was amplified by Jason who now sought a personal relationship with me despite my being freely used by the office. Here, I wasn't thought of as 'slut' but free to use. Jason preferred the 'free-use' term. Me ... I was free-use for black cock. I loved it here because these guys fulfilled that black cock mystique. Big black cocks available to me and me to them.
Roger thrust hard and buried his cock deep in my cum-filled pussy. Steve's cock tapped my cheek and I eagerly turned with an open mouth to accept it. While Roger slammed his cock into me, Steve used short, easy strokes that barely entered my throat. Steve was biding his time for one of my other holes.
When Roger released his load of cum into my pussy and pulled out, Steve quickly left my mouth and turned me over so I was again resting on my forearms. Roger brought his cum-smeared cock to my lips as I felt Steve press into my pussy. I settled into another pussy fuck while sucking a cock clean of male and female cum when Steve pulled his cock from my pussy. I felt a hand pull one ass cheek to the side and a cock press at the exposed asshole. What I thought would be yet another pussy fuck was merely to coat his cock with cum. He pressed harder. No matter that anal was something that happened for me, it was never enough to make penetration by these big cocks anything close to easy.
He pressed and I tried to assist by relaxing and pressing back. The pressure built, my sphincter slowly yielding until the cock head was suddenly inside, and the sphincter clamped tight around it. Part of the respect they gave me was to pause at initial anal penetration, my ass given a moment to adjust. The pause wasn't long, though. Steve pulled back a bit and pressed hard, over and over, inches and more inches of penetration until he was able to pull back several inches and thrust in hard. The cock fully penetrated deep, my anal passage filled around the thick member. As usual with such penetration, I gasped and called out. He pulled back all the way until just the head was left inside the sphincter, the feeling in my ass of the cock moving was as if much more than the 8 or 9-inches was really moving. Then, with just a hint of a pause, he thrust powerfully back in. His strokes increased in speed until he was really fucking my asshole. I gasped and groaned and moaned but my sounds mixed with his grunts of effort and moans of pleasure.
I felt it in my tightly clenching ass when his cock swelled and began pulsing. I groaned as his thrusts became more desperate. His climax was quickly approaching so I moved a hand underneath and with fingers strumming my clit and penetrating my otherwise empty pussy. When I felt his cock pulse strongly with his cock pressed hard inside, my orgasm overtook me and his seed began filling my ass.
* * * *
We had narrowed the original three dozen applicants for the three positions (one under Mike for Property Development and two under Steve for construction oversight) to a manageable dozen from which we would make our final selections. Jason adhered to the bias of black men, only. A bias I shared and encouraged. That eliminated all other races and possibly opened the firm to criticism but we felt there was sufficient arbitrary criteria to use for disqualification or preference. Once those were eliminated, more were eliminated based on real experience, background checks, and interview performance.
The next step in selection was conducting interviews in the office of the approximately dozen candidates which would take place over two days. After experiencing my absence for three days, the guys weren't going to let the in-house interviews interfere again, though that meant after hours activities after all candidates had left the office. That was different, too. The guys anxiously waited for the last candidate to leave before turning their full attention to me. During this series of interviews, Jason decided it would be best for me to dress appropriate for a 'normal' office setting. The real office situation would only be revealed to the final candidates and only after a signed non-disclosure agreement.
I scheduled the candidates so they had a lot of overlapping time. Jason was curious about that but I countered that it gave the candidates a feel for how cooperatively the office functioned. Also, I encouraged the other guys to interact with them casually. Jason was interviewing all of them and Mike and Steve were interviewing the ones who would be working with them. I also arranged for plenty of coffee, water, and soda for them while they waited. I had secretly devised a nasty solution for determining my personal criteria for the ultimate candidates. I discovered that Amazon had a pack of three mini-hidden wireless cameras for under $25. They only had to function for two days. One night, I positioned them in the restroom. I know. Nasty. Invasive. Yes ... bad, bad girl. But I got the information I needed and then removed the cameras and deleted the video files. I knew which candidates had cock sizes I liked.



The selection of the final three had influence from the entire office. Jason wanted to hear from the other guys for how they felt each might fit personality and attitude wise. Jason, Mike, and Steve had five strong candidates from the dozen by experience and interviewing. I got creative on pushing back on only one. When it came down to one of us not feeling strongly for a candidate and having four other strong candidates, Jason relented. It is interesting how far you can rationalize to yourself what you have done. I told myself I was saving that poor guy with a 5-inch penis. How would he feel among a group of 9, 10, and 12-inch cocks exposed in the office. I might not have been proud of what I did, but I was pleased with the result.
Once Jason, Mike, and Steve made their final selections with our input, the final 'interview' would be to determine how they would accept our office style. The entire office felt the tension. For the guys, it was critical that anyone new into the office didn't destroy what we had. From their perspective, the guys felt it was a matter of what they had available to them in the office ... open and free sex. Of course, I obviously felt the same way or I wouldn't have gone to such lengths to guarantee that the new guys would add three more big black cocks.
The final candidate sessions were scheduled over three successive days first thing in the morning. Jason would meet with each first in the conference where the previous interviews had been conducted. When the candidate arrived, I was secluded in Jason's office. There was no pretense any longer. I was dressed as I normally was for the office: pleated micro-skirt, semi-sheer blouse unbuttoned and tie, thigh-high stocks (the tops not covered by the skirt), heels, and no underwear. In other words, my basic office dress code.
* * * *
The first finalist was Terrell Stewart who would be working with Steve in Construction Oversight. He arrived on time at 8:00 AM, was met by Steve who had interviewed him along with Jason. They talked in the bullpen area, Steve congratulating him on being a finalist, showing him where his cubicle would be near Steve's, and letting Terrell get a renewed feeling for the work environment.
Terrell stood in the area, taking it in. "I'm anxious to join the company and your group, Steve," Terrell said after his gaze swept the area and returned to Steve who would be his supervisor. "If I'm a finalist, does that mean there is an offer waiting for me?"
Steve smiled. Terrell was the highest on Steve's rating and he was eager to have him in the group. "There are just a few details the boss needs to clarify about joining the group," Steve assured him as he guided him to the conference room. "Once that is done, yes." Terrell smiled as Steve announced their presence to Jason sitting at the head of the conference table.
Jason stood and reached for Terrell's hand to shake. "Good to see you, again, Terrell," Jason said with honest feeling. Jason indicated the chair at his left hand while Steve took the chair across the table to Jason's right. Steve's job at this point was to assess Terrell's reactions. "Terrell, you've impressed Steve and I during this process of interviewing and we are excited to have you join our team. There are a few things about the office that must be addressed and understood, though. So ..." Jason pulled a manila folder, opened it and removed a two page document. "In order for this discussion to proceed, I need you to review and sign this." He passed it to Terrell who slid it in front of him and skimmed over the beginning. Jason continued, "This is a non-disclosure agreement that will bind you from discussing or disclosing anything you hear or see from this point on. If what you learn makes you uncomfortable enough not to join the company, we will understand but the NDA will still be binding."
Terrell nodded. Confused but he began reading it, then seemed to skim it to the end. He held the pen offered to him, looked to Jason, then settled on Steve. Steve offered a reassuring smile and nodded. Terrell signed it and passed it to Steve who was reaching for it. He then witnessed it below Terrell's signature.
"Good," Jason said after getting past that. "That probably seemed weird. You're just joining a small company, right?" Terrell responded with a shrug and bewildered nod. "You see, Terrell, we are a tight-knit group here. Very close. Wouldn't you say, Steve?"
Steve chuckled, "You might say we are VERY close. We like a relaxed attitude but work hard. Even overtime, if necessary."
Terrell nodded. Of course, he thought. But his next thought was, what's going on?
They were at that point. Jason explained. "You remember Joni Mathers who works with us from earlier interview times?" Terrell nodded. "Are you familiar with the term 'free-use' as it is used in porn videos?" Jason bluntly asked. Steve would later share that Terrell looked quite nervous about admitting anything but eventually nodded his understanding of the term but he did so nervously. Jason continued, "Relax, this isn't about your porn habits. What I am getting to is that Joni Mathers is our free-use woman in the office." Jason let that settle over him and waited.
Terrell looked stunned, disbelieving, and shocked all at the same time. Finally, "What ... the hell are you talking about?" He continued looking at the two men who would be above him in the office but neither showed a hint of teasing, which would have really been weird. "You're serious. You're really serious?" He looked across at Steve who was closer to his age, "He's serious? That professional woman I met ... you ... all of you?"
Steve responded with a laugh that seemed to lower the tension level. "Weird, right?" he said. "When the boss first suggested the idea, we had a similar reaction. But, yes, he is serious. The five of us fuck her."
Terrell sat back a bit dazed. The implication was one thing, but Steve saying it outright ... Damn, he thought. Shit, he thought, how does that even work?
Before he could think of the words to express it, Jason continued, "There are some things that have to be understood. Joni is very special to us all. Yes, she gives out sex but she does so willingly and with her own expectations. Her expectations are that she is respected by us. She is a member of the team like all the rest. She isn't just an excellent fuck, she works hard at a real job in the office in support of the efforts of all of us."
Steve jumped in, "She's amazing. I not talking the sex now. She has experience in project management, dealing with difficult people and clients, and she is eager to share it with any of us."
"Steve's exactly correct," Jason continued. "She is amazing and that goes for the sex, too." Jason leaned forward and eyed Terrell. "The question then is, does this office arrangement bother you?"
"You mean fucking a beautiful woman?" Terrell asked, then looked nervous about saying it.
Jason laughed, "Exactly. Could you work in such a place? Do you think you could concentrate with that going on and get real work done, too?"
Terrell was nodding and more relaxed. "Yes, hell, yes! I'm still not getting my head around it but ... so ... how does this work?"
Steve asked in a serious tone, "How does fucking work?" Terrell looked embarrassed. Steve continued, "Sorry, man. We like to joke around here. Jason is right about getting the work done. In fact, that is the reason for the overtime. Spending time with Joni can cause delays if we weren't diligent about spending the extra time to complete things. As to how the fucking works, well ... you just approach Joni."
Jason chuckled at the exchange, "I think it's time." Steve nodded and got up from his chair and left the conference room. Jason then asked, "You okay?" Terrell nodded with his eyes turning to the door Steve left through.
I had remained in Jason's office. Waiting. There was a chance Terrell might refuse to sign the NDA or be offended upon learning the details of the office. There was a chance so it was decided it best for me to remain out of sight. When Steve stepped into the office, I knew.
"He's okay with everything, then?" I asked while already knowing the answer.
Steve chuckled, "More like stunned, but yeah." As I stood from sitting behind Jason's desk, Steve gave my body a slow look over. "Are you ready?" he asked.
"Damn, I am so horny right now after waiting," I admitted.
As I stepped up to him, he pulled me into a hug and long kiss. His hand slipped under my micro skirt, cupped an ass cheek, and pulled my groin into his. We pressed into each other, the action full of desire and lacking timidity. It was similar to what happened throughout a normal day: feels, gropes, kisses, passion-filled contact. When we broke, I smiled at him, patted his crotch, and said, "Sorry, but you're going to have to wait." He laughed and escorted me across the office to the conference room.
I entered the room and stopped just inside the door. Steve stopped next to me. By the plan, he and Jason wouldn't be staying much longer. Terrell's eyes found me and were locked on. His eyes held my eyes for only a moment before falling to my nipples evident through the semi-sheer material of the unbuttoned but tied blouse. Then down to my skirt that barely covered anything and stockings, the tops of which were exposed below the skirt. For effect, I turned to Steve and threw my arms around him for a dramatic kiss. The effect, of course, was that my reaching up to wrapped my arms around him, about a foot taller than me, pulled my skirt up and showed my ass cheeks. The effect was magnified when Steve pulled the hem of the skirt to grasp my ass, his dark hands against my white ass.
I broke the kiss and stayed in Steve's arm wrapped around my shoulder. "You met her on previous interviews both at the hotel and here, but this is Joni Mathers, our lead Office Services Specialist," Jason said by way of introducing me.
"You weren't kidding ... of course you weren't kidding, but ..." Terrell stammered as his eyes continued to wander over me. "Wow."
Jason and Steve chuckled. "Yeah," Steve replied with a hand cupping one of my breasts through the blouse. "That's pretty much how we feel, too." His hand slid across my chest and inside the gaping blouse. He leaned in for his lips to be next to my ear and whispered, "Your turn to verify him."
Steve turned and left as I began untying the blouse below my breast. Jason rose from his chair, "I'll leave you in her capable hands," he said as he approached me, my blouse slipping down my arms. I was, of course, instantly bare breasted. I was working on the catch and short zipper on the skirt when he stopped, kissed me, his hands too cupping a breast. He turned to Terrell, "She is very capable in many ways, as an office worker and as our services specialist. This is her assessment of you. You've impressed us so far, be sure to impress her, too."
I looked at the man remaining seated at the table as he slowly rose to standing. Like the other guys in the office, he stood about 6-feet tall, in reasonable shape, and in his mid to upper 20's. I dropped my skirt and stepped out of it, now standing in only stockings and heels. He looked stunned. Talking about the office situation didn't do much for real preparation, apparently. My job now was to break the ice and assure him, which I started by stepping up to him, my hands to the sides of his face, and giving him a quick kiss on the lips. I pulled back slightly and sought his reaction. His hands found my waist as we stood toe-to-toe. Whether his hands were there with intention or because he didn't know what to do with them wasn't important. He was touching me.
I put my arms around his neck and kissed him harder, longer. He gasped into my mouth but he returned the kiss. I smiled inwardly. His hands slid to my back, one moving up while the other moved to stroke my butt. I pressed my groin into his in response and felt his desire through his growing cock.
I pulled my head back a few inches and looked into his eyes. The stunned, deer-in-the-headlights look was dissipating. "How ... why ... you ... this ..." he stammered.
I smiled and gave him another quick kiss. "It's a long story. Jason will provide some answers to your questions with his job offer. I am sure Jason enforced that this only works because of respect: respect for Jason in regards to the work we have to competently perform; and, respect for each other so we comfortably enjoy this part of it, too." My hand slipped between us to stroke over his hard cock hidden inside his slacks. "Respect and trust."
He smiled and initiated a quick kiss for the first time, his eyes scanning my naked body as he took a step back. "Someone would have to be a fool to mess up an opportunity like this. Don't worry, I won't let you or Jason down. I am no fool."
While he said that, he was opening his belt. I moved his hands away but I saw him looking beyond me at the open door to the room. I smiled at him, "Nothing is entirely private here, Terrell. You'll get used to it. Exhibitionism is such a turn-on." I dropped to my knees to open his slacks. I removed his shoes, then his slacks and shorts. Of course, I knew what I would find but his hardening big black cock still brought a smile to my face. I lowered my head to kiss the bulbous head of his cock, moved my lips down the length of the shaft, and licked back up to take the head just inside my mouth. I looked up at him. His mouth was open and his eyes were big. He was bare chested now. He too only wore socks. I licked and sucked his cock, moans and sighs escaping my lips as I did. Another big black cock. The sense of joy it brought only seemed to reinforce the feeling of addiction to this. He was beyond just hard when I looked up again to find a face straining with need for more. I gave the head another soft kiss and slowly rose up his trim body, my breasts sliding over his skin. I wrapped my arms around his neck, again, my body pressed into his, my groin pressed against his hard cock.
"Mouth or pussy," I uttered with our lips still touching. He groaned. His cock twitch against my abdomen.
"Oh ... fuck," he muttered back.
"Yes," I teased, "where is the question."
He chuckled, hugged me tight, and, "You are wicked, Joni."
"Oh, Terrell, I am much more than that." I made the decision for him. I parted and backed to the edge of the table. I hopped up, leaned back onto my elbows, and spread my legs wide. My pussy was spread before him, dripping with my own need and desire. His gaze was like a laser targeting system as he brought his cock into contact with my pussy. I watched it move over my pussy and watched it stop. I looked up at him with desire. His eyes were still questioning. I smiled and pulled him toward me the inch or so it took for the head to part the lips and pierce into my pussy. I gasped and sighed. Knowing it was 9 or 10-inches was one thing; feeling that penetrate with its thickness was better.
He pressed deeper with another stop. "Fuck me, Terrell. Make it real for you, too." He did. He thrust the remaining 7-inches into my pussy with a mighty thrust bring groans from both of us. He leaned over me as he got into a rhythm. We kissed and he watched my breasts bounce from his powerful thrusts. I could feel his need rising through his swelling and pulsing cock. The situation was hyper erotic for him, no doubt. No problem. There were more cocks out there for my own orgasms. As his cock spewed cum into my pussy, only the first of the day for me, I thought, and two more days of new cock. I love my job.
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CHAPTER 8: ASSISTANT OFFICE SERVICES SPECIALIST
While the searching, interviewing, and final selection of the three new guys to support Jason's expansion of the office and business was happening, I was pursuing my own search for the perfect woman to work along side me to also support that expansion. Of course, you don't just put an advertisement in the local paper with 'seeking young-ish woman with good office support skills also willing to avail herself for free-use to everyone in the office'. In my case, Jason happened upon me and presented this crazy office opportunity to me. For this new hire, the office situation exists and it requires the right woman to fit the situation. That was my challenge. How do I find a woman with good office skills willing to be sexually available on a free-use basis to an office that is planned to be eight black guys? And, if I get my wish, all with much bigger than normal sized cocks.
I had a plan and Jason was agreeable as long as the company's name was withheld until the appropriate time. That was obvious. The last thing we needed was public attention. No matter how selective Jason was in the type of projects he pursued, that kind of attention could impact success when you are trying to grow.
"How do we hire this Assistant Office Services Specialist?" Jason asked me in all seriousness. It was similar to the question we were currently dealing with, how do we hire three more guys for the office and make sure they are black? Carefully.
I was in his office sitting on a towel on one of the visitor chairs before him. I was careful not to sit on the micro-pleated skirt, though it was so short that was nearly impossible. Three of the guys out in the bullpen had already fucked me and their combined seed was leaking from my pussy. It was a common condition, hence the use of hand towels on the chairs for me. The micro skirt did nothing to hide my cum-smeared pussy and inner thighs as I crossed and recrossed my legs for the express intent of flashing Jason, my boss and, increasingly, my lover outside the office. My top was a very thin tee-shirt material tank top. My hard nipples were nearly visible through it and my breasts swayed and bounced freely when walking. When my pussy wasn't being flashed at him, his eyes regularly drifted down too my chest. Not that he didn't see me naked often enough. Maybe, I thought with an inward giggle, there was never enough. I liked that thought.
His question had nothing to do with us not having already discussed my plan. His question was really about skepticism that it might work. My title was intended to change to Senior Office Services Specialist, plus a nice raise, in anticipation of hiring another woman to assist me. After all, hiring three more men into the office raised the total to eight black men. Servicing five guys nearly every day often leaves me fatigued. I mean I do have a job to do, too. Eight guys ... well, eight guys might be fun on occasion but regularly? So, yes, I needed another woman to assist ... in all ways.
Even though Jason had divested himself of some of his share of both Ebony Entertainment (porn studios) and Ebony Clubs, he still held a large minority share of each. As a result, all of us had VIP access to the clubs in Miami and Tampa (if we went there) and we occasionally took advantage in Miami. The Miami club was a place Jason and I enjoyed because of the erotic atmosphere and the white women and black men theme it promoted. So, the Ebony Club in Miami was my hunting ground.
I decided I could duplicate my plan on using hidden cameras on the male candidates by using Jamal, the head of security at the Miami club. When Jason and I used the club for our fun, he also encouraged me to accept dance requests from other men. Jason and I were getting deep in our blossoming personal relationship but he understood me and my desires. Jason and the office was enough on a regular basis but it helped the club with white women freely accepting the attention of the black men that came to the club for the women tempted by the fantasy.
I knew that as soon as I passed through the entrance and my VIP status was recognized and my presence was noted. Every other time I came to the club was with Jason. I was sure it was also noted that I was on my own. I bypassed the bar, tables, and booths to wander through the crowd toward the dance floor where much of the initial action took place. I had a black man at my arm in no time. I wore my customary micro pleated skirt and revealing top with stockings and heels. On this occasion, though, I wore a thong underneath. Still no bra. As in the office, the idea is teasing and a tight revealing top that showed no indication of a bra and breasts the moved was what worked.
Soon after I started dancing, I had two big males gyrating with me. The one at my back rubbing his crotch into my butt and the other in front doing the same there. An Oreo cookie was the slang term. I accepted the hands from behind me fondling my breasts and the hands in front lifting my skirt to caress my hips and thong encased pussy. I leaned in to kiss the guy in front, then broke the fondling by turning to kiss the other guy. Open sex wasn't allowed but foreplay definitely was. That was when Jamal appeared as I anticipated at my side.
"You okay, Ms. Mathers?" came his deep, authoritative voice. Jamal was a monster of a black man standing more than six and a half feet, wide shoulders and thick body, he probably weighed 300 pounds. His sudden presence dampened the mood of the other two guys. I hugged Jamal's arm and allowed him to guide me off the dance floor. "When the system indicated you entered but without Mr. Tatum, I got curious. Is there anything I should know?"
I giggled, "Yes, I am hunting."
"Ma'am," he responded, "I know about you, Mr. Tatum, and the office. Why ...?"
I playfully punched his thick arm. "Not that, silly. God knows those five guys keep me happy." I looked up at him with a smile and wink. "Is there some place we can talk?"
We had wondered closer to the access to the private rooms which were on the opposite end of the club from the stairway leading to the offices upstairs looking over the club. Despite being close to those rooms, where anything goes, he led me across the club and up to his private office. One whole wall was glass and looked down at the club floor below. I walked to it and looked down.
"It is shielded so we can see down but they can't see up," he offered as if my curiosity had been verbalized. I nodded but wasn't really thinking about being seen. I described to him what was happening at the office and my quest to find a woman to assist me. He smiled, "So, five guys are good but eight are too many?" He was teasing me. I didn't know how much he knew but I wasn't bashful about it.
"As a routine diet of men, yes, five guys are good. As an occasional event, eight guys are good but not routinely. That would feel like a gangbang and that isn't routine."
He laughed and led me to a couch next to the glass wall. "So, how can I be of help?" he asked. I detailed what I hoped could happen. I wanted to access their security camera feeds to identify some young-ish women who seemed to enjoy the black mystique AND seemed to be hooking up with men either to the private rooms or leaving with men they didn't enter with. Then, my intention was to select interesting ones and approach them. "I don't know," he replied, "we use the system for control and validating harassment complaints. That sounds intrusive for use like that."
I slid along the couch until I was pressed tightly against him. I knew my skirt was bunched at my waist, my thong clearly shown. I put my head against his shoulder and one hand caressed his massive chest. It was blatant and obvious. When Jason had suggested Jamal might be hesitant, I had only smiled at him. That very lewd smile he was very familiar with. He had laughed and nodded. Despite our deepening relationship there was no illusion about monogamy in that relationship. There were, after all, four other men freely using my body regularly. One more wasn't going to matter. Besides, I confided to Jason, I was curious about Jamal. Jason had laughed.
"Nobody needs to know," I cooed as I rubbed my body against him like a cat, "I just need to quickly scan a few weeks worth. You know as well as I do there are women out there who are like that. I just need to identify a few to find out who has the office skills and not happy in their job." I heard and felt a great sigh escape him. He was weakening. I caressed down over his stomach to his waist. "Is there anything I can do to convince you, Jamal? It would mean a lot to me," I continued to all but purr.
"I don't want any trouble with Mr. Tatum," he said defensively.
"He's fully behind my plan, Jamal. He is also afraid our office fun could become too much and lose my willingness. We need another girl. I promise. He understands."
He sighed in resignation and reluctantly dislodged himself from my clutches. We spent the next two hours scanning split screen views of the entrance to the private rooms and the main entrance/exit. There were only a few moments of interruption from his guys but I continued my scanning. I was looking for women appearing multiple times over a couple weeks. Those would be women with high desire for black men ... and/or their cocks. After several hours, I had identified a few good targets and captured facial pics to my phone. I was ready for the next stage of my hunt. But, first, there was the matter of thanking Jamal.
I stood up and faced him. He could see in my demeanor what I was thinking. When I stepped up to him and looked up, I wasn't sure how I was really going to accomplish it. He stood more than one and a half feet above me. He held my shoulders, "You're sure Mr. Tatum is okay with this?"
"Stop worrying, Jamal. He might not be happy if I was picking guys up, but why would I with an office full of guys? He's cool. Trust me," I assured him.
I reached up and he bent over in response. The next thing I knew I was in the air and our lips met. Even his lips seemed to be giant sized. I attempted to wrap my legs around him like I did with Jason but his girth was too much. We kissed but I was soon wiggling from his grasp and I slid back to the floor. As my feet settled, my hands were working his belt and slacks loose. I went to my knees as I pulled his slacks down his massive black thighs. I glided my hands back up over his thighs and they merged to the center over his shorts-covered crotch. Damn, I thought, I worked with 9 and 10-inch cocks and Jason was 12-inches but this ...
I looked up his body still covered in the polo shirt identifying the club and our eyes connected. I saw the desire in his eyes but mine were filled with anticipation as I grasped the waist of his shorts and began lowering it. I watched intently as the shorts lowered. My mouth opened and a gasp escaped. I had a steady diet of big, thick cocks but this was more. I put my hand underneath it and felt its heft. I remembered the first time with Jason and had the same sensation only this one was impressing me even after knowing Jason's cock. It had to be a couple inches longer and just a bit thicker. I began stroking it with both hands, kissing and licking the head, and taking just the head into my mouth for quick sucks.
As I did all that, he bent over for his hands to grasp my top and pulled it up my body. I released his cock for only a moment as the top passed over my head. I re-took his cock into my mouth and pressed it deeper, then sucking, then licking, and taking it a bit deeper. I realized it was a bit longer but not significantly thicker. When it entered my throat, I heard a deep, rumbling moan from above. I also realized that taking his cock into my throat confirmed its thickness to be like Jason's.
I quickly had it hard and deep in my throat. I pulled back and off it. I looked up his body and gave him a wicked smile. I put my forearm against his cock like I had eventually done to Jason and confirmed it being a couple inches longer. My God, I thought, I had to get used to Jason hitting me so deep. What was this going to be like.
I didn't know if he was having similar thoughts or not, but I was being pulled up to my feet. I knew whatever his thoughts were it had nothing to do with me remaining merely topless. I worked the catch and small zipper of the skirt and let it fall to the floor, my wet thong immediately following it.
I was being raised in the air, again. I was like a child in his hands and he maneuvered me with ease. I wrapped my arms around his neck and my legs as far as I could as he supported me by my ass. One hand left my ass but I didn't seemed to budge at all. I felt the massive head of his cock at my pussy and an expectant gasp and moan escaped my lips. I wiggled my ass as the cock moved in search. When the cock located my dripping hole, we both stopped. I was about to find out what this would feel like but my arms tightened involuntarily.
"Relax," he whispered into my ear. My head fell to his shoulder and I loosened my grip with my arms and he eased his support under my ass. I felt his cock head spread my pussy lips as if it was all in slow motion. The cock pierced into my hole and I gasped. Maybe it was more than just a bit thicker. I shuddered at the feel of fullness as it inched inside me. He paused and I raised my head to look at him. "Are you okay, Ms. Mathers?" he asked.
"Fuck," I gasped. "You're in... my pussy, Jamal, I ... think you can... call me Joni."
He didn't respond except to let me fall a few more inches onto his cock. My eyes still on his, a long moan escaped my mouth as his encased mine in another lustful kiss. He continued dropping me in short bits, his cock spreading my pussy and filling more depth. He raised me up his pole slowly until only the head could still be inside, then dropped me a good half foot.
"OOOHHHH ... FUCCCKKKK," I cried out. "It ... feeeeellllssss ... sooooo ... ggooooddd!" I exclaimed.
He continued doing that. He dropped me several inches at time somehow only penetrating me that much more each time. When I felt his cock jam against the top of my pussy, I guessed he was at 12-inches. It had taken me a bit to be stretched to fully take Jason's 12-inches. There must be a couple more inches to go. Jason had continued to thrust into me but not so hard as to hurt me. What was Jamal going to do?
I found out immediately. He released his support, while merely maintaining contact under my ass. Again, he said, "Relax, Joni."
With my head buried in his shoulder, I did as he said. I relaxed my grip around his neck. My leg grip around him was already tenuous. I relaxed more arm grip and felt more pressure at the top of my pussy. Soon I realized I was sitting on his cock. His hands were holding me steady but I was supported by his cock. That constant pressure slowly extended my pussy, his cock going deeper until I felt his pubic hair at my naked pussy.
"Ooooohhhh ... fuuucckkk," I gasped as he walked us to the glass wall. I reminded myself the people dancing and partying below couldn't see but it didn't stop the feeling of being displayed. He pressed me against the glass and began thrust into me, each deep thrust bumping me deep. Then, he completely surprised me. He stepped back from the wall and lifted me off his cock. I groaned out my frustration at the loss of cock and the emptiness I felt. Then, he turned me around, pressed me back against the glass. I was staring down at the people a story below when his massive hands gripped me and pulled me up, holding me against his body with one hand as the other guided his cock back to my gaping, empty pussy. Not empty for long, though. I gasped and moaned as he penetrated me, again.
I had no way of holding on to him. I was at his mercy and full control of our fucking. I was a fuck sleeve for his cock as he raised and lowered me over his cock as if he was masturbating. I gazed with wide open eyes at the people below as he fucked me without me having any control or assistance or resistance. Not that I would resist this cock filling me.
When we came, and we did cum together with massive explosions, his cum was voluminous, as I might have expected. For a few moments, I was pressed against the glass wall with his body pressed against me. For those moments, I didn't even feel his hands supporting me. Then, holding me against his body, he backed to the couch where he sat with me collapsed against him, his cock still filling my twitching pussy and leaking cum. I had to be leaking cum!
It took me long moments before I felt I had the strength to stand. When I did try, lifting my body pulled his long cock from my pussy and it, too, felt like slow motion. After time in his private washroom, I was dressed and thanking him for all his help and ...
He smiled and kissed me. No longer was he tentative. I told him I'd like to share this experience with the new girl sometime. "I look forward to it. You are amazing, Ms. Mathers ... Joni. Few women can let go like you did." I kissed him, again.
* * * *
When I left Jamal that night, I knew I couldn't be coherent enough to pursue my search then so I returned to the club two nights later. Jamal was working the entrance and he created an opening when he saw me approach. I was surprise at myself that the smile I gave was shy. I could immediately feel his massive cock jamming against the top of my pussy.
Inside the club, I settled at a table at one side where I had a view of the entrance, passage to the private rooms, and the dance floor. The milling of people and energy on the dance floor made it hard to see anyone except for glimpses so I sipped my drink and watched. It was Friday night and, as anticipated, the place was full and I was energized that this might be the night. I had my phone on the table and opened to the photo gallery. I would swipe back and forth to the pics I captured from the security cameras. The images weren't sharp but were sufficient.
I settled in for a long night. I rejected numerous males approaching me and realized I had to nurse my drinks. I saw one of the girls and I leapt up to catch up with her. I grabbed her shoulder from behind as if I knew her. She spun around surprised and perhaps defensive.
"Hey," I began, "you're Sandy, a secretary at Union Fidelity, right?" It was the best line I could come up with.
Seeing me and not an overly aggressive man, she laughed, "No, not Sandy and definitely not just a secretary. I'm in sales. Should be know each other?" I apologized and retreated.
It took several more failed sightings. I encountered a department manager and two wives who looked fearful of being caught at the club. I apologized to each, especially the married women. I hadn't given the club much thought before. After all, I had my own stable, so to speak.
Then, I found her. I was sure of it. My clumsy open line was received very differently.
"Hi," she responded but with a bit of confusion. "Yes, I'm Sandy but I'm a secretary at United Health. Do I know you?"
I smiled. What were I odds, I wondered that I happened to use her actual name. I bumped my forehead with the palm of my hand like a ditz, "Sure, I messed up on the company, but ... say, can I buy you a drink?" She still looked confused. She undoubtedly was used to guys hitting on her. I decided to go with it though it would be an odd place for a woman to go to hit on another woman.
I led her back to my table and she ordered a drink. She looked uncertain and tentative but wasn't running away from this strange woman seemingly pursuing her. I supposed it was more intriguing than anything else. I played it slow and found it a good way to get information from her as her second drink slowly disappeared, too.
I was learning a lot and much of it was encouraging. I could see she was about 5'5" (a bit taller than me), trim, and a C-cup like me. She was a generalist office worker for large local health company. She was not happy there but it was a job and the market for change wasn't the best. Her problem with her situation was a lack of appreciation and respect, low salary, decent benefits, but little chance for anything interesting happening in her job. She was especially turned off by advances from 'old executives' and aggressive co-workers. But, here she was looking for excitement, I thought. It wasn't the idea of sex but where it was coming from.



"This is going to sound strange," I said as I interrupted her outpouring. She looked at me curiously. "My name is Joni Mathers and I work for a really nice and fun boss and office. We are small but expanding. Mostly we use contract support from larger firms and do the oversight from our office. We do property development but specialize in certain types that are still active and growing. We are currently searching to hire three more guys for that work and I will need someone like you to assist me in supporting them. I think it is really interesting work." She was watching me intently. The idea of someone excited about her job seemed to intrigue her. I envisioned her in an entire office of workers who didn't feel that way.
I reached out to touch her hand. "I'm not here to hit on you, Sandy. I'm sorry if I gave you that impression."
She shrugged. "I kind of thought you were but I was just curious. It had never happened to me but it seemed a strange place for it to happen. I had to find out what you really wanted. Are you offering me a job?"
I smiled and shook my head. "I couldn't do that but my recommendation is trusted. You do the kind of work we need AND we have the kind of co-workers and work environment I think you would enjoy." That got her attention but I divulged little else.
* * * *
I had my candidate. A blonde, trim woman of 26 years with C-cup breasts and standing 5'5" tall. She was ideal. I had her setup for an interview with 'the boss'. If she wasn't scared off immediately, she was the one.
When she arrived Monday morning, I greeted her at the front of the office. That she wanted to meet quickly after our talk was a sure indicator that she was eager for a change. As I approached her from the cubicles, her mouth gaped open and her eyes were big. I was wearing a new outfit: a tight sleeve of thin stretch fabric around my butt that barely covered it even when I tugged it low, a similar sleeved of thin stretch fabric around my breasts, and the usual stockings and heels.
"You said this was a fun place to work, Joni, but you're dressed with more exposure then you were at the club." Her eyes then shot past me. I turned my head to see Mike, Roger, and Harry standing for a look. They were aware of what this might mean but Jason had to verify it first. "Oh my ... what is this place?"
I chuckled, "It is exactly what I said it was. I only left off that it was all black males except for me." I leaned in close to her and whispered, "I have a lot of fun here but your interview with Jason will tell you everything you need to know." She looked from my breasts squeezed together to the men standing in a group where Steve had joined them. She looked nervous ... but she didn't run off.
I walked her to the open door to Jason's office. I quietly said, "Just relax. He's a really nice guy." She gave a nervous smile as I wrapped on the door frame.
Jason popped out of his chair and came around his desk with his hand outstretched. I made the introductions. Jason smiling friendly and honestly. Sandy smiling but nervously. Jason said to me, "Thanks, Joni. I'll take it from here but I will want you for the last part of the interview." I gave him a knowing smile while my own interview flashed in my memory.
* * * *
"Joni said you might be the kind of woman we need for our expansion effort," Jason began. "I trust Joni explicitly so I won't get into your experience with the standard office software but I do want to touch on a few topics that might affect you and the office."
Sandy nodded and seemed compelled to fill the quiet moment. "I really appreciate you seeing this time, sir. I ..."
Jason put up his hand to stop her. "Number one thing here, Sandy, is we are very casual with names. I'm Jason, not sir or Mr. Tatum. You may hear some of the guys call me boss but that's become a nickname for me. Everyone is by their first name."
She nodded. "And I'm Sandy," she nervously said, "well ... yeah ... you know that. What I mean to say to you, sir ... I mean, Jason ... umm ... I've worked at my present company for six years using all of the standard PC office software. I am quite proficient in Word, Excel, PowerPoint, and Scheduler."
Jason just smiled. He put off her rapid talk about software to just nerves. He nodded. "So, Sandy, why are you looking for change?"
That set his question and answer digging. When he heard what he needed to hear about her employment past desiring something more interesting, he asked if she had any immediate questions.
"Yes," she said feeling more comfortable after their talk and seeing his easiness and comfort. "Joni's dress ... that seems ..." She shrugged. Possibly not sure how to finish it.
He chuckled, "Joni has done wonders for the moral of the office."
"No, I mean ... isn't that distracting?" she asked.
"Do you want this job, Sandy?" he asked. "Does this seem different enough to be interesting to you? Joni said you wanted to get out of that treadmill job you have and into something much different. Is that right?"
She stared at him a moment. The conversation shifted from Joni's dress and distraction to working here. "Yes, I ... yes, this seems much different. Not filling forms and references and insurance practices ... yes, this would be very different, changing projects, working with different guys."
Jason punched his cell. She could hear it ring. Joni's voice answered on the second ring. "Yes, Jason, I'll be right in."
* * * *
I strode into Jason's office tugging the tube skirt down over my ass. Every time I sat down it rose to the tops of my thighs.
I saw Sandy watching me as I came in and stood at the side of Jason's desk. She shook her head and asked the same question, "I don't know how you can be dressed that way in an office of all men? I mean, I dress like that at that club and I am constantly hit on. How ..."
Jason interrupted her. "I think it is time for the form," he addressed me.
I took a couple steps to the credenza behind his desk and bent to open the bottom drawer. I didn't bend my knees discretely. I bent over from the waist with nearly straight legs. Of course, my back was to Sandy as I did it. And, of course, I bent over deeply to the bottom drawer to search for the specific form, the tube skirt pulled up onto my ass and as I parted my feet I knew my bare pussy was in view. I know because none of this was accidental. I had practiced in front of a mirror to create the view. I heard a gasp from her. I turned with the form, pushed the drawer back in with my foot and handed it to Jason.
I am standing again at the side of his desk. He slides the form across his desk with a pen. "To continue our discussion, I am going to need you to sign this form. I encourage you to read it. It is a nondisclosure agreement which states you are not allowed to divulge anything said or seen or acted upon from this moment forward. I must also tell you that NDAs are very legal in Florida. You've been asking about how Joni dresses and you've intimated about her appearance and the men in the office. Sign the form and we will answer any questions you have."
She reached forward, took the form, looked at Jason who was watching her intently, and finally turned to me. She gave a small shrug and began reading. It didn't take long. She looked at us, again, decided 'what the hell' and signed it. I took it from her, witnessed it, and handed it to Jason. He slid it into his top desk drawer.
"You've wondering about Joni's manner of dress. When she bent over a moment ago, you saw. We heard you gasp. That, Sandy, is the way she always dresses in the office. Micro skirts and tops that showoff her breasts and nipples either with sheer, semi-sheer or very thin tops. Why don't you ever wear underwear in the office, Joni?"
"The guys think underwear will just get in the way," I responded quickly.
"Get in the ... you mean ... those four guys out there ... and you, Jason?" she stammered.
Jason didn't answer, I did. "I am going to cut to the chase, Sandy. You go to the Ebony Club to find some black cock." She stared at me and glanced at Jason. She seemed embarrassed. I just smiled. I was sure she was my girl. "You chase around after black cock and don't know what you'll get. You don't know who you'll get. You don't know if it will be good, rough, or a dud." I moved next to Jason's chair and he put his hand around my hip, stroked my thigh, and pushed the tube up to my waist. My pussy was on full display. "You have a job that you hate, put up with creepy old executives, and immature co-workers acting like you might put out."
"I ... I ..." she stammered.
"But, me, Sandy. I have a job I love. I mean LOVE with capital letters. The work is interesting. The guys I work with are fun. We're relaxed, laugh, and work hard. You know what else, Sandy?" I didn't let her respond. "The best part is I get fucked by five guys I like and all of them have big, black cocks. I don't chase around for it." I stared her in the eyes. "Every day at the office, Sandy. Five big black cocks cum in my pussy, ass, or mouth."
Jason took over. Sandy is clearly stunned. Whatever she might have thought about my dress and an office of black guys, her mind hadn't allowed her to come to this conclusion. "That is Joni's job here. She has a job she is really good at. She is also really good at fucking us."
"You mean she is the office slut?" she asked without still quite believing it all. She looked at me. "You're the office slut?"
Jason laughed. "We have a problem with that word. We think of it as free-use. She's available for sex but it doesn't define her."
She fixed her gaze on me as Jason wormed a hand between my thighs and clearly to her began stroking my pussy. She seemed to have trouble not watching that. Finally, "You came to the Ebony Club to find someone, a woman, who was looking for black cock. How many did you talk to?"
"Several before you but none of them had the work skills I need. I need someone who can assist with the office work with our planned expansion," I replied.
"And," she continued, "once three more guys are hired, you need someone to help with ... what did you call it? ... being freely used."
I nodded. "Five guys in a day can be a lot, maybe you can imagine. Eight guys ... well, that might be a fun gangbang but not every day."
Sandy shook her head, "No, I can't quite imagine five guys. I've only had one at a time."
"But some, at least, probably fucked you multiple times in a night," I mused. She nodded. "Well, you're half way there then. It's only an offer, Sandy. You can walk away. But, here's the deal. A good job with variety, good pay and benefits. You work with really nice guys, have a good time working and ... AND ... you get to be fucked by big black cock by really nice guys and it is all safe."
"Okay," she said.
"Not quite," Jason said. "We've interviewed you for the office job but not for the other part of the job, yet."
She looked at me, Jason's fingers still stroking my wet pussy. "It is exactly how I got hired. Don't tell me you don't want to."
She smiled and shook her head, her long blonde hair swinging. She sighed. She had said okay and she knew what that meant.
Jason took over. After pulling his hand from between my legs, I pull the tube skirt back in place. I didn't do it for modesty. I was used to being naked. I did it so she would be the only naked woman. Jason had her stand which she did without hesitation. She seemed as focused on this part of the interview as she was earlier when she thought it was a 'regular job'. She had been giving it away with risks, now she was reacting the way I had.
Jason was leaned back in his chair and I had taken the other visitor chair after turning it to better watch. I had my legs crossed which was the only reason my pussy wasn't exposed.
"Show me," Jason began, "how much you want this job ... all the aspects of this job."
To Sandy's credit, she only glanced quickly at the open door behind her before taking action. Undoubtedly reminding herself that this wasn't about just Jason but the entire office. Her fingers began unbuttoning the short sleeve white pale blue blouse she wore. She deliberately had her attention on her fingers working the buttons. I remembered the feeling. Not with Jason but Farnum. It was easier not to also be looking at the man you were conceding your body to even if it was a willful conceding.
She pulled the tails of her blouse from her just shorter than knee length skirt. I smiled openly as I pondered how many times she would be wearing a skirt of that length after working here. Her bra was white lace and pretty. Her breasts underneath heaved with her chest as she took in large breaths to combat her nerves and excitement. Her skirt quickly followed with both spread over the chair she had been sitting on. Her panties were small, white, and lace to match the bra. I doubt the decision to match had anything to do with being seen in them. The panties, however, were under pantyhose.
"Pantyhose, Sandy," Jason uttered with disapproval and shaking his head. I watched Sandy carefully and saw her embarrassed reaction, saw that she responded to his disappointment. Yes, she will do very well alongside me, I thought with pleasure. "Thigh high stockings or none in the office." She nodded deliberately as she quickly lowered the offending garment, sat to pull them off her feet, slip back into her low-heels and drop them on the floor rather than on the chair. It was clear as she returned her gaze to Jason: never again pantyhose. Jason returned his gaze with an approving smile and scanned her exposed body. She smiled in response but there was more and she knew enough than to wait for his direction. It was as though there were tiny mechanisms in her brain that were clicking to open positions to accept this new situation. Her hands went behind her back, her bra sagged as the back catches opened, and she let the straps slide down her arms. Her breasts were the same size as mine, C-cup, and perhaps a bit perkier, firmer. Her nipples were hard, the auroras small surrounding them. She paused for a moment before Jason as he gazed on her. It seemed to be deliberate and she smiled again at his approving smile and nod. Then, she continued by pushing her panties down and dropped on the chair. Her pussy was trimmed with pubic hair.
I turned to Jason. I knew and I could see Sandy realizing it, too. His look was not approving. "I ... I can shave, if you prefer," Sandy offered, probably remembering my bald pussy as Jason had played with it in front of her.
"That would be better," Jason agreed. "Joni had it removed. You might consider that if you don't want to shave every morning."
Sandy nodded, "Yes, sir," she replied, "I mean, Jason." She glanced at me to see me nod. Yes, was the communication between us, we'll work on that.
He was openly enjoying scanning her naked body as she stood before him in his office. "Do you do anal, Sandy?"
I saw her clutch and take in a deep breath. Free-use, she was probably reminding herself of. Nothing was too personal, any longer. She nodded her head but she qualified it. "I have a few times but ... well ... Joni keeps talking about big cocks and I've never ... not ..."
"Not with big cocks," I ventured for the first time. She looked to me, then back to Jason.
She shook and nodded, confused for a moment at the appropriate motion. "No ... no big cocks in my ... my ... ass."
I pushed out of new curiosity, "What about ever? Have you ever had a big cock?"
"Ummm ... maybe 7-inches?" She glanced at both us. She was blushing profusely at the blatant discussion of her sexual experience. "There was one a little bigger than the others. So, maybe 7-inches." She fidgeted, her hands clasping in front of her.
"Hands to your sides, please," Jason said firmly. "Don't hide your body, Sandy. We want to see your pussy, not hair or hands."
She nodded, "Sorry. Of course. Ummm ... can I ask how big ..." she was looking at me after letting her hands dangle at her sides.
I responded before she finished. We were at the point I knew where her mind was trapped. "Every man in the office is 10 to 12-inches long." I heard her gasp. "And much thicker than any you have experienced, I am sure." She stared at me, her breathing quickening, and a small shiver coursed through her body.
"You can decide to decline this at any time, Sandy. This is an offer you can refuse," Jason said to prod her.
"No ... no." Her excitement was visible on her. Her attention was on Jason. "Do you want to fuck me now?" she asked. "I mean ... you can fuck me now ... I assume that would be ..."
"Not yet," Jason interrupted her stammering. He had a slight smile on his face he was trying to hide. I had a big smile which didn't help him. We both knew at that moment that she fully accepted everything. "First," he continued by turning his chair, opening his slacks and pushing them to his knees, leaving him in his shorts. "Let me feel your mouth on my cock."
I saw the shiver in her body, again. It was sinking in fully to her. Her pursuit of black cock had been probably slam-bam episodes with, apparently, normal sized cocks. This, working here and what she was increasingly accepting, was to be a daily experience of dressing to expose and entice and willingly accepting the advances that came with it. She moved rather stiff legged around his desk, paused only a moment, and dropped to her knees. She didn't look up but was fixed on his shorts as she grasped the waist.
She tugged the waist and he raised his hips off the chair to assist. When she exposed his cock, "OH ... MY ... GOD!" she exclaimed. "I never thought ... I mean ... oh my God. I don't think it will ..."
I startled her when she heard my voice next to her. I was on my knees, too. "Yes, it will fit. You'll be amazed how pliable your pussy is. Trust me, I went through the same thing." I was stroking her naked back and gently pressing her forward.
Despite the doubts, her gaze was fixed on the biggest black cock she had ever seen. She used both hands to tentatively grasp his cock. I understood what was going through her mind at the moment. She had two hands around his cock and there was black cock exposed between and above as it slowly expanded in her hands. She hadn't taken her eyes off it as one hand held it at the base and the other began slowly stroking over the head.
Finally, she broke her fixed gaze from the cock in her hands and looked up at Jason with an expression that seemed to be asking for permission, asking if she could do more. I understood that, too. Her mind was wrapping around and accepting what was hers if she wanted it. I watched with my head a foot from hers as the first kiss was put to his cock head. The first was tentative, the second quickly following was more like she was kissing his lips. The third, though, was impassioned. That third kiss transformed to kissing down his long shaft and back up with interspersed licking with her tongue. Back at the head she took it between her lips. Her tongue was swirling around it. Then, she began sucking. She put about half inside her mouth and pulled back gagging.
"Don't worry," I offered as my hand stroked down over her butt, "it took me a while to take their cocks into my throat, too." I giggled and she looked at me. Her hands continued stroking his cock. I leaned in to her and planted a kiss on her lips. She didn't pull back. She smiled at the kiss while stroking the biggest cock she possibly imagined. "You'll get plenty of practice here," I said.
She glanced up at Jason with a comfortable smile and began sucking, again.
"Now, Sandy," Jason's voice came to her and broke her trance-like state of blissful cock sucking.
She pulled her mouth from his cock and planted a last kiss to the head. She stood before him expectantly. Now she would be fucked. She knew that, accepted that, but also wanted that. It was obvious. I stood and sat back into the visitor chair to wait and watch.



Jason stood, turned her to face his desk, and pressed her down onto the top, her breasts mashed onto it. He nudged her feet further apart and she responded eagerly. He slipped his hand between her legs.
"You are very wet, Sandy," he uttered. "Do you want me to fuck you?"
"God, yes ... please," she gasped. "Will you be gentle, though? I've never had ... you're so gigantic," she continued with gasps.
I could see when his cock touched her pussy by the way her mouth and eyes opened and then her eyes squeezed shut in anticipation. He pressed his cock, slightly spreading her pussy lips and hole. "And," he teased, "are you looking forward to the guys next?" He pressed a little more without real penetration. Teasing her, priming her. She gasped something. "Of course, dear, this part of the interview couldn't be complete without their approval."
She visibly shuddered. Then, her answer was clear. She pressed back against him and her mouth released a long string of moans, groans, and gasps as she penetrated herself on his cock. I didn't need to see the penetration, it was shown on her face. She bit down on her lower lip and pressed back more. I looked up at Jason. He glanced at me and raised a thumb. We had our girl.
She exploded in orgasm quickly. The feeling of being stuffed completely and being prodded deep in your pussy ... it was overpowering to first experience. He stroked in and out of her with increasing power. His cock didn't achieve full penetration. That would come. Her pussy would be extended as mine had been. When he finally did climax, she followed, again.
"OOOOHHHHH ... FUUUUCCCKKK!" she cried out as his cum spurted ropes into her pussy. "OOOOOO ... ooohhhh ... myyyyy ... Gooodddddd ... YEEEESSSSSS!"
The guys definitely heard that and were probably already stroking cocks in anticipation. I picked up her clothes and put them on a side table. I retrieved a towel from his stash and spread it over the seat.
Jason pulled out and pulled up his shorts and slacks. Sandy remained collapsed on his desk where she was.
Jason was back in his chair behind her. I saw the smile on his face. I commented, "Nothing like the view of a gaping pussy with cum seeping out."
She raised her head, looked at me with a sheepish smile and a shake of her head. She pushed herself up and leaned against the edge for a moment. She looked and acted weak. She glanced at Jason and offered a smile that he returned. She saw the towel on the chair and looked at me puzzled.
"We have them scattered around the office. I'll show you where. Our pussies and assholes, when you are ready, will frequently have cum in them. This saves the fabric of the chairs." She nodded. Simple. Just new information. She collapsed onto the chair, her legs slightly askew. She looked down and parted her legs a bit more and nodded. She looked up to find Jason watching. She blushed.
Very casually, Jason reached behind him to a mini-frig and pulled out a small bottle of water and handed to her over the desk. She gulped it down. Just as casually, he began a discussion about more of the office function. Then, he asked if she was ready. She nodded and stood.
I stood with her, took her hand, and led her to the open door to the bull-pen area where the rest of us had our desks. I paused in the open doorway. The four guys were standing in the area where my desk was, and hers would be. We couldn't see because of the cubicle walls but I anticipated the men being naked below the waist.
"Nervous?" I asked. She squeezed my hand and nodded. I felt the tension in her. She had just been fucked by one big cock and there were four more. She had maybe been fucked twice at the most in succession before. "How about we do it together?" She turned to me and hugged me tight. I pulled the tube of material from my breasts and over my head. I tossed it into the bull-pen. The one around my hips followed. "Remember," I continued holding her hand, "in the office, Sandy, we are for their free-use."
"And when the three new guys are hired, there will be eight of them."
I nodded and squeezed her hand, again. "Yes, but that won't be for a couple weeks. We'll share these five until then." She was watching the four men and bit her lower lips, then licked them. "Ready to finish the interview?"
She turned to me and nodded. "Joni, I still can't quite believe this. Jason's cock was simply mind blowing. No fuck ever ... EVER ... felt like that. I might not believe I am doing this but I know this is what I want." She hugged me and our breasts mashed together. Then our lips came together as she kiss me. And it was a deep kiss, making me wonder about being with a woman, an experience I never had. "Thank you," she earnestly said. I smiled and returned the kiss. After, I saw how the guyes were watching us and sharing comments. That might be a fun show for them sometime in the future, the thought flashing through my mind.
I turned her toward the four guys. From behind her I cupped and fondled her breast. "We are here for them. I can see they are eager and Jason wasn't kidding about their approval being critical. I went through the same experience when I interviewed. I never regretted it. You won't either." I tweaked her nipples. "Come on," I said as I took her hand, "lets get fucked."
She let me lead her into the center of the new cubicle arrangement that spanned along each side with one cubicle at the far end. My desk and a new one were in the space between the cubicles. We didn't have cubicles. Just desks. No underwear because they would only be in the way. No cubicles because they would only be in the way.
I pointed to my desk, then the one empty except for a new computer, phone, etc. The guys were formed before us. I was correct in my expectation. They all had removed their pants and shorts, each sporting exposed and erect big cocks. Still, I diverted her attention to the empty desk. "That will be your desk, if you impress them. That will also be where you will be often fucked with you on your back or bent over it." She shivered. Her attention barely deviated from the four cocks in front of us, though.
I walked up to the guys and Sandy was right there with me. I made the introductions, not that anyone was interested. Not then, anyway.
"Guys," I said, "two of you will have to fuck me, sorry."
They all laughed at that. "That's never a disappointment, Joni. Besides, we'll have plenty of chances at Sandy, right?"
Sandy smiled and quickly went to her knees before the two guys on her side which just happened to be Mike and Steve. I joined her on my knees as she was taking one cock into her mouth and stroking the other. I glanced up at the guys and we all smiled. She will fit in perfectly.



            Joni's Next Job Ch. 09

            Joni is joined by Sandy in the office.

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/jonis-next-job-ch-09

Title: Joni's Next Job Ch. 09

Author: ikeman48

Category: Interracial Love

Description: Joni is joined by Sandy in the office.

Tags: interracial sex, bbc, office sex, bi-sexual sex, slut

Series: Joni's Next Job


CHAPTER 9: SANDY STARTS
The very next morning my cell phone chimed. I looked over at it on my desk next to the key board. Sandy. I grabbed it and walked to Jason's open door. Mike and Harry had already fucked me simply by raising my pleated micro-skirt and unbuttoning my sheer blouse for access to my breasts. I hadn't bother re-buttoning the blouse when I resumed work at the computer. So, entering Jason's office, he was greeted by the sight of me holding the phone to my ear and my breasts bouncing into the opening. He smile and motioned about the phone.
"Sandy," said to answer the call but also let Jason know. I switched it from my ear and punched the call to go to speaker. "What's up sexy?" I continued. "You make up your mind?"
"You have this on speaker, don't you," she inquired. I confirmed I had. "Does that mean Jason is listening?" He said hi to her. "Good. After yesterday ... my God, you guys. The rest of the day and last night ... God, I couldn't hold any other thought. Jason, I couldn't believe our talk after the other two fucks on my desk."
"On your desk?" Jason questioned.
"Yes, my desk," she emphatically responded. "I've never experienced anything like yesterday. My God. It blew my mind. I was naked and led into group of guys to suck and fuck but everyone was so nice and respectful. I mean ... my God ... I never orgasmed like that. When can I start?"
Jason and I chuckled together. "What about your job?" Jason asked.
"I quit this morning. I didn't give them the two weeks notice. I quit and packed up my stuff. It is ... was ... a mindless job. They won't have trouble filling it. And that kind of job... their reference doesn't matter much, right? So, guys, when can I start?"
Jason laughed. We even bumped fists. "Come in tomorrow morning then. We'll get the paperwork started, access to the network, phone, etc. Then, Joni can take the rest of the day off and take you shopping."
"Shopping?"
I responded, "Honey, you need a new work wardrobe. There is an erotic apparel boutique where we have an open account. You aren't bashful about being naked in a shop, are you?" There was silence on the other end for a moment. Then, a nervous chuckle.
* * * *
Sandy arrive first thing the following morning. Her excitement was oozing from her. There was also some nervousness. Everything was changing for her. She arrived wearing the same outfit she wore when I encountered her at the club: a form-hugging little black and backless dress that came to her mid-thighs. Not nearly short enough but probably what she had.
We walked to our desks and the guys stood to greet her. "You're safe today," I said with a laugh. "Can't go shopping with a pussy full of cum." I stepped back and the guys appraised her at the same time. I shook my head. "We'll do much better. What about underneath the dress?"
She turned her back to show no bra but I knew a dress like that had built in support and it didn't even hint at nipples underneath. She then tugged and wiggled the hem up her thighs. No panties or thong and her pussy was bare. She blushed some at the display. But, the look of approval and appreciation from the guys overshadowed any embarrassment.
We rushed through the employment paperwork and initial familiarization with the network. Then, as I was standing to take her shopping, she noticed me opening the bottom drawer of my desk and pull out a pair of bikini panties. "These skirts are too short and Miami has regular wind. People might see my panties but I won't be arrested." She giggled. All the things she hadn't thought of.
We stopped to eat and I did get a lot of attention. Any other time, a woman like Sandy in her dress would have all the attention. That was how much difference our dress was. "How long did it take you to get used to being seen like that?" she asked leaning into the table.
"Not that long, really. You ever catch yourself in your apartment standing naked by a window without the curtains pulled?" She nodded. "And feel the surge of excitement?" She nodded. "And found yourself doing it more for that feeling, again?" She nodded. "Exhibitionism is exciting and once you've given yourself up to experiencing more sex like the office, you want more and more experiences. Jason explains it as releasing yourself to the experience while not allowing it to define you. That, he says, makes the term 'slut' inappropriate." She smiled. She was smiling a lot.
She found the erotic boutique to be everything I said it would be. The manager greeted me by name and with a hug. I was a very good customer. I introduced Sandy and said we were looking to upgrade her wardrobe along the line of mine. The woman knew exactly what that meant.
"She isn't much taller than you, similar fine butt, waist, and bust. I think everything you have will fit her. Let's find out," the woman manager said basically to me. "Out of the dress."
Sandy looked at me quickly, "I wasn't kidding before." Sandy finally shrugged and reached behind to unzip her dress.
She shrugged it off and was naked but for stockings and heels. For the next couple hours she tried on various skirts and tops and the pile grew. Stockings were add but no bras or panties.
We were essentially done for this initial trip but I grabbed her hand and pulled her to a far wall. She was still naked and protested slightly until she saw where we were headed. Against a far wall was a small display case with dildos, nipple clamps, and butt-plugs. To open up her ass.
* * * *
The next morning I met her at the office 15 minutes late as planned. I figured we'd go in together and even selected the same outfits to wear. I wanted her first day in the office to be noticed by all the guys because I was usually there early.
I was waiting in my car when she drove into the small parking lot. The only available spots was in the back row. I got out of the car and instantly felt the morning breeze off the ocean nearby caress my bare pussy and ass. I watched her exit her car and chuckled. She got out, removed a small coat, then reached back in to grab her purse and box with some personal items. I watched as she walked across the lot, the breeze lifting her skirt. No panties or thong. Good, girl, I thought. I also noticed she was walking in the 4-inch heels pretty well.
"A coat?" I asked as she neared me.
She gave me a guilty smile. "I was too nervous to walk out of the apartment building like this. And what if I needed to stop somewhere?" she replied.
"You mean like I was yesterday? And you seem to have picked up walking in 4-inch heels."
"Give me a little break," she laughed, "this is the first time I've ever worn something like this in public. And the heels," she guiltily chuckled, "I practiced in the apartment last night. And, before you pry, yes, I did it naked and the window blinds were open." We both laughed. We were going to be sisters, I just knew it.
"WOW!" came an enthusiastic greeting from one of the guys who were standing in bullpen. The opening to the row of cubicles extended from the door. In the middle separating our two desk was an aisle from the left side, with Jason's office, to the right side with the conference room. "Good morning, ladies," came another greeting.
Immediately came another voice. Both Sandy and I had eyes on the four guys waiting for us and didn't notice Jason coming to his open door. "Down, guys, down," he chuckled. "I need to talk to them, first." Everybody laughed. Even the guys had to admit to their overly eager appearance.
We sat in front of Jason's desk after leaving our purses and her box on our desks. "I want to officially welcome you to Ebony Enterprises, Sandy. You obviously made the right impression the other day." We all laughed, knowing exactly what that impression was. "I see you were successful in acquiring some things for your wardrobe." It would take her a little to time to adjust to that new wardrobe, I knew. She was doing well, though. We both sat with legs crossed at the knee or we'd be exposed directly to our pussies.
Our outfits were red and black plaid micro-pleated skirts which were a favorite of mine and the guys. They hid almost nothing and were easy to flip up for quick access. Our tops were thin, tight, white tank tops that did almost nothing to hide our nipples or keep our breast from moving. And, Jason was enjoying the image of us sitting side-by-side.
"I got some things done, yesterday, too." He slid a smart phone across the desk. Sandy rose and stretched enough to grasp it. "This is on the company account. Everyone has one. You can cancel your personal service if you want and transfer you SIM card. Harry's the geek in the office and can help you, if needed."
Sandy gushed her thanks for everything. She then stood, "Is there ... anything I can ..."
He rose, stepped around the desk to her, and kissed her lightly on the lips. One of his hands cupped a breast and I heard her breath catch and sigh. "No and thanks. There are four guys wanting to express their own way of welcoming." He winked at me. We were spending more time together after work. He was not going without.
We exited Jason's office to find the guys gathered around my desk. "Looks like you guys have something in mine," I said. I squeezed Sandy's hand for reassurance.
"As a matter of fact," Mike responded, "we do. Since Steve and I enjoyed Sandy the other day, we decided to switch."
"Oooo ..." Sandy jumped in, "I get to test drive Harry and Roger." Everyone laughed. I do like this girl.
Steve and Mike kept me on one side of my desk while Harry and Roger brought Sandy to the opposite side. I didn't think much about that. I was on my knees loosening belts and slacks while looking across my desk at Sandy doing just fine with the same activities. As I released two long, black cocks, one of them pulled my tank top from my skirt and over my head. As I sucked in one cock and stroked the other, hands were on my breasts. Every now and then I caught a glimpse of Sandy. I should stop worrying, I finally decided. She was doing just fine and was in the same condition: topless and sucking black cock.
I was sure none of the four had any intention of cumming in a mouth. With two hard cocks, I was encouraged up and turned to be pressed over the desk. In the next instant, I was greeted with Sandy in the same position from the other side. Our heads were side by side. I turned my head to face her and we met with a kiss. A cock was pressed against and into my ready pussy as that first kiss moved into a much longer and passionate kiss. It was an awkward kiss as both of us were being banged by cocks thrusting into our pussies. We broke the kiss and our eyes fixed on each other. The look I received from her told me she felt what I felt ... that more was worth exploring.
Sandy was close to the side of the desk and had a cock pressed to her mouth. I watch her open immediately to accept it. I was near the middle of the desk but soon found a cock at my mouth. Steve was kneeling on the desk. They are creative, I thought.
I heard Sandy moaning around the cock in her mouth. I pulled my mouth off Steve's cock and saw Sandy dropping her head, the cock slipping from her mouth. She was gasping and moaning, clearly about to blast into orgasm. I returned my mouth to Steve's cock as my own orgasm was signaling release. At the same moment, Mike's cock thrusting in my pussy pulsed and swelled. He was about to climax, too. I pressed my mouth forward to take that cock into my throat. For whatever reason, I found it very stimulating to have a thick cock deep in my throat. My orgasm nearly matched Mike's and I quickly pulled my mouth back or I likely could choke as my body spasmed. I heard Sandy crying out next to me, her mouth not muffled by cock.
I turned my head back to Sandy after Mike pulled out of me and Steve retreated from my mouth. I knew they were switching and it would continue in mere moments. Sandy raised her head, saw me watching, and gave me a reassuring smile.
"God," she gasped, "what a way to start the workday." Her mouth opened wide in a deep sigh. I looked to see Roger thrusting his cock into her cum-filled pussy. "God," she gasped out, "is it always like this first thing?"
I sighed, too, as Steve took his turn at my own cum-filled pussy. "You complaining?" I asked.
"Hell ... no," she gasped. And, I saw her open her mouth to a cum-smeared cock. It was Mike who had fucked me. So, I thought, she'd be cleaning two cocks. Probably easier than kneeling on the desktop. But that was the last serious consideration I had as I descended into the pleasure of being fucked by a 10-inch and thick cock.
* * * *
"What am I doing wrong?" Sandy expressed in frustration. I was about to get up when I saw Harry exit his cubicle and stand over her shoulder. We were both sitting on towels. An image flashed in my mind back to Farnum where I didn't have this problem, not that I thought of this as a terrible problem. Those older men had much smaller cocks and much smaller volume of cum. These guys weren't only big but filled my pussy, or ass, with a tremendous amount of cum. I refocused to find Sandy pointing at her monitor. "I can't get this icon to open," she exclaimed in frustration.
Just an hour ago she had been fucked twice. Now she had her top back on with a pussy leaking cum and was casually getting help from one of the guys who had fucked her. She scooted her chair to side to give Harry access. He clicked, right-clicked, and, "Okay, I see," he said. "The link address got corrupted somehow. Let me ... okay. All set."
"I feel like a ditz," she mumbled.
"No, it was the way it was setup."
"Thank you, Harry." Boy, I thought, is she settling in quick. Not only just recently being fucked but casually interacting while dressed in a skirt so short she was sitting on her bare butt and top so tight and thin her nipples were clearly defined.
* * * *
About a week after Sandy started in the office, the two of us were standing in the middle of the parking lot after another day. The late afternoon breeze off the ocean had picked up and was less of a breeze. The effect was our micro-skirts flipping frequently to our waists exposing butts or pussies depending on the line of sight. The view hadn't been missed by the guys as they left the office, catcalls directed at us as they moved to their cars. We blew kisses their way and I called out, "Tomorrow, guys." They each waved as they drove past.
"Would you be interested in coming over to my place tonight, Sandy?" I asked tentatively. "I could pick up a salad with shrimp. Wine."
"You'd stop at a store dressed like this?" she asked disbelievingly.
I chuckled, "On a dare, but I know a drive through place ... I have wine at home."
She seemed to search my eyes for a moment, then accepted. We agreed we'd clean up and change and meet in about an hour.
I dished up plates of salad and poured the wine. I had a small dining table where we sat opposite each other. We talked a brief time about work until, "What I would like is to know more about you, Sandy." We shared a look. "As you have found, our office is a very intimate environment. I thought it would be good to know each other better personally."
"Intimate? Almost an understatement," she replied. Then, "Thanks, Joni, I've been wanting the same. Jason and the guys have been great ... and not just the sex," she added with a giggle, "... but you've especially been supportive."
She shared some of her background which included some boyfriends who assumed too much in the sex department and her frustration led her to stop dating. However, she missed the sex even if it hadn't always been positive long-term situations.
"You are very beautiful, Sandy. I sometimes think guys see it as a conquest as opposed to finding a soul-mate," I offered.
She nodded. "Sadly, I somehow felt chancing random black men at clubs was a revenge response." She laughed. "Of course, the men I was taking revenge on had no idea."
She then pulled my story out by mentioning comments she had heard at the office about 'Farnum'. I gave her a synopsis of what happened.
"Wow," she exclaimed, "an office slut being dominated by old guys and falling into a scandal. I think I would have left the city."
"I didn't know what I would have done if Jason hadn't been there to warn me and then give his help to minimize my personal reputation damage. But, he was right when he came to me with this job offer. Was I going to miss the sex or the job more? The job he offered was a big step back. The sex he offered was a giant step up." She agreed with that and we both laughed.
We had been cleaning off the table by then and took the rest of the wine to the small living room. We sat on the love seat which face the sliding glass door with the curtain open looking over the city. The sixth floor gave a nice view as the night descended into dusk. When we changed, she arrived in shorts and sleeveless blouse. I had gone with a sun-dress.
"Sandy," I tentatively broached a change in subject, "I never thought of myself as bi-sexual, but ..." I looked at her to find her furrowed eyebrows and intense gaze back at me. "I mean ... well ... there have been several times ... we're being fucked and ..."
"And we kissed," she finished. "I was surprised when it happened but ..."
"I'm curious, Sandy," I said to keep us going, "about the feeling I got."
"It felt like a connection to me."
"More than just an act during an intense situation," I added.
She nodded. "I've been curious about that, too," she confided. "There has been so much new in my life now that I didn't want to push my curiosity. Does any of this make sense?" I shrugged but I held her gaze completely. "I mean ... I'm feeling so much ..."
"But you felt something between us, too?" She nodded. "Have you ever been with ...?" She was shaking her head before I finish. "Are you ... curious?"
She moved first. She scooted across the small space between us, our thighs coming into contact. I made the next move by putting my hands on the sides of her face. Our eyes held each other's as our faces came together in a tentative kiss that wasn't shrouded in the arousal and hyper-stimulation of being fucked in the office. This was just us ... two women ... alone ... no outside stimulation or encouragement ... just curious.
The kiss was soft, easy, and reflective of curiosity but uncertain of what we both brought to it. I pulled back only inches, my eyes searching, and finding her eyes doing the same. I was struck by how different this felt. The difference was that it was Sandy, a woman, but there was none of the expectation of the office, none of the acceptance of the expectation of the office. I not only expected sex in a variety of ways in the office but was an eager, accepting participant. The casualness and openness of the sex was exciting. The anticipation of it was constantly stimulating in its potential existence in the next moment. This lacked all of that. This was cloaked in uncertainty.
"I never thought of myself as bi-sexual," I softly confessed to her, our lips so close they almost brushed each other's.
"Same," she softly replied.
"I never even looked at another woman in any situation," I continued, "and wondered what it might be like, wondered if it would be good or satisfying. I've always wanted a cock."
She initiated another kiss, this one harder, longer, her tongue suddenly at my lips to press between and against my tongue coming out meet hers. When she pulled back, "I don't have ... my experience isn't," she stammered. She stopped to gaze into my eyes, then dropped them, but her eyes quickly rose back to meeting mine intensely. "What I mean is ... I feel like a neophyte following a zen master of sex. I know I want what the office can give me but it was you that allowed me to say, yes. You, the way you were so free and comfortable and safe told me I could trust and follow you. Yes, it is Jason and the guys but it was you that tipped the decision. The sex would be wonderful and what I knew I was looking for but I still wouldn't do something so outrageous if not for you."



"I'm not sure what I did," I responded with, "but I won't betray that trust." I kissed her, again. More depth of passion and increased urgency. "I want to explore this," I said as I softly slid one hand to her covered breast while staring into her eyes. "Will you trust in this, too?"
She pulled me into her, my hand trapped on her breast between us. She held me tightly, her face alongside mine, her mouth next to my ear. Her breath came out in soft gasps, blowing my hair in the process. "God, Joni ... I'll follow you in anything."
That made me involuntarily shiver. I had been put into the position of 'trusting' completely with Farnum. I was asked to completely trust and, for the most part, it had turned out okay. But, and it was a big but, I had maintained awareness despite anything I might have indicated at the time. I didn't think Sandy meant any kind of submissive response but I didn't really know her that well, did I? In a way, her declaration focused the exploration we found ourselves in. My feeling of connection surged past a workmate to share fucking with to someone I wanted to share with and be with.
With the strength of that feeling, I stood while gripping her hand and led her out of the small living space to the very short hallway leading to the single bedroom. She understood immediately, of course, and gripped my hand firmly. I felt her nervousness and excitement. I was feeling the same.
I pulled the covers of my queen bed down to the foot with the top sheet over the bedspread. I turned to find Sandy watching ... and waiting. It was as though she didn't want to assume too much but we were well past the point of assuming anything. Our emotions and anticipation was out in front of us. Now ... all that was left was responding. We were two passionate women anticipating another experience and this one would be a first for both of us.
We stood before each other for a moment. Waiting for each other? She looked upon me as a mentor, someone she trusted, and would willing follow. She felt she was safe with me in the office and elsewhere. I moved my hands behind me to loosen the zipper. As I did, she began unbuttoning her blouse. My sundress fell to my feet and I was naked. She smiled. Yes, no underwear. It wasn't so much with a hope of what might happen as much as it is now just more comfortable.
When she too was naked, I moved to her, my arms going around her and hers quickly responding around me. We kissed. Our breasts pressed together, our hands gliding sensuously over our backs and butts. We moved to the bed without breaking the kiss but relented to scramble onto it. I pushed her onto her back and moved between her legs as I threw them open. I began kissing her stomach and moving down to her mound. When my lips touch her pussy, she moaned and gasped. And then, she protested.
"No ... please," she panted. Did she change her mind? Was she too much of cock lover for this? Was this too much, too fast? "Please," she pleaded, "69. I want to taste you, too."
I smiled and eagerly complied. I spun around and straddle her. She jerked on the bed to give me room for my feet above her head. I settled my pussy down over her head. I immediately felt her lips and tongue on my pussy. I sighed while moving my head between her spread legs.
She tasted good. I loved her taste. I wanted more. We remained like that until we each orgasmed. Then we rolled over so she was on top and we continued. It was wonderful. Loving. Tender. And ... orgasmic.
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CHAPTER 10: WHAT NOW?
It was months after Sandy joined me in supporting Jason's office ... including in our own special way. The three new guys (Sam Daniels supporting Mike in property development; and, Terrell Stewart and Abe Jackson supporting Steve in construction) all started at the same time about two weeks after Sandy. That had worked out very well as it gave Sandy ample time to adjust to being sexually available in the office and wearing such revealing outfits that it was difficult being out in public, though strictly legal.
The three new guys fit in very well, also. They were competent and professional in their job assignments and both Mike and Steve, though still pushing them in responsibilities, were thoroughly pleased. In addition, the new guys acclimated into the unusual nature of the office quickly. Initially, it was expected that the casual and open nature of the sexual availability had consumed their attention. That was expected. It was what happened when all this had began with my being hired originally. Over the subsequent months that had predictably settled the intensity for everyone involved. Sandy and I continued to wear outrageously short skirts and revealing tops with no underwear as a continual reminder to us and the guys that free-use sex was a very intimate part of the office and beneficial perk of the office. And the perk wasn't limited to the guys who had free-use of Sandy and me. Sandy had discovered just how deep her sexual needs were and how consuming it was to avail herself to all the big black cock.
For Jason, the months that passed hadn't been a success merely because of the success of the four new hires. The property development business had thrived by the influx of new talent for managing projects. His unique model for doing business was rewarded. The company could focus on the important issues of development by outsourcing much of the hard labor of design and construction. Mike and Roger were in the forefront of land and zoning for projects while working with Terry, the attorney. Harry developed the architectural concepts that brought in client commitments and then turned the concepts over to larger architectural and engineering firms. Steve provided oversight of the actual construction and scheduling of projects. The system was humming along with an efficiency that was almost stunning.
But, that wasn't all for Jason. Jason had previously divested some of his shares of Blackened Entertainment and Ebony Clubs to become a minority holder to better focus on his original mainstream business passion which was property development. What he hadn't anticipated was that over those months, the presidents of both companies, Keith over Blackened Entertainment and Sam over Ebony Clubs, recognized a deterioration in long-term focus, innovation, and execution. Both men coordinated their approach to Jason by offering additional shares to bring him closer to 50% in both companies in exchange for providing management oversight and direction, a kind of one person board of directors to guide them.
We had just returned from the meeting with the two presidents where the formal agreement was ironed out between them, their businesses, and Jason. I was in attendance to take minutes which would be used to reflect their understandings. There had been an additional reason for my attending the meeting. Jason proposed to me that I could be something of a distraction and motivator in the negotiations. I was in favor of supporting in any way that would provide benefit. After the conclusion of discussions and ceremonial handshakes, they had all turned to me. The meeting was held in a hotel suite, a sort of neutral site. I had expected to be fucked by each bent over the conference table but then surprised them with an idea. In a move to signify solidarity representing their agreement, they should fuck me on the carpeted floor. Air tight. And all three men sent cum into a separate hole.
We were back in the office after the meeting. I was still dressed normally as I had been for the meeting ... well, normally for the office. To avoid any negative reaction while moving through the hotel, I had worn a light, mid-thigh length jacket. Underneath was the light blue cowl dress I was now wearing, thigh-high stockings, and heels. The style of dress was a popular one in the office and both Sandy and I had several of them in addition to a growing assortment of outrageous skirts and tops. The cowl dress was micro in length, barely covering my ass cheeks in back. The material hung loosely from around my neck to drape over my breasts, tailored a bit at the waist and into the skirt. The back was non-existent and plunged to just the top of my ass crack but the loosely draped material allowed even that view from above and back. The sides of my breasts were usually visible in the plunging front that exposed my navel and the breast sides as the material was only around the neck and draped over the front of the breast. Of course, sitting in the chair in front of Jason's desk with legs crossed, the dress was bunched high with legs fully exposed.
Jason was happy at the end of the meeting. His shares in each business had risen. Jason's role amounted to being a Board of Directors of one offering insight into leadership in strategic direction, financial oversight, and a general risk management consideration. He recognized, though, that some of his attention would be pulled from the office. Before the meeting with the other presidents, he had gathered us all to discuss that issue. I wasn't surprised that Jason received assurances from everyone, including the new people, that they would take up any slack. That was the trust and respect of the group. It was what allowed our ridiculous office environment to work, even thrive.
He sat behind his desk quietly for a moment. I could see he was thinking about something but he had asked me to join him there. I sat quietly waiting. Beyond the open door to his office came the distinct sound of one of the guys taking advantage of Sandy's pussy, ass, or mouth. I guessed her pussy or ass since her moans were as distinct as the guy's. Mixed in with those sounds were the sounds of an office otherwise functioning. Phone calls and conversation.
"How are you feeling?" Jason suddenly blurted out. I returned his intense gaze puzzled. "I mean ... well, the meeting ..." he exhaled, "... I used you, Joni. I used you for distraction and manipulation."
I smiled. I couldn't help it and it showed. My eyes softened in a very intimate and compassionate way. There are eight guys in the office and I am fucked by three, four, or five of them nearly every day and he is bothered that he had me fuck the two presidents?
"Jason," I began softly, "we discussed that before the meeting. I was agreeable then and nothing has changed. Besides, back at the beginning of all this they were in the office and I fucked them." I paused and searched his face. "What's this about?" But, I knew what it was about. We had personally come a long way in those months.
And just then, Sandy cried out in orgasm joined by the deep grunting sounds of one of the guys. Another big black cock induced orgasm. Jason smiled and shook his head. Nobody outside the office would believe we functioned so well with such distractions. But ... we did.
* * * *
It was Friday night, a day after the meeting with the other presidents. We were outside by the pool of Jason's home. He had asked me to join him for another weekend together, something that had become increasingly familiar. The evening was quiet and warm. After a delightful fuck on one of the lounge chairs, I had moved another next to his. Currently, my head was in his lap as I kissed, licked, and gently sucked the head of his magnificent cock, the taste of our mixed cum transferred to my taste buds. I loved our taste. I loved his cock above any other ... even Jamal's monster. The reason for my love of Jason's cock so much was obvious to me. I loved Jason. I had for so long. But was that love even practical in our situation? And that question was why I had held that thought in private.
He had hired me originally as a slut who had to accept a job in the office. Not just a slut for himself, a slut for the office. The office was all black men with big 9 and 10-inch cocks. I was fucked openly every day in the office. The term 'slut' might have become negative to him when he started referring to my use as 'free-use'. Really, though, those were just terms. Yes, Jason and I had begun dating and seeing each other more outside the office. We enjoyed each other clearly. We were relaxed and comfortable. But ...
I lazily licked and sucked the head of his cock. He was just as lazily fondling a breast. "Jason," I softly said with my lips brushing over the head of his cock, "something seems to have been on your mind ever since the meeting with Sam and Keith." While grasping and lightly stroking his softened cock, I turned my head to look at his face. "Was it that I fucked them or that you asked me to?"
He smiled down at me, his fingers wound into my long hair, and gently encouraged me up to him. I wiggled my way from my lounge to his while pressing my nakedness against his, my hand never releasing his cock which I felt beginning to impossibly stir to life again. I lay my head on his chest. His fingers gently teasing a nipple.
"Joni," he haltingly began. "I ... it wasn't really the meeting ... well, ugh, maybe ... well, I began to wonder ..." He stopped frustrated. I could feel the frustration in his fingers on my nipple, in his breathing and heart from his wide, muscled chest. I waited. His cock was hardening in my grasp. So soon after cumming? I waited. My own breath becoming bated, halting. "What would you do for me, Joni?" he blurted out suddenly.
What would I do? Anything. "Anything, Jason. I'd do anything for you. I trust you explicitly. You have always given me respect and security. I told you at the beginning that was what I needed to release myself and you have given that." I was staring into his eyes.
"I know that, too. You'd give me anything. Anything. And ... I've been holding back on you." I stared more intently. My hand stopped moving on his cock. His cock was hard. It almost didn't register. What exactly was he talking about? I waited. I searched his eyes. He smiled sheepishly. He looked down at my breasts before softly touching the side of my face. "I used you in that meeting and I saw what you'd do for me ... for business ... for my success."
"But we talked about that. We agreed it would help and it did, I think," I responded.
"Yes, it did. Exactly like we imagined. Especially when you suggested an air-tight fuck to signify our unity. That was brilliant."
"I thought it would help," I muttered uncertainly.
"Exactly right," he agreed. So what is this about, I wanted to scream. "I saw what you would do for me. It wasn't as the office free-use, either. It was for me." I nodded. "That's when I knew for sure. What's been bothering me, Joni, isn't what happened at the meeting but how to tell you. What if you ... you didn't ... want ..."
I scrunched my eyebrows at him. What? What could give this man concern about any decision? Then it hit me. What might be more threatening to a man like Jason who seems to be in full control at all times than to express emotional vulnerability and not have it accepted. My eyes widened. I thought I was the only one harboring such thoughts, such feelings. I would give him anything not just because of his respect and my trust but because I loved him. A love I didn't think was appropriate to express but my actions may have.
He smiled at seeing my growing smile of understanding. "I love you, Joni Mathers." When he said it, even after anticipating it, it was stunning. For a moment, I simply stared at him. Then, my body responded. I turned and straddled his body, fucking wasn't even a thought. I straddled him to engulf him in my own expression of love and relief. I kissed him deeply and long. The kiss was a release of emotion and feeling I have harbored for so long and was now accepting from him the same. My pussy was in direct contact with his hardened cock and it didn't register. At least then.
I separated just enough to look into his eyes. "I love you, Jason Tatum, with every fiber of my heart and soul and body. I have been too afraid it wasn't really possible given ... given everything else." I kissed him, again. I didn't want to say any more. I didn't think either of us had the voice to verbalize more. I put my head on his shoulder and sighed, a feeling I hadn't ever felt before was swelling up inside me. How impossible was this? My salacious encounters in Chicago hadn't led to anything of significance personally. My acceptance of Farnum had only led to my being used and cataloged as simply a slut. But here, this man ... this man who had hired me to be a slut had simply modified 'slut' to 'free-use' and inserted respect and appreciation into the situation which was not only accepted by the other guys in the office but was genuine. Of all the places, a place where big black cocks had been my drug of choice and where I acted sluttier than ever at Farnum, this man saw more in me than anyone ever had.
It was a long time before we moved, clearly both relishing the moment. He was the one who acted next. He held my face between his hands and kissed me passionately. Then, he wiggled underneath me, pulled me up his body until I felt his cock head at my pussy.
"Yes ... oh yes, Jason ... fuck me," I chanted.
He pressed on my hips as I pressed my hips back for 3 or 4-inches of penetration. "No," he said as he again demonstrated his strength by swinging his legs over the side of the lounge and sat up. As he sat up, I moved my legs around his waist, both actions causing me to settle down further over his marvelous cock. Then, he lean me back and himself forward as he stood, performing a perfect squat exercise with 110 pounds on him as if it was nothing. Whatever cock wasn't inside me before suddenly was as his standing and gravity accomplished the task.
"No?" I playfully asked with his 12-inches of cock fully buried inside my pussy.
"No," he repeated as he kissed me again as he took several steps away from the pool area. "Oh, I'll still fuck you plenty along with all the other guys," he continued. He was taking me to the house. "This time, though, I want to make love." He slid the sliding door open and stepped inside. After closing it effortlessly, "I've waited too long, Joni. To make up for it, I want to love you deeply and passionately and fully. I want to make love to you for hours."
I wasn't attentive to anything but his eyes ... okay, the action of his cock inside me that each step caused, too. But primarily it was watching him and feeling my heart about to burst in the joy of being wanted and loved finally in my misguided life.
"Hours?" I teased.
He chuckled as we entered the master bedroom, "Maybe not really hours," he conceded. "I can try, though."
We both laughed. He crawled onto the king-sized bed and lay me on my back in the center. His cock was still embedded in my pussy. He supported himself above me, his cock deep in my already cum-filled pussy as we softly kissed. It felt so different. How? How could this feel so different? He's fucked me countless times. The other guys, and Jamal, have fucked me another countless times. But, as he said, this wasn't going to be about fucking. Emotionally, psychologically, was the difference. This wasn't merely physical and my arousal was at a completely higher level.
He started by slowly and deeply sliding his cock into my pussy. He kissed me on the lips, the ears, the neck, and shoulders. He shifted to kiss my nipples, his cock moving inside me less deeply as a result. Then, his cock was gone and I moaned deeply. His kisses left my nipples to travel down my body: ribs, stomach, lower abdomen, mound, and ... oh God ... he raised my hips and legs, pressing them gently toward me ... my pussy. He kissed and tongued my pussy and clit, his tongue dipping between the lips and ... finding my hole ... and inside. He was licking my cum-messy pussy. His cum but ... OH GOD YES!
Then, he turned me, raised my hips to kneeling and was again inside my pussy. I slowly raised myself to my elbows as his thrusts became harder and long. His hands on my swinging breasts, a hand shifting to my clit. He squeezed both nipple and clit as he thrust hard and deep. My first orgasm. Already. He continued, only slowing as my body shook and my pussy spasmed around him.
He pulled out and lay on his back. I immediately straddled him, taking his cock back inside where it belonged. I felt his cock swell inside but he rolled us before he came. Again he fed on my pussy and I orgasmed on his mouth and tongue and finger finding my g-spot. He was alternating to control his arousal, it hit me. He meant hours even if he could only manage it figuratively.
When, finally, he climaxed with an amazing amount of cum shot into my pussy, I had joyfully lost track of my orgasms. He said he was going to make love to me and I felt overwhelmed with love.
* * * *
"What is it, Joni?" he asked from behind me. We were in the kitchen, my back to him, I was busy putting together a light meal while he sat at the little table in the windowed alcove. After a shared shower, he was dressed in shorts and unbuttoned shirt. I was naked. He had offered me a tee shirt but I had smiled with a shake of my head. Why would I change now? I liked being naked and available and ready to please him. "You've been quiet. What's up?" I turned and leaned on the edge of the counter. "It's the office, isn't it?" I nodded and started to speak but he beat me to it. "Do you want that to stop?"
My eyes searched his, his face, and entire attitude. He was leaned back, relaxed, a slight smile on his face. I shook my head. "No, I don't want it to stop, but we can if you want."
He laughed and walked up to me. He took me in his arms and held me tight. "I don't want," he said softly. "That's you, Joni. That's the woman I know and want. We'd be pretending, kidding ourselves, to think otherwise." I settled into his embrace. He had it under control. Of course, he did. That was Jason.
"What now?" I asked against his chest. The top of my head might be at his shoulders. His chest was wide, his shoulders broad, his arm and legs massive and thick, and he made me feel so secure and safe. And now ... his love, too.
He lifted me up like it was nothing and I wrapped my legs around him. Now we were eye to eye. "Now we move forward with a new perspective."
"The office?"
"They would suspect soon enough so I have a plan," he said casually. A plan. Of course he would already have thought of a plan.
I felt his cock harden underneath me. I kissed him and breathed into his mouth, "Are we going to fuck now? Making love is wonderful but so is fucking," I teased.
He laughed and smacked my bare ass. "Not until we've eaten. What am I going to do with you?" he asked. We laughed. We both knew what he could do with me.
* * * *
We were back in the bedroom. He had definitely known what to do with me. And, it was pure fucking. He shifted positions frequently. He thrust hard and deep. My pussy was tingling and spasming with orgasm after orgasm but he continued to hold off his own climax. When he wasn't pounding my pussy or ass, which he alternated between, he was sucking my nipples and pussy or finger fucking me and stroking my clit and g-spot. He did things I never imagined and wondered where he had seen them except he was a partner in porn videos.
He once had me turned upside down, his mouth covering my pussy and his cock in my mouth. He would lower me and raise me so my mouth was thrust over his cum-smeared cock.
It went on and on. When he finally climaxed, he kept on fucking me until his cock had softened too much. Then, I aggressively sucked and stroked his cock to make it hard, again. When we were finally spent, too physically and emotionally spent, we were collapsed in the very position I desired: me on top of him, his spent cock softened but still inside my cum-filled pussy.



His chest rose and fell underneath the side of my face as we allowed ourselves to quietly recover. His powerful arms and hands were crossed over my back, relaxed but holding me securely.
"Hmmmm ... thank you ... Jason," I slowly said between breaths. I could feel his heart beating beneath. I could feel my own heartbeat bouncing off him back to me. I wasn't thanking him for the fuck. God, have we had magnificent fucks. No, he was my everything and now it was okay to believe that. He had shown me an escape from a situation I was so desperate to have I couldn't recognize how I was being taken advantage of and used. He had given me a new job where the sex I wanted was provided but with respect. That grew into a relationship with big black cocks, an addiction to big black cocks, but given to me with real respect and care. Now, I find myself in love with that man who has professed his own love for me. "What now?"
"Are you still worried about the office?" he softly inquired while his hands began slowly stroking my perspire-slicked back. I nodded against his chest. I was concerned. What would the reaction be, especially by Sandy who had joined me. Jason said nothing would change but ... how would he make that point strongly enough for them to believe? "I have a plan. Sleep now. We have the rest of the weekend to talk." In his secure embrace, I slipped into that sleep.
The talk we had over the weekend settled all concerns I might have harbored. As I should have known, Jason had it all under control. He had considered the possible office fallout and had a counter to each. First, he would proactively announce our relationship in a way that would take away any concern of the path forward regarding the office. To do that, we would have another office party right here at his home and only after Sandy and I had been very well fucked for a couple hours would he call for a pause and toast of sorts to make the announcement while also pointing to my well used and cum-dripping body to emphasize that the office would be unaffected. The idea of another office party shared with Sandy brought an anticipatory smile to my face. Second, I would move into his house. That surprised me. Quickly after professing his love he wanted me to share his house but I knew nothing happened with Jason that hadn't been well considered. I simply nodded ... and was thrilled. Third, the apartment I was using was really a vacant property Ebony owned and, after moving out, he would offer it to Sandy under the same understanding: it was hers rent-free as long as she worked for Ebony. Fourth, and this brought a smile to his face, how exciting was it going to be for the guys to fuck the boss's girl?
The boss's girl ... yes, and there was so much more to realize. What would living together be like? My visits here had been sexual. Thinking about that was exciting. And the office ... he might think it will be exciting for the guys to be fucking the boss's girl but what about the boss's girl? That was exciting, too. He knew what I was before I came to Ebony and he knew what he created by having me in a free-use situation in the office. He knew, through my own admission, how much my enjoyment of the office was addiction-like. Yes, I was pretty sure that big black cock was my drug and I needed the steady supply the office provided. He knew that, too. What an unusual relationship. Then again, his was the biggest of the big black cocks.
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CHAPTER 11: ANNOUNCEMENT PARTY
"Jason wants to throw an office party at his place," I said to Sandy. We were in the office restroom after an active early morning session with the guys. Both of us had been wonderfully fucked by multiple guys, though not all of them which meant more fucking was yet to come our way. I was using a wet wash cloth to clean my pussy. Sandy was brushing out her hair. We were both naked except for stockings and heels. "I wanted to talk to you about it, first," I continued.
She put the brush down and looked at me through the mirror. "Why?" she asked suspiciously. I understood. Why would I want to check with her first about something like an office party? "Office parties might not normally be a great time but we all like each other so much. What do we need to talk about? The timing?"
I chuckled and turned to face her directly. She turned to me. "You know how the guys fuck us in the office," I stated the office. "There is always a sense of urgency in the act because we all have jobs with deadlines. We all enjoy it but there is that sense of being quick, pressed over a desk or laid on top and fucked."
"Damn right I know, girl," she blurted out, "this is the best workplace! And all big black cocks!"
She pulled me into her and mashed our mouths together, our breasts flattened against each other. When I pulled back a bit breathless, "Stop," I giggled, "I'm getting horny all over again." She laughed and cupped my breast in a tease. In response, I cupped her breast, too. It reminded me that it had been too long since she and I spent private time together. Then, a thought came to me. Why does it have to be private? Wouldn't the guys like to see us together at the party? I had to smile at the thought. And got hornier.
"We've had these parties before you came," I continued, "and there were two constants about them. One, I was always naked even if the guys weren't. Two, I was free-use just like at the office." I looked her in the eyes, "All afternoon and into the evening."
I watched her and saw the recognition in her face. Her eyes got big before a smile formed on her mouth. "So ... this party would be ... eight guys with big black cocks ..."
"And two free-use girls," I continued the thought.
"For what?" she pondered, "For six to eight hours?"
I nodded. "There will be beer and food. Jason will pay attention and make sure we have times to rest but, yes, it will be six to eight hours of unhurried sex and very likely multiple partners at a time."
"Double penetration," she mused.
"Air-tight," I added. She shivered and smiled.
* * * *
I had picked up Sandy at her apartment so we could arrive at Jason's together. I timed it so we would be a bit late so we would arrive after everyone was there. I rang the doorbell, which felt strange for me but Jason and I didn't want to create any suspicion before Jason's announcement.
Jason greeted us at the door. He told us the guys were all in back on the patio, already starting on the beer. Jason pulled Sandy in for a passionate kiss, his hand sliding down her short sundress to grasp her butt and press his groin into her. Anywhere else it would seem aggressive but was almost expected for us. We were free-use, after all. We were not only used to receiving aggressive kisses and open groping but we anticipated them with pleasure.
After Jason greeted me in the same exact way, I kicked my sandals off and pulled the short zipper down in back. I slid the straps off my shoulders and let the dress fall from my body. Sandy watched me and seemed to remember that I mentioned being naked and available. She followed suit immediately.
Jason smiled at Sandy. "By the look of your hard nipples, Sandy," he said, "you're ready for what is going to happen today?"
"Ready and eager, Jason." She gave him a quick kiss. "I love everything about working for you."
He led us through the house to the back patio and the mostly private backyard and pool. There were eight chairs and, after Jason sat, they were all occupied by men.
"Pick your place to sit," I said to Sandy.
She went to Mike, the closest on the right, who welcomed her onto his lap. I went to Steve who was the closest on the left and sat across his lap.
"OHHH," we all heard Sandy gasp, "warm your hand first." Mike hand was on her breast but had used the hand that had been holding the cold beer bottle. Everybody laughed so Sandy gave him a full kiss to compensate.
Jason began an introduction, "All of you know that when I negotiated back to an increased share of both Blackened and the clubs, I have had less time for you. I couldn't have considered that at the same time I was trying to expand the business if it wasn't for you nine people. I don't think there could be better people to work with."
Mike, who everyone else looked to as a kind of default leader in the office when Jason wasn't available, raised his bottle, "We feel that way about you, boss." Everyone raised their bottle with a chorus of "Here, here", "For sure", and "Definitely". He continued, "You've created an office environment we all want to be a part of and we appreciate your trust."
Steve quickly add, after slipping his hand from my breast to the top of my thighs as I dropped my outside leg from his lap to give him better access, "Joni and Sandy, thank you. I don't know how Jason found two such beautiful, sexy, and fuck-hungry women, but we are all appreciative." That brought a laugh from everyone including Sandy and me.
"Well," I replied, "if you keep moving that finger around in there, you're going to need to appreciate me even more."
"With that," Jason quickly commented with a laugh, "we all know that our office fun gets constrained by the demands of our jobs. Today is not that. Today there is plenty of time to explore and discover the pleasures of these two in ways not normally available."
Steve managed to stand while holding me and started for the lounge chairs near the pool. Terrell stood with him and followed us. A double penetration to start off, I thought. I heard Jason call after us and saw Terrell turn and catch a tube. Lubrication. I smiled.
Steve walked us directly to one of the lounges where he told Terrell to strip and lay down. I watched from Steve's arms as Terrell quickly pulled off his shirt, kicked off his sandals, and stripped down his shorts and boxers. A hard cock. Not surprised. Everyone knew what this party was going to include and I knew my pussy was more than ready for that cock. Steve lowered me over Terrell as I carefully positioned my knees alongside his hips before reaching underneath me for the hard cock waiting. I aligned it blindly but easily found my wet pussy. I gasped at the first cock penetrating me for the day and settled slowly down over it. I was focused on the big cock spreading and filling my pussy and momentarily lost track of Steve.
Hands pressed me forward and I split my focus between the cock already inside me and the feel of lubrication being spread over and into my asshole. I felt Steve's hand on my lower back to steady me as I felt his cock touch, then pressed against my asshole. Despite all the fucking I get from these guys, and the more than occasional anal, these big cocks take some concentration on the first penetration. And, now I already have a big cock in my pussy.
I sucked in a breath as the cock at my asshole pressed against the tight sphincter, slowly spreading it, and finally popping through causing me to gasp and groan. Terrell had stopped any movement below as the Steve pressed his cock in but as Steve's cock slid over Terrell's in the adjoining chamber, both began to move inside me. The movement was not in sync. Steve had more freedom of movement but Terrell thrust his hips up to join in the effort. Two big black cocks. Fuck. I could already feel a rising orgasm as the cocks began pounding into me. They were relentless in fucking but not crazy. They used steady thrusts, though Terrell's were more abbreviated due to his position. Steve was thrusting hard as my body erupted in the first orgasm of the party but he wasn't far behind me. I felt him thrust even harder and strain to get to his cock deeper in my ass when the telltale jerk and pulse of his cock signaled his climax and cum shot into my asshole.
Steve pulled out and I refocused on Terrell below me. I lowered to kiss him as I assisted in fucking but I was soon pressed back down. Another cock was sliding into my gaping asshole. I groan at the penetration and pressed back to take this new cock deep. Terrell was the next to climax, me again, and finally the cock in my ass. Turned out to be Abe in my ass the second time and when he pulled out, I felt the cum leaking from my gaping hole.
Harry pushed me back onto the lounge and penetrated my pussy missionary. This was slower. He used long and deep thrusts into my already used pussy and it seemed each thrust pressed more cum from my asshole. His cock pulled back and thrust back in, my pussy clamping around it as it moved. He leaned down to kiss my bouncing nipples, then my mouth. I raised my legs and wrapped them around his waist, raising my hips up to meet this thrust. His slamming into me occasionally slammed against my clit, too. I was steadily rising to yet another orgasm.
Other sounds broke through to me. Sounds I at first registered as sounds of our fucking. I turned my head. I was gasping and moaning. Harry was grunting in his effort. These sounds were different. These sounds were like my first fucking and I saw why. Sandy was being double penetrated on a nearby lounge. They had her lying on her back on one guy with his cock in her ass while another guy aggressively fucked her pussy. Her eyes were closed and her mouth open with moans and gasps escaping with each heavy thrust.
Time seemed to pass without meaning. Like fucking these guys in the office, this is powerful fucking by big cocks that thrilled my body and brought me to highs of orgasmic sensations. Unlike the office, they weren't intent on achieving a climax quickly. These fucks went on and on with powerful but contained effort. I was brought to near orgasm and held there. I felt cocks pulse but the restrained. And more fucking. It wasn't only time but also the guys that I lost track of. Even in missionary, I could be facing the guy but my vision was soon glazed over, my entire being in an orgasmic and lust-filled state. I only had a sense that I was fucked by more than my share of guys and cocks over a time beyond my comprehension.
When a cock finally came in me and wasn't replaced by another, I turned my head to the side and gently shook it in an attempt to bring the world to clarity. Lying on the same lounge I had earlier seen her, Sandy lay motionless, her arms and legs hanging off the sides, her breast rising and falling with heavy, gasping breaths. When she turned her head, it seemed to take her a moment to focus, also. When she did, she gave a weak, very tired smile.
I rolled to my side to sit at the edge of the lounge. I attempted to stand but decided to go to my knees and crawl the short distance to her. I scanned her body as I approached. Her body was covered in a sheen of perspiration. Her spread legs revealed her pussy covered with cum with more cum leaking from the hole. Her lips had cum on them and it was only then that I remembered a couple cocks climaxing in my own mouth.
I crawled to her head and kissed her lightly. "You okay?" I asked between more light kisses to her mouth, cheeks, and chin, everywhere with bits of cum.
She smiled, "God, Joni ..." she gasped, "... that was amazing ..." She turned my head with a hand and licked my cheek, probably where some cum lay. "Is it ... always like this?"
"The parties, yes," I responded quietly. "There are more guys now, though." We both giggled. "I don't know how long that was but there is still a lot of time left. Are you okay with that? It is your choice, remember. It is our free will. But, we are their free-use."
She shifted and we helped each other to stand. She embraced me, our slick bodies pressed together, and we shared a far deeper, emotion-filled kiss.
"Thank you," she said with our mouths inches apart. I gave her a quizzical look. "For all this. For finding me and recruiting me to join your office that includes all this. I always thought black cock was a sexual fantasy. Mythical. The ones I hooked up with were just that ... a fantasy, nothing unusual. This, though, these guys are the fantasy come true." She looked over my shoulder to where the guys all sat, probably watching their two free-use girls sharing kisses. "You once confided that you thought you might be addicted to big black cocks but was content with only those in the office." She stared into my eyes and nodded. "I think that's true for me, too." I smiled. "And, yes," she added, "I am okay and will be ready for them ... after a rest." We laughed. Definitely after a rest.
Sandy and I first drank a tall glass of water almost without stopping. Then, we joined the guys who were already eating burgers Jason had grilled along with fixings and several sides. There was beer, too. All of which worked wonders for rejuvenating me and I could see the same in Sandy as she more enthusiastically interacted with several of the guys. She and I remained naked, of course. The guys, for whatever reason, put on boxers or shorts. That seemed silly to me because we all knew they weren't done with us yet.
I was sitting across Roger's lap. He had one hand fondling a breast with the other softly caressing up and down my cum-covered pussy after I had dropped the outside leg off his lap. Occasionally, he slipped a finger into my hole and brought it up to my lips. A taste of cum after eating. I was interacting with not only Roger but several others nearby and noticed Sandy in the same position with her legs opened enough for caressing.
I sensed someone next to me and found Jason. He extended his hand and apologized to Roger for taking me away. I knew what was about to happen.
He led me to the spot where he had been sitting, a spot where he had a good view of the entire group and it was the perfect spot for him to have everyone's attention. He turned me in front of him, one hand curling around my right side under my arm to fondle a breast while the other hand wound around my left to hold me tightly to him.
"I have one additional announcement," he said to capture everyone's attention. The group immediately quieted and turned their full attention to him ... to both of us as I stood in front of him being fondled.
"Uhmm ... I thought I knew what I was going to say." Everyone chuckled. It was unusual for the group to see him uncertain. "Joni and I ... we ..."
"Oh, for crying out loud," I blurted out. "Jason and I are in love."
"Thank you, Joni," Jason said embarrassed. "We believe our love is real and not just sex," he added with a chuckle. "We've decided we're going to be a couple and commit that feeling to our lives."
The group was quiet, then they offered congratulations but their faces and reactions showed concern. We were ready for that. Steve looked around at the group, then, "That's great Jason ... and Joni, of course ... but ... well ... what does that mean for the office?"
I looked at Sandy and her concern seemed heightened. Were we about to leave her as the only free-use woman in the office of eight guys? Or was it going to be seven guys? Or was the office going to continue at all?
Jason whispered in my ear. I separated my legs and while the one hand continued fondling my breast, his other dropped down my stomach and between my opened legs. He dipped a finger over my pussy and plunged it into my messy hole. I gasped and moaned. Even though I was sure I knew what was about to happen, the sudden penetration in such an open display was powerful. He brought his shiny finger out and to my mouth. I took it inside and sucked the juices off.
"Does this woman look like she intends to give up the office?" he asked.
"Our office was initially Jason's idea and it was my eagerness and willingness that made that idea possible. He knows what I am and what I need. I want the office. At this point, I think I even need the office. He knows me and accepts me as I am. Besides, I can't let Sandy have all of you to herself," I finished to their quick laughs. The look on Sandy's face was pure relief.
Jason gave my butt a smack and sent me into the group. From behind me I heard, "And start this one air-tight." I smiled and shivered. We had just announced our committed relationship and he was sending me into an air-tight fucking. No slowly working up to it.
Steve jumped up and took my hand to lead me back to the lounges by the pool. He began directing as he lay on his back. "Joni, take me with your ass." He looked at the four guys who followed us. "One go in her pussy and one in her mouth. Joni, you stroke the others. Before you cum in her, though, you switch around. Nobody cums until she can't stop orgasming."
My mind swirled with the implication of what he was saying but I was theirs to use. Besides, I was curious just how this was going to work ... and feel.
I had enough cum in my asshole that further lubrication wasn't going to be needed. I was blind trying to align my asshole to his cock but I felt Steve guiding me over his cock. Once positioned, I allowed gravity to start the penetration carefully. I gasped ... and he groaned ... with the initial several inches of penetration. I paused a moment, then allowed my legs to ease more and more of his cock deeper into my ass. The fullness and depth. It sent a shiver through me. It was a feeling I hoped never to get used to and it was always magnified when it was Jason's cock.
Once I was sitting on Steve's hips, taking only moments really, he pulled me back to lie on his front. His hands immediately took my breasts and nipples. Abe opened my legs wide, aligned his cock to my pussy, and drove inside firmly but smoothly. I gasped, again. Two big cocks inside me. Steve couldn't move much underneath me but Abe made up for it. He pulled back so just the head was inside, caught my eyes with his, and plunged fully back in. I moaned and gasped. Steve's cock in my ass made my pussy tighter and Abe's cock spread it and filled it completely.
My head was turned to the side and I encountered another cock. I opened my mouth without seeking to know whose it was. It wouldn't matter. There would be a continual rotation of cocks. My hands were being moved and were soon grasping and stroking additionally cocks. Five big cocks. That left three for Sandy but there was no way I was going to be able to see how she was doing. I just assumed with three that she was also air-tight. And, with Jason in one of her holes.
When Abe pulled out of my very stimulated pussy, there was movement around me though the cock in my mouth didn't immediately pull out. Only after another cock plunged into my pussy was there a shift at my mouth and it had the distinct flavor of mixed cum and orgasm juice.
I orgasmed and there was another shift before I was bodily lifted off Steve's cock in my ass and lowered to be penetrated by another cock in my ass. My asshole and pussy were still vibrating and spasming in orgasm as my asshole was filled and another cock plunged into my pussy. Whoever I was lying on top of held me firmly but was also intent on my nipples and breasts. Fondling was joined by pulling and twisting of the nipples. I was stroking cocks. I was sucking a cock. A cock filled my ass. And a cock was plunging into my very stimulated pussy. Someone began strumming my clit. I began to believe Steve's intention. The cock in my ass remained but the others rotated. Fresh cocks plunging powerfully into my pussy with nipples and clit being tortured in the most delicious ways.
I orgasmed more. Or not. Were they new orgasms or merely new peaks in a continuous series of orgasmic peaks? That was only a fleeting thought because thought was becoming harder and harder to achieve. I was three holes and two hands for stimulating cocks. That became the only thing. I was having a harder and harder time keeping my hands moving because that required thought and intention and I was losing both. Eventually, I could only hold the cocks and new cocks were put into them. My mouth, ass, and pussy were available holes for cocks to fuck, though the one in my ass was a constant filler more than fucking.



My entire body was shaking, quaking, twitching, and spasming. It might have appeared that no muscle in my body wasn't twitching in the continuous series of orgasms I was experiencing. Sound no longer attempted to escape my cock filled throat. I only experienced orgasms and plunging cocks.
Maybe someone gave a signal. I wasn't aware. Cum began filling my body. Cock after cock filled cum into my pussy, ass, or mouth. I wasn't even swallowing. Cocks spewed cum into my mouth and it spilled out the side. The number of cocks filling me with cum seemed impossible for five. It was only after I somewhat recovered that I learned the guys who had brought Sandy to orgasm and filled her had recovered enough to join in on me. It had been eight big cocks at the end.
* * * *
When my eyes opened, I was on Jason's lap. Sandy was patting my cheeks gently. "What ... what happened?" I asked weakly.
Sandy smiled, "You must have passed out," she replied. "I was a little worried. I've never seen anyone have so many orgasms to pass out."
"Are you ... okay?" I asked.
She laughed, "By comparison, they were easy on me. They fucked me air-tight and all came about the same time after a couple orgasms for me. I think that them cumming quicker with me allowed them to recover to add to your gangbang."
I looked past her to see the guys dressing. I tried to stand but Jason held me still. Sandy will see them out, he said. When Sandy returned, she was carrying her dress and sandals.
"No," I said to her, "leave it. You're staying the night." She looked confused, her eyes moving from me to Jason. "You're special to us, Sandy. Besides, I'm staying so you have to." She checked Jason and must have been satisfied.
* * * *
It was dark when my body told me to wake up. Sandy was between my legs lapping at my pussy and Jason was nibbling and sucking at my nipples. "Oh ... God ... you two. I don't think ..." I gasped.
Sandy raised her head, "Oh, who are you kidding," she uttered. "We all know you will."
I smiled and even in the dark they must have seen it. They quickly shifted. Jason moved between my splayed thighs while Sandy kissed me. I could taste my pussy on her lips and tongue. I gasped as Jason's wonderful cock inched into my tender pussy. But that was the last sound I made as Sandy shifted and straddled my head, her pussy pressed against my mouth. I was being slowly fucked while tonguing a pussy still leaking occasional drops of cum.
* * * *
The Sunday morning was relaxed. Sandy and I stayed naked while Jason wore boxers. I wondered why the guys always seem to put something on? Was it shyness or some unconscious thing that we're the only ones naked?
Relaxed might not have been the right word. Lazy might have been better. We sipped coffee, lounged, and talked. Jason told Sandy I was moving in with him which left my apartment open. He then informed her that my apartment was a bonus when I started and was on the company books.
"If you want it, Sandy, it is yours. No more rent and more conveniently located," he explained.
She accepted, of course.
* * * *
Later in the morning, Jason rose and took each of each of us by the hand. He led us out of the family room and down the hall to the bedroom. He dropped his boxers upon entering and instructed us to kneel on the bed at the edge ... side by side. I looked at Sandy and shrugged. We did as we were instructed. It should have occurred to me. Jason's mind is often looking toward something a little different.
Sandy and I were positioned with our asses just past the edge of the bed, out knees spread wide. Jason was moving behind us stroking our pussies, first Sandy's, then mine. I turned my head to Sandy and she was looking confused. I smiled at her and whispered, "This might take a while."
I think she thought I meant it might be a while that he would play with our pussies. I heard her gasp and a long moan escape her mouth when Jason penetrated her pussy and thrust his thick, full 12-inches into her. He grabbed her hips and thrust into her with long and powerful strokes. Then, just as suddenly, he pulled out and repeated the action to me. It was a long time of back and forth, slamming his wonderful cock into us. Then, he was gone.
Not for long, though. He returned with the lubrication and prepared both our assholes. This time he entered my ass first. His cock feels so full and deep in my asshole. I love it. And, when he pulled out of me and I heard Sandy's reaction at being similarly penetrated, it was obvious she felt the same.
It seemed impossible that he controlled his climax for so long. Eventually, after alternating between pussies and assholes, he pulled out and lay himself on the bed. Neither Sandy or I needed an explanation. I beat Sandy to him and straddled his hips, dropping my body and covering his cock with my pussy to its base. I fucked him hard, my breasts bouncing but he wasn't without his own effort. With one hand tormenting a nipple, the other pressed against my clit and when I sank fully on him, the impact on my clit was powerful.
Then, he moved me to the side and Sandy scrambled onto his cock. It was only then that I noticed the cock ring he was wearing. He must have put it on while our asses were toward him. That probably explained his ability to resist climax.
He rolled her so he was between her legs and paused. He turned his head to me. "Okay?" I nodded. I understood. He was asking if it was okay to release in Sandy. I meant it when I told her she was special to us both. He pulled out, struggled to release the ring, slammed back into her and fucked her furiously. When he came, her eyes flew open along with her mouth ... and she orgasmed.
God ... I want all that time, just me, and feel that climax. And now I have all the time I could desire with him.
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CHAPTER 12: CLUB PROMOTION VIDEO
Sandy and I were just coming out of the restroom where we had shared a quick clean-up shower. My hair was still wet. Terrell had managed to overshoot my face into my hair when he climaxed, the result of sucking him while being fucked by Abe. It wasn't the first time and certainly wouldn't be the last. As time has gone on with the guys in the office, Sandy and I both have noticed that at times they like to cum on us. We leave it alone while we are actively being fucked but shower when the activity stops and our dedication to work resumes.
"Who are they?" Sandy asked me. We were both still naked after the shower. Our clothes were on our desks where they were dropped when the guys stripped us. Our desks were side-by-side in the middle of the seven cubicles that made up the bull-pen. The office consisted of the seven guys occupying the bull-pen cubicles and our boss, Jason. Eight guys, all black, and all with big cocks. Then there is Sandy and me, the Office Services Specialists. That was our fancy title. That meant we were available for free-use sexually within the office. Jason and I were involved in a personal relationship that now had me living with him but that in no way interfered with my role in the office. He understood my needs and, the wonderful man he was, wanted me to be happy.
As we stood naked just outside the customized restroom with shower and lighting for our make-up needs, we saw two black men approaching Jason's office. They both stopped at seeing us exit the restroom naked. They waved and I waved back.
"Their names are Sam Murphy and Keith Dutton," I replied. It was rare to have anyone besides our office staff appear unannounced and confidently approach Jason's office. Sandy gave me a look. You know the look ... so, who the are they? "Sam Murphy is president of Ebony Clubs. Keith Dutton is president of Blackened Entertainment."
"Wait ... what?" Sandy stammered. The sudden appearance of two men in the office while we were naked threw Sandy off a bit. While I continued calmly walking to our desks, Sandy seemed frozen for a moment before rushing to join me. I was already stepping into the skirt I had been wearing before it was removed from me, a micro, pleated skirt that covered almost nothing. Sandy, now mostly recovered was pulling up her own skirt, one that was equally short.
I turned to Sandy while holding the thin tank top that was so tight on me it was like a second skin and showed every feature of my nipples. That was the intent, of course. "Yes, the very Ebony Clubs where I found you trolling for black cock and that Jason has a partnership share in. And, yes, before you ask, Blackened is the porn studio Jason is also a partner in."
"What are they doing here?" Sandy wondered out loud. Or, maybe she really did think I knew. I didn't. But we were soon to find out when Jason appeared at his door a few minutes later and motioned for both of us to come to his office.
By that time we were both fully dressed. As fully as we are in the office. I entered the office with Sandy trailing behind nervous and uncertain. Sandy knew the Ebony Club was a place to find sex if you wanted it. And, well ... Blackened was sex. I, of course, knew both men well enough from earlier times in the office when they had offices here.
As I entered the office, I walked right up to Sam Murphy who was closest and right into his open arms. We kissed ... not a welcoming, nice kiss, but a kiss of desire barely beneath the surface. His hand was soon under my skirt on my bare butt and my body pulled tightly against his. I greeted Keith Dutton similarly.
"Gentlemen," I began while turning to Sandy, "meet Sandy who assists me with various office tasks including Office Services Specialist." Sandy gasped at the disclosure but the way she was dressed left little doubt of her role, too. I pulled her forward and both men greeted her with the same familiarity and intimacy as they did with me.
Sandy was visibly flushed and Jason was chuckling. "Sorry, Sandy. Both Keith and Sam had offices here when Joni started. They are very aware of what happens here."
Keith offered, "Yes, those were interesting days. We understood Jason's thinking about more office space for expansion but it was tough on Sam and I to give up those offices."
"Even if we weren't here that much," Sam added, "when we were it was fun." He then added, "So, when we were here, Joni was without underwear ... true for you, Sandy?"
Sandy had recovered and was beginning to be her usual flirt. She raised her tiny skirt to expose her bare pussy. The men nodded with appreciation.
Jason addressed us, "Girls, I know you just got dressed but why not take those clothes off. Sam and Keith have an interesting idea they are working on and you two might also find it interesting."
We had moved to the side of Jason's desk where we could see Jason and the other two. I looked at Sandy and shrugged. She responded the same and both of us were pulling our tops off and letting our skirts drop the our feet. Two tops and micro-skirts were dropped on Jason's desktop. We stood naked again except for our heels. After the shower, we neglected to put the stockings back on.
As if to give us some support, Jason came around his desk and sat on the corner, holding both Sandy and I around our waists. These men were new to Sandy and she appeared a bit intimidated so Jason's effort actually did provide comfort for her.
Sam began by saying he had been interested in updating the club's social media and website profile with photos and short videos. The more he thought about it and discussed it with his staff at both sites, the more he wanted something professional and making a strong hint at the black/white theme and the heavy sexual undertones of the club. He studied me and I wondered if he somehow knew about my encounter with Jamal or that I had used his club to find Sandy who had trolled the club for black cock experiences.
Keith then jumped in. Sam had approached him about assisting with a photo shoot and videos of patrons partying and dancing. Keith agreed it would be easy to accomplish and one of his directors could certainly set the scope of both for the best effect, especially in presenting the atmosphere for sexual tension in the club. He pushed further, though.
Sam picked it up, again. "That's when I thought of you, Joni. You would be perfect for the theme image: a small, very sexy white woman who would be a striking contrast with a group of big, strong, black guys." After his eyes finished gazing over my entire body ... again ... his attention went to Sandy. "When I checked with Jason, he mentioned that you guys now had two hotties servicing the guys here." His eyes were unflinching as he gazed at our pussies. "Sandy, you are just as hot as Joni. You two would be perfect."
"Perfect for what exactly," I asked.
"A photo shoot of people dancing and partying along with some short video of the same," Sam said. "I see you two mixed in with the crowd who will have consented to their pics being used. You two in outfits like what you wear here to be exact. Pussies and tits flashing. We would have to blur the pussy exposures probably."
Keith had ideas, too. "I agreed but why stop there? That setting would be perfect for a porn black/white video," he bluntly stated. I looked at Jason who smiled back. He was stroking Sandy and me over our backs and butts. Sandy looked a bit nervous.
"How ... what ..." Sandy was stammering.
"What she is trying to say," I offered helpfully, "is how do you manage that with the public there?" I pushed sensing there was a reason we were hearing about it.
Keith laughed. "Two separate shoots," he calmly clarified. "We do the publicity shoot with the public and I hope you two. As Sam said, in those outfits you'd be sending exactly the impression he is looking for: adventurous but not quite too explicit. The other shoot, the porn side, would be after hours. We'd have to use close shots and extras to create the illusion of the active club."
I felt Jason's hand slide between my thighs and stroke my pussy. I glanced to the side and found he was doing the same to Sandy. Sandy was comfortable with whatever Jason did but this was in front of two men she didn't really know and who were talking about shooting a porn video. Jason's caressing of us wasn't lost on the two men.
"I've wanted you in one of my videos for a long time, Joni. Now, with Sandy by your side ... it would be perfect. You two know fucking and sucking BBC. You are both petite and that is a visual turn on for guys when pair with big black men. And, maybe most importantly, you are not jaded by the business."
"Jaded?" Sandy asked nervously.
"Yes, jaded. Most actresses are more intent on acting out an orgasm rather than having one."
Jason slipped a finger between my pussy lips and I assumed by Sandy's reaction that he had to her, too. "I assure you," Jason offered freely, "both of them have the most glorious orgasms."
I excused us to talk. We walked across the bullpen to the conference room still naked. Naked around the guys was no big deal for either of us. Naked after it being suggested that we star in a porn video ... we were both quite aware of our nakedness.
"Is he serious?" Sandy exclaimed.
I nodded. "I think he is. Actually, if you look at it from his perspective, it does make some kind of sense."
"But ... I mean ... what about Jason?" She sounded offended but I could also see the tells of her feelings. Her nipples were hard. And talk about an obvious tell.
"What was Jason doing to you as they talked about it?" I asked.
"He ... he was ... oh." Then she realized. "Jason really wouldn't have a problem with you being in a porn video?"
I put my hands on her shoulders. "Sandy, what do I do everyday? What's a few more guys? Besides, I know Jason. He'll be there for us. We won't be on our own." I looked her in the eyes and confessed. "To be honest, I've wondered about being in a video for a while. You don't have to, though. Even if I were to agree, you wouldn't have to unless you really want to."
She pulled me into her arms and kissed me. Kissed me hard. Kissed me with all the arousal she was feeling from the thought of fucking in a video. Kissed me with all the arousal she had been trying to deny and hide.
We walked back into Jason's office and I was sure they all knew. Nonetheless, we stood in front of the two men after seeing that Jason had taken his chair behind his desk. Sandy stood very close to my side, the backs of our hands touching.
"We'll do it," I answered for both of us. "On the condition," I continued and glancing over my shoulder, "that Jason be with us while it happens. No offense, but Sandy and I would just feel safer." The men smiled. Jason nodded. Hell, I thought, now his girlfriend wouldn't only be an office slut but a porn star, too.
Then, there was an awkward silence in the office. The men sat gazing at our nakedness and Sandy and I stood wondering what else there was. The men didn't move, though, or speak. I nudged Sandy's hand and lean closer to her ear.
"Let's just give them what they want," I suggested. "It's been a while since we had a different cock." Sandy glanced at me and looked back at them. She nodded with a smile.
We moved as if in lock-step. First I glanced back at Jason who simply nodded. Then, Sandy and I stepped forward and leaned into the men to give them desirous kisses which gave them the perfect opportunity for the first time to fondle our hanging breasts. We stayed that way kissing them so they had ample time to fondle us before we moved to our knees before them. Belts and zipper were opened. They raised their hips to allow us to pull their slacks and shorts down to their ankles.
"Ooooo ... okay," I heard Sandy softly exclaim at finding the big cock I already knew would be found.
I began kissing and licking Keith's cock as Sandy did the same to Sam. Sandy turned her head to me while licking the head of the cock at her mouth. I gave her a smile and nod without losing contact with my own cock. She smiled back and we opened our mouths and gulped the cock heads deep into our mouths. After a few movements, I had Keith's cock in the top of my throat. From the similar sounds from Sam, I knew Sandy was giving him a similar effort.
With hard cocks in our throats, I again nudged Sandy and we rose nearly in unison. I backed to the edge of Jason's desk and hopped up onto it. Sandy was next to me, our hips touching. I held my upper body up by my elbows and spread my legs but bumped against Sandy. Instead, I pulled my legs toward my chest. Sandy's knees seemed to follow mine.
As Keith maneuvered his cock head to my pussy, I craned my head back as I laid back onto the desktop. Jason was leaning over my head. He gave me a kiss on the lips (upside down) and whisper, "Thank you." I heard Sandy gasp as she was penetrated by Sam. I turned my head toward her to see Jason giving her a kiss, too. She smiled up at him, then at me, then wrapped her legs around Sam with an urgent, "Fuck me". I smiled and mused, an extra cock in our day.
* * * *
Since many bars and clubs in the entertainment district of Miami don't close until 5:00 AM, it was just past 3:00 AM when Jason brought Sandy and I to the front entrance of the Miami Ebony Club on Friday night ... well, Saturday morning. I had insisted that Sandy spend the short night with us and also spend the weekend with us after our gangbang video.
We put Sandy between Jason and me but I didn't think her sleep had been much better than mine evidenced by the amount of tossing and turning we both did. Jason promised not to touch either one of us which took a herculean effort according to him. Sandy and I shared the same thought: despite all the cock we enjoy on a daily basis, this seemed quite different. We still didn't know how many men would be involved; this was going to be in front of other people just viewing and recording and positioning mics; and, a big part, the video would be capturing it all and (for a fee) be available to anyone on the internet. Definitely nerves. Definitely nervous excitement.
Sandy looked at me surprised when we approached the main entrance. The street in front was quiet. Anyone wanting to be inside was already in there. But, as we approached the door, she heard a deep, booming voice, "Morning Mr. Tatum. Morning Joni". I stopped and raised myself onto my tiptoes and reached up to hug and kiss Jamal. He was a mountain of black manhood and easily picked me up. I wrapped my arms and legs around him and smothered his mouth with a kiss of passionate memory of our last time together. I introduced Sandy to him and he merely transferred me to his left arm so he could shake her hand. He gave me another quick kiss, "Are you ever going to come to see me, again?" he asked boldly as he put me back on earth.
Jason chuckled, "Joni told me about that, of course. Maybe we can get Sandy to join her next time." Sandy looked confused and nervous all over again.
As we left Jamal at the door, I leaned into Sandy, "You know how big Jason is?" She nodded in a conspiratorial way glancing at Jason. "Jamal is bigger ... and thick." Sandy's mouth opened without a sound. Just like me, Sandy hadn't known BBC could be real before the office and Jason's cock was special for both of us. A cock bigger than his? I imagined what she was thinking.
"Ladies," came the shout that was required in order to be heard over the din of blasting music and nearly a hundred people enjoying themselves. I followed the voice to see Sam Murphy approaching with several other men who did not look as though they had been among those dancing to the heavy bass beat of the music. "You remembered to wear thongs?" he shouted. Any other time that would have caused some embarrassment but given the level of noise I doubted anyone not in our immediate group heard.
I smiled at him and lifted the micro-skirt to display the dark, lace thong. Sandy followed my lead and all the men in the group smiled at our easy display. That was followed by the introduction of five large black men who we were told would be our dance and party partners and later be part of the gangbang. The director explained that he wanted some of the men involved later to be up front in the promotional for continuity. I questioned if the five were all and the director laughed. No, he said, there would be five more arriving later. I looked at Sandy who shrugged and I understood. Ten guys. Our parties at Jason's house were eight guys.
I didn't know if either Sandy or I were great dancers but we had fun doing it. We even did what we thought were erotic dancing for the guys at our parties while they recovered. Once everything was ready for photos and video, it was already pushing 4:00 AM so getting the shots they wanted had to happen soon. Sandy and I enjoyed a drink with the five guys and pics captured everything once we starte flirting. Then, on cue, we were led out onto the dance floor with cameras circling capturing us and others. Soon, the cameras disappeared from my thinking as the dancing heated up. While I was rubbing my body on a guy in front of me, another guy came up behind me and rubbed his crotch into my butt which pressed me more firmly into the one in front. Soon, I felt like an Oreo cookie and I saw Sandy enjoying the same attention.
The guy behind me lifted my nothing skirt and stroked my ass that the thong left exposed. The one in front shifted back a bit and captured my breasts through the thin tank top material. I was being mauled but not penetrated or exposing anything critical.
I was suddenly taken by a third guy and spun around so that I was sure my pleated skirt was waist high. Several variation occurred over the next half hour in the effort to expose my ass and capture my bouncing breasts which was the intention of the video for encouragement of the adventurous customers the club was targeting.
By closing time, Sandy and I were breathing heavily and we felt disheveled. I suggested we brush our hair and reapply makeup but the director killed that idea. He wanted the disheveled look. The next video was the aftermath of the dancing. Actually, we were told, the club setting went beyond what could really happen in this club and the fucking would occur on the dance floor, on tables, and pressed against the bar.
"So, how does this really work," I quizzed the director. Sandy and I had speculated but I felt it would be good to understand. Sandy was pressed up next to me to hear the explanation and Jason was right behind me. He had a reassuring hand on both our shoulders and reassuring it was. "Are you going to be directing the action and us or what?"
"I might be directing the men but off to the side. I want this to be as natural and realistic as possible. My understanding is the two of you, though you've never been in porn, get fucked a lot and that's what I want. I want this to be free flowing, a natural gangbang of people who have just enjoyed themselves partying and ready to take it all to the next level."
"You want us to orgasm, right. I mean you don't want us to resist and prolong," Sandy clarified what we understood.
"Exactly. The more orgasms, the better. The guys behind the cameras will be looking for exactly that and if they get fixed on capturing penetration, someone else will be watching your faces so we make sure to capture your orgasms." He studied us. "Ladies, this is what we refer to a cream-pie and cum-shot video. I want not only orgasms from you but cum from the men. I expect your pussies and asses to be running with cum and to find cum on your bodies. Are you okay with that?"
I looked at Sandy who smiled. I was, too. "Sounds like a good time to us," I responded.
A woman came up to the director and spoke into his ear. He nodded and turned to us. "I was just informed there has been a change. I think I indicated before that the number would be ten guys. I was just informed that casting has four more men coming on top of that. Is that an issue?"



I leaned into Sandy and softly said, "Remember when I was bringing you on to the office and I said that handling eight guys on a regular basis was too much and that was why I needed you?" She nodded. "But, I said then, eight would be a fun gangbang." She nodded and smiled.
"Not a problem. If they all cum once or twice in and on us, there should be plenty for your cameras to capture." He smiled, raised his hand, and twirled it. Ready to go.
This started off where the other left off but took a quick turn when while dancing and squeezed by two men, the one in back raised my tiny skirt and pulled the small thong down my legs. Now, when twirled and lifted, it wasn't just a thong that was flashed but my bare pussy. That was quickly followed by open groping and deep kissing and the effort put into dancing was minimized to swaying within a group of guys.
I was turned in the swarm and was kissed by another guy and while that was happening another set of hands was pulling my thin tank top up my body and over my head. As the top was pulled over my head I managed to peek around one of the guys to find Sandy in a similar grouping and similarly being stripped.
The next step didn't take long. I was turned to kiss another of the guys while my breast were being fondled by someone else and fingers found my pussy but at the same time I felt other fingers working the clasp and zipper of the skirt. I was lifted into the air and the skirt fell to the floor. Without touching the floor for minutes, I was passed from guy to guy to be kissed while being fondled and probed. My pussy was repeatedly probed by fingers and I heard one exclaim, "Damn, she's so wet there won't being any need for lubrication." It caused me to wonder if they often had to use lubrication when they started.
When I was returned to the ground, hands gently pressured me to my knees where I was surrounded by bare legs and cocks. I opened my mouth and reached to the sides. It wasn't hard to find already hard cocks. Most were big but not big like Jason and certainly not like Jamal. But most were 8 to 10-inches closer to the guys in the office. Quantity or size, they both did the trick for me.
While sucking a cock after rotating around the cluster, my hips were raised while a hand on my head kept my mouth on the cock I was sucking. I wiggled my hips back and forth anticipating what was coming. My feet were nudged apart and a cock pressed at my waiting pussy. I groaned around the cock in my mouth as the cock behind me was pressed into and deeper into my pussy. The one fucking me began slow and smooth but steadily increased his effort to powerful thrusts which set my breasts to swaying and pushed my body forward, the cock in my mouth deeper into my mouth and soon into my throat. When the cock pressed deeper in my throat, the man in front moaned deeply.
I was fucked in this position for quite a while, the men pulling out and another taking his place at both my mouth and pussy. I lost track of the number of changes but despite my orgasms, the men didn't climax as they switched. During one orgasm as my mouth hung open the cock moving in and out without my lips tight around it, my eyes flicked open for a moment and a camera was a foot away capturing everything my face reflected. And, at least according to Jason and the guys in the office, it would be reflecting a lot.
I found myself on all fours on the dance floor where the spit roast fucking continued after several climaxes had sent cum into my pussy, but it was after the second or third switch in that position that a cock pulled out of my cummy pussy and pressed against my asshole. It was no surprise that it would happen because that was a question both Sandy and I confirmed: all three holes were available. I gasped around the cock in my throat as the cum-slick cock spread my sphincter and entered my ass. Once my ass was opened, the next series of switches continued using it, each switch allowing the next penetration that much easier.
Suddenly, I was empty and my dazed mind fought for some recognition. This was like our parties but at another level. I was being moved on wobbly legs and my eyes spied a man holding his cock up while on is back on the stage. I was lifted up and settled down over his cock which I never touched as someone aligned it to my pussy and I settled down over it. Something tapped my nose and my mouth opened knowing it had to be a cock. I tasted cum on it and a brief question flashed: was this from my pussy or Sandy's? I would have smiled at the thought except for the cock jammed quickly through my mouth to my throat.
I gasped and my mouth fell open around the cock there when another cock was pressed at my asshole. I was transitioned to another level from sucking cock to sucking while fucked in my pussy to sucking with anal and pussy. Air-tight had arrived.
I had no idea how Sandy was doing and I was barely able to even consider it. I was surrounded by black skin and cocks and my mind was numbed by orgasms and a steady stimulation level that could turn to yet another orgasm at any moment. Now, the switching maintained all my holes in a constant state of being fucked. I would be rolled so the one who had been below me could change out so sometimes the one below was fucking my pussy and sometimes my asshole.
Another change in action occurred when while on my back being filled by three cocks, the one in my mouth pulled out and shot the cum over my face. Another cock nearby at the side added cum to my breasts and chest.
I sensed we were coming (literally) to the end and I couldn't imagine how long this had been. Although cocks had sent regular climaxes into my pussy and ass, the men were steadily cuming on my body now as all cocks were out of my body and I gazed up at men stroking their cocks. My leg shifted and I felt a body next to me. I turned as another load splatted on my face to find Sandy gasping next to me. I searched with my hand, found her hand, and grasped it. She turned her head with a weary smile. While cum dropped onto us, I leaned to her and kissed her cum covered face and lips.
Soon, all the cocks seemed spent. Looking up through bleary eyes, I fingered cum from both and caught the guys looking down and a couple cameras capturing the end. I turned to Sandy and said loud enough, "This will be messy, but ..."
She nodded, "Probably disgusting, too." With that she rose to her knees, turned and swung her leg over my head. As her hips lowered and I stared up at her gaping, cum-filled pussy and ass, a glob of cum escaped from both and hung down toward my mouth. I open and raised my head and obscenely sucked it into my mouth.
I heard from the side, "Tell me you got that!"
* * * *
The club didn't have showers so Sandy and I were forced to make do with wet paper towels to somewhat clean ourselves. At least the most obvious evidence of what we have been doing for the past hours. There was only so much we could manage, though.
"It's impossible," I uttered as I used a towel to dab at hair. I was standing alongside Sandy in the women's restroom gazing at my image in the mirror above the counter. I had managed to wipe the worst of the cum from my face and body.
"You ever seen so much cum on one person?" Sandy asked. We looked at each other in the mirror and both started laughing.
"No," I admitted, "and we'll be reminded of it every time we see the video." I stopped that thought and turned to her. "You know what I bet Jason will do?" She shook her head as she dabbed a bit of cum I missed on my ear. "I'll bet anything he uses the video as background at our next party."
I watched her face go from embarrassed concern to a slowly growing smile. Finally, as if fully accepting the eventuality of what I said, "You know what I think?" she asked. It was my turn to shake my head. "I think we're going to have a tough time pretending we're just two women being freely used at the office."
I smiled and hugged her. "Office Services Sluts?" I asked. She kissed me full on the mouth. We turned for the door after seriously depleting the supply of paper towels. Everyone was gone when we re-entered the main room except for the crew packing up the equipment. The director and Sam were talking with Jason as we approached naked and tired. Jason held up two thin tank tops.
"This was all I could find," he said. Sandy and I just laughed. Somehow it was fitting.
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CHAPTER 1: UNDERSTANDING
"Thank you for meeting with me, Mr. Washburn."
Mr. Stanley Washburn, CEO and majority owner of Washburn Pharmaceuticals, Inc. He was 68 years old, still in very good shape, some might say for his age, but I always thought that didn't give him his due credit. He was still vibrant and strong and ruled over the company with the same energy and devotion that made it what it was in the industry. Although I had detected a pouch over his stomach, he was still a strong 5' 10" at 180 pounds. He had a full head of silver hair and came across as one of the most distinguished men I had met.
"Jolene, why do you continue to use such formality with me?"
"You recruited me personally, sir. I'm not sure I would be here if it hadn't been for your persistence and exceedingly generous offer for employment. I'll never take that for granted or forget that you gave me my chance."
Me, Dr. Jolene Trent with PHD's after my name, a scientist/researcher with specializations in pharmaceuticals, genetics, and medicine. At 33 years old, I have quickly gained respected standing in the company and industry. Like Mr. Washburn, I have continued to work at maintaining a trim, athletic body on a 5' 4", 110-pound frame. My long hair is dark brown generally kept loosely hanging. And, I know my large, full breasts attract some attention even under the drab laboratory jackets.
He waved his hand to dismiss comments of gratitude and leaned back in his chair behind the expansive desk. It was the end of the day and the Washburn building was becoming increasingly quiet, which matched the increasing quiet outside as the office park emptied out for the day.
"Don't make me wait too much longer to hear you call me 'Stan', please. I am not getting any younger you know."
"Sir, to my eyes you aren't getting any older, either."
He laughed. I so enjoyed hearing him completely relax. The truth was I felt he had worked hard enough for long enough and should find something that he could just enjoy that didn't involve budgets, deadlines, and government approvals. Instead, he leaned forward, still with a lilt in his voice, "You sweet-talker. So, what is really on your mind?"
I took a deep breath before plunging in. "Am I being punished for something?" He sat back in his chair and looked at me. I couldn't read anything confirming or denying in his expression. It was one of the things that made him so successful. "Sir, from the time you brought me here, you've thrown me into the deep end of the pool without a lifeguard in sight, though I am sure you had one nearby. Project after project were successes. The last few years as team leader the projects have been equally successful."
Quietly, he added, "Better under your leadership."
"So why am I suddenly assigned to these mundane projects? There are projects down there that are critical ... hugely impactful. Why am I working on generic formulations? I'm sorry, sir, I don't want this to sound like an ego trip, but any of those people down there could be doing that."
"Did you talk to Johnson?" Johnson was the group resource manager. What he did was make sure the critical projects had the support they needed for complexity and deadlines.
"You know I did. Johnson is ... he's weak, he has no apparent spine, yet he didn't relent under my pressuring him. The only thing meaningful that came out of his mouth that seemed to keep him standing up to me was 'those are my instructions'. And, I thought, 'instructions', of course, if it was his decision, he would never have stood up to me. But, if he had been given 'instructions' that took him off the hook, but who had the pull to make that decision? You, sir. Then, all I need to know is ... why?"
He stared at me for a moment and sighed, "You have a problem, Jolene. A serious problem."
"What ...?"
"Vegas last weekend? And a long list of other such weekends and trips: Fantasy Fest in Key West last fall, Mardi Gras in New Orleans, the Super Bowl before that, New York City, Miami ... it's a long list. And, I know what happened at all these places."
I was shocked, maybe hurt. "You've been spying on me? Why?"
He shook his head. "You know why! You know this company makes its money by being ahead of the curve in getting Fed approval and getting to market. Our competitors are watching us and some would do anything to take us down."
God, he knows about all those ... He thinks I might be a risk? That's why I am still here but working on nothing projects. He thinks that way if I am compromised, they won't getting anything of significance.
Weakly I attempted a comeback, "That was personal time." I knew it was weak but it wasn't in my nature to give in easily.
He sighed deeply. I could tell this was hurting him, too. "Yes, personal time is personal time, but ... Jolene, you know how we protect confidentiality and security. We're tighter than many government installations."
"What do you think you know?"
He chuckled, "Don't even start with me. You can put on that air and bluff your way out with most people, but not me." He looked at his computer monitor, glanced at me, and moved the mouse and clicked. "Come see for yourself. I know a lot."
I wasn't sure I wanted to see. This was so embarrassing. I had let down the one man in my life who I looked up to the most, who I put all my trust and confidence in. He had opened doors for me from the beginning and I had committed myself ever since to never letting him down. Now I had.
He opened a folder named "Jolene Trent Compromised". Photos appeared. Dozens, maybe hundreds. Me with men in bars and in the streets, some obviously through hotel windows. Compromising, indeed. Even that strip club in New Orleans. I still didn't know how that guy talked me into Amateur Night.
I felt his eyes on me like a laser as I moved back around his desk, but I didn't stop at the chair where I had been sitting, instead continuing to the wall of windows to the side. His office on the east side presented a beautiful view from the fourth floor over the undeveloped green space with trees and uncut natural grasses. Occasionally, deer, fox, and turkey wandered in from the small river just to the north.
In the reflection in the window, I saw him rise and move toward me. I felt his hand softly rest on my left shoulder as he came close on my right, an unusually intimate gesture for him. He released a long sigh before continuing. "You're the only person I have entrusted with my personal life. You know I lost my wife and daughter a life-time ago to this company. Everyone thinks I was never married. This company is about all I have."
I put my hand on top of his on my shoulder, an equally intimate move considering I only address him formally. "I'm sorry, sir. I never had any intention of hurting the company and definitely not you." Tears welled in my eyes and I lowered my face to hide the tears dripping onto my cheeks. I had always believed I was too strong a woman to succumb to crying, but this man was more than a boss and I wasn't even sure if I understood how that relationship had evolved. I sucked in air to steady my voice, "I'll stop. I can control it."
"No ... you can't. Jolene, it's part of what you are, of who you are." My head sagged down. I knew I hadn't been fooling myself, but I also hadn't been fooling him. He turned me to face him, both hands on my shoulders. I looked into his face despite myself. "I've done my own research, dear."
'Dear'. That's new. We've always had a connection but this was beyond our working relationship. He wasn't a stern boss ready to drop bad news. 'Research'. He has been working the situation himself before we had this confrontation. Waiting for me to approach, first.
He continued as if he was following my own train of thought. "Based on everything I have learned AND from the many experts I have consulted, the most appropriate slang term would be 'slut'."
I am a professional, strong and independent, admired for my accomplishments, even envied for my rapid rise in the industry. My eyes blasted with indignation as I stepped back from his soft touch. "How dare you!"
He held up his hand to stop me from protesting further, though. "Okay, the term is crude, but are you really going to deny it?" He walked back to his desk and sat down. I remained at the window. "I think I have thought about your problem more than you have and I think I understand you and it quite well."
I faced him defiantly, even to the point of crossing my arms under my ample breasts. He smiled. "Willing to play a little game of 'Truth and Dare'? If I can identify a telling truth about you and your 'problem', you'll fulfill a dare."
I was suspicious. What was he up to? "What kind of dare?"
He smiled, again. It was as if he could tell that something was changing, that I was opening up to whatever he was leading up to. "Remove an article of clothing." His eyes twinkled.
What was this 68-year-old man up to? I wanted to react with indignation, but there was much more about this. He was leading up to something and, after all, I owed him enough to play along to see what it was. I nodded.
Again, he smiled with some satisfaction that I was moving past denial and resentment at being caught. He sat calmly behind his desk and presented surprising and penetrating insights about me and my slutty behavior, checking them off along with my dress, shoes, and stockings. His use of 'slut' became very descriptive, even to me. As I reached behind my back to unfasten my bra and slip it down my arms to be dropped along with my other cloths on a chair, my body was showing him what I had been feeling since the game had begun. My nipples were hard buttons on my breasts. My small pale blue bikini panties showed the wetness of my pussy.
I stood before him only in panties. No longer the indignant scientist trying to maintain control. He had effectively exposed who I was ... figuratively and literally.
I glanced down my body and blushed. Not only at my nearly complete nakedness, but my obvious arousal. But, through my blush I smiled at him. "Is there one more insight, sir?"
He chuckled, "The coup de grace, actually."
I arched my eyebrows.
"I know what your dream would be if you could have anything." My eyebrows arched higher. "If you could have anything, it would be to fully realize the ultimate in your slutty self through whatever miracles your brilliant scientific self could conjure up. You would combine the two parts of you that give you the greatest pride and satisfaction. Whatever mind-bending sexual experience you might experience you would be intent on exceeding it somehow, someway."
I immediately slipped my thumbs into my panties and pushed them down my legs. He pointed to the chair and I sat down without thought. I stared at him as he stared at me, though his eyes weren't necessarily fixed on my face.
After a time of quiet, he asked, "You're not going to ask?"
"Ask? Are you serious? You have something in mind? I don't understand how ... why would you?"
He laughed. "Partly because I find myself caring very much about you. I always have. You are honestly the most brilliant scientist I have ever known and I would not want to have that brilliance go to waste. And, as a businessman, there could be a huge potential here if you found something that enhanced your experience." I frowned. Was he serious or teasing me? "Think about it, dear. Science has come up with aids for a man's experience."
I nodded, "Yes, but it is simplistic. So, a man gets hard and is hard for an extended time. It's artificial. If a man having trouble with erection and performance could be aided in a way that duplicates arousal, enhanced performance, softening, and maybe quicker recovery, that would be something."
"Yes, and if that can be done for a man, it could be done for a woman? A woman who lacks natural secretion, lacks natural arousal, or low sex interest?"
"You're serious." He nodded. "How?"
"Does that mean you're interested?" I was stunned and could only nod. He smiled, "I will tell Johnson I have a special project for you."
* * * *
Three months later, I still couldn't fully come to grips with what had happened at that meeting with Mr. Washburn. He had not only identified and verbalized an ultimate passion, he had agreed to fund, sponsor, and support with autonomy. He had gotten me naked in his office and managed to have me be comfortable about it. But, now, only three months later, I had the first prototype treatment, which was the one for men who suffer from erectile disorder and premature ejaculation. Though it still lacked the testing the FDA would require, I was 99.99% confident in the result.
It was almost 5:30 PM Friday, which was the earliest I could get to see Mr. Washburn, but my excitement wouldn't be repressed by something as simple as a busy boss.
"Doctor, by your excitement, I presume you have some exciting news?"
"Yes, sir! I've completed the first project. Although it hasn't been tested for approach to the government, I'm 99.99% confident it will sail through the testing program."
He stood up and moved to the cabinets on the side opposite the windows, which opened to expose a well-stocked bar. "Excellent, Jolene! Get the door, please, and let's celebrate."
When I returned, he was pouring two glasses of champagne. He indicated the couch in the sitting area of his massive office. After sitting, he handed me a glass and we toasted. He was talking excitedly about my work, effort, and progress. It was non-stop praise and, with the champagne, seemed to quickly have me on a high of accomplishment and being supremely valued. After the second glass, I could hear his voice, but the room began to lose focus and the words lost in a soft buzz of sounds.
* * * *
As I retreated to close the office door, Mr. Washburn slipped a few drops of something in one of the champagne glasses. It was colorless, odorless, and tasteless. I didn't notice when he repeated it for the second glass. All I felt was the happy euphoria of accomplishment and being praised by an appreciative boss I owed so much to. Although, I had yet to begin imagining how my scientific efforts might advance my striving for the 'ultimate sexual experience' as Mr. Washburn referred to it, I had accomplished the one that might benefit him and that seemed a fitting way to start along this path of special projects.
When I sagged against the back of the couch, Mr. Washburn pulled his cell phone from his suit jacket and press one number. "I'm ready."
Almost instantly, a side door opened and two very large, black men walked into the office. One of the men had my purse and briefcase, which were placed on the coffee table before the couch. Mr. Washburn took a small, hard case from his desk and placed it next to the purse while the two men gently moved me to a lying position.
They left and returned a couple hours later to give the timing an appearance of a significant amount of celebration should I check on when I reentered through my condo security electronics. One of the men carried me to my car in the building's garage to drive me to my condo downtown while Mr. Washburn in his limousine followed behind driven by the other man. About 15 minutes after my car entered the underground parking garage and was parked in my condo's assigned space, the man who assisted me to my apartment, exited by the building's front door, and took the front passenger seat of the limo.
From the back seat, Mr. Washburn verified what he knew to expect from these two men, "Any issues?"
As the car left the curb, the man partially turned in his seat, "None, sir. As directed, I dropped her purse, case, and keys on the entry table, took her to her bedroom, undressed her leaving her clothes dropped through the bedroom as if she had barely managed to accomplish that, and settled her in bed with only her panties on." He handed the small, hard case back to his boss.
"Any issue with the injection?"
"None. She never reacted to the prick or the injection."
"Excellent, gentlemen, as always. You'll be rewarded soon."
The two men in the front seat shared a knowing look and smiled.
* * * *
When I woke Saturday morning, I had the disconcerting feeling of not knowing how I had gotten home from the office. I threw the covers off, sat up carefully, and looked around my bedroom. My clothes were spread along the floor from the doorway to the bed as if it had been the only thing I could manage. My head felt fuzzy but without a strong feeling like I might get sick and only a mild headache.
I went to the bathroom, then grabbed a thin robe from the closet and went into the main part of the apartment. I figured coffee was always a good start after an evening of too much to drink. I started a pot of coffee and found my purse, briefcase, and key ring at the entry table.
I took out my cell and check for messages. There was one and it was from Mr. Washburn. "Jolene, I wanted to apologize, if necessary. I hope I didn't encourage too much celebration last night, but I am exceedingly proud of you and the work you have already accomplished on this project. I look forward to discussing it in more detail on Monday. But, first, please send me a text so I know you arrive home safely. And, Jolene, I just know you will start the experiences you seek very shortly."
I verbalized, "Thank you, sir." Then I sent him a confirming text.
As I sipped at my coffee trying to recount the events of the evening, I found a very large gap after the second glass of champagne. I shrugged it off since Mr. Washburn didn't seem to indicate anything bad had happened and went on with my normal weekend chores and activities. As I went through the weekend, though, I had an increasing feeling something was different. It wasn't anything dramatic, serious, or anxious. In fact, it was quite the opposite. I felt a quiet spreading over me, peace and contentment, and a yearning to see Mr. Washburn Monday. I took all of that as a satisfying reaction to accomplishment and Mr. Washburn's recognition of it, not to mention discussing it all with him and outlining the next steps of my work.
There was another recurring feeling welling within me, too. Although my mind was in a place of peace and contentment, my body was energized. I was puzzled by how wet my panties would become, changing them frequently, until I finally decided to go without for the rest of the weekend. Mr. Washburn's words kept repeating in my head, "And, Jolene, I just know you will start the experiences you seek very shortly."
Monday, I couldn't wait to meet with Mr. Washburn, again. I called his secretary as soon as I arrived to get onto his schedule and was surprised to hear that he left word with her to let me in as soon as I wished.
As I entered his office, I closed the door. He rose from his chair and met me half way. He hugged me with familiarity and led me to the chairs in front of his desk. As he took his seat next to me, "My dear, you can't imagine how proud I am of you." I blushed and that was new. I seemed to hang on his words of praise and confidence in my work and the direction I had laid out for other segments of the project. He leaned toward me and gazed into my eyes, his hand lightly touching my knee exposed under my dress. I didn't only blush but also flushed as my body reacted to the touch.
"Tell me, where do you think the next emphasis of the project should focus?" We discussed the various directions and he thought for a moment, his hand still on my knee. He turned partly toward me, his hand sliding lightly, as if he were unaware of it happening, over my knee and onto my thigh. I shifted in the chair, which had the effect of my dress rising further up my thigh. His hand seemed to follow the hem of the dress. "I was thinking, my dear. You seemed to quickly find the link for the male performance issue and develop a formulation for it. Do you think a link for the male enhancement potential might follow along the same discovery?"



I thought about his suggestion but at the same time became aware that I had uncrossed my legs and his touch felt very good. "I like the idea, sir. I can see how they might be linked. I'll look into that immediately."
"Just so I understand what you are thinking will result from this direction, could you describe what you intend to be the effect on a man? In detail, please."
I took a deep breath and wondered what I was doing here like this, but it was too nice to question. "Yes, well ... the penis should ..."
His hand was at the middle of my thigh and he squeezed. "Penis? Is that really what you call it when you are on your attempts at adventure? Use your words, dear. I already know them."
"Yes, sir, sorry." I took another breath, "My intention is that the cock will increase in length and girth. I envision a noticeable increase in both, perhaps even a swelling of the head."
"How much of an increase do you suppose?" His hand started its light caress, again.
"Oh ... several inches, at least." I hesitated, "Thinking about it, though, it may be more of a function of relational size. I mean, a small cock might have an increase of an inch; an average cock of six inches could be a couple inches; but, a really big cock ... I'm not sure, but it might be a significant growth but merely proportional to its original size." I flushed at the thought of a 9 or 10-inch cock growing at least two inches or more, not to mention the increase in width. Oh my! His touch brought me back from the image. My breathing was a little more labored as I pressed on another thought, "Also, I think something similar could be manage with the man's balls. I mean, wouldn't it be fantastic to be able to also give a man the ability to significantly increase the volume of his cum? And, maybe in combination with the performance drug, allow for a significant reduction in recovery time to not only get hard quickly but also produce an equal amount of cum each time."
His hand stopped shy of my pussy and my breathing was indeed rapid. He slid a finger up my bare arm, "Now, about your completed project. Do you have a test group established?" I shook my head, my eyes on his fingers. I felt like I was melting under this attention, which was crazy that I felt this way and was accepting it. He moved a hand under my chin and raised my face to look into his, "I am your test subject. Go down to your lab and return with a sample."
Only moments later, he was standing in front of his desk when I returned. As I approached, I removed the cap on the end of the syringe and asked him to remove his jacket and roll up his sleeve. He questioned why in the arm, then asked, "Where would be the most effective, direct location for the injection?"
I looked at him but was hesitant, but he didn't relent. "The base of your cock, sir."
He stood there waiting. I took the implication. I handed him the syringe and dropped to my knees before him. I undid his belt, the clasp on his slacks, and lowered the zipper. I looked up at him to be very sure of what I was doing and he nodded. I lowered his slacks to his ankles, then raised my hands to the waist band of his boxers. I took a breath and lowered them to join his slacks.
He touched the side of my head and I looked up. "Perhaps it would be appropriate, scientifically, to test my responsiveness prior to injection."
Of course, but I wasn't prepared to be handling my boss' cock today ... or ever. I reached up and took his flaccid cock in my hand. I tugged on it a little, then moistened my hand with saliva for a better result. I was admittedly disappointed in not creating a response even if he had previously confessed to the fact. I leaned forward and lifted his cock to my lips and sucked the head, then engulfing more of it into my mouth. I worked the cock in various ways that my experience would have resulted an erection, but got nothing more than a twitch and nothing further. He reassured me that it really was just him. He then handed me back the syringe. I prepare it for use by squeezing a bit from the needle, lifted his cock up to expose the underside of his limp cock.
"A small stick, sir." I pressed the needle into the base, squeezed the plunger down evenly, and extracted the needle.
"How long for any results to occur?"
"Oh ... a couple hours, I should think."
"Excellent. We'll work from my estate tomorrow. I will have a car waiting outside your building at ... 9:00 AM. That will get you to the estate by 10:00 AM. I want you to perform another responsiveness test, for science, right? I have a surprise for you and we need to have a discussion about the future."
Oh, God ... I'm going to be handling him, again, and if my work is successful ...
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CHAPTER 2: ACCEPTANCE
The next morning, I didn't know what to expect. And I certainly didn't understand these feelings I had toward Mr. Washburn and my willingness to accept whatever he said or did. It had been completely out of character for him to touch me like he had and it was equally out of my own character to allow myself to accept it without total control of the situation. All of my 'adventures' had been under my control. I had controlled everything from the men, the locations, and the activities. Yet, yesterday I had quietly accepted his gentle advances ... if that was what they were.
After showering and fixing my hair and makeup, I deliberated on what to wear. It wasn't the office but it was Mr. Washburn. I finally decided on a business-casual skirt that fell inches above the knee and a buttoned-up, short-sleeved, white blouse. I chose a white lace bra and pantie set, which was basic but pretty. I went with no stockings and medium heels.
I checked myself in the mirror and was pleased with the result. It was a nice balance but was missing something. I put on some earrings as a touch of flash to appear underneath my free-hanging hair. And then I felt silly. This was simply another meeting with him, why all the fussing?
I checked my watch and saw it was almost 9:00. I slid my briefcase and purse over my left shoulder and left the apartment. As I exited the elevator, I saw the black limousine parked at the curb and a large black man leaning against the side.
As I moved through the building's main entrance, the man opened the rear passenger door. The closer I got to him, the more imposing he seemed. He was dressed in black kaki slacks, a black golf-style shirt that displayed his massive arms and chest, and functional, heavy shoes. His head was nearly bald it was cut so short and I guessed him to be a full foot taller than me at 6' 4" and probably 230 pounds of muscle.
I smiled at him, "I hope I haven't kept you waiting."
He returned a disarming smile while his eyes continued to scan the street, sidewalks, and building entrances on both sides. "You are exactly on time, ma'am." Once inside the car and pulling away from the curb, "My name is Robert, Dr. Trent. Mr. Washburn's driver, protection, estate manager, etc. ... one of two of us."
My God ... there are two of these guys?
He drove west out of the city on the Interstate, then took an exit going north on a state road for a while before turning west, again, on a county road. It was about an hour in total but we were in rural country and probably in the next county given how quickly we left the city and suburbs behind. It was so peaceful and serene, a stark and sudden change from the hectic pace of the city we seemed to have just left. When he signaled his next turn, I couldn't see the turn ahead for all the foliage and trees. He turned into a narrow, pave driveway that wound into the trees for a couple hundred yards before coming to a securely fenced and gated estate. Robert lowered the sun visor and pressed a button that could have been for a garage door, but it opened the gate slowly, swinging to each side.
Robert watched them outside his window, then looked in the rearview mirror at me. "Mr. Washburn got them about three months ago. It was a surprise and unexpected by James and I. We never thought of him as a dog-guy. Just shows, I guess, there is always something to learn about someone." As we continued to the mansion-like house ahead, "They came very well training. They rarely bark except when they get very excited and usually only when they sense something on the property. Usually it is a possum, raccoon, deer or something like that. The security is very tight on the property."
When I exited the car after it stopped at the front door of the house, I turned at the sound of the front door opening to find another large black man. As I approached, it was clear he was a couple inches taller than Robert and proportionally large, his arms and chest also filling out the same black shirt impressively.
"Welcome, Dr. Trent. Mr. Washburn is expecting you inside."
I smiled at him and put out my hand, which he carefully took in his massive grip. "You must be James." And I felt the same tingle as when I watched Robert. I stopped at the door and looked at both of them. "Did you two play in the pros?"
James looked at Robert and they both chuckled. "Yes, he was a defensive end and I was an outside linebacker, but that was four years ago. We started with Mr. Washburn about a year later when we became bored." I nodded and let James lead me through the house.
James knocked on a door that turned out to be Mr. Washburn's home office. I stepped inside and heard the door close behind me. Mr. Washburn rose and strode across the room in long, confident strides to meet me with a heartfelt hug that, again, took me by surprise but I willingly returned the hug to him while feeling a comfort settling over me.
He was anxious to discuss the next direction of the project and he again focused on the likelihood that working on the element of male enhancement might be aided by the successful work of male performance.
We were sitting side-by-side on the couch in front of the wall of books with my notes and data spread over the coffee table in front of us. I turned slightly towards him, "Sir, as I said before, I really think we need to verify that one part truly does work before we rely on it for the next part."
His leg was pressed into mine and a fair amount of my legs were shown under the loose skirt I was wearing. "So ... you want to evaluate my ... responsiveness after the injection." It wasn't really a question but I nodded the affirmative, anyway.
"Unless you think you can just tell me there has been a change?"
He smiled, "Oh, I think it best that you determine the results for yourself rather than my evaluation clouding your impression. After all, you made the pre-injection evaluation personally." I didn't look at him. I just blushed. I remembered that all too well. He stood up and pushed the coffee table away to give us some room, then turned to face me. "Doctor ..."
I looked up at him and saw his smile. Forget his age, this was an exceedingly attractive man. I blushed deeper as I considered the effort I had put into the evaluation just yesterday. I could also see he wasn't going to help me but let me do everything. I shifted slightly on the couch to face him and felt my skirt slip a little more. Apparently, he noticed, too.
"You have lovely legs, dear."
I reached to his belt buckle with shaking fingers. "Thank you." I was trying for calm and professional, but I knew I was failing miserably. Just like yesterday, I opened his belt, the clasp on his slacks, and lowered his zipper. I could see my fingers shake as I reached for the waist and pulled his slacks down to his knees. I took a breath and fought the urge to look up at him as I took hold of his boxers and lowered them down as well. Now I could see in the flesh what I had already suspected with his boxers in place. His cock was semi-hard and growing. I couldn't resist any longer and looked up at him as my hand seemed to move on its own to take hold of the hardening cock.
He smiled, "Yes, every time I have thought of you doing this evaluation, again, I got hard. Are you satisfied that your work so far is a definite success?"
Even through my blush, I smiled at him with increasing strokes on his now hard cock. "No, sir. Not yet. You're able to have an erection and that is part of the issue of performance." I winked him and my next words and action surprised me as much as him. "An erection is one part, but holding it through arousal to a healthy climax ... cumming ... is as important."
I stopped stroking him and opened my mouth, taking the head of his cock inside. I felt so brazen but surprisingly content in the act. I sucked on the cock head, swirling my tongue around it as I slipped one hand to his balls. As I sucked on his cock head, my fingers began massaging his balls, first one, then the other. I heard him moan above me but more importantly felt his cock suddenly become even harder and pulse for the first time in my mouth.
I pulled my mouth off his cock with an obscene slurping sound and looked up at him. "You are doing well, sir. I'd say it is going very well, indeed."
If he had any inclination of response, it was stopped when I lowered my mouth over the entire length of his cock in one fast move. I worked on his cock slowly, then quickly, moving my mouth over the length at alternating speeds while sucking and swirling my tongue. I pulled my mouth off his cock, glancing up at him to find his eyes closed and his mouth hanging open. I raised his very stiff cock vertical and licked the length of his cock, kissing his balls, then taking each of his balls into my mouth to suck gently.
I made the decision to purposely make this last for a while. I told myself it was important to test the ability to hold the erection. The truth was I was enjoying doing this for him very much. At this point, based on the pulsing I felt in his cock, I had no question that he was going to successfully climax and I could end it at any moment, if I wished. But he had indicated that it had been a very long time for him and it somehow mattered to me that this not be a clinically achieved semen sample. Why it was important to me was still something of an ongoing mystery.
I took his cock, finally, back into my mouth and pressed down as far as I could. I had never tried to be someone who deep-throated a partner, instead being content to focus on the use of vaginal stimulation. But I was curious and, again, it was for him. I pressed down until I felt his pubic hair at my nose. He was maybe of average length erect and his cock just entered into my throat when I felt his cock strongly pulse against my tongue and his balls swell under my fingers. I pulled back a few inches just as his cock jerked and spewed the first of his cum in my mouth. Another spurt came out and more seepage as I sucked on the head. When I was satisfied he was finished, I pull back and swallowed while smiling up at him.
"Now I am satisfied, sir." With that I began sucking and licking his cock clean before pulling his boxers up his legs and making a show of arranging the softening cock inside. He stood to redress but assisted by pulling his slacks up before he finished.
He sat down next to me on the couch with an action close to a collapse, leaned back, and gasped. "My God, Jolene ... you're brilliant ..."
I chuckled while taking his closest hand between both of mine, "Are you saying that, sir, because I just sucked your cum into my stomach, or ... as a scientist the project worked?"
He laughed. "I guess both, dear. I always knew you were brilliant as a scientist. Now I know you are brilliant at sucking cock, too." I smiled at him and didn't blush. A question flashed through me mind: how is any of this possible? This was the man who is my mentor who I gave everything in my career, and thus my life, to. But, the question, the doubt, quickly passed and was replaced with contentment.
After a time of recovery, we continued our discussion with a professional attitude that belied what I had just done. Now that both of us agreed the performance aspect of the project was a winner, my mind worked with his encouragement on the plan for the enhancement aspect. My feelings about the goals remained unchanged at this stage that the amount of enhancement would be on a relative scale to the original size of the cock. I also agreed it made sense to focus on it before diverting to the female side.
We ended the meeting and moved to the kitchen where he prepared a wonder lunch. It turned out he is a masterful chef as a hobby. I asked where Robert and James were and he informed me they were around but were giving us some space until they might be needed.
After lunch we retreated to the spacious living room. The house was magnificent and I commented on that, then out of curiosity asked if the other men lived here or traveled from town. He chuckled, "Oh, I am sure there are times they wished they were in town, but, no, they share my house."
It became quiet and I wondered if we were done when I remembered his comment yesterday that there was something he wanted to talk to me about besides the project.
"Yes ... yes, there is. I am afraid it is delicate but I think if I just blunder out with it and you can pardon any awkwardness?" I nodded, of course. "We understand your deepest desires to maintain your work in science but to find your path to maximizing your pursuit of ..."
"I believe the word used before was 'slut'."
"Yes. Thank you, dear." He was looking very nervous. Finally, "Your evaluation method to determine the effectiveness of the drug was nothing if not spectacular ... at least for me." I giggled because it was pretty great from my side, too. "Do you trust me, my dear?" Of course, I did and I told him so. He was the man who gave me my start and mentored me throughout my career. His opinion, guidance, and support meant more to me than anyone ever in my life. "I've been thinking about you for a long time now. Much longer than our recent conversations. When I came to find out and track what you were doing in your private life ... well, it became clear to me what you were trying to do and you later confirmed that." He looked at me with some awkwardness. "Well, to get to it, it seems to me you are going about it all wrong." That surprised me, he really has been thinking about this. "You see, you are a strong woman who likes to plan and control everything involved before doing something. Now, in science that is an admirable and necessary trait. But, for sexual experience, I think it is completely wrong."
I smiled. It was interesting to listen to an older man talk to me about how my approach to sexual gratification was flawed. "So, just for discussion ... hypothetically, what would you suggest, sir?"
"To achieve the level of experience you want, the maximum experience, the gratification that is beyond anything previously felt, you MUST give up control over those situations, those experiences of your body being used. Participating and being used are very different and being used may be more likely to achieving your goals."
USED. My hands shook, I clasped them together in my lap and pressed them into my abdomen. His hand suddenly was on my knee and sliding up the exposed flesh of my thigh. My eyes dropped to watch it as if it weren't even my legs involved. The hand hit the bottom of my skirt at mid-thigh and it moved higher before his hand skipped to take my hands. USED. The word created a shiver that coursed through my body. His hands, though, seemed to steady me somehow but I also felt my body reacting differently with suddenness and intensity. I knew my nipples had tightened. I knew my pussy was now seeping. I felt warmer and charged with a deep energy that emanated from my core.
I looked into his eyes, searching, "If so, how? I don't understand ... you admitted what I am. I know what I am in personality. I have admitted I want the experience of a slut, but I am also not a yielding person, as you say. I plan, I control, how do I not?"
He leaned forward and kissed me on the cheek. He'd never done that. I liked it, though. We had a professionally close relationship, but ... hell, I just sucked his cock and swallowed him! If only I could give up some control ... maybe he was right.
"Last Friday night ... tell me what happened."
"I don't remember much. I had a couple glasses of champagne, then ... I woke up the next morning in my bed. I was only in my panties. There was a big gap. I didn't know how I got home or what might have happened. I wondered if I had maybe acted inappropriately, drunk or something. Your message the next day and your reaction Monday, didn't indicate anything about my behavior being wrong."
"How did you feel, though. Did you sense anything?"
I looked at him puzzled by the question. "I did ... at first I felt a little fuzzy like my thoughts and feeling were jumbled, like my reaction to things were bouncing around for a proper consideration. I felt ... I thought about you sometimes during the weekend and ..."
His hand returned to my exposed thigh and slipped higher. "Tell me. Be honest, completely open and honest."
I placed a hand on his hand, not to push it away or restrict it but to accept its presence. His hand moved and mine moved along with it. It crept higher, my skirt bunched up as our hands moved. I watched but did nothing to stop them. I moved my eyes to his. My pulse was fast but my mind was calm, also accepting.
I nodded to be open and honest. "I thought of you and felt calm but aroused. It was strange. It wasn't either love or obscene. I was calm in my mind but my body reacted, the two at the same time. It ... it's like ..." I blushed in my gaze at him, my glance back to our hands now higher on my thigh. "It's like now. I don't know what is happening, but I like it, I want it." I pressed his hand into my thigh and he squeezed. I sighed and he breathed heavily. "I think you are right about giving up and accepting, I can feel how it would be powerful, but ... how? How would I turn that part of me off and hold onto the scientist that I also want?"
His hand moved higher with mine over his. Without looking I knew our hands were at the edge of my panties.
"I have a confession. I acted in the faith that you would indeed trust me and believe that I was only acting with the motivation of giving you what you ultimately desired. It was, after all, the reason I gave you the freedom to work independently without oversight besides the two of us."
His hand moved to the inside of my thigh. I looked down, then up to his eyes. His eyes seemed to be asking the same question, 'do you trust me?'. I parted my legs, slightly. His hand didn't move.
"Did you give me something? Is that what happened to me?"
He nodded. "I hoped you would understand and not be mad. I took a gamble. While you were working on your project, I had our lab in India work on something very special to be produced only for me. That's what I gave you Friday night in the champagne. It is formulated to target one part of your brain but not how you approach your scientific effort. It is a three-part formula."
He was gazing into my eyes and face. I knew he was watching my reaction. His hand still hadn't moved from the top of my thigh despite my thighs moving apart. "I didn't know that was possible. It is formulated to allow me to release control in one part of my being while allowing me the control for another?" He nodded. "That is why I have felt like I have. That is why I find myself yielding to actions I didn't think I could. That is why I was able to comfortably suck you twice and greedily suck you to climax and revel in taking your cum into my mouth and swallowing?" He nodded. I looked down. "That's why I can comfortably have your hand at the top of my thigh ... at my panties." It wasn't a question, but he nodded. Something welled up inside me and I pressed his fingers into my exposed thigh, then looked into his eyes. "How many parts have I had?"
"Two. Friday, of course, and Monday when I gave you some water." A look of apprehension came over him as I sat quiet. "I only did it to assist ..."
I put a finger from my other hand to his lips. "Shhh. The third part of the formulation ... when taken ... what more happens? Is it time sensitive or ...?"
He visibly relaxed. "The third is the anchor doze. It has an effective life of a little more than three months, then a booster can be repeatedly given to maintain the effect. What you are feeling now are fluctuations of its effectiveness without the anchor doze. The third doze will establish a consistence of ..."
"Submissiveness?"



"No ... not really at that level. Submissive is conformity to an authority or the will of someone else, subservient like meekly obedient and passive. That wasn't what we wanted. We wanted you to still display the brilliance of your scientific work. A better description might be compliant, more inclined to agree and obey established rules and suggestions. It may seem to be a subtle difference but a very important difference." I felt his fingers move on my thigh. "This is a big step even if it can propel you towards your goal. You don't have to rush the decision. This has to be yours to make. You're essentially giving up some level of control over parts of your life."
I looked from his eyes to the hand I held at the top of my thigh and I shivered noticeably. I loosened my hold on it and slid it to the inside of my thigh, which I opened a little more. It was a willful act. It was not something I would have so comfortably and easily done before. I liked the feeling this was giving me to let go and accept what came my way. His fingers grazed my pantie covered pussy and I pressed them tighter into the thin, wet material. I shivered, again.
I looked up at him, his fingers moving lightly along my pussy. I smiled but I felt so much lustful emotion I wasn't sure what my face might have reflected. "You'll keep me safe and protect me?"
His other hand stroked my cheek. "Yes. Situations you will encounter will be safe. I may not be physically able to ensure your safety, but they can." He flicked his eyes to the side and I found Robert and James standing nearby hearing the conversation. "They will always ensure you are safe."
I looked over at them, not bothering with hiding the fact that Mr. Washburn had his fingers pressed against my pussy. They already knew that. "If it is all the same, sir. I would like to hear that assurance from them. Robert, James, I need to know I will be protected if I am to let go control of myself."
They didn't even check with the other. Robert, "I promise, doctor."
James added, "I also promise, doctor. At least one of us will always be with you in any such situation."
They bumped fists and Robert muttered, "Pity the fool that tries anything to harm you." He almost sounded like Mr. T.
I turned back to Mr. Washburn and nodded. He pulled his fingers from my wet panties and held mine in both his hands. "That's all? You don't want to think about this more?"
"Thinking about it is still more control, analysis, consideration, and negotiation ... achieving what I want includes none of those things." I looked over to the guys, "This could be my chance, my only way, to experience being a real slut while being safe and not risking my entire life." I turned back to Mr. Washburn, "Besides, I don't think I need to verbalize the answer to your question. What did your fingers tell you?"
He nodded and went into his home office and returned with a syringe. He stood in front of me with the syringe and asked, "Upper arm or ... butt." He partially glanced over his shoulder to the guys, "I imagine it is a very cute butt." I glanced their way and found them trying to keep smiles from fully taking over their faces.
I stood up, knelt on the couch, bent forward onto the back of it, raised my skirt to my waist, then pulled my panties down to the bottom of my ass. "You decide which cheek, sir." I felt an alcohol swab swipe on my left cheek, another wipe, then the needle pierced the skin. There was the typical needle bite entering but it was overshadowed by the sense of a warm wave washing through my entire being.
He patted my butt, "That didn't hurt, did it?"
I looked over my shoulder so all three could see and put on a pouting face. "It did a little," I teased playfully.
He stroked my butt, "My, this does tie it all together quickly, doesn't it."
James chuckled, "Boss, maybe it needs a kiss on her owey."
I smiled and wiggled my butt. "If you think it will help, sir." They all laughed. In fact, Mr. Washburn did plant a kiss on my bare ass
After kissing my ass, he raised my panties and stood me up. His hands on my shoulders turned me to face the guys and he whispered in my ear, "The boys have agreed to keep you safe as you enjoy your future compliant life. I think they deserve an appropriate 'thank you'."
I didn't respond except to lick my lips as I strode across the room to them. God, I felt like a hussy. I had just met these two today and I was now determined to give each of them a blow job right here in this room before Mr. Washburn.
I walked directly up to them, placing a hand on each massive chest and searched their faces. They were as interested and excited by this as I was. As I focused on them, they were so attractive and powerful. I reached up on my toes while slipping a hand behind James head to give him a passionate kiss, which was returned with equal interest and passion. I did the same to Robert, then slowly lowered myself to kneeling on the floor in front of them. This wasn't a seduction. It wasn't even necessary, but it was what I wanted. I undid the belts, slack clasps, and zippers of each before lowering them and the underwear to their knees.
"My God!" My reaction was honest. Hanging before me were two of the largest cocks I had ever seen or imagined. My entire focus was the two cocks in front of my face. The two men they were attached to and Mr. Washburn probably sitting on the couch were no longer present in my mind. Only these two cocks. I kissed the head of each in turn, licked the length of them and stroked one while mouthing the other. From kissing and licking I progressed to fitting the head into my mouth. It was an effort and became more of an effort as each grew into full erection.
I pulled my face away from them, each hand grasping a hard, black cock. I couldn't get over the size. It is one thing to read about big black cocks in porn and an entirely different thing to hold them. They were both about the same size and based on how my hands covered them they were 10 inches long and two to two and a half inches wide. My hand didn't go all the way around them. It was an effort to open my mouth wide enough to take the massive head inside and work my mouth done onto the cock, but it was an effort I was delighted to make. I knew my panties were completely sodden now. If it weren't for them, it seemed like I would be dripping secretion to the floor.
As I worked diligently on the two cocks in my hands and alternately in my mouth, I believed to my core that Mr. Washburn had always been correct. I felt released to enjoy the sensations of whatever was put in front of me and it was liberating and intense. It felt like I might orgasm soon just from sucking these cocks without direct stimulation of myself!
When the first cock exploded, Robert, it caught me unprepared. Oh, I could feel his cock throbbing and pulse, but I wasn't prepared for the volume even the first spurt would deliver. I nearly gagged as the first spurt filled my mouth. I pinched the head of his cock, pulled my mouth off to swallow properly before covering it with my mouth and taking the rest of his cum by leaving more room inside my mouth. I continued to hold Robert's cock as I felt James tense and moved my mouth coated with Robert's cum to engulf James. As soon as my mouth drove down half of his 10 inches and pulled back, he exploded with equal force and effect.
I pulled back while still holding both cocks, running my tongue through my mouth and licking my lips for stray bits of cum. I smiled up at them and began cleaning their cocks by sucking and licking the residue. I came to my feet and they pulled their slacks up, but they were taking some action of their own. James pulled me into his chest and raised me to my tip toes to crush my mouth with his. His large tongue entered my mouth that opened to accept the invasion. I pressed my body against his and then felt Robert pressing up against my back. They turned me around to be taken by Robert now and each time I was passed from one to the other hands found my breasts and ass.
With my body pressed into James, I felt Robert's fingers at the clasp and zipper at the side of my skirt. I didn't resist when his hands pushed my skirt over my hips to my feet. I was then pulled back into Robert and my head turn over my shoulder to kiss him as James worked the buttons of my blouse. Separation was created between us as my blouse was slipped off my arms to join my skirt on the floor.
I had four massive black hands searching my bare skin. I was in only lace bra and panties as one fondled my breasts and the other slipped fingers between my opened legs. At the first touch of James' large fingers on my pantie covered pussy, I exploded in orgasm. I shook and quivered while pressed between the two of them.
When I came off my orgasm, James stepped back while Robert's arms encircled me with the support I needed. I dropped my head back into Robert but my hands had their own ideas, apparently, as I was again stroking the fronts of their slacks. Hearing a voice to the side of our action reminded me of Mr. Washburn's presence.
"The way you are rubbing the front of their pants, you must still be in need, Jolene." I wasn't sure I was even aware of my hands rubbing and the cocks underneath were again very hard. I looked over at him. "You are just teasing them now, are you?"
I moved my hands to my back and released my bra, letting it slide down my arms to release my 34D breasts. I then pushed my panties down my legs to finally expose to them my pussy sparsely covered in hair. After a missed beat of opportunity, they both made up for the delayed response by quickly stripping off all their clothes. Now it was my turn to be immobile as my eyes took in these two incredible male bodies with their big hard cocks standing out from their bodies.
I walked up to them, taking their cock in my hands, and I whispered, "I want to be fucked. These are the biggest cocks I have ever had and I want them both in my pussy and I want you both to fill my pussy with your cream." They only smiled back to me.
They turned me around and my eyes locked on Mr. Washburn's. He had a knowing smile and his expression spoke to me, 'You feel the difference, don't you?' God, yes, I felt the difference!
The guys moved the coffee table out of the way and Mr. Washburn flipped a large towel to James. Where that came from, I had no idea. James spread it out on the rug in front of Mr. Washburn. Apparently, he was going to have a closeup, ring-side seat.
They told me to lie on my back and I complied without hesitation. Yes, I do like this feeling. I didn't know what was going to happen next but I didn't care, either. This was how being used came into play.
I spread my legs without being told and watched as the two men looked appreciatively at me and without discussion separated and knelt at different ends of my body. Robert went between my open legs, lifted my hips, and pressed his lips and tongue to my very wet pussy. I gasped instantly. James knelt at my side and lowered his mouth to my left breast and nipple. I moaned as he sucked my hard nipple into mouth and teased it with his teeth.
I was just about to orgasm under their attention when both mouths left my body. I groaned and thought about protesting until I opened my eyes to find them switching positions. Robert covered my mouth with his and I tasted my pussy juice on his lips and tongue and I started moaning all over again. James was equally skilled in pussy licking and I quickly found my arousal peaking to that orgasm. James pressed two fingers into my pussy as his lips attacked my clit and sucked it until it felt like it had expanded in his lips. Robert was chewing on one nipple and pinching the other when the combination of stimulations finally brought me to orgasm. The eruption within me was awesome. My body tingled everywhere as my back arched up and I pressed my pussy into James mouth and fingers.
It wasn't until my orgasm had somewhat ebbed before I could feel the gentleness of the men kissing and mouthing my pussy, nipples and mouth. I was still breathing hard when they rose to their knees and lightly stroked my naked body.
They didn't give me much of a rest, though. They switched position, again. I raised my head from the floor to see Robert kneeling between my spread legs, his hard cock pointing at my throbbing pussy. James leaned down and kissed my mouth, then asked, "You've never had anything like that in you before, have you?" I shook my head, my eyes glued to the monster approaching my pussy and feeling a bit intimidated. "Then you should watch it disappear for the first time." With that, he raised my shoulders to present me with a much better view of that cock head touching my pussy lips. As Robert pressed forward slightly, I saw my lips begin to part as he moved the head up and down my slit. At the entrance to my body, he pressed forward a little more and my mouth dropped open at feeling the pressure and width of it opening my lips and hole. I dropped my head back on my neck and gasp as the bulbous head popped inside.
"Godddd ... yesssss ... oh fuck!"
I looked back down at our coupling and saw more of his cock entering me. About half of his cock was no longer visible and I groaned as it inched into me. "Ohhhhh, yesssssss! Oh, I ... I have never ... never felt ... so full of ... cock." James lowered my shoulders back to the floor as more of the cock continued to enter me until Robert began to slowly pull and push back and forth to get more inside. I felt him hit the end of my pussy. God, that's never happened before. I crunched up and looked. There was still an inch or more left to get inside and he seemed determined to do just that. Pulling and pushing back and I felt my inside shifting and stretching until I felt his balls slap against my ass. I had all of him and then he started to really fuck me.
I dropped back to the floor and found James' cock touching my cheek. I grabbed hold of it and put it into my mouth. I sucked a moment before taking my mouth off and releasing a loud moan. I stroked his cock and looked up at James with his fingers on my nipple and his buddy fucking me hard. "I love your cocks." And I devoured his cock with my mouth.
This continued for I don't know how many minutes until suddenly both cocks left my pussy and mouth very empty. The sudden loss of these big cocks was an emptiness I hadn't ever experienced and I didn't want to now. I opened my eyes and found the two men trading places, again. I reached to James as he took position at my pussy and I pulled him forward, his cock sliding inside much easier after Robert had stretched me. I then greedily turned my head with my mouth already open to received the other cock I knew would be waiting.
My mind was no longer able to distinguish the sensations crashing through me as my mouth and pussy was slammed by cock. My body was a bundle of nerve endings flashing with explosive energy when one nipple was pinched and twisted as the cock slammed into my pussy and his pelvic bone crushed my clit. My mind and body couldn't take any more. My moans, groans, gasps, and whimpers were muffled by the cock thrusting into my mouth and bumping at the entrance to my throat and my body quaked and erupted. My back arched, then my hips rose to the thrusts coming at it. My body shook from head to legs. My toes curled as I tensed at the fierceness of the orgasm ripping through me.
My body collapsed and went limp for a moment before I felt my body moving. My mind didn't register how I could be doing that until it recognized that I wasn't but the guys were moving me from my back to my knees with my ass up in the air. I felt a cock re-enter my pussy and I shivered, again. My ass in the air was being pounded but my face was planted on the floor, at least until my shoulders were lifted and my arms somehow moved to support myself. I felt a slimy cock head at my face and my mouth opened automatically to accept it.
I was fucked like this for many minutes when it occurred to me that this time, they were intending to climax themselves. I was being actively fucked on both ends and the cock in my mouth occasionally caused me to gag as the head pressed just into my throat but the fucking was unrelenting and I had a singular thought, 'this is being used'. And that thought excited me more and I pushed into the fucking. My nipples were being pinched, my breasts fondled, and my clit pressed and rubbed. I thought I might orgasm yet again when I felt the cock in my pussy swell even larger and pulse. The first spurt flooded my pussy and I felt it distinctly hitting and coating my walls. He pressed as deep as possible into me as he spurted the second and third times. My orgasm was right there when ... I was empty of cock, again. I screamed my frustration only to have the next cock slam fully into my abused pussy to the hilt in one vicious thrust. I cried out and a very messy cock head was pressed at my lips. I sucked the cum and juice from the cock and realized I had lost track of who was where but it didn't matter to me any longer. I loved their cocks and I just wanted to have them inside me.
When the second cock exploded, I had another orgasm and it was equally intense as the others. I could only muster enough energy to clean this second, even messier, cock of cum and juice before collapsing content and satisfied on the floor. It was minutes before I even remembered Mr. Washburn was only a few feet away.
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CHAPTER 3: NEW BEGINNINGS
I felt as though I was waking in the morning, all cozy with a blanket spread over me. Only the sounds of movement and hushed voices were definitely not from my apartment and not normal for waking up to. I forced my eyes open to the memory of the debauchery I had just participate in with Robert and James in front of Mr. Washburn. They were all there. Mr. Washburn was sitting on the couch leaning forward toward me. Robert and James were standing just beyond him finishing dressing. I wasn't lying in bed but on the floor and the blanket I imagined was really an afghan.
I received three simultaneous greetings, "Hey, there she is."
I couldn't have been out for long, if the guys were just finishing getting dressed. I smiled with more than a little embarrassment and rose to my elbows, causing the afghan slip down past my breasts. My impulse was to cover up but then decided there really wasn't much need. They had seen everything in glorious detail and function.
"I'm sorry, was I out for long?"
Mr. Washburn's voice was soft and soothing, "Nothing to be sorry about, dear Jolene. What happened was amazing, at least to this old man." He chuckled and smiled. "And, it has only been a few minutes." He looked at me, the guys, and back to me. "Tell me something, dear, if it isn't too personal a question. Does this happen to you often?"
I looked at each of them and giggled. "Blanking out? No sir. Never. I have never reacted from an orgasm like that." All three of them were watching me, though I caught Robert and James exchange looks to each other with controlled smiles. I put my hands up to them and was pulled up to a standing position. Each of them held onto me as my legs felt wobbly for a moment. "Analytically, I might put that to two magnificent cocks fucking me and what you have provided to me. But..." I looked at Robert and James in the eyes, "to test that theory I probably need to perform many more trials." They all laughed, hearing clearly my intention.
Robert and James apparently had somewhere else to be as they nodded to Mr. Washburn, then came to me. Each in turn placed a large hand at the back of my head to kiss me deeply while the other hand fondled a bare breast. They each also whispered something to the effect that 'many more trials' would be their pleasure. Hopefully it would be for them, but it would definitely be for me.
Mr. Washburn looked at me and asked if I was up for a little walk. I assured him I was now fine. He said he wanted to show me something outside. I moved to where my clothes had been dropped and bent down to pick up my panties. He stopped me, that he didn't think that was necessary.
I looked at him questioning. "I assure you, dear. With Robert, James, and the surveillance equipment they had installed, this property is very secure and private."
He took me outside much to my initial discomfort and distress. He was so at ease about it, I quickly felt wonderfully free to be outside in the sun and light breeze while being naked and led by someone clothed. I surveyed the property as he guided us toward the larger structure separated from the house and I asked about the level of security. It is only for privacy, saying he treasures it that much. Entry into the property is very controlled. Cleaning people come in Tuesday or Thursday. When the landscaping and maintenance crew needs to come in, it is on the same days.
He held my hand as he led me, but when we stopped to answer my questions about various things I spied around the property, one hand might point in some direction but one hand often found my body at my back or ass. It seemed obscene and delicious. Not only being outside naked, but I also knew the feeling of slickness at the insides of my thighs was leakage from a combination of my own juices and the cum left by the two guys.
The structure was built very similarly to the house in the materials used. I was trying to gauge how large it was in terms of garages or storage sheds. At the doorway was a professionally inscribed and mounted sign, 'Washburn-Trent Laboratory'. I looked at him uncertainly and he opened the door and flipped the light switch. The interior was mostly a large open room with two offices to the left of the entry door and another door at the back, which he explained was to a storage room. The walls had lots of windows that provided natural light, but overhead were rows of lights, too. He didn't know what it was originally intended for, but he had new ideas for it.
"A functioning lab?"
"For you, obviously... I hope. I hired an engineering firm three months ago to design a lab for this building and it was remarkably easy to convert. Since the new projects are so sensitive and potentially ground-breaking, I hoped you might consider working from here."
"But, three months ago was when we first talked." He smiled. "You were that confident..."
He looked at me seriously. "Confident, no. Hopeful, yes. I could have discussed this with you, but I have learned a few things over these years and one is that sometimes taking some choices away and giving someone the thing they want the most is the best course to take." He turned me by the shoulders to face him, his hands moving up and down my arms. If I had temporarily forgotten I was naked, I was instantly reminded. "I figured you wanted to use your mind on these projects with limited oversight and intrusion from the company. You, also, want your body to have more and more intense experiences. I wondered why they had to be separated. We talked about them being combined, so why not in the same location?"
"Mr. Washburn, what are you saying?"
"I want you here, not just to work but to live. The three of us want you here. It only makes sense. This makes your work private and easier but the commute would be a killer. And why would you want to live alone when you want to experience new things?" His hands moved under my breasts. He lifted them, his thumbs circling the nipples, which became instantly hard. "I admit our motives are not altruistic." We both watched his hands for a moment, then made eye contact, again. "The house has so much room..."
I took the half step into him, my arms around his neck as I went to my tip toes to reach his mouth with mine. I pressed my body into his as we kissed. I pulled my head back to look at him. I knew I was dripping wet, again. "You've been planning this for a while."
His hands were roaming my body and I loved it. So crazy. So wonderful. Finally, so open and accepting of opportunity from other's desires and being open to experience them wholly myself.
"The lab, yes. The lab seemed like a good option from the start. You living here... that's recent. But you'll be safe to explore yourself here... both of you." I lowered my eyebrows at him in question. He chuckled and a nipple was pinched. "Both of you... the slut and the scientist. You can co-exist here."
I accepted, of course. The new me doesn't overthink these things. Then I looked him in the eyes, "Sir, I have sucked you twice, once to climax. Now, I can feel you are hard, again. I am so happy... and a little proud... how well this is working for you. Now, though, I would really like you to fuck me."
His hands were holding my breasts. "Do you have any idea how long it has been?"
I pressed my palm into the front of his slacks against the hard cock underneath and squeezed. "Then, it is about time."
I undressed him in one of the offices, placing his clothes on one of the chairs by the lone desk. When he was completely naked, I bent at the waist and sucked his cock even though he was already hard. His hands reached under me for my hanging breasts. I kissed him and asked if he wanted me bent over the table or lying on my back. Back it was. I sat on the edge of the desk, laid back, and opened my legs wide while rubbing one hand over my dripping pussy as I kneaded a breast. I was so ready to become his. After all that he had done, everything he had given, everything he has been to me, I needed to become his.
I reached between my legs and pulled him to me, his stiff cock first only touching my wet lips, then parting them, but finally, finally, sliding smoothly inside my pussy until after one long, continuous push, we were mated. I moaned and arched my back to press into him and he smiled down at me. There is a funny thing about giving and receiving. In its true form, there is no jealousy or comparison, there is only that moment of the giving and the receiving, the act of sharing. In this case, I had only moments before been fucked by two very big cocks. Now, I was receiving a very normal sized cock... and it was wonderful. We fucked comfortably and smoothly until I really needed to cum on his cock and beseeched him to join me, that I wanted us to cum together. He told me to let go and I accepted that and did. My breathing caught in my chest and my body tensed, my legs gripping around his waist tighter and at the same moment that my orgasm swept over me I felt his cock inside me jerk and pulse as he sent his seed into my pussy, coating my walls with more cum. I pulled him to me and crushed him with an embrace, needing to feel his skin against my skin as we both rode through our climaxes.
I moaned and kissed and whispered my thanks and pleasure to him. He gasped into my ear and I sensed his feeling of overwhelming and I was delighted to have helped and been a part of his experience. At the same moment, I had something of an epiphany. Orgasms are one thing. I had spent time seeking 'the orgasm' without understanding what I was seeking. I had planned and organized and manipulated, but Mr. Washburn was correct that I hadn't just been in the moment. Orgasms can span the spectrum from the overwhelming extreme of mind-blowing, body shaking events to the overwhelming feeling of your heart and soul wrapped in a warm embrace. That's what this was. And, I loved the difference these three men could provide to me.
* * * *
By the weekend my apartment was cleaned out of all my personal belongings including a couple pieces of furniture I wanted to be settled into my new room at the house. Mr. W (he wanted less formality but I could go only so far) gave me a room across the hall from his. The second floor was the bedrooms and was separated into two section by the grand stairway and two-story foyer. The side occupied by him (and now me, too) had two large master bedrooms, one viewing off the front and the other off the back, which was his. He didn't know why the original owner did that unless the spouses didn't sleep together. The other section, which was larger, contained four mini-bedroom suites with baths. That was the section where Robert and James lived.
The first floor contains his home office, separate sitting/reading/quiet room, kitchen/dinette, formal dining room, spacious formal living room, laundry, etc. with a very large deck off the living room. The downstairs, which is a walkout to the back, contains mostly the informal rooms: recreational (pool table, treadmill, stair-climber, weight machines and free weight), a media room with large screens for movies and watching sports, a large, basically empty room with mats the guys use for training, a steam room and sauna, and misc. storage space. It opens onto a large patio, pool, and hot tub.
Before long, my new lab was completed and ready for work. Everything I had been working on at the old lab in the Washburn Building was carefully collected, packaged, boxed and transported to the estate. I then unpacked, sorted, and arranged everything just the way I wanted them to continue my research and development in the new lab. I made sure they had collected and moved all my notes, research, samples, prototypes, and component formulations.
In the meantime, though, I wasn't left to my own devices too much. Mr. W and I sat down for numerous discussions about the project, projection of cost and materials for budgeting off the books from the company but still manipulated to be funded by the company. Robert and James had their own agendas for me, too. They decided that I was in need of some serious training and that they were perfect trainers for me. They broke it down in physical training and sexual training. Physical training was just what it sounded like and by the looks of their bodies and the equipment available downstairs I couldn't argue with them. They started me into squats with weights, which I knew were great for the butt; bench presses with barbells and dumbbells, which were good for the chest muscles; pull-ups (I needed a lot of work to do those unassisted) and pull-downs on the weight machines, which really worked the large back muscles; and a whole other regimen including running (outside and treadmill), stair climber, and swimming laps. I was sore after the first few days until I got into the repeat cycle.
The sexual training was a whole different thing. I had managed to take their cocks full depth in my pussy and I was able to suck them in my mouth but only to the start of my throat. I had experienced anal before in my previous escapades, but none of those men were anywhere close to having cocks like these guys. I was scared to even try anal with them. And, that was the problem in their minds. They had definite ideas of what a slut was and if I wanted to be a good slut, I needed some training. I needed to be able to deep throat (even their cocks) and I needed to be able to be fucked in the ass (even their cocks). That, they told me, all led up to big cock air tight: having big cocks in all three holes at the same time. The idea gave me shivers... part excitement, part fear.
One night the three of us decided on a good fuck session in bed. That quickly became known by us as a possibility of falling asleep together after. As we reached the top of the stairs, they led me to the right and I assumed we were headed for one of their rooms. There rooms were across the hall from each other at the end of the hall. Instead, though, they opened one of the other doors and stepped aside to let me enter.
"What's this?"
They chuckled. "We cleared it with the boss. He's letting us use this for our play room. It didn't take us long to set it up."
The bed was different from the others in the house. This one was pulled away from the wall and was a four-poster. Attached to the posts at different heights were heavy steel rings. In one corner was something that looked like a saw horse but with a lot of padding on the crossing piece. It also had rings attached on each support leg. They pointed to the two dressers along another wall. One drawer contained a large assortment of dildos for pussy and ass of varying sizes and lengths. Another had butt-plugs, hard rubber, glass, and shiny metal and many different sizes. Another drawer had cuffs with rings attached and I glanced back at the bed with new understanding.
"What the hell, guys?!?"
"Once we talked to the boss about this room, he added the idea of 'probing' your limits. We won't rush into this stuff, though." They had looks on their faces that sent shivers through me.
That night we fucked for three hours. I couldn't get enough of them with images of them using that equipment on me. I had never really considered getting into bondage or pain, but elements of it suddenly became interesting. James started in my mouth as Robert put me on my hands and knees. They switched for a while, then Robert returned to climax inside me. Then it was James turn to choose and he went for cowgirl facing him while I sucked on Robert. Again, they switch before James returned to send his seed into my pussy. I cleaned Robert's cock and worked on him right through my next orgasm. They took a break while I sucked on their cocks to rejuvenate them. When they got hard, again, Robert put me on my back. I gripped him with my legs, raising my ass to aid in his penetration, again while sucking on the other cock. This time Robert stayed on me until he came. James, fully ready now with additional sucking from me, hoisted me up while standing so I could wrap my legs around his waist. I reached down to aid in penetration of my sopping pussy, then hooked my arms around his neck, kissing him as he raised and lowered me on his pole. The contact with my clit was amazing and produced another shaking orgasm. Robert went a different way initially, to not be outdone by James. I was lying on the bed when he bent over, had me move my legs up past his head, then grabbed me around the waist and stood up. His mouth went to my pussy which was right at his chin. His cock was at my head so I opened my mouth and engulfed as much as I could. This didn't bring either of us to climax but it was exciting. He brought me back to the bed where we finished off with me on my front, pressed into the bed and him fucking me from behind with his fingers tormenting my clit. After one more break, I sucked them each off one last time, requiring much more effort to finally accomplish it. Images in my mind of being strapped to the bed posts with dildos and vibrators in my holes while being lightly flogged over my breasts and clit flooded my mind.
My physical workout with the guys were generally done with me wearing a smallish sports bra and tight-fitting shorts, though they teased me endlessly to do it naked. I relented one day and we only got a partial workout in due to being molested on the weight bench.
Squats had become a big part of the workouts. Some days were with heavy weights and other days were with light weights or no weight to build up endurance and form. One day when it was supposed to be heavy weights, I found a stool in the area I normally did the weighted squats. On top of the stool was a black dildo barely smaller than their cocks. I looked at the guys with concern but they motioned me over it, putting me into proper location with the bar on my shoulders after removing my shorts. The bar had only two -- 10# plates on each side (I had worked up to 45# and 35# plates on each side for heavy days) so this was like another light day... except for the dildo.
Robert stood in front of me while James went in back. Robert gave me the instructions for the movement, "This isn't a strength movement. This is all about controlling your body. To a large extent, much of all this is very beneficial to enjoying and giving good sex... endurance, control over your body's movement, flexibility, and strength. We want you to do your normal squats in perfect control of your body so you will feel the head of the dildo and YOU move your body over it properly so you can fill that hot pussy of yours."
I shook my head and started the movement. It was harder than you might think. Not being able to use my hands to guide the dildo and using your leg, butt, and core strength so that I didn't drop too fast, be able to stop at the first touch of the dildo, then move forward, backward, or side-to-side very slightly for the dildo to part my pussy lips and enter. Only then to control my further descent over the artificial cock. It was much harder than I thought and my muscles were shaking and sweat forming after only a half dozen squats. Then, I was told to stop and James was doing something.
On the next squat something was very different. The dildo didn't have a massive head I had to wiggle my pussy over, this time the dildo had a pointy tip that easily parted my lips and entered me. As I descended over it, my pussy was opened more and more as the width increased. I started moving back up but was told to move further down. Just a little further down I encountered a much wider part that took more effort to get in. My pussy enjoyed the feel of the invading cock and closed around it. This sudden change in thickness required me to almost have to push down for it to gain entrance. When it popped in, I gasped as a ball shape was now inside me. The shaft under the ball was much narrower. When I rose up, I encountered the issue. My pussy closed and the ball was stuck inside. The weight on my shoulders made the effort harder as I had to maintain some form to not overly strain some other muscles or joints.



When I was standing, I racked the bar and turned around. Attached to the stool was a dildo shaped just as I imagined from the experience in my pussy. "What the hell?" I looked at the two guys who had obviously enjoyed my efforts very much. "What is that?"
James loosened the suction cup and handed it to me. "It's a duplicate of a canine. That ball is what naturally forms when the dog has mated with the bitch. I guess it is nature's way of trying to increase insemination of species by trapping the seed inside the bitch."
Robert was behind me and released me from my sports bra and covered my breasts with his hands. "How did it feel?" He tweaked my nipples. I allowed my head to fall back against his chest as James came up to me from the front. He covered my mouth with his, his hands moving down my sides, one slipping between my legs that parted without my conscious thought. "Tell us, Jo (my new nickname from these two). What did it feel like?"
I groaned under the attention. This was no longer unusual for me. Sex had very quickly become a standard part of my life. It might be teasing my body with displaying it, feeling it, toying with it, or I might be taken quickly in private or where others might easily encounter us. And, like so many other times in my day, I now needed some release. I knew what they were trying for and it was true.
"It was different." I moaned as both pinched nipples and clit. "I'll leave it at that. I thought..." I pressed my groin toward James, "... I... thought... I was going to cum."
"What about now? Now that you know what cock it was? What do you think about it?"
Yes, I knew. I told them, "Oh, fuck... NO."
They moved in, encouraging me physically and verbally to get onto my hands and knees. I was still feeling the effects of the dildo and their teasing and not considering what might happen next. My body and mind didn't care. Everything with them was so good and I wanted more of something, anything, and it seemed the guys had something in mind for me so I just let them maneuver me how they wanted.
I felt something at my ass and my mind snapped into attention. 'NO!', my mind screamed. A tongue, but not... until I realized the feeling on my ass was hands. I glanced over my shoulder to find Robert aiming his cock to my gaping pussy. Then, my cheek was being touched. My attention going from behind to front, back and forth. James had his cock at my face. I opened my mouth automatically as Robert pushed his cock into me.
"OH... FUCK... YESSSSSSSSS!"
I was filled, again. Two big, black cocks at each end. My mind forgot everything else instantly as I focused on the big cock in my mouth pushing at my throat while the cock in my pussy began taking me to another mountain peak of arousal. I was stuck between two cocks, unable to influence what was happening to me. The thrust on each end weren't synchronized resulting in sometimes being banged in opposing directions at the same moment or banged into the opposite cock. Soon, James' cock was deep in my throat as Robert's cock pushed at the depths of my vagina. Fuck after fuck these two stretched my ability to take cock in my pussy, ass, and throat. I loved their cocks! They were the ones who made me feel like the slut I desired to be. But my mind was going blank... not unconscious blank, but deliriously aroused blank. My mind was past anything but the fucking I was taking, enjoying, receiving, accepting... wanting!
After the three of us came, almost on top of each other, I fell completely to the floor. In time I was aware of the comments from behind me. "Jeez, have you EVER known anything like that?" "Fuck, I've never even dream of anything like that." "Hottest thing I've seen... or felt."
I rolled over onto my back, raised my head to find the guys looking down at me. I rose to my knees and crawled to them. I cleaned both of their cocks with my mouth and tongue. Once completed with that, I fell back onto my back and looked up at the guys. James' face was a look of awe. Robert managed to speak, "Damn, girl... what a slut."
James jumped in with, "Fuck, yea... of course, we mean that in a good way. What got into you?"
I smiled up at them, raised my knees and spread them out wide. Their eyes immediately dropped to my gaping pussy I was sure was leaking cum. I put my arms out, "You two got into me," I giggled.
"We'll push your limits, for sure, but not where you don't ever want to go."
James, add, "We understand. No way we're going to see you hurt and that includes being forced to do something you truly object to."
I smiled, "That's why I trust you guys completely." I put my arms out to them, "Anyone for another sloppy fuck?"



            Dr. Jolene Ch. 04

            Jolene's journey to being a slut for the men deepens.

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/dr-jolene-ch-04

Title: Dr. Jolene Ch. 04

Author: ikeman48

Category: Mind Control

Description: Jolene's journey to being a slut for the men deepens.

Tags: exhibitionism, slut, interracial sex, big cock

Series: Dr. Jolene


CHAPTER 4: SLUT IS ATTITUDE
One of the activities I seemed to focus on during my earlier 'so-called-adventures' was exhibitionism. Exhibitionism had always been a big thrill for me, but was one of those things that could quickly ruin the career of an otherwise straight-laced female scientist trying to make her mark in the still male dominated world of science. A direct, and almost immediate, benefit of my life change with Mr. W in releasing myself to him and his suggestions was exhibitionism.
I knew from early on how he enjoyed my body even when he didn't feel the ability to perform. Having me undress to prove my commitment to the project, stroking my legs up to my panties while in a non-private situation, confirmed his interest in seeing my body beyond physically using it. The guys were more blatant about it as they continued to push me to workout with them while naked even when they remained clothed, requiring my swimming workouts to be naked, and encouraging me to remain naked after they fucked me whether it happened to be outside, in the workout room, or anywhere else in the house.
So, it didn't surprise me when I started receiving intimate garments as gifts. Usually, they simply appeared on my bed. Someone had 'invaded' my dresser and closet to determine my sizes because I would find lacy sheer bra and pantie sets, sheer baby-doll, sheer floor-length negligees, and stay-up stockings. All were of various colors and varied between sheer lace and just very sheer. All the negligees came with matching sheer panties. Some of the baby-dolls were full, some with a single fastening just below the breast so it gaped open in front, and some were open in back. All the floor-length were fastened just below the breast so it opened with any movement.
Another day, the guys took me into town for some shopping. I came away with several pair of high heels (four inch max. because of my height), sexy workout clothes, mini-skirts, dresses and blouses. One of the dresses was almost sheer enough to see through and I wondered where it could be worn. The longest skirt or dress was mid-thigh and several were only long enough to extend inches below my crotch and wouldn't even cover the tops of the stay-up stockings. They had something in mind for the future but were quiet. What was interesting to me was that they weren't spending their own money but the credit card they generally used for needs of the estate meaning Mr. W was approving of this.
So, with all this new sexy and revealing evening wear, I began appearing in them early in the evenings as we all relaxed after the day. The men all enjoyed seeing me around the house in next to nothing and I enjoyed the attention I received. Sometimes, I would even put on a floor-length gown for dinner complete with jewelry, stockings and heels. That look was encouraged by all three men and sometimes I even added heels when just wearing the baby-doll around the house.
Regardless of what kind of sexual attention I might have received during the day, and it was usually some amount with at least one of the guys at the estate with me, my visual teasing in the gowns at night often led to something additional even if only blow jobs.
I had finished cleaning up the kitchen and dishes (we took turns) and I changed into a floor-length sheer, pale blue gown and left the panties in my room. I grabbed the book I was reading and headed down the stairs in a pair of heels, which announced my approach on any of the hard floor surfaces. I read for an hour with another glass of wine, then went in search of someone. I didn't know what I was feeling and it could have been just a desire for quiet company.
I found Robert in the game room shooting pool. He and James were both pretty good and I wasn't. I understood it was just geometry, but knowing what to do and doing it were different things. I knew that when we played strip-pool, I was going to be naked quickly. Of course, when we played strip-pool, there was more planned than just to see me naked. Developing a fantasy of the barroom pool-table-top-gangbang was unavoidable after several repeats.
After one game with him (not strip, that would have meant only one miss), I found James in the media room watching some sports talk show. These guys still had a huge appetite for sports, especially football. I was a neophyte with most sports and I was afraid I would never advance beyond that in their minds, but I continued to try to retain what they explained to me.
After giving them both kisses in case I didn't see them before going to bed, I went back upstairs. Both of them had felt me up casually while we were together, which was now just part of our normal interaction. There wasn't any frustration or awkwardness. Subtly over time with them, I had become comfortably available to them. Although enticement and flirting continued, it wasn't a requirement to get into my body and we all enjoyed the variety of situations and encounters that that allowed.
This night, though, I was in search of something and it wasn't until I found Mr. W that I knew what it was. I stood in the doorway to the 'quiet room' where any of us could be to think, read, or listen to quiet music. Mr. W was engrossed in some book. He was on the couch, his back into the right corner of it, his shoes were on the floor where they fell, and legs stretched on the couch.
I knocked on the frame of the door, "Would I be bothering you, sir, if I came in?"
"Oh, Jolene, how wonderful. Please, come and sit with me." He turned his feet to the floor and patted the couch right next to him. As I stepped toward him with a big smile on my face, he said, "You look divine. But, when don't you? You know you are quite wicked to tease us this way, but you also know we enjoy it so." I giggled girlishly, which was quite a contrast with the way I was exposed. I sat and with his guidance I ended right next to him. His arm was around me as I cuddle into his shoulder. "Is everything okay?"
I turned my head and raised my lips for a kiss, which he readily gave me. "No, sir. Nothing like that. I just felt like being with you. Is that okay?"
"Of course, it is. I have to say you have wiggled into my protected world quite completely. I missed you while on my business trip." He hugged me tighter and his hand brushed my breast, which he pulled away quickly. I captured it before it moved too far and replaced it firmly on my breast. He is still old school in many ways and is the only one of my men who I usually had to seduce. But he relaxed quickly and gently fondled the breast in his hand. "How are you doing with all this? This has been a big change for you, I hope not too much so."
I wiggled a little into him and squeezed his hand into my breast. "Oh, sir, I don't know if I can express how wonderful I feel about my life now. You made it possible for me to realize what I thought was only a wish. I get to continue my work and I am only now seeing what a slut really can be like and I know I am only seeing the beginning. So ... thank you."
He thanked me in return. Our conversation became easy, talking about my progress, his most recent trip, and how the company was doing. I asked him how he was doing and he expressed some fatigue and tension from the trip. I asked him if I could give him a body massage that, even though we both knew it wasn't professional quality, it might help.
He chuckled, seeing through me. "Naughty girl." But he agreed. This was a game we sometimes played. Unlike the guys (definitely unlike them!), I often had to seduce or maneuver Mr. W to have him naked in my arms. My giving him a massage was a good ploy to getting him naked and aroused.
I had stripped out of my negligee when I went to my room for towels and oil for the massage. I always started briefly on the shoulders, arms and back before going to the feet and legs and working my way to return to the back, shoulders and neck. As I worked on his upper legs, I made sure to spread his legs so I could work the insides, which was true, but also to stroke his scrotum. Throughout much of it, I made sure I was able to move my pussy over one leg or his butt.
When I finished with his back, I patted his butt for him to roll over. When he did, I commented, "Oh my, you are tense, sir." As often happens as I touch him and he feels my body on his, he turns over with an erection, something he doesn't take for granted still. He smiled knowing the game but encouraging my playfulness. "Definitely the stiffest muscle I have found tonight. Better spend some time on this ..."
I fucked him slow and leisurely. I was in no hurry, just wanting to feel him close, again. He seemed content with the pace and spent time playing with my breasts as I sat on him moving up and down. He thanked me, again, for the gift of the project. I leaned down to kiss him, "Sir, the only thanks I need is for you to do this, fuck me and give me your seed." He crushed my mouth in a kiss and I knew he was getting close so I worked my pussy muscles and ground him into me. We did cum and nearly together. My heart swelled as I felt his seed spread through my pussy as I continued to gently continue the fucking motion. As I well understood now, some fucks are gloriously intense and others fill your heart with joy.
I settled on top of him, my head resting on his chest, wanting to feel his cock inside me for however long it could be there. I even used my pussy muscles (yes, the guys even have me doing Kegel exercises around dildos, vibrating eggs, and Ben Wa balls) to try to keep him stimulated.
A soft moan escaped my lips, I stopped and sat completely on him, his cock deep inside. My hands on his chest, I looked down at him.
I kissed him and increased my speed of fucking, "You are ... ready ... to fuck me ... again," I exclaimed excitedly.
He pressed up into me and I gasped, "You may ... be the ... death of me, dear."
I giggled, again. "Never fear ... sir. I'll give ... you mouth to mouth." He chuckled in return and that was something I loved with him now that our fucking could be relaxed and playful.
After our orgasms, I was again lying on his chest, my pussy again squeezing his cock inside me. This time I wasn't as hopeful about him regenerating much less that he had more cum to give me. His hands were again stroking my back. I could distinctly hear his heart beat with my ear resting on his chest and it was slowing down nicely. He was indeed a very healthy 68.
Tears well in my eyes with emotion and several fell to his chest. He reacted and raised my chin to look at me, questioning why I was crying.
"Joy, sir ... sorry. I am just so completely happy and grateful for what I am able to experience every day here." I smiled at him and kissed his lips by stretching to him. "This isn't like me ... but not much of all this is like me and it is wonderful, exciting, thrilling ... did I say wonderful?" He laughed and hugged me tight. "Thank you for gambling back then." He chuckled. "I'll want to do everything you want me to do, sir ... anything. I trust you and the guys that much to respect me, now." I hugged him tight. "Thank you for opening this to me."
"Anything could be a lot of different things." I reaffirmed it. It did open me up to unknown things, but they had proven my trust in them. I knew I didn't need to worry.
I put my head back onto his chest, hugged him tightly, my pussy clutching his soft cock, my heart beating faster. "Thank you, sir."
* * * *
Saturday came and I could think about nothing except cocks and fucking. I walked down to the kitchen in a short robe tied at the waist. When I saw the three men sitting at the table drinking coffee and talking, I became wetter. I moved to the cabinet for a mug, but James came up to me, untied the sash, and removed the robe.
"No clothes today."
I brought my mug of coffee to the table and Robert stopped me, slipped a finger in my crotch and I found my thighs separating for him. He touched my pussy and smiled. "Yep, just like we thought. She's already dripping."
God! They had been talking about me! I had taken big steps coming to this, but this was another, I realized, as I saw what was in their eyes. It was subtle, but it was there. I was still respected. I was still Dr. Jolene Trent. But, now ... now their sexy Jo was becoming their slut and it excited them. Even Mr. W had the look. And that excited me. Months ago, he couldn't get an erection, much less cum. Now he was awaiting his participation in a day that had no other intention but of fucking me. I might orgasm without being touched.
We all pitched in to prepare for the activities they had planned for me. The patio grill was readied. I prepared a dozen large hamburger patties, toppings, and sides to go with brats and chicken breasts. As the items were moved out to the patio, I wasn't sure who was going to eat all this. I think their idea of spending the afternoon and whatever more time fucking me or watching me was going to their heads. Both of them.
The patio had several coolers ready, one for the food and another for beer. I noticed a number of cushions thrown out onto the grass and immediately knew that was for me, if I wanted it.
I returned upstairs to the kitchen to see if everything was out. As I stood at the island counter, I suddenly felt someone against my back, one hand wrapped around me fondling a breast while the other hand slid down my stomach to my mound. I parted my legs and welcomed a finger sliding along my wet pussy slit.
I heard Mr. W's voice in my ear, "Everything ready?"
I put my head back onto his shoulder and gasped, "Oh, God ... I know I am ..."
He chuckled and turned me in his arms, covering my mouth with his, our tongues finding each other's, my moans drowned out into his mouth. He released me, took my hand in his and led me out of the kitchen for the downstairs. "Then let's go do something about that."
He led me out onto the patio where James and Robert were waiting. He stopped me facing the guys, then he moved over to stand next to Robert and James. I was the only one naked and they all had their eyes fixed solely on me. It was unmistakable.
Mr. W's voice took my attention back. "Are you ready, Jolene?" I looked at him and nodded. "Are you sure, dear? In the next moments, you will be used like the slut you so desired but didn't attain before. The three of us in front of you are going to try to keep you fucked or using your mouth. You and I have already discussed this but everyone should know the details. As a slut, you take care of each of us. As our slut, we take care of you. You will be available to all of us at all times that you are needed for our satisfaction." I shivered. All of them at once. Always available throughout the day. I shivered, again. "There are few rules for us. Most important of any rules for us is that even a slut needs to be respected for her to be fully willing and, most important of all ... to keep our slut safe." The more he said the word, slut, the more it began to sink into me. My pussy was dripping ... seriously, dripping. I could feel the fluid slipping down the insides of my thighs. I saw James lean to Robert and they both looked down at my pussy and thighs.
He came back to me and stood behind me. His hands cupped my breast and asked, "Are you ready for us to show you what a slut might expect?" Even he couldn't keep a smile off his face and the guys couldn't hold theirs back, either. He finally started laughing and joined by the guys. Me? I was too much in a state of lust. He may have played it too far, but it turned me on like I hadn't knownr he was playing it or not, what he was really doing was opening me up to the next stage of much more fucking.
He turned me around and hugged me. The guys came up to us and suddenly there were three pairs of hands on my body. My breasts and nipples were being fondled, my ass stroked, and my pussy probed. Mr. W kissed me, then, "I put too much on at the end, but everything I said was sincere. Everyday. I know the guys won't let you get by with just one of them."
I turned around to face them, my hands dropping to stroke the front of their pants. "No way would I want your experience and limits not pushed further. The guys have agreed to help you." I had to giggled at that. Like they hadn't been so far.
The three men stripped out of their clothes and it was clear the christening of a new attitude was beginning. I wondered, for only a moment, how this was going to happen. Almost immediately I let my mind drop it. This was another lesson for me: be content to experience what is presented and don't fuss about it.
They were practical, though. Mr. W lay on one of the outdoor chaise loungers, his cock stiff and ready on his body. I moved to him, bent over to kiss his cock head, take it into my mouth, and briefly suck it. He was already hard. Robert and James had jokingly described the way a good slut prepares a cock for fucking and sucking it to climax was important to allow for a longer second time for fucking. I remember tilting my head at them and they laughed, admitting it was some massive ego guys tended to say as a 'cock worship' thing. We weren't into that ... I certainly wasn't. I liked cock, though, and I liked to suck it and have it in my mouth and I truly like the feel of cum in my mouth and would always swallow.
That did generate something in my mind, though. The guys had been continuing my training for anal and deep-throat. Anal, with the toys, didn't take as long as I had expected given their size but deep-throat had proven to be another story. Their size completely blocked up my throat and I was having a psychological issue with panic. But Mr. W was smaller. I settled next to him on my knees and pressed down over his cock, working my mouth up and down, taking his cock deeper and deeper. I heard Mr. W gasp and moan as his cock head slid into my throat and I sensed motion around me even though I was trying to focus on this specific task. Finally, my nose was in his pubic hair and I flex my throat several times before pulling back up, gasping a bit, and driving back down.
"Ohhhh ... Jolene ... dear ... girl ... when did ... you learn ... ohhhhhhhh ..." Mr. W was gasping his words out surrounded by moans and groans. My first deep-throat! Another step in slutdom achievement. "Ohhhhh ... so good ... but ..." His hand raised my head. His cock slid out of my throat, along my tongue, to my lips which sucked off the juices. I looked at him with pride and accomplishment. "My dear ... my dear Doctor. You ... are an amazement, but I want your pussy."
I gave his wet cock head another kiss and stood up. The guys were right there and had been watching my efforts, drawn by Mr. W's responses. I stood before them, breathing hard, wiping saliva from the corners of my mouth, and I realized I was beaming at them. Two large, muscled, black men with hard 10" cocks sticking out from their bodies and all I saw was the pride in their eyes. Robert put an arm out and I rushed into his arms, feeling his big cock pressing against me. He kissed my forehead and whispered, "I knew you would do it." I then relished James' display of genuine pride for me, too.
I stepped away from them and refocused on Mr. W. I straddled the lounger and moved to his hips. I raised his cock and settled my pussy over it, slowly lowering myself over the length. His cock was wet from my mouth and throat and my pussy was literally dripping juice. His cock slid in smoothly. We both sighed. My first cock, but I had the excited knowledge there would be many more than that.
Mr. W's hands were firmly clutching my breast, which was the only reason they weren't flopping up and down as I bounced on his cock. I opened my eyes and saw him looking intently at me. I smiled. I bent over and kissed him hard, my tongue aggressively invading his mouth. When his tongue came out in response, I lightly trapped it in my teeth and sucked on it. He raised his hips into my bouncing effort and he moaned into my mouth.



I pulled back, his fingers now pulling on my nipples, my own hand moving to rub my clit. I was determined to share this first fuck completely with him. His moans and cries pierced my foggy brain and my own words floated out and back to me like some enchanted encouragement, "OH GOD ... OH FUCK ... Yessss, pleasessss ... I ... want ... your cum ... me ... with me ..." He did. A milli-second before my pussy exploded and flooded me and his cock, he came with a spurt of seed I felt inside me. I continued to ride him. He continued to somehow hold his hip off the lounger to be deep in me. We both gasped, grunted, moaned and groaned.
When his hips settled back down, I collapsed to his chest. I whispered around kisses to his bare chest, "Thank you ... thank you ... thank you ..."
He hugged me tight, his breath still heavy and ragged, "Oh, my dear Doctor Jolene Trent ... slut ..." I giggled, "you are an amazing woman and I am so very thankful I had the wisdom to see we might help each other. I may never be able to show how much you mean to me." I reached up and kissed him on the lips. "And forgive me for my never-ending concern about you, always asking the same 'are you okay' questions."
I raised up to a sitting position, contracting my pussy over his shrinking cock. I reached out to the guys standing nearby and squeezed their hands. "The honest concern you three have always shown me is why I have unconditional trust ... and lust ... in all of you. I will do anything, ANYTHING, for you."
I kissed Mr. W once more, raised up off him, then bent over at the waist and began licking and sucking his cock. Something else Robert found on the internet that a slut cleans off a cock after using her. That one sounded good to me. I liked cock in my mouth, very much, and the mixed taste of man cum mixed with my own juices was somehow very exciting.
While I was bent over, fingers slid over my just used pussy and another cupped a hanging breast. Before I could finish cleaning Mr. W, a big cock was pushing into my pussy. My shoulders were lifted and I was walked to the side where James was leaning against the back of a patio chair, his cock seemingly calling my name. I was walked to him by Robert while still full of his cock. His hands on my hips, he moved me with short steps and bumping me forward, each awkward step jerked his cock.
"Oh, Jolene ... they do have fun with you, don't they?" Mr. W seemed particularly amused by the way I was being moved but I was unable to respond as James' cock bumped my lips and half of it slid into my mouth.
To ease the stress of being bent over, I put my hands on James' hips and settled into sucking and being fucked. It was heaven, at least a pervert form of heaven. A big cock stuffed in my pussy that was thrusting into me harder and harder, deeper and deeper, and an equally big cock in my mouth. James wasn't fucking me, merely there for me to suck. Since he was being relatively passive, I focused my attention to my pussy and Robert's cock inside it. He was pounding me hard with long strokes that nearly pulled his entire cock out of my pussy before slamming back inside. His cock head was reaching very deep inside me, though we had learned that this was not the best position for the deepest penetration. But he seemed content to stay in this position and it might be that he knew this wasn't the last time by far that he would have his cock in me today.
"OH, GOD! ... I love your cocks! ... Hmmmmm ... you fill me so ... open me wide ..." It just poured out of my mouth, but only after taking my mouth from James' cock as I panted with a nearing orgasm.
I ground my pussy back into Robert and my pussy clutched around the pounding pole inside me. Robert must have felt it, too, when he leaned forward to grab a breast and nipple. I cried out and came. My legs shook under me and I fell forward into James, my arms clutching his waist for support with my face pressed into his erect cock. I gasped, shuddered, and moaned as the orgasm continued to crash over me as Robert continued to thrust at my pussy until he too pressed hard and deep into me. One after another his spurts of cum flooded my pussy with his seed. He slowed to an easy, smooth in and out motion as his cock leaked the last of his cum.
My breath was just easing when Robert pulled out of me. With cum leaking from my pussy, I felt myself being moved to another lounger that was laid flat. I laid on my back to find James right behind me, spreading my legs to drop over the sides of the chair, and crawling to take his place between my wide spread legs. His cock found my gaping, messy pussy like it had eyes of its own. It slid into me and I gasped. The third cock in quick succession. He thrust forward and was deeply embedded. Despite the cum of two men already inside me, I could still feel his cock reopening my pussy.
I felt something wet and slimy against my face and turned with an open mouth knowing Robert's cock was there. As I turned my head, I spotted Mr. W sitting on the edge of his chair watching intently as one cock thrust into my pussy with increasing demand and another was slipped into my mouth. Our eyes met for just a moment before Robert moved in the way. In that moment, though, I saw him smiling and giving me a wink. I tried smiling back, but I had no idea what it might have looked like with a full mouth.
James patiently waited while I recovered from yet another orgasm. I turned around and sat on the lounge, three loads of cum leaking from my gaping pussy. I reached for his cock with open mouth and he guided it inside. I licked and sucked on his cock to clean it of the mixed concoction of semen and my cum juices.
Mr. W approached with three bottles of beer for us. He was still naked leading me to suspect he was planning to have another go with me soon. I pressed the cold bottle against my forehead and sighed. The sweating bottle gave some relief to my sweating face. The cold liquid inside helped clean out my mouth and sooth my throat after continuing to try taking those big cocks down my throat.
The respite wsn't long, though, and I was soon used by all three men in quick succession, again. Afterwards, I was content to simply allow the aftershocks of six tremendous fucks wash over me. My brain feels like half of it is mush and I am not certain my legs would fully function. I lift my head for bearings. James collects me, Robert moves a lounge into the shade on the patio, and Mr. W grabs me a cold water.
They sit around me as I drink the water in gulps. My face is slimy from cleaning spent cocks of combined fluids. My pussy is gaping and leaking. My legs shine from the fluids that escaped my pussy. I must look like a dirty whore ...
I am being gently and comfortably touched by all of them. I check their faces and only find smiles and looks of approval. Mr. W's voice cuts through to me, "You are so beautiful, my dear girl. I have never seen anything so exciting. But, how are you feeling?"
"Like a slut." I looked up at them with a smile and they laughed.
Robert managed through his laugh, "No argument about that, Jo."
I looked at their faces, then their crotches. Robert and James were still semi-hard from watching me with Mr. W. Robert was closest so I took hold of his. "And a slut needs lots of cock."
Mr. W brought me a beer. "Here, why don't you hold onto this instead ... for a while, anyway. Am I to understand, you aren't done?"
"Sir, you said my responsibility as your slut was to satisfy. These cocks tell me my duty isn't over and I know I want to experience being truly used."
He shook his head but was smiling broadly. "Let's get this woman something to eat. I think she is going to need her strength."
We took a longer break of eating and drinking. None of us bothered to dress. Afterward, Mr. W was watching as I received a double penetration from Robert and James. I had successfully taken their big cocks in my ass before but this was my first DP by them. I had never felt so full of cock! That is until Mr. W appeared in front of me with his hard cock pointed at my mouth. I smiled and opened wide. I was told there is a name for that ... air tight. And, I knew we weren't done with the day ... not by a long shot.
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CHAPTER 5: BIG COCK DNA
"Jo!"
"What...?" I was at the kitchen counter in the final phase of having dinner ready when Robert brought Mr. W home. I turned to the voice, "James... I'm sorry... what were you saying?"
"What's up? You usually leave the lab in the lab when you come home." He walked up alongside me, his big hand sliding up and down my bare back and over my ass. When I came into the house from the lab, I went upstairs to change but couldn't decide on a change. I didn't really think a filmy negligee was good for cooking. My exposure to them at night might have started as teasing, but all of us enjoyed it so much it became something of an expectation. I wouldn't complain, I was enjoying the attention. It never evolved to a new rule, it was just something I like to do for them. The only rule about my dress was no underwear. Only half-jokingly, panties just got in the way of easy access during the day and they like to see my breasts jiggle and bounce, but leaving the estate was a different matter. This night, though, not being able to decide, defaulted to removing my dress and putting on one of the aprons the guys got for me. The aprons were more teases really. Though they covered over my breasts and pussy in front, the material was sheer. I was fully exposed in back and sides. So, today I was wearing a white apron with my white thigh-high stocking and heels.
I leaned to him and kissed his cheek, "Yeah, I am preoccupied with something from the lab. And, you are right, you guys have been really good for me. You guys have told me over and over, 'focus completely on your job, then focus completely on your life'.
"But..."
"Yeah... I'm just wrestling with an element of the formulation. I have a good idea to solve it, but..."
"But?" I turned to the new voice behind me. It was Mr. W standing in the entry space to the kitchen. "Dear lady, you are either going to take years off my age or give me a heart attack. What a sight."
I laugh, wiping my hands on the sheer apron as I approach him for a welcoming kiss. I put my hands behind his head and kiss him deeply. "I didn't hear you arrive. And, thank you, kind sir. I am aiming at taking years off you and strengthening your heart."
He chuckled and patted my butt as I turned back to the counter. "It sounded like an interesting conversation, but you didn't finish the thought."
"Dinner is almost ready so we can discuss it then." I finished piling one of the serving platters and handed it to James. Over my shoulder, "I assume Robert came back with you."
"Yes, I did." I turned with two serving bowls, handed them to Robert and gave him a kiss. "I assume James looked after you today..."
I chuckled, "Well..." I saw James return behind the other two men, "Well... he's just like you Robert, there was plenty of LOOKING and being AFTER ME." They laughed. Robert and James bumped fists. I winked at them.
I reached behind my waist to untie the apron, dropped it on the island counter, and took Mr. W's arm to the dining room now in only my stockings and heels. I loved flaunting my horny body at them and sometimes felt like I might never put clothes on but there was always a need in the lab.
I recounted my discussion with James as we ate. As had become our typical seating arrangement, Mr. W sat at one end, I sat to his left, James sat across from me, and Robert sat at the other end. Without the leaves in the table it was intimate enough.
Mr. W was nodding while listening. Robert and James were struggling with the details but I could see they were following the general direction and thoughts about my study and development work for the male enhancement project. Mr. W paused, sipped from his wine glass, then turned to me, "How confident are you it will work?"
"Actually, very confident but there is that large IF that depends on finding the link that exists somewhere... that I think exists. I still have to determine the existence of that link."
"How large a sample size do you think you'll need?"
I glanced at Robert and James, "I think if I can get five or six recruits, plus these two, it would be sufficient for confirmation, isolation of the DNA link, and development. I would like to get saliva swabs, blood samples, and semen from each." I looked earnestly at Robert and James. There were long moments of awkward silence, then they understood.
"Wait... what?" "You're not suggesting that we find you the five or six volunteers who have nine to eleven inch cocks..." "... and are willing to participate in this study by donating their..." "How would we know who...?"
I chuckled at their discomfort. "Come on... what?... with all that locker room and shower time you can't tell me you don't know who does and who doesn't?"
This went on for a while. Mr. W sat back in his chair with his wine glass and watched with pleasure and fascination. This discussion at the dinner table about finding five/six guys with big cocks and it was being waged by two large black men and one naked white woman whose nipples were hard as the discussion went on. He knew it was getting to me and probably getting to the guys, too.
Finally, he brought it to a stop. "Okay, guys, try to think of a way between former and current players you know. She may be onto something significant here and it could be groundbreaking. She also doesn't ask for much but gives a lot. See if there isn't a way you can do this for her."
The guys exchanged a quick glance, then in unison to me, "Okay, Jo, we'll get them."
Robert and I were taking care of the dishes while James cleaned up the dining room and kitchen with us. I stayed dressed the way I was, leaving off the apron even. It encouraged lots of feels of my body, breasts, ass, and between my legs. Cleanup came to a halt completely when James pressed me into the edge of the sink and his cock head pressed between my legs. I dropped the cloth into the soapy water to lean over while spreading my legs. I gasped as his cock penetrated and heard James comment how wet my pussy was and Robert's response to the effect that he thought I always was. I smiled at the easy banter about my body they so casually took for their use. James walked me back a step and turned me enough that I could bend over further with one hand on the counter and found Robert's pants lowered and his cock in my face. I took it into my mouth, licked it and purposefully slobbered over it so I could slide it deep into my throat. God, I loved everything they pushed me to do with their cocks!
* * * *
The big day finally arrived. The guys came through with five men, all black, with large cocks. The guys promised beer and grilling afterward as a thank you, but there were a couple surprises the volunteers didn't know would be coming.
All the men arrived at the estate by the 1:00 PM agreed upon time. They were brought to my lab and sitting in my office I heard the comments like, "I guess you weren't kidding." "This is a real scientific research project."
I was extremely turned on. Seven big black cocks and I had plans for them, though the volunteers didn't know it yet. I had thought about how I should present myself knowing what else I had secretly planned and decided on my white buttoned lab coat with only white thigh-high stockings and white heels. I felt like my pussy was already dripping as I walked out of my office into the larger lab area getting their attention immediately. I greeted them, introduced myself, and shook hands with each.
I had a couple of stools setup at a table containing thin files prepared for each of them with a tray of vials on top of each. One at a time I took saliva swabs and drew blood samples.
I had teasingly left the top and bottom buttons of the coat undone. I knew, and planned, that as I bent over, more of my chest came into view and as I moved a foot on the stool rung, I showed more thigh, but I had made sure not to give too much. I heard the whispers and jockeying of position for views like teenagers with their teacher.
Then, it was time for the semen sample. And, the first surprise. I indicated the storage room door at the back of the lab and assured them it was prepared to give them the privacy they would need. After, they should go to the back of the house where James would be waiting with beer and grilled food as my thank you.
I took the first one by the hand, who was closest to me at the moment, and led him through the lab while making small talk. I sensed nervousness in him, probably the idea that we both knew he needed to produce a semen sample... even in privacy my knowledge of it was weighing on him and the others as they watched us leave. I opened the door and ushered him inside. Inside, there was a table with five specimen jars with name taped to them but no other enclosure that presented privacy. Just a large storage room.
He looked at the specimen jars, scanned the room, and looked at me with concern and nervousness increasing in him. "Where...?"
I put my hands on his chest and gently pushed him back against the edge of the table until he was supported by it. "Is it okay if I assist you?" I didn't wait for a reply. I slid down his body and began loosening his belt and pants. I glanced up at him before lowering them. "Would it help if I gave you a blowjob?"
"Are you kidding me?" I shook my head and lowered his pants and underwear. His cock was indeed large and firming up before I touched it. I licked the underside as I held it up. I kissed the head, took it between my lips, and sucked the already leaking head of pre-cum. I heard him mumble, "Oh, yeah... yeah, that would definitely help..."
I smiled around his cock as I slid my mouth further and further over the length as I moved up and down. I slid a hand between his legs and cupped his balls, softly massaging them in my hand as my mouth took more of his cock. I collected saliva in my mouth and swirled it around the top of his cock making it slippery to move easier in my mouth. When I took the head just inside my throat, he gasped. When I took his cock deeper into my throat, and his moans increased the deeper I took him until I had all of him.
It didn't take long after that. The anticipation of performance, then the surprise of being blown. I felt his balls swell, then his cock, and felt his cock twitch and jerk and pulse in my mouth and throat signaling his imminent climax. I pulled my mouth off his cock and stroked it with one hand as I reached for the appropriate jar and a wipe placed next to it. I pinched the end to stop the flow and quickly wiped the head of his cock to eliminate my saliva that might contaminate the sample, and finished him off, letting his spurts splash into the jar. I quickly covered the jar, then took his cock back into my mouth and cleaned him up. After assisting him with his pants, I led him to the outside door and pointed him to the back of the house where James would be waiting.
He took a step away before stopping, "You are having us exit this way so you can surprise all of them the same way?" I nodded with a lusty smile. "Damn..."
I repeated that four more times until the last man was walking from the lab to the back of the house. I remained inside, taking the specimen jars back into the lab and securing all the samples while double checking the labeling to control identification. Once that was done, I exited the main door and entered the house through the front door.
I found Mr. W standing at the open sliding door from the dinette area to the balcony. I came up behind him and hugged him around he waist. He was listening to the comments from the patio below.
"Honestly... she's a real doctor, I mean scientist?"
"Did you know she was going to do that?"
"That was one of the best blowjobs I have had, too."
"Damn, when she dropped to her knees, I thought I might blow right there."
"I'm going to start looking for scientists. I never thought of nerdy women that way."
They went on and on as beer was consumed and eating started. Mr. W asked, "What now?" I told him I would hang out here and let them eat, drink, and recover. He turned to me and smiled, "I think I'll go down and get us something to eat, chicken breast sandwich or burger?"
From above them, I sensed the eating was finishing up, though the drinking continued. I turned to Mr. W, "Are you coming down?" He shook his head. I turned for the stairs, "Wish me luck. My first real gangbang... and all big black cocks." I smiled back at him, "Of course, the black is mythology but the big is reality."
He chuckled, "Spoken with the analysis of a true scientist."
"Yeah, well, down there I won't be a scientist..." Another step in my journey to a slut.
I opened the sliding door and stepped onto the patio, my heels clicking on the pavers and drawing attention my way. I stood before them still wearing the lab coat, stockings, and heels. As far as they knew, I was fully dressed.
"I don't want to interrupt your fun..." There were plenty of comments to the contrary. "Well, thank you. I just wanted to reinforce how much I appreciated your support for the research I am conducting. I apologize for not being able to give you much information about what I am working on, but if successful, it could be huge (literally) and at that time I will be able to bring you into my confidence. So, again, thank you."
One of the men who had earlier seemed to be one of the bold ones said, "I think I can speak for the others in saying you already showed your thanks in collecting that sample."
There was universal agreement. I took another step forward. I had never been so bold as what I was intending to do next. "Well, I am glad you found it helpful." I undid the next button at the top and at the bottom of my lab coat. "I would like to thank you all, again, though. My work might have been stymied but for your cooperation." I undid the next buttons top and bottom. My coat was now held in place by two buttons at my waist. I had their attention, for sure. Since they all allowed me to suck their cocks earlier, I made the assumption they wouldn't object to going further. I undid the last two buttons and allowed the coat to fall open.
"Holy, shit!" There were other comments, but that was the one that stood out to me. Then, "Did you know about this, too?" I looked in that direction and saw James nodding, a big lusty grin on his face.
I shrugged the coat from my shoulders and arms. Standing in front of them basically naked, "So, anyone care to be thanked more? Use me how you want to. All my holes are available." They seemed unexpectedly shy, so I loosened the slacks of the nearest guys while he pulled his shirt over his head, kicking his shoes off. Soon, I was lying back on a lounger with that guy between my spread legs. He rubbed his cock head along my very wet slit and leaned forward to sink his cock into me. I loosely wrapped my legs around him and pulled his face down to mine. We kissed hungrily like long-lsot lovers. His thrusts into me drove his big cock deeper and deeper until he was fully inside. I moaned into his mouth and heard and felt a similar moan from him into mine.
My right hand was being moved and I felt a cock placed into it. Then, my left hand was the same. The man in my pussy repositioned himself. As we parted, another cock appeared at my face. I tilted my head back and took that cock into my mouth. Four cocks.
I was going crazy. It was the most intense thing I had ever experienced. It seemed like cocks were everywhere ready to use me however they could. I was moaning, crying out, and gasping but none of it was coming out as more than muffled sounds around the cock in my mouth and throat. Hands and fingers began touch my skin, breasts, and stomach. My nipples were pinched and twisted. A finger snaked down underneath the man inside me and stroked my clit. I exploded in a crashing orgasm but my cries of ecstasy were still muffled. My pussy, in the throes of orgasm, clenched and spasmed around the cock inside. I felt him pull nearly all the way out, only the head seemed still between my lips, then it drove in a mighty thrust to the hilt and he held himself there, deep and spurting his cum.
There was a shifting of cocks around me as the one in my pussy slid out. A new cock penetrated my pussy almost as soon as the other one was out. Another cock appeared at my mouth. This one was wet and slimy. I knew immediately I was sucking on the cock that had just fucked. I cleaned it the best I could without being able to use my hands. When the one in my mouth was satisfied with my efforts, there was a shift of cocks in my hand as it moved to my mouth and another was placed in my empty hand.
Another orgasm and climax in my pussy and there was another shift. This time it was even more involved. I was moved to my hands and knees. The next cock thrust into my gaping, cum-filled pussy with an audible squishing sound. The cock coming to my mouth was the one just leaving my pussy. I sucked and licked the combined fluids, then hung my head as the man behind me thrust hard into my pussy. He leaned onto my back, his hands fondling my breast, his fingers tweaking and twisting my nipples. Then, one hand moved to my clit and strummed it like a crazed guitar player. I orgasmed quickly, my cries of pleasure becoming louder with each guy. The man inside me seemed to react to my pulsing, convulsing pussy walls around his cock and his moans and grunts joined my sounds like crazed beasts to the moon.
After another man took me on all fours, I was again moved to my back. After him, I looked around at the men. Nobody had used my ass. I spotted Robert and James, both also naked, moving to me. I smiled at them. "Did I not offer all my holes?" They nodded that I had. "In the pocket of my coat." They smiled and James fished out the tube of lube. Robert helped me to my feet and lay on the lounge where I had been. His cock was hard and long. I stepped over him, raised his cock in my hand, aligned it to my pussy, and slowly sat down over it. The squish was distinct as his large cock pushed through my very filled pussy. I felt the cum of the other men squeeze out around his cock obscenely.
James placed a dollop of lube to my asshole and pushed it inside with his finger, then with two, his two fingers the size of a normal cock. He positioned himself behind me and straddling the lounger. When I felt his hard cock press at the tight hole of my ass, I sucked in a breath and slowly released it to relax.
Robert looked up at me with a knowing smile, "You remembered. We've done this before. Relax."
I smiled back at him, then kissed him. "I know, but not as a double penetration. I'm ready, though. I've just never done it with an audience before, either."
He pulled me down into his chest to give James better positioning and whispered into my ear, "You just might be the sexiest woman these guys have ever met. Nothing sexier than a beautiful, very intelligent woman giving herself completely when they thought she was someone they couldn't ever have. They will definitely want to do this themselves."
Just then, James pressed at my asshole. I took another deep breath and slowly breathed it out. When the head of his cock popped through the sphincter, I cried out, "OH, FUCK. Yes!... Fuck me now... hard... fuck me both of you." It was amazing! Anal had been a build up for me given the size of their cocks, but with my pussy already jammed with a cock, anal now was far more intense. I couldn't believe the sensations, the fullness, and overwhelming feeling of being consumed by cock. The pressure and feeling of cocks inside were magnified. An orgasm crashed over me almost before they really got going to fuck me in tandem. I couldn't believe the feeling. I had been so concerned about DP and now that it happened, I loved it for the intensity and the complete feeling of being used, of being holes for fucking and cumming.



After being fucked to yet another orgasm on their cocks, they filled both holes with cum. I lay exhausted on Roberts body as James gently removed himself. I lay unmoving, Robert's cock securely in my pussy as James brought his cock to my face. Ass-to-mouth. As gross as it seems, I knew the danger came from exposure to air and other contaminant so I opened my mouth and took his cock in. I sucked and licked his cock clean, tasting a slightly different something, a saltier, tangier taste... a taste I put out of my mind but thinking it may be repeated more often.
I lifted myself off Robert and someone brought me a large glass of water that I gulped down, cleaning my mouth in the process. When I finished it, a beer was handed to me, then another as we sat comfortably on chairs pulled into a loose circle and talked and laughed. After a while, I spread my legs and could see the mess on my pussy and thighs. I excused myself, saying I would be right back. I used the workout room shower and was walking back out onto the patio sans the stockings and heels while vigorously drying my hair.
I dropped the towel and stood before them with my hands on my hips. "Anyone have any interest in messing me up, again?"
It seemed almost instantaneous that seven cocks grew into erection. I saw Robert pull two of them in and say something to them. They looked at me, seemed to query him, then moved together in my direction.
One stopped in front of me, "Jump up into my arms." I looked around for the other guy and found him coating his cock with the lube. I smiled, it wasn't taking them long to experience it. I put my arms around his neck and bounced up. His hands grabbed my waist and pulled me up, then bounced me to move his hands under my butt. I snaked my hand between us, found his hard cock and settled my pussy over the head. He felt his cock at my hole and slowly settled me down over it. He moved me up and down a few times to get us well seated, then I felt lube being pushed into my asshole. I moaned. When the other cock pressed, I stiffened, then relaxed. The cock entered my ass and he pressed deeper and deeper. When they were both happy with our situation, I wrapped my arms around the one in front as two pair of hands lifted me up and lowered me back down. Soon, it was more forceful and abrupt. They lifted me and virtually dropped me. The impact of my clit hitting pelvic bone was tremendous. I kissed the man in front, then moved one arm around the man behind me by turning my body as I was being raised and lowered. I alternated my kissing and they added sharp thrusts up to time with the drops. It was intense but also awkward and far from smooth but the effect still took hold with wonderful orgasms nearly on top of each other.
It went that way with pairs of guys finding a position to double penetrate me until it was just Robert left. On weak legs I moved to him, pressed my naked messy body into his hard, muscled body. "What can I do for you?" He got a look on his face and I wondered what was up.
He lifted me up and I wrapped my legs and arms around him. He moved his cock into position and I relaxed my arm grip to sink down over his cock. I was half expecting one of the other guys to take my ass, but nobody was moving except to begin putting away trash and begin collecting their clothes. The guys were sated and started gathering their clothes and getting dressed. Robert walked me around, bent over for me to grab a beer we shared as he led me around to talk and thank them for coming. It was very strange to carry on conversations with these men I had only met today and being held while sitting on a cock. I leaned over to give each of them a kiss as they entered the house to leave while led by James. I was shocked when Robert followed behind them, up the stairs, and out the front door. The two of us still naked and still joined by cock and pussy. I waved to them as they got into their cars. Robert waited until they were turning the bend and out of sight.
He chuckled, "I think that should be a pretty good memory of their last view of you..."
James was standing next to us and shared our laugh. I put an arm out to him and pulled him in, "Thank you. Both of you. I'll try to think of ways to thank you enough for all you have done for me. You two and Mr. W. I feel like I am becoming so much more than I ever thought I could be. And it's you guys."
James was feeling my breast while we stood in front of the house while I sat on his buddy's cock. "So, are you feeling like a slut?"
I looked at them, squeezed my pussy around the cock and asked them, "Do you think I am becoming a slut?"
They shared a look. I could tell they were weighing the proper response and made the decision with sharing a word. "Yes." Then Robert said, "You are definitely becoming slutty when you want to be. Today is the proof. Sucking those strangers and then a gangbang with them. Yeah, you are definitely becoming a slut."
I tried to fake a pouty look that didn't quite come off right, but responded with, "Becoming? Hmmmm... still just 'becoming'. Well, I guess you both have more work to do with me."
Just then, Mr. W came out the front door. Robert noticed and said over his shoulder as he carried me out onto the front lawn, "Sorry, sir, but she says we need to do more with her to turn her into a proper slut. How is the front lawn, slut?" I mashed my mouth into his without a word as he laid me on the grass and began thrusting hard into me.
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CHAPTER 6: MALE ENLARGEMENT
I was right!
The breakthrough I was looking for came with the DNA samples I got from Robert, James, and the other big cock contributors. There was a common link in their DNA that didn't appear in the DNA samples I had from 'normal' cock sizes. After that discovery, I was able to isolate the unique link and combine it into the work I had already accomplished, including the delivery system containing hormone booster, enzymes, etc.
I was finally ready for the first group to prove it on. I knew the range of growth to be expected. Through a variety of sources, I was able to recruit six men between 20 and 30 who met the physical requirements of good health, normal or above fitness level, a cock size no larger than the documented 'average' American male, 5.5 to 6-inches, and willing to participate in this pilot program to induce enlargement of the cock.
I scheduled the men to arrive at my lab at the estate in half hour increments. This would provide me the time for each subject without having a room full of waiting men. Robert agree to assist in handling the men as they arrived and left.
The first man arrived punctually at 9:00 AM. We again made use of the storage room for part of the testing so they had privacy and could then leave without walking past anyone who might have arrived early. I introduced myself and took his forms which had been sent by email for completion before arriving. I quickly glanced through the form to make sure it was fully filled out, asked if any part of it raised any questions or concerns. Having none, I led him back to a work-station where I would confirm some physical health items with routine blood pressure, pulse, and temperature. I then took him into the storage room where we had curtains in place and two chairs and a desk containing the sample jars I would need, and towels.
"Are you ready, Jake? I am sure this is probably a little awkward, my being a woman but it is my project." He shrugged. I was also sure that having a good-looking woman doing this would produce the erection I needed with the smallest fuss. "Good, thank you for participating. Now, if you would lower your pants and shorts ... I need to take some measurements."
His fingers shook as he undid his belt, snap, and zipper. He pushed his pants and boxers down to his knees and stood in front of me. His cock was already starting to harden. This seemed to embarrass him, as he apologized.
"Not at all ... I actually need you hard." I reached out and grasped his cock, "I hope you don't mind my direct approach to my work ..." I smiled up at him as I gave his hardening cock a couple tugs. He groaned and closed his eyes. When I put my lips to the head of his cock, he moaned. All I had to do was take him into my mouth for his hardness to be full.
"Okay, excellent, Jake. You're doing great. A couple of measurements ..." I measure the length and circumference of his cock, then I measured the head. I picked up the camera from the desk and he tensed. "I will only photograph your cock. All information will be identified by a code, not your name. I will have a cross reference, obviously, but it will be buried in the data." He relaxed. I rolled my chair back from him and captured his natural cock. I then measure his balls with calipers ... very carefully... and I couldn't blame him for becoming nervous again as the tool was brought to his scrotum.
I sat back and crossed my legs. I knew the lab coat would part and flash more of my thigh as I did it. I again was wearing nothing underneath, not that he would see more than my leg, but the hint of my breasts moving underneath was intentional to aid in the men's arousal.
"Jake, I now need to get your ejaculation. Did you indeed refrain from any sex or masturbation in the last four days?" He said he did refrain as required, though he blushed profusely. "Excellent. What I need is to measure the volume of your normal ejaculation while understanding there could be factors that could cause slight deviations from occurrence to occurrence." He nodded rather numbly, probably thinking about where and how he would need to now masturbate ... hopefully not with me watching. I smiled at him. "I think I can make this easier for you, if you would allow me." He looked questioningly. "If you would like, I could suck your cock to climax but I would need to have the cum go into a jar." I smiled and quickly added, "For science, of course."
He nodded. I smiled, reached into the desk drawer and took out the jar with his name on it. I nudged him back into his chair and slid from mine to drop to my knees between his legs. I licked my palm several times, then stroked his cock as I positioned myself. I moved his cock toward me and began by licking the underside of his cock from the base to the head several times. I took the head between my lips and gently sucked the pre-cum forming there while glancing up at him. His eyes were closed as he was fully slumped back in the chair. I then began sucking in earnest, taking more and more of his cock into my mouth. Soft moans and sighs were escaping his mouth, but when I took the head into my throat and then further into my throat on the next downward stroke, his moaning turned to gasps, groans, and deeper moans. I cupped his balls and began massaging them as I sucked and fucked my mouth over his cock. I felt the tightening in his balls, then the pulsing and twitch of his cock. I sucked hard a few more times, then pinched his cock just below the head and moved the jar in position. He spurted into the jar, his milky cum splashing against the side and covering the bottom. I used finger and thumb to pull up his cock to squeeze out any additional I could.
I held the jar up for an initial inspection, then covered it tightly. He started to move, but I stopped him. "Not quite done. I can't leave you all messy." I bent down and licked and sucked his cock clean. I then stood, handed him some wipes to finish the job. "Stay just like you are." I put the specimen in the small refrigerator on the desk and turned back to him.
"We're ready to move to the last part for today. But, first, I want to make sure you understand what is going to happen and you are still willing to proceed of your own free will. I will ask you to sign a document to the effect." He nodded. "Okay, excellent. I am going to give you an injection into the base of you cock and your scrotum. The injection contains the catalyst to create the growth in your cock. I estimate approximately a 30% increase in size. Do you have any problems with that growth size?" He smiled wide. I could see him trying to do the calculation in his head. He was envisioning a two inch larger cock and couldn't help himself with a smile. I smiled, too. Male ego.
"After the injection, you can expect the growth period over three days. We will schedule another appointment in four days. During this time, you may experience some minor sensations focused in that area. Your body is changing so it is to be expected. It is very, VERY important that you do NOT have sex or masturbate during this period. We want the growth to complete first, besides I will need to have another ejaculation sample. I anticipate a greater volume but I am uncertain how much."
He nodded and looked at me intently but didn't ask the question ... would I do it the same way next time, too?
I gave him the injection and he winced at the needle insertion and the feeling of the fluid pressed in. I bent down and kissed it. "Sorry, I couldn't resist. You have a very nice cock ... I hope you like your new one, too."
Four days later, I went through some very similar procedures with the same six volunteers. Each one that came in wore very pleased and happy smiles. As I made the measurements in the same manner as the first time, I recorded the results alongside the previous ones for each man. Without taking the time to make the calculations right there, the results were very repetitive. All the men originally had cock from 6 to 6.5 inches and these new measurements were all coming in from about 8 to 8.5 inches. After another blowjob, each were on their way very pleased. I was, too.
* * * * *
Robert and James eventually came to me with their own request. I had finished 30 minutes of swimming laps and was pulling myself up the ladder of the pool to find them standing in front of me. They were dressed. I wasn't. The water was running off my body, dripping off my nipples. The pool is a no-clothing zone. They encourage me to swim regularly. I actually like it, though, the feeling of the water flowing over my naked body is almost sensual.
They each held a towel, one to dry my body and the other for my hair. "We've been talking and we want your 'enlargement treatment'."
I stopped drying myself and looked at them. Damn, they already had 10 inch cocks and they gave me so much pleasure. Why did they want more? Living here and taking care of each other, they were nearly exclusive with me so I didn't have the feeling there was a nefarious reason to attract women. It occurred to me that it might be simply to increase our pleasure even more. I suggested we talk to Mr. W since this was really company proprietary development, though I wasn't sure how Mr. W intended to take advantage of the projects I had been developing. Not only had I completed the male oriented projects, but I had piggy-backed that effort to work on the female oriented projects.
We found him in his home office. The guys wouldn't let me put clothes on, first. That wasn't completely unusual, but it was in the middle of the day and the discussion was going to be company related ... at least in part.
"Sir, can we bother you?" He waved us in. The guys took the chairs in front of his desk, which left me standing between them in front of Mr. W behind his desk. "Sir, as you know, the results of the male enhancement project were a real success. You saw my summary report and recommendation that it could be considered completed. How you use it is up to you and the marketing/sales group." Market of product was something I tried to avoid getting involved in. I wanted to do the research and development and let others deal with production, marketing, distribution, and sales. He nodded and leaned back in his chair. He knew the three of us weren't there to relay that bit of information he already had in reports and updates.
"Well, sir ... these two have suggested they might be treated with the enhancement formula. I told them it isn't up to me ..." He put up his hand and looked at them, a smirk forming on his face.
"So ... so, she's adapted to your big cocks and you want to push her limits with something bigger, huh?"
I looked down at them. They were smirking right back to him. So, I was right. This was about pushing me like when I first tried to take their 10 inches. I stood among them ... naked ... thinking suddenly about 13 inch cocks. A hand started moving up the back of each of my thighs to my butt. A hand went back down to my knees and slipped to the inside. Without any thought determining the action, my legs parted and the hands caressed up the inside my thighs, down, and back up ... each time going up the fingers came agonizingly close to my pussy. I looked down my body. My nipples were like hard nobs and the fingers between my legs were spreading my leaking moisture. My breathing caught in my throat as a finger brushed along my pussy, then another from another hand joined it and a moan escaped my lips.
I saw Mr. W watching the action in front of him with a confident, knowing smile on his face. It seemed odd. Then I heard Robert's voice, "I think you are right, boss." What?
"I know I am. I could see it in her from the beginning. She just needed to be released to begin to feel it for herself." What were they talking about?
While I tried to think about that and watched Mr. W watching the hands between my legs and the juice flowing from me, a finger entered my pussy, then another. They were from different hands, different men ... both fingering my pussy in front of Mr. W. Their fingers began sawing in and out of me, a thumb or other finger glancing off my clit occasionally. I moaned and gasped at the erotic situation. I cried out as my nipple was pinched and twisted, the other breast fondled hard. But they were sitting ... God, it was me. My hands were at my breasts, fondling, squeezing, and torturing nipples. God ... I was so close to cumming ...
The hands disappeared except for my own on my breasts. I nearly cried out in protest. I looked to Mr. W as if he might help me.
He was smiling. "You can cum later, my dear. I am sure these two will make sure you cum long and hard."
I took a deep breath to clear my head and concentrate. "Yes, sir."
"I want you to talk us through your research and development, then I'll give my decision."
I took a deep breath and moved around to his side of the desk, accessing our internal network, and pulled up my lab directory. I opened the 'Male Enhancement' group of folders. I pressed a couple button on the keyboard, his monitor went blank and the information appeared on the large screen on his wall. He indicated he would manage the computer as I talked them through it.
The screen was filled with columns and rows of data and sample reference labels. I walked through the initial data of cock sizes, ejaculation volumes, etc. I highlighted the next columns of information, which represented the data gathered during the post-treatment evaluation. I indicated the pre- and post- data for each. The next column referenced the increase and size, then the percentage increase. The increase varied from 30 to 35 percent. I moved their attention to the bottom. The average increase was 33 percent in cock size. The testicles increased but a much small value and the volume of ejaculation was hardly changed.
James asked, "Why is that if their ball increased?"
"Mostly because the balls only produce sperm and that is a small part of the ejaculation. Most of the fluid in the ejaculation doesn't come from the balls but from the prostrate gland which I did not want to mess with." He shrugged. I was sure Mr. W was far more aware and sensitive about the prostrate than young men like James and Robert.
"So, you were right." Mr. W was leaning back reviewing the data. "You predicted about 30 percent. Excellent work, Jolene. Stunning, actually. Your work will turn an entire industry on its ears. You have a performance product that isn't a four hour temporary fix or silly gadgets for temporary hardness. Now, you've given us a product that naturally enlarges the penis and it is natural, permanent and functional. I suspect you have made the company a lot of money ... and yourself."
I didn't know he was going to do that. Some kind of profit-sharing? I was again standing between the guys and their hands comfortably returned to the insides of my legs. I looked down. My juices began flowing already. I looked up at Mr. W.
"Sir, I want Robert and James to have a share in whatever you intend for me. They were very supportive, helpful, and it was them who introduced the idea of DNA usage and ..."
His hand was up to stop me. "Already done. You three are a team. A crazy one, but ... I wouldn't dare do something to disrupt the chemistry ... or whatever it is you have going." We all laughed. I bent down to each of them and kissed them on the mouth. Both whispered into my mouth, "Thank you, Jo." We all knew exactly what kind of chemistry was involved between us.
I was standing between the guys and in front of Mr. W, my legs had parted as if on cue. I waited for him.
"Jolene, what's the status of the female projects, similar performance and enhancement?"
I shifted as the guys slipped hands onto my legs, again. "Uh ... good ... good, sir. I've sent you some updates on the projects. The performance is very similar to the male and essentially ready. The enhancement side ... well, I ended up having to split that into four different subsets. It's all in the latest report, sir. It's also nearly done, maybe a few days behind the other."
"My little project is about ready, too. You're about due for your next booster, aren't you?" I nodded. My body tingled more. It wasn't just the hands, either. I love what was happening to me, my life now with them. I wished the booster could be permanent. The desire, longing for that feeling sent a shiver through me. But, he said, his 'project'. What project was he working on now? It had something to do with the timing of my next booster?
His next words set my world spinning. "I've been the beneficiary of our science and so have you, my dear. I think it only fair that the guys benefit from it, too. In fact, here's what I think should happen: both of them and me should receive your new enhancement formula. Think of it as your gift to yourself by enhancing your sexual experience when you service us." He smiled. The two hands on my legs stroked up to slide over my pussy. I shivered.
I thought about the outcome of all of them receiving the formula: Robert and James would be about 13 inches; Mr. W nearly 9 inches. My god! I shivered, again. My eyes fixed on his and found him smiling. I blushed deeply.
I tried to pull myself together. I stepped toward his desk, pulling the stroking fingers from my pussy and thighs. I took a deep breath to hopefully steady my voice. "No offense intended sir, but I think you should have your doctor check you over, if you participate."
He waved his hand as if swatting away any concern of offense. "None taken. I appreciate your concern, but I anticipated your concern and it is already done. You can see the report yourself, if you wish." I thanked him. He looked at the guys and back to me. "As I recall, once injected you won't want us to have any sexual activity or masturbation for four days." I nodded. "Wow. Well ... four days ... that's a long time for this group not to enjoy you ..." I blushed, again.
"I think we'll all feel that way, sir."
"You too, huh?" I nodded. "You don't regret anything we've done here since you received you own bit of science?"
"God, no, sir!" My hands were on my breasts, again. I stepped back between my two black lovers and felt their hands on my thighs and rising. "I love everything that has happened to me. I look forward to each day not knowing what might happen to me. I mean I work in the lab and know to expect dealing with problems and challenges and working out solutions. But, the rest of my time ... I love it."
"Excellent. So, releasing you from your need to control your world has been a good thing? You find you are able to experience the things you had always yearned for but couldn't get out of your own way to discover?"
My hands were mangling my breasts and the guys were softly stroking my pussy and asshole. I nodded, lust building within me, again, and flashing out through my eyes. "God, yes, sir! Big cock ... fucking the three of you multiple times ... big cock gangbang including strangers ... I would never have done those things."
He was smiling and not just by my reaction, also seeing the guys handling my body, but mostly by my complete acceptance of being handled. He says he has asked for some tweaking of the formulation I was previously given in the original 'personality adjustment' I have willingly accepted. He says he won't go into details right now but they can be discussed when it is completed and ready for use.
He states, though, "I will say, though, it is almost ready. I think you are ready for the next step ... a big next step." I feel what he is thinking. The original formulation I accepted had the effect of allowing me to be more compliant but not too compliant and definitely not submissive. Reformulating it would undoubtedly be taking the effect on me even further. The next step. A big next step. He mentions it now to give me the time to consider for myself if I also feel that next step is where I belong, where I want to belong. As more compliant? Or, as submissive?



His voice breaks into my reflections. "Time for that orgasm I promised you. You've done very well, dear. The future is looking very ... exciting for all of us." He looked at the guys, "Gentlemen, can you make sure our slut does not want for orgasms?"
James stood and lifted me into his arms and out the room. He carried me with little effort downstairs and out onto the patio in back. Robert was right behind us. I turned back to the men and found them finishing taking their clothes off. Two big black cocks. Mr. W's final words came back to me, 'make sure our slut does not want for orgasms'. I shivered ... a shiver of excitement and anticipation.
What were they thinking? The answer was held in Roberts hand, a tube of lube, which he was uncapping and spreading over his cock. James kissed me on his way to the nearest lounge chair, flattened the back, and spread his body out on it. I bent over in front of Robert who pressed a glob of jell onto and into my asshole. I then kissed him before straddling James on the lounger. I sighed with delicious familiar pleasure as I sat on his cock and slowly lowered my pussy over it until I was completely seated with it deep inside. What was it going to feel like to have 13 inches inside me? Damn, what was it going to feel like to be DP'd by a pair of 13 inch cocks?
Robert pressed his cock head against my puckered hole to bring me back to the task at hand ... or asshole and pussy. I groaned and gasped as his monster forced its way past my sphincter and steadily into me, seemingly to by bowels. They soon found their groove with each other, both thrusting in at the same time, then later one thrusting in as the other was pulling out. Alternating what they did kept my body anticipating and unprepared for the next change, always sensing something new and dynamic as even their thrust slowed or quickened, fucked shallow or drove deep.
I crashed in an orgasm before they did. It wasn't unusual, either. They brought me to more orgasms than they ever had. They were skilled in fucking me with their poles and I sometimes felt guilty (only a little) for having these two for myself. Their cocks and the way they handled me was wondrous.
As I came off my orgasm, Robert pulled out of my ass leaving an empty feeling. My initial reaction was frustration but I knew he/they were up to something. Robert helped me up and off James cock and he scrambled of the lounge, Robert taking his place. I smiled as James nudged me forward and I happily straddled Robert's cock held up and waiting for me. James quickly filled my ass and they were busy fucking me, again. My second orgasm was between theirs. James, in my ass, came first, followed shortly after by Robert in my pussy. In between them, I came. The three of us were a chorus of grunts, cries, moans, groans, and beseeching each other for more.
James pulled out of my ass, his cum leaking from my gaping hole. I stood and lost Robert's cock from my pussy, his cum also leaking from me. The loss of cock left me with a feeling of emptiness after the big cock DP. That wasn't going to last.
I collapsed onto my back onto the lounger nearby. I looked down and saw the insides of my thighs shining with juice and cum. I was handed a large water by James. They sat down in front of me.
I looked at them watching me. Their smiling faces were intriguing. "What?"
"You're amazing. A DP from us and you look ready to go, again. How are you feeling? You know what the boss said. We don't intend to leave you wanting for orgasms. The day is very young."
I smiled, my free hand clutching a breast. "Hmmmm ..." I stood up, "Does that mean we get to start over?"
They laughed. Robert pulled me to his lap and I sat on his cock. James stepped alongside and fed me his cock. Could this get any better?
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CHAPTER 7: WILLING SUBMISSIVE
I heard the noise downstairs. Men moving around the kitchen, closing cupboards and drawers, laughing, and talking. That wouldn't be normal. The house is so large normal sounds don't carry well, but the house was otherwise quiet and I really hadn't slept all that well. I slept but with anticipation and suppressed excitement like a child before Christmas, or a bride before her wedding, or four people with high sexual appetites who had been on a four day abstinence. And this was the day. This was the day it ended.
I jumped out of bed, used my bathroom and checked myself in the mirror as I brushed my teeth. After washing my face and brushing out my long hair, I caught myself smiling back in the mirror. I had imposed the four days without any form of sex while their bodies adjusted to the formulation they were given. Those four days hadn't only limited them but me, as well. That smile grew larger knowing all that would change today. My nipples were hard nubs on my breasts and I slipped a finger between my thighs. I watched it slide over my cleanly shaved pussy. Of course, I was wet, why did I even wonder?
I took the thin silk robe off the hook on the back of the door and pulled it over me. Everyone loved this robe. It was so short it barely covered my ass and pussy. It was made with very little overlap so my movements caused it to gap liberally at top and bottom and the thin cord at the waist seemed to have been designed to slip unless it was knotted ... and I never knotted it. The material was so thin it gave an impression of the areola underneath but the shape of the nipple was clearly indicated.
I cinched the robe around me and briskly walked out of my bedroom barefoot bouncing down the stairs, my 34D breasts bouncing with each step as if they were sharing their own eagerness for the day, but also loosened the cord before I reached the bottom. Tightening the robe, again, I turned into the kitchen area to find my three men. I stood quietly to take in the scene and how they have changed me ... and are still changing me.
I am Dr. Jolene Trent, a PHD scientist/researcher originally working at Washburn Pharmaceuticals specializing pharmaceuticals, genetics, and medicine. I am white and 33 years old with a trim, athletic body on a 5' 4", 110 pound frame. My breasts are 34D cups. My hair is long and dark brown. I essentially left the company, at least physically, to do my own research and development in a laboratory Mr. Washburn provided for me on his estate. My work has become largely sexual in nature and highly classified, even within the company.
The men at the table are all in their boxers and all have remarkable bodies, in my mind, but one of them stands out easily from the others. Stanley Washburn is the white, 68 year old CEO and majority owner of Washburn Pharmaceuticals, Inc. He is in very good shape for his age with only a small pouch on his stomach. He has a full head of silver hair on his 5' 10", 180 pound frame.
The other two men are black ... big, solid, and dark black. Robert is 6' 4" and 220 pounds of solid, muscled man. James is nearly the same but a little larger. He is 6' 6" and 250 pounds. They are both in their mid-30's and primarily Mr. Washburn's drivers and security but since my arrival at the estate their assignment has included me. Their chests and backs are massive, their arms the size of my legs, and their legs ... God, they are just beasts. But, not really beasts, at least not with me and Mr. W. They both played professional football, defensive end and linebacker, and have not gained much fat since.
Our little group had evolved in such an intimate way that four days of abstinence might be unthinkable but for the benefit at the end. Being 'available' to these men wasn't just some playful application of living together. I flaunted it to encourage it. At night, I often wore sheer negligees to dinner and always wore them casually during the evening as we talked, read, or whatever. Underneath my lab coat I was often naked with several buttons undone. I never wore a swimsuit in the pool and my outfits while working out in our gym were specifically purchased to display as much of my body as possible. I enjoyed following direction from the men and I loved what they did to me in the process.
No, there was a very deliberate reason for all of us to hold to abstinence for four whole days. And, the anticipation of it ending was on all our minds ... and coursing through our bodies. My nipples were hard and my pussy was lubricated and I fully expected three hard cocks waiting around the table, all in anticipation. Four days ago, I had injection each of them with my newly developed penis enlargement formulation. The formulation acted with the existing tissue to naturally stimulate further growth. During the period of enlargement, I didn't want the organ to also deal with the stimulation of sexual activity and especially climax.
I entered the kitchen and went directly to the coffee. I took my coffee to the remaining chair, took a pastry from the tray, and lightly asked, "Morning, guys. Anything interesting on the agenda, today?"
Robert put his mug down with a sharp impact on the table, "Funny, Jo ... you know what today is. It's been four days ... as it turned out ... four very long and trying days." They had started calling me 'Jo' as if a two-syllable name needed to be shortened to a single syllable. I had long since shortened Mr. Washburn to a single 'W' but I couldn't get rid of the 'Mr.' part.
James muttered, "I didn't know four days could seem so long."
I reached out and placed my hands on theirs, "Don't think it has been easy on me. I don't know about any of you, but I didn't get much sleep last night thinking about today." They all nodded, even Mr. W. Before all this started, he had been having performance issues and it had been years since he could achieve an erection strong enough for penetration, much less climax. Now, he was like the other two, lamenting that it has been four days since he was in one of my holes.
I told them I was curious so I would measure their cocks hard. As shown in the test group, each achieved about a 33 percent increase in size. Robert and James's cocks increased from 10 to about 13-inches. Mr. W's increase was from 6 1/2 to about 9 inches. Damn! And I thought they were big before.
Mr. W got our attention. "There is something I want to follow-up with Jolene before we lose control of our day. I know we are all excited to make-up for the past four days of abstinence and, by the looks of her nipples poking through, so is our dear Jolene." Mr. W saw no need to shorten my name. All eyes came to me and I blushed. I was as desperate for relief as they were. The guys went quiet. Their eyes focused on me as Mr. W's had. He was peering at me intently and I could tell what was to follow was of some importance.
"For some time now, you have willingly accepting the formulation which I told you would allow you to put away you natural need for control and analysis of situations and the relationships you encounter. The effect of presenting that formulation has, I think, been effective in releasing you to accept what is put in front of you to a very large degree. But, not entirely. You've been allowed to be more compliant, but not too compliant, and certainly not submissive. You wanted to experience it but not too much so. Do you see now that your personality, your need for control and analysis, was the biggest thing getting in your way to experience what you wanted and couldn't achieve?"
I knew where this was going. Before, he talked about a tweaking of the formation I had received with a booster shot regularly given since. Those earlier comment had caused me to think about all of this, what I have experienced, what my life is like, and where I would like me life to go from here. What would I change, if I could? What would I want to keep, if possible? His earlier comment had allowed me the time to be prepared for this moment. And, I was. Prepared and committed.
"That formulation has opened a whole world to me, sir. Before I thought I knew what I wanted, but I had no real idea. Now, I see better what there is to have. Still, though, I am only beginning to see and I want to experience more. I thought finding some men to make love to me was what I needed, but it wasn't. I've now experienced raw animal sex and it is wonderful, thrilling, and consuming. Yes, I know now that while I control things, I will never truly have the experiences I want. I don't want to go back, sir."
He was all smiles, but I could see there was much more. "Excellent. So, releasing you has opened you to what you have desired." I nodded. "And, you desire even more than you have now experienced." I nodded more firmly to show him my complete agreement. "So, it would stand to reason you need to be released from your old way even more, doesn't it?"
I hesitated. He was giving me a problem of progression. If this, then that. "Yes, sir, I agree."
He smiled, "Some women have the need to be submissive, my dear, to be controlled and led, in order to finally realize the total sexual being buried deep within them. You are that kind of woman, aren't you?" I shyly nodded. "Your problem has always been to get yourself out of your own way so that woman inside you, that fully sexual woman you truly are, could come out, could exist in the flesh."
"I see that now, sir. Over these months I have seen that to be true. I have experienced big cock, you three separately, and at the same time. I have been gangbanged by big cocks and sucked many cocks of strangers. I have loved it all, sir."
His hands moved to a hard case on the table I hadn't noticed before. He opened it to show two syringes. "One syringe contains the booster you have been experiencing. The other syringe is ... think of it as a booster to your booster. It will act on the same parts of your brain but suppressing those impulses to control and analyze your actions to an even greater degree sexually."
He looked into my eyes but they dropped lower. I glanced down to find one of my hands fondling a breast while the other was between my legs. My thin robe was hanging open. I blushed but my hands remained where they were. I had already admitted, confessed, accepted that I wanted to experience more than what I already have. I wasn't even sure I could conceive of what that might be, but I wanted it. And, I already accepted that I needed help to release myself to it.
"If you agree, Jolene, we will bring those needs and desire within you and expose them for all to see and enjoy. Did you hear the minor, little difference?" I looked at him confused. "Before, I said the formula would release you to experience the pleasure you sought. Now, this modified formulation will expose the true sexual woman within you to receive pleasure through your GIVING pleasure. It will be that by giving yourself to other that you will experience pleasure." I shuddered and my hand dug into my breast flesh. He continued, "Understand, you will not be just more compliant to ideas and suggestions, you will become submissive to the three men before you. You will still maintain some control while being submissive to us. You have already shown a willingness, this will cement that. You can expect that you will crave the need to submit to our wishes and desires, wanting to do whatever you can to please us. That is what I meant by taking a big step."
Damn right it's a big step, but one I already felt a desire to take. But, what of my work? I asked him.
He chuckled, "That will be unaffected, Dr. Trent." He smiled reassuringly with the use of my professional identifier. "You will always retain the ability to differentiate the right from wrong, morality issues, and what becomes too much. It is our hope and desire for you that you will always have the faith in us to maintain control of every situation to allow you to relinquish your control. But you will still have it within you. If and when you might decide to stop this booster and return to the other or stop altogether, will be within you to decide. Likewise, your ability to be the researcher/developer you have been will still be a prominent part of you. You are too brilliant of a scientist to lose that."
I smiled broadly and looked at the other two, then back to Mr. W, "I trust you three, you know that. I trust you completely. I want to experience the kind of pleasure that comes solely from the singular focus of pleasuring others in the way they desire. I want to take this step ... this big step."
He took up a syringe. I pushed my chair back and dropped my robe. I walked to his side. He reached up to cup each breast, then his hand went between my thighs. I spread my legs further to allow easier access. "You are excited by this, aren't you?" I nodded. "Where would you like it?"
I responded instinctively, "It is not up to me to decide that, sir. Put it where you want."
He smiled and twirled his finger to indicate that I turn around. Now I smiled, bent over and gave him my butt. He used a wipe, then poked the needle through the skin of my butt and I felt the liquid being injected into me. He pressed on the spot for a moment, then patted my butt. I straightened and kissed him on the mouth. I then went to Robert and James, giving them a deep kiss and remained by them while they felt my breasts and pussy. I was then directed to stand where I had been sitting so they could all visually enjoy my body.
Mr. W nodded to the guys. They tag teamed the next comments: "The boss, as much as he will take pleasure in all this, is maybe less inclined to really push your limits and efforts. So, he's left it to us to establish some expectations for you to begin with." "These expectations may be modified, eliminated, or be added to as we go forward." I nodded expectantly. "You should be feeling the change very quickly." Indeed, it felt like the blood coursing through my body carried a warm surge with a tingling sensation.
They then listed rules that should be in my mind going forward:
• I am to always refer to them as 'Sir'. I may be referred to as slut, cunt, bitch, or my given name. All will be considered appropriate and hould respond to any as such.
• When with any of them at the estate, a private party, or any other place they direct me, I am not to wear panties or bra. I should always consider my cunt and tits to be at their disposal or to be given to others as they choose.
• If they wish to fondle any part of me, anywhere, anytime, I will submit to it without complaint or resistance.
• I will wear only skirts or dresses (unless directed by them) to allow easy access to my body.
• Whether naked or dressed, I am to wear four inch high heels, unless directed otherwise.
• I will undress or allow myself to be undressed at their desire without complaint or resistance regardless of location.
• When in our home, I am to be naked or dressed to provide visual display of my body at all times, unless otherwise directed by them. They like how I make use of sheer negligees.
• They reinforced, with a twist, something I already took pleasure in. It is an honor to suck cock, to swallow the cum, and clean the cock.
• Finally, I will perform any task given to me without hesitation. That means anything, anywhere, with any person. Any pleasure I receive will be through giving pleasure to others.
I shivered. It was a shiver of excitement and anticipation. I was already under the effects of the injection, I was sure. My mind didn't even consider if I might have reacted differently without it.
Mr. W's eyebrows lowered. He looked unhappy about something.
"Sir? Is something wrong? Have I already done something to displease you?"
"Yes. But, first, let's understand something important. These rules and expectations and our directions to you are meant to be complied with promptly and fully." I nodded. It was my intention to do so. "However, this is not slavery, this is your submission to us. The difference is important. To us, being submissive means that you are willfully accepting your position. If you fail in some way, there will be no physical punishment. That is not what this is about. We will be disappointed and consider if you truly desire to continue or are capable of continuing. Do you understand?" I nodded. He smiled at me, "Perhaps there should be another rule that you respond verbally to a question so it is clear to us that you agree or not."
"Sorry, sir. Yes, I understand."
"Good. Now, do you not know what you have done wrong?"
"No, sir, I am sorry."
"The rules are new to you, but you must work to make them a part of who you are so you don't have to think about them. You are naked in the house, that is good. But what are you not wearing?"
A look of puzzlement came over my face as I ran through the rules in my mind, then ... "Damn!" I turned and ran out of the room through the house and took the stairs two at a time to my bedroom. Being naked, color didn't matter, but the height did. He said four inch heels, which is high for my foot size. I left the flats and sandals but went through my heels tossing the shorter ones, then looking at the heels left that were four inches. I think I will need some shopping. I pulled out black heels, slipped into them and ran carefully back to the kitchen.
My heels clicked and clacked on the hardwood and slate floors signaling my return. I stopped at my original position and took several deep breaths.
He smiled, "Good. Let's consider another of the rules. What is an honor for you? Don't verbalize your answer, demonstrate it."
I went to my knees and crawled under the table. I stopped at Robert between his legs and pulled down his boxers to fish out his cock. I had seen it after the enlargement, but holding it was different. He always had a big cock but it seemed huge now, longer and thicker. I licked from his balls to the head, then used my lips and tongue back down to his balls before working back up to the head. I took the head between my lips, sucked, and pushed my mouth further down. I stroked his cock with my mouth, up and down, until his cock was pushing at my throat and I used all my gained techniques to take it in, but its increased width caused a bit of panic. I pulled up, took a breath and relaxed, pressed back down and successfully took some partially into my throat, but my fingers at the base of his cock told me I was several inches short.
I heard Mr. W, "Change."
It was actually a relief. I learned the meaning of the enlargement. I had just submitted my body to these men, easily accepted the worship of their cocks, and I couldn't deep-throat the 13-inch monster. I was disappointed and humbled. With a new perspective, I moved to Mr. W whose cock was now almost the size of what Robert and James used to be. I successfully deep-throated his cock with my nose in his pubic hair and the twitch of his cock indicated his sense of new pleasure deeper inside my throat. After spending the same time with James, he complemented me on my effort and I crawled out from under the table.
Mr. W pushed his chair away from the table and pushed everything on the table surface away. He told me to get onto the table. I hopped onto the edge and lay back, my ass hanging over the edge of the table. I opened my legs wide and reached my hands out to him. His eyes were not on mine, but focused like a laser beam between my thighs.
"You have a lovely cunt, my dear." There it was, again. No longer is it breasts, but now tits. My pussy has become a cunt. He had a look about him. His longer, fuller cock poised at my ... my cunt ... opening. He pressed his cock at my opening and I felt the lips part and open around his shaft. He continued to press into me. He stopped with several inches remaining to go. He looked into my eyes, finally. "Thank you, dear. I am feeling more of your cunt than I ever have. Your walls are tighter around me." He thrust the remainder inside and we both gasped. "What a wonderful feeling being so deep."



I moaned, "Sir ... it feels so good ... to have you ... this deep."
He leaned into me driving his larger cock with a new purpose than I had ever felt from him. I loved that he could experience this. I moved my legs to rest on his shoulders, "Fuck me, sir. God, yesssssss ... fuck me with your cock!" I came, crashing around his cock. He groaned at the feeling of my cunt clenching around him like he had not been able to feel before.
While my orgasm washed over me, he continued to fuck me. His fucks were powerful and dominant and so good. His cock slamming into me moved me along the table surface and with his cock deep inside me he grabbed my thighs and pulled me back to overhanging the table edge. I cried out as another orgasm approached on the end of the previous one.
He released my legs but I kept them on his shoulders. He moved his hands to my shaking tits bouncing as he pounded into me. His fingers found my nipples and he squeezed. "I'm going to cum very soon. I want you to cum with me, can you do that for me? Can you cum with me, Jolene?"
"Fuck, yes!" I felt his wonderful cock pulse and jerk against the walls of my cunt and it sent me back over the top. "FUCK ME, SIR! I'm cummmmingggggg ... cum, please, cum." His cock erupted inside me and I cried out with joy.
We stayed joined, cock in cunt, for moments. When he pulled out, I felt an emptiness. I slipped my hands between my legs which I continued to hold up in the air and spread. My hole was open and his cum was leaking. I slipped two fingers inside and scooped out some of his cum. I looked him in the eye and put my fingers in my mouth, sucking them clean. "Do you enjoy your new cock, sir? Because I sure do ..."
James appeared in front of me. I smiled at this big black muscled body of a man. "Are you going to make me your slut, too, sir?"
He didn't respond. He pulled me off the table and turned me around, then pressed me over the table top, nudged my legs apart, and placed his huge cock at my open hole. He started pushing it in and I gasped. The head was big, bigger than I ever imagined. I groaned as he continued to press into me.
"Oh ... God ... Oh my ... God! I've never been so full." He pulled back and pressed in, over and over, deeper and deeper. He stopped, "Are you all the way in, sir?"
He laughed, "I've still got three inches to go. The thickness must be tricking your mind." I groaned. "You'll soon be full of cock, though." He thrust hard and I felt his cock head batter into the top of my cunt. He pulled back and thrust hard and he battered me, again. I cried out. He stopped, again. "Do you want me to stop?"
"Never." I groaned as I pushed back on him. "Do with me what you will. I'm yours ... all of you, I'm yours to do what you want." And then I felt his thighs hit my ass. I took all of him. I was stretched through my lips and entire cunt. Cunt. I love how that sounds and makes me feel. A hand was moving my head to a white cock and I engulfed it into my mouth. With one hand to brace myself, I used the other to hold and move Mr. W's cock so I could clean all of our mixed juices off it. All the while, James' huge cock pounded me, stretching the inside. The walls of my cunt smoothly stroked the invader as he moved it back and forth. When I came, it was another eruption that didn't stop as long as he continued stroking into me until he finally joined me, shooting his cum into my greedy cunt.
When James pulled out, I truly felt empty. I glanced back underneath me and watched the cum and juice running out, dripping off my lips, and running down my thighs.
Now, two hands pulled me from the table. I looked back knowing it had to be Robert, but not knowing where he was pulling me. It wasn't far. He sat heavily on the chair Mr. W had vacated much earlier and pulled me back. I spread my legs as I came to his knees. He was holding his giant cock vertical in the air. This time, the same size as James, I knew it would slide in easier. I slowly lowered to his lap and encountered his cock head much sooner than I would have before. God, I loved these big cocks!
I eased my body down the entire length of his cock. Again, my cunt was filled, stretched, and strained to take it all, but I wiggled my ass as I lowered over the last bit of length until his cock head found a space deep inside. I rose once and slowly lowered back down while verifying I was positioned well on him. As I rose again, a black cock showed in front of my face. I leaned a little forward and opened my mouth as wide as I could and took it inside. With one hand to brace on Robert's knee, I used the other to hold James' cock as I licked and sucked it clean.
I was in heaven, again. A blissful, sexual heaven. Soon, fingers were squeezing my nipples and another was stroking my clit as I rode up and down on the pole lodged inside me. Robert and I shared orgasms just as explosive as with the others.
I rose on shaky legs and dropped to the floor on my knees. I took his cock into my mouth and cleaned it like I had the others. I looked up at him and kissed the head of his cock. While holding his cock, I looked around us to the others, I smiled coquettishly, "I must have pleasured you satisfactorily, sirs, because I sure received a lot of pleasure."
They agreed, but I wasn't done. I was helped to my feet. I scrambled to find a missing shoe I had lost at some point and was pulled out of the kitchen toward the stairs for the downstairs. We were all still naked as they led me onto the patio. Robert stopped on my left with his arm draped over my shoulders. Mr. W on my right had his arm around my waist. I looked down at the softened cocks dangling between their legs and took one in each hand. "I can't get over how you feel inside me. I know you are the ones who asked for the injection, but I feel greedy to have all this."
The guys fucked me spread out on a lounge chair on the patio. Each taking a turn in the missionary position. After the first fucks upstairs, there was no frenzy of need. These fucks were as strong as the men, but comfortable. After the last one, I rose from the lounge chair with assistance from Robert who was my last. James handed me a cold water, which I nearly guzzled down. I then kissed them all before heading out into the yard. I probably looked a sight. I danced to some tune only I was hearing, twirling, my arms held wide, kicking my feet out. My hair and tits seemed to move in their own way, sometimes it seemed to a completely different tune.
It was as though something took over within me. Was it an attitude I had been working up to or was it an attitude encouraged by the drug that influenced submissiveness? 'Any pleasure I receive will be through giving pleasure to others' played over in my mind.
Mr. W was sitting with Robert and James. He had his bourbon neat, the guys were drinking bottled beer. He said, almost in a mutter, "I think we might be creating a problem." The guys looked at him and wondered how any of this could be a problem. It was obvious the fucking was being mutually given, received and enjoyed. But he continued his thought, as if to himself, "She now has three big cocks fucking her regularly." He looked at them and there was a sense of perhaps making sure he verbalized the thoughts. He saw them thinking, but still not conceiving of the problem. Now speaking with more energy and deliberateness, "I can see a future need or interest in sharing her, like has already happened, but not with a casual activity but strategically to elicit some favor. If that were to happen ... I know vaginas are incredibly resilient, babies pass through them ... at some point won't she become loosened by the number of times she is fucked by big cocks?" They didn't really know but they were at least following his thoughts. He pressed on after seeing their reaction, "Now, for the random sharing with other men who are average or small ... so what. But, for a special customer or client ... well, he would want to fully enjoy a tight cunt." He looked at each of them and smiled, "So will we."
James asked the obvious question, "If we keep fucking her like this, how could she remain tight? That's not something she can do anything about."
Mr. W smiled, "Perhaps, there is. She's still a scientist. I think we just came upon another science project for our submissive slut."
Beyond my hearing, Mr. W confessed to the guys his emotions swirling within him. He never considered getting so close to a woman, again. "She has given me so much. I'm not sure I can adequately express it to her."
Robert patted his shoulder. "I think you do know how but it won't be in the way you might be thinking. Just take care of her as we push her further. She'll feel all the gratitude you need her to feel. She wants to be ours, to be used, and to be guided. She wants to derive her pleasure from giving pleasure. She wants to be a submissive slut and she wants that more with you than any of us. That can't be done too softly. You can't think of her as the daughter you wish you had."
"Is it that obvious?"
Robert chuckled, "Yes. I think to her, too. She looks to you as the alpha. It won't feel the same to her if you aren't as involved, demanding, and firm."
"So, no thoughts of that daughter ..."
"Well, unless that daughter you wished you had was a daughter you could turn into a submissive slut. That could work."
A smile grew over Mr. W's face as he grew pensive, then, "Thank you, Robert."
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CHAPTER 8: ENHANCEMENTS
It was a week after injecting my males to enlarge their cocks. That first day after, I had submitted to them fully with the aid of a modified formulation Mr. W had been giving me to allow me to release myself from my natural inclination to control and analyze every situation and condition I encountered. This new formulation took it further. He had warned me that the new formulation would allow me to be submissive to the three of them. Not only allow me but encourage me to be submissive as my natural controls were overridden by the drug. It would still require a regular booster, which allowed me to go back to the original formula or stop entirely, if I desired.
I knew there was no way I was going to stop taking the booster in its new formulation, no more than I would have with the original. Even with the original, my experiences had been so amazing through the simple release it gave me, experiences I could never have allowed myself otherwise. This new booster took me to that new level of release I inwardly desired but couldn't rationally allow. I was a body of confliction. My body yearned for the ability to experience, to pleasure, and to be pleasured while my controlling mind and personality kept strict barriers up.
Now, after submitting to Mr. W, Robert, and James, then accepting the booster, I was freed to simply respond to any and all requests, demands, instructions, and desires put to me by any of them.
The enlargement of their cocks was initially intimidating. It seemed like not long ago I was working my body to fully accept the 10 inch cocks of Robert and James. Now, they were all larger. I didn't think I would ever be able to take the 13 inch monsters anally, deep-throat, or double penetration. Before, it had been a matter of will and encouragement to accomplish it. Now, it seemed simpler... it was expected by the men. Yes, they understood their new size changed it for me, but as they insisted, "a good slut is able to offer any of her holes and all at once, if need be." It was still difficult and still took a considerable effort to finally perform despite some pain, but I was successful. Robert and James were exceedingly generous in offering their time for me to practice. Such wonderful and selfless sirs to have.
It was early evening but Mr. W asked me to join him in his bedroom suite for the night. I have slept in my own bedroom infrequently since submitting to the men. My body is available to them when they want, but nighttime is special to have any of them desiring to simply hold me tenderly in their arms asleep. As much as I like just being used for their pleasure or to simply suck on a cock quietly and unhurriedly demonstrating my devotion to pleasing them, these alone times are a gift to me.
I entered his suite wearing a floor-length, sheer negligee tied just below my tits. It was so sheer, like all my negligees now, my entire body is visible underneath. If I moved at all, the gown opens to expose my cunt and legs. He hands me a glass of white wine. He is holding a glass of his favorite bourbon. He indicates the sofa in front of the balcony sliding door overlooking the back of the estate. The door is open with a light breeze moving the sheer curtains pulled back on either side.
When I sit next to him, I make no effort to adjust the gown. It falls open on either side of my hips fully exposing my cunt. My legs are comfortably crossed, though I would open them at the slightest touch. I have been naked with them for quite a while longer now, longer than this past week of my submission, but I am more fully aware of it and the rules I have been given. The rush I feel is indicative, they tell me, that I am an exhibitionist, something else they intend to release more fully. I have thought about that and I have concluded that to release that further would require being away from the security and privacy of the estate. The idea is very exciting. Also, the idea is scary.
As we sip our drinks and chat about the day, his hand wanders along my leg lightly. As his hand moves to the inside and up my thigh, I open my legs to give him access to his target. They even have a rule for that: If they wish to fondle any part of me, anywhere, anytime, I will submit to it without complaint or resistance. I have had no cause for complaint or to resist, but I have not yet been tested on the 'anywhere, anytime' part, yet.
His fingers reach my cunt and I hear a soft chuckle. I look at him with a smile, "Something funny, sir?"
"No, my dear. Amusing, happily predictable, but not funny. It is just that it seems you are always wet when I touch you there. I don't think that is natural, is it?"
This time I chuckled, "No, sir, it is not and it very definitely would not have been true for me before I fell into the web of debauchery you three created for me. Although I think the previous booster might have helped me, this new booster has me anticipating how I might need to serve one of you next. With three of you, it gives me a lot to anticipate and anticipation is a mighty aphrodisiac."
He slipped a finger past my lips and curled into me. I closed my eyes and sighed at the entry of the digit, then gasped as another followed and stroked gently in and out, one of my legs now pressed into his and the other splayed out to provide as much access as he might want. When I reopened my eyes, I found his eyes flicking from my face to my shiny wet cunt his fingers teased.
He had that look on his face... that look a boy might have when caught with his hand in the cookie jar and crumbs on his lips. "It is still hard for me to reconcile such a beautiful, sexy, and enchanting woman is willingly here for my pleasure."
I leaned toward him and we passionately kissed. "But I am, sir. For the three of you." I blushed. "Three... how could I have anticipated feeling so dedicated to availing myself so enthusiastically to you all. To you and those two studs... God!..." I gasped and sighed as his thumb began lightly stroking my clit. "Oh, sir... that feels... so good... you spoil... me..."
His other hand moved across to untie the bow at my tits and my gown fell completely open. He began fondling a tit and nipple. "Well... you are worth spoiling. You have already given so much to us."
"Am I your slut, sir? I mean... I have experienced such wonderful things, already. And, I want more. That's not just things for me to experience, but I want to experience truly devoting myself to your pleasure... and Robert and James... to be challenged to avail myself for anything... ANYTHING... you desire me to perform. I don't know if I have felt anything so deeply."
He removed his fingers from my cunt and pulled me into his body. He kissed me passionately, his hands inside my loose gown stroking my body. When we broke the kiss, he gazed into my eyes, "You are my slut. You are our slut. Don't let those thoughts concern you. Just like you, we are adjusting to this situation evolving, it was something we were pleasantly surprised to discover. As you have already experienced things you wouldn't have believed, you will be given many more and some very challenging ones to expand your perceived limits." I hugged him while stroking the hard cock beneath the fabric of his slacks.
I led him into his bedroom, pulled the covers and top sheet down and carefully folded them at the foot of the bed to be easily retrieved later. I then moved back to him and slowly undressed him, kissing and licking exposed skin as it appeared. Sometimes, clothes are nearly ripped off for aggressive fucking; other times, a more intimate experience is called for. This was to be intimate.
He moved me through several positions from me bent over the edge of the bed to finally straddled over his body as we came to orgasm together. I was still lying on top of him, his softening cock comfortably inside me, my body on his, and my head on his chest. I softly kissed over his chest and up to his mouth, cheeks, and eyes while stretching forward, careful to clench my cunt around his cock to hold him inside.
He stroked my back and kissed the top of my head after I settle back onto his chest. "Do you suppose you can use your cunt to stimulate me hard, again?" I squeezed his cock with the walls of my saturated cunt. "And how did you learn that, my lovely slut?" I kissed his chest. He was making the effort to use those words Robert and James were pressing to have used to reinforce my role. 'Tits', 'cunt', and 'slut' were becoming commonly used.
"The guys have long had me doing Kegel exercises, having Ben Wa balls inserted while working, and holding slender dildos inside. I am pleased that these exercises have the desired effect for you, sir."
"They do, indeed. It brings to mind a subject I have been interested in discussing with you in your scientific role." I sat up to be able to look at him, my cunt still clenching, relaxing, and clenching on his cock. I felt a stirring inside, which brought a curling of the corners of my mouth and encouragement to succeed in getting him hard without using my mouth as would be usual. He explained to me his discussion with Robert while watching me with James, how my enthusiasm for fucking them with large cocks could affect the tightness of my cunt they so enjoy. He further explained the concern might be focused on when I am directed to pleasure other men who might not be so well endowed. I smiled and raised my hips and stroked along his cock with my cunt and he seemed to only then be aware that he was hardening. I also smiled that he seemed to mention so casually an intention of offering me to others. It sent a shiver of excitement through me.
"I am wondering, Dr. Trent", he smiled at the use of my professional title, "if it might be possible to develop a formulation to strengthen the elasticity of a woman's cunt. Does that make sense?"
I was now absently slowly fucking his cock with my cunt, using my muscles in response to considering the request. I never missed a stroke as my mind worked on the problem, somehow bringing the two distinct separate parts of my being to the front at the same time. But he said I would still have both existing inside me.
"I have recently read some new studies on the elasticity of the vagina, mostly around the recovery of the female body after child birth, but it would have correlation to this. I will need to dig much deeper into the studies, but it did suggest that multiple vaginal births influence a weakening of the vaginal structure."
He raised his hips off the bed to meet my motion, his cock now very hard. His hands found their way to my tits but our bodies and minds seemed to somehow be functioning on separate plains of consciousness, which subconsciously was amazing to me.
He pinched my nipples causing me to gasp and my cunt to spasm around his cock, indicating an approaching orgasm.
"If such was possible, it could have wider application even into the mainstream market. I admit my initial interest was selfish for personal gratification and the use of your body for special others."
I bent down, slamming my cunt over his rigid cock, kissing him hard. Pulling up and looking into his eyes with my own partially glazed by mounting orgasmic lust, "You intend to give my body to others." He nodded while watching my reaction. "These others might be for personal reasons... or business... associates... clients... whoever you decide?" He nodded. I threw my head back, my mouth opened into a cry, "OH FUCK... YESSSSSSS. I... am... whatever... you... need me... to... beeeeeeeeee."
I gently sucked his cock as he settled into deeper relaxation. This wasn't a cock sucking to stimulate him for yet another fuck. This was sucking his cock because I wanted him inside me somewhere. He was exhausted and needed his sleep... I was only providing some comfort. He was sound asleep and still hard as I sucked him. I wondered what his dreams might be...
The next morning, I was disappointed that Mr. W snuck out of bed allowing me to sleep. I jumped out of bed, freshened up slightly in the bathroom, searched for my heels and ran into my own room to brush my teeth. Slipping on my heels, again, I carefully rushed down to the kitchen. My three men were sitting at the table with coffee, pastry, and fruit. I went around the table kissing each of them on the mouth, their hands finding a swinging tit as I bent over to them. I loved that my tits were large for them, that they swung, hung, and bounced as I walked.
I had filled a mug with coffee when I heard Mr. W, "Stand right there, my dear, so we can see you." I turned toward them and parted my legs slightly. They liked to see between my parted legs, my inner lips frequently exposed by my persistent arousal. "We decided."
I looked at the three of them as they were clearing inspecting my cunt from where they sat. "Decided what, sir?"
"How your cunt should look. Mostly whether it should have hair on it or bald. Of course, we considered variations of how much hair, but we did decide."
Robert added, "Bald. I said it makes a woman seem more naked."
Mr. W nodded and added, "And, he's right, I believe. We also decided on laser treatments to make it permanent."
I stared at them. A feeling akin to being dizzy rushed over me and my moist cunt began drooling. I could feel the moisture leaking from my cunt lips. There was never a question for me about my ideas or preference, they only discussed among themselves what they desired. I was going to have laser treatments to remove the hair below my shoulders. I would be bald and smooth everywhere but my head. It was what they wanted, so it will be. I shivered. I turned around and somehow placed the mug back onto the counter. Somehow, because my mind was a blur, my emotions were racing, and my body seemed to have been stoked just from their impersonal comments. I stepped to the table, each of the men watching me curiously. I knelt onto the floor and crawled under the table. Rather than turning around once under it, I merely crawled to the man on the opposite side who happened to be James. I reached to the waist band of his boxers, I heard him gasp as he raised his hips off the chair, and I pulled them down and off his feet. I engulfed his hardening cock into my mouth. After only a few strokes to adequately wet it, I pushed firmly down taking it into my throat. It didn't take long for him to give his cum. I cleaned his cock of his cum and my saliva, then wiped my lips of stray cum as I moved to the side and Mr. W.
After finishing Robert and having three loads of cum in my stomach, I crawled back out from under the table. I gulped some of the lukewarm coffee, then topped it off before taking my chair at the table. I looked up at them shyly. "Whatever you think would be best, sirs." This is what I wanted and, if there was any question before, they understood that now, too. Within days I was scheduled for my first treatment of my underarms, cunt, and asshole areas. It would take a number of treatments I was told, but I would have the bald cunt they felt best for me.
Mr. W brought my attention back to them. "I have mentioned to the guys what you have been working on in the lab and also your next project. But, first, you have several projects active for females." I nodded. "Your reports and updates indicate you are making good progress." Even though my lab and my current work is considered by Mr. W to be 'off the books', there still has to be some corporate trail for high-level authorization and accounting of expenses, not to mention justification for our good salaries and company benefits. Of course, they receive benefits not attributable to the company.
"I am, sir." He asked for an update, as much for Robert and James' benefit as his. I was curious about that since they seldom had much interest in the scientific part of my life... except for the male enlargement project, that is.
I gave a quick rundown and felt decidedly uncomfortable being naked, but I remembered they also were now. I nearly had to shake the image of three large cocks hanging between their legs from my mind to continue. I had completed the equivalent of the male performance treatment but for females. That should have a similar potential of marketability with the caveat that in our society it is men who pursue such treatments more than women. The next one that I just finished, and was ready, concerned breast enlargement. It was an injection, one on each side of each breast. It worked in a similar principle as penis enlargement in that it stimulated natural tissue growth. Depending on the dosage used, the growth could be relatively predicted, though I shied away from saying it could be completely guaranteed. The marketability in my mind for it was huge. It eliminated any surgery, use of implants, and any of the potential complications from it. Plus, because the process created a natural, larger breast, meaning that it became firmer, felt completely natural, and involved limited discomfort.
I paused. Mr. W continued his gaze at me. The other projects were more my own curiosity and fantasy but he had never objected to my pursuit of them. I never thought they had any market value. Truthfully, I never decided that I could really take advantage of what they might give.
"Uhmmm... well...", he rolled his hand for me to get on with it, "well, I... these are curiosity ideas really..."
"Slut, did I not tell you to explain your projects?"
I flinched. 'Slut'. There it was. From Robert or James, I could easily expect it... but Mr. W... it sent a jolt through me of mixed reactions and emotions. I had disappointed him. I had not acted immediately. It also was one of the rules: without hesitation.
I looked down into my lap. There it was. My legs parted as they liked me even when they couldn't even see through the table. My inner lips peeking out, wet and ready. The strength of the way he said 'slut' reinforced how I had disappointed him but it also hit me how much the name affected me.
"I'm sorry, sir. Forgive me, there is no excuse for my hesitation, my reluctance to respond. I will do better." I glanced up. I saw Mr. W holding back his expression that he was pleased by my response, enjoying my discomfort. And I took his withholding to indicate that I needed to try harder. And, I would. "The other projects, sir, were derived from fantasizing how I might elicit more responsiveness from my body. You told me, sir, that seeing my orgasmic response to pleasure you, Robert, James, or anyone else brought more pleasure to you. I was thinking, perhaps, I could influence that... if it would add to your pleasure seeing me react that way. I hope that doesn't appear selfish on my part, sir."
He asked me to explain to the others. I explain contritely, besides the two I mentioned, I was working on a formulation based in part on the idea of enlargement, but with a significant twist that minimized the enlargement of tissue and focused on increasing sensitivity. Mr. W gave me another look. I was not being specific. I took a breath and gathered my thoughts and decided there really wasn't a delicate way to clarify it.
"I was focusing on the nipples and the clitoris. I was curious about a little increase in size but mostly to increase how sensitive they would react to stimulation, teasing, or... abuse." I had three pair of eyes watching me intently. "The clitoris is more intriguing than most can imagine. You are probably only familiar with the clitoris on the exterior at the top of the cunt under the hood. It becomes enlarged and pokes out from the hood during arousal. Inside, though, is much more. The Crura is an internal part of what we see on the outside. It is shaped like a wishbone inside and the junction of the wishbone is what we know as the clit. The clit has no apparent purpose other than providing pleasure. Now, the g-spot... there has been a lot of debate and controversy about it: does it exist or not, if it does where is it?" The guys were smiling, trying for discrete but not succeeding very well. Yes, I was into it now. This was why it interested me so much. "The internal clitoris, the wishbone shape inside, is integral to intercourse. If I put something inside me... your cocks are very nice... and the stimulation, the resulting orgasm is likely more a function of stimulating the internal clitoris than rubbing against the walls of the vagina. The g-spot could likely be just the concentration of nerves at the junction of the two Crura legs and the clitoris coming from the outside. Now", I look at them intently, "imagine you enlarge the entire wishbone slightly and increase its sensitivity."



The fingers on one hand were rubbing that very nub as I spoke to them. I lowered my head gasping. I couldn't help myself... and... there was no rule against it. The orgasm that followed was nice but small as I imagined what it might have been like if... if I used that formulation.
I heard, "WOW. Cool." I pulled my head up. James looked like he might say more, but wasn't forming the words.
Robert wasn't patient enough to wait, "What about the nipples? Basically, the same thing?"
I nodded, sucking in air to steady my breathing and heart. "Yes. The nipples would grow, probably be erect constantly while sticking out noticeably. They would be very sensitive to stimulation and abuse."
It was quiet for a few minutes before Mr. W responded, "There you have it, gentlemen. And, the formulations are ready. What do you think?"
I looked up sharply. Were they making this decision, too? I listened to them discussing the benefits and concerns. I appreciated the recognition of concerns. James reiterated my comment about an increased response from me and how it would be enticing for the person doing the fucking, but that got into a discussion that it wouldn't just be fucking and the oral stimulation might be even more responsive. They all seemed to be leaning for me to do it.
Mr. W finally spoke as the alpha he ultimately was. He turned the attention to me, "We are eager to dictate how your body should be used, maybe even working our attitudes to being abused in pleasurable ways, but when it comes to permanent modification, we need you to be agreeable without the influence of domination. The decision must be yours. Take whatever time you need, there is no rush to decision."
I smiled broadly, pushed the chair back and slipped under the table, again. I went from man to man sucking large cock until each was hard, though the 13-inch ones didn't stand straight up anymore. I climbed back out.
"That is why I love and trust you three so completely. I will continue to repeat this until you truly understand how strongly I feel. I will do ANYTHING for you." I looked into each face with commitment and determination in mine. "I want to do this. I wouldn't have pursued it to completion, if I didn't. In the spirit of submissive honesty so you might know more about me for your pleasure...", I hesitated, "one of you idly suggested possibly using clamps. When I thought about you applying clamps and using this formulation... I honestly thought I might orgasm." They all looked at me with surprise. They had learned something new and I had volunteered it. I nodded, "You know I am enjoying this journey to being slutty, you have seen I am probably exhibitionistic, and, I think, I might also have some... mild pain enjoyment in me."
I was standing between James and Mr. W. when James' hand slipped between my thighs and slid up to quickly insert a thick index finger. I gasped but it penetrated without resistance. Mr. W took a nipple and James moved his finger from my cunt to my clit. James asked to clarify, "So... you want to do this?"
I pinched my other nipple and humped the hand at my cunt as it added a thumb on my clit and a finger inside me. "I'm saying... I want you to tell me. I told you how my mind worked on the question. I'm your slut. I want to be your submissive slut. I WANT you to be the control. I trust you all that much. I'll fuck clients for you. I'll fuck strangers for you. Just think if an important client with a small cock seemingly makes me deliciously orgasm. His wife might never have done so on his cock."
I might have sold it more than I had to, but I got a larger point made to them, also. Then, I apologized to them, "I'm sorry if I exceed my position by telling you what I need... that is for you to decide. But... right now I need my sirs to made me air-tight."
Robert took my hand, nearly knocking his chair over as he stood. He picked me up and carried me to the playroom upstairs, the other men following behind. He lay on the bed, I climbed on top of him and the others seemed to silently determine what position they would take. Robert aligned his massive pole with my cunt, moving it along the slit until he found my hole. I sat down slowly, his monster, already wet from my mouth, stretching my wet cunt. I gasped and sighed as I slid down the entire length without stopping.
I heard the sound of a drawer being opened and closed. God, they had tubes of lube stashed everywhere. My hips rose and fell, groans and moans of pleasure escaping my throat. I leaned forward, pressing my breasts into his wide, thick chest. I wiggled my ass as I moved it up and down, enticing whoever was behind me preparing to double penetrate me at my asshole. It still intimidated me to take both 13 inch cocks like this, but it hadn't really taken us long to achieve it.
I desperately wanted to feel the four of us bound together.
I felt a glob of lubrication on my puckered, tight hole, then one finger pressing more inside, then a second and a third. I groaned at the invasion but three fingers weren't near what either of the remaining cock would be like.
I was air-tight. James was clearly the one in my mouth and throat. The black, muscled thighs at my head were a clear give-away. I was consumed by the feeling of being fully used by big cocks and my body running on hyper-drive. I was an immobile object being fucked, a body with three holes for fucking and being fucked, and all by big cocks. It was a delirious feeling of being used and used completely and helplessly.
Then, "A bold slut, isn't she? Telling us what our roles are?" "So, she gets the enhancements." "It is intriguing to discover how her nipples and clit respond afterwards." Between grunting, their thrusts in to me seemingly being spurred by their own words. "What about her tits? We didn't talk about them, really."
"Mghmmm." There was no way I was going to say anything with a rigid pole sliding in and out of my throat and mouth, but... the breast enlargement project was a legitimate project. It had real market value as an alternative to surgery and implants. I already had D cups on my 5' 4" frame, did I really need them larger?
"She's a D cup, now?" "Yeah." "At least to an E cup, don't you think?" "Maybe up to a F." "She didn't indicate that kind of accuracy." "Okay, then target between E and F."
"UGHHHHMMMMM." Suddenly, I orgasmed! The idea excited me! Not deferring. Not asking. They took me to my word. They're deciding what my body will be like. God, E to F on my frame? Huge tits and bald cunt. I can see them putting me into mini's and micro's, sheer tops, tank tops, and halters. No underwear. My tits always moving, my cunt on display when I sit. Will they really make me look like a slut? "UUUUGGGGMMMMHHHH... MMMMMMM... nnnnnnnnnn!" My mouth might have been full and muffled, but there was no doubting the magnitude of my orgasm.
With the decision apparently made, I qualified that with my formulated enhancements there would have to be three day abstinence, also. Mr. W was quick to say he just happened to have a three day business trip coming up. Robert and James flipped a coin to see who went with him and who stayed with me. Mr. W insisted that one of them be around just in case. I liked being with any of the three, I just couldn't have sex with any of them for three days.
Mr. W and Robert were leaving Monday morning so we fucked off and on for two days, sometimes individually and sometimes in groups. It was something I didn't spend much time thinking about... how often I was used by them. It just happened. Somebody would take me morning, afternoon, or night. And, it wasn't the first time we were separated by business. But, suddenly the announcement of abstinence seemed to make a difference for everyone. Kind of like the doctor telling you not to eat for 12 hours before a physical, you're always hungry.
Sunday night we were gathered in Mr. W's home office. I was the only one naked... of course... but this time it was necessary for more than just a rule. I placed a hard case on Mr. W's desk. They all looked at me as if silently allowing me one last chance to change my mind. I nodded that it was okay. Mr. W opened the case. Inside were five syringes already filled with the required amounts with caps over the needles. Each syringe was labelled: two with 'Breast'; two with 'Nipple'; and one with 'Clitoris'.
I didn't know if they drew straws for doing what, but Mr. W removed the syringes and organized them on the desk top. He put one 'Breast' and one 'Nipple' before himself, the same in front of Robert, and the single 'Clitoris' in front of James. I walked around the desk to sit on the edge in front of him. He took the 'Breast' syringe into his hand and looked up at me.
I instructed him for both he and Robert to hear, "Look at the amount in the syringe. Inject half into each side of my tit. Don't worry about it being exact, it will balance out in the breast tissue." He nodded, took the cap off the needle, pressed the plunger to leave a small drop of fluid at the tip, and looked up at me. I smiled, "Don't worry." He poked it into the right side of my right tit and slowly pressed the plunger, stopped and pulled it out. He seemed relieved that I didn't cry out. He repeated the action on the left side of the right tit and emptied the syringe. I thought I did a good job of not flinching. The breast is sensitive tissue and it did sting just a little. He breathed out and seemed quite relieved that was done. I wondered how he was going to do with the nipple. But that was coming.
I moved to the other side, resting my butt on the edge of the desk, again. Robert had to pull his chair in closer. He repeated the process and was more confident and decisive in his approach with my left tit. I smiled down at him and he smiled back as he used his hands to massage the tit. I looked at him questioningly.
He gave me an innocent look, "Just making sure it moves around inside." I shook my head but he did a good job of lightening things up.
I stayed in front of him and indicated the 'Nipple' syringe. Mr. W moved around to watch and listen. "Inject the entire syringe into the nipple. I think the best way will be to go straight in where you see the little hole." I looked at them, "Hold the breast right at the nipple. I think this might sting more and I will try not to flinch." Mr. W shook his head but Robert prepared the syringe and followed my instructions perfectly. I gripped the edge of the desk and with the insertion of the needle, my gripping fingers turned white from the pressure I exerted.
When he pulled it out, I leaned forward and kissed him, "Damn, you are good." Mr. W was chickening out and I could see it, shaking his head and ringing his hands. He finally gave Robert his 'Nipple' syringe and asked him to do it. Without hesitation, he grasped my right nipple and inserted the needle. I was gripping the desk edge, but almost too late he was so quick.
I turned to James, but then leaned back onto the desktop and shimmied so my butt was on the surface. I raised my feet and spread my legs wide. My cunt was wet. I knew it and they could see it. And, with the wetness, it opened before them. It was nothing they all hadn't seen happen many times before but this still somehow felt different. Apparently, not just for me because the three of them seem strangely transfixed by the view. When you start thinking of yourself like an object to be used, it is a wonderful realization to find that you can also be mesmerizing to just look at.
"Okay. James, I know you are just as good in everything as Robert." That was a tease at both of them. They were quite competitive, but equally caring and supportive when it came to me. It was also an attempt to have him focus on the task in front of him like Robert did. "You, my lover, got stuck with the hardest one whether you knew that or not. I thought the nipples might be difficult to have a needle put into. I have absolutely no question about the clit, though. So... I need you to be smooth and precise. Insert the needle deep. Remember what I said about the internal part of the wishbone. I want it injected inside so align it, insert straight, and inject." He nodded, took up the syringe, and prepared it. I put up my hands, "Wait a minute." I looked to Robert and Mr. W, "I feel like I'm acting like a baby, but..." They both took my hands tightly in their own and supported my back so I could watch. I nodded to James.
I watched as the fingers on one hand moved the hood back to fully expose the clitoral nub. He lined it up, glanced at me with a reassuring smile and inserted it. "DAMN." I didn't mean to say but it did hurt. I watched as the needle smoothly was pushed further in, then the plunger pushed the fluid out. The needle came back out and I finally released the breath I shouldn't have been holding.
I was surprised to feel lips and a tongue on my clit. I looked down to find his eyes shining as he pulled his mouth away, his lips and chin glistening with my wetness. He licked his lips. "Hey, what? Robert seemed to have a good idea." Everyone laughed, me included.
It was done. Three days of no sexual contact for me. I slept in my own bed... how rare has that become! The next morning Mr. W and Robert left for the airport. James and I saw them drive out of the estate. I got dressed up to see them off: white sheer thigh-high stockings, white high heels, earrings, and a long necklace hanging between my tits. As we waved, James' other hand was on my butt.
Did I ever regret any of this? NEVER!
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CHAPTER 9: SUB/SLUT EMBRACED
On the second day, James walked into the lab, "Hey, Jo ... like some company?"
I chuckled. He and Robert were so dependable, though you would think they would trust by now that I would remember what day it was. But, predictably, he or Robert would somehow find an excuse to remind me. Tuesdays and Thursdays were the days when the house and yard help came to do their work at the estate. Those were days when I was not to be naked out and about. Nobody but us came into the lab so it was a safe place for me ... although the windows ... well, I didn't much worry if the guy riding the mower happened to catch a glimpse through one of the windows.
"Always love your company, you know that. But just because there are others on the property does not mean you need to watch over me." He looked at me puzzled for a moment and I thought he might not even be conscious that that was what he had been doing. Now, that's sweet. Being naked in the lab on these days was further proof of my interest in exhibitionism because I usually wore a lab coat. Even if I probably wouldn't be seen, there were men just outside. But there was another reason for being naked. I had found that anything touching my nipples, tits, or clit was very irritating. I was sure this was a reaction to the changes occurring. But, for now I was limiting clothes as much as possible.
I continued my work and he had volunteered to clean up around one of the other stations. My work style sometimes looked like chaos but made sense to me. When my mind got going, I went from one station to another to continue what had me focused rather than stopping to clean up one spot and continuing there.
I came to a good stopping point late in the afternoon and found him just outside. I poked my head out the door, "Have the others left, yet?"
He turned and followed me inside. "The house help has but there are a few of the yard crew still finishing up. Shouldn't be more than 15 to 30 minutes." He looked at me and seemed to know I was ready to get out. "Want to make a dash for the house?"
I shook my head, "My tits are too sensitive still." A smile formed on my face, "Sit down." He sat on the stool and I went to the buckle of his belt.
He put his hands on mine, "I thought no sex."
I smiled. "No sex for me. That doesn't mean I can't give you a blowjob." He looked at me questioningly. "Look, when you guys took your injection, I said you couldn't have sex for four days, right?" He nodded. "I didn't say you couldn't have eaten my cunt. But, nooooooo ... you decided it was no sex for anyone." He looked properly contrite.
I opened his pants and slipped them and his underwear to his feet. His cock was semi-erect, probably from hanging with me the past few hours and watching me moving around naked. I licked the underside of his cock from his balls to the head and back down. Each time I reached the head I took it between my lips and sucked any pre-cum from it. When it was mostly hard, I shifted my position and took the head into my mouth swirling my tongue around it and sucking. I sank my mouth further and further down his shaft until his cock head just entered my throat. On the next downward push, I took the head further, then further. I opened my eyes and found his pelvis inches from my nose. The next push would do it.
"OH GOD, JO!" He gasped and grunted. "How the fuck ... I was impressed ... when ... mmmmm ... you could take ... our 10 inchers. Now ... fuck ... yessssss ... this is amazing!"
I pulled back and looked up at him. I gave him a coy smile, "Thank you, sir. I am glad you like it."
"Like it? Shit, girl."
I played with him for quite a while ... we had time to kill, after all. I took his cock out of my mouth, but jacked it with one hand as I fondled his balls and licked the entire outside of my saliva. I took him back in my mouth, deep throating him before taking him out, again. This time under protest.
"Jo, please ... have mercy. Just when I am going to explode you ... oohhhh ... you stop me. I want to cum."
I smiled to myself. The submissive can hold a lot of power if she is willing to wield it when the situation is right. But he is my sir and his pleasure is my goal. I took him back in my mouth and look up his body at him. Around his cock I mumble, "Ready to feed your slut, sir?" I didn't wait for the answer. I pressed my mouth down, fully embedding his cock into my throat. My hand on his balls and lips around the base of his cock told me he was sending his cum to me. I pulled back so the head was out of my throat and swallowed his cum as quickly as he spurted it.
It took him minutes to recover. Then he got himself together and went to check on the yard crew. He came back minutes later. I was standing outside the lab door ready to lock it. Even as secure as the estate was, I took special care about the lab's security. He smiled as he approached, took my hand and led me to the back of the house. The crew was gone, the gates secured. I was only wearing heels, taking care as I walked the lawn to the back of the house.
The next day early in the afternoon, I stood before James in the kitchen. Though my nipples felt none of the extreme sensitivity of before, I elected to still go without even the flimsiest of coverings so I was again dressed only in heels. I lifted my tits and felt no discomfort. I asked James, "How do they look, sir? It's hard for me to be objective."
He looked up, a smile forming, "Their amazing, Jo! They are larger than yesterday. Is that possible?"
I massaged them, "Yes, actually. It is well accepted that the body responds better in times when the body is at full rest. It is why some patients are purposely placed in a semi-coma state and other patients are drugged to encourage sleep."
He just smiled, "Well, there's nothing sexier from a man's perspective than really big tits on a woman, especially when they're free to move. I think they might be closer to an F than E."
I shook my head at him but I had to agree. They felt amazing and looked that way, too. But, more than just that, I felt like I looked slutty ... a big tit slut.
I asked what time the others were due back. Though I didn't want to say it, I was getting anxious to give this new body a test drive. He indicated his phone in his hand, "Just looking at a message from Robert. He says the plane lands at 5:30 but the boss wants to meet us for dinner at 6:30." He looked up and smiled. "It's a nice place, not uppity, but nice so you should dress up, but the rules still apply." I looked confused. "No underwear."
My hands were still cupping my new tits. I looked down and thought, 'No bra ... with these things?' Around here I was used to them moving, swaying, and bouncing. In public?
I was pulled away from those thoughts as James took my hand and led me out of the kitchen. He was headed for the stairs upstairs. "Let's see what's in your closet that might be appropriate for tonight." Appropriate by what standards, I wondered? But I knew the answer to that without verbalizing it: slut standards. I felt there would still be times when the professional conservative standard would still be appropriate, I just didn't know how often that would happen, anymore.
In my room, he left me by the bed as he ventured into my walk-in closet. He sorted through the clothes for five minutes before turning to me, "We are going to have to do some serious shopping for you." I started to protest that I had plenty of clothes, but he stopped me with a look. "Not just clothes, Jo. Look ... a slut doesn't just wear clothes ... a slut uses clothes to show-off her body, to excite men ... and women for that matter. The right clothes are as effective as your tight body, beautiful hair and face, or your giant tits." I was getting flushed. It was exciting to flaunt my body around the estate either naked or in sheer negligees. But, to flaunt my body in public, maybe not completely naked but essentially so, was very different. I had seemed to come so far in my desire to be slutty. I was seeing just how far I had to go to truly fit the mold.
He came out of the closet with several items, returned some after holding them up to my body and settled on a blouse and skirt. The blouse was white, buttons up the front, and short-sleeved. I remembered it well. It had been a favorite for special: silky, thin, and soft against my skin. As I remembered, it had fit perfectly across my tits ... then. The skirt had been a daring one for me. It was black, tight across my hips, and ended a bit above mid-thigh. It was something I had liked the idea of more than having the courage to wear very often.
He went back in, rummaged through the drawers of my intimates. He came out with out with sheer, nude thigh-high stockings and black high heels.
"I think you should wear that." I waited, thinking he had forgotten some important items, then remembered his comment downstairs, 'no underwear'.
It was a good hour drive to the restaurant so it was time to get ready. Rather than leaving for his room, he began removing his clothes. I stood watching him and he smiled, "No sense using two showers."
I shook my head, "Yes, sir, that would be a waste of water. No sex, though, there's not enough time."
He stopped with his underwear pushed off his hips, "What? It's only by a few hours ..."
I waggled my finger at him, "Like you say, sir ... the rules are the rules."
"Just you wait."
I laughed, walked up to him and dropped to my knees. I removed his underwear, then took his stiffening cock in my hands and began sucking on it. I then stood and led him by his cock into the bathroom. "I'll wash you REALLY well, sir." I gave him a wink.
Needless to say, I swallowed more cum and certain parts of our bodies were very clean.
I fidgeted in the car as we encountered heavier traffic in the city. Had it really been so long since I had been away from the estate among people? Even with the seatbelt across me, I attempted to pull the skirt a little further down. Getting into the car was often a little awkward, but I noticed how far this skirt rose on my legs.
James looked over, "Relax, Jo. You're a gorgeous and sexy woman and you should be proud to share that with others like you share it with us. You know it is why the boss was explicit about how you dress tonight. If it was okay in society, I think he might have you on his arm naked ... well in stockings and heels. He is so overwhelmed to have you in his life."
I looked at him, then asked the question seriously, "Are you putting me on to make me relax and expose me or is that true?"
He responded in earnest, "Honest, Jo. You know Robert and I are a couple of horn-dogs who might, in a different situation, be happy to sniff around an attractive woman, but you are different even to us. Yes, you submitted to us and express you want to be the best slut you can be, but ... I don't know ... even the submission and slutty desire doesn't let us forget you are a brilliant scientist and classy lady. It is an amazingly erotic combination." He paused and looked over me for as long as he thought was safe in the traffic. "You really don't understand any of that do you? You don't see the aura that floats around you with us?" I blushed and shook my head, biting my lower lip. "That's what makes it all so sexy."
I had no idea. I thought they were somehow just going along with my interest in experiencing these things. I was sincere in giving myself to them, hence the eagerness to take the latest boosters. A semi-truck was alongside suddenly. I looked up at the driver and he looked down. I smiled and he smiled back. I glanced at James to find that he was aware. His response was short, he simply told me to 'do it'. I blushed. I admit it. I looked to the side and knew that James was holding us alongside the trucker. Do it, he said. There was so much I was adjusting to, so much I was having to accept and go with. A new understanding crystallized for me that made other questions, hesitations, and uncertainties clearer to me. Being submissive and/or slutty wasn't at all about how I pictured it and interpreted it or wished to limit it, it was how it was for the man, or men, who I gave myself over to. It wasn't being exposed in private was okay but in public wasn't. It was actually one of the rules I hadn't been pushed on: I will undress or allow myself to be undressed at their pleasure without complaint or resistance, regardless of location.
I looked up and found the driver still alongside and watching me while checking on traffic ahead. I smiled at him and he watched. There might have been something about my smile perhaps that told him to pay attention. I loosened the seatbelt and pulled my skirt up past my hips and parted my legs as much as the car would allow. I slipped a finger between my legs and immediately felt the heat in my face as I turned a bright red. I told James to speed up, which he did. He was smiling broadly. I leaned over and put my hand over his crotch. Underneath was a hard cock that had to be uncomfortable. I kissed his shoulder.
"Thank you, James. You taught me something that I think will allow me to be a better slut for you. Please promise me you'll continue to help me." He gulped and nodded. I was sure his cock had grown more with my touch. I thought it was a good thing they all wore boxers that gave room.
We found them at a table against the far wall. There was a light over the table that shown directly over the table but leaving subdued lighting generally. When they spotted us approaching, they rose to greet us. I couldn't imagine it was difficult to see a large black man escorting a much smaller white woman whose blouse was doing little to control her tits. When I put the blouse on in the bedroom, I looked in the mirror in frustration mumbling that James was correct about shopping. He had laughed. The blouse that at one time had fit me perfectly was now too tight across my new tits. To make it work, I was forced to leave several buttons undone at the top. When I say several buttons, the first fastened button was below my nipple line. My new hard and enlarged nipples pressed into the thin silky fabric and were as subtle as bright headlight on a dark night. My open blouse provided enough cleavage with my new large tits they became a magnet to eyes of any males and half the females. And, if by chance someone didn't notice the cleavage, my tits dancing in front of me made sure I wasn't missed.
I was blushing profusely as we made our way through the entire restaurant, but James encouraging words in the car kept my steps confident and my focus on my other two men.
We ordered drinks, salads, and entrees. I kept with fish while the guys went the steak route. It was a wonderful meal and lots of talk. James shared some of how our days went, including some detail about my tits, nipples and the little he spotted of my clit. Again, I blushed profusely while glancing around us hoping none of the other guests heard the comments. Mr. W shared some of the trip. He visited a few of the biggest distributors, the sales group, marketing, and some specialty clinics. He shared that he found some clinics that might be perfect for our latest products.
"And, I had a brainstorm during the trip. Because these products are so unique among the company's offerings, what if we had a very select and controlled product unveiling. We'll talk about that more later." Something was up about that. Robert kept glancing my way and could not control a knowing smile. He knew something and I had the sense it would affect me.
Earlier, Mr. W excused himself for the restroom. Surprisingly, James jump up and followed him. He waited outside and had a few words with him in the hallway. Mr. W looked my way as James talked. Then, they returned.
Now it was my turn. I started pushing my chair back but was stopped by Mr. W's voice. Then, after sitting back down, he leaned forward and quietly gave me an instruction, "Jolene, my dear, before you return, you are to unbutton another button on your blouse." That was it and I looked at James knowing what he had talked to Mr. W about.
I merely smiled sweetly, "Of course, sir. Anything you want, sir." I didn't use a whisper and I saw others around look my way curiously.
When I left the restroom, I was very nervous. This was a nice restaurant with proper people crowded at all the tables. In the mirror, I saw what happened with the release of that additional button. If viewed slightly from the side, the inside of my tits was clearly visible. When I moved, they were unrestrained. I took a deep breath as I spotted my men watching me. I stepped out of the hallway as confidently as I could muster. In fact, I was told later it seemed as though there was a bit of exaggeration to my step that had the effect of putting more swing to my hips and bounce to my tits.
Mr. W was sitting across from me. When I came to my chair, Robert stood to assist me. I bent over directly at Mr. W and noticed his eyes left mine and dropped to my tits as my blouse gapped more and my tits almost fell out. I winked at him when he finally looked up.
After paying the bill and ready to leave, Mr. W came up to me and whispered in my ear, "I didn't think you would do it, but James insisted you would. This is interesting." I smiled and gave him a peck on the cheek. Then, "One more button, dear." He fixed his eyes on mine. My fingers rose to find the button and loosened it. I looked down and gasped. It was open now almost to the waistband of the skirt. He put his arm out and I slipped mine into his and he led me out past some intriguing looks of mixed appreciation. I was very embarrassed ... and very excited.
Since we had two cars, Mr. W asked the guys to take James' truck and we would follow in the car. We stood by the car as the guys pulled out of the parking lot. Mr. W took me in his arms and kissed me passionately on the lips, my tongue entered his mouth and he trapped it with his lips. He sucked my tongue as his hands entered my gaping blouse, his hands around my back and pulled me into him. I gasped and ground my body into his feeling his growing cock press back into my abdomen. I gasped when we broke the kiss and held onto him.
He handed me the keys, "You're driving. I'm going to play with your body." I shivered. As I stepped back, he stopped me. I looked up into his eyes as I felt his hands pull the blouse out of the skirt and unbuttoned the last button. My blouse fell open. "Stand right there until I am seated in the car." I nodded. He stepped back and walked to the passenger side door. I heard people exiting the restaurant but I remained where I was told. A slight breeze came and blew my blouse open more and I felt the air moving over my tits. I closed my eyes, wrapped in the feeling of being exposed in the parking lot and other people in the area. I opened my eyes and saw Mr. W waving me to the car. I glanced to the side and saw two middle aged couples headed directly for me. I moved quickly to the door, but it wouldn't open. I bent down to look inside to find Mr. W smiling widely. My blouse was opened wider by the breeze and the people were coming closer. He continued to smile, then I remembered I had the keys. I found the fob and pressed the unlock button, quickly entering and sitting down.
I looked at his wide smile and saw the other couples walking right past the car. One of them said something and they all bent down to look inside as they slowed past the car. They had seen me. My mouth opened wide, then I covered my mouth as I started laughing. Twice in one night I had been exposed in public and as embarrassed as I felt each time it was also amazingly exciting.
I started driving away from the restaurant and Mr. W was true to his word. He was like a different man lately, playful and so much more relaxed. He was turned slightly toward me, his hand inside my blouse as he fondled my tits and played with the nipples.



"They're amazing, Jolene. I don't want to make it sound like body parts make a person, I don't. But your tits and nipples are amazing because you did this just like you did what you did for our cocks. You truly are brilliant. Are your nipples what you hoped for?"
"Oh, yessssss ... keep doing that with too much pressure and I might be driving off the road."
He looked ahead, "Pull into that little bar ahead on the right." I looked at him questioningly, but he was pulling out his phone. He connects with someone who apparently was either Robert or James. He informed them that we were going to stop for a while, there was something he needed to discuss with me. He said not to worry about it and we would see them in the morning, but he wanted one of them to drive him to the office, then pick him up at the end of the day. He wanted to have talks with Marketing about the product introduction retreat idea. He finished with, "No, go back to the estate. You guys need to take her new features for a spin." He looked at me and smiled. "If there is time after, explore her new assets, take her shopping for slutty clothes." He smiled at me bigger.
He opened his door and I did the same. He stopped me in front of the car, "You might want to button up, but just two buttons." I looked down and blushed.
He had something to say and I didn't know if it was good or bad. Maybe if he was hesitant it was just that he didn't know how I would respond. I waited.
He had ordered two bourbon, doubles and neat. We were sipping them, the bar was fairly quiet, and the waitress and bartender were doing their own thing.
"I have to apologize for something I did." I couldn't imagine what he might have done that he needed to apologize to me. He has been nothing but generous, giving, and supportive. He started talking the timeline of how the four of us got started, my desire for sexual experiences and my frustration in trying to attain them on my own. He talked about how he had told me that my personality was too strong and controlling for me to be able to release myself to find the level of sexual fulfillment I desired. He talked about his idea of the treatment he had slipped into my drinks on two occasions before giving me the final decision of receiving the booster that would allow my mind to be released from so much control, to help me be a bit more compliant. I nodded, of course, this was all history for us.
He looked directly at me, "Then I told you I had a further modified formulation I thought you were ready for, ready to take a big step past some compliance to a submissive state and go deeper into the slut life. I told you the experiences you had to that point with us pointed you directly to that step." I nodded, of course. I had willingly and gratefully asked to have the new booster. "None of that was true. All the formulations, the boosters, were all placebo. I gave you nothing to change your mental state."
I had to admit, for a moment I was in shock. My whole understanding of how my life had evolved was based on taking a drug, a drug that freed me from my controlling, strong personality. Why would he do that, play a trick on me like that? Then, my logic-based, analytical mind started breaking down what he had said and what had been happening in my life all along. He reached out and touched my hand. I looked up at him.
"I did all that because what you believed about yourself was not true. You believed your natural personality was a strong, controlling, and outgoing person. You created that persona years and years ago as you forged your way into this field and made it a goal to rise to the top. I don't know what created that goal, but you had it. To compete in the male world in science, you toughened yourself until you lost yourself."
I saw it now. I had forced myself to compete with men in the world I chose to be mine, thereby making myself strong and assertive to the point where I could no longer distinguish the forced persona and who I was. It also explained why, despite my accomplishments and recognition in the field, I never felt fulfilled and satisfied. I had achieved success but at the loss of myself. The placebo was merely a trick to allow my mind to move back closer to my true self. I had something to point to, it wasn't me betraying the person I had created, it was the drug. But, there never was a drug. I had managed to move back on my own.
I reached across the table and grabbed his hands in mine. I leaned forward, my tits mashed into the table top and nearly squeezing out of the mostly unbuttoned blouse. "There is nothing about that for you to apologize for. There was some deceit involved, yes, but your intentions were purer than giving me the drug. I asked for the drug, but knowing I made the transition without it is very energizing and freeing. I know I can do this completely now, sir. I can be a good submissive slut for you, Robert and James. And, I can be the scientist I find so challenging because I am able to do it in a safe, non-judgmental, non-competitive ego environment. I owe all of that to you." I looked down at my blouse gaping open as I leaned forward, my tits clearly in view, and I smiled. Being exposed like this, or more, was embarrassing, conflicting, and scary, but it was terribly exciting. And, I knew beyond that, my wetness was probably creating a wet spot on the back of my skirt.
I blushed at everything that just flashed through my mind, but I squeezed his hands and looked up into his eyes. "Sir ... before when I committed my body and self to you and the guys, I believed it was the drug that allowed it. I could rationalize, blame even, if it came to it, that it was the drug. Since it wasn't, since it was merely an excuse for my mind to use as a crutch, I ... I ... recommit myself and I will do so to the guys, too. With the awareness that this is wholly my decision and responsibility, I submit to you as your slut, sir. I freely and willing and happily give to you my body and being for you to use, that through your pleasure I may receive the pleasure I have sought. I trust you so completely, sir. Test me as you wish, I will do anything for you three."
He leaned forward and kissed my hands, then leaned back and looked at me. I leaned back, too. I waited. "We will see about that, Jolene. You will be tested as we are taking a big step from our previous relationship together." A smile formed on his face, a devilish smile that warned of his thinking. "Your blouse ... pull it out from you skirt until the bottom buttons is exposed, then unbutton them."
Without hesitation or glancing around the bar, which even surprised me, I did exactly as he directed. My blouse was gaping fully open. It might have covered me more if it was completely pulled from my skirt. He then called the waitress over for the check. As she got closer, her attention was so fixed on my gaping blouse and exposed, naked tits that she bumped into an empty table near us. I blushed profusely as she handed the check to Mr. W. He had her wait as he pulled out his credit card. She shifted just a fraction to the side and it was no mystery that she was moving to get a better view. As she used the card at the bar, she whispered to the bartender who looked back to us, a smile coming his face.
Mr. W noticed, too. He pulled a ten out of his wallet and slid it over to me. "When we get up to leave, I want you to walk over to him and thank him for the service. I will meet you at the door." My fingers shook as they took the bill. I was going to be flashing my big tits to not only him but the few other customers who might look.
He waited for me at the door. "How did it feel to expose yourself to strangers?"
My hands were still shaking. "Like a slut, sir."
He smiled, then pulled my blouse completely from my skirt and let it drape on me. "We're only beginning, my dear. Now, turn around and wave." I gasped. If I did that, the blouse would fully open and expose my tits, but I did as he said. A huge smile coming from the bartender. I avoided looking at the few other customers. I was so embarrassed ... humiliated ... objectified ... and so thoroughly aroused.
I held onto his hand as he led us through the parking lot. He had had me park furthest from the door in a spot along the highway. He stopped me at the back of the car and opened the rear door. He told me to remove my blouse. I glanced at the door to the bar, but my hands were sliding the blouse off my shoulders and placed it on the trunk. He appraised me calmly as I stood naked above the waist in a public parking lot. He complimented me on my new breast now that he was finally able to fully view them. He stepped forward, lifted them, fondled them, then pinched the nipples. I gasped at the pinches and he smiled, commenting on the sensitivity. I nodded.
He shifted back a few steps and indicated the skirt. I didn't even bother checking the bar door this time. I reached in back for the clasp, then slid the zipper down, and stepped out of it, placing it with the blouse. Now naked except for the stockings, heels and necklace, he again allowed minutes to appraise me. He stepped forward and touched my abdomen, my legs separated to shoulder width seemingly on their own volition. He smiled at that and slid a finger between my thigh to my cunt, smiling at the wetness he found there. His finger slid back up to my clit where he pressed on the now persistently engorged nub. I gasped louder and shivered.
He took my body in his hands at the waist and guided me to the driver's side of the front hood. "I told you we were just beginning." He pressed me forward at my shoulder blades and I lowered my body to rest on the cool metal of the hood. Understanding fully what was going to happen, I spread my feet wide, giving him as much access to my cunt or ass as he might need. I heard a zipper lowered and I gasped and moaned. I thought he might finger me to prove a point but he was going to fuck me here ... in the parking lot ... alongside a highway. It was late, but ...
I gasped and moaned loudly, uninhabited, and with no reservation as his big cock was thrust fully into my needy, drenched cunt. He fucked me like a wild man, a man possessed, a man overcome with his own needs and desires. He fucked like a man who was intent only on his own pleasure. He fucked like a man merely using a slut to satisfy an overpowering need. And ... I was completely consumed by that fuck. As he leaned into me, his hands on my tits, pinching and pulling my nipples, pressing and rubbing my clit, I cried out without concern of being heard or drawing attention. I was possessed by being taken, used so boldly in public. I barely noticed, and didn't react, when a car quickly passed us on the highway.
After that amazing fucking, partly made amazing by being in public and partly by his use of my sensitive nipples, I turn and drop down in front of him to clean his cock. As I held his cock, licking it of our mixture of his cum and juice. Another car passed on the highway only dozens of feet away. Not being able to avoid seeing that car right in front of me with the lights shining over us, my body shuddered with a bolt of excitement.
I rose from my position in front of him and without caring what or who might be around I put out my arms wide. Still dressed only in stockings and heels I spuin in place with arms stretched out in a joyous, if crazy, feeling of utter freedom and a sense of better understanding of who and what I was.
By the time I had stopped spinning next to the car, Mr. W had pulled his pants up and watched me with a look of joyous appreciation. He turned to open the passenger door for me, clearly indicating that I would be remaining naked. I smiled and confidently took the seat, attached the seatbelt, turned in my seat slightly to see him, and chatter away about the challenges I have found in the next project -- strengthening the cunt and ass walls while allowing pliability and stretching.
He took me into the house and up to his room where I shared his bed and he tested the sensitivity of my clit with very pleasing results by taking me to a shattering orgasm by sucking my clit.
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CHAPTER 10: A NEW REALITY -- PART A
We were lying in a heap on the king bed in the 'playroom', the specially furnished spare bedroom we could use without messing up our own beds. I had always made it a point not to be around when the house staff came to clean, strip the bedding and wash. I wondered sometimes what the ladies thought when they found the bedding in that room.
I was on my back recovering from another series of wonderful orgasms that started with Robert and James using only their fingers, lips, and tongues on my nipples, clit, and cunt. They had focused their lips and tongues on sucking and nipping my nipples and clit while they each forced fingers into my cunt and asshole. I had orgasmed twice before they switched to wanting their hard poles of flesh inside my body. That had become a crescendo of fucking leading me to orgasms that built on each other and seemed to become continuous until they had sated themselves by each dumping their cum loads inside my cunt. While one fucked me, the other was in my mouth while teasing and torturing my nipples. Then they would switch. With a non-verbal signal, the cock in my cunt and mouth disappeared leaving me empty and wanting, only to be quickly replaced by switching. The new cock in my mouth had the fresh flavor of my own cunt coated over it. On and on they did this. Each switch effectively delaying their own climax while taking me to orgasm over and over.
I was on my back with them on their sides facing me from each side. It seemed to be taking forever for my breathing and heart to slow to a level close to normal. They each were teasing my body, their hands and fingers playing over a breast that now fell to the sides, my nipples, clit, and cunt. They moved my knees over their legs so I was spread invitingly for their fingers, sometimes teasing, probing, and lightly tickling. I had both my hands lightly wrapped around their marvelous cocks that even flaccid would fill my hand.
They marveled at my nipples that wouldn't ever relax from the stiff nubs that made it too impossible not to play with. Their lips told them my nips were longer. They had each spent time between my legs licking, sucking, and probing at my clit and cunt and exclaimed at the appearance of my clit protruding from the hood. It too was larger and they enjoyed taking it between their lips and sucking like a micro cock. I enjoyed it, too, climaxing repeatedly as they explored the changes in my body and the effects they produced.
But, now, we lay quietly, gently, lightly stroking and touching each other. They had asked about what Mr. W had wanted to talk to me about that led to us stopping at the bar. They were surprised but delighted by Mr. W's showing me off and our fucking in the parking lot. We all came to seeing a side of him we enjoyed discovering ... especially me.
As I shared the discussion inside the bar, though, they became very quiet. Robert asked, as if to be sure he heard correctly, "The drugs weren't ever drugs but merely a placebo?" I nodded, my fingers of both hands continuing to play along the length of their cocks.
"Yes. He said he needed to apologize to me for being deceitful. He wanted so much to assist me in finding a way for me to allow my true personality to come out. He never wanted to alter my mind to accomplish that, he just wanted me to THINK he was so I might allow my mind to revert." I leaned to each side to give each a kiss on the lips. "You three are all I ever needed. You gave me overwhelming pleasure and friendship while providing me with safety and protection. Although I thought the drug was affecting me, it was you guys who provided me with a safe place to realize what I was." A few tears slipped from the corners of my eyes and I felt silly. "I don't know that I can ever repay you."
James pinched a nipple, "Ohhhhh ... I think we might think of a few ways ..."
We all laughed. But I moved to my knees between them, looked at their cocks and as soon as I did, they started to grow. I smiled and bent down to suck them back to life, moving from one to the other until I again had rock hard 13 inches of black cock. I climbed over James mid-section, positioned my cunt over the cock I held up and slowly sank down its length, rising and lowering several times before I finally had all of it inside. I was going to say something to Robert, but he was already in the bedside drawer to pull out a large tube of lubrication. I smiled, "That's my guy. He knows what this slut needs now ... double penetration on big cock."
We talked about my taking big cocks that were going to stretch me out, but the reality was still that taking these big cocks wasn't easy and made more of an effort as they got bigger. But maybe that was their point if I took a 'normal' cock, again. At any rate, I gasped when his finger pressed a glob of lubrication into my asshole followed by a second, then a third finger. James' cock in my cunt filled me and pressed against the cavity of my asshole so it took some concentration to calm and breath in preparation for Robert as he pressed his cockhead against my tight hole. He popped it through my sphincter and stopped, allowing me to adjust before continuing with in and out short strokes to drive his monster deeper and deeper.
"OH FUCK!" I gasped and moaned with each stroke. "Ohhhhh ... fuckkkkkkkkk ... yes. Fuck me. Goddddd ... I love your cocks!"
One of them, I was consumed and didn't notice who, "Ready, Jo?"
"Fuck, yes! I am ... always ... ready for you. Hurt me ... mmmmmmmmm ... if you ... have to ... just fuck me."
They did fuck me, too! They stroked in tandem and opposite. I had an orgasm before they started grunting their need. Then as they each shot their cum into my holes, I came, again.
When we collapsed, Robert struggled to hold much of his weight off me, which held it off James. I lay gasping between the two of them. My right arm lay along James's arm and shoulder with Roberts' on top of mine. As my eyes focused, I started giggling.
"What's so funny?"
"Oreo." They didn't comprehend. "Oreo cookies ... remember? White filling between two black layers? I'm the filling that has been filled with white cream." We started laughing at the silly joke and they covered any skin they could reach with kisses.
I rolled over onto my back after several minutes to orient myself and looked to find Robert and James kneeling naked beside me with their 13 inch cocks hard and shiny. Robert was holding a tube of lubrication and I understood why the cocks were shiny. He motioned for me to roll over and I did, no hesitation, no questioning. I rose to my hands and knees, spreading my knees wide. I reached back with one hand to pull one cheek to the side, opening and exposing my puckered asshole. There really wasn't any question in my mind, but if there had been it would have been confirmed by the pressing of cool lubrication into my ass. The next feeling was of a large cock being pressing against that tight opening. As it passed through the sphincter, much easier this time without my cunt filled with giant cock, he stroked back and forth until the full length was somehow buried inside me, seemingly fucking right up into my bowels. I moaned, groaned, gasped and cried out, all by pleasure. I pleaded with him to fuck me and to never stop. "Fuck me, damn you! God ... yeeeesssssssssss ... fuck me ... ooooohhhhhh I loooovvvvvveeeeee ... your ... cocks!"
As soon as Robert blasted into my ass, he pulled out even though I was still orgasming. The effect of riding an orgasm and suddenly being empty made me feel even emptier. But that wasn't to last long. James had his cock inside my ass before my hole had the chance to begin closing. He fucked me like a man possessed. He drove his cock into my used asshole, pounding me forward with each strong thrust. After more minutes of this, I was again desperate for another orgasm. "I have to cum ... I have to cum ... I have to cum ..." I was chanting it over and over. To myself? Only in my head? But I had to cum ... He took me through another orgasm and emptied his cum load into me.
I felt awash in cum. My cunt, my ass, loads of cum filling me and leaking from me. After James pulled out, I started to move, but his hand on my back held me in place. What, I wondered? My legs and arms were weak, my breathing and heart rate taking longer to slow to normal. How many more orgasms could I really take? I smiled, I had no idea how many I had already experience this day. Was it afternoon, yet? Could it possibly still be just the morning? It felt like we had been fucking forever and clearly something more was going to happen.
I heard the comments they seemed not to be able to control. Comments about how gaping my ass was, how much cum was running out, but also how sexy it absurdly seemed.
They were suddenly assisting me to my feet. I wasn't sure my legs could support me they seemed so weak and shaky. With a hand stroking my butt, Robert asked, "Ready for another?"
My mouth dropped open and I swatted his chest, "Fuck you ... sir."
They both laughed at the response and I was soon joining them. Then he said, "That would work for me, but ... I think we should wait." Apparently speaking to James, "Let's get her over to the hot tub for a good soak."
I stumble on my shaky legs and James picked me up and carried me like I was a child. I hugged him tight and became very aware of his nakedness. Another good sign.
I woke in the hot tub with the water swirling around me. It was a confusing moment. The swirling hot water but the feeling of being constrained. I was on James' lap, his arms securely around me, my head resting on his chest. It seemed at my first stirring that Robert was alongside us with a large glass of cold water. Before I reached for the glass, my attention went to the realization of the naked men, the cock I was sitting on and the cock only a few feet from my eyes. My mouth started to water and I licked my lips unconsciously, my eyes focused on the huge dangling tube of flesh between Robert's legs. When they realized, they laughed. When I realized what they were laughing about, I blushed.
I buried my face in James and heard, "I think the good Doctor will survive ..." I giggled in the muscled chest. Wasn't it usually, 'I think the patient will survive'?"
They tried to get me to lie down and sleep, at least to rest. But I couldn't. I was too hyped up. I couldn't believe what I had just done. And, all the other fucking I had done didn't even seem to be what amazed me. I mean, it was all in the morning. So, not sleeping, they fed me and we relaxed around the table. The guys stayed naked and, of course, it was a given that I was.
We stood at the same time and it was like we were all wondering what was going to be next. They were standing next to each other and I stepped up to them, put my arms out around their necks and pulled them closer. I kissed each of them on the mouth, then slowly eased my body down to my knees. There was life showing in their cocks just from that move. I took one cock into my mouth and grasped the other one with slow strokes. I felt their hands under my arms as they lifted me back up, the cock slipping from my mouth.
"You want more?" It was asked with an incredulous tone.
Robert suggested a change, "I think you should have some rest. If you can't sleep or concentrate in the lab, let's do some shopping and surprise the boss by all of us picking him up." That became the plan. We separated to our rooms to shower and dress. My body tingled. After what happened yesterday, I wondered if there might be more exhibitionism. Just the idea of it aroused me. It was a good thing I didn't wear panties anymore because they would just be soaked in a short time.
Robert knew of a small erotic clothing boutique, how he knew it I didn't ask. The shop was part of an outdoor shopping mall development. They convinced me to wear one of my full, pleated skirts, white buttoned blouse, and heels. Of course, they insisted on no underwear, something I was becoming increasingly more comfortable with.
The boutique was small and the merchandise was definitely erotic, though Robert and James quickly explained that there was pure erotic, like lingerie, and club intended to expose but be worn in public. There had been a soft 'ding, ding' somewhere in the back when we entered and a mature woman came out of a back room. She was mature but very attractive and her clothing looked like it came right off the racks of the store. She introduced herself as Helen, she was the owner of the store.
Robert and James took over to explain what we were looking for, which in their words boiled down to very sexy and exposing. The woman appraised me as the men talked. She seemed unfazed by the fact I didn't offer up anything and these two big black men did all the talking about the clothes I would be wearing.
She smiled at me but when she spoke it wasn't to me but the men on either side of me. "There is a changing room at the back, we could take several items for her to try on, see what you like, and work from there."
James laid his hand on my butt, "No reason for that, is there Jo? Moving back and forth seems like a lot of wasted time. Couldn't we just have her try things on as we move around the shop?"
The woman smiled at me, "I don't have a problem with it and by the looks of her I doubt anyone else coming in will mind, either." Anyone else coming in? Her fingers came to my blouse and began unbuttoning it. "Let's take a look to see what we are working with."
She opened my blouse and smiled bigger. "Just as I thought, that blouse was doing nothing for these beauties." She was staring at my tits and lifted them in her hands but spoke to the guys, again. "By the looks of these, I'd say you are thinking slutty?" The guys agreed. "Good. Big tits just scream for being dressed slutty. And, it is so easy to do, too." Her hands moved to my skirt, unzipped it, and let it fall to the floor. She smiled, again. "Oh, very nice, gentlemen. No underwear. Very good start." She looked me straight in the eyes. "Do you intend to not allow underwear even in her new slut clothes?" There was a resounding 'of course' from both of them. She smiled much bigger. "This will be easy, gentlemen. It will just be a matter of selection. She's made for these clothes. Big tits ready to bounce out of a top, firm full ass to sway, and a bare cunt waiting to peek out from under a short skirt or dress." She pinched my nipples and turned on her heels. I looked at the guys and wasn't sure if I should be upset or excited. My dripping cunt gave me the obvious answer, though.
She passed by several racks of dresses and skirts I thought were plenty short, but in this shop, they were the conservative items. She stopped at a display for stockings. She inquired about the need for them and the length. The guys were confused. She ran her hands up my thigh and I was shocked to watch my legs separate on their own to give her access. She brought her hands to stop a bit over my knees, to mid-thigh, and to just short of the top of the thigh. Her hand pressed at my cunt and she pulled it away and licked the moisture away. She smiled at me and commented to the guys, "Is she always this juicy?" They matter-of-factually said I was. Robert stroked my bare butt and suggested we wait until dresses and skirts were selected, then decide on the stockings. She nodded and continued into the shop. I numbly followed behind.
She came to the first real mini-dresses that took my breath away. She flipped through a style looking for what she guessed would be my size while mumbling about my tits. She pulled one out and I gasped. It had a short fake leather skirt attached to a sheer lace top. She held it up to me, shook her head and took another from the rack. I held it dumbly until I realized she wanted me to try it on. I pulled it on from over my head and wiggled the tight skirt down over my hips. It seemed like there were mirrors all over the place. I turned to one and gasped, again. The skirt was well above mid-thigh but probably didn't qualify for micro, yet. It fit tight around my hips and the top fit like a glove over me. The front had a deep-v that dipped just below my tits and the back was largely open, all of which allowed the top to adjust to the size of tits if the waist was correct. Tits like mine just meant more of them were exposed in the front. The lace top was detailed with dark flowers and edging that hid the nipples unless you looked very carefully, which I was. They took one in black and white.
The next dress was a floor length that I felt easier about until I saw the slits on each side. I slid it over my head and gasped, again. I asked her, "Is this a night gown?"
She laughed. Clearly, I was naïve to all this. "In a sense. It is a gown to be worn at night, like to a club."
It had spaghetti straps and no back to the top of my ass. The dress fell to nearly the floor but two large slits over each leg opened to the top of my hip with dress material hanging between. Even if I was allowed to wear panties it would be impossible in this dress. The top smoothly fit over tits with a wide, deep scoop that threatened to release my tits. I imagined myself dancing in this dress. It might be impossible not to flash my cunt to anyone watching.
The next dress was similar but maybe even worse (I was sure it was better in the eyes of the guys). I stood in front of the mirror and moved my legs to see the effect. This one was red instead of black. This one had a v-cut in the top that dropped almost to the waist requiring me to adjust the material over my tits. It might be something I would have to discretely do just from the movement of walking with untethered tits swaying back and forth. The slits were more to the sides but extended to the waist. The back, again, was non-existent.
My head was spinning at being shown in these and it hit me that that was what this was about. Like last night being exposed in the car and my buttons opened in my blouse and stripped in the parking lot, these dresses had nothing to do with my nerve to wear them and everything to do with wearing them to please the men.
Then there was the series of mini-dresses that were similar in concept with variations on the theme and color. They were generally tight across the hips, short (very short), very little back, and a deep v-cut or scoop in front. Some were a tight fit over the tits while others were loosely draped material. All of them gave the impression that the tits underneath would spill out at any moment.
I was shaking my head. She asked me what the matter was. "How do you sit in one of these?"
She pushed a chair to me in front of a mirror. I sat down and looked. She laughed, "These are meant to taunt men." She directed me to re-cross my legs. It was impossible not to flash my cunt, in the process of sitting, the dress had moved to the top of my thighs.
I sighed. Robert wanted to make a larger point, though. "Pretend it is just us and open your legs." I did as he directed and gasped. Not only was my cunt exposed, but he had seen quite clearly how excited I was. My cunt lips and inner thighs were glistening with my leaked juice.
About then, a young couple walked in and shortly after a mature woman. At first there was nothing to attract their attention until I was told we weren't done, yet. Robert had his hand out for the dress I was currently wearing. I glanced back at the other people, then at Robert who only smiled. After collecting a few items they wanted to purchase, one of them would take them to a growing pile at the register. When he returned, his hand moved over my bare back and ass.
"You now have a larger audience." I glanced behind to find the three of them wandering after us as we went further into the shop. I blushed thinking of the multitude of things they could be imaging about me right then.



The shop owner took us to a section with more casual wear. The first items were daisy-duke cut-off jean shorts that showed the bottom of my ass cheek. That was a must according to the guys and several other options in shorts. Then the tops. Several were selected. Another instant winner was a shiny gold halter-top that literally only draped on the front with no back. The top string looped over my head and a tie at the back was it. In front, the material hung over my tits and drooped to my waist. James asked me to move quickly to the side and my tits fell out of the material. A definite winner, apparently.
She handed me another top and I first thought it was merely a rag. It was a crop top of tee-shirt material in a tank top style over the shoulders. The bottom was cut at a length that allowed the bottom of my tits to be visible. I was asked to jump up and down. This was all happening with nothing on below. When I jumped, the top flopped with my tits and the material was caught above my tits exposing my nipples.
The mature woman, especially, was intrigued but it was the young man who seemed to be making mental notes, I was sure for his female companion.
The last items I tried on didn't really cover much. The woman called them the 'school slut' line. The skirts were 12 inches long at best. When I tried one on, my cunt was visible. She laughed and told me they couldn't be worn at the waist, but had to be worn very low on the hips. Even then, I was barely covered. I asked her if women really could wear this in public. She smiled and told me women really do but in my case, it was clearly going to be up to my lovers. The tops that went with them were sleeveless, shirts that tied at the tits. There were no buttons, which on me provided for a lot of cleavage ... pretty much like everything else the guys were selecting for me.
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CHAPTER 11: A NEW REALITY -- PART B
I wore one of the obscene dresses out of the shop. It was a tight one with a very deep v-cut in front and no back. I couldn't believe the guys were taking me to the headquarters building and Mr. W's office dressed like this. I just hoped that being after business hours, I might not encounter to many people who knew me.
The drive was interesting. There was absolutely no way to sit lady-like in this dress. It was intended to flaunt... period. When I moved to slide over the seat to the door being held by James, the little bit of skirt slid under my butt. As I reached out for James' offered hand and put my right foot out the door, I could see by the expression on his face that he had a full, clear view of my bald, wet cunt.
We approached Mr. W's office and I was surprised to find Marjorie, his long-time personal assistant still at her desk. She looked up and seemed only to see the guys as I was walking behind them. "Hey, guys. The boss said he was just finishing up in there." As Robert knocked on the door and cracked it to let him know we were ready, Marjorie spotted me. "Who..." she looked closer as I stood right in front of her desk, "Doctor Trent? I didn't... well... recognize you." She blatantly looked me up and down as Mr. W opened his door and stopped to hear what was happening. She continued, "You know... I haven't seen much of you lately, but... I certainly am now!" The guys all laughed as I blushed. Marjorie was 61 years old and had been with Mr. W so long she just didn't want to retire, especially after her husband died several years ago. "You know what, honey? I really, really like that look." She winked at me, "Now I understand... dressed like that and hanging around these two, no wonder I haven't seen you around here."
As I slid across the seat for Mr. W to join me, I said, "Wow... that was embarrassing. Marjorie's such a nice woman. I hope she doesn't think badly of me, you guys. It would be your fault."
Mr. W looked at my new dress, lean only slightly forward to look between my slightly parted legs. He slipped a hand to the inside of my leg and ran it up to the top of my stockings, the top of which were exposed. He leaned to kiss me, his hand moving mere inches further to my wet cunt. He looked me in the eyes, "Not our fault. You're the slut."
I moaned at the thought and feeling, then turned in the seat to put my arms around his neck and passionately devoured his mouth with mine. I separated my legs further as his fingers probed my cunt, bringing more moans as a finger wormed into my opening, curled and sought out my g-spot. My gasps, moans, and sighs filled the car... but he stopped just as I thought he would bring me to a much-needed orgasm. As I clung to him, my body wishing for relief but recognizing the deliberate delay, I thanked how fortune had directed me to this, 'Yes, I am a slut and thank God Mr. W recognized it in me and brought me into their lives!'
Dinner was very nice. Given the dress I was wearing, there weren't any button to undo, panties or bra to remove. But they did manage to have a little fun. I was told to go to the restroom and when I returned to hike the skirt discretely so I was sitting on my bare butt. The truth was it hadn't been far from that to begin with, but the intentional act still gave a thrill. As we got up to leave, pulling the skirt back down turned out to be less than discrete. Robert slipped his hand onto my arm and encouraged me to follow the other two before I was convinced the dress was really down. Based on the open looks I got from both men and women, I was sure I was exposing more than I should have.
In the car, it was announced we were going to a known dance club Robert and James were familiar with. Since they hadn't offered this before and Mr. W hardly seemed the type for such a club, I felt this had more to do with exposing me in this dress than a desire to suddenly dance. Little did I know.
Mr. W's hand quickly returned between my legs, which opened further as if by magic, and his fingers lightly stroking my cunt lips. I nuzzled into his shoulder and his other fingers slipped inside my top to tease a nipple. The contented sounds escaping from me were more like a purr.
With James driving, Robert loosened his seatbelt enough to turn in his seat, "Dig through those bags, Jo, and pull out one of the 'school girl' outfits." I caught James looking through the rearview mirror at me, Robert and Mr. W were smiling in anticipation. Robert continued, "I think the red plaid, pleated skirt, white blouse tied in front, knee-high stockings, and your heels."
I squinted at him. Was he serious? "Wait... you want me to wear that in a club? With no underwear?" I turned to Mr. W and he just shrugged. "Wait... double wait... you want me to change in the car? You want me to be naked in the car?"
Mr. W couldn't resist this time, "It won't be the first time as I recall."
"Yes, sir... yes, sirs."
I removed my seatbelt and turned my back to Mr. W. He lowered the zipper at the waist, I slipped the straps off my shoulders and wiggled the dress down my legs. Kicking my heels off, I pushed the stockings off my legs and I was quickly naked in the car moving through the downtown streets from the restaurant to the club. Although it was night, the streetlights kept the inside of the car semi-lit.
I pulled one of the large bags from the store onto the seat next to me, which moved me against Mr. W. As I turn to dig through the bag, I push against Mr. W to give myself more room. His hands begin roaming over my naked body, which was nice almost all the time except maybe when I am naked in the back of the car searching for the clothes I am supposed to put on. His hands slid along my hip and around my front to my freed tits where he began teasing my sensitive nipples. I sighed... partly from the pleasure it was producing and partly in frustration at being distracted. But I found the items Robert instructed me to wear, dropped them on the seat and returned the large bag to the floor. I did the blouse, first. Well, not really a blouse because a blouse would mean a lot more material. I leaned forward, slipped my arms through it and pulled it together in front to tie it right below my tits. Now, at least, when someone glanced into the car, they might think I was dressed.
Except for Mr. W. He noted the garment had no buttons and slipped his hand inside and onto my tit. I gave his hand a playful slap and asked him to behave for just a minute. The guys up front laughed. The guys and I had expressed our mutual delight to each other at the transformation we saw in Mr. W since all this began. There were so many more times when he was at ease, relaxed, and playful. This was not a time when I appreciated it.
"Do the stockings, first." Mr. W's statement surprised me. I looked at him and he shrugged, "I like looking at your cunt."
The guys laughed, again. Robert turned around, "Believe me, boss... in that skirt you'll see it plenty." I sighed, again, knowing just how true that statement probably was and that reality sent a shiver through me.
But I did as Mr. W asked. I opened the pack of knee-high stockings, raised my foot and slid the stocking onto my foot and smoothed them up my calf. I glanced to the side as I felt Mr. W shift next to me, allowing himself a better view with my leg lifted. As I put my foot into the next stocking on the leg closest to him, he put his hand on my hands. His replaced mine, smoothing the stocking up that calf. His hand never stopped at my knee, though, continuing up my thigh until his fingers were again playing over my drenched cunt lips. I eased his hand from between my legs, brought his fingers to my mouth, and while smiling at him licked the fingers of my juice.
I took the slut micro-skirt last as Mr. W wanted. I opened it at the waist and shimmied into it, up my legs and over my hips. I pulled it down over my hips as far I as could, then fastened it in place.
Mr. W whistled and added, "I see what you mean, Robert. Not much will be hidden by that, will it?" As I get out of the car, my cunt was fully on display as I stretch one leg out the door. I adjusted the almost non-existent skirt down as far as possible, but the slight breeze in the evening air told me that if I was covered at all it isn't by much.
The bouncer at the door was stopping a lot of people from entering the club. A line has formed along the outside of the building and it looked like the place was too crowded to get in. I commented that to the group but James said it wasn't a problem. He leaded us to jay-walk across the street at the club. He moved me between Robert and himself with Mr. W to the side. I was confused until I saw the bouncer make eye contact with me as we approached jay-walking toward him. Robert whispered to put some sass in my walk. I pulled my shoulders back so my big tits were pointing our way ahead while I shifted with steps slightly crossing with each step causing my hips to sway even more. A little breeze caught the skirt and teased it with only a wishful lift that didn't quite happen. James took my left hand as Robert stepped ahead of us by a step allowing Mr. W to move in to take my right hand.
I was wondering what would happen as people in the line were also watching our little scene play out with a slutty white woman, two big blacks and an older white guy. To my utter surprise, the bouncer cleared the way to the door for us led by Robert.
Inside, the club was a wild scene of darkness, lights, strobe lights, loud DJ music, dancing, and outrageously sexy people. Suddenly, my outfit was home and I relaxed just a bit as I quickly found other women with skin showing and panties flashing. Of course, I reminded myself, if I flashed anything, it wouldn't be panties.
Miraculously, we found a table for four just as a group was leaving. If anyone else was watching for a table, Robert and James' presence would have dissuaded them for challenging for it. Mr. W went off to the bar for drinks and came back carrying them, sat down and was beaming. He yelled over the noise, "I like this place! Two women flirted with me in that short distance."
I turned to look intensely in the direction he had just come from, "Point them out and I'll claw their eyes out!" It got quiet, then I smiled and they laughed. It was funny now, but... god help any of these hussies if they tried something with any of my guys.
We did a bit of dancing. Robert and James each took me out for some fast numbers during which I knew the skirt had been at my waist several times, not to mention that I worried about my tits bouncing right out of the small top. Robert managed to swing me, then spin me. As I collapsed into him after, I found a whole group of people standing around us watching. I blushed profusely, not that anyone could tell in the light of the place.
Eventually, we needed another round. The guys all agreed that I should do it. Robert handed me a $50 bill and sent me on my way. After only 10 feet from the table I was engulfed in the sea of people and the groping started almost immediately. A couple of times I looked behind me to find a half dozen guys watching me and it could have been any of them or none of them. So, I did the only thing I could... I smiled. Carrying the four drinks back to the table was more interesting. My hands were now full and the feels, especially to my ass, became more frequent. Suddenly, a very attractive and sexy younger woman appeared in my way, staring right into my eyes. She closed the gap between us and leaned in to speak so not everyone around us would hear.
"You are one of the sexiest women here. Not many could pull off that outfit so confidently (Oh, if she only knew...). No panties... I watched you dancing... I envy you." I was stunned. She was young, sexy, and very attractive. She was dressed slutty and getting her own looks. Being a little older than her, I took that as a compliment. "Also, I envy you for your companions. Three guys... wow! You have to be good!" Did she just call me a slut? Oh, yeah, right... Did she just call me a whore? But whatever she might have been thinking about me, she reached up between my full hands and untied the knot holding my little blouse together. She opened it far enough that my tits were exposed, leaned in, gave me a kiss and added in parting, "Enjoy getting back to your table."
I was completely defenseless. I craned my head but still wasn't close enough to see our table. I took a deep breath and plowed ahead. And, I didn't have enough luck... or I did... I guess what I was wanting to happen. Within two steps my additional exposure was evident and the word seemed to spread ahead of me. Now it seemed, my tit exposure signaled males and females alike to feel me up. Hands and fingers were everywhere on my body: under my skirt, my tits, nipples and cunt. At one point, people blocked my way completely and my body was assaulted, nipples pinched, my ass spanked, even a finger into my cunt. By the time they parted for me, I was panting and dripping down the insides of my thighs.
When I spotted the table, I rushed forward, which made it more difficult for the fondling to continue. I tried placing the drinks on the table gently, but they hit down hard instead so I could place my palms on the table, my head hanging, my breathing gasping... as a small orgasm flowed through me.
On the way home, Mr. W had reopened my top to play with my tits and especially the nipples. The skirt presented no obstruction to his hand and my open legs welcomed his probing of my cunt. He brought me to an orgasm by stroking my clit and sucking a nipple. He held me tenderly as I shivered through the orgasm. His comments to James, who was driving, were almost lost to me as I concentrated on the waves of pleasure encompassing my body.
"We'll take a different route back. Take the next right and in two miles you should see an old, abandoned gas station at a four-way stop intersection. Pull into that station."
But my mind did take in enough of his comments for me to raise my head to look at him to inquire why. He hugged me back against him, stroking my hair, "I enjoyed last night's adventure enough to share it with the guys." I sighed not sure which adventure from last night he was referring to. Then, my mind cleared some and it occurred to me that I have been exposed much of that night and I remembered what happened in the parking lot after. Oh God... oh, yes. My hand went to his crotch as we found each other's mouths in a passionate French kiss.
We were still locked together when the car slowed, made a right turn, then almost immediately a left turn, and rolled for a minute before coming to a stop. Mr. W broke the kiss and said, "Turn off the car, James." He turned to me with a quick kiss, "It's time, my little slut..." With that he opened his door, stepped out and reached inside to assist me. Robert and James exited their doors, still a little confused but patient to follow their boss' lead. Upon exiting the car, Mr. W slipped my top off completely and tossed it into the back seat. He then fumbled for the clasp and short zipper, letting the tiny skirt fall to my feet. I stepped out of it, bent over to pick it up and tossed it into the back with my top.
The guys have this figured out and I am surrounded. I hear belts opening and zippers pushed down. I glance past them to see the intersection of two county roads directly in front of me with street lights on opposing corners, one nearest to us. I then wonder how many cars might travel past here at this time of night heading for one housing development or another.
I squatted in front of Robert in only heels and stockings, James and Mr. W moving in close on either side of him. There was no way I was going to kneel in the gravel of the broken-up parking area of this old gas station. By moving from one to the other, it didn't take long before I had all three cocks standing hard. Mr. W helped me up from my squat, my knees and thighs feeling the strain of being in the prolonged squat. He guided me to the front hood of the car, bent me over, my legs spreading for him, and easily and smoothly penetrated my drooling cunt. My tits were mashed into the still warm metal of the car but my body was more heated as he drove his big cock into me with strength and purpose. His hand and fingers snake around my hip to rub my clit. Since my nipples and clit had been treated to increase sensitivity, all the guys made regular use of them in our fucking to give me amazing orgasms... not that their cocks alone wouldn't have done wonderful jobs by themselves.
I cried out as my orgasm crashed through me. The night was so quiet in this abandoned setting it seemed as though my cries might be heard miles away. None of us were much caring, though, and the vocal part of our fucking made the outdoor scene seem more exhibitionistic.
As Mr. W pulled out of me, I sagged against the hood, but was quickly secured by James who turned me around and lifted me onto the hood. He stepped between my legs, aligned his cock to my open hole, and drove his massive tool halfway into me. He then gripped my butt-cheeks in his hands and pulled me off the car entirely and gravity inserted the rest of his cock until my clit was pressed into his pelvic bone. The combination of full penetration and clitoral impact made me gasp, moan, and cry out from the intense jolt sent through me. At first, I wasn't aware of what he was doing except for bouncing me up and down as he moved. But, after several minutes of my face pressed into his shoulder, I opened my eyes to see over his shoulder to find Mr. W and Robert 10 to 15 yards away. Only then did I raise my head to find James had carried me onto the road, bouncing me the entire time. If a car had come by before with us naked by the car, it would have been embarrassing but we might have had the chance to move around the car. Now... in the middle of the road... an orgasm swept over me, my cunt spasming around the massive cock buried deep in my body. James stopped moving, seeming to freeze where we were, then I felt his cock spasm, jerk, and the first spurts of his cum flood my cunt. He held me tight in his arms as we both rode our own orgasms. Standing in the middle of the road fully joined by cock and cunt, the only thing we were aware of was the climactic arousal we were sharing.
Minutes later we became aware of our position in the world. I put my hands on each side of his face and kissed him deeply. Then we laughed as he carried me casually back to the car as if daring anyone to drive by.
Robert wasn't going to be outdone by his friend. He came up to us, asked James to lift me higher, then Robert inserted his 13 inches into my cunt as James' slipped out. Robert fucked me several times, then pulled out and pressed his cock to my asshole. I gasped at the realization, then cried out as my sphincter gave up and opened for his invader. With a half dozen bounces, I was fully taken by his cock. Robert grabbed me under the knees and James carefully released his hold on me. God! What a sight it had to be, my back to Robert with his cock fully embedded in my ass, the front of my body and spread cunt openly displayed. Robert walked me to Mr. W who eagerly began playing with my open cunt and clit. James moved in to join in the fun by sucking my nipples, all the while Robert bounced me on his cock. I exploded into another orgasm, but Robert wasn't nearly ready.
My body was on fire with the cock still thrusting into my asshole, though the fingers and lips had disappeared. Opening my eyes, I gasped and protested. Not only on the road, but in the middle of the intersection, the two streetlights shining on our naked fucking bodies. He turned us in a slow rotation to face down each of the intersecting roads. In all directions, it was pitch black. I sighed... disappointment? Did I perversely want to be seen?



Robert seemed to sense it in me, "Disappointed there are no lights anywhere out there? Disappointed your naked, obscenely displayed body won't be seen? Imagining a mature couple in the car stopped at the stop sign while your ass is fucked?"
I wasn't sure I was really wanting that, but the imagery was apparently all either of us needed as I felt his cock twitch inside my tight sleeve and my fingers somehow found themselves inserted in my cunt, my thumb rubbing my clit. He raised me up until all I could feel inside me was the head of his cock. Then he dropped me, catching me at the bottom of the drop, but the impact sent us both into orgasm on top of each other. I could feel even his body shaking but his strength and body control has always been amazing to me. He slowly lowered himself to the road surface and dropped onto his butt, this additional impact drove his cock back deep into me and spiked my orgasm further.
It was minutes when my eyes fluttered open to find Mr. W and James, both still naked, standing over us. Mr. W put out his hands to me to pull me up telling us there were headlights coming our way. Roberts cock pulled out of my ass and audibly slapped onto his abdomen. James helped Robert up and we all stumbled back to the car laughing like kids.
We didn't make it back to the car to hide. The car stopped at the sign, stayed in place for a moment too long for a routine stop, then eased in our direction and the brights were turned on fully illuminating us. Rather than trying to hide at this point, we stopped and waved, though Mr. W did duck behind James.
It didn't turn out to be a mature couple, after all. The windows of the car went down and three teenage boys leaned out whooping and whistling.
Mr. W sobered up to the situation faster than the rest of us, "Thank goodness it wasn't the Sheriff."
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CHAPTER 12: BDSM ORDEAL -- PART A
We had been driving for about half an hour, ending at an over-the-top mansion within an exclusive gated community to the North of the city. We made good time by avoiding the city on county and state roads. As Mr. W opened my door to assist me from the car, the cape I wore opened up to the single clasp at my neck. The cape and my high heels were the only items I wore. Mr. W looked at me as I took his hand, my body completely on display to him. This in itself would not be new to us, he is very familiar with my body and I am very comfortable giving it to him ... completely and without reservation. What is different, however, is that he is delivering me to this home, and the couple inside, for the weekend. And ... my only possessions for the weekend are what I currently am wearing.
All this started earlier in the week when Mr. W and I met with the Board of Directors to discuss the various products I had developed secretly at my lab on the estate. Normally, the Board rarely gets even marginally involved with the specifics of our products. They are concerned with profitability, reaction from the shareholders, market analysts, and future growth potential for the company. In many ways, these new products touched on several of those areas of interest. The sexual nature of the new products I've developed are well outside the company's previous scope and markets. That was what drove Mr. W's interest in gaining the Board's consent and acceptance.
I presented the various new products with detailed review of problems they solved or remedied or the physical enhancements possible. The information was very specific and graphic. Mr. W wanted nothing held back. My presentation included definition of each issue, the development process, testing, and the effectiveness of each product. I included recipient testimonials and before/after photographic evidence. The Board was not privy to who the recipients were while being established as confidential, but included were pictures of Mr. W, Robert and James' enlargements, my tits, and my nipples and clitoral changes. It was quite weird to reference these while knowing who they belonged to.
I was completely professional in my presentation and appearance, wearing a smart, conservative business suit. Mr. W has tried hard to keep separate my company/professional image and the life we are privately engaged in. That was about to be sacrificed, though it was not known to us at the time.
After my presentation, fielding numerous questions, some indicating possible individual interest, Mr. W presented his ideas for taking the products forward to market. His preference was directly to market using the strength of our company's position and recognition. Alternatively, we could partner with another company, but that would cost valuable profit potential.
He approached me the following day and I could see something wasn't right. We sat for coffee in the kitchen. I was wearing a sheer baby-doll with the mandatory heels on my feet. As I returned to the table with refills, he commented that it somehow doesn't feel right to discuss this with me dressed like that. We sat at our customary locations so I could easily reach across the corner to put my hand over his to reassure him that viewing my body didn't preclude us having a serious discussion.
He went on to explain his concern following the Board meeting. There may be some of the Board reluctant to take the company down the path he suggested for these products. Their concern was over a potential that these products could negatively affect the perception of the company across other products. He made an informal survey of the eight members and found the predictable five who would follow his lead on most anything. Of the other three, there was one member who seemed to already hold sway over the other two. Mr. W has the votes to proceed but wants a unanimous approval.
The potential problem would come from Mr. Harrison, a member of the Board for many years and has gained some strength there among a few members. He has learned, from information he has obtained confidentially, that Harrison and his wife practice BDSM within a very confidential group of couples. Their enjoyment is similar to swinging with soft BDSM practices mixing in as the primary 'slave' subjects being their wives.
He told me he didn't want this discussion to be taken by me as something I felt I had to do because of my role with him. He said their practices involve some pain by whipping, caning, wax, clamps, bondage and such, but not to the point of marking, breaking skin, or lasting bruising. He reminded me their wives are their normal subjects and they are not particularly submissive women. Some events have a swap where the wife is 'used' by another man; other events might have a single wife subjected to the use by the rest of the group with the other women using humiliation, cunt sucking, slapping, and use of dildos. Every now and then, a different woman is brought in for their play. The woman has always been a prostitute but that seems to take the fun out of it for them.
I asked how he knew so much about a private and confidential group and he confided that one of the other couples owed him for help he gave in some refinancing. It got him a lot of information.
I queried how this involved me, though I had begun to suspect. Though he hadn't wanted my role at the estate to affect my feelings, his eyes did wander over my body, some of which was seen through sheer cloth, but most naked. The baby-doll, held by a single tie below the tits, gaped at the bottom as I sat, my thighs slightly parted. My tits and nipples were visible under the material, my cunt clearly exposed. He smiled after moments of gazing.
He told me Harrison got to where he is by being wise about people and having his own information. Suffice it to say he guessed about me. He wasn't sure, but he did guess that some of those pictures were of me. It may have been reinforced by a comment from Marjorie about my appearance in the office that day. At any rate, Harrison proposed a way to get a unanimous approval from the Board. Mr. W confided to me that he misplayed the situation. He was upset that someone on his own Board would play a power struggle move and not over what was really better for the company but just for the game. And that's what Harrison was doing. He didn't even deny it. So, Mr. W had played the card ... hinted at what he knew. Harrison didn't even flinch. He almost seemed ready for it as if he expected it to come into play at some point. Maybe he even knew about the other couple's indebtedness to Mr. W. Regardless, Harrison calmly reinforced that leaking a scandal around him would be a scandal for the company.
Harrison even seemed to have planned for an eventuality his stay on the Board could come to an end. He had accomplished enough. Harrison was guessing, but questioned that I wasn't the Dr. Trent they all knew from before. There was something different about the way I looked at the men, how I stood with a new confidence that defied the business suit I wore. He insinuated about rumors about why I was never seen around the company, about being seen in revealing clothing ... he might have been guessing but he was guessing very close to reality.
I had ignored his desire to keep our physical relationship apart from the discussion and sat across his lap, one of his arms moved instinctively around my shoulders and the other inside the gaping baby-doll on my bare outside hip. He stroked up my side, back over my hip and down my thigh. He looked into my eyes and revealed Harrison's proposed for getting the votes, if I spent a weekend with him and his wife at their home. BDSM play.
I turned his face to mine and kissing him on the lips. It wasn't a deeply passionate kiss. Not that kind, at all. It was to convey understanding, comfort, and support. When I pulled my lips away from him, "Do it, sir." He started to protest, but I shook my head. "I trust you to negotiate safe parameters for the weekend to ensure I won't be harmed significantly. I have never been exposed to BDSM and I know there is some pain involved, that humiliation and the ability to inflict some pain is part of the excitement for them. I trust you, sir. As long as they agree to limitations for the weekend, we should do it." He questioned the 'we' part, but I just smiled and put my head on his shoulder. His hand went to my tit, not to influence me, but because it was a natural thing to have happen. If I am near any of them, they fondled me. It was what I gave them. I was theirs to be used and even if he didn't want this discussion to be clouded by that thinking, I no longer desired to separate myself from it.
I had reassured him by saying, "We have invested too much not to try to see it through. Besides, you promised me new experiences to challenge me." He looked at me and I nodded.
Which is how I ended up standing in front of Mr. Harrison's residence late Friday afternoon covered only by a bright red cape Harrison had sent for my use. It would be the only covering available to me and not often that. Mr. W had negotiated limits to the experience for how I would be used as their 'BDSM slave' for the weekend. In return, Harrison would swing the votes to Mr. W AND Harrison would 'resign' from the Board. As he watched me and we both hesitated, I sensed he was giving me a last opportunity to refuse. I turned to kiss and reassure him that it would be fine. I feel the cape gap open from a breeze and the evening air on my naked body. A chill goes through me. I have given my three men the ability to decide what they do with me but that wasis based on a mutual trust and bond, even if quickly developed. This was different, I don't know these people but it was still the smart move to help the company, but mostly to help Mr. W. I turned and walked to the front door, my heels clicking on the pavers leading to it.
Before I can rap on the massive front door, it opens to Mr. and Mrs. Harrison. Mr. looks past me and nods to their understanding. I hear nothing behind me and it isn't until the front door has closed that I hear Mr. W's car door slam shut and the engine start up. So, it begins.
Mr. and Mrs. stand before me ... or I before them. I can see the anxiousness in them. Mrs. indicates she will take the cape, which I unfasten at my neck and swing around my body. She then indicates my heels, which she crouches to pick up. They are both placed inside the entryway coat closet.
He then speaks, "For the weekend, you will address me as either 'sir' or 'master' and my wife as 'ma'am' or 'mistress'." I give him my choice quickly by responding with a 'yes, sir'. He smiles but if I don't address Mr. W with 'master', I definitely won't to him.
Then he continues, "I have agreed to Stanley's terms for your time with us. You do not need to concern yourself in that regard. You will be naked for the entire weekend unless one of us indicates differently, which I doubt. You will serve us and do as you are instructed without hesitation. We understand you are not familiar with the practices of BDSM, but you are an intelligent woman and should understand the basic tenant: do as you are told and please the males and females you come into contact with."
His wife stepped up to me, her hands on my tits and fingers on my nipples. She pinched a nipple causing me to gasp. "Oooooo ... how lovely. She has sensitive nipples, dear husband. I wonder about down here ..." Her fingers trailed down my front to my mound. I parted my legs in a natural response and her fingers found my cunt lips with one finger parting the lips and sinking into my hole. "As you suspected, she is a slut. Already she is wet. Even with the uncertainty of the weekend her body can't control itself."
He laughed, moved his fingers between my legs pushing his wife's away in the process. He pushed two fingers into my cunt, his thumb scraping over my clit causing me to gasp, again. He smiled, "Her clit, too. Don't you love these big tits? Slut, you don't know how long I have wanted to feel them in my hands."
His wife leaned into my ear and whispered, "How much fun we will have with those sensitive nipples and clit button."
They teased me more in this way, trying to put me on edge regarding what might be coming this weekend. As soon as the taunting started in the foyer, I resolved to be the best submissive slave they could want this weekend. My entire focus and motivation were Mr. W and at that moment whatever question or doubt might have remained within was gone. My mind, heart, and soul saw my resolve with crystal clarity: I would do ANYTHING for Mr. W. And, I would prove it this weekend even if they went outside the agreement. I would give Harrison no cause to go against his agreement with Mr. W.
It was nearly dinner time. As they got comfortable in their sitting room, I served them drinks, then was ordered to go to the kitchen to assist the caterer in the final preparations for dinner, which I would be serving. They made it clear I was not their guest who would be dining with them but someone who would serve the meal.
I walked tentatively into the kitchen to find two men dishing food onto serving dishes and bowls. When they saw me enter naked, all activity stopped. To break the awkward moment, I told them I was told to assist them in any way they needed. Although they continued to take looks at my body, they moved back into what they had been doing. I was told to take the dishes, silver, etc. and set the table in the dining room. There were settings for two. I was uncertain about where the setting should be placed for two and the men didn't know, either. I returned to the sitting room, excused the intrusion and asked my question. Harrison called me over to them. They were sitting near each other and I stood between them. He slipped a finger back into my cunt as she resumed pinching my nipple. He raised the finger to me, I bent over to take it in my mouth, as she slapped my hanging tit closest to her. I flinched but continued to suck the finger. I heard them chuckling as I returned to the dining room.
The men were ready with the food so I carried each of the serving plates and bowls into the dining room, poured the wine previously selected, and called Mr. and Mrs. Harrison to dinner. Sitting at each end of the table, I carried plates and bowls from one end to the other, each time being felt, pinched, probed, or slapped.
After they indicated they were through with the main course, I cleared their settings and the serving dishes. When I returned to them, I asked if they would like dessert now. Mr. Harrison indicated for me to come to him. He pulled something from his coat pocket that I couldn't make out until I was standing beside his chair. They were small alligator clips and ball-weights. He reached up, pulled on a nipple to make it extra-long, then squeezed the clip open. I squeezed my eyes shut, not wanting to watch it happen. I felt the tiny, sharp teeth of the clip bite into the normally very sensitive nub and quietly gasped. He did the same thing to the other one, then flicked the small weights hanging from them and I felt what it was going to be like. Any movement, step, bend, or turn would cause the small weights to bounce or swing and the teeth to bite in more.
I winced with each step as I went to serve the desserts. The men in the kitchen were cleaning up in preparation to leaving soon now that the meal had been essentially completed. They had much of it already covered in storage containers and put away in the refrigerator. When they saw me with the clips, devilish smiles appeared on their faces. Up to this point they seemed content to just stare at my exposure but this new development seemed to embolden them. As I assembled the dessert dishes and new silverware, two sets of hands began stroking my body over my ass, back, and tits causing the clips to sting more.
Back in the dining room, Mr. Harrison slipped his hand between my legs and a finger into my cunt as I stood beside him after serving him. "Are the caterers about finished?"
I gasped at the touch and nodded. It seemed strange to me that my nipples could be in pain and the invasion of my cunt could produce such a reaction. Maybe this was little different than the pleasure I enjoy from my nipples and clit being rubbed, pinched and twisted during foreplay and fucking.
I noticed him look at his wife and heard her, "Before they leave, slut, be sure to give them an appropriate thanks for an excellent meal." I looked at her confused as her husband continued to saw his fingers, now two, into my dripping cunt with the small weights swinging from my nipples. "Don't be dense, cunt. Use that cunt to express our gratitude."
The men in the kitchen were waiting at the cleared off island in case anything else might be required by the couple. I walked up to them and dropped to my knees in front of them. "Sir and Ma'am wish to express their gratitude for a wonderful meal." With that I reached up to unfasten one belt and zipper, then the other. After lowering both pants and underwear, after meeting no resistance, I engulfed one hardening cock while taking hold of the other. I sucked each cock back and forth while they bent over to take pleasure in bouncing my tits to make the balls to bounce and the clips dig in. Once their cocks were hard, I pulled back and looked up at them, "I am being made available to you in thanks. Would you like to cum in my mouth or my body?"
They pulled me up jointly and pressed my front into the island, bent over, legs spread, and tits pressed into the hardwood surface jamming the clips harder. I was fucked unceremoniously and quickly, as if they weren't totally convinced of the appropriateness of this happening and wanting to get their release before it was stopped. It wasn't stopped, of course, though I did spot Mr. and Mrs. standing in the entry to the kitchen watching as my face was pressed in that direction. Even though they didn't seem to have any consideration of my orgasm or pleasure, I managed to assist an orgasm with each man using my sensitive clit.
In the sitting room, I was again serving them, waiting on their needs. I had just served an after-dinner drink and resumed my position in front of them, hands behind my back and legs spread shoulder width. Mr. Harrison pointed at a small item on the side table, which I hadn't noticed. It was another clip and small ball.
"You need to be punished, slut," said the Mrs. What did I do? I tried to do everything they instructed without hesitation, even giving my body to the caterers as a 'thank you' from them. I handed her the clip and her fingers went between my legs, took my clit between thumb and forefinger and pulled it harshly. While concentrating on the handling of my clit a foreboding spread through me. These people were going to find, or invent, any reason they needed to inflict some sort of punishment on my body. My easily engorged clit was now a small penis in her fingers. She looked up at me with a terrible glee in her expression, then she intently opened the clip and attached it to my very sensitive nub. This was worse than pinching during foreplay and fucking. The tiny teeth dug in and were unrelenting. As she released the ball to swing between my legs, the clip seemed to dig in more.
"You are nothing but cunt, asshole, mouth, and body parts as a plaything for others. Your pleasure is nothing. You are only for others to fuck, use, and abuse as they desire. Do you know why you are being punished?"
I struggled to make sense of this. People get off on this? They like abusing, humiliating and being abused and humiliated? I have experienced some pain and humiliation in being publicly exposed with the guys, but it has been knowing they care for me and done in a way that extended our mutual pleasure. This was different, very different. I would get past it for Mr. W, but ... Then, I knew what it was, "I am sorry, ma'am. When I stroked my clit for my pleasure, I did not know it was not allowed. It won't happen, again."



I winced as she slapped her hand up into my cunt causing the ball and clip to bounce and jam into my sensitive flesh. "Tell me what you are so I know if you have learned."
I searched my mind through the pain from my three nubs for her words earlier. "I am a cunt, ma'am." She nodded and smiled at her husband. Not at all familiar with the activities of those in the BDSM community, their action seemed to be a bit more personal with me, but at the same time not me but Mr. W. I was sure this man would not be missed on the company's Board.
After standing and waiting before them for about a half hour, trying very hard not to move and cause the clips to react, I was directed to a drawer in the side table. Inside was a very large, black dildo with a suction cup at the bottom. I was directed where to attach the dildo on the coffee table in front of them. I looked down at it, then at them. I was directed to lower myself onto it and fuck myself before them. They had that same look of glee as they anticipated the abuse of my cunt on this toy. I gave them the satisfaction they desired as I opened my cunt lips and lowered my soaked cunt over it. Inwardly, though, I resisted the urge to show them how wrong they were. The toy was probably 10 inches and proportionally wide, which made it similar to Mr. W and very enjoyable. But it was nothing like the 13 inches and proportionally wider I regularly have spread me by the guys.
I have the sense that this is not being done for my pleasure, but I also have figured out that the bouncing and thrusting can bring me to orgasm, but I don't know if that is appropriate. They are sometimes not even paying attention as I move up and down on the toy in front of them. I search their faces to gain some indication of intention. He notices and correctly interprets.
"Are you getting pleasure from this, cunt?" I figure it is best to be honest and not get trapped in playing games with them. I nod. That seems to frustrate them as she grabs the toy and yanks it out of my cunt. I was surprised they hadn't noticed before that this toy wasn't uncomfortable to me. I guess it was an example of the power of expectation. They expected it to overly stretch me and didn't pay attention. As punishment for their frustration, I was told to turn around and bend over with my hands supporting me over the coffee table in front of them. They each began slapping an ass cheek. It quickly induced the pain they sought from me as I whimpered, gasped, and quietly sobbed. I was sure my cheeks had to be bright red by the time they stopped.
That night, they lay me on their bed between them as they took off the clips and tortured the painful nubs. It almost hurt more to take the clips off and have the blood surge back into them. Although my mind and senses did register pleasure during this torment, I became aware of my cunt being very wet when Harrison crawled between my legs and slammed his six inch cock into me as his wife continued twisting my nipples or nipping them with her teeth, sometimes biting hard enough to cause me concern she might bit through the nub.
The experience of his cock inside me was unsatisfying for me, though I now realized that wasn't at all the purpose of being fucked. This fuck was for his release and my humiliation at being used as just a hole. There was an element of satisfaction, though, while being used by him and abused by her. That satisfaction was in the realization that Mr. W was AGAIN right about my body and I resolved to focus harder on completing that project so I could be the best service to him possible. I smiled but worked hard to keep that smile inside me and not allow it to show on my face. This cock inside felt small after all the big cock I was used to entering me to seek and give pleasure. It wasn't small, though. It was close to average sized. We have discussed that I could be an effective sales tool for very specific and influential prospects for our new products. What I am doing here with the Harrisons is only further proof of that. I squeezed my cunt over the cock ramming inside me and I hear his reaction. I would just as soon have him complete his climax and get this over with. Thinking forward, though, a more responsive, pliable, and tighter cunt and asshole would be more pleasurable for other men with smaller cocks. I was happy being fucked by big cocks, but now I see his point. As I finished that thought and considered the status of the project, I was interrupted by him removing his cock. I had to work hard at not smiling, again, that I had spaced off his fucking of me.
That night I slept on the floor at the foot of their bed. It wasn't comfortable or warm and that seemed to make me more aware of the throbbing of my abused nubs, at least until sleep finally came. One and a half more days.
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CHAPTER 13: BDSM ORDEAL -- PART B
Saturday was much the same as the previous night. I remained completely naked, not even allowed to wear shoes of any kind while they were dressed nicely from rising and throughout the day except when their use of me required them to undress completely or modify their dress as when Mrs. Harrison might raise her dress and lower her panties for me to 'graze on her cunt', as she referred to it. I was fucked and had dildos used on me. I remained near them at all times to do their bidding and serve them in any way they desired. When they frolicked around the pool, I spread sunscreen on them and stood to the side. Thankfully, my many hours of being outside naked had turned my laboratory-white body bronze with no tan lines.
There were many times when I sensed they were frustrated by me. My being in the sun without sunscreen was one of those times. I gathered they anticipated my body becoming sensitive from the sun, which would further the pain that might be inflicted later. I just continued doing what I was told and not giving them overt reasons for inflicting punishment on me. As Mr. W had commented, these were people who played at BDSM and were not severe practitioners and that became evident by their frustrations.
Early afternoon I was taken into the basement to what they called their 'dungeon' room. It contained a number of devices, equipment, and items on the walls that could be used. I saw whips, floggers, and canes in one area. Dildos on long poles of various descriptions, many clips, clamps, chains and ropes of various diameters and coiled lengths. An 'X' frame stood on a platform and hooks and pulleys were attached into the ceiling. They only showed it to me but used none of it at that time. They taunted me that this room would be used later when some of their group arrived for a special party. Then, I was forced over a sawhorse that had the cross piece cut into a peak. They assured me I would get to know it better tonight, but at the moment it was merely used to press into my stomach as Harrison thrust his cock into me and his wife raised her leg for me to lick at her cunt. I didn't orgasm and now knew better than to try to assist it in any way. The fucking without satisfaction, the teasing touches, and mild abuse gave me frustrating arousal and I had no doubt but that was intentional.
Early evening after they had a light dinner of left-overs from the previous night, I was informed that three couples from their group would be arriving. Although the entire group had been invited, the spur-of-the-moment nature of the invitation limited the turnout. A black leather collar similar to a dog collar was fastened around my neck. Then they fastened matching cuffs to my wrists and ankles. Otherwise, I would remain naked, my hair pulled back into a ponytail to be out of the way. I would later discover it was handy for them to use to pull and hold me in position.
Prior to the guests arriving, I was given my instructions with only enough information to allow me to perform each task. I was assigned the task of welcoming each arrival at the door with my hands behind my back as they entered. They would be having drinks and general discussion before the evening activities at which I would serve them. I was warned to be available and accessible at all times to their guests. After drinks and the opening social period, they would move to the 'dungeon'. At that point, I was told I had only one responsibility: Do exactly as I was told when I was told.
I stationed myself at the door in anticipation of the guests' arrival. As each couple did, I opened the door with, "Welcome to the home of Mr. and Mrs. Harrison. I am here to serve you in any way you desire. Please do not hesitate to use me as you please." I then extended my hand towards the living room where they would find the hosts. Before they left me, though, they freely touched, pinched, groped, and probed my body as I stood with hands at my back and legs spread shoulder width.
The couples all arrived in a short time span and I followed the last couple into the living room to make and serve drinks. As I moved from couple to couple taking drink requests and serving them, the groping and probing continued. I was told to stand still while a guest groped me, but that predictably led to punishments for being delayed in getting drinks to all the guests. My tits and ass would be slapped or I would be directed to spread my legs further and my cunt would be slapped. My sole experience so far indicated that the primary practice of BDSM seemed to be to inflict pain and humiliation on the subject.
Mrs. Harrison made it a point to announce to the group that I had especially sensitive nipples and clit, not that she knew why they were that way or why they seemed unusually engorged. After that, the guests made a special effort to take a turn at testing those nubs. Many times, as one was testing those someone else would bide their time by fondling my tits or ass or probing into my cunt or even asshole, then putting their finger up to my mouth to be cleaned. Though the individual action could bring arousal, the aggressive and rude approach to it tempered the ability to achieve any appreciable sustained arousal. My body reacted with increased erection in the nipples, engorged clit, and leaking cunt, but I experienced little in the way of building arousal that might lead to an orgasm.
But, almost as if they were reading my mind or had personally experienced the same reaction, everyone but one couple stepped away to watch. This one couple tag-teamed the stimulation of my body. The wife used her mouth and fingers on my nipples and mouth while her husband drove two fingers into my cunt, curled them frequently to attack the g-spot with his thumb rubbing my clit. That was when I discovered there had been arousal rising within me but I couldn't track it to any achievable climax. With just the two of them in a concerted tandem effort, I was brought to a crashing orgasm that left my knees weak as I gasped and sobbed my release. I blushed at the intense exhibition as I saw all the other couples watching with leering expressions on their faces.
Mr. and Mrs. Harrison seemed to say unison, "See... didn't we say she was a responsive slut? It is time to have some serious fun with her."
My breath caught in my throat and my heart skipped a beat as I was blind folded and my hands fastened in front of me by attaching the two cuffs together. They moved me by two men taking hold of an arm on each side and I imagined being led out of the room for the stairs to the basement. Once down the stairs, I heard the rustling of clothes and guessed the others had stripped to join me naked. I heard something scraping on the floor. They took off my blindfold. The thing they had dragged into the room was a sawhorse. Like the ones that were used to block off traffic, only not quite as long and several feet lower. It was painted flat black and the top piece, instead of being flat, had been replaced with a shaped point at the peak that angled down to either side. It was the same one I had been bent over before. I could also see the others. They were not naked as I had presumed, but were clothed in a variety of strange and bizarre black items, many of leather. Corsets and series of straps entwining bodies. Most women had beasts and cunt exposed, most men had shorts of one kind or another with pouches over cocks. All the couples were in their 50's or 60's. Most of the men had large stomachs and most of the women had small to medium, sagging breast and extra pounds. All had bald genitals. I appreciated all the more how Mr. W has taken care of himself.
Clearly, I was to be the center of attention of the gathering as they all milled around me, continuing to grab, poke, probe, and fondle any part of me they could. That was abruptly stopped when I was lifted up, and placed on the sawhorse item as if I was on a saddle. Being on this horse at first was all right as long as I could put my feet on the floor. Of course, it was at the perfect height where I could bend my knees and even spread my legs wide apart, which was what they instructed. When I did, it opened my cunt to where the hard-peaked wood was cut into my cunt. Then they pulled my ankles up tied them behind me on the same cross piece. I was now straddling the narrow piece of peaked wood with my cunt holding most of my weight and my cunt lips splayed on either side the wood peak and pressure applied directly onto my clit. It only took a short time before it became sadistically uncomfortable, but at the same time the pressure on my clit was perversely stimulating. But, after sitting there for only a moment, any pleasurable agony was replaced by pure pain.
The longer I straddled the thing the more it was hurting. I was at such an angle that my clit was receiving a lot of my weight onto the sharp edge of the sawhorse. Then, when I tried to lean back to balance the pressure, it transferred to my hole and ass, but it eased the pressure on my clit.
While two women began attaching clamps to my nipples, one of the guys approached with a vibrator. It had a long wand with a curved tip on the bottom and about the size of a small inverted spoon. He firmly pressed it against my clit and mashed the tender nub against the sharp wood. I yelped at first, rocking back and forth moaning. I was in both pain and strange pleasure as it rattled and vibrated loudly and went from the soft part of my clit to the hard wood between my thighs. My clit being abused like this produced a most unusual guttural noise I couldn't place the source of before realizing it was me.
The vibrator had its effect and combined with the clamps on my nipples, diverted attention from the painful edge of the sawhorse. I could lean back a bit, taking more of the weight on the crack of my ass, the weight of my hundred and ten pound frame pushing down on the tailbone over a narrow sharp piece of wood is going to hurt but there seemed little choice but to alternate the pain.
I was rocking very slowly, back and forth, gasping, moaning, and trying to shift my weight to ease the pain from one location to another. But after a while, easing the pain on one part only increased it on the other and it got worse and worse. Even while this was happening the flat wand had my clit trapped between it and the sharp wood. I could see the sadistic look in his eyes as the vibrator alternated in speed and pressure. He then forced it even harder against my clit as the clamps over my nipples were turned tighter.
This was making my breathing raspy and gasping and my heart pounding, the muscles in my pubic area contracted and nerve endings in my clit acted as though they were on fire or electrified, as if electric shocks were zapping me, and I was totally helpless to do anything about it. My head was then turned to one side by a man's hand and I found a hard cock directly in my face. He had to be standing on a stool but I wasn't allowed the time to look down. His cock jabbed at me and I instinctively opened my mouth wide and it was forced deep into my mouth to the entrance of my throat.
It was nearly too much to fathom, to comprehend, and to process. Painful stimulation was coming from so many locations of my body I didn't know which was which and which might have pleasure and which were only painful. Pain and pleasure became mixed, thrown into a basket that was my body and mixed up with a giant, high-speed mixer. This left me more glassy-eyed, dazed and lightheaded than I had ever been.
They alternated like this as my soft tender cunt sank deeper down over the sharp wood, and the flat little vibrator manned by the sadist continued to play over, on, and around my clit. Their hands occasionally rubbed and squeezed my tits, severely twisting the clamps constricted on my nipples, then added flogging on my ass, stomach, and tits. They said nasty things to me, "Suck my cock, bitch," and "You love a cock in your mouth, don't you sweetheart!!" "You are nothing but a little whore." All as I was savagely face fucked and slapped.
When the orgasm swept through me, it came as a complete surprise. I felt the surge of pleasurable tension and incredible energy as my inner thighs and pubic muscles tightened despite the painful abuse on the sawhorse. My insides squirmed and twisted, as a hot rush from this orgasm racked my tortured body. I gurgled and gasped with the cock in my mouth. The pain was awful by then, but it somehow was momentarily masked by the orgasm screaming along my nervous system.
It left me lifeless, drifting, dazed, as the last guy pulled his cock out of my lips and he let loose a shower of hot cum directly in my face that dripped to my bare tits vulgarly heaving as I gasped for breath. It was only then that I realized it hadn't been one cock in moments of face fucking but all the men alternating to my mouth. It wasn't one climax of cum on my face and tits but that of four men. I was completely wasted. They had made me a limp fuck doll to also abuse. They milled around organizing themselves as my body sagged on the sawhorse, my hands in front of me for stability but my feet still tied behind me. It was minutes before someone decided to release my feet and lift me from that torturous seat.
Once released, my legs slowly straightened out to where my feet were again touching the floor but my legs could barely support me. I was carried to a flat table and my arms were stretched past my head and feet were spread wide and fastened. The vibrator was given to one of the others and told to keep working on my clit as a large dildo was brought to my abused cunt. Just when I thought I could stand it no more they would stop with the vibrator and the incredible pleasure of the dildo would return only to be interrupted by the vibrator, again. Over and over they alternated. The clamps on my nipples were removed and the blood rushing back to my poor nubs produced about as much pain as the clamps. To replace torment of the clamps, though, the flogging of my tits and stomach resumed.
I screamed and screamed as the sharp little alligator clips now bit tightly into my nipples followed by someone pulling on them hard as if to ensure that they were indeed securely tight. When I enhanced the sensitivity of my nipples, I never imagined they might be pulled and abused this way. I could barely watch them being stretched by those nasty biting clips.
I couldn't image these soft, mature women enduring this treatment. Mr. W had been assured I would not experience anything the wives didn't experience in their 'BDSM play acting'. But how could we know? I gazed into the eyes of some of the women when I could focus my attention and I saw in them something that wasn't quite right about this. But I also saw the edge of frenzy when the crowd action takes over the individual.
I must have passed out because when I came to, I was still on the table but my hands and ankles were not bound. My nipples still had the clips attached to them, though they seemed to have gone numb from the steady abuse. When they discovered me awake, I was pulled off the table and moved to what seemed like a half barrel on legs. I was positioned in front of it and by the looks of the naked cocks around me I knew I was about to be fucked. But then I saw the women coming toward me, all with strap-on cocks. It amused me, privately, that the strap-on cocks were bigger than their men's. One of the men approached me moving something in his hands. He turned me to face him and I saw weights like the ones attached to me last night only these were much larger. As he attached them, the teeth of the clip dug into the nipple flesh more savagely than ever and the once numb nipples suddenly burned with searing pain.
They then turned me violently to swing the weights, then moved me to the apparatus. Each step was a burning flash of agony through my nipples that coursed through my tits and body. I was pressed over the barrel and once again fasten arms and ankles so it was impossible to move. The first man approach from behind and slammed his cock into my cunt hole without consideration or preparation. He slammed to his full depth and ravaged me for his pleasure. Each savage thrust jolted my tits and the weights attached to alligator clips. The cock in my cunt wasn't intended to provide me pleasure but the searing effect from my nipples made sure I wouldn't find any pleasure in the fucking. One after the other, man -- woman -- man, etc. Eight cocks fucked into me and four dumped cum into my cunt.
I had no idea what time it might be. It seemed like only an hour but also seemed like days. I supposed it was purposeful that no clock was visible in this room. Regardless of the actual time, I could see these people weren't nearly ready to give up.
I was lying on a mattress on the floor. I had been unceremoniously dropped there after being released from the bindings of that barrel thing. The group was off to the side arguing about something. I overheard something about 'tit hanging'. Mr. Harrison and another man had seen some video of women hung from their tits. Harrison was explaining it to the group: wrap rope tightly around the base of each tit, then through a pulley pull her up into the air. Everyone else seemed to be against it. They had never tried anything like it before. So, they had been willing to go beyond the agreed limitations...
Harrison gave up on that idea, but turn to two other men, "Could you get the other items?" Several of the women stepped back as it was discussed and the two men opened containers I hadn't paid attention to before. One woman put her hands to her mouth and another began arguing with her husband. Then I heard comments that held my attention:
"Relax dear, they attach but can be peeled off. It will just sting her." This from a man to his wife trying to calm her as they looked into the smaller container.
At the other container, several women shrank back shaking their heads. Again, I heard a reassuring 'isn't poisonous' and 'any bite isn't bad'. One woman, showing that these women weren't as submissive as I originally surmised, confronted the group, "If anything like this is tried on me, you'll wake up with your dick cut off."
The smaller group seemed to have won and I was again hoisted up onto the table and strapped into place. A ball gag was placed in my mouth. I had already screamed at their treatment several times and I wondered why now they felt the need to muffle me. The smaller contain was brought over and placed on my stomach. Three men, including Harrison, reached in and pulled out four inch long leeches by their tails. My eyes bugged out and I did scream behind the ball. From swimming in ponds in the country as a kid I had to have much smaller ones removed by an adult many times and I just hated the idea of them. I watched in terror as two were dangled at my nipples. Just when I thought the two leeches were about to latch onto my tormented nipples, Mrs. Harrison pushed the men away.
"Enough!" she screamed. "Take those away! Look at her. This is too much."
Another woman stepped up, "I agree. Do what you want but not that."
My mind was by now numb. I attempted to detach myself from the current situation at least mentally by putting my mind on Mr. W and the guys. They gave me an escape, but it was only temporary. I had no idea what they might try next. The women had saved me for the moment but the rest of the group seemed very willing to go beyond the agreed limitations.
I was momentary raised and moved of trembling legs to be pressed up against the 'X' frame. Though I wasn't fastened to it, several of the men held me in place with arms and legs spread as the women returned to flogging my tits, stomach and cunt. Although the flogging was less impactful with each strike than the canes, the repeated strikes of the multiple strands of leather took their toll on the tender flesh of those regions.



I was back on the table and strapped down hands and legs, again. My entire body seemed to ache and I wondered what more they could want to do to me. They had already violated the agreement but I wasn't about to express anything verbally to them. I was determined not to give them the satisfaction. I would endure this for Mr. W so he could get the Board agreement he wanted to move forward. That was my focus. I knew if I focused on Mr. W, Robert, and James that I would get through this.
I turned my head at the sound of voices coming from the nearby table. Harrison was directing, again. When they parted and turned to me, I moaned and sagged against the restraints holding me defenseless. Several of them held vibrators and dildos of various sizes. Another held a flogger while another held a cane. I could see clips on small chains and more smaller vibrators. My eyes were wide in disbelief. How could they possibly need all that?
They surrounded my restrained and exposed body on the table. My arms stretched above my head and my legs spread wide. I was completely and hopelessly exposed and defenseless. All I could do was twist my body against the restraints but I knew that once the clips were pressed into my nipples and flesh that twisting and thrashing would only cause more pain.
My eyes rotated around the people surrounding me on the table. The looks in their eyes was nothing like what I was used to. The mob fever had taken over and I could see what they intended had nothing good for me.
Clips were again applied to my nipples with weights already attached. They dug into the sensitive nubs, the nubs I had intentionally made more sensitive, and I cried out at the renewed torment. Little did I know.
I raised my head to watch one of the women use a narrow clip with teeth go between my spread legs. She pulled the hood of my clit back and fastened the clip at the base of it. She quickly picked up a bullet vibrator and pressed down over the protruding clit. My hips rose sharply as the little vibrator stimulated my sensitive clit and impacted the clip at the same time. As my hips jerked, it caused the weightes on the nipple clamps to bounce which dug into my nipples more. In the next instant, small bullet vibrators were pressed over my nipples.
With eyes shut tight, I resisted the urge to thrash and jerk. With eyes shut, I didn't notice a vibrator at my cunt. I raised my head as the object pressed at my slit, moving up and down over it. It was a vibrator with a rabbit attachement. The vibrator was jammed into my cunt and thrust repeatedly and aggressively with the rabbit thrust onto my clit which was already being tormented by the clip and small vibrator.
That was when the flogging and caning began. They struck my belly and thighs and my tits. There must have been some signal or indication as the bullet vibrators left my nipples only a moment before the flog or cane struck my tits, often hitting the clips as well.
It seemed to be an impossibly long time but a strange thing began happening. My nipples and clit seemed to go numb to the clips and what I felt was the vibrators and the dildo thrust into my cunt. I gasped and cried out. My eyes opened in slits and I saw the devilish grins on the people as they tormented me. Surely, by their expression, they felt they were applying pure torment. And they were. At the same time, though, my body pushed past all that and the stimulation of nipples, clit, and cunt rose to the surface. I climaxed.
Another orgasm quickly built and exploded followed by another and another. I lost track of the orgasms, when one stopped and another began... if in fact one ever stopped as another shook me on top of the previous.
Then, there was nothing. The world went black.
When I regained some awareness, my breathing was still ragged and my heart rate elevated, which seemed to indicate to me that I hadn't been out for long. But my cunt was now empty and the abuse of it was evident. I was still restrained on the table. The people were milling around me. I detected a sense of arousal and excitement from some, disappoint from others, and anger from a few, particularly from Harrison. Clearly, my body had showed them I had experienced an extremely heightened erotic experience... what they wanted was for me to experience horror and fear.
What followed was a change within the group. My attention was diverted by the restraints being removed and my being placed on the floor on my hands and knees over a short, narrow bench where I was again secured with my knees spread and hips secured. The bench only supported my lower body requiring my arms to support my upper body giving me use of my arms and hands.
The clips were still biting into my nipples but the one at my clit was removed. Again, the release of the clip sent searing pain in with the blood surging back into the abused nub. I was routinely bumped and shifted and it seemed the primary reason was to keep the weights hanging from the nipple clips swinging.
Most of the people were behind me and I couldn't see what was happening. A couple women were kneeling alongside me to slap my hanging tits and flog my back. Then, I felt a small vibrator pressed against my clit and I cried out. The pressure and vibration on my abused clit shot searing pain through me but more was quickly added as larger vibrator was pressed into my cunt. It must have had a rabbit attachment that pressed additional vibrations onto my clit. I was gasping and panting to control all the sensations but it was becoming increasingly futile as the torment continued. Next I felt another vibrating dildo pressed at my cunt. Were they really intending to jam two inside?
The one was pressed down which must have presented some opening as the other dildo was shove violently into my cunt to join the first. Again, I cried out as the new dildo pressed the vibrator against the top of my cunt so that as the two were fucked into me it made impact with my g-spot, too. All of it caused me to jerk and twist and all that managed to do was swing the weights clipped to my raw nipples. My nipples, clit, flogging on my back, slapping on my tits, and dildos ramming into my cunt. Pain and arousal mixed.
I felt a cock at my asshole. Wait, I thought, what about lubrication? No, dry the cock pressed at my puckered tight opening made even tighter by the double dildos in my cunt.
"Take this, whore!" It was Harrison's voice.
I screamed as his cock rammed through my sphincter dry. I wanted him to cum quickly. I had the distinct impression that his was only the first anal fucking I was going to be getting. I squeezed my ass tight around his cock and my full cunt made it all tighter. Very soon, Harrison was grunting and cussing the tightness of my ass and he came.
He pulled out and shouted at the other men to fuck me, too. Harrison was angry, again,calling me names like 'cunt', 'whore', 'slut', and 'bitch'. I smiled inwardly at his frustration and my new ability to get revenge on him because all but 'whore' and 'bitch' were already true of me.
With one load of cum in my ass, the next two were less abusive. I heard the next gasp about the feeling of fucking my tight asshole while my cunt was vibrating against his cock. He, too, came quickly followed by the third. I was hopeful that it might be over but another dildo was jammed into my ass and I was fucked longer with it.
I knew I had frustrated them, at least Harrison. I knew his whole intention was to abuse me, to gain his sick pleasure at my revulsion, pain, and fear. But I had never yielded, never broken. I didn't know how long that abuse continued... somewhere along the way my fatigue and exhaustion caught up with me and I blacked out.
* * * *
With my cape hanging over my bruised, abused body and my heels in my hand, I staggered down the front steps with assistance from Harrison's wife. Harrison himself walked hesitantly a few steps behind. Robert and James rushed from Mr. W's side at seeing me having trouble walking. My cape opened more when Mrs. Harrison released me and stepped back, revealing the bruising and marks visible on my tits and stomach from the clamps, clips, canes and floggers. Robert grabbed me around the shoulders and pulled me against his body. I nearly collapsed when I felt the firm security of his body and arms.
James stepped past us and bellowed, "SIR?!"
Mr. W rushed in front of him, placing his hand gently, but firmly, on his massive chest. "No!" James protested, "We'll take HIS wife, then. We'll return the respect he showed Jo."
Mr. W removed his hand and patted his chest, "No, you wouldn't do that... well... maybe you would, come to think of it. But I don't think that is the response Jo would want."
James' gaze firmly fixed on Harrison, his face reflecting only malice and contempt, "Sir, right now I think I could be that kind of man."
From behind him and within the security of Robert's arms, I called out to him, "James, thank you, but Mr. W is right. You don't want to do that... not really." I laughed at a thought and that caused them all to look my way, even the Harrisons. Robert had picked me up and held me like I was a small hurting child. "If we took her to do what we would normally do...", I smiled at him and looked to her, "... she would find herself in an orgasmic, blissful world she wouldn't want to leave. That's the difference... you guys are caring, but you are so damn fucking sexually fulfilling. Besides, we got what we wanted." James' whole body relaxed and he slowly backed to Robert and me. As James enveloped me with Robert, two massive black men treating me like a fragile doll, I caught Mrs. Harrison looking at us with what seemed like envy.
Then she spoke as she took a couple steps toward me, "Are you saying you went through this just for Stanley? That was your only purpose?"
I chuckled, "Yes, that was my ONLY reason. You see, I'd do ANYTHING for him... and, I'd do anything for these two. I'm not sure you'd understand that, though. I can feel that kind of commitment to them because they give it to me." My smile disappeared, "Your husband's word was trusted by us. I feel sorry for you because I don't know how you can trust him." She dropped her eyes and I was helped into the back of the limousine. Mr. W had separated himself with Harrison and giving him some heated words we couldn't hear. Harrison looked beaten, crushed, and defeated. Mr. W wouldn't divulge what was said and we didn't push the issue. I could rely on the situation having been taken care of, though.
* * * *
Back home (what a wonderful feeling), Robert wanted to carry me again but I insisted on walking, even if I needed some assistance. They took me to my bedroom where I released the clasp of the cloak and let it drop to the floor. They collectively gasped with renewed anger at seeing the rest of my body. I pulled them all into a group hug, "I don't want to be put to bed." They collectively tried to argue. I persisted, "I need to feel you guys. I want to feel each of you inside me to remember my wonderful life here." I looked into their eyes, "I don't know if I will be able to enjoy each of you tonight but I want to. I need this... just", I smiled, "... be very gentle."
We all laughed as they took in the sorry condition of my body. They shook their heads in wonder at my expressed wish but relented. Not surprisingly, the guys yielded to Mr. W joining me in my bed, first. He undressed, with no embarrassment of doing so before the clothed men around us, and joined me in my bed. He kissed me, then lowered to take a nipple between his lips, which had always been a sure point of pleasure for me, but I flinched and he pulled away. He moved down my body, intent on preparing me with foreplay after the weekend of just being used, saw my red and swollen clit, hesitating, then smiled, "How can you be so wet?"
I smiled at him and the others, "Because I am back with my wonderful sirs."
Mr. W and I orgasmed together and that must have been all my body required to give up because I quickly fell asleep before either of the other two could join me. It would be days before I was able to properly service them as a group and I was desperate for it to happen, because then I, and they, would know our world was right, again.
* * * *
Days after my return to the house, a story appeared in a local gossip publication regarding the perversions of the rich in the city. Harrison was prominently named which fueled coverage by the more respected TV news and press as they speculated on that story and Harrison's sudden resignation from the Board of Directors at Washburn Pharmaceuticals, Inc. The stories all commented that Washburn Pharmaceuticals refused comment. The matter was not discussed within the house, but I was curious if Mr. W might have somehow been involved.
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CHAPTER 14: CONTENT
I was lying on Robert after a fuck that felt comfortable and pain-free. Ever since I returned from that weekend, I had an overwhelming need to have them back inside me but I did so one at a time. Each time the pain, especially my nipples, clit, and cunt opening, became less. This time it was gone. It almost didn't really sink into me, I had just enjoyed it so much and the orgasms he gave me weren't diminished by residual pain.
I ended up on top of him, having ridden him cowgirl facing him when my second and his first orgasm overtook us. I collapsed onto his broad chest, his heavy breathing causing me to rise and lower with his chest and stomach. It was tremendously erotic to me that my 110 pound, 5' 4" frame was next to nothing compared to these two ex-football players. I loved the way they could manhandle me to get me into any position they might desire. I loved that I could collapse on them and that my body completely relaxed caused them no discomfort. And, I loved that they could treat me like a princess with her ultimate warrior-protectors or as a slut with her dominate masters.
His cock was still deeply embedded in my cunt as we rested. I continued to flex my cunt walls around his shaft, teasing him to stay hard, but the reality was his cock soft would still remain four or five inches inside me unless one of us moved too much. I kissed his left nipple before raising myself enough to place my forearms under my chin.
"I think that balm you have been using on my intimate parts really works."
He put an arm behind his head to look at me, "The pain is really gone?" I nodded with a lusty smile. We'd all been waiting for this moment. I hadn't been able to properly service everyone as we enjoyed doing since that weekend. He put his fingertip to my nose and let it trail to my lips. I opened my mouth and sucked the tip suggestively. He smiled, "We were afraid that experience might adversely affect you. We weren't afraid for ourselves but for you. We would have understood if you wanted things to change, you know that, right?"
"I know that and that's why I love you guys so much." I studied his expression as he did mine. I kissed his chest and clarified my statement, "When I say I love you, Robert, it is the way I love James and Mr. W, too. I love the three of you."
"We understand that, Jo. And, we feel the same even if the word doesn't come out." I told him they don't have to say it, I already know it.
I looked up at him sensing a change in topic might be good. "Tell me, again, what that magical balm is."
He chuckled, seeing what I was doing. "It's a topical CBD salve. It's made from hemp oil from Colorado but the salve is produced in Missoula, Montana. I checked at a natural remedies shop and he gave me that stuff. It is supposed to have a wide range of therapeutic effects for chronic and acute pain, spasms, and calming anxiety. I'm glad it worked so well."
"Very well, indeed ... well enough that I think you should get several more jars. You know how I can get a little sore after some prolonged fucking by my big male cocks." A big smile came over his face and I could see his mind making a mental note to go back to that shop.
I was making a mental note, too. This weekend we would have a 'fuck the slut party'. I wanted the men to know that I was back and ready for them as I should be.
Saturday morning, I found all the guys at the kitchen table still having some coffee. Robert and James were in tee-shirts and boxers while Mr. W was wearing a light robe. What he might have had on underneath it was a mystery at that point. I had slipped on the baby-doll I had discarded the night before after James had dropped me onto his bed. I took a mug from the cabinet, filled it with coffee and took a seat at the table with them. We engaged in small talk of little consequence as if they were allowing me the minutes to fully wake up to the world. But I was already fully awake. When I woke up, I was disappointed when I stretched out my arm and didn't find James' body next to me. I was hungry for his cock ... actually, any of their cocks. I was turned on, excited, aroused ... Saturday ... if they were all intending to be home today, I had plans for them.
I casually asked what plans any of them might have today. They all said the weekend was completely free for a change, even Mr. W was planning to spend the weekend away from his home office.
I stood up, nearly knocking over the chair in the process. At least, that gave me their full attention, if not displaying my clumsiness. "Good! Since all my sirs will be in one place for the day, I have a pronouncement to make."
Robert raised his eyebrows at me, "Pronouncement? You're the slut here ... now sluts give the men 'pronouncements'?" I caught the wink he shared with James. They never did take all my 'sir' talk too seriously. They knew my real submission was to Mr. W but they were as devoted to protecting me, and using my offered body, as much as I was devoted to all of them. I also saw the smile on Mr. W's face as he quietly watched the banter while peeking over the morning paper.
"Sir ... yes, sir ... if you'd please allow your slut this opportunity." He looked up at me and shook his head in amusement. Then, he nodded. "Thank you. Sirs, I wish to declare that this day be 'Fuck Your Slut Day'."
James chuckled, "Jo ... err, slut ... we can fuck you every day ..."
Mr. W interjected, "I love the idea, my dear. I suspect you have something very special in mind, though."
I smiled my biggest smile. I stood before them as I generally was around them, the negligee hiding nothing of my body, the hem not even covering my cunt, which I could feel was very wet. "Yes, sir. The events of last weekend left me unable to properly perform my duties for all of you. At least not all together." I looked at Mr. W, "For you, sir, I would do it all over, again, though, of course." He opened his mouth to speak, but I put up my hand to stop him. We had already talked it all through. I knew he hadn't comprehended what Harrison might do, but he understood that it didn't matter to me as long as the weekend achieved the purpose. In a way, the weekend solidified much about my relationship. He and I fully came to understand how deep my devotion and commitment was.
"I thank you for giving me the time to heal by being gentle with me, but I am now ready to fully service you and, if I can be bold enough, I would like you to intentionally fully use me throughout the day as kind of a celebration."
They all looked at me, but I simply nodded. Mr. W put the paper down and leaned his arms on the table, "You will be sore, again."
I smiled, "Yes, probably. But this time it will be the proper kind of soreness."
I didn't even wait for any more dialog, I pulled the negligee over my head and dropped it on the floor, then dropped to my knees to crawl under the table. "But ... first, my breakfast ..." I heard laughter as I disappeared underneath.
James was in front of me so I slid my fingers to the waist band of his boxers and tugged on them. He raised off the chair so I could strip the garment down his thighs and off his feet. I pushed apart his legs and began licking his large balls before moving to lick up his long growing cock. When I reached the head, I put it between my lips, pushing saliva from my mouth to his cock as I then moved my lips down his cock. By the time my lips were again on the head, his cock was harder and the surface glistened with my saliva. I took the head between my lips and sucked the pre-cum forming there. I took more into my mouth, sucking and twirling my tongue around it. I moved my mouth down over the shaft, sucking and using saliva to get it ready to go deeper.
His cock was hard and his moans told me everything. According to them, they had made me into a premier cocksucker and I loved to hear them vocally express their enjoyment without embarrassment when the other men were present.
I took the head a few inches into my throat, breathing carefully, and swallowed to close my throat tighter around it. He groaned and I pushed more into my throat, pulling back to allow my throat to adjust to his size, then pressed back down to take more down my throat. By the time my nose was nearly touching him, I felt his cock twitch. I massaged his balls, then press the base of his cock with my thumb to pinch off the pending ejaculation. He tensed, his hands firmly on the seat of the chair next to his hips as I continued to suck and drive my throat over his cock. I could feel the pressure below my thumb as if I were holding back a flood with a single point of pressure, the Dutch boy at the dike, so to speak. I pulled my mouth up until only the head was inside and released my thumb. The first spurt was amazing, forcing me to swallow in gulps, making slurping sounds as I tried to take it and the next spurts to follow.
I cleaned his cock. Lovingly kissed the head, then moved to Mr. W who had opened his robe to reveal he was naked underneath. I gave each the identical effort and was pleased to hear similar vocal responses in return.
I stood by the table. I checked each face and found satisfied looks. I smiled. "I am going to get a few things arranged on the patio. Maybe, by then ... you'll be recovered ..."
They laughed and started moving. They knew I was more interested in having water and fruit available. If they wanted beer or anything else, they needed to get busy. I smiled inwardly. A slut might be the submissive one, the one who has given herself to others, but a slut also wields tremendous power through her body.
By the time I arrived back at the patio, the guys had already planned the start of the day-long use of me ... air-tight. I didn't know how they determined the order and, frankly, didn't care. They all were stroking their hard cocks waiting for me. James lay on his back on a lounge chair and I straddled him with my knees alongside his body on the lounge as I moved my cunt over the head of his massive cock until it sank inches into my hole. It took me a few strokes up and down on his cock to become fully penetrated. Then I felt a hand between my shoulder blades pushing me forward.
As I gladly lowered my upper body to James', I smiled down at him and covered his mouth with mine, releasing my hands from supporting myself as I rested on his chest. My hands moved behind me to spread my ass cheeks, presenting the next hole for penetration. I felt a glob of lubricant pressed onto and into my asshole with one, then two fingers before feeling the head of a cock pressing at and stretching my anal opening. I raised my mouth off James' to gasp as the cock stretched my sphincter before driving inches inside. As I dropped my mouth back to James' to devour his mouth, I glimpsed white legs moving to my side, which told me two things: one, Robert was the one forcing his cock into my ass; and, two, Mr. W was positioning himself next to me to be sucked.
I gave James a quick kiss on the lips, then turned my head to the side. Without looking up, I opened my mouth wide for the remaining cock to be inserted. Air-tight. Three large cocks in my three holes and the sighing, moaning, groaning, and gasping I was releasing as the three cocks began moving were witness to the feeling I had of being in lustful heaven.
Once Robert was stroking forcefully into my ass, I raised back up to my hands, my massive, hanging tits swinging and rubbing over James' chest. He managed to push his fingers between us to take the nipples between fingers to tease and pleasurably torment. I came quickly by the sensory overload of three cocks stroking deeply into ass, cunt, and throat. My orgasm was muffled by Mr. W's cock in my mouth.
I felt Robert's cock pulse inside me, first. Not surprising, either. My ass still very tight for these cocks, normally, but with James in my cunt, it made the fit even tighter for Robert. After he came inside my ass, Mr. W pulled out of my mouth and quickly took my asshole in one thrust to the hilt. James and I (again) came next, my cunt now washed with cum. James stayed in place as Mr. W continued to fuck my ass, James' cock barely diminishing in size by the constant stimulation. Mr. W pressed hard into me, thrusting hard and deep as he approached his own climax. I, however, was rising to another orgasm myself. His strong thrusts pushed James still hard cock against my g-spot and his continuous torment of my sensitive nipples brought me to orgasm as I felt Mr. W tense and spurt his cum to join Robert's.
I collapsed against James as Mr. W rested over me, his cock embedded in my ass. Both my ass and cunt slowly clenched and released over the two cocks as if milking both for all the seed they had to offer.
I sighed as Mr. W slowly pulled out of my ass. I stayed on James, his slowly softening cock still well inside me, as first Mr. W, then Robert, brought their cocks to my mouth for cleaning, which I greedily performed. It seemed like forever since I held any concern or hesitancy about ass-to-mouth cleaning. After finishing with them, I raised my cunt off James' cock until it fell from me and slapped his abdomen. I then backed down the lounge to clean his cock.
I stood up, feeling their cum leaking from ass and cunt. I smiled at the three men, my own hands stroking my energized body from my gaping, messing cunt up to my sensitized, heaving tits. I stared at them as they relaxed onto chairs, each taking something to drink. What to do? I wanted more. I needed more. This was my day to once again be the used slut they had shown me I was meant for. They caught the look on my face as I watched them settle and I caught their shared looks back and forth. The realization came to them at the same moment ... I was serious about this day.
I stood among the three men, pointing at each of the men in turn, my lips moving soundlessly. James asked in puzzlement, "What are you doing, Jo?"
Robert added, "Yea, you don't need to cast a spell over us, you know. You already have us caught in your web."
Even Mr. W got into it, "Keep that up and your jiggling, swaying tits will have us hypnotized."
The men all smiled and chuckled. I loved ... absolutely loved ... how comfortable we all were in the casual, obscene banter we could have about me and my body. "What I am doing, sirs, is deciding ... eenie, meenie, miny, moe ...." More fucking wasn't happening until someone was hard, again. So ... where do I start?
Sitting across Mr. W's lap during a rest period after all my males had been fucked the second time, he cuddled me close, hands stroking lightly over my body, tits and hips. "I sense something different in you, dear. Do you know or am I being too sensitive about you, again?"
"Perceptive as always, sir." I kissed his shoulder. "And, I don't need you to hover over me worrying. It is a nice feeling that you do that, so thank you, but I am good. Coming back to you guys was my elixir." I wiggled into him, pressing my left tit and erect nipple into his bare skin. "What you sense ... that Harrison woman was shocked when she found out I endured that weekend for you. I don't think she could imagine doing that for someone. I told her it was the ONLY reason I did it. I told her I would do ANYTHING for you ... and for the others two, of course, too. It was then that I truly realized the truth about myself. I truly am your slut ... and Robert's and James' by extension. Discovering yourself is a series of steps, right sir?" He nodded. Something I felt more than saw. "Learning that when I submitted and I wasn't really drugged was a step. Moving forward eagerly even after finding that out was a step. And, this is a step. A big step of realization. I am a slut who would truly do ANYTHING for you and the others. And I mean that, sir. YOUR SLUT. ANYTHING. You might not be able to understand how freeing that is, sir, because you aren't that way. But I am. You were right about me, sir. That, sir, is what you sense about me." He kissed the top of my head and held me tight. And this was exactly where I belonged.
Shortly after, Mr. W started off the next round of my use in consideration of my confession. He moved me to my feet. I looked at him questioningly as I was very content to be in his arms and lap. He pulled his chair to the edge of the patio and into the grass only a few feet. He took his seat and held his soft cock in his hand and looked at me. I smiled as I sank to my knees between his legs and replaced his hand on his cock with my own. I looked up at his peaceful face and the soft smile on it. I stretched up to kiss him on the lips before kissing his body down to his abdomen where I kissed the head of his nine inch cock showing new interest in my hand.
Yes, this is where I belong ... naked with my three men ready and eager to use my body ... my body I have eagerly, willingly, and freely given them. With that sense of purpose and contentment, I took the head of his cock between my lips and sucked, tasting some pre-cum escaping to my lips and tongue. I licked down his cock, my other hand cupping his balls, lifting them to my loving tongue and lips before licking back to the head. After a few minutes of licking, tonguing, and sucking, his cock was again the nine inches of hard cock I appreciate is attached to this powerful, yet generous and caring man.
His hands on my arms encouraged me up. As I stand, his hands on my hips direct me to turn so my back is to him. Without any additional direction, verbal or physical, I spread my legs outside of his, grasp his hard cock and maneuver it to my cunt opening and slowly but steadily lower my body over it, my cunt still soaked with cum from earlier.
I am not questioning in any of this. He wants me in this position and that is all I need to understand to focus my attention to pleasing him as I fuck my hips up and down over his cock, his hands on my waist assisting my movements. While the position isn't new for any of us, his movement of the chair onto the grass was new. Weather permitting, I fuck the men on the patio. My attention and effort are singularly on the cock inside me, my motion up and down, squeezing my cunt walls over the cock, and providing alternate motions to add to his stimulation.
Mr. W's playful experimentation wasn't lost on the guys, either. Moments after Mr. W sagged beneath me after his climax, Robert pulled me up and off Mr. W's cock, which slid out of me with his cum trailing out of my gaping hole, his cock slapping his abdomen. He remained on the lawn where we were and hoisted me into the air, catching me around the waist and pulling me into his strong body, my legs wrapping around him. As one hand held me in place, the other reached below my ass and I felt him moving his cock head along my slit until it sank just into the opening. As had happened on other similar situations, I expected him to simply release me to let gravity embed his cock into me, but that didn't happen. Instead, his two hands grabbed my ass cheeks and spread them. I dropped my head to his shoulder, now fully understanding what was going to happen. I felt another cock pressing at my asshole now and knew it was James, the two of them once again devising a plan jointly to maximize my use.
A combination of his moving and them moving me had James' cock spreading my sphincter. Once the head was inside, they dropped me onto their cocks. Thankfully, I already had two loads of cum in my ass. I cried out at the sudden, deep penetration in both adjacent holes. The abruptness instantly had me near an orgasm and the fucking motion of the two added stimulation as they lifted me up the two massive cocks and dropped me back down sending their cocks deep but also causing Robert's pelvis to jam my sensitive clit. The fuck was almost brutal but, at the same time, heavenly in the wild stimulation and jolting shocks their cocks sent through my body. When my body exploded in orgasm, all I do was go limp, my hands still around Robert's neck, but my head and upper body sagged back against James as they continued to thrust into me powerfully.



As my body shuddered, James pressed into my back, pressing my front into Robert. For a moment we stayed like that, me sandwiched between them, their cock buried deep inside my holes. They never stopped moving, though. Their fucking merely slowed, staying deep with short, smooth strokes. Then, they did something I wasn't prepared for, but I was limp, a rag, a mere fuck-doll at this point for them to maneuver with their strength to pleasure themselves as they wished.
James pulled out of my ass, the loss of his cock bringing a sense of loss, emptiness, and a frustrated groan from me. Then, his hands on mine, he pulled me from grasping Robert and away from his body. With Roberts hands securely at my waist, my legs wrapped tighter around him, James' hands holding my upper arms, and my hands grasping his arms, I was laid backward, still penetrated on Robert's cock, until I was horizontal. I looked up at James, his strong, black, muscled body above me. I turned my head further back and opened my mouth wide understanding how they were intending to use me now. When my head turned fully back with my mouth wide, he pushed his hips toward me until I could move my mouth to engulf his cock head. I was to be spit-roast while suspended in the air!
As if on signal, because I could see nothing but black ball sack at my eyes, they thrust together into me, filling cunt and throat at once. This was no cock sucking into my throat, but a fucking of equal effort in my throat as in my cunt. I had never felt so completely uninvolved in fucking with them. I was merely a fuck-doll suspended at the perfect height for them to fuck into from each end. When they weren't fucking in time with each other, each penetrating at the same time, I was pushed back and forth between them. I fought with all I had learned and been trained for to hold my throat open, relax my body, and breath until all of it was taken over by the lust-crazed function of my body. When I started cumming, I didn't stop.
Their stamina after having already cum twice this morning was amazing and I knew from prior experience with them that I was in store for many orgasms before they were finished with me. But that position was awkward and difficult to maintain securely. Eventually, they shifted, again. I was pulled back up into Robert's arms, still on his cock, when James came back to penetrate my ass. I thought I was going to be double fucked, again, but Robert pulled out of my cunt. Again, the loss and emptiness in one of my holes was greeted with a groan of protest and frustration but I should have known better with them. I was now embedded on James' cock, my back against his front, one of his hands under my ass and the other around my waist as he lifted me and dropped me on his cock, each drop driving his cock deep into my belly.
Then, even my brain caught up as I felt the first swipe of Robert's tongue on my spread and dripping cunt. Swipe after swipe, his tongue lapped at my drooling, open cunt, slipping into my hole and stroking over my engorged clit on each lick. My body convulsed in orgasm. My legs shook and James' grip tightened to hold me securely as Robert continued to lick relentlessly, uncaring of the increasing, over-stimulating effect of his tongue.
Finally, he pulled away. There would be no respite, no relief, no recovery, though. As the tongue disappeared from my cunt, a cock was driven into my gaping cunt and two bodies pressed into me front and back. My arms were lifted for me to around Robert's neck and I weakly embraced him while the two men had me securely in their grasp. I simply flopped on their driving cocks. I have been truly well fucked by these three men before, but never in all this time have I felt so completely like a fuck-toy with holes, a simple body with two holes to be fucked independent of any action or assistance by me.
My previous orgasming from Robert's tongue having never ended, was driven higher by this new fucking. New peak after new peak sent my orgasms higher and higher, my body was reduced to a quivering mass of flesh they fucked into. I heard screams somewhere and only vaguely seemed to be aware that those screams might be from me. My arms dropped from around the neck and simply hung from my shoulders as my entire body shook, shivered, and spasmed. Then, amid all the sensations, stimulation, and jolting electric bolts of pleasure surging through my body, my cunt and ass somehow registered the violent jerking of the cock deeply embedded in both holes. I was awash in the most tremendous climaxes from those two magnificent cocks. That was when my head lolled to the side and my mind registered darkness creeping in from all the edges.
* * * * *
"There you are. You do realize this is Sunday, the time to rest, which means not working?" I had been spending more and more time of late in my laboratory. He was still just inside the door and I was in the middle of the lab. I nodded, which was my only response. "Am I interrupting you?" I nodded, again, absent-mindedly. Then, I snapped up and turned around.
"Which is not a problem, sir," giving him an embarrassed expression and soft giggle. I appeared before him in my white lab coat and heels. The lab coat buttoned up the entire front and as I stood before him across half the lab it probably looked securely buttoned. The lab was my domain and the rules of the estate did not govern within this building. It was the singular place on the estate I could fully concentrate on my work. I wore the coat in case of spilling something but also as a psychological reminder of doing my work. But I had made modifications over time that brought this place a little closer to the rules of the estate. I now wore heels rather than flats. They all knew by now that I was naked underneath the coat. And, now what he hadn't detected was that I only had three buttons at my waist and stomach fastened. He would discover that very quickly, though. Now diverted from my concentration, I responded with a soft, submissive voice, "Have I neglected you, sir? If so, I apologize ... I was just trying to complete ..."
He chuckled as he got closer, "I don't think it is within you to neglect us. You sucked me dry while I ate breakfast ... as you did the other two." Now standing in front of me, I shifted a leg forward to show him the lack of fastened buttons. They prefer me naked or nearly so, but I know sometimes it is more erotic to tease with a glimpse of bodily exposure. He stepped into me, kissed me on the lips, then unfastened the three remaining buttons. He held the sides open and audibly sighed. I smiled. It feels wonderful to be able to give pleasure to these three just by them looking at me. I recognized his look and parted my legs. He smiled at my response and slipped fingers between my legs, stroking my cunt lips. "Are you always wet?!?" I blushed, smiled, and nodded.
"Around here, definitely." He chuckled, then removed his hand and turned to the station I working at.
"What are you so focused on?" I explained it was the last assigned project, 'the cunt strengthener', which would need a better reference name. He asked where I stood with it and I told him I was just validating the results and tests. I would have it signed off within days. "Excellent work, Doctor. And the timing couldn't be better." He then turned to me, put his hands on the lapels of the coat, "I know this is your domain, Doctor, but ..." I nodded. Of course, I nodded. He pushed the coat off my shoulders and arms, then turned me to the empty station surface behind me and I bent over it resting on my forearms, my feet separating widely. I heard movement of his belt, then a zipper and his pants falling to his feet. I felt him touch my hip with one hand and his cock head moving up and down my slit until he found my opening. The head pressed just inside my cunt and I gasped and moaned in anticipation and a little frustration that I only felt the head of his nine inches inside me. "I've been wanting to talk to you ..." I gasped as he slowly, steadily pushed the rest of his cock into my cunt until it was fully in and I felt his hips against my butt. I released a long slow sigh to match his penetration.
As he began slowly stroking into me, he relayed the progress he has made with the legal department following the Board's formal approval and endorsement several weeks before. It was clear to me that he was purposely keeping his fucking of me at a slow, even pace to allow for his explanation. This was going to take a while. I looked behind us, saw my lab coat on the stool I had been using and suggested I use it for cushioning under my forearms. He chuckled and we shuffled back and turned so I could get the coat, then shuffled back, all without losing penetration. I knew I had undergone a transformation, but it swelled my heart to see how Mr. W has also been transformed. This man was 68 years old and he was responding with the erotic, sometimes obscene playfulness of the other two.
He told me he decided to spearhead our new products himself, but I would be a lead partner with him. He playfully slapped my ass as he continued to slide in and out of me, telling me he had some ideas for events going forward that my special 'other' talents could be indispensable. He has openly discussed these products now with the company's marketing and sales groups. He wants to schedule a product brainstorming event, preferably a private event away from the company. I gasped out as I imagined how he saw my role.
Between grunts, he said, "Expertise, of course, and incentive. You see, my dear, slutty Doctor, Harrison apparently whispered in a few ears about your slutty escapades without mentioning his own involvement in them but some of that was leaked by the press. We could go after him more, and I just might in my own way, but since this side of you has become an item of rumor within a select group of company people, I thought we could use it."
Oh, fuck! He means to expose others in the company to my being his slut! I managed to ask, "How ... many ... oooooo, yeeeesssss ... many know?"
He thrust hard into me, "Not many, doctor, not many." He gasped and groaned himself, then, "Some on the senior management team, but they came to me immediately and contained it."
God, now more will know ... but, somehow that was exciting ... thrilling. For some I will be known not only as a scientist but a slut ... not just a slut, though, Mr. W's slut! "What ... whatever ... you need from ... me ... sir. Anything, sir. However ... I can ... be of ... service." I cried out as an orgasm jolted my body. It was an all-consuming, shattering, numbing experience that may have been triggered in my mind. I had been a slut-in-private all this time, but now ... now he was talking about taking me public! He slammed into me harder and harder. I collapsed onto the surface of the station top, each forceful thrust inching me further onto the surface until my hips pressed into the side. When I felt this cock spasm and jerk and his first spurt of cum into me, I erupted again. My cunt spasmed violently as if it desired to feel every vein pulsing on his shaft. OH FUCK, YESSSSSSS!
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CHAPTER 15: PRODUCT LAUNCH
I walked with Mr. W to his office from the Board Room where a company executive meeting had just concluded. As I walked up to his office door, we also approached the desk of his Executive Assistant, Marjorie. She saw me approaching and smiled broadly, craning her neck to look beyond us to see if anyone else was in ear-shot.
"Damn, Jolene ... Dr. Trent ... you are looking so damn hot." She blushed, but continued as I stopped as she rose from her desk. "Terrible way for an older woman to talk, isn't it? But I personally think it is great, so good for you." I was wearing the kind of clothes the guys preferred on me when we left the confines of the estate: A skirt that maybe reached mid-thigh; semi-sheer, white blouse with several button left undone over sheer, lace underwear; and, finished with sheer stockings and matching 4 inch heels. Even though I was wearing a bra, which felt very constricting, my extra-large tits moved in ways that seemed to dare anyone to avoid watching. "We don't see enough of you, dear ... oh, my! No, that's not the way I meant to say that ..."
I gave her a big hug and assured her I understood what she meant ... I think. She laughed.
As I was about to take a chair in front of Mr. W's desk, I stopped to consider him, "Sir, would you prefer if I close and lock the door and undress for you?"
He looked at me and looked at the door. I could see the turmoil as he considered the options and significance of the decision. It was the middle of the afternoon, not after hours. Perhaps, I could make the decision easier for him, I thought with a wicked smile spreading over my face.
"Sir, you indicated that some senior people in the company know about my other activities because of Harrison. Is Marjorie one of them?" He nodded. I smiled. "Then, it shouldn't be a problem." I turned back to the door and leaned out to catch Marjorie's attention. "Marjorie, you commented about seeing more of me. I am going to close the door. If you come in, you will see just that, which is fine, but could you make sure nobody else has access?"
She stared at me and finally managed, "Then, it's true?" I smiled. "Just do me one favor, dear. Don't give him a heart attack." I winked at her.
I closed the door and strode back to the desk, my fingers already undoing buttons on my blouse. As I pulled the blouse from my skirt, "You know, slut, Marjorie guessed even before Harrison made his comments." I was sliding the blouse off my shoulders and down my arms but looking at him with interest. He continued, "Remember that time you came here with the guys dressed in that outlandish outfit after shopping? Your lack of visibility around the company but my comments about your efforts on projects put ideas in her head. You might not know it, but she and her husband have always had an adventurous side to their sex life."
I chuckled. "And she appears to be just a nice, conservative, mature woman." I shook my head with a smile as I dropped my blouse onto the other chair.
Mr. W leaned back in his chair to watch as I continued undressing for him. I reached behind my back to unclasp my necessarily substantial bra, slid it off to join my blouse. I walked to his side of the desk and turned my back to him. His fingers undid the clasp and lowered the zipper on my skirt. I was pushing it over my hips as I returned to the other side, letting it drop to the floor and placing it in the chair. With only my sheer lace panties on, I stood before him and smiled to hold his attention as I pushed them down my thighs, then standing with my feet parted.
He gazed at the spot between my legs. "Are you wet, dear?" I stepped around the desk, again, and parted my legs further. His hand went between my legs, several fingers sliding over my cunt lips. "Yes, you are ... as always, as you say."
One of my hands rose to clutch a tit, "Would you like to fuck me, sir? Or, perhaps a blowjob?"
He chuckled, his finger sliding between my lips and into my hole. "Yes, slut, I would, but right now we need to talk about the meeting and the next steps for the launch."
I gave him a pouting look but he only laughed at my tease, so I took to the chair and crossed my legs, comfortably naked in his office. We reviewed the discussions, suggestions, and comments from the meeting in the Board Room. The meeting included the senior executives and their support staff from Marketing, Sales, and Distribution. The topic of discussion was the new products I had developed and the new product line the company was introducing. I had given a presentation to the room-full of people very similar to the one I had given to the Board of Directors. I confided in him that I had a nasty impression he might ask me to be more involved in a physically sexual way. I reminded him of his earlier comments about using me for "expertise and incentive" during the brainstorming efforts. I had the distinct impression that Harrison's spreading the word about me would lead to me being used more within the company.
He nodded, "Sorry, about that dear. I may have had some thoughts along that line earlier, but no ... no, despite what Harrison said, you are not going to be the company slut and I let those in the know that I would not tolerate such talk continuing." He hesitated, then, "However, that isn't to say I don't see you being used in that way elsewhere. Just not within the company, necessarily. Everyone in the company is well paid to do their job, so they shouldn't require additional motivation or incentive. Customers, distributors, and people of influence, however, are a different story."
I smiled. It was clear to me now that the Product Launch event would be such a situation. "Of course, sir. Which leads us to the product launch event."
He nodded. The event will be held at a small, isolate island beach resort off Florida. We will have the resort to ourselves for four days. Normally, the resort is clothing-optional at the pool and beach. For our stay, since we have the entire resort rented, they have extended the clothing-optional rule to the conference room for the benefit of our meeting. Despite the fact that we were pushing the non-sexual motivations of the formulations, much of the demand for them will definitely be sexually driven: ED elimination, larger cocks, bigger tits, and increased sensitivity for nipples and clit are things the sexually motivated will want. I also knew the allowance for nudity may only apply primarily to me.
The four days would be broken down to allow time for interaction, discovery, presentation, and relaxation. The days will be filled with a mix and greet with the only agenda being the group dinner in the evening since flights to the island are few and the planes small so people would be arriving throughout the day. There will be presentations, demonstrations, and discovery about the products. Time for interaction in whatever ways needed to make an impact for the clients. The last day was guests leaving early and company personnel would remain for hours longer to debrief on comments and ideas from the guests, and produce action plans to proceed based on those reviews.
He looked at me at the end and was about to say something when there was a knock on the door. Marjorie cracked the door open and he waved her in. She quickly closed the door behind her and walked to Mr. W with a sheet of paper, but her eyes were glued on me ... or, I should say on my bare body. Mr. W teased her about bringing in something of such little importance.
"I know, Stanley, but ... damn, she teased me so much with the door being closed thing ... I just had to see for myself." She stepped up to me and put out her hands. "Can I be so bold to have you stand?"
I giggled and blushed. As much time as I spend naked at the estate, this did embarrass me and I wondered how I would handle a large room full of strangers. I stood, put out my arms, and gave her a playful spin in place, which made my tits sway. She giggled and left the office. I looked at Mr. W and we both laughed at the exchange.
* * * *
When we arrived at the small beach resort early in the day, it was well before any of the guests would be arriving. We only managed that by using a chartered flight that left an executive airport outside of Miami at the crack of dawn. There were five other men from the company beside the four of us. Tim Martin, head of Marketing and his second, Bob. Then, Al Sharpton, head of Sales and his two seconds, Marty and Jake.
After getting checked in and meeting in the conference room assigned for our use, we met with the resort staff to finalize the setup for the room and details about the dinner. Truth was, that was all being handled by Marketing and Sales with oversight from Mr. W who quickly recognized Robert, James, and me had no critical input on any of that.
"You guys go ahead and enjoy the resort pool and beach." He turned back to the discussion but turned quickly back to us with a smile. "You remember those are naked locations, right?"
The guys bumped into me from both sides at once. I smiled and clarified teasingly, "I thought it was posted as clothing-optional, sir."
"Clothing-optional and naked are all the same thing for you, dear." I giggled. The guys smirked.
They immediately turned me around and led me out of the conference room and down the hallway to our rooms as if they were afraid Mr. W might come up with a reason for us to stay. We walk side by side down the hall and I was reminded, as often happens, how huge they were compared to me. I was wearing a sundress with built-in support in the bodice, but it was not nearly enough to keep my tits from swaying and bouncing as I walked in the heels. Of course, none of the guys had any interest in having my tits constrained from moving.
Mr. W had assigned our rooms and had Robert and James on either side of me. I hadn't really thought too much about that since we had only just arrived, but as I unpacked my suitcase, the advantage of that arrangement became clear as both adjoining doors opened almost simultaneously and both men stepped into my room wearing swimsuits. They weren't the long board shorts but somewhere in the neighborhood of a six inch inseam. But, still...
James came up to me, "Here, Jo, let me get that zipper for you." What a guy. I smiled as the dress dropped to the floor and I was naked. "Whoa ... no panties! I wish I had known that."
Robert laughed at that. "Really? What would have happened on the plane if you had known?"
James shrugged. "Nothing. Just ... it's hot just knowing it." Robert gave him a look like, 'true enough'.
They opened the sliding door from my room. From the little patio, we could go left along the building to the pool or straight ahead to the beach. They left it to me and I said, beach. There weren't many people around, just resort staff and they were only around the resort beach area. I turned to the south with no destination, just a walk inside the waterline. James was to my left in slightly deeper water and Robert on my right on the wet sand. My logic being it would be easier on our bare feet than walking the hot, loose sand.
I don't think any of us thought about it, but we were walking slowly while holding hands. My eyes periodically scanned the water for pretty shells, though I might stop to look at, I left them where they were. The guys scanned the beach ahead and behind as if they were concerned about an imminent attack. I told them to relax and enjoy this time in a wonderful place. I hugged each of them thinkingti was sweet how they cared about me.
With no way of know how far we had walked or how much time we had been walking, I started scanning the edge of the beach. Finally, I found it. I pointed across the sand to the edge of the foliage. "There ... there it is."
Almost in unison, the guys exclaimed, "What? There is what?" They looked around without having a clue.
I giggled, that giggle I have when I am up to something. That giggle they know all too well and allow themselves to be pulled across the sand. "This," I said, "this shaded, grassy spot in full view of the ocean."
I then put an arm around each and kiss them full on the lips. I looked into their eyes and I know they saw the fire in mine. Without any words, they untie their shorts and drop them to the ground. James took the lead, this time. He lifted me effortlessly into his arms. He kissed me with deep, hot passion as Robert pressed into me from the back, kissing my shoulders and neck. I moan immediately. Robert's hand had strayed to my ass, then fingers between my legs. I pull up on James neck and he bounced me. I wrap my legs around his waist, which gave Robert all the access to my cunt he could want. As James tongue invades my mouth, Robert has a thick finger probing into my wet cunt.
James broke the kiss and whispered, "Jo, what's happening? You seem almost desperate."
I turn my head back to kiss Robert who is ready for it. When I pull back gasping, "I am ... desperate ... for you two. I wanted you two to be my first here in this beautiful place." James lowered me to the grassy area and I look up at my two huge, black, naked studs. "If Mr. W gives me to anyone, I didn't want that to be the first. It had to be you two ... or him."
They both lay alongside me on both sides, their hands moving over my front without hesitation or awkwardness and with full familiarity. "Then what do you want us to do for you, honey?"
I groaned as one pinched a nipple and the other squeezed my clit. "What I ... want ... ooooooo ... yessssss ... you wonderful ... men ... nnnnnnnn ... what I want from ... you is ... just use ... me." I gasped, "I want ... I want ... your ... beautiful ... cocks to ... fill me ... all of ... me."
They chuckled, "We can accommodate that ..."
I pushed them both onto their backs and got to my knees, my hands mashing my tits as I looked down at their hard black bodies and semi-hard cocks. They both chuckled and I took my eyes off their cocks and look at them, "What?"
"Stop licking your lips and get to sucking, slut." I smiled.
I hadn't known I was licking my lips. I complied immediately, of course. I bent to James' cock while taking Robert's in my hand. I licked the length of it, kissed the head and licked back down to his ball sack. I then switched, doing the same to Robert while I stroked James. Back and forth it went like that until I was taking their cocks into my mouth and to the entrance of my throat. Back and forth. Not urgent. Not to get them off. I wanted my holes filled this time.
When they were hard, I climbed onto Robert. It wasn't a decision. I was just sucking his when I made the decision to fuck. I raised his cock and moved my wet cunt over the head and watched his mouth open in anticipation of penetration. I sat down hard, taking about five inches into me. He groaned but so did I. I worked my cunt up and down on his pole while taking more and more of his 13 inches into me. If I had peeked between us, I would have seen his pole coming out of me shiny with my fluids, I was that ready and wet. As I bottomed out on his hips, I leaned forward into his chest, my hands moving to my ass cheeks and pulling them apart to expose my ass.
I popped my head back up, "Damn, forgot the lube!"
James laughed, "Nope." I felt a glob of lubricant placed on my asshole, then pressed inside by his finger, another, and a third as he sawed into me, opening me for his own pole. I dropped back onto Robert's chest, kissing his chest while wiggling my butt to continue stimulating Robert and to entice James. When I felt his cock head at my lubed hole, I stopped moving, took a deep breath and slowly exhaled it. It always worked ... this DP-ing ... it didn't mean being DP-ed by 2 - 13 inch cocks didn't still intimidate me, though.
All three of us groaned as James worked his cock into my anal passage, sliding along Robert's cock in the adjoining passage, only a thin membrane separating them. God ... stuffed, again ... wonderfully ... fully and completely stuffed with cock.
No words were spoken. The only sounds were our groaning, moaning, grunting, gasping, and the surf of the ocean 15 yards away. And, without any words, these two found their rhythm, as they always have. If these two hadn't been great teammates in football, they would have been just from this experience of working together fucking me. It was a Super Bowl game winning touchdown every time!
Later, as they lay on their backs, I turned around to clean their cocks, my ass pointing at them. While I was doing my cleaning duties, I felt a finger enter me. I knew I was exposing my cum filled holes to them and both holes would be gaping and leaking.
From behind me, "When you are done there, I have some more cum for you to clean up."
I turned around to see James with his index finger covered in cum. "You are so considerate, sir." They laughed and pulled me between them. We relaxed quietly, perfectly comfortable with the quiet of the beach and the rhythmic sound of the surf.
After a while, though, the sense of calm was broken when I detected two hard cock pressed into my sides. I smiled and declared, "Oh, dear ... it seems a slut's work is never done ..."
Paper-scissors-rock determined that James was going first. He climbed between my spread legs, aligned his cock to my hole and pressed in. I gasped at the sudden fullness returning. He fucked me smoothly and strongly. I sucked Robert's cock as best I could while being hammered by the strong fucking. I came as James sent his seed deep into me. Robert took his place immediately. This time my gasp at being filled quickly was accompanied by a distinct squishing sound coming from my cunt, the result of his cock stretching my hole already filled with two loads of cum.
When I eventually stood up, cum ran down my thighs. I looked down as I felt it. The guys saw me looking and saw it, too. We looked at each other, then the water, and ran across the hot sand, into the water to about waist deep for me and dove in. We frolicked for quite a while and it felt so good. The water was not warm and not cold.
Absentmindedly, we started walking back toward the resort when Robert suddenly turned and ran back to our grassy spot. He bent down and rose holding up two pair of shorts. As he ran back, his massive cock bounced and swung with his steps.
Next to me I heard James, "Damn, I never noticed that before. Now I'm going to be self-conscious."
I grabbed his meat and tugged on it. "I know you guys like to show me off and tease other guys. Well, I like to, too. Maybe I'll find ways to show you off, too. Make all the ladies jealous." Is it hard to see a blush on a dark-skinned man? Or was that just the sun effect?
I was showered, thoroughly, makeup applied and standing before the mirror brushing my hair when there was a knock at my door. I opened it to find Mr. W.
"You always answer the door naked, my dear?"
"Don't worry, sir. I check through the peep-hole, first."
He entered and turned around to look at me. I made a little pose. "Jolene, I know I say this a lot, but ... you are so beautiful. Are you sure you aren't an angel sent to me for my own little piece of heaven?"
"You flatter me, sir."
He smiled, "Okay, to put it crudely ... you're so beautiful I could eat you."
I chuckled, "Well, then I would have to warn you, crudely ... I showered, but I don't know that I got all the cum out."
He gave me a look of mock-shock for a moment. "So, you three did have some fun."
"You know us, sir." That went without saying.
Just then, the adjoining door opened. "Jo, can you help me with this damn tie ..." Then he spotted Mr. W, "Oh, damn, sorry, boss."
"Not much privacy, Jolene?" Just then the other door opened with James also fumbling with his tie.
"Not with these two, sir. Excuse me for a minute." I tied both ties and swatted them back toward their own rooms.



James turned over his shoulder, "Hey, boss, I suggest she wear at least some stockings and heels for dinner." He closed the door quickly as I looked around for something to throw.
Mr. W took me into his arms. He kissed me, then, "Dear Jolene. Do you know how unlikely it is for four people to live so closely together and to be so relaxed and comfortable with each other? Thank you." I blushed. Here I was being expected to be the slut and I get this from him. My eyes watered.
He picked out my clothes for the festivities. To be fully honest, he picked out all my clothes when I packed. He chose a pleated-skirt, black mini that was well short of mid-thigh. The blouse was white, sheer silk, beautiful. He looked at my underwear, at me, and at the clothes he selected. Then, finally, he picked out a sheer, white lace bra. Sheer white stockings with elastic lace tops and black heels.
I looked at the clothes spread over the bed. There was something missing. I looked at him questioningly. He patted my bare ass, "No. Just that." I watched him leave. No panties. A short, full mini.
I was escorted by my guys to the large room setup for our dinner and social. "Damn, you guys sure clean up well." They looked very uncomfortable in their dark suits, white shirts, and ties.
We, of course, hadn't been near these rooms all day, having more penetrating activities to attend to. So, when we turned into the small hallway leading to the conference rooms, I was floored to confront not only the large Washburn Pharmaceuticals signage displayed, but a large picture of my face framed by the words, "Dr. Jolene Trent's Breakthrough Developments: Male & Female ED Solution; Penis Enlargement; Breast Enlargement; Female Sensitivity Enhancement."
"You're about to be a star." I turned at the voice to find Tim Martin, head of Marketing. "Everyone is very excited. A whole new business market for us." He lightly touched my bare arm. I smiled at him as he disappeared into the assembled crowd for the cocktail social hour. I felt a hand firmly at the small of my back, then another. The guys were encouraging me into the room. Now that I had embraced my true personality and dropped the persona of strength and control, I was terrified to venture in.
"There you are, right on time." Mr. W appeared out of the crowd. We found our name tags and he released the guys. As he attached the magnetic name tag to my blouse which required his fingers into my blouse, "I'll be right next to you. Now that I've convinced you to let go of your old self, this must look frightening."
"More than just frightening, sir. I don't know much about sales, but I do know it is largely projecting confidence and assurance of the product. I follow now, sir, I don't lead." I looked past him at the roomful of people. "I wish I had you back in my room instead of being here ... sir."
His hands on my shoulders, he squeezed lightly and smiled. "You're a brilliant scientist, Jolene. This is your work and you should get the credit. You are the perfect person to promote it." He looked down at my tits straining the sheer satin blouse. "And, you're a walking illustration." I smiled at his tease. "Do this for me ... you can have me all night, if you want, and whatever else you want after when we get home."
I leaned into him and whispered, "Anything, sir? You'd give your slut whatever she wants to act out of character?" He nodded without concern. He understood me better than anyone ever did, myself included. I turned to the room and took a deep breath. "And, I have you to myself tonight." I had already taken a step into the room, so I missed the huge smile that formed on his face.
I guess they call it 'Method Acting' in show business. For me, I knew the products better than anyone and what they were capable of doing to help people. I also understood first-hand how they could be of amazing benefit in the erotic lifestyle, too. Although I had never paid much attention to sales or marketing, I quickly saw how Mr. W introduced me and found a connection to the person. I soon found myself mimicking his actions into my 'performance'. There were nearly three dozen people attending and in the hour before dinner I must have shaken hands with half of them, it seemed.
We all moved into the adjoining room setup with round tables for eight at each. We found our table at the front and center of the room. Marketing and Sales spoke as the salads were brought out and wine poured. Mr. W and I were asked to stand as host and developer. "You'll see more of each of them tomorrow."
When I sat down, James leaned over to me with a whisper, "Seeing more of you ... get it?" I playfully slapped his arm. I knew my presentation forwards and backwards. Even if they had me naked tomorrow, I thought I would be more comfortable than this glad-handing. But nobody had mentioned anything along those lines to me.
A number of people pushed their way to us after dinner for a few words. True to his word, Mr. W stayed by my side. When the last of the guest were heading out the door, I faux collapsed into Mr. W, as Robert and James stood nearby. He collected me in his arms, "You were perfect, Jolene. One down."
I slipped a hand to the front of his pants and smiled up at him, "Feels more like one up." He smiled and glanced around the nearly empty room, now with only Washburn people and resort staff. "Have you been anticipating what you promised, sir?"
He smiled, "I have, indeed. And, I am glad I had this suit jacket to cover it." I laughed and took his arm.
The guys followed behind as we made our way to the rooms. I kissed each of them goodnight, then pulled Mr. W into my room. The guys smiled, knowing they were no longer needed, turned and headed to the bar. I winked at them.
I undressed Mr. W without waiting. While still dressed ... quite a switch for us ... I pulled the covers down from the bed (I have heard how disgusting hotel bed covers are and wasn't about to add to it) and sat him on the end of the bed where I sank to my knees between his legs. His beautiful nine inch white cock was already semi-hard and it wouldn't be long before it was raging hard but I wasn't in any hurry. I had him all night. My full intention was to make this a loving night. I cracked the sliding door to allow the gentle sound of the surf to waft in as I turned down the lights in the room.
I licked his cock for minutes before taking the head between my lips, sucking the pre-cum formed there. Before I took him into my mouth, he was already hard. I was in no hurry, though. I wanted to love him ... and his cock. The relationship of our home has become clearer to me, lately. I loved all three of my men and they were everything to me, but I understood that it was in different ways. I would do ANYTHING for any of them and they all knew that. But the little comments the guys had made around me were true. It didn't lessen my relationship to them or theirs to me. It merely crystalized what was. I gave my body and devotion to all three of them, but the guys understood, accepted, there was a difference with Mr. W. While they had me in every way a person can give themselves to another in physical commitment, they knew before I did that Mr. W had my soul, too.
He had worked loose the buttons on my blouse and slipped it off. He lifted my mouth off his raging cock and stood us up, pulling me into his naked body. He then lifted my chin to look into my eyes. "I am so conflicted about you, dear Jolene." I looked at him puzzled. "You make me so happy. My entire being swells with joy when I am near you. Part of me just wants to hold and love you while the other part is filled with the lust you inspire and I want to ravage you and see you ravaged."
I dropped my bra and pressed my naked tits into his bare body. "I am truly yours, sir." I looked up at him and kissed his mouth. "You allowed me to become me. You didn't do it to possess me ... you ... I am not conflicted, sir. You showed me who I really was and gave me the method to commit to it and submit to it. It has made me the happiest I have ever been, sir." I unzipped and pushed my skirt to the floor, then pushed him onto the bed and climbed on top of him. "Perhaps I can clarify your conflicting emotions, sir." I kissed him hard and felt his cock flex against my abdomen. "I honestly and willing ..." I held his cock and positioned my cunt over it, sinking the head inside, "... submitted my body and compliance to all three of you." I stayed with just the head inside me. "While my submission has generated love for all three of you, I have found you ...", I kissed him, again, "... you have my soul, sir. You have my entire being." He thrust strongly his entire cock into me, causing us both to gasp. "Sir ... you ... I ... I was always ... reluctant ... afraid ... to show it ...", I kissed him, "... much less ... say it ... too worried of ... ruining what ... we had." He thrust hard and rapidly into me. "Now, though, your ... feelings ..."
He held my face as we fucked, "Jolene ... I could be your father."
I smiled, sliding up and down on his cock. "But you aren't, sir. There is no conflict, sir. You want me to be ravaged because it is what I desire. You accepted my submission because it is what we both desired. That we find we share something deeper is ..."
He kissed me, rolled me over, and slammed into my cunt in the missionary position. He nibbled on my nipple, then he finished my thought, "... something deeper is a wonderful bonus to be treasured."
My hands held his face as his cock slammed into my cunt with the energy of any man. "It's a treasure to me, sir." I smiled. "Now, if I may be so bold, sir ... can we seal our understanding by cumming together?"
He thrust into me three more times, each time his pelvis crunched my clit, each time I felt his cock swell and pulse. Then, he erupted into my spasming cunt, his seed coating me inside as my own cum coated his cock. It was an intensely emotional orgasm. And not the last of the night. We comfortably stroked and loved. For the first time, he came in my holes three times in the same night.



            Dr. Jolene Ch. 16

            The conclusion to Dr. Jolene's new products launch.

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/dr-jolene-ch-16

Title: Dr. Jolene Ch. 16

Author: ikeman48

Category: Mind Control

Description: The conclusion to Dr. Jolene's new products launch.

Tags: masturbation, exhibitionism, slut




CHAPTER 16: PRODUCT LAUNCH FINISHED
I woke to warm lips teasing my nipples. "Sir, what time is it?"
"It's earlier than you need to be getting up, but I couldn't just leave for my own room without ..." He kissed me and allowed his hands to roam over my naked body after throwing off the sheet that was only partially covering me. "I need to be in the conference room before it gets started." He kissed my nipples, gently sucked on them, then hugged me. "Thank you." I furrowed my eyebrows at him. "Last night ... thank you."
I smiled, "Sir, having me in your bed isn't ..."
He kissed me, "Don't tease, slut." I giggled. "You know what I mean. Last night was different and you know it. You saw into me and pulled it out for us to examine openly, to accept or reject. You gave me only acceptance ... insistently so." I smiled, took his face in my hands, and kissed him deeply. "So, I didn't want to leave without actually saying it."
I looked at him puzzled as his hands continued their uninhibited touching. He smiled and locked onto my eyes, "I love you, Jolene Trent. But ..." The but was lost as I pulled him in and mashed our mouths together. His face was bright with his joy and I hoped mine reflected the same because it was what I was feeling. He was chuckling, "But ... my love doesn't change anything, dear."
"Yes, sir." I said it expectantly, hopefully. "I am still your slut, sir?" He nodded. "I am still a slut for Robert and James, as they desire me?" He nodded. "And, however you or they might want to use me, abuse me, or share me?"
"Yes, slut. That is what it means that nothing has changed."
My hand moved over his thigh to find a semi-hard cock. "You are wrong, though, sir, a lot has changed when we accept what we feel. But you are also correct in that those feelings should not interfere with the fact that I am the slut and I will continue to respond that way." I looked at him shyly, "May I express my feelings openly, sir?" He smiled and nodded and I replied, feeling like I had to be glowing, "I love you, sir. Not just as your slut or as the woman who owes you so much for the career I have enjoyed, but as a woman to a man. And, it is my desire that this love will make me an even worthier slut for you."
He stood up and I stood with him, wishing to feel his skin next to mine. I kissed his chest and gazed down at his semi-hard cock. "Sir, do you at least have time for a blow job?" He smiled and nodded. I turned him and set him on the edge of the bed as I sank to my knees between his open legs. I looked up at him as I licked the length of his cock, a big smile showing on my face. His hand lightly touched the side of my face as my lips opened to the head of his cock. I sucked the pre-cum seeping from it, then took the head into my mouth. I pulled back off, licking copious amounts of saliva along the length of the shaft. I raised my head over his cock and opened my mouth wide, lowering it over his shaft, taking three inches of his nine in. I pulled up, then pressed back down while taking more into my mouth. Another up and down and the head was entering my throat. I took a breath, relaxed my throat and focused on proper breathing before pressing down further, taking his cock into my throat. Up and down, over and over, then pressing firmly to take the last inch, my nose touching his body. I pulled up with a gasp and sucked the head, a hand stroking his shaft furiously. Then, again, his cock firmly, deeply in my throat.
His gasps and groans, his flexing of hips and moans, his holding my head and pressing his cock forward all told me he was near. Then, "OHHHH ... FUCK ... Jolene ... DEAR SLUT ...!" He was gasping. I felt his balls and shaft swell large and the first pulse of his cum approached. I thrust my head down, his cock deep into my throat and my timing was almost off. I felt his cock jerk inside my throat. I pulled back as the first spurt of cum shot out into the back of my mouth. I gagged for a moment before recovering and swallowing in time for the next spurt ... and the next.
I sat back on my heels after cleaning his cock, using an index finger to move some stray cum back into my mouth. I looked up at him as I licked my lips for any more cum. To him, my face reflected the pure satisfaction of a slut having just joyfully done her job expertly. But there was more there, too.
He lifted me to my feet and kissed me with no hesitation or reluctance to touch the lips and mouth with his cum on them. He stepped back and began getting dressed, "I need to return to my room to prepare for this day. Today is very important, dear, and how well this goes is dependent on your presentations."
"Of course, sir. I won't let you down."
He smiled. "You never have. Now, I have made some comments in your notes. Follow them completely." He was dressed and ready to leave and I followed him to the door. He turned and kissed me, patting my butt. "One final thing ... I took the liberty of ordering you room service breakfast for the three of you. It should be here in 15 minutes." I thanked him. He gave me a playful look. Oh ... now what? "When it arrives, you will remain naked."
I blushed. "Yes, sir." I shivered. I smiled even in the embarrassing anticipation. Nothing is changing.
I had been standing in the wings of the stage area patiently, nervously, waiting for my introduction. First Mr. W made his opening comments and welcome, promising the audience a day of information about the company's venture into a new direction that will bring changes to people's lives and to each of the individual companies represented, if they chose to move forward with us. Next was our Marketing group and Sales group who discussed the proposed channels of product entry, but what they were all waiting for was to hear in some detail about the products they had only heard rumors and whispers about.
I looked over the heads of the audience from my position off the stage and found Robert and James standing at the back of the room by the door. Only marginally interested in what was being said on stage, their eyes frequently scanned over the room back to me. When we made contact, they both gave me a thumbs-up and smile of encouragement. I was dressed in the outfit Mr. W instructed for me to wear and for a while this morning I wondered if our new attitude hadn't affected his choice. I was dressed in a rather conservative business suit: charcoal colored jacket and matching skirt that ended at the knees; white, buttoned blouse; white lace matching bra and panties (when was the last time I wore panties?); and, dark, sheer stockings and heels. I felt conspicuous by the nature of what I was wearing, though to everyone else, my outfit last night was probably more conspicuous. Any concern I had about Mr. W's attitude about me, though, disappeared when I remembered to check my notes for the additions he made. As I made note of the yellow hi-lighted comments in my notes, I had smiled, blushed, became instantly wetter and shivered in anticipation.
Then, I heard Mr. W's voice. When had he gotten back on the stage? "But you are not hear to listen to us. These stunning new products are the singular result of the insight, foresight, and dedicated effort of a single woman. To me ... well, she has been and continues to be the most brilliant woman and scientist I have known. Dr. Jolene Trent came to Washburn Pharmaceuticals ..." To me, he droned on about my work history and past accomplishments. It wasn't the kind of attention I ever liked shone on me, but I knew it was a part of the business effect. "So ... please ... Dr. Jolene Trent."
I looked up at him on the little stage, breathed in and slowly released it, glance to the back at the guys and received the same thumbs-up. I smiled at them, though the audience probably thought I was smiling at them and I remembered the trick one of the Sales guys shared: by looking just over the people's heads it gives the impression of connecting with them without really doing so.
I stepped up onto the small stage. Mr. W met me before I reached the podium. He hugged me chastely and whispered, "You understand my additions?" I nodded, then found myself standing at the podium alone, spreading my notes before me. I took another deep breath and became instantly very aware of the spotlight on me and the quieting applause settling into an anticipatory hush in the room. I took another deep breath as I gave the audience a welcoming, appreciative smile.
"Thank you ... thank you, ladies and gentlemen." In a self-deprecating tone, "I can assure you that you have already heard from the better speakers. Unfortunately, they want me to talk to you, also."
A strong voice from the back I recognized as Robert's said, "That's because you know every little detail." The crowd laughed and added more applause in support. I had the feeling they might be used to awkward scientists delivering details. I doubted they were ready for Mr. W's little additions, though.
On the timeline of the agenda, I came on right after the mid-morning break. I would speak to the male products until the end of the morning session and the break for lunch. After lunch, my presentation would pick-up with the female products and end with the mid-afternoon break. It was planned to be 3.5 to 4 hours allowing for questions and clarifications. Both presentations were filled with necessary boring data tables addressing issues of predictability, associated risk, and government approval. It also contained testimonials from men, photos of before and after results, and videos of procedures to give the audience an idea of the requirements for treatment. There were cringe-worthy reactions from the men in the audience at the insertion of the needles at the base of the cock; and, there was the interested reactions from men and excited reactions from women with the after pictures of cock size increase.
Mr. W insisted on including video clips of me sucking his cock before and after and James' cock before and after. My face was professionally blurred but it was clear I initially struggled more to suck the 'after' cock sizes (something I quickly adjusted to, however). Though the video showed a blurred face, there was a murmur through the audience. The conference was setup with a video screen showing the speaker at all times and another screen for projected images, like these videos. The screens were nearly side-by-side and it hit me as I looked up at them, I was positioned at the same angle as the woman in the videos. The similarity was striking since only the eyes were blurred.
At the end of the videos, a question came from the audience, a female's voice, "Doctor Trent, can you clarify a point, please? It appeared in the video that the after cock sucking, especially the black ones, presented a thicker specimen beyond longer and the thickness was ... challenging?"
The audience was hushed. Then a faint murmur of speculation and anticipation. The question was more than, 'was it reported?', but more, 'was it your experience?' I cleared my throat several times and I was sure the spot lights were magnifying the blush I was experiencing. I glanced back at the guys and they were leaned toward each other sharing comments with big smiles and nods.
I worked myself to an authoritative, controlled voice, "I believe that was ... ughm ... her response, yes." There was laughter of understanding. I think I would have blushed if not for knowing what Mr. W had in store for me.
After the lunch break, we were again assembled in the conference room. I started the next series of talks with the formulation for the female equivalent of ED, generally lumped into lack of sexual drive, desire, and performance. We had learned that males dominate the call for solutions in this area, but females are as likely to have similar issues.
Then, I shifted to the enhancement formulations. Of the approximately three dozen in the audience, there were only about five women, though they were showing significant early interest and seeing value in the formulations. It was this part of my presentation where Mr. W had added comments to my notes.
I was into the data and comparisons of breast enhancement and sensitivity for the nipples and clit when I reached that point in the presentation to modify my talk. I was using a wireless mic that clipped around the ear. As I stepped back from the lectern, I flipped a switch that activated that mic. I stepped in front of the lectern as I continued to speak to the enhancement formulation and tested results. Of course, one of the best examples I had was me and that was Mr. W's point. As I walked back and forth across the front of the small stage, I slipped my suit jacket off my shoulders and down my arms. I quickly folded it and placed it on the surface of the lectern. A murmur began in the audience as my fingers began unfastening the buttons of my blouse from the top down. When I had to pull the blouse tails from my skirt, there was more whispers and gasps floating from the audience to me. I glanced to the side of the room as I slid the blouse down my arms. Mr. W was leaning confidently and at ease against the wall, watching carefully. He nodded as our eyes connected.
Mr. W, in his normal mode of control, even provided me with the order of removing my clothes. All the times I was naked at the estate, then the test subjects, the erotic shopping trips, exhibition in restaurants and bars, and even the naked display and fucking outside at night, none of it truly prepared me for this. I knew I was a beet red as I followed Mr. W's instructions to effectively perform a strip in front of three dozen business people during a very important presentation. When he had told people they would be seeing much more of me, they had no idea just how much more he had planned.
His instructions surprised me. After the blouse, I would have anticipated removing the skirt. That's what I would do if stripping for someone. Get down to my underwear. But, no ... next was to remove my bra. I continued my talk and I was pointing out enlargement of the breast. I turned to face the screen as if to make a point on the photograph displayed there, but what I was sure most everyone was really watching was my fingers behind my back as they unfastened the hooks of my bra. Once released, I allowed the back to hang open for a moment as I made another point. Then, turning around, I slipped the bra off, placing it on the lectern with the blouse.
Then, to provide a living example, I cupped my two tits and lifted them to the audience. "Data, graphs, testimonials, even pictures are one thing, ladies and gentlemen, but real physical examples are another. These are examples of what the formulation can do. I originally had D-cups. They are enlarged to EE now, approximately the 30% increase expected."
I got questions about the procedure, why so large, etc. I dodged the one about 'why'. That decision had essentially been made for me and I didn't know that should be divulged publicly.
I then moved into the formulations for sensitivity. These are, perhaps, a bit more controversial. There are case of loss of sensitivity, but for the most part this would be an application for desiring more sexual arousal. Obviously, not something I thought was a bad thing.
My fingers moved to the side of my skirt to reveal my sheer, lace panties. Removing the panties, I was again surprised by Mr. W. I find, and many others would agree, that leaving the stockings and heels on is very sexy. Mr. W's motivation was different, though. To him, having a completely naked woman on stage while speaking to increasing the sensitivity of the nipples and clit was far sexier. Then, something happened I wasn't prepared for. The camera set to be focused on the speakers zoomed in on my nipples as I spoke about them. I heard the gasp and people in the audience looking at the screen behind me and the magnification of my nipple. I watched over my shoulder as I pinched the nub and the mic picked up my moan.
"Yes ... I am also a beneficiary of these formulations, too. My nipples are nearly always aroused with the slightest stimulation ... blouse material moving over them ... a soft kiss ... a wet tongue ... a soft breeze."
My hands had not stopped, though. I stepped out of my heels and rolled down the stockings, dropping to the floor of the stage to manage it. I heard another gasp and eager comments and glanced over my shoulder to find the screen filled with a zoomed image of my open and wet cunt, the clit visible at the top.
The last instruction Mr. W left on my notes was going to be even harder. I was on the floor, propped up on my elbows to look out at the audience with my knees cocked and spread before them. I knew the camera was still zoomed in on my cunt because Mr. W wanted everyone to see this last part of my presentation before the mid-afternoon break. His last instruction: masturbate to orgasm with taunting description.
"Ladies, without raising your hands, how many of you masturbate? Men, how many of your wives or girlfriends do? What I would really like to know ..." as two of my fingers slid over my displayed cunt, parting the wet and yielding lips, "... is how easy it is to achieve the orgasm manually? Some might say ... if being truthful ... that it is easier than with the cock they have available." It was quiet in the room. "Of course, we have a product to do something about that." The place erupted in laughter and applause. "I have told you we can improve, heighten, improve sensitivity to the major zones. The nipples and clit." I rubbed my clit. "See how easily it is engorged?" I knew they could on the screen because that was where almost everyone was looking. I slipped a finger, two, three into my cunt and they came out wet. I sucked them and I heard moans come from the audience. "With increased sensitivity, comes increased wetness and preparation for insertion, or ... in this case ... my fingers." One hand went to a nipple while the other was at my clit and cunt opening. A mature woman in front was biting her lower lip. A man sitting near her was shifting in his chair.
I probed into my cunt, curling my fingers for the g-spot while using my thumb on my clit, hitting both parts at once as my nipple was twisted. I was looking directly into the eyes of the woman in front of me and she was gazing directly into mine, no longer caring about the screen with the zoomed in image. I cried out as my orgasm crashed over me. Before my head dropped back to the floor, I saw the woman fill a glass with water and approach me.
After recovering, I thanked the woman for her kindness. She thanked me for the best presentation on a product she had ever witnessed.
As the audience broke for refreshments, many came to the edge of the stage. Some, maybe, to get a closer look, but most thanked me or asked a quick question. Then, Mr. W intruded to give me more water. But he also had more in mind.
He helped me to my feet. "Come, there is someone very special I want you to meet." I hesitated. He chuckled, "Everyone just watched you masturbate. I think seeing you naked a little more shouldn't be a problem." He had a point. He usually does.
As he walked me through the entire room to the back, Mr. W explained to me that the man I was to meet was Gerald Adamley who has one of the biggest, most influential distribution systems in North America. Landing his account would virtually take us half way to success by himself. He warned me, though, that he can be difficult. He lost his sight and suffered significant nerve and muscle damage in an accident years ago. He has managed to walk, again, but for short walks and uses a seeing-eye dog, which is why he is in the back of the room. He has a close associate with him.
As we approached the back of the room, I spotted an older man sitting at a table by himself, a Golden Retriever curled on the floor next to him. Several men and a woman were talking on the other side of the table. The woman had her back turned and the men now cast glances my way.



"Gerald Adamley, I would like to introduce ...", Mr. W started but didn't get the chance to finish.
"Dr. Jolene Trent." He reached his hand up in my direction. I took it in mine and he continued, "Doctor, your presentation was most informative, though I didn't get quite as much out of it as everyone else."
I laughed through another blush, "Thank you, sir."
"Martha?" The woman with her back to us turned to Mr. Adamley. It was the same woman I had interacted with through my orgasm. I blushed harder. She merely smiled and winked at me. "Yes, there you are. Sorry, Doctor, I am at a lost without my Martha sometimes." I wondered where this 'difficult' man that Mr. W referred to was. "I heard your words, Doctor. Martha had begun giving me a description of the visuals contained in your presentation before we were interrupted by friends. I wonder ... Stanley, would it be possible if we monopolized the Doctor for a while for my benefit?"
I looked and Mr. W considered me. He pulled me aside, "Dear, you aren't the sales person here but ..."
"No problem, sir. This is important to the company and ... well, I take pride in my work, I want to see this be successful as a personal achievement. You don't have to ask, sir. I'll do anything I need to."
He waved Robert and James over, talked to them briefly, before he rejoined the company's group at the front of the room for the session to resume.
The three of us returned to Mr. Adamley and Martha. Martha's eyes were appraising my black guys, looked at me with a smile that seemed to know something, and whispered to Mr. Adamley. He put out his hand and I grasped it. He stood, saying, "Good, thank you for doing this for me."
"Not a problem, sir. May I lead you to a small meeting room we have ready?" His dog stood with him and took his place at his side. I looked nervously up and down the hall before crossing it to a meeting room on the other side. Once in the room, I led him to a table and chairs. "Now, sir, how is it I can assist you?"
"My dear, I will be blunt. I have known Stanley Washburn for many years and we have done a lot of business together and he knows me well. So, what did he warn you about me, because I know he would have?"
I chuckled, "Well, sir ... he said you can be difficult ... honestly, sir?" He nodded. "He said you would be an important part of our success and you know it and that might lead you to being difficult."
He reached out and touched my face with his hands as I blind man might to 'see'. "You have a beautiful face, Doctor." He thought for a moment, then, "Doctor, I have no reason to doubt anything I have heard. I know you by reputation and I, more important, I know Stanley to be honest and thorough. He puts out good product with sound research, development, and production. You gave the rest of the audience a personal visual of what your formulations can provide." I thought, here it comes. "Martha, though, has another interest and it would be extremely bold of us to pursue that interest."
I looked up at the guys and I think we were all thinking the same thing. They looked at each other, shrugged their shoulders and nodded to me. I retook his hand in mine for him to not only feel my presence but also my sincerity.
"Sir, these products were born out of a bold desire to experience what can be experienced and, it was my hope, they could help others experience something bold for themselves. Martha's bold interest will remain only that unless it is pursued." I spoke to him but looked at her, remembering the look in her face as I orgasmed on the stage.
"Well put. And, thank you. You see, dear, Martha isn't only my confidant and critical business assistant, she has become my personal partner I have longed for in my life. My accident took most of me away. My sight, my legs, enough nerve damage that I will never again function as a man should for a woman." Martha's eyes locked on him as her hands rested on his shoulders. "She would never complain. She might, in reality, be stronger than I ever thought I was. She pulled me out of my depression, got me through training to handle Gustave, pushed me to learn Braille, through physical therapy to take these steps with a cane, and to rejoice again in life. There are important things I can't give her in return. Intimate things. So, I will be bold for her."
"Of course, sir."
"These men who are always around you ... Martha has mentioned them ... are they the ones you had pictures of?" I looked at her and smiled. I wondered if anyone might make the connection when seeing us together so much. I assure him they were. "What you did on the stage ... it would seem Stanley has considerable control over you. These men, too?"
I looked at them, but spoke, "Sir, for your ears only, Mr. Washburn does indeed have considerable control over me. I have submitted myself to him, and these men, and have been their slut at his estate where I not only serve them physically but it is where I am able to do my work in private. So, yes, I will do whatever Mr. Washburn asks of me. These men, however, ..."
James jumped in, "These men, Mr. Adamley, can speak for ourselves." Martha looked at them with disappointment showing on her face. "We may have initially served the man as a job, but time has shown us that the man we serve is worthy of all the respect and honor we can give. We also will do whatever needs to be done for him." Martha looked from me to them with renewed hope.
Mr. Adamley, "Then, my bold request ... will you two allow Martha a hands-on demonstration of the formulations your good Doctor has developed?"
Robert responded, "It would be our delight to grant such a demonstration."
Martha bent over to kiss Mr. Adamley's cheek and whispered just loud enough for me to hear, "Thank you, Gerald."
Once the door closed, he asked, "Now, would mind if we adjourned to my room for some privacy so I can 'see' for myself the changes in your body?" I told him I would be delighted but needed to retrieve some of my clothes. I returned dressed enough for the resort's rules.
"How are you dressed, Doctor?"
I giggled, "The least I thought might be acceptable, sir. My blouse, half unbuttoned, and panties."
He laughed as he stood with his dog, "How delicious. I shall be the envy of everyone."
In his room, I allowed him to fumble in undressing me. When I was naked before him, as he sat in an easy chair, his hands and fingers roamed my body. I have had my share of hands on my body, but this was different. This was far less sexual and more identifying my shape, size, curves, and treasures. I felt more observed by his fingers over me than I have by the many pairs of eyes that have ogled me.
He hefted my tits, "My, they are huge, aren't they. You said you were a D and they were increased to EE. Why? Why so big? I would have thought your D tits would have been plenty big for your frame."
I giggled and blushed. This was so much more intimate, yet without the sexual. "It wasn't really my decision, sir."
"Ahhhh ... yes, you said you are now submissive. That sounds like it might be an interesting story, but I have pulled enough personal from you, already, I think." It was quiet for several moments. Something more was working through his mind. "I imagine the company is counting on this being a success. I also imagine you would like to see your work be successful." I assured him. "You said you would do 'whatever'."
"Whatever Mr. Washburn asked, yes. He isn't here right now, but ... yes, sir, I will do whatever I reasonably can."
He laughed, "Ahhhh ... a renowned scientist can be turned into a submissive slut, but the renowned scientist cannot be eliminated from the submissive slut." I chuckled. "How do you feel about dogs?" My, that was a change in direction. I assured him I loved dogs. He nodded and went on to tell me about Gustave and how well the dog has served him. "The poor dog has gotten the short end of the deal it would seem, though. He doesn't get much excitement in his life hanging around me." I told him I suspected it was similar for most service dogs. "Perhaps so." And, if he had harbored some perverse thought, it seemed he wasn't about to it any further.
He smiled at me, his hand dropping to where he knew from experience the dog's head would be. "I suspected as much.? Then, "Besides being a major distributor of things, do you know why Stanley would find me a good partner for these products?" I assured him I didn't. "I also deal in some of the products yours will compete with. Web sites are full of advertising for ED drugs, penis enlargers, etc." He looked at me with eyes that didn't see. "I control much of that. My access to those sites and control over what gets on the sites would be a major coup."
I smiled tolerantly. I might not be much of a salesperson, but even I could see he was bartering now. He had something important to offer, his support, and was ready to haggle for something maybe only I could offer. I paused for a beat to get my next words correct. "Sir ... a dog's devotion is given without the strings we humans place on our interaction. Their devotion is rewarded merely by the sincere response given to them."
He was nodding as his hand stroked the dog's head. It was amazing to me how the same intention could have such diametrically different motives. Where Harrison had intended only to abuse and humiliate me, Mr. Adamley only sought moments of primal pleasure for his faithful companion. My turn to be bold. I took his other hand and put it between my parted thighs. His fingers softly 'looked' over my cunt.
"Sir, perhaps I might be bold enough to suggest you complete your 'viewing' of my enhanced body while Martha receives the reward you bargained for her through my companions."
He pulled his fingers from my cunt and smiled. "You are more of a negotiator than you give yourself credit for, my dear Dr. Trent."
I bent over to kiss his cheek. "I am still available for you 'viewing', sir?" He nodded numbly, his hands stroking the dog lovingly. There was nothing in the moment that was dominating, mean, controlling, humiliating, or degrading about this from him. He merely saw an opportunity to do something for his friend and took a chance on it. While I was giving my body to be used for business, it was the easiest thing for him to attempt.
I remained with him until Martha returned to his side. The guys waited discretely outside the now open door. I dressed, as much as there was, kissed him on the cheek, and moved to the door.
"Dr. Trent?" Mr. Adamley called after me.
"Yes, sir," I responded as I turned to find him kissing the back of Martha's hand.
"Please relay to Stanley that I will do whatever I can to support him with the distribution of these products."
I sighed deeply. I hadn't blown it by my refusal. "Thank you, sir." As I stepped out the door, both guys wrapped an arm around me. The three of us had smiles as they led me back to recover the rest of my clothes.
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CHAPTER 17: EPILOGUE
My mind was foggy. I was being barraged by strange sounds. I must be dreaming, but the sounds ... The sounds stopped. Thankfully, my dreams were quiet. Then, touching ... softly ... gently ... teasingly ... my tits ... my nipples ... ugh, oh, yes ... my cunt lips ... my cunt lips parted by ... something soft and wet ... a tongue? Oh, yessssss ... much better ... a much better dream ...
A mouth on my mouth, my nipples being pinched while my cunt was still being licked and sucked ... I opened my eyes to a black face inches from mine. Within the kiss, I smile and giggle. James pulls back a half foot.
"What, my kissing is funny?"
I pulled his face back and kissed him, "No, God, no ... it was just that I was dreaming of being loved ... my nipples and kissing and ..." I looked down my body to find Robert's eyes peering back at me as he continued eating my cunt, "... and my cunt being eaten. I opened my eyes to find you ... you two ... and ... WOW ... what a way to wake up!"
Robert knelt up between my legs. "Well, we tried calling your cell, no answer. We tried calling the room number, no answer. We tried both at the same time, no answer. We even knocked on your door until we decided the hell with it and came in through the adjoining door."
James added, "We wanted to let you sleep after last night, but the boss wants us in the lobby in an hour and a half for a brief meeting with the others from the company before they leave for the airport."
I looked at them, "I really need a shower."
Robert chuckled, "Yea, I know ..."
I laughed, knelt up and kissed him hard, then looked at him, "I am surprised you went down there."
"Yea ... me, too. Shows how much I love you, I guess." I kissed him, again. Then, the same to James.
I stood up to move to the shower. I stopped at the sight of the guys fixated on me. "What?"
Robert ventured, "You know ... those are really big showers ..."
James added, "Really big."
I giggled, "You two think I might need some help, huh? You know it will take a lot ... I mean A LOT ... longer, if I have that kind of help."
In unison, "We've got time ..." and their clothes went flying off.
James added, as if more justification was even necessary, "You were a busy girl last night, so you're probably still tired."
I shook my head and took their hands in mine to lead them into the bathroom ... and the 'really big shower'.
I leaned against the long wall with the overhead nuzzles raining water over us, my legs open, and the guys soaping and fondling my body. Their slippery hands and fingers quickly had me very aroused all over again. Last night ... yes.
* * * *
Last night. Yes ... that was a busy night. Mr. W picked me up at my room, very gentlemanly, and approved of my choice of dresses. It was a tight, mini-dress that hugged my hips and thighs (at least the portion of thighs covered). The bodice hung loose with folded material that dropped nearly to my navel. A bra was not intended, which meant my tits would be in full motion and frequently on display with the wrong moves. The back of the dress was non-existent. I felt as sensual, and slutty, as it was intended to look.
Mr. W made a point of moving me around the room to meet and thank the guests on that final night. All of them had seen me naked and masturbating on stage. I forced myself to make eye contact with each one of them, though, I was sure most of them were reliving that scene and openly gawking as I bent over to shake hands and offer pecks on the cheek.
After dinner, during the mixer with cocktails and a small band playing a mix of classics from the '50's and '60's, I found Robert and James standing apart from others looking very ready to run. I moved over to them and leaned into their strong bodies and confessed, "I'm beat. I think that exhibitionistic display Mr. W had me do took it out of me."
"It was one of the hottest things we've seen, though, and you've given us plenty to compare it to." I giggled. I sure got carried away by it.
Mr. W surprised me with a hand on my bare back snaking around my body and squeezing an available tit. "Mr. Adamley seems very happy." I smiled. "In fact, his assistant Martha seems to be just glowing." The guys blushed. They aren't used to 'putting out' for anyone but themselves. "I owe all three of you a huge thanks. That was unexpected." The guys just nodded. I doubt they really needed much more than that recognition from him.
Then, he shifted gears. He handed a note sheet to Robert and his hand joined the other one in fondling my other tit. "I am sorry, dear, but ... I need my slut to play tonight."
I looked up at the guys and turned around, his hands nearly taking my dress top off my shoulders. "Of course, sir. I assume you are not talking about yourself."
He laughed and pointed to Robert. He smiled and turned at hearing his name being called. He looked over his shoulder at us, "I think this Product Launch is going to very successful."
Robert and James reviewed the sheet and handed it to me. The list contained the names of five people with room numbers. There were no times listed but there was a note from Mr. W to make it comfortable. He suggested taking the time to clean up between. I looked up at the guys. There in the middle, the third name was a woman's. Some movement caught my eye and I saw the first man on the list leaving the ballroom and, as he did, he glanced at me. We quickly made our strategy for the next hours. The guys assured me they would be nearby.
I went to the first room and knocked. He opened the door and I found him already out of his shoes, jacket and tie. He wasn't much interested in formal introductions. He knew who I was and he figured I must know who he was. In fact, I did. He headed a large clinic specializing in patients with ED issues. He was pretty much all over me, so I pushed him back to the edge of the bed until he fell back. I undid his belt, pulled his pants and underwear down and gave him some undeserved compliments on his 'equipment'. I began licking his cock and taking it in my mouth. I was surprised at how slow he was to reach an erection. I redoubled my effects in an attempt to avoid an uncomfortable performance issue and was pleased when his cock grew rigid in my mouth. It was too short to go down my throat, but I sucked him in as deep as he could go.
I stood before him and unfastened the dress. As I did, he scrambled out of his shirt and undershirt. When my dress was pulled over my head, I was naked. He stopped and gasped, "Wow ... no panties. You were with everyone at dinner without panties ..." It must have been a pretty radical concept for him.
I left the guy gasping on the bed as I wiggled back into my dress as I opened the door. James was waiting just outside. "Your room to clean up?"
I shook my head, "No, I'll convince this guy to take my ass. You have the lube?" He shook his head, pulled out his cell and told Robert to meet us at the next room. He bumped me in the side as we walked to the next room and asked under his breath if I was okay. I chuckled, said I was fine, then confessed I just didn't reach an orgasm. He actually laughed and said something about 'poor slut'. I slapped his shoulder.
Robert met us, flipped me the tube and patted my ass as I knocked on the door. It was an easy sell for this one to take my ass. I suspected at first seeing him this was likely his first offer. Upon leaving this room, barely getting my dress down over my hips as I walked out the door, I felt cum at the entrance of both holes. Not that either was a massive load, but felt a quick shower to clean up would be good. The next appointment was the woman and, if she requested me, she must be a lesbian. There was always the chance she had a strap-on she wanted to use on me, but there was also a good chance she wanted some quality cunt eating time with a woman she had watched masturbate on stage.
Walking out the bathroom after drying and brushing out my hair and applying makeup, Robert had fresh clothes for me. The smart man selected a sun-dress with spaghetti straps and no back. It was simple and easy but still enticing.
The woman who met me at her door was in her early 50's, plump, short, but had a definite air of authority. She was different than the men. She had a bottle of wine and two glasses. We sipped a glass of wine while talking. She owned, through her late husband, a clinic that specialized in post plastic surgery recovery. She has watched women go through breast augmentation surgeries, dealing with issues of post-surgery scarring and complications and became convinced we had a marketable option for those women. She was also curious about my story and how I, a scientist, found myself so comfortably giving away services to clients. It was a talk I had not been able to have with someone who really seemed interested.
She took my hand and stood me up. She was wearing a resort robe that had flashed her fleshy thighs and bosom. Now, she moved to me, kissing me lightly on the lips to judge my reaction. She knew I would have considered myself heterosexual but was with her, anyway. I kissed her back and that drew a smile from her. She turned me and lowered the zipper, pleased to find me naked underneath. I kicked off my heels and opened her robe, slipping it over her shoulders and down to the floor.
We made exquisite love. That was the only way I could describe it ... exquisite. It was joyful from the moment we lay onto the bed already in each other's embrace, through passionate kissing and fondling, into the transition to an intense 69 session, and through our mutual orgasms.
We each left the other's crotch, wiping our mouth and lower faces of orgasmic juice and smiled to each other. She talked me into a little more wine as I cuddled her in my arms leaning against the headboard of the bed. I was actually disappointed to have to leave. But I had to and she understood.
I got dressed quick and was surprised that she followed me to the door. James was waiting in the hall for me and looked surprised to find the woman naked in the open door, stepped a foot into the hall to embrace me with a last kiss.
As we walked to the next room, James bumped me, "You look happy."
I glanced up at him, "That was amazing!" And, I blushed. I was definitely heterosexual but that sure made me bi-curious.
The next two were more like the first two. I did manage to orgasm with the second (or fifth), though it was more a buildup combined of the two than him specifically. How terrible is that?! I'm judging the men by the orgasms or not? I'm just spoiled, I guess.
When James and I returned to my room, I was surprised, but delighted, to find Mr. W and Robert sitting with drinks. James poured two glasses of Mr. W's favorite bourbon and handed one to me. I offered the only remaining chair to James, slipped out of my dress and heels and walked to Mr. W who gladly offered his lap to me. My thought exactly. That was another thing I loved about this man. He understood I might still be leaking from the fucking I just had, but he was the one who sent me to fuck them. He wasn't going to make a fuss about his trousers that would have to be dry-cleaned.
With one hand to hold his drink, he held me securely with the other. His hand roamed over my thigh, hip, and up my side, occasionally moving to the front to cup my tit. All this comfortably in front of the other two guys and with my total comfort as well. I was waiting for some comment or question from him about the people who had requested me that evening, but nothing came. I settled further into his arms with the realization that the evening was in the past and we had all done what we needed to do for the moment for the company's success ... but, now was about us ... now was family. We laughed about a story James was telling about the woman following me out the door. That was when I felt it to be the truth ... this was my family.
* * * *
So, as I leaned against the shower wall while the guys loved my body more than they intentionally washed it, life felt very good. I had been disappointed last night when they left me well after midnight without each taking me to bed, but it was like the guys could see, sense, that Mr. W wanted some time with me alone. And, we did. He loved me. He did fuck me, though he did it through loving and caring. I had the sense he was reassuring me or himself that what he had asked me to do for him and the company was okay. Without him actually uttering the words, I reaffirmed to him what I have been committing to him: I would do ANYTHING for him.
The guys brought me to two orgasms with their hands, lips, and fingers before I pushed them away and sank to my knees to devour their massive cocks. All the while the water from the shower was falling over us like a warm rain, which gave an erotic feel to the entire activity.
The guys got dressed and decided on another sundress for me. No underwear ... of course.
We had time for a quick cup of coffee in the resort café before needing to be in the lobby. There we found Mr. W amid the rest of the company guys. As we approached, the circled group opened and the head of Marketing stepped forward. The three of us were taken aback but I could see Mr. W smiling with pleasure.
Tim Martin, head of Marketing, put out his hand to each of us. "I am very pleased to be able to thank you before we left. I don't know how you managed it or how you could have sold the product so convincingly to so many in such a short time, but ... you obviously did. Thank you!"
I looked at him puzzled, "I'm sorry ... I ... at least me ... I don't know what you are referring to."
He laughed and glanced back at the sales guys. Al Sharpton, head of Sales, explained, "This morning, we were greeted by six short messages from the biggest targets we had for this event. All of them informed us that we could expect formal negotiations for handling some or all of these products. AND ... if that wasn't enough of a mystery ... all also wanted to extended their appreciation to you for clearing up details that convinced them. Whatever they might have been. The biggest one, though, was from Gerald Adamley. He specifically wanted to recognize all three of you."
Tim Martin started the applause and the others, including Mr. W, added in. They left moments later while we were still stunned. Mr. W came up to us, shook the hands of Robert and James and gave me a hug. Then, he lowered his voice, "Tim just informed me he is going to make stock option awards to all three of you when he returns." We looked at him surprised. "Very unusual in the middle of the year. When we get back, I want all of you to exercise them immediately."
Robert asked, "I thought there was usually some time to do that."
Mr. W chuckled, "There will be, but do it immediately." He looked around to make sure the other company people really were gone. "Get those stocks into your accounts quick ... before we make our next announcement on our partners ... the stock is going to jump big-time."
The guys bumped fists, then looked down at me and offered their fists. I bumped them at the same time. Then, I leapt into Mr. W's arms.
When he put me down, I looked up at him and asked, "So ... sir ... everyone is gone?" He nodded. "The rest of the day and night is ours?" My voice took higher notes in excited anticipation of the affirmative answer.
"Yes, but ... I have a request of your time, first. Could you show me this secluded spot down the beach you three enjoyed the first day?" I gave him a kiss and told him to get his swimsuit and a casual shirt to cover his white, untanned shoulders. I went to my room to strip and lather my body with sunscreen, then called the guys into my room to do my back. They made sure my front was well covered, too. Such considerate men.
I was the only one naked as we assembled by the beach bar. James was carrying a bag that had some weight to it. I imagined some beverages ... maybe some lube knowing them.
We walked down the beach just inside the water, again. Once we recognized the location, the men lost no time in stripping down, despite the fact that we had all afternoon. I lined them up in the shade and brought all three of them hard with my mouth and hands. Then, James indicated the action. He lay on his back for me to come to him with the classic finger curling motion. I straddled him and lowered to my knees, then one leg higher to raise my ass to be over his up-turned cock. I moved it over my cunt, found my hole and sank down enough to seat him inside. I then lowered and raised and lowered until I was sitting on his hips. Mr. W pressed against my upper back, allowing me to kiss James deeply as Mr. W spread lube (I knew it) onto and into my asshole. I groaned as his cock, smaller than the two but still big, pressed deeply into me joining James in the next passage. When I felt a third cock at my cheek, I turned with an open mouth and became air-tight.
It was intense and fulfilling ... in a couple ways. I was completely full except as they switched around my body. They fucked me, then switched holes, and fucked me more. This went on for what seemed like an hour but was probably less. Each switch seemed to ease their own arousal but did little to ease my own. I orgasmed twice well before they filled all three of my holes with cum and bringing me to another orgasm with them.
We spent the entire afternoon there. They each fucked me two more times. We played in the water to cool off and fucked more leisurely after the first time. James took me into the water, letting the water aid in buoyancy as I sat on his cock and he fucked me up and down onto it. My head was buried in his shoulder as he used me like a fuck toy on his massive cock. I didn't even hear or see the young couple approaching on the beach, but James did. He walked me to the shallows, fucking me up and down on him. When he reached the edge of the water, he put me on my back and continued to aggressively fuck me. I looked into his eyes and only saw lust and desire. He was a mad man, fucking me wildly. I cried out as another orgasm rushed up. Just then a shadow passed over my face. I strained to look behind me to find an equally naked young couple standing only feet away from us. The young man moved behind her, one hand fondling her tit while the other moved between her thighs, which she eagerly parted for him. Her hand moved behind her and began moving.
I looked up at James who had been looking at them, too. He smiled down at me and thrust harder, sinking his cock deep inside me as he came. My orgasm erupted with the feeling of his seed coating my cunt walls. I clutched my body to his and cried out in orgasmic bliss.
When I again looked for the couple, they were walking backwards in the direction of the resort, still watching but moving away from us. His cock was hard and her hand was still holding it.
* * * *
Very shortly after arriving home I found myself once again the center of attention of the guys. It was as if a minute longer couldn't be allowed to pass before we christened our homecoming with renewed open-air fucking on the back lawn and patio. After a short rest ... very short ... the guys took their turns with me again. It went like this for hours. The guys. Mr. W. I was in heaven. I was home. They fuck me, spewed cum in me, spewed cum on me, used me, and then they did it all over again. But they just seemed to cum and cum. I milked them until they couldn't help themselves and had no more cum for me. And they think that they're the macho males fucking me, and they are, but I'm also fucking them for all they are worth. They are instruments on which I cum while they cum. At least, that was the way I was feeling.
At the end, Mr. W sat out the last round of fucking, instead watching the action with a contented, satisfied, and joyful expression on his face. It was dusk when the guys finished with me at the end. I stumbled to the lounge Mr. W was relaxing in. He put his drink down on the patio floor and held out his arm for me. Though I was dripping cum from my cunt and ass, not to mention the cum covering my tits, he never hesitated to take me into his lap and arms.



He whispered into my ear, "Is my slut happy to be home?"
I kissed his shoulder and snuggled in as if I could get any closer. "I am home, sir. Yes, your slut is happy. I am back to being the slut dedicated to just you three. How could I not be happy?" I looked up at him, "The only way I could be happier, sir ... is if you are happy, too."
"I am, slut ... Jolene ... Dr. Trent." He kissed me. "I love everything you are, everything you are to us, everything you give to us." He was quiet, then only a moment, "There is only one way I could be happier, dear." I looked at him eager to please him in whatever way he could think of. He smiled, "Stay here forever ... stay with me forever ... then, I couldn't be happier ... ever."
THE END
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CHAPTER 1: DESPERATION
"WHAT THE FUCK!!" After many long, deep breaths, the female research director had her palms pressed into the top of her desk as she tried to calm herself. She finally turned and righted her rolling desk chair she had sent flying after reading the latest report summary from the test site near the university. "IDIOTS!" Breathe, she said to herself silently. "Damn. This is in a report? Don't they know what they might have done?"
* * * *
Just another sunny morning in Gainesville, Florida. I was rushing across campus from the dormitory for my appointment just about four blocks off campus. I sometimes wondered why I signed up for this. No, I know why. They were paying $100 per visit to participate in a blind study. The office I was rushing toward was on the second floor of a partially empty office building. I guessed an office that close to a major university wasn't as attractive an idea as someone had originally thought it was when it was built. The building wasn't that old and what it did seem good for was a use like this: conducting trial studies using university students who needed the cash. That would be me, I thought. I needed the cash.
I was a senior in the Business Administration College. Actually, I was a just beginning senior as the school year had just begun when I noticed the flyer posted on a bulletin board: "Young women needed for blind testing of developing treatments for sexual issues." Intriguing, right? Sexual issues. And the $100 per participating visit including the initial screening meeting.
This was my sixth visit and I had a brain full of questions. They were running two studies. One was a new drug to aid women suffering from Female Sexual Dysfunction in general with groups separated into minor cases and severe cases. That was not me. I was sexually active though I would NOT put myself in the slut category like my roommate. The other study was aimed at women who had the reverse issue. Yes, my roommate might have been a better candidate but I wanted the cash. That study was a drug that would suppress the sexual drive. They felt they could manage the dosage for slightly or greatly suppressing the drive. That was my study group. I rationalized that I could live with a lower sex drive for the length of the study because they did promise the dosage required regular treatments for long-term suppression.
It all sounded a bit iffy to me but I guessed there really must be women out there who were more of a slut than even my roommate. Even though I had rationalized my participation, I was really hoping I would be in the placebo side of the study. I went through a lot of physical examinations and questions. I wasn't a prude or ashamed of my sexual life but the depth of questions became invasion and, frankly, embarrassing. I mean, really, was it necessary to know seemingly every detail of each act since the last visit and did I orgasm and how many times. Apparently, anal orgasms are achieved by many women. I at least learned that.
As I entered the office building and took the stairs to the second floor, I was again rehearsing how I was going to confront the researcher assigned to me. I knew for a fact I had to be in the placebo group because my sex drive was not lessening. Just the opposite. I could hardly think about anything but sex. I wanted to fuck every guy I knew. I didn't, of course, but the need, the desire, the wanting was increasing steadily. I was still able to manage it by masturbating and the occasional hook-up for a good fuck that seemed to leave the poor guy exhausted. I was sure there was something wrong with their drug.
As I walked down the hallway, I spotted a notice taped to the door I needed to enter: "The study you have been assisting in has been discontinued. Thank you for participation."
I stood in disbelief staring at those words. Discontinued? Thank you for your participation? Nothing else? No phone number? No address?
I pulled out my phone from my back pocket and searched my calendar for any information about the research company. Nothing. I searched my contacts. Nothing. I searched my phone calls for anything. Nothing.
This can't be happening. What about me? What about the answers I need?
* * * *
"Is she the only one?"
The woman who is research director for the studies, the doctor assigned as medical oversight, and the corporation attorney are huddled in a conference room after everyone else in the headquarters building had left for the day. The doctor had just explained what the likely result of the error would be. The woman responsible for the study teams sat stunned. Her career was likely finished. That wasn't what the attorney was concerned with, however.
"How does someone who is supposed to be in a study to lessen sexual drive end up receiving the drug intended to solve Female Sexual Dysfunction? How does this happen?" the attorney asked while his mind continued to work out the exposure for the corporation.
The doctor chuckled. The lawyer didn't think anything about the situation was funny. "It isn't even that she merely got injected with the drug to increase sex drive, though. The notes are quite clear. How nobody there caught it is beyond me. She was injected with the wrong drug at the dosage intended for what it would be for the correct drug, the drug intended to suppress. That dosage is nearly 50% greater than recommended for FSD. It is supposed to be a double treatment and she received three treatments at the increased dosage level."
The woman added, "The notes even indicate she had been complaining that she was masturbating more than ever to find relief. Nobody seemed to bother to question that." She looked at the two men with her. "We have to do something for her. It was our fuck up."
"What we have to do," the attorney countered, "is reassign everyone on that study program and destroy any and all references to her and her treatments."
* * * *
"Hello," I numbly answered my cell phone. It was late. I wanted to go to sleep. I wanted to finish studying for the next days lectures. I couldn't seem to do either. Once again I was in the midst of yet another masturbation session with the seven inch black dildo I had secretly ordered online. Any other concentration was becoming increasingly difficult.
"Is this Beth Harms?" came a voice that sounded middle-aged and female. "I want to be sure I have the right person." There was a pause, then, "Your birth date is March 11, 2003?" Yes. "You are Caucasian, 5' 1" tall, fit/athletic build, 110 pounds?" Yes. "Currently a senior in the University of Florida's Business Administration program?" Yes. "Long brunette hair, hazel eyes, C-cup breasts, and bald vaginal area?"
"Who are you and how do you know all that? What's this about?" I demanded, the demanding sexual itch temporarily overshadowed.
"I am not about to tell you who I am or where this information came from," she responded. "I am using a burner phone and before you can contact the police or anyone else, there will be no phone number to trace. I am calling because you have been harmed. I know that. You were a part of a study for treatment of female sexual disorder?"
"Yes," I responded. Was this a source of help? Was someone going to be able to help me? "Yes and something isn't right. Something went wrong. The drug had the wrong effect."
"I am not going to divulge very much, but yes, you were given the wrong drug at a dosage... I don't know... maybe two and a half times the recommended dosage for women with no sexual drive."
I knew it. "So, what are they going to do about it?" I asked hopefully.
"Nothing," came the devastating response. "I am sorry this happened to you. Honestly, I am. We're supposed to be helping people, not hurting them. You won't exist in the study. As we speak, they are deleting you and all record of you from the study. The study there is closed down and being moved. All the staff is being reassigned."
"What about me? What am I supposed to do?"
"What are you feeling? Why did you say something was wrong?" she asked. It was almost in a clinical tone.
"I was sexually active before but I joined the study for the money. I figured I could focus on my classwork a few months if no sex was in my future. Now... now I can't think about anything else but sex. I masturbate all the time. I don't hook up with guys because I don't want that reputation, unlike my roommate, and that sure doesn't help. Can you at least tell me if this is temporary?"
"Listen... I am sorry but nobody is going to come to your aid. I'm sorry. Okay, yes, it is temporary but not like you might hope for. It is not temporary like in months. This is likely to be several years at the dosage you received. I'm sorry. But... I am going to text you some information. There is an island resort with a job opening. Think of it as sabbatical from your studies. Earn some money and experience and maybe some... help with your problem." I didn't understand. "My husband and I were there recently. I saw the help wanted on a nearby island. It's a unique place. Call them. I will call them and recommend you."
"You don't know anything about me. Not really."
"I have to do something. I know I've said this too much, but I am sorry."
"Wait," I said, "isn't there something..."
But the phone had gone silent.
* * * *
The text came as promised not fifteen minutes later. I tried calling the number and it went to messages. I tried five minutes later and it rang and rang. True to her word, she had gotten rid of the phone somewhere or crushed.
I started up my laptop and studied the text. Black Isle Resort. Website address. A contact name, Don Tillman, and phone number. That was all the help she was going to provide, apparently. So, I mused as I open the browser, what the hell is Black Isle Resort?
* * * *
"Mr. Tillman?" I asked as a man answered my phone call on the third ring. "This might sound... well, this might be the weirdest call you've ever received."
A laugh returned to me. "You have no idea how weird some of my phone calls turn out to be," he said.
"Well,... I was encouraged by someone... she wouldn't say who she was... that I should call you and that you might have a job opening that might help me."
"Wait," he hesitantly said, "I received a call from a woman who wouldn't say who she was. Okay, this is pretty weird. I blew her off because it sounded too strange. She said she hoped a young woman would call for a job at the resort. Is your name Beth Harms?" I confirmed it was. "Okay... this is really is too strange. I think we need to talk. What is going on, Beth? I mean this unknown woman said she would reimburse the expenses of you to come down for an interview. Are you in legal trouble, Beth?"
"No. No legal problems. I... it seems I've... it's embarrassing," I was floundering.
"The woman started rambling about you being in a research study group and a mistake was made and you... she kept saying she was sorry and wanted to help but... something about the company burying it... covering up the mistake." I was silent. "Are you okay, Beth? Are you sure you don't need medical help instead of a job at a place like this?"
"I know what your resort is. I went to the website. As odd as it sounds, I think a job at your resort might be exactly what I need right now."
I could almost see him shaking his head over the phone but we agreed I would send a detailed resume of any experience and my coursework. He also asked that I explain what this was all about. That would be a difficult explanation. Then we would talk, again.
* * * *
I had finally decided that explaining to Mr. Tillman that my sanity might rely on me being in a place where I could get a lot of sex was best done by being brutally honest. I stop far short of being too detailed, though. I ended up giving him a condense Readers Digest version. Despite how embarrassing even that was to admit to a stranger. Only a couple hours after I sent him the explanation and the resume, I received a call back from him. He still sounded skeptical and it wasn't hard to blame him for that. But, he agreed to an interview, especially since he had nothing to lose since the expenses would reimbursed.
Getting to Black Isle Resort was an adventure of it's own. It was a short flight from Gainesville, Florida to Miami and then a small plane to an island in the Caribbean and finally a ferry boat to the small island that was Black Isle Resort. The ferry made scheduled trips from the resort to the closest island and was the only means to get to Black Isle Resort. Not only guests but staff used the ferry to go to and from.
It was early afternoon as the ferry made its way across the open water between the islands. I wondered if the sun, blue sky, no pollution, gentle sea breeze, lush green foliage of the islands, and clean, simmering water of the Caribbean sea could ever be taken for granted. I wondered if I might get the chance to find out.
I appeared to be the only person on the ferry who wasn't going to the resort for the start of shift. I had a lot of questions about the area and the people around me were very pleasant and willing to try to answer. Sometimes, the heavy accent of the native population was a bit hard to decipher but was also very charming. I knew I stood out as different as the ferry docked and we lined up to exit the boat. At 5' 1" tall, only lightly tanned, and awkward in transferring from the gently rocking boat to the gentle rise and fall of the floating dock, I stood out.
"Beth Harms?" came a strong, deep voice that I immediately recognized but in person sounded even more robust and authoritative.
I scanned through the other dark skinned people who exited the boat ahead of me. With my backpack slung over my right shoulder, I found a black man slowly walking toward me. The others seemed to flow around him, many nodding to him as they passed and him giving each a smile. He was about six feet tall, black hair, and obviously fit and strong. He wore crisp dress shorts, dark blue polo shirt with the resort name on the left chest, sandals, and sunglasses which kept me from seeing his eyes. His face, though, was relaxed.
I had opted for a casual dress that provided full coverage with a hem that was just above my knees. I was there for an interview but the culture here was very casual. I would shortly find out just how casual. I should have known from pics on the website but a few pics and words indicating 'clothing optional' somehow didn't sink in.
He took my backpack off my shoulder leaving me with a small purse over my other shoulder. "Let's go directly to my office," he said indicating an electric golf cart. I saw the workers climbing onto... well, all I could think of was electric golf buses.
The ride was only five minutes as the administration and registration building were the first to be encountered. So far I saw no hint of clothing optional but that soon changed. Entering the main building were two young island women behind the reception counter. They waved to Mr. Tillman and he waved back. That indicated a friendly work environment but their attire is what almost stopped me. Both were dressed in bikini tops with a sheer beach wrap around their waist and bikini thong bottoms underneath. And they were very comfortable. Then, from behind us came a young couple, white, heading for the concierge desk. The woman was naked except for a waist chain and large sun hat. The man was wearing a Speedo, which I don't think I had ever seen in person.
Mr. Tillman pointed down a side hall and chuckled, "You didn't quite believe the website?"
"It's just different seeing it," I offered weakly. "Besides, I might be going to school in Florida but I'm really from a small town in south-central Illinois." He nodded as if that explained something.
We entered an office where he indicated a chair after placing my backpack on the floor and moving behind the desk which showed that he had been doing work but it was still orderly which I took as a sign about the man. After asking if I needed any water, he leaned forward with his forearms on the desk and looked at me closely.
"Beth, this remains very mysterious and that description you included with the resume was... well it left a lot of holes to be filled. It isn't that I necessarily don't believe you... about what happened... and that anonymous phone call I got referencing you certainly adds some credibility but..." he paused and opened his large hands toward me, "it is hard to fathom."
"I know," I admitted. "I need to give you the full details." I took a deep breath, my hands fidgeting in my lap. I took another deep breath. I hadn't tried to describe any of this to anyone, especially not my parents. I blushed deeply just preparing myself to tell the story but I did push through it to the bitter end with the call I received from the woman who sent me down here.
After I stopped talking, I glanced nervously up. He had long ago leaned back in his chair as if the weight of my confession was somehow lying heavy on his desk. His eyes didn't leave me, though. This was a man who knew how to handle people, I thought.
"This," he softly offered, "this is unbelievable." For just a moment I thought he didn't believe me and this opportunity would be gone before I had a chance. "How does something like that happen? No... no, you hear about surgeon leaving things inside patients but you don't really imagine it happening to you." He got up and walked to a window. For several minutes he watched something outside. Without turning around, "Just to get my head around this... you were sexually active and they gave you a drug meant to stimulate sexual desire in women not otherwise capable?"
"Yes," I softly responded, "but at a much higher dosage than recommended. Or, that's what that woman said."
"And at that point," he continued the thought, "she certainly didn't have any reason to lie or exaggerate." I agreed.
He decided he should give me a quick tour of the grounds. What he showed me was just how much nudity there was. At the pool and spa area, I tried not to stare at a white woman in the arms of a black man. They were both naked, the man was fondling the woman's breasts and the woman was lazily stroking his cock. On the lounge next to them was a white man watching intently. At the beach, I saw several such couplings. There was a staff man rubbing sunscreen into the flesh of a woman. Mr. Tillman said that was as intimate as on-duty guys could get with the guests. We entered the main restaurant. It was early for dinner but there were a few people dining. All the men were in shorts and shirts, most unbuttoned, while the women were mostly in sheer nightgowns or corsets and stockings. The dining room and club were the two places where full nudity wasn't allowed and where sexual contact was not allowed.
Back at his office. "In case you couldn't grasp from the website what this resort is, you should now." I nodded with a smile. "Beth, this resort isn't cheap. This is a place where nudity is encouraged and public sex is promoted. We promote the black/white experience which means many of the guest are black men seeking white females and white single women or couples come seeking black men. We promote the interracial mystique. Psychologically, it is very powerful and very lucrative." He watched me for a moment. "I take it that mystery woman recommended this resort because of the sex."
"Yes, she said she and her husband been just been down here and noticed the help wanted posters on the other islands."
"And, I assume you thought after looking at the website that this place could provide you with sexual relief?" he pushed.
I was blushing, again. How do you sit in front of a handsome man and admit to your sexual needs that have gone off the rails due to no fault of your own. "Yes. This is crazy, isn't?"



"Yes, it is. This still seems too crazy to be real," he pondered out loud. He looked directly into my eyes, "Look, Beth, I admit I was curious about you but it being too crazy to be real makes it hard for me to believe. Besides, the hiring position was for housekeeping and the kitchen." He hesitated more. "I like your resume and classwork, but this is a small operation. I just don't have the need of someone else in a position like that. I have had conversations with my team, though." He stared at me. "The thing is... if I am reading you right, you say you need regular sexual relief and jobs aren't geared that way. Real jobs require someone doing them for a full shift. You get that, right?" I nodded. I did understand that. I had always known but was trying hard to ignore the reality. "This is crazy" he added shaking his head. "One of my directors suggested a 'out-of-the-box' idea. Maybe this can work for both of us, though."
"Really?" I exclaimed.
"Slow down. This needs discussion and careful thought to work this out. Don't get your hopes too high." He was pondering something. "Okay... you've were traveling most of the morning and have been with me for a couple hours. What are you feeling right now? Physically. What you were talking about. The desires."
I was blushing so profusely I could feel my face turn red. He pushed me. I thought if I had any chance here I had to be very honest with him. He might be my only hope. "I am barely holding myself together. This is how crazy my life has become. I'm sorry. You don't need my issues on top of running a resort, but I was... am... desperate."
"Okay... enough talk, Beth. Show me," he said. I was confused. Show him? How do I show him something that is just inside me driving a need that won't stop? "Stand up," he said as if reading my confusion. I did. I nearly bounced up as if a spring had pressed me up. "Take off your dress."
I gazed at him. I was desperate for relief but... yes, this is a nude resort and there is open sex but... but... that has never been me. Sex was private, alone with one guy, not open. My fingers shook as I reached in back for the zipper. Suddenly I was glad I had decided on the lacy underwear if that was what I would be standing in. I slid the dress shoulders down my arms and pushed the dress over my hips. I carefully stepped out of it and dropped it onto a nearby chair. As I dropped the dress, I realized the office door was still wide open. My body was on fire like never before. My desperate need that had grown since masturbating this morning combined with the talk and now exhibitionism... I as standing in his office in my bra and panties! Despite the embarrassment, though, was a realization of excitement and this was different than just the building desire for release. This was something I hadn't experienced. Standing in my underwear while anxiously anticipating what was next.
"You are a beautiful woman, Beth. If it is getting fucked around here, you won't have any trouble finding it. Now... the bra and panties." He said it with such calmness and ease. I was ready to explode with nervous energy. Was he testing me or accepting what I've told him?
I reached behind again and unclipped my bra. With the last clasp, the cups sagged and I looked at him before letting the straps slip off my shoulders and down my arms. I dropped it on the chair, too. I put my hands at the waist of my panties and eased them down over my hips to fall to my feet where I stepped out of them, using one foot to lift them to my hand. I stood before this man I met only hours ago completely naked. In his office. Was he offering me a job or...
He indicated the chair. I was stunned. I half expected him to do something. I was naked. I had confessed that I needed sexual relief. I had confessed I came here because it was the kind of place I might get it without... without... without I didn't know what. I sat. I even crossed my legs as if nothing was out of the ordinary. But it was out of the ordinary. I was naked and that made everything I was feeling that much more intense.
"You are beautiful, Beth."
"Thank you, Mr. Tillman," I responded with a gasp.
"I think you should call me Don," he responded calmly. But his eyes weren't calm. Not at all. They roamed over my naked body unabashed. "Tell me, Beth, what are you feeling right now? I can see by your blush that this is embarrassing, but what are you feeling? What is it you want right now?"
My hands fidgeted in my lap. I looked down and saw my breasts heaving as I took heavy breaths. I saw my nipples were hard with arousal. I couldn't see but I felt how much my pussy was lubricating. And I knew if I were to open my legs he would see it too.
He indicated for me to come near him. I stood and my legs were shaky. I moved the few feet around his desk and stood in front of him as he turned the chair to me. "What are you feeling, Beth?"
"I... I..." I stammered. I knew exactly what I was feeling but to say it... to a near stranger. I gulped down my embarrassment and fear. I needed this. "I feel like... if I don't have relief soon... I'll go crazy." I looked directly into his eyes and he gazed back into mine. His hand came out toward me. He touch a breast, squeezed a nipple. I gasped. So much has been masturbation. I hadn't really trusted fucking very often. It felt sooooo good. My breathing was more ragged. I sighed and moaned when his hand moved to the other breast and nipple. "I... please... I need..."
"Say it, Beth," he calmly said. "Say what you want."
My eyes watched him touch me so intimately. Could I say it? Could I admit to a stranger what I wanted right now? Could I not? Wasn't that why I was here? Why I had traveled all this way in the hopes that... in the hopes that what exactly?
"Why are you here, Beth? Why did you get naked in my office? Why are you allowing me to touch you? You have to tell me, Beth," he insisted.
Oh... God, I thought. Is my only hope something like this? Will it have to be like this, to debase myself to what my needs are? Without thinking it through, it was why I had come here, a place that allowed, even encouraged open sex. I didn't know what I expected to happen but there had to be a price.
I heaved a deep breath. "I need... I need," I stammered. I willed the words to come out. Verbalizing it was everything I wasn't. Sex was something private with someone I knew and in the familiarity of my bedroom. And that wasn't this. This was the stark daylight in the office of a stranger in a place where I knew nobody and nothing was familiar.
His hand dropped from my breast, the finger tips gliding, caressing down my chest, my stomach, and to my mound. I gasped when his fingers slipped between my thighs and they parted without thought. "You are almost dripping wet, Beth," he softly exclaimed. He looked up at me as his fingers continued sliding along my pussy lips, parting the lips, glancing off my clit and over my dripping hole. "This is embarrassing for you, isn't it? You are blushing a bright red." I nodded. Very embarrassing but... but so wanted. "You have to say what you want, though."
I have to. I know it, but... another breath, just one more for courage. This isn't me but maybe now it has to be. "I need... I want to be fucked," I finally blurted out.
He smiled at me while his fingers continued teasing over my pussy. "I will fuck you, Beth, if you get me ready."
How could he not be hard already, I thought? How could after all this teasing and embarrassing me could he not be ready? But, I sank to my knees in front of him. My hands were clumsy as I rushed to open his belt and shorts. Now that I had admitted my desire and said what I wanted, now I was desperate to have it, desperate for this man I only just met and had stripped in his office to fuck me in the same office. He raised his hips as I grasped the waist of both his shorts and underwear. I began pulling and... oh... my... god. I stopped as his cock came into view. It was so big, so long, so thick. I never imagined anything so big. I quickly pulled his shorts down and off his feet. I looked up at his face but only an instant as I had to verify his cock was real. How silly but...
"Never seen a hard big black cock?" he asked. I shook my head. He was already hard and it was... amazing... huge. "There is more of that here on the island if that is what you need."
I thought he was joking so I looked up but he was serious. I slowly grasped the cock at the base with one hand, put the other hand above it and there was still black cock above my hands. It had to be 10-inches and my fingers didn't go all the way around it.
I looked up at him. I looked back at the cock. I leaned forward and ventured my lips to it and planted a kiss on the bulbous head. A smiled formed on lips. I don't know why. I had only a little experience with sucking cock but this was... this was beyond imagination for me.
His voice brought me back from my trance. "I would love to feel you mouth and lips around my cock but I suspect you need to be fuck, am I right?" I nodded while still holding and unknowingly sliding my hands along the shaft. "I suggest I do that now. Fuck you. Then we can have a talk over dinner. We'll discuss your needs further." I nodded numbly. All I could think about was that huge cock going into my pussy. Would it fit? Would all of it fit? Would it even go in?
He raised me by the shoulders and pressed me over his desktop. I am about to be fucked by a big black cock and it is in an office at a nude resort. And the door is open. I shivered. My feet were bumped and I parted them wide. I felt him behind me and then I felt that bulbous head at my pussy. I gasped just at the touch. He rubbed the head up and down my pussy, separating my lips, and bumping the hole. But he continued to tease me.
"Please... please..." I gasped pleadingly, "don't tease me."
I was pleading for this man to fuck me. I just met him and I was pleading. It should have been shameful, humiliating but I didn't care. I just wanted to be fucked. And for that fuck to be a huge cock... oh God yes... what was I becoming?
I gasped and moaned as his cock pressed at my hole and slowly spread me open. This cock was a monster compared to every cock I had ever experienced. It was so much bigger than even the dildo I had started using. When my pussy spread and spread and the head finally plunged several inches inside, I cried out. It could probably have been heard outside the office but I was totally and completely conscious of only one thing... my pussy swallowing the biggest cock ever.
"OH GOD... OH GOD... OH FUCK!" I cried out. There was a moment or more of some pain from spreading more than ever but it was quickly overshadowed by an immense feeling of overwhelming stimulation and arousal. The cock filled completely. Each additional inch it moved deeper was a new sensation of fullness. I was pressed into the desktop. He was behind me. I had no idea how much cock was inside me. "Oh... ohhhhh... yessssss... OH GOD... YESSSSSSS!" I cried out as my body gave up and the most intense orgasm ever crashed over me. God, he had just begun to fuck me and I orgasmed!
As my body shook, he continued to pull back a bit and press more cock into my pussy. My spasming pussy and juices made it more spectacular. When I began calming to just delicious fucking, "How much... cock is... do I... have all... of you?"
He chuckled, "About three more inches. Do you want it, Beth? Have you had enough?" He was teasing me, again. He could feel how my body and pussy was reacting to him... to his cock.
"God no... not enough... please... please fuck me... with all of it. Stretch more... fuck me... and cum in me." I couldn't believe the words coming from my mouth but even more I couldn't believe what I was feeling.
He continued fucking me with long, powerful thrusts. Then my pussy was empty. He pulled me back and turned me, lifted me like I was nothing, and laid me on the desktop. My legs spread by themselves eagerly and he was thrusting his cock back into my gaping pussy. I moaned at this penetration, too. His eyes were on mine. My breasts bounced with the pounding.
I wrapped my legs around him. He smiled down at me. "I want to watch you orgasm the next time." Even that was exciting.
And the next time I orgasmed it matched the power of the first. This time he joined me and it felt like he shot cum into me forever. I was spent, exhausted, but satisfied. Very satisfied.
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CHAPTER 2: POTENTIAL
After having been fucked by the biggest cock I had ever imagined, Mr. Tillman ... Don ... led me to the room where I would be staying. Before I came, he had told me to pack for two nights and that the dress code at the resort was very casual. Very casual was an understatement. Perhaps as a test of judging my story about the research mix up, he had me undress in his office while talking about any possible potential and then fucked me on his office desk. Gloriously fucked me to two orgasms. All that had happened without a real hint or suggestion of something for me at the resort.
Almost as if leading me to the room I would be using for the next two nights was another part of the tour, he informed me that only managers and supervisors lived on the resort grounds and all the other staff lived on the nearby islands. The room I would be using was not currently being used. I couldn't imagine that any job I might possibly be able to land at the resort would be supervisor level, much less manager. I had never considered my living arrangements at the low pay I was already anticipating if there was any opportunity at all.
We were going to have dinner at 6:00 PM in the resort restaurant. It was nearly 5:00 when I arrived at the room and unpacked my backpack. Although I had put my dress back on, I had decided against the bra and panties. After slipping the dress off once I was alone in the room, I slipped a hand between my legs. The amount of cum I was leaking seemed impossible but the memory coming back to me was a sense of him cumming in thick ropes over and over and over. I had thought it might merely have been my sex-dazed mind but removing my hand several fingers were coated with it. I raised my fingers to my lips and licked, then sucked them. My body began firing all over again.
I showered and considered the limited items I had packed that would fit in a single backpack. That was when there was a knock on the door. I checked the time: 5:35 PM. Still naked after the shower, I cracked the door while standing behind it. Don. Still not used to the exhibitionism of the resort, I forced myself to step from behind the door.
"Hi," I ventured, not knowing why he was early. "You're early."
He smiled. He was dressed in the same outfit. After his eyes made a casual tour of my exposed body, "I thought maybe you might be questioning what to wear to dinner."
I nodded. "I was just looking over my meager options. I didn't know if it should be the dress or shorts and a top."
I hadn't noticed before that his hand was behind his body. He brought it out, "Neither," he said. "We have details we need to discuss if we are to determine if there is any opportunity here for you. One will be what opportunities might be realistic. Another is your dress code while here. We'll discuss it during dinner." He turned but stopped. "And, Beth, nothing underneath."
While he spoke those few words about dinner and discussion, I had been staring at the garment he handed me. It was a very sheer baby-doll negligee. I closed the door after he left and held the garment up. I could see hazy details of the wall through it. The same would be true of me.
At 6:00 o'clock there was another knock at the door, this one expected. I opened the door to find Don, of course. He smiled looking at me. I was still adjusting to how I was going to be exposed in a public setting. It even occurred to me that being exposed this much around a pool or beach would be different. Dinner in a restaurant? I remembered, though, that guests were likely to be similarly exposed but in their cases by choice. But, it wasn't merely the sheerness of the negligee. After I put it on and stood before the mirror ... it wasn't solid fabric that slipped over the head but fastened at one place just below the breasts. While standing still my pussy was barely visible in the gap of the material, never mind the sheerness of the material. When I stepped, though, the gown parted and flowed to the sides fully exposing my lower body. The bodice provided no support and my nipples were clearly visible underneath.
I had decided Don was still testing me and that one moment of nakedness in his office and being fucked there was not the end of it. It was becoming clear: if he was to allow me to use his resort for employment and access to regular sexual encounters, he was going to set the rules. This wing of rooms was part of the administration building. The guest rooms were in two separate L-shaped buildings enclosing three sides of the pool area. The open side was to the nearby beach. Cottages, more expense and somewhat private, were strung out along the beach front. The restaurant, club, and guest services including a shop was another building. To get to the restaurant, we were walking outside between the buildings. The constant light breeze off the Caribbean opened the negligee exposing me frequently. This was what he wanted, I presumed, so I didn't try to control the gown. Whatever the rules would be, they would be the price of my being here.
"Good evening, Mr. Tillman," the young hostess said on our arrival. She was dressed much like the women at the reception counter: bikini tops, sheer wrap around the waist, and a bright yellow thong underneath. Around her neck was a short chain with a name tag attached: Maria. I suspected there were a number of Marias at the resort.
He asked for a table in the middle. I assumed it was for maximum exposure of me. I think there would be a lot to get used to. I felt that exposure, too. Walking through the tables already filled with guests, we both attracted attention: him for being dressed but in a resort polo shirt and me nearly naked with him, and though most of the female guests were similarly exposed they all had thongs or panties on.
We ordered drinks, then he began, "This is what it would be like, Beth. If we work something out, you will be an outlier as far as employees go. You will report to me and me alone. I will expose you like this and I will use you and your body. You will be free to pursue men, but I will also direct you to other men at my discretion. They may be guests, employees, or others. Without details, is this what you want, what you are willing to accept to fight your desires?"
It was certainly more than I might have considered. True, though, I hadn't really considered what I was doing here, what being here for my relief might mean as a cost, what the trade-off might be. What he was suggesting ... no, what he was laying out to me ... was that he would take control. I would get my relief but I would also surrender much to him in return. Was I willing to accept that? Surprisingly, given the physical and psychological demand for relief I was increasingly feeling, what he was laying out to me wasn't nearly as intimating as I might have expected. No, it was plenty intimidating but weighed on a scale opposite the burden of my new existence, it felt like a price I had to pay.
I took a gulp of the bourbon he had ordered for us and I felt the warm burn down my throat. I looked up at him. His eyes weren't on my face but my breasts clearly visible through the gown. Then he looked at my eyes. I nodded to him, "This should be humiliating and intimidating and ... and it is... but ... I will accept anything, Don." Anything? What's happening, I wondered? I was now surrendering to give whatever was necessary? It was like some switch inside me had been moved. Was my desire, my need, so strong; or, was there other aspects to that drug that company hadn't even anticipated? I fully understood what he was saying, what I would be taking on, but my compliance seemed to come so easily.
He smiled, "We'll test that, Beth. Tonight and tomorrow. We'll see about that." I shivered visibly and that brought a smile to his face. Whatever the testing might be brought excitement and nervousness. What the long-term from the drug had brought a feeling of hopefulness. As crazy as it sounded, sex was what I needed and if relinquishing some control could give it to me, it now seemed worth it. Wasn't that what I wanted? What I needed? Wasn't that why I came here on a blind hope?
Throughout dinner, which was quite good, he shared more about the resort than any thoughts about me at the resort. He said they marketed directly to the fantasy of black men and white women. The most explicit efforts were on other websites, forums, and discussion sites that also related to that image. Interestingly, many black men came in the hopes of encountering white women looking for a black experience. White single women and couples came to the resort for the same thing but more seemed to enjoy the atmosphere more than actually living the experience. One of the challenges they toyed with was how to create a more active scene.
"I have discussed your situation with our marketing director, Beth. Understand, we have not had much time to consider your situation and the potential of you being here or not. But, in the limited time available, he seems to have some ideas and that is what he is considering tonight or he could have been here. I want him to join us tomorrow morning to discuss some of his ideas." He paused and I watched him. I could see he was weighing taking a bolder step in the conversation. "There might be potential for you, Beth, but it is too early to express too much. But, I have ideas of how you could be useful for showing appreciation to the staff as possibly an incentive or bonus situation." He was watching me closely as he shared that. Clearly, he seemed to be almost thinking out loud and maybe still testing what I was willing to accept.
"Don," I interrupted him.
"Yes, Beth," he replied with a smile. I almost thought he might be trying to scare me, to intimidate me, and certainly to test my willingness.
"I had no idea what I was expecting when I came down here. I had no concept of how any arrangement might work in a practical way. It was crazy when I contacted you. All I was doing was grasping at an idea that woman presented to me as a possible outlet. It was crazy when you responded to me. It was crazy that I came down here and that we are talking about any potential. It was crazy that I so easily undressed in your office and then eagerly got fucked by you. It is crazy that I am sitting having dinner with you wearing only a sheer baby-doll. Yet, here we are still talking about it."
"What are you saying, Beth?"
"I am saying that for this small town girl from Illinois this is crazy to consider and act on but it is still the best solution to my problem. You don't need to try to scare me. I am prepared to accept whatever demands you put on me." Remembering what the mystery woman said, this could be at least a couple years under his rules. "I admit that I am scared. I am scared beyond belief of what might happen to me if ... if I don't have something ... someone ... what happens to someone who has such a high sex drive they can't control it? What becomes of that person? I can't imagine what might become of me." I looked intently at him. My current nakedness didn't matter. That I might continue to be naked into the future didn't matter. That I might be controlled and fucked and given to others to fuck didn't matter. "And, yes, I am scared about what might be required of me by staying here. The things you said ... they aren't me. But, I am not me, any longer. But do I have a real choice? That's the choice I have: scared of not being here and scare of what being here means. My real choice is what scares me the least. All I would ask if I were to be here," I blurted out, "is that I be safe from harm."
He stared at me for a long time. Then he surprised me. He reached across the table that had been cleared as we had after dinner coffee. He took my hand and squeezed it. "Wow," he said. "Now I believe you, Beth. Yes, this is crazy and what happened to you is still unbelievable. But I do believe. We have a lot to talk about tomorrow, but if you were to remain here, we would do everything we can so you will be safe."
We were quiet for a while as we finish our coffee. After we exited the restaurant and stepped outside, he stopped me. He shook his head and gave me a funny smile. He put his hands on my upper arms and gently pulled me into him. His arms went around me and mine around him.
"I am sorry, Beth," he softly said. "I am sorry this happened to you." He stroked my back gently. It felt soothing. "I am also sorry if I came across too controlling but ..."
"I understand," I injected. "You had doubts and I don't blame you. I doubted my own sanity until that woman called me." I leaned back a bit to look up into his face, my hands on his chest. It was such a powerful, muscular chest. "As far as the controlling ... I think I need that. I think I need control. What does that say about me?"
He hugged me tight. "It says you are strong enough to do what you have to do." He chuckled, "It will be interesting and I think you might be right about needing control."
"Thank you." My heart was beginning to race. I pulled myself tighter into him and the more I did the more I could feel his cock. "Don, would you...?"
He put me at arms length and looked intently at me. Not at my exposed body but at me. "How often do you ...?"
I shrugged, "It seems to be getting stronger each day. I think a lot." I was blushing intensely. I was admitting to this man that I wanted him to take control of me and that I needed to be fucked frequently. That wasn't who I was. A small town girl didn't think those things much less say them.
"Have you ever fucked outside?" he asked. I told him, no. He took my hand and led me away from the building. "Let's find a spot where we can watch the sun setting. You will fuck me for a quick orgasm. Then we will enjoy a longer one with the sunset."
Wow, I thought. Not asking me or seeking my acceptance. Just this is what we are going to do. I think I will like giving up some control.
The beach wasn't crowded but we weren't alone, either. There were guests who clearly had the idea of settling in for watching the setting sun into the watery horizon. I was nervous about the public aspect but that was part of this place. And ... it also felt exciting. As if I needed more of that.
He pulled a lounge to an exact position he had in his mind. As he began stripping off his shorts and shirt, I glanced around us. There were couples and singles scattered on both the left and right sides. A white woman was snuggled into a black man about 20 feet to the side and a little behind. Both were naked, he was fondling her breast and she was lightly stroking his cock. I refocused on my own situation. I really needed relief and he was right about how. With his big cock, a quick orgasm might be possible and then a slower, less urgent fucking could be thoroughly enjoyed.
I watched him sit on the lounge, the back raised. I took a deep breath, determined to show I would let him lead me, pulled off the baby-doll, and knelt on the end of the lounge to begin kissing up his thighs. My eyes continued to glance to the sides nervously but I continued. This was entirely against everything that was small town Illinois behavior. Nobody knew me here, though, and I reminded myself of that. And, when I might be known here it will be as I have become and not as I was.
When I arrived at the tops of his thighs and I lightly grasped his cock at the base and kissed it, I felt it firming to my touch. I licked and kissed to the bulbous head. For a moment, I was lost in that action until I sensed more than saw movement to the right. With a glance I found a white woman, maybe middle-aged with slightly sagging breasts, turn on her own lounge to face us. She was intent on watching and for a moment I wondered if that was sad. In this place where nudity and open sex was practiced, was she by herself by intention or otherwise? I had other issues for my mind, however.
I sucked the head of his cock into my mouth but his hands were pulling me up. He was right. As much as my mind had already fixed on his cock and the feel of it in my hands, mouth, and pussy, I needed to orgasm. Then ... then, as he said, we can enjoy.
My feet on either side of the lounger, I awkwardly waddled along his body until I was over his mid-section. I squatted slightly to grasp his hard cock and held it vertical as I lowered my body down to meet it. I sighed at the feel of it on my pussy and gasped with unabashed joy as it parted my pussy lips, stretched my hole, and sank inches inside. I moaned as I allowed my body to settle down over the pole.
"OH ... FUCK ... YESSSSS!" I blurted out as I continued down his shaft completely unaware at the moment of the others around us and especially the woman immediately next to us.
"Yes, Beth, fuck me. Give yourself the orgasm you so desperately need," he said in a conversational voice that could be heard by anyone 10 or 15 feet away due to the quiet on the beach. If my mind wasn't so fogged by my need, it would have been embarrassing. As it was, I did exactly what he said and what I needed.
I seemed to inch down his long shaft and each inch filled me so completely. This cock was so new and unbelievable. Each time it penetrated me, it stretched me. Each time it penetrated deep, it felt like it might go through my entire body. I couldn't believe I could take such a cock. I rose and settled down further and further. It was too much. Just having that cock inside me was too much. My desire so strong that this might be my only solution. And cocks like it. But, can there be other cocks like it.
I rose so only the head was still inside and I completely relaxed my legs. I dropped straight down on his pole. In one swift motion I was filled and the jolt I felt at the top of my pussy and jamming my clit into his pelvic bone ... I came ... I exploded in orgasm just like he said I would. I quaked and shivered as the orgasm coursed through me. I leaned forward, my hands on his chest for support. In the throes of orgasm, he attacked my nipples by squeezing, twisting, and pulling. My orgasm peak again and that was when he shifted one hand to go under, forcing between my pelvis and his until he was squeezing and rubbing my engorged clit between two of his fingers.
I peaked, again. I collapsed. Too much. No... enough. I lay on his chest panting. His cock was still rock hard inside me. Of course it was. I orgasmed, not him. I couldn't move, though. My orgasm continued for minutes that seemed forever. My muscles twitched. My pussy spasmed around that marvelous cock that took me to such heights.
When I felt it possible, I pushed up onto my elbows pressed into his body. He was smiling and lightly stroking my body. I felt so secure, so ...
"Thank you," I gasped out. "Thank you."
He smiled back, a finger of one hand lightly touching my lips. "Turn around. The show is about to start."
Turn around? What show? Then, I remembered as full awareness returned. The sunset. I rose slowly, slowly to feel his cock inch from my clasping pussy. Oh.. God ... what a feeling. I rose and straddled the lounge and him facing out toward the water. I grasped his hard cock to penetrate myself on it and it was so slick with juice, my juice, my orgasm.
As I rotated, I glanced to the side. The woman, the one I had notice turn toward us, was wide-eyed watching us. She wasn't more than 6 or 7 feet away. Her face was a reflection of awe. One of her hands fondled her breast and the other was rubbing her pussy. Our eyes met and I knew I blushed profusely, though in the fading light of the end of the day she may not have noticed. I gave her a weak, shy smile and her face explode in joyful response.
Penetrated again on his cock, like it provided an anchor for me, I leaned back against his chest. His hands came around me and grasped both breasts. I sighed and wiggled on his cock. He flexed it inside me. I squeezed my muscles around him. A teasing game invisible to others.



"That was quite a show you gave her," he whispered in my ear.
"I'm so embarrassed," I quietly confided. "Did she watch everything?" Yes, he said, everything. Now I am fucking in public. What next?
The sunset was glorious. I understood why people talked about it. The sun turned glorious red as it touch the water ... or least the water line of the horizon. It seemed to just sit there and suddenly it was gone. I heard someone explain to another it was something about the curvature of the earth and the sun's refraction through the atmosphere that made it look like it was still there when it had already gone below the horizon.
The sun down and darkness quickly taking over the sky, many people began leaving. I was still anchored ... anchored on Mr. Tillman, by his cock deep inside me. I had no interest in leaving, not while secure with him. I was anxious to find out what he wanted next so I continued the small movements of my pussy over and on his cock.
"I want to fuck you more, Beth," he whispered.
I wiggled into his body, "I want to feel you cum inside me. I want to pleasure you and to fill my pussy with your cum," I confessed.
"Inside the room or here?" he asked. "Without the sun, the humid air will cool."
"Here. That is ... if it is okay with you ..." I softly responded. "I want to see the stars too."
"Occasionally," he countered. "At times, you'll see the stars above me. At times, I will see the stars above you."
I smiled and sat upright. I began fucking up and down on his hard rod. My orgasm only moments before only blunted my desires. His cock had an effect on me, but this effect had little to do with the drug testing. This was him and his cock. I began fucking in earnest, up and down, sliding back and forth which sometimes rubbed my clit against his pelvic bone. He grabbed onto my bouncing breasts and fondled them before shifting to my extended and increasingly sensitive nipples.
I noticed it earlier when he fucked me. It seemed as though the nerves in my pussy caught fire as his big cock filled me; that my clit became engorged and more sensitive; and that my nipples remained hard and sensitive longer. My pussy always seemed flooded. I chuckled quietly as I bounced energetically on him. He thrust his hips up to meet my downward push and asked what was funny.
"Not you. Not this," I tried to explain. "I think ... hmmmm ... yessss ... I think ... it will be good ... if I am naked often."
He laughed and swung his legs to the side of the lounge and shocked me by standing. I fell fully onto his cock as he began to walk down to the water's edge. "That might be arranged," he said. "You like the idea of being naked with only a sheer wrap covering you hips?"
The feeling each of his steps had on me was amazing. I bounced on the base of his cock, the head repeatedly jamming into the top of my pussy.
"Where ... are you ... taking me ...?" I gasped my curiosity out.
"I'm not sure," he calmly replied as he continued walking just inside the water away from the main resort beach. "If you really want to see the stars, though, we should escape as much light as possible." He lifted my butt up and dropped me. Even though my legs were wrapped around his waist and my arms around his neck, I allowed him control. "We can fuck to stay warm and watch the stars while we recover and then fuck for more warmth."
"I would," I began with a gasp as I was again dropped, "I ... oooooo ... would really ... hmmm ... like to ... work under you."
He laughed. I looked up at a dark sky with stars everywhere. He kissed my neck, then my mouth when I lowered my head. "I would like that, too. And riding me and in front of me and any other way we can think of."
I mashed my mouth into his and he stopped walking. He held my butt with both hands and began making powerful thrusts into me where we stood ... or where he stood with me groaning and moaning on his cock. I orgasmed and my spasming pussy must have been the final catalyst to bring his climax. As he came, he stumbled and we crashed, him onto his butt in the sand, me on top of him. But, it was perfect ... his cock was still inside me as we lay gasping for air.
After a while, I rolled off him, his softening cock sliding out. I cuddled next to him, his arm around me. The sky was magnificent. And just then ... a shooting star.



            Resort Slut Ch. 03

            Beth receives an offer from the resort.

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/resort-slut-ch-03

Title: Resort Slut Ch. 03

Author: ikeman48

Category: Interracial Love

Description: Beth receives an offer from the resort.

Tags: slut, exhibitionism, bbc, big black cock

Series: Resort Slut


CHAPTER 3A: ACCEPTANCE
Everything about me in life was changing so fast it could seem to me that I was trying to live a dream ... or nightmare. In a quiet moment after yet another fuck last night (in his bed that time where I spent the night), I tried to explain that feeling of dream or nightmare to him. He was attentive and comforting. Amazingly so. Volunteering for a drug study program shouldn't end the life you had known. It shouldn't leave you unable to study and focus in school and only wonder how you were going to find another relief from the building sexual need. Finding the study office shut down when you finally resolved to seeking answers to what happened left you so desperate for answers and resolution that you were left to following an anonymous phone call to Black Isle. What kind of salvation can a place that openly promotes nudity and sexual encounters? Sexual relief, I had mused, but what about life? He had softly suggested that recognizing potential and being open to transitioning to a new, unexpected life could evaporate my nightmare.
He had gently calmed me to sleep in his arms. He woke me the next morning just as gently. I was having a wonderful dream that turned out to be not a dream at all but my body reacting to new pleasure. I woke disoriented which was to be expected in new surroundings but it was what my body was experiencing that was just as disorienting. My pussy and clit were sending waves of pleasure through my body. I was being licked and kissed and probed gently by fingers. I raised my head to verify that this wasn't a dream, that my sleep wasn't tricking me.
"Oooooohhh ... sssiiiirrrrr ..." I sighed through long pleasure releases. I tried to raise myself to my elbows but he easily pressed me back. Now that I was awake, he grasped my legs, raised my knees, and spayed them widely. I raised my head just enough to gaze between my breasts at his head moving between my obscenely spread legs. His tongue was stroking over the length of my pussy, lips capturing my engorged clit, teeth gently nibbling and chewing the lips, and tongue pressing into my juicy hole where fingers were now sawing in and out, too. He must have curled a finger and found my g-spot. My eyes shot widely open, my mouth gasped open as if to cry out but air was caught in my lungs. OH ... FUCK ... my mind screamed. I have a g-spot?!? They are real?!?
I had never been brought to orgasm by someone eating my pussy. "Oh ... God ...," I softly exclaimed as my world returned to reality. "Nobody has ... ever done that ... to me."
He chuckled softly as he gave my drooling pussy a final kiss. His face around his mouth had a sheen of pussy juice to it. He kissed his way up to me. I could taste my pussy on his lips. Something else new to me.
"Welcome to ... Black Isle, Beth," he muttered between kisses to my face. "People who are open to it can explore widely diverse experiences."
And apparently mine was complete at the moment. As he inched further up, his hard cock butted against my wet and pliable pussy. A slight adjustment on his part and the head of his cock parted my hole and slipped inside. I gasped and sighed my delight and loosely wrapped my legs around him. Slowly he penetrated my hot, wet pussy as his body adjusted on top of me until he was more supported on his hands than actually on me. With a final thrust, I was fully stuffed yet again with cock. My mouth opened and a long, satisfied sigh escaped.
He began with long and smooth strokes of his cock in me. I opened my eyes and saw him above me smiling in that confident, controlling way I already recognized about him. "Good morning, Beth," he uttered with another kiss.
I smiled. Hell, I think my entire body was smiling. I held his face in my hands as his big black cock continued sliding in and out. I kissed him repeatedly. His slow, even fucking gradually changed into power thrusts that caused my body to shake by impact. My breasts bounced on my chest, my mouth hung open, and groans, grunts, and gasps released from my throat in a steady stream. His climax, the feel of his cum filling my pussy, triggered another orgasm for me.
After enough time to partially recover, we rose from the bed. He smacked my butt and sent me to my room to shower, dress, get some breakfast and then to wander the grounds. He wanted me in his office at 9:00 AM. It wasn't until I stepped into the hallway that I remembered where I was. I stood naked in the hallway of the management living quarters. My body exhibited the results of numerous fuckings last night outside and in his room. I searched the hallway to orient myself and remembered which of the doors was mine. And, just as I closed my door, I heard another open somewhere nearby.
* * * *
I knocked on his office door at exactly 9:00 AM. I was dressed in my dress, again. Despite his talk at dinner last night about my being naked or nearly so if I were to remain here, I had the feeling this was still an interview. But, I chuckled to myself, if this was his idea of interviewing, I might as well just stay in his bed with my legs splayed open.
"Beth," he said very professionally and business-like which caused a bit of nervousness for me. I had honestly lost track of how many times he had fucked me and all the talk about possible scenarios of my remaining at the resort had left me with positive expectations. Had something changed?
"I didn't sleep well, last night," he announced to increase my nervousness.
"Because of me?" I asked with trepidation.
He smiled at me. "Sorry," he responded and was suddenly more relaxed. "Yes it was but I didn't mean that to sound negative. On the contrary, I merely recognized the hurdles involved with this." I watched and listened intently. He hadn't offered for me to sit, yet.
"We're going to meet with Jack Sutton now. His office is just down the hall. You'll remember I mentioned last night that he was working on some ideas that might be potential opportunities for you. He and I met yesterday about you and the ideas he presented to me are ... well, might be challenging for a small town girl, as you refer to yourself."
"Marketing?" I asked confusion. What could I do for marketing?
"Beth, any job openings I have are housekeeping and kitchen and all require full-time shifts." He chuckled, "Full-time without ... your relief just won't work will it?" I shook my head with understanding that it wouldn't be any better than being back at school. If not a real job, then what is there to talk about? Still standing before him, my thoughts were interrupted by, "Remove your clothes."
I re-focused my attention and realized my decision to use the dress again was wrong. I quickly removed the dress, bra, and panties. Once again I was in his office stripped at his direction and this time I reacted even quicker. I watched his eyes examine my body but there was something new in the way he was doing it as though he was weighing another thought and evaluating my body against that thought.
He stood and walked to me, his fingers taking both hard nipples and rolling them gently. "From this point on while you are on the island, whether just today or longer, this is the way you will be dressed." I shivered. He wasn't kidding earlier. He started for the door to his office but only a few steps into the administration hall, he stopped and smiled at me. "No," he said, "a sheer wrap at your hips like you've seen the servers and reception girls wearing might be nice but without the bikini tops or thongs." My anxiety rose. What was Jack Sutton thinking?
Don didn't even knock as we approached an open office door and entered. I was introduced as we walked inside and the other man, Jack Sutton, rose and leaned over his desk to shake my hand which seemed strange given that I was naked upon entering and I had been fucked and casually touched by Don numerous times since arriving.
Jack Sutton, Marketing Manager for the resort, was also black and that shouldn't be any surprise I decided. His age was early 30's, maybe 32, about 6 feet tall and athletic like Don with a head clean of any hair which I assumed he shaved.
Don took one of the visitor chairs in front of Jack's desk and I took the other, crossing my legs demurely. I chuckled to myself: demurely crossing my legs as I sat naked with two clothed men. My anxiety increased as I sat quietly as Jack's eyes scanned my body. Another man viewing my exposed body who has influence over what happens. Don had already made it clear that there wasn't going to be a 'real' job open for me here. Whatever chance I had at remaining on the island would come down to what Jack was considering. And, if I could accept that.
"Beth Harms," Jack began, "quite a story you came to us with." I began to offer an objection to the word 'story' but he held up his hand to stop me. "Don is quite convinced about your ... uhm ... situation. If Don is convinced, then I am convinced. He has already shared what you have told him and I sympathize, but ..." he glanced at Don who I noticed out of the corner of my eye give him a nod, "this might present us, the resort, with a very unexpected and advantageous opportunity." He leaned back in his chair, clearly considering his next thought.
"Don't be worried, Jack. She's naked and I've fucked her ... how many times, Beth?" Don asked.
I was sure I was bright red. Naked, okay. Discussing how many times he fucked me? "Ahhh ... five times... maybe?" I stammered with uncertainty.
"She knows there is no real job for her, Jack, so just tell her what you are thinking," Don explained.
"Okay ... so ... bottom line the way I see it is this: Black Isle Resort promotes nudity and open sexuality by exploiting the black man/white woman sexual mystique. We took over this small resort about a year ago and revamped it around the idea of targeting that niche market. We have had some success but we are still missing out on the promotional message we need. I think you can help deliver that."
"I ... I don't understand, Jack. I don't ... really know anything about marketing ..."
"No," he chuckled, "I wouldn't want you developing the marketing. I would want you in the marketing ... the focal point of the marketing, if you will." He paused, again. "I'm sorry but this is all awkward. I imagine even more so for you." He looked at Don and clarified that I had signed a non-disclosure agreement which I had. "Please stand up, Beth." I did. He had me turn around. "You are a beautiful woman, Beth." I blushed under the attention. "You'll be very photogenic. I can see the images now: such a small white woman with tall, big black men with big cocks."
"What exactly are you thinking about?" I asked.
"Yes, Jack, just get to the point," Don said with a noticeable bit of his own frustration.
"Right ... as I said, we have had some success but not enough. Although we have black men coming down for white women and we have white women and couples coming down, there seems to be a missing catalyst for them getting together. It might be the white women and couples are curious but not committed and some encouragement is needed. I think that might be visual encouragement and that would be your role here." He was watching me and my mind was racing to catch up with what he was describing. "Think of it as a permanent white female guest freely having public sex with multiple partners."
I stared at him, then turned to Don, and back to Jack. "My job would be to fuck men publicly in the hopes of stimulating other women into the same action." I said it. There was no question. What he said was very clear.
Don spoke next to me, "Or, if it is a title you need ... Resort Slut."
Jack continued, "You need to be fucked often, right?" I nodded. "We want people to fuck. The more that happens the more people come here for that. I want to have a forum for guests and potential guests to dialogue. The more unique experiences shared the more people are enticed to come for their own experiences." Damn, I thought. Resort Slut. That would be my job? "I also want pictures and short vids," Jack continued, "depicting it all explicitly."
"Of me ..." my mind was trying to keep up. He nodded. This was a lot to take in. But, was it really, I mused as I remained standing naked? I came here thinking this was a place I could get the relief I desperately needed and they were saying that would be my job.
"How long has it been, Beth?" Don asked shifting focus from the job being offered back to me and my needy body. "Is it time?"
I nodded, still with embarrassment. I wondered if I would ever get used to someone asking if it was time for me to be fucked. I smiled, though. This job would probably eliminate the worry. Could I do what they wanted?
There must have been some non-verbal communication because Jack suddenly stood, opened his shorts and sat down facing to the side. I looked at him and moved. The intention was obvious. Did I want what they proposed? Did I want it? Internally, I questioned it. I moved around his desk deliberately and knelt before him. Any question I had was that girl from Illinois still trying to make her presence known. I stopped being that girl, though, when my body reacted to those drugs. I was just slow at accepting that.
I reached out to take his shorts and underwear and began pulling them down. He raised his hips off the chair to aid me and my mouth gaped open as the shorts exposed what was underneath ... no way, I thought ... another big cock? Jack Sutton's cock was about as big as Don's. I looked up at him from my position on my knees between his knees. Of course I heard the BBC thing but ...
I grasped his cock with one hand as the other tugged his shorts further down to his shoes, forcing his shoes and shorts off together. It was as if not holding onto it might allow it to turn into a normal 6-inch cock. I didn't even look up at him but moved my head forward until my mouth was over it. At first there was no kissing or licking. I immediately took the cock into my mouth. It was already hard and I doubted he really wanted just a blow job but I wanted to feel it in my mouth. Like Don's it was too much but never too much. Two hands were holding it and I still sucked the head. I switched to one hand stroking the shaft and the other massaging his balls while sucking as hard as I could on the head like a dripping popsicle stick.
What was happening wasn't lost on me. I was on my knees eagerly sucking another big black cock on a man I had just been introduced to. In his office. Again. And, on the other side of the desk sat Don Tillman watching as I did it. Only yesterday I had fucked Don in his office, then outside on the beach with guests nearby, and then more in his bed. Now, the Marketing Manager of the resort.
He encouraged me to stand, turned me, and pressed me back against the desk. I raised up and sat on the desktop and laid back. He grasped my legs and moved them further apart.
"Damn, she's wet," Jack exclaimed.
"I told you," Don said casually. "I think she's always that way."
I looked down along my body as Jack aligned his cock to my pussy and pressed into the hole. I sighed and gasped, then glanced up at movement to find Don standing over me at the side of the desk. He pulled me closer to the side and opened his shorts and fed his cock to my mouth which opened to take it inside. I had two cocks in me: one fucking powerfully into my pussy; the other slowly sliding in and out of my mouth as I sucked around it.
Don began fondling my breasts and pulling my nipples while Jack began squeezing and pressing on my clit as he thrust into me. I moaned around Don's cock as my orgasm began to crest. Another quick orgasm but only the first, I was sure.
Jack continued plowing into my pussy through my orgasm and the effect was to keep my arousal at a high pitch. My orgasm seemed to go on and on with cocks moving in me and my nipples and clit teased and tormented.
Suddenly, my pussy was empty and then my mouth. I opened my eyes to find the two men switching. Jack pressed his cock to my mouth and I sucked my pussy juice from his cock and my arousal spiked, again. At the same time, Don thrust his own big cock into my open pussy and the hands returned to add more stimulation to my over-aroused body.
"This is what we want, Beth," came Don's voice. "Resort Slut." I pulled my mouth from Jack's cock and looked up at Don. "This is what you will be. You will be... fucked and used by men," he said through grunts, "and multiple men."
"OH ... FUCK ..." I cried out. "Oooooo ... yesssss ... fuck ... meeeeeee!" It wasn't just the cocks and fingers, either. Don's words sinking in. Two men fucking me at the same time. Two men moving back and forth between my mouth and pussy at will. My body truly being used.
Another orgasm crashed over me. There was no stop this time, either. Don and Jack switched and there was another cock with my juices on it and I sucked it off eagerly.
"God, damn," came Jack's voice as he prepared to re-enter my pussy. "Her pussy is winking at me in her orgasm."
"Then give it something to hold onto," came Don with a laugh.
Don slammed his cock back in full depth with a single thrust. I cried out. Even with all the penetration and two orgasms, the sudden penetration of these cocks was amazing.
Jack climaxed in my pussy after God only knew how long and Don quickly switched to add his cum to my pussy. I lay on the desktop gasping for air after another orgasm. Even while my body shivered in the aftermath of orgasm, I scraped a bit of cum off my cheek that landed there when Jack came to my mouth after filling my pussy. I used a finger and sucked it off. My pussy felt like it was gaping and leaking a stream of cum and probably was after the second big cock unloaded inside me.
I finally eased my body off the desk and stood before Jack and Don. Without an offer, I moved to a chair and collapsed. I sprawled on the chair, legs askew, and breast heaving with each breath. Don broke the awkward silence. "That's our offer, Beth. In a nutshell, you roam the resort fucking and sucking cock. You'll only get entry level housekeeping pay but a guest room and all resort expenses covered. All the guests will know is that you've been here a bit longer than they have been. Only the staff will know that you never leave."
There wasn't a lot more thought required. There was no way I could go back to school to think about it. This short time at the resort was the least desperate I have felt since the problems began.
"I'll be your Slut," I gasped my response definitively. And ... my world, as I had previously known it, changed.
Don and I left Jack's office and returned to his. He offered me a bottle of water from his mini-frig. I gulped it down as I sat in a chair across from him. After multiple orgasms and two big cocks filling my pussy with impressive loads of cum, I felt like a mess.
"Now I want you to meet with Margaret Sanchez," Don said matter-of-factly. "Margaret is our Human Resources Manager but her previous life was employment law." He chuckled, "She keeps me out of trouble. And your situation could be a lot of trouble. You're sure about this, Beth? Jack's idea is one-sided. He sees in you a way to maximize his marketing."
"Wait ... you want me to see her now? Like this?" I watched him and he only smiled back at me. Right, I thought. slut. This means Margaret knows about all this. "Okay," I replied. "Resort Slut." He nodded. "But, in response to what you said about Jack's idea, no, it's not one-sided. I don't have many good options: I go crazy, I maybe get prescribed suppressing drugs, or I become your Resort Slut here. I have a lot to adjust to but this is the right thing for me if I want to still feel alive."
I stepped back into the hall naked, barefoot, and just fucked. Since I had just followed Don before, I took a moment to orient myself. To the right was the glass door and wall to the reception and lobby area. The door directly across the hall was labeled 'Conference Room'. So, I turned left. There was significant space between doors making me think each was for more than a single person. Next on the same side as Mr. Tillman was Finance. Across the hall was Sales & Marketing, Jack's office. The last two were Security and across the hall was Human Resources. That door was open which led me to think it was visited frequently by employees.



Inside, I found a youngish woman with island-dark skin wearing shorts and a resort polo shirt. Before I could announce myself, "I am in here, Beth," came a woman's voice through an open door to another small office. I turned as the woman was already coming through the door with an outstretched hand. She was in her mid-50's, Puerto Rican born, about five and a half feet tall, a soft but not fat body, and hair that was beginning to gray. Margaret Sanchez.
We talked briefly before, "I know why you are here, Beth. And, I know why you look like that. Don explained everything to me." Her gaze on me was soft and non-threatening. "You present quite the employee issues." Now I began thinking it was Margaret's role to reject me but that didn't seem like Mr. Tillman, at least the little I knew about him. "Don has a sister who fell out of control while he was in the Marines overseas. By the time he returned, she had gone way out of control and completely disappeared. He still believes she could have been saved if someone had done something for her. Don is one of those rare people in this messed up world that will risk his own future to give people that chance. This resort is full of those people; people getting second chances, I mean. When I returned home to Puerto Rico for a family reunion once, I heard about the people who were given that extra chance. Hearing about this resort and Don, I gave up my legal practice to try to keep Don out of employment problems." She leaned back and chuckled. "Of course, a place like this ... naked bodies, virile young men in Speedos, or nothing ... what's the saying? I may be old but not dead." She laughed and I found myself joining her. Not only an unusual place but unusual people.
"Don wants to hire you and your issues are definitely unique. It is different for anyone to be hired specifically to be naked and available to fuck." I looked at her surprised. I had just learned about the role I would serve. She chuckled at see my surprise. "Yes, I know about Jack's plan for you. We generally restrict sexual encounters to off-duty time. That won't apply to you, obviously. Your role ... what was the title? ... oh, yes, Resort Slut ... requires you to do exactly that. There is much that hiring you into such a position would be an issue but we will work around that." She look intently at me and smiled. "Just looking at you is clear those two have violated that rule."
I must have shown my nervousness in front of her.
She laughed. "Girl, you were enjoying yourself, weren't you? Helen and I just looked at each other and smiled. Don't worry," she injected quickly, "the only reason we heard was our doors were open, too." I started to say something but she held up her hand. "Beth, you aren't the only one, though maybe the only one during hours. They do have a nice cocks, doesn't they?" My mouth fell open. She laughed. "Don is much too much of a gentleman to pursue women but if a woman, only employees mind you, would make it clear to him that she wanted to, well ... he's only human, right?"
I laughed, then looked at her seriously. "You mean ..."
She nodded, "I venture to say a good percentage of the single women here have heard the talk and flirted enough to find out for themselves." Interesting, I thought. But only the ones who pursued him.
We spent about an hour doing paperwork and it was settling in that I really was going to be doing this.
* * * *
I knocked on his office door after leaving Margaret. I was still naked and could still feel the slickness on my inner thighs. I didn't notice the other man in his office until after I knocked.
"Beth," Don responded, "good, just in time." He was smiling. So was the other man as he scanned my body quickly as if hiding the fact that he was doing it. "This is Thomas Ortiz, our Security Manager. I have asked him to show you more of the grounds, lunch, and then show you some of the more remote parts of our beautiful island." He turned his attention back to Thomas, "I need her back by 3:00 or 4:00 this afternoon." He nodded at me, said he would stop at my room in 10 minutes and left.
He indicated the chair and I sat. "You met with Margaret and I assume everything went well?"
I smiled, "Margaret is wonderful," I honestly gushed. "She is so open and approachable."
He nodded. I remembered what Margaret had said about him fucking her. I wondered just how many of the women had done so, but I doubted I would ever know. There seemed to be very real respect and trust among the people working at the resort.
"I'd like to take you around more but I have a lot to finish up. Thomas will take good care of you, though," he said.
I thanked him and left his office to find my way back to the room. If Thomas was taking me out into the remote areas of the island even by golf cart, I decided shorts and top would be better than the dress. As I was pulling the top over my head, there was a knock on the door. I opened it to find Thomas. He was holding something that looked like a thin scarf.
He extended his hand to give it to me and I looked at it and him puzzled. "Didn't Don tell you?"
Tell me what? But then I understood. If I worked for him ... my dress code. I didn't expect ... but ... Resort Slut ... that's what they said. The reality crashed down on me: being naked was the least of what was coming for me. I looked up at Thomas and found him watching me with a smile that he couldn't quite hide. I was going to spend time with him naked. Naked was my new existence. Fucking men I didn't know was ... expected. This is what I want? This is what I needed. Acceptance started now, I scolded myself. I'm not in Illinois, anymore.



            Resort Slut Ch. 03B

            Beth's acceptance of being the Resort Slut takes meaning.

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/resort-slut-ch-03b

Title: Resort Slut Ch. 03B

Author: ikeman48

Category: Interracial Love

Description: Beth's acceptance of being the Resort Slut takes meaning.

Tags: slut, exhibitionism, interracial, black cock

Series: Resort Slut


CHAPTER 3B: ACCEPTANCE - THOMAS
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************************************************************************************************************
As I was pulling the top over my head, there was a knock on the door. I opened it to find Thomas. He was holding something that looked like a thin scarf.
He extended his hand to give it to me and I looked at it and him puzzled. "Didn't Don tell you?"
Tell me what? But then I understood. If I worked for him... my dress code. I didn't expect... but... Resort Slut... that's what they said. The reality crashed down on me: being naked was the least of what was coming for me. I looked up at Thomas and found him watching me with a smile that he couldn't quite hide. I was going to spend time with him naked. Period. Naked was my new existence. Fucking men I didn't know was... expected. This is what I want? This is what I needed. Acceptance started now, I scolded myself. I'm not in Illinois, anymore.
* * * *
I stepped back to let him in. "I can wait outside if...," he started.
"No need, Thomas. You're going to see it all, anyway." The room was not more than a nice hotel room: king-sized bed with side tables, comfortable chair, desk, TV, walk-in closet, and bathroom. I moved to the bed as Thomas stood by the still open door. I began unbuttoning the blouse I had just put on and removed it. I tried not to look his way as I opened and slid my shorts down my legs. I didn't know what he knew but Margaret had known everything. Thomas at least knew I was to be wearing just a sheer wrap around my waist. I reached behind to unclasp my bra and as I let it slide down my arms I happened to glance up. He was watching intently and he was watching my breasts come into view. The same happened when I slid my panties down.
I stood in front of him and looked directly at him. After scanning my exposed body, he looked at me and seemed confused by my just standing there. I held out my hand and he looked at it before he remembered he was still holding the sheer, floral print wrap.
He looked down at the material in his hand but rather than handing it to me looked up shyly. "Uhm... well the boss... he said... well that you might..." he stammered.
I felt sorry for him. He's a very attractive man with a military bearing about him, obviously a respect for women that has left him fumbling and must be very competent, but this has rendered him babbling. And now I knew that he knew. Mr. Tillman was trying to take care of me... even if he couldn't at the moment. And, come to think of it, there was going to be many others.
The man before me, his eyes still flicking down to my breasts and pussy, was impressive. He was black, mid-20's or a bit more, dark short hair, a few inches more than 6 feet, and very muscular.
"The boss said it has been hours since... well... since..." he tried unsuccessfully to continue.
I took the few steps to him. I took the soft material from his hand and toss it to the bed. It didn't make it that far before it fluttered to the floor. I put one hand on his chest and... wow, I thought Mr. Tillman had was muscled.
"Mr. Tillman said I might need a fuck, first?" I asked bluntly. He nodded. "Did he tell you why he made such a bold remark?"
He nodded, again. "He said something about you being in a research test study and given the wrong drug and dosage and it made you..."
"With a sex drive I can't manage on my own?" He nodded. I reached up and kissed him on his cheek. "Thomas, just because Mr. Tillman," I kissed his other cheek, "told you, that doesn't mean," I kissed his lips lightly, "that you have to do it. I don't want you to if... you know... you don't want to."
"Are you kidding?!" He picked me up like I weighed nothing. I kissed him hard and he set me down on the bed. He took a step back and as I sat there and he stripped off his short, polo shirt, and underwear. My mouth fell open but not a sound came out. Only disbelief. I looked up at him and back at the hard black cock at eye level about two feet from me. Without looking back up at him, I dropped off the bed to my knees. I tentatively took his cock in my hand. It was definitely hard but didn't quite stand up. Mr. Tillman's cock was ten inches. Thomas has him beat by at least a couple inches. And thick! As I gripped it, I was sure it was a bit thicker.
I leaned forward to kiss the head, then lick it. The moan I heard above me was a reminder that Thomas was attached to this. God, were all black men like this? I stood up and pressed my body against his, my breasts flattening against his chest, and his cock pressing against my stomach.
"Yes, Thomas, I need to be fucked and a lot and I think it is getting worst. Right now will you just fuck me? Later, we can do it anyway you want, if you'll just fuck me hard now."
"I think I can manage that, Beth," he uttered as he picked me up and dropped me onto the bed. I bounced on the bed and he grasped my ankles to put my feet over his shoulders. I was spread before him and he looked down. "Damn," he exclaimed, "you're literally drooling juice."
"You believe now? Will you help me, Thomas?"
He smiled down at me as he maneuvered his cock to my very wet hole. He pressed slightly and the head spread me wide before sinking inside. "Like I said before, Beth, not a problem." I smiled as he slipped more of his cock into me. He continued to press his cock deeper and deeper. His cock opened my pussy and filled it and he continued to press. It felt impossible until his cock, too, bumped me deep inside but he didn't quit. He pulled back and pressed a little deeper, again and again. When we came together, he paused fully embedded in my pussy.
He looked down at me with a curious look on his face. "Have you had a lot of experience with big cocks?" he finally asked.
"I don't... you, Jack, and Mr. Tillman... why?" I asked in return. "I hadn't really had that much experience before. Why?"
He chuckled. "Maybe that drug issue of yours has had another effect on you. Not many first timers take this cock fully."
"Well then," I replied, "go ahead and pound me. Give me that orgasm and we'll work on yours." He nodded and did just that. He pulled back 10 or 11 inches before thrusting mightily back in. I cried out as he grunted with his effort. It wasn't long... again... before my orgasm shook my body and mind. He stayed inside me, I lowered my legs, and we rolled so I was riding him. My next orgasm took longer but it was joined by his climax. He too flooded my pussy.
* * * *
We were slowly cruising along a dirt path barely wide enough for the electric cart we were using. After our fucking, I shared my shower with him. I had intended to suck him to a climax in gratitude but he stopped me. We had lunch and things to see, he had said. I told him one of those things better be a quiet scenic location for another fuck. I couldn't believe how brazen I was becoming already. He smiled and promised.
It had been nerve wracking for me to be walking around the grounds to the dining room while only wearing a sheer wrap that accomplished little in hiding anything. In the cart, my breast bounced with every bump and Thomas seemed to enjoy that immensely. He seemed to know exactly where he wanted to take me because there was little stopping to look at anything in the meantime. Finally, he pull off the dirt path and forced the cart through some low brush encouraging me to lean my exposed body closer to him to avoid branches. When the cart pushed through... it was truly spectacular. We were on a rise near a steep drop-off overlooking the simmering blue Caribbean to the West with wispy feather-like clouds toward the horizon.
He stepped out and I joined him and I found we were standing on native grass. He removed a blanket from the back of the cart and walked me closer to the edge. The view nearly took my breath away.
"Oh, Thomas, this is beautiful," I softly exclaimed while hugging him from the side.
His arm came around me and softly cupped a bare breast. I looked up at him and he began fondling it more intentionally. I turned fully, reached up and kissed him hard on the lips, my breasts and body pressed into him. His hands began stroking over my bare back and ass and we kissed harder and more urgently.
I pulled back to create just enough space to allow me to pull his polo from his shorts and up his body. He took it from me and pulled it over his head as I pressed my body into his now bare upper body. I ground my pelvis into his groin and we both moaned. His cock instantly grew and I felt that thick snake transform into a hard rod and I continued flexing into it. Finally, my desire and arousal resurgent, I lowered myself with kisses on his body until I was on my knees in front of him and frantically fumbling at his belt and shorts, taking the waist of both his shorts and underwear in my fingers and pulling them down to his feet. He placed a hand lightly on the top of my head to raise each foot out of the jumble of clothes, his sandals being removed in the process.
At least 12-inches of hard black cock just inches from my face and I smiled. I looked up his body as my hand grasped it and slowly stroked. His face shown his own arousal and need. I licked from the base to the head and kissed my way back down. I wasn't hurrying despite a strong need building inside me after only a few hours since we last fucked. I had never done much cock sucking; I had never done much of anything sexually but a quick, excited fuck in youthful, innocent trial. Now, with these cocks, I found myself wanting to explore all the potential of what sex, fucking, and surrendering fully to it might provide.
I wanted it in my mouth. It was a new desire that was a sudden new desperate need as if it expressed something more than merely an act of sex. I opened my mouth wide to take the large head inside and intentionally forced my tongue around it in a swirling motion. I sucked so hard my cheeks collapsed and the sound from above encouraged me and pleased me. I took more of his cock into my mouth and began pushing and easing my mouth over it, trying to take more and more until I felt the head at the entrance to my throat.
I strained my eyes up to see his reaction: was I doing this okay? Was he enjoying this? Even, did it matter that I was trying? What I found was a look of pleasure: his eyes closed, his mouth open, and ragged gasps and moans escaping that open mouth. That was all I needed to continue with increased effort to please him in my mouth and throat. His cock slid into my throat and I felt a momentary effect to gag but it quickly passed. Never having tried to put anything into my throat I didn't know that gagging should be natural. You swallow food, why not swallow a cock.
I wanted to take more. I only had an a few inches or so inside my throat when he pulled me off his cock. I thought maybe he might be about to cum but no.
"Have you done deep throat before," he asked.
"Deep throat?" I asked naively.
He chuckled and shook his head. "My God, Beth," he exclaimed. Then he inquired, "Were you trying to take my whole cock?" I nodded. He shook his head, again, while smiling. "There is an easier way, then," he added. He grabbed his shirt and shorts, rolled them tightly, and held the roll on the blanket. He instructed me to lay on my back with the rolled clothes under by neck. I did as he explained, eager to find out what the result would be. Once in place, I smiled up at him and nodded, ready for whatever he had planned. The extent of the transformation that has occurred in me so suddenly could be frightening if I didn't trust these men, men I really barely knew.
The view I had looking at him upside down made him look like a giant which was very much what his big cock looked like, too. But, I thought, I already knew his cock was a giant.
He knelt alongside my head and adjusted my position so my head was tilted backward. He positioned his cock at my face and I opened my mouth wide. He slid it back inside and I immediately recognized the advantage of this position. My throat was perfectly aligned to take his cock. I eased my throat muscles as he continued to press his cock through my mouth and into my throat.
"I am going to fuck your throat, Beth. When I pull back, breath through you nose. Remember, don't try to breathe through you mouth." My hands had been fondling my breasts but one rose to give him a thumbs-up.
I felt the head in my throat and he pulled back. I took a breath through my nose as he said and it was an unobstructed breath. He pressed deeper, pulled back, and pressed deeper. He was inching his way deeper and deeper and the feeling in my throat was amazing. His thick cock stretch my throat the way it did in my pussy. Then, with a final push, his cock sank deeper and his balls slid over my forehead and onto my nose. I had it all! My throat had 12-inches of cock lodged in it for the moment. He stayed still for a moment and I flexed my throat muscles. He groaned.
I looked up but it was darkness above me, in the bright, early afternoon, but it was my eyes blocked by his scrotum and ball sack. He pulled his cock back, breath, and his cock was thrust fully back in, my throat expanding as it went quickly deeper and deeper until my nose was brushed again. Now he was truly fucking my throat and every other time he pulled back far enough for my breath. When I felt his cock suddenly swell impossibly more in the tight constriction of my throat, I knew he was about to climax. His cock flexed and pulsed and the first spurt of cum went directly down my throat. He quickly pulled back but there was no breath to take as cum filled my upper throat. He pulled back further and my mouth was filled.
His cock pulled back completely and cum spilled out of my mouth. I was panting and gasping. He turned on his knees and looked down at me, "Are you okay, Beth?" he asked urgently.
I coughed and smiled at him with cum dripping down my cheek. "God, Thomas..." I gasped again, "what a feeling. I didn't even taste the first spurt but I sure got a mouth full after that," I finished laughing.
We weren't done by a long shot, though. I still hadn't had my orgasm but the effort of deepthroating him was an effective diversion. "Now," I began, "I get to suck you hard so we can fuck," I brazenly proclaimed.
He laughed and wasn't complaining. He did have a thought, though. He lay on his back and told me to plant my pussy over his mouth. While I sucked his cock hard he would try to give me an orgasm. I wasn't complaining, either. I swung my leg over his head and sat on his mouth. I sighed at the feel of his lips and tongue immediately working on my pussy and clit. I bent over his body, lifted his softening cock to my mouth and renewed using my mouth, lips, and tongue. I was cleaning his cock of cum residue as I did and even stuffed his cock back into my throat by using my head motion this time.
Then, "OWWW... FAWWAK" I cried around his cock in my mouth. He had slipped a finger into my pussy as he sucked on my clit. He must have curled his finger as he began rubbing my g-spot while he continued sucking my clit. The two sensitive nubs filled with nerve endings throbbed together and back and forth. Nobody knows any purpose for them but to bring pleasure and he was working both simultaneously.
When I erupted in orgasm, he was already hard. Before my body had any chance of recovery, Thomas was flipping onto my back, and he scrambled between my thighs and drove his cock deep into my still spasming pussy. He began fucking me hard with long, quick, and powerful thrusts. The orgasm he just gave me was only the start as his powerful fucking brought another orgasm on top of the first. His fucking of me continued and my orgasm continued. It was unbelievable and mind-blowing but it continued.
"Oh... God... OH, OH, OH... OH FUCK... FUCK... OH... OH YESSSSSS!" I screamed. I just kept cumming and cumming and then... then his cock was gone. I was empty and for a moment my mind wasn't connecting what happened.
He turned me over and lifted my hips and pulled me back so my knees were under me and plowed his cock back into my pussy. My upper body never made it up, my face turned to the side, my breasts and chest collapsed on the ground as he thrust into me hard and fast. I was gasping and panting and otherwise limp, merely a hole for him to fuck into.
The few moments of his cock out of me and him repositioning me had the effect of pausing my orgasmic series but my arousal was quickly rising. I had no idea how long he managed to keep fucking me, first while on my back and now from behind. My consciousness was consumed by the erotic pleasure sensations flooding me. I orgasmed, again, but this time I felt my pussy being filled with his cum.
* * * *
Approaching Mr. Tillman's door, we heard a printer running. Thomas knocked on the open door.
"Ah," he began, "just in time. I was just finishing..." when he looked up. "Dear," he chuckled, "you look..."
"Well fucked?" I finished for him. Thomas was, of course, again appropriately dress while I was inappropriately dressed but as I was expected to be: a sheer, floral wrap at my waist which almost got left behind at the at the grassy knoll.
"Well, yes," he laughed, "but I didn't really want to say it." He focused on Thomas, "Thank you, Thomas. Will you be in your office?" He nodded. Something about some paperwork, he said.
When Thomas left the office, Don offered me a chair. I sat basically naked but crossed my legs as if nothing was out of the ordinary. He slid some papers across his desk to me. I reached forward and took them. The job offer. I looked up at him with a smile showing on my face. The pages contained the detailed offer including position (Resort Slut and I wondered how he dared make that official in the document), salary, benefits, resort clothing, etc., etc. The next was allowance provided to me: guest room in one of the guest buildings, meals, access to the fitness center, and all things allowed for guests. He explained that I would have a stainless wrist bracelet, used by employees and guests to get access to specific areas and to make charges. In my case, that was mostly for show because all my resort expenses would go to a discretionary budget line item. For the guests, they were also a souvenir with the resort emblem but also was a bar code for charges. "You might have noticed a lot of guests and some employees don't have pockets." I laughed. "They also work the room locks."
"So," I ventured, "my resort clothing..."
He laughed. "Actually more than just some sheer floral wraps. You will need standard shorts and polo shirts for some occasions. We occasionally get visited by our European owners. Your... ah... services might be required. But all that is if you accept the job."
"If I accept the job?" I asked. "Of course I accept the job. The salary wasn't even an issue, though it would be nice to save up some for... just in case."
"Good," he replied with excitement. "And, I want you to start as soon as you can. Margaret has everything ready for it to be official. All that is needed is for you to close out your studies at U of F, pack your things, and move down." Then, he saw in my face how I reacted. "What's wrong, Beth?"
"I'm... I'm..." I stuttered, "I'm afraid."
"Of the job? Don't worry..."
"No, I'm afraid of leaving and going back. Don't you understand? That will takes days and... and days by myself... what will happen. It hasn't stabilized yet. It's getting worse. Ask Thomas."



Don punched on his phone and asked Thomas to return. After talking briefly about my concern and it getting worse, Thomas nodded. "We talked about it, boss. We think there is something still happening to her. We were talking about her fucking but it is all tied, right?" Don asked him to explain. "At first it was my being amazed she could take my full length. She claimed to be relatively inexperienced and never experience big cock. But after only a few bumps of my cock at the top of her pussy, I was fucking her full depth. Then, she tried deepthroat so I positioned her better and I slid my full length into her throat like she had done it for a living. She mentioned how her breasts, nipples, clit, and pussy seem so much more sensitive."
"Come to think of it," Don mused, "I was surprised she took my cock." He looked between us. "What exactly are you saying, Thomas?"
He looked at me. I was blushing red as they talked so blatantly about me and in front of me but it was necessary. "I'm no doctor, right? What I think, though, is they had to use some hormones for that treatment, right?" Don nodded as he listened and glancing at me. "The only thing that makes sense is... those hormones are still acting on her in ways that aren't understood, certainly not by us."
"Jesus... Beth..." He gazed at me with the saddest look but then turn to Thomas. "She has to return to Gainsville to close out her school account, pack, and move here."
Thomas was shaking his head and looking at me. "I don't see it, boss," he said while looking only at me. He turned to Don, "What I saw today... no way can she be alone for two or three days... not without going crazy." He turned to look intently at me, again. "Unless..."
But I finished the thought, "Unless you went with me?"
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CHAPTER 4: TRANSFORMED
We thought we had it all figured out. Thomas would stay with me, closely with me. We'd fly from the neighboring island to Miami, then connect to Gainesville. I would close out my school account, tell my folks I was taking an internship position and explain later, pack my stuff into boxes, rent a van and drive to a smaller contract airport outside of Miami for a direct flight back to the island. It sounded good. It sounded quick. And, Thomas would keep me from going crazy.
Then, we arrived at the Miami airport right in front of a tropical storm that was supposed to only graze Miami, but nothing is so simple for airports. Suddenly, the flight we needed to arrive had to fly into the storm and that wasn't going to happen. Many flight leaving had to fly into the storm and... ditto. A projected two and a half hour delay for our Gainesville flight.
Thomas could see the strain of the news on my face. We had hoped to make a quick connect and into Gainesville before... Now what? Did I think I could last out the extra two and a half hours? Thomas was watching me closely.
* * * *
"Thomas, what are we going to do?" I asked in growing desperation in my voice.
"I don't know. There is nowhere private in airports anymore after 9/11. No rooms we could get access to or even stairwells..." He stopped and turned to me. "That's it, stairwells."
"You just said," I replied as he pulled me down the long hall with gates on either side, "... Thomas..."
"The parking structure," he said urging me on, "The parking structure has stairwells and nobody uses them. Everyone has baggage."
We left the security area behind us, down the escalator, and out the arrival doors on the ground level. Across the multiple lanes of traffic was the multi-level parking structure with hundreds... thousands... of cars. Inside on the ground level, Thomas stopped and scanned above the mass of cars and tugged me along, again. Soon, I saw it, too. "Stairs" in glowing red letters.
We climbed to the third level, then another half flight and stopped. He listened and I heard nothing but the rain outside coming down in sheets blown by the storm's intense but hopefully soon relenting wind. The stairwell was enclosed on three sides but not the fourth, probably for air circulation and another reason why few people would want to use the stairs in the Florida heat and humidity.
He took my backpack and turned me to the half wall that was a little higher than waist high. It was roughly 90 degrees to the direction of the blowing rain.
"Here?" I muttered nervously. He had been so intent I didn't have a chance to question his decision.
He laughed, "Perfect," he teased. "Exhibitionism, with the cars below. Possibly arrested for lewd conduct if the cops catch us."
I laughed, turned, and wrapped my arms around his neck and kissed him deeply. "I'm sorry about all this, Thomas." I shyly looked at him and added, "I bet you never thought taking care of a sex-crazed woman would be part of your job."
He laughed back, "No, never did." He gave me a quick kiss back. "One of those rare, unexpected pluses that come along, I guess," he said as he began pulling my Black Isle Resort polo up my body.
Once off, he also reached around my back and deftly unhooked my bra with ease. "Do I really need to be fully naked?" I asked.
"Yes," he calmly replied. He left his shirt on as he began loosening his shorts. I dropped my bra and began taking off my shorts and panties. When he noticed my reaction to him not removing his shirt, "I am not the one who agreed to the employment terms of being naked." I shook my head. Naked at the resort and arrested for public indecency in Miami were different things.
He turned me around and nudged my feet wide and pressed me over the low wall, though I braced myself with my hands to remain partially upright. His hand slipped between my legs and I heard, "I don't know why I check, you are always dripping wet. It probably is a good thing the boss doesn't want you wearing a thong under your wrap."
"Ha ha..." I responded, "very funny." True, though, I knew. It wasn't just an internal, psychological feeling of desire but real bodily response that drug therapy had produced.
His cock replaced his hand at my pussy and pushed through my lips and into my hole. I loved the feel of being spread by these big cocks. "Ohhh... yesssss... thank... you... Thomas," I gasped as he pushed repeatedly deeper and deeper. "Oh... you... feel so... gooooddd." He pulled back and I braced myself for what was coming. With only the head still inside me, he moved his cock only an inch or so back and forth in a tease, then thrust fully inside, his cock going to the end of my pussy. I cried out but tried to muffle it by quickly closing my mouth. That deep, sudden, completely filling penetration was arousing, delicious, and seemed to fire so many nerve endings throughout my pussy at once. "Thank you... Thomas. Thank... you," I uttered as he moved into powerful fucking, "for putting up... with me."
"Yes," he chuckled as he continued to plow into me, "you are a real bother... but I think... I can suffer through it," he teased.
Typical, I orgasmed quickly but pleaded for him to cum, "OH... FUCK," I exclaimed too loudly as my body shook and my support on the low wall fell to barely supporting me above it. "YES... FUCK ME. Cum in me, please... fill me with your cum... please." He thrust harder and faster but it still took time and it took a while to recognize that he paused inside me to fondle my nipples and stroke my clit. My stimulation seemed unabated but paused the stimulation of his cock. He was taking me to another orgasm.
I was hanging over the low wall after my second orgasm and his climax. He was still inside me when I glanced below. "Thomas... there's a cop... looking up," I gasped while my orgasm only then began to subside. He leaned over me and peered down. He began to laugh as if it was all a big game and perhaps fucking a horny woman in public because she need it right then might seem that way. He pulled out and I felt his big load of cum begin to leak. I turned and he was pulling his shorts and underwear up his legs as I just sagged back against the wall. He handed me my polo shirt which I clumsily pulled over my head. He knelt down to aid me getting my feet into my panties and shorts and while I pulled them up I noticed him stuffing something into my backpack.
He leaned over the low wall, "Hurry, Beth," he urged, "I think he is heading up the stairs."
I was snapping my shorts closed as he pulled me up the last of the stairs to the fourth level. He pushed through the door and led me down the parking row to the next set of stairs. As we hurried down, my breasts bouncing, it finally occurred to me what he had been stuffing into my backpack... my bra.
* * * *
"Have you ever done anal, Beth?" Thomas asked it in the same that he might have asked if I like Thai food.
I was spread along his body with my head on his arms and shoulder, one hand stroking his chest and stomach as his hand stroked my back. We had just finished another amazing fuck after a very productive day. After finally catching our flight from Miami and rented an SUV in Gainesville, he dropped me off at the campus Administration building while he went off to purchase some boxes. He was parked in a visitor spot near my dorm when I was finished canceling out of the remainder of the semester. My roommate was shocked with I brought Thomas into our room. I had been a naive small town girl from the Midwest and here I was with a hunky black guy in tow. We made short work of packing my stuff and hunky Thomas made short work of carrying it all down to the car.
It had been past dinner by the time we arrived at the hotel just off campus but Thomas had it under control. Upon entering the room, he dropped out two backpacks with the only things we needed for the trip and tugged my polo shirt out of my shorts and up my body. I raised my arms to assist and my breasts were bare. Then I giggled. What, he asked.
"Oh, just thinking about my roommate. I was such a serious, naive girl to her sluttiness and here I come in with a hunky black guy and clearly braless."
He had smiled and shared the laugh. I had certainly transitioned from that naive girl but he was focused on the woman I was transitioning into. He was dropping his shorts to expose his semi-hard long, thick cock, the sight encouraging me to catch up by dropping my own shorts and panties. I pulled the cover down (everyone has heard the stories of how gross hotel covers are) and crawled onto the bed. I had waited on my knees to see how he wanted to take me. And, I guess right.
He crawled up next to me in the king-sized bed and lay on his back. I only had to lean over to love his cock, kissing and licking the length of it as I held and stroked it. I sucked and pushed my head down over it to take it into my throat but the position wasn't the best for going too far in. My mind thrilled at what I had experienced when I realized that thought: I wasn't in proper position to deep-throat. How much has happened to me and all it so exciting.
In moments I had him hard and I rode him hard, my breasts bouncing and swaying, his cock jamming deep. We both came close to each other. Only then did we go out to get something to eat but it wasn't Thai.
That was all leading up to his asking about anal.
"Are you serious?" I asked.
"I didn't say we would," he explained. "I am just curious."
I repositioned myself to look him in the eyes. "Just curious? It must be something you are more than curious of if you bring it up." I was teasing him and he knew it. "No, to answer your question. I have never done anal. You know I'm not that experienced. Heck, between you, Jack, and Don, I have had nearly all of my sexual experiences except for some masturbation and a couple missionary fucks." I studied him. "That's a real thing...?" I mused half to myself. He nodded, wanting me to keep thinking about it. "Wouldn't that hurt, though? You're huge and that is so..."
"So tight," he finished. I nodded. "I have heard or read that a lot of women are anally orgasmic." I looked at him surprise but my curiosity was joining his now. "Women have been afraid of my cock in either hole, but especially the asshole. I just thought, maybe, because of those hormones you got..."
"My pussy somehow accommodated your length," I finished, "and my throat somehow stretched and subdued the gag reflex." He nodded. "So, maybe my ass..." He nodded, again. Damn, I thought. A week ago I would have been happy to be fucked by a 6-inch cock and now my pussy and throat were taking 10 and 12-inch cocks and I was thinking about that 12-inch cock in my ass. A week ago I would have sued the company that did this to me and now I was reveling in the experiences and pleasures I am receiving.
He could see it in my face. "We'll need some lubrication," he said.
I raised my head a bit to peer at him, "Somehow, I don't think that little shop downstairs will have any intimate lubrication," I giggled back to him.
"No," he replied as he extricated himself from under me, "but the bath room has lotion."
He was halfway to the bathroom when I blurted out, "Wait. Are you sure about this?"
He stopped and nodded, yes, but said, "No." He smiled, "I mean, yeah, I'm sure but maybe you aren't." I smiled. I've come to enjoy just being with him. He was playful. I thought about it. He might be right. In fact, the way my body has been reacting the past few days, he probably is right. I nodded to him and he continued his rush to the bathroom
"So," I began as he returned holding the little tube of lotion, "you know what to do with that, right?"
He shook his head, no, with a smile. "I mean, I need to lube my cock and your asshole in and out." He looked at me. "I figure your pussy is full of cum so that can be more lubrication for my cock."
I gazed at him. A week ago, less actually, there was no way anyone would be so casually, matter-of-factually, describing the condition of my pussy to me. "Sounds reasonable," I shrugged with the recognition that nothing about me was any longer normal, "but why did you shake your head?"
"Because no woman has ever let me try," he just as calmly explained. Great, I thought, I'm being a test subject, again. "But, I read a lot. Don't worry."
I squinted my eyes at him as I knelt on the bed facing him. "Yeah, don't worry, but it isn't your ass that will be impaled by a freaking pole." He laughed. I shrugged my final acceptance. "So, how do we do this?"
He climbed onto the bed, "Doggy style," he said. "On all fours."
I sighed and turned to get into position. I felt the bed move as he came up behind me. I parted my knees wider and waited. I felt his cock touch my pussy and slip inside. "Ooooooo," I sighed, "hmmm... feels good... we could just..."
He leaned over me as he slowly moved his cock inside my cum-filled pussy which was now coating his cock well as he pressed deeply inside. "You know," he said softly into my ear, "you could be fucked by two cocks at once now: pussy and throat." I shivered at the very thought but it was an enticing thought. Sure, I had sucked Jack and Don while the other fucked me but that was it. They hadn't fucked my throat like Thomas did. "Just think, Beth... open up your ass and..." his cock was sawing in and out of my pussy and my arousal was shooting up, "... you could have three cocks at the same time."
"Ohhhh... Godddd," I gasped, "just do it."
With his cock still slowly moving inside my pussy, I felt a finger at my tight asshole with lotion being spread. Then the finger was gone but quickly returned and pressed inside my asshole and repeatedly pushing lotion inside. I gasped at the feel of the finger but moaned as a second finger joined it. He was getting my sphincter used to opening and I shivered, again. This was real. He was going to do it and I was letting him. He was so thick, though.
Before I could talk myself out of it, though, his cock came out of my pussy and was being pressed at my asshole. "Hold your cheeks open," came his voice. Damn, I thought, now I was lewdly spreading for him. When I did as directed, his cock pressed harder while a hand wound around me and stroked my clit and empty pussy. I gasped and moaned at the joint sensation but the cock was slowly pressing and opening my sphincter. He took my clit between two fingers and I jerked involuntarily and his cock punched through into my asshole. I cried out, maybe loudly. For an instant, it was a seering sensation as my asshole and sphincter were stretched but he remained motionless except for the stroking of my pussy and a finger moving in and out of it. My pussy was enjoying the attention and my asshole slowly stopped arguing.
"Ohhh... fuck, Thomas," I gasped. "I... I... know why," I continued to gasp as his cock began slowly to inch back and forth, "I know why... the other women... wouldn't... let you."
He chuckled as he leaned over me. Every slight motion from him or me caused his cock to move, maybe minutely, but I felt it. While one hand continued fondling my pussy, the other found a breast and tease the nipple. "Do you want to stop?" He was teasing. In our short time together, he knew I couldn't get enough once I started.
"Fuck, no," I gasped. "I can't... believe I'm saying it... but don't you... dare stop. I guess... my ass isn't going to split... in two, after all."
He chuckled and began fucking my asshole slowly. He pulled back and more had entered me than I thought. They he used a steady, constant pressure to sink more of his cock deeper. My mind was stunned by the sensations of his cock moving back and forth, deeper and deeper in my tight ass, as he continued tormenting my clit and entering my empty pussy with a finger. I didn't know how long it took but he was suddenly bumping my ass cheeks with his hips. He was fully up my ass! And... God... it was tight!
He was soon fully fucking with increasingly more powerful thrusts. I cried out, moaned, and whimpered as the surprisingly powerful arousal captured my body and took me higher and higher to what I realized was going to be an equally powerful orgasm. All three of my holes? Now I knew... all three holes could take these big black cocks. What had happened to me? But that thoughtful musing dissipated into the lust-induced fog of my brain as my pending orgasm came over me.
I collapsed fully onto the bed, my whole body once again in a wonderful orgasm. It was completely lost on me that Thomas continued fucking his long cock into my ass for nearly another minute before dumping his cum deep in my ass.
"Oh... my... God... Thomas," I gasped between deep and heavy breaths once I could form words. He was lying on top of me, his cock still embedded in my ass. Somehow he was managing not to put too much weight on me. "What... hmmm... what have you... done to me?" He pulled my long hair away and kissed my neck. I sighed deeply, "Oh, Thomas, that was amazing."
He slowly pulled his cock from my ass and lay on his back next to me. I gathered strength to turn to him with my left arm across his chest and my left leg over his. I kissed his chest before raising my head to peer at him. "What did you mean by three cocks at once?" I asked curiously. He smiled.
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CHAPTER 5: RESORT SLUT
The buildings with guest rooms were two 'L' shaped buildings laid out to enclose the pool and spa area. The one side not enclosed was open to the beach. The buildings had interior hallways with rooms on both sides. Obviously, the rooms facing the pool were the most desired and also the more expensive. The rooms opposite the pool area faced groomed green areas and natural foliage. The room I was given was at the corner of the 'L' which made it a strangely shaped room but also larger than most. The shape made the furniture arrangement awkward but as I emptied boxes and decided what would remain in boxes in storage, I was making it work.
The closet and dresser under the TV contained about half the clothes I had on campus. The rest would go to storage. On a daily basis I wouldn't need any clothes but excursions off the resort to nearby islands certainly would. Don had located a two-shelf bookcase for me which was full of my textbooks and novels. My laptop was on the little desk but I put the printer on the shelf in the closet. I was actually thinking about the future when I believed the resort stabilized me that I could take some on-line courses to continue my degree program. That was the future, though.
A knock on the door. Not that I was expecting anyone but there were a few people who knew I was here. I opened the door naked, of course, to find Thomas. I smiled, gave him a hug, and stepped back to encourage him to come in.
"Wow," he said while scanning the room, "you're making this look like your own. These two corner rooms are usually empty because they are awkward but you've done interesting things." He noticed the chair in the tight corner where I would read. The other tight corner was empty but I envisioned something artsy hanging or a full fern. I'll be here for a while. I have time to find what I liked.
He came up behind me and placed his hands on my bare shoulders. He didn't make any aggressive moves but rubbed down and up on my arms. I turned to face him and looked up.
"Did you come because ..." I asked softly.
He nodded. "Partly. I also wanted to see how you were doing unpacking." He gazed at me before pulling me into a hug, his hands holding me and stroking my back. "You have friends here who care about you, Beth."
I nodded against his chest. "Thank you. Yes ... Margaret was here earlier," I replied.
He separated us a bit and looked curiously at me. "Margaret?" I nodded. What, I asked. He smiled, "Margaret is bi-sexual."
My eyes opened wide. "Margaret?" He nodded with a smile on his face. Helen, her assistant, too, apparently. "I never ... I've never ..."
I looked back up at him, breaking my musing about Margaret and bi-sexuality. "Do you have ... uhm ... a few minutes, Thomas?"
He smiled, "More than a few minutes," he replied as he fondled a breast.
I pulled his polo shirt from his shorts and moved it up his body. I stopped midway to kiss his chest and his hands were opening his shorts as he kicked his slip-on shoes off. With his shirt off and him stepping out of the tangle of shorts and boxers, I pulled the cover on the bed to the foot exposing the bottom sheet.
"How do you want ..." I began but he patted the center of the queen-sized bed. I scrambled and lay on my back. He followed me and grasped my legs, raised them, pushed them back toward me. I grasped my knees and he spread them wide. God, I thought as I watched him approach, this is so totally obscene as he lowered his mouth to my fully displayed pussy. The first touch of his lips and tongue to my pussy sent a shiver thought me. "You don't need to get me ready," I uttered.
Without taking his lips from my pussy, he uttered, "I know ... you're always wet and ready, but ... I like your taste." I gasped and moaned when his lips captured my clit and he began sucking on it as a finger entered my needy pussy. "I was wondering," he mused softly with his lips brushing my pussy lips as he did, "is your g-spot more sensitive now, too?"
"Oooooo ... oh God ... I ... I never knew ... about it ... before you ..." I gasped.
"I want to try something," he said as he put his thumb on my clit.
I gasped, "Anything. Oh ... yessss ... whatever you want ..."
With his thumb wiggling on my clit, he finger re-entered my pussy and bent up to stroke over my inside when ... "Fuck!" I cried out. "OH ... MY ... GOD!"
His finger found the nub that was my g-spot and squeezed the two together and began mashing them. My hips bucked as he relentlessly tormented the two nobs that served no other purpose than to create pleasure. He released both and I gasped and moaned but his lips recaptured my pussy lips as he sucked at my hole. Oh fuck, I thought, is he actually sucking my juice out?!? I cried out again as a finger entered my asshole. That was all the more stimulation my body needed as I jerked my hips in orgasm. He continued sucking at my hole while finger fucking my asshole.
I released my legs but he licked at my pussy a few more times. I raised my head to gaze down at him past heaving breasts to find his juice-slick lips. He smiled back at me. He looked at my pussy inches from him, "Sometime I am going to take a video of your pussy winking when you orgasm." He smiled at me. My head fell back onto the bed. He can do anything he wants, I thought. That wasn't even his cock.
Now he was kissing his way up my body and at the same time that his lips covered with my juice kissed my lips, his cock bumped my pussy. "Oh, yes, Thomas," I sighed into his mouth. "Now it's your turn."
He didn't even use his hands, he merely raised and lowered and shifted his hips as we kissed. Bump, bump, and then penetration. I gasped, as usual with his big cock. His cock parted my pussy and spread me inside as he pressed deeper. I used my muscles around his cock and he sighed as my pussy became tighter around him as he continued pressing deeper and deeper. When he does it slow, it feels like forever that his cock sinks into me.
Once fully in me, he pulled back and thrust back in. I groaned as his cock jammed against the top of my pussy. His thrusts become more powerful but still contained. It was clear to me that he isn't looking for a fast climax. His thrusts, though, were long and strong. My hips rose to meet his thrust and long moans and sighs escaped my mouth.
It's all amazing and then he is rolling us and I am on top. I shift my knees under me and begin bouncing on his cock. I bounce without concern that I might pull off his 12-inch cock which sets my breast into wild motion on my chest. For a long time he just watches me and my breasts dance before his eyes. When he finally grasps them, pulling and twisting the nipples, and generally mauling my mounds, it all sends shivers of new thrills through my body.
Once, again, he turned us over but this time he is pulling out of me. He moves me onto my knees and I scramble to get my hands underneath me as he plows back into my pussy from behind. The thrust is so strong I am nearly pushed off balance but shift my hands slightly in front to counter this welcome attack. I cry out as he continues to pummel me with his cock. When another orgasm overtakes me, I feel his cum filling my pussy.
* * * *
"Excuse me," I gently announced as I stood next to a young black man reclined on a lounger on the beach. He was lying on his stomach with his eyes closed. If he was asleep, I didn't want to wake him. I stood over him with a floppy sun hat, sunglasses, and beach bag containing my wrap, sunscreen, water, and a paperback. When he turned his upper body and head, he was looking right up my body. I had my legs slightly parted to add to the view. This was a complete stranger and I was being the most brazen I had ever been. "Do you know if this lounger is taken?" I asked when our eyes met, which was after a few moments it took his eyes to travel up my naked body.
He shook his head and turned to sit on the edge of his lounger. He was naked and his soft cock ... yes, I checked it out too ... appeared average. I admit that after fucking my first three black men and having them each be 10 or 12-inches, I was beginning to wonder if all black men could be so endowed. Obviously, they weren't.
As he sat facing me, he appeared young like me and maybe just shy of six feet tall. "Do you want it moved?" he blurted out. "I'll help, if you want," he added clearly trying to hold my attention.
Being normally somewhat reserved and lacking experience in being the aggressor with men, doing so now with the intention of attracting fucks was intimidating but I was determined. I giggled, "No, I think I it is fine where it is." That being about four feet from his which was about twenty feet from the water edge. I dropped my beach bag and spread a resort beach towel on the lounger and then turned to him after bending over with my butt toward him and my feet parted. "If you want to help, though," I started shyly, "it is really hard to get you back covered with sunscreen, so ..."
He bounced up, "I'd be happy to," he responded with eager enthusiasm.
I handed him the tube of sunscreen the resort recommended (a product being developed that allowed tanning while still preventing the cancerous effects of the sun) and lay on the lounger after lowering the back. He sat on the edge and started with my arms. I pulled my long hair away as he worked the cream into my neck and shoulders as he move to the other arm. He worked his way down my back with almost massaging action but as he reached my lower back, he paused and moved off the edge to the foot to cover and massage my legs. This was more than merely covering my skin as he kneaded my calf on my left leg and worked his way up that thigh. I sucked in a breath as he worked his way up my thigh, pausing to apply more cream, until his hand bumped my pussy. As he worked the inside of my thigh, I had parted my legs more until that foot was hanging off the edge of the lounger. Then, he worked the other calf and thigh, again my leg opening.
With his hands at the top of my right thigh, one hand on the inside on my pussy, he paused as if checking my resistance ... or, in this case, none. He dropped more sunscreen on each of my butt cheeks and firmly massaged it in with fingers sliding between the cheeks, over my asshole and down further to my pussy.
I was quietly muffling moans of pleasure and sucked in several breaths to gather myself and turned my head. "Would you," I began with as much calmness as I could muster, "consider doing my front, too?"
He was kneeling on the foot of the lounger between my spread legs. I had to strain to turn enough to see his response. He froze. His hands stopped and if I didn't know better I would have thought he stopped breathing. There were some men who were very confident and bold as guests at the resort. He wasn't one of the them.
"Your ... uhm ... front?" he asked. I nodded and turned more onto my side, as much as I could with him between my legs. "Uhm ... yeah ... I guess ... no, I mean, yes, of course," he quickly rebounded. I smiled at him. This just might work, I thought.
He moved back to give me room to turn. He stared down at me. Me, I was trying to be discrete as I gazed at his cock. He wasn't big but it was growing as he looked at me. Sensing that, perhaps, he began applying sunscreen to my legs. In so doing, he once again used his massaging pressure to move my legs wider. By the time he had both legs stroked and covered with lotion, his fingers were grazing my pussy and I would have been amazed if he didn't recognize the wetness of my pussy showing there. He shifted with his knees forward which forced my legs even further apart. He used long, smooth strokes up my body, between my breasts, and finally over them. After working my breasts thoroughly, he slid his hands back down my stomach to my mound. He was gaining confidence. He slid fingers over the sides of my pussy and watching my reaction. Seeing my mouth open and a long sigh escape, he became bolder and slid fingers directly over my pussy.
I moaned while watching him. He saw my eyes on him and his instinct was to pull his hands away. "I think," I said looking direct in his eyes, "it is my turn to make sure you are covered."
He back off and moved to his lounger and lay on his stomach as I guessed. I made quick work of covering his back and legs, then patted the side of his hip for him to turn over. He hesitated and when he did turn over I saw his cock had hardened, which pleased me immensely. He watched me as I gazed down at his hard cock but my smile relaxed him. I began on his legs and quickly worked my way up his thighs, paying as much attention to the insides as he had done on me. When I reached the top of his thighs, I was sure to bump into his ball sack, eliciting a soft gasp from him. I then shifted to his shoulders, arms, and chest. He was watching me with nervous anticipation and perhaps hope.
My knees were outside his legs which spread my pussy and it wasn't lost on him. I sat back and stroked his hips on each side and slowly worked my hands to the center until my hands covered his cock and my fingers wrapping around it, I stroked. This time his gasp was joined by a deep moan.
I began stroking up his body, again. My knees moving forward as I did until my pussy was over his hard cock. As I caressed his chest, my hips moved forward and back, my pussy lips parted on his cock as I slid over it. His eyes shut and mouth open and a steady stream of sounds escaping.
I leaned forward, "I made sure to apply plenty of lotion to your cock. You know why?" I teased. He shook his head. "You were so thoughtful to thoroughly coat the outside of my pussy, but maybe I need some on the inside, too."
His eyes opened and he stared at me. I slid further up and reached behind me to grasp and guide his cock as I leaned back slightly. When I penetrated myself on his cock, we both moaned without inhibition. Moaned loud enough that other guests around us had to hear.
I sat upright and slowly raised up before driving my hips down over his cock. "Oh ... fuck," he exclaimed.
"Exactly," I said while smiling at him. "Oh, by the way, what's your name?"
He chuckled and lifted his hips to meet my downward thrust. "Sam," he replied.
"Good to meet you, Sam. I'm Beth," I said with a giggle.
We were drawing attention on the beach but most of the people gathering were behind me and I tried to ignore the one in my peripheral view. I hadn't thought through what others on the beach might do and I guess part of public sex becomes a voyeuristic activity, too. And, after I thought about it that way, having spectators became a new turn-on.
The orgasms Thomas had given me earlier meant I wasn't as desperate and lasted longer myself. When I felt his cock jerk and swell inside me as I squeezed around him, I used my fingers on my clit to match his climax.
I collapsed on top of him, his cock still in me but it wouldn't be for long as it softened. I kissed him on the lips, "Thank you, Sam, that really felt good," I whispered. He had a very pleased look on his face.
* * * *
I dropped my beach bag at the Beach Services shack where they tagged it against my bracelet. My first real day alone at the resort, I wanted to walk the beach and explore more of the guest areas. As I walked just inside the water line, I couldn't help musing about my situation and not just condition the drug study left me in. I was a single young woman naked on a hot, sandy beach with completely clear, blue sky and light ocean breeze caressing my skin. I would never have thought I would be here for even a short stay much less what will be an extended experience ... very likely a couple years. And, everywhere I found people, at least resort guests, there was bare skin. Although many women wore bikini bottoms while bare breasted and many men wore skimpy Speedo suits, there were many that were fully naked like me.
While I found myself noticing the size, shape of breasts and how they jiggled base on size, it was judging a woman's age by how much her breasts sagged that was also intriguing. Maybe it was intriguing because I was young and still firm. But, it was the men who obviously attracted most of my attention. There were men with their wives who had small, little penises that barely bounced. Then, there were the men, very often young, black men displaying larger cocks that swayed as they walked. Oh, yes, I was attracted. Few were really big like Don and very few that I saw were like Thomas. Perhaps I should have been ashamed to categorize men that way since us women object to men categorizing us by breast size or our figures.
Things were different now. I was different now. My life was different now. Now, I needed a regular diet of orgasms. So, yes, I mused, was it any wonder that penises and cocks attracted my attention? Penises and cocks. Yes, I categorized them that way, too. Every man had a penis, but not every penis was a cock. Size did matter.
I stopped and looked back. I had gone quite a ways. The sun was hot and the air humid. The ever present breeze off the ocean was pleasant but a sheen of perspiration was still forming over my body. I looked to the water and saw several others who had also ventured away from the main beach. I turned into the water until it was waist deep and I plunged into it. Coming up, I began stroking out into deeper water, stopped after a short swim, and considered where I was while easily treading water. I didn't want to go too far out so I turned and began swimming in the general direction back toward the main beach rather than away from it.
I found a comfortable rhythm and enjoying the feel of the water on my naked body, the sun overhead, and the small waves that didn't really interfere with getting a breath. On turning my head to get a breath, I checked my position relative to the beach. After taking a breath and turning my head back into the water, I bumped into something ... someone.
It was such a surprise that I gasped in a mouth of water. I stopped swimming to tread water, coughing and sputtering. "Sorry," I sputtered and coughed as I focused on the black man in front of me. "I didn't see you. I thought I was out here by myself." I continued to cough after taking in the water.
He turned on his side and gently pulled me with him as he managed to move toward shore. He stopped and seemed stable so I relaxed thinking I could touch the bottom but instead went underwater and bounced back up sputtering, again.
He chuckled and grabbed me, pulling me into an embrace. My arm went around his neck as my body settled against his. I might be one of the shortest people here, why did I think I could touch just because he could?
"Thank you," I coughed, again. "I ... I wasn't paying attention, I guess." My body had settled next to his, my arm around his neck and his arm around my back. The combination pulled my against him, my breasts flattened against his chest. When my breathing recovered, I noticed something else. He was also naked and I didn't mean just his upper body.
"You are welcome," he responded, "but I may have been as much responsible. I'm not much of a swimmer. I was just treading water out there. I saw you coming and that you were blind to where I was but I couldn't get out of the way fast enough." Our eyes were connecting and our bodies were tight. His shoulders were just out of the water and he moved a bit further toward the shore. "Hang on," he said, "I'll move closer to shore."
Our eyes didn't leave each other's as I wrapped both arms around him and raised my legs to wrap around his waist. His foot slipped on the sandy bottom and he stopped to regain his footing. It was slow going and the extra resistance of our combined bodies made it more so.
"My name is Beth, by the way," I softly offered.
"He stopped again when his shoulders and part of his chest were out of the water. "Tony," he responded. He was holding me firmly and that allowed my grip around his neck to slacken. My legs around his waist wasn't really aiding in my support much.



"So ... Tony, what brought you to this resort?" I asked. The gentle wave action caused my body to repeated brush against his, my breasts against his chest in particular. Our eyes were locked onto each other and I sensed something very strong happening.
He chuckled, "Well, I won't pretend otherwise ... I thought I'd try a place where nudity was encouraged and open sex allowed." Our faces were only inches apart as he held me. "What about you, Beth?"
I looked deeply into his eyes and facial expression before making the decision. "I am looking for black guys like you. Is that honest enough?"
He smiled, moved his face forward and kissed me on the lips. He pulled back to check and when I didn't object, he kissed me, again. He also relaxed his hold on me causing me to sink further into the water and I felt something bump my ass. He held me like that and the 'something' was clear to me. He checked my reaction, again, then supported me with one arm as the other dipped deeper below me and the bump became less random and quickly found my pussy. I wiggled to give my assistance and encouragement. In the next moment, I released what support I had around his neck and sank down over his cock. Our mouths were in a much deeper kiss which muffled all moans and gasps.
"Oh ... God," he exclaimed. He lifted me and let me drop back down. As I dropped, I created a small splash.
"Move a little further in toward shore," I said thinking that might reduce the splash which might not be quite so noticeable to those on shore.
He was lifting and dropping me faster and closer didn't make any difference. As long as my lower body was in the water, it was going to cause splashing as I moved up and down. He made the decision and started walking to shore with me wrapped around him and his cock in my pussy. Each step was thrilling as each step bumped his cock into me.
"Ohhh ... FUUCCCKKK ... yeeesssss," I called out as we got into shallower water and his steps became quicker. I couldn't see where he was going but I saw us pass several people as he moved onto the beach. Then he was kneeling with a bump as his knees hit and his cock drove suddenly deeper. Then he was leaning me back until I was on a resort beach towel, his cock still inside me. I reached up to kiss him and glanced to the side to find three or four people gathered watching. When we broke the kiss, I glanced to the other side to find several people there, too. My arousal spiked at still another public display.
He shifted slightly to begin thrusting harder into me. I pulled his face down to kiss him, then gasp into his ear, "God, this is amazing, Tony. Outside fucking and... people watching." He thrust especially hard and I gasped and moaned uninhibitedly. "I going to orgasm ... keep fucking me ... Tony ... I want ... your cum."
When my orgasm shook my body, sent spasms through my pussy around his cock, and burst across my face, I soon felt his cock jerk inside me, his cum mixing with my orgasm. I lay beneath Tony spent and very satisfied. Glancing to the side I found a middle-aged white couple, she standing in front of him while she reached behind moving her hand and he fondling her breast and stroking her pussy. By the look on her face and the way her knees were sagging, she was close to orgasm. I watched her while Tony's cock softened and slipped from my pussy. The woman's orgasm was beautiful.
* * * *
I was in the bathroom after a necessary shower to get both salt water and sunscreen off my body and hair. Then the house phone rang.
"Hello?" I answered after rushing to the bedside table.
"Beth, this is Margaret."
"Margaret, hi ... uhm ... is something wrong?" I asked with sudden concern.
"Wrong? Why does something have to be wrong? No, I'm just checking up on our new Resort Slut." During a pause, I imagined her stifling a laugh. "Actually, Helen and I were wondering if you would like some company for dinner tonight?" It was set for 30 minutes in the guest dining room (it wasn't allowed for guests to be in the staff dining room).
For just a moment, I opened the closet door to choose an outfit for dinner with the Manager of Human Resources. Then I remembered, sighed, grabbed only a pair of high heeled sandals and moved to the dresser to select one of a multitude of sheer print wraps. I thought again about the closet where several baby-doll negligees were hung. They might provide the illusion of being dressed. But not really. They were as sheer as the wrap. Besides, I had spent the day completely naked. A sheer wrap would feel like being dressed. I stood before the mirror. I tied the wrap at my left hip which left my left leg fully bare. Not that the sheer fabric hid anything.
I smiled at my image and turned to the door, glad that the resort bracelet provided all I would need for ID, expense charges (that were covered by the resort, anyway), and access back into my room.
I met them at the entrance to the guest dining room. Both women scanned my exposed body as I approached. They, of course, were wearing resort shorts and polo shirts. I felt very naked. Yes, I had spent the day naked and other guests in the dining room would be in various levels of exposure but I was dining with two women fully dressed.
The hostess greeted Margaret by name and led us to a table. "I feel naked," I uttered as we walked.
As we reached the table, Margaret replied, "You are dear," with a chuckle and wink at Helen who also seemed to enjoy what she was seeing. I then remembered Thomas's comment about them: bi-sexual. Was this about ...?
We all ordered a wine and various salads. The talk was initially light before Margaret asked conspiratorially leaning into the table, "So, dear, who have you fucked so far?"
My face must have reflected my shock because she smiled. Helen did, too, and seemed just as interested in hearing my answer. "You mean ... uhmm ...," I stammered.
"I mean of the staff, dear," she clarified. "We wouldn't know the guests," she said with a wink. Then she shocked me, again. "See, her nipples are getting hard," she softly said more to Helen than me.
I glanced to the sides which was silly because how would any guests know who we were talking about? "Just Don, Jack, and Thomas," I replied and found myself blushing at the bluntness of the question and my admission.
Helen leaned forward, "Thomas? Oh my ..."
Margaret added, "Tell us ... how much could you take?"
"What?" I replied with continued surprise at the questions, but they were clearly expecting answers from me. "All of it... eventually. He bumped into the top a lot until ..."
"Damn, girl!" they both exclaimed at the same moment.
As we were leaving the building, Margaret turned and stepped very close in front of me. I took a step back to maintain personal space but bumped into Helen who had come up closely behind me. Margaret got even closer so our faces were inches apart and my body was pressed against Helen in back.
"Be honest, Beth," Margaret whisper, "have you ever been with a girl?"
Helen's hands were on my hips but I was focused with surprise on Margaret. I shook my head. Our eyes were fixed on each other's and the energy between us spiked but it was raised even higher when Helen's hands slipped up my body to cup both breasts. "Ohhhh ... Gooddddd ..." I moaned. Just then, Margaret leaned in and kissed me ... deeply. We were standing just to the side of the main door to the guest services building containing the restaurant and other things. People were walking by and these two clothed women were making it known they weren't done with me. And I understood that very well.
I didn't know what to do with my hands but they somehow found themselves around Margaret's upper body as she continued kissing me and Helen fondled my breasts. Margaret broke our kiss and turned me around. I immediately accepted Helen's arms around me and mine around her and we kissed deeply. At the same time, Margaret untied my wrap and began stroking and fondling my naked body.
I came out of the kiss with Helen and gasped, "YES. Yes, I want to."
In my room, the two women quickly shed their clothes and both came at me, three naked bodies stroking and kissing. Somehow, our three-way hugging and groping managed to get us onto the bed with me in the middle and them focusing their efforts on arousing me, which these days has been easy. Margaret shifted down between my legs where she raised my knees and splayed them out so I was blatantly displayed before her. She wasted no time in covering my pussy with her mouth, her tongue exploring outside ... and ... ooooh fuuucckk ... and inside.
Helen was switching her efforts to my mouth in lusty kisses and my breasts and nipples. She became more focused on my nipples, her lips and teeth working one while her fingers worked the other.
Margaret added a finger, then two, into my pussy when she began sucking on my clit. She curled her finger, found my g-spot and tormented the sensitive nub inside and out.
I had no idea how much time they dedicated to pleasuring me but the climatic orgasm they gave me was amazing. But, aren't they all?
Then, we shifted with Helen our focus. After the delicious torment Margaret gave me, I was determined to try duplicating what I had felt on Helen. Then, it was Margaret's turn and I had experienced two pussy and successfully manipulated their g-spots.
After a long recovery and a bottle of wine, Helen blurted out, "We didn't finish our thought." I looked at her confused. We were still naked and sitting on the bed against the headboard. "There is someone else you need to try. Jared. He is lead at the beach shack."
"Wait," I said, "how many of these guys have fucked you two?"
Helen giggled. Margaret answered, "Don't go thinking that, deary. You're the slut, remember. We've only done a few but Helen and I share notes ... you know ... in case."
We all laughed. I told them I would share my own notes with them.
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CHAPTER 6: GIVING AN ASSIST
"Are you okay?" I asked the woman standing just inside the guest building door leading to the outside. She appeared middle-aged, maybe 40. She had shoulder length brown hair, about 5' 6" tall, and appeared to be a healthy weight but that was hard to know for sure because of the concealing covering she was wearing. She stood looking through the glass door at guests and employees moving around in various states of undress. I, of course, came up to her from behind naked except for one of the various sheer wraps I now wore exclusively, if anything.
She turned startled and moved out of the way. When I didn't go out the door but stopped next her and softly touched her arm, she shook her head and softly muttered, "I don't know why I came here."
The exit to the outside was a small lobby of sorts where guests could gather and contained a few comfortable chairs. I moved to guide her to the chairs and she responded easily. She sat and I joined her. A couple guests walked past but we both ignored them. The woman stared only at her fidgeting hands in her lap.
"Do you want to talk?" I asked in the only way I could think to help.
She shook her head but also didn't indicate she didn't want me there. We sat in silence until she softly laughed, "The bastard," she exclaimed. "After 15 years he just up and leaves me." She looked up nervously as if maybe she was saying too much. I reached out to take her hand in mine and gently squeezed. She sighed. "A younger woman from work." She looked up and gave me a weak smile. "I didn't even know he was doing it but it had apparently been going on for a while." She shook her head. "I keep asking myself, why? I mean, I kept myself in shape more for him than even myself. While so many of our friends put on weight, I worked at not following them. Even while he put on weight." She looked at me with pleading eyes, "Why? I keep thinking it must be something I did or didn't do, but... I thought we still had fun. We did things. We had sex every week, at least."
Then she looked scared, again. Said too much, maybe. I softly stroked her hand. "I'm young, right? So what do I know, but everything I read indicates that middle-age is hard on some people. Why else do some suddenly want a sports car or motorcycle or... have an affair? What is it?" I mused. "Do they wake up at the mid-point of life and wonder if they shouldn't have more or experience more? Are they scared of something? It sounds to me like you are the one who is balanced. You did what you could to make the relationship worthwhile for both of you. If he couldn't see that..." she looked at me, again, "I say, the hell with him. I say he doesn't deserve you."
She chuckled, "That's what I thought. This was a revenge trip. I'd show him, I thought. I'll go to a nude resort in the Caribbean where they even allow sex."
"Then you get here and the reality hits. He'll never know," I finished for her. She nodded. I stood and put out my hand to her. She took it and stood. "I think we should go out and see what new experience can be had. He may not know but you will and it is you who really needs to confirm who you can be without him." She stared at me. She was uncertain. I opened the top of her cover and saw a conservative two-piece suit. "It's up to you..." I stopped and, "what is your name?" Ann, she said. "It's up to you, Ann, but I suggest you go back to your room and leave your cover and suit. I'll go back to my room for another of these wraps. I have a bunch. Then, the two us go and find some experiences."
"You're serious," she exclaimed but I sensed some growing acceptance.
"Ann, you chose a nude resort. Whether it might have had an origin in revenge or not, in your mind you knew what you were doing. You're here. Do it for yourself and forget him."
"I've never been naked in public. I've never been naked with anyone but other women at the fitness center's locker room." She wasn't even saying it to me, any longer. This was all within her. I let her. She gave me a bigger smile that still showed nerves but she turned and went down the hallway. I did in the other direction.
When she returned, she was completely naked while holding her beach bag. She looked more nervous. I smiled. I had been correct. Her body was good. Her breasts sagged a bit but that was age. Her waist was trim and she had curves. I also noticed her pubic hair was trimmed. She was a good looking woman. I handed her the wrap and she tied it at her waist. She held out her arms as if to ask, how do I look?
I stepped up to her and gave her a soft hug. I felt her breasts against me. "You look like you know what you're doing and what you want," I softly said. "You will definitely attract men, if you want them."
She was quite nervous as we stepped outside into the sun and full exposure to everyone else. I suggested the beach. She was conscious of her nudity and the jiggle of her breasts. We stopped at the beach shack for water, towel, and sunscreen.
"Hi, Beth." The young black man behind the counter smiled. I looked at the tag around his neck. Jared. Interesting, I thought. He knew me and we hadn't met. Someone has been talking. I smiled at him and became aroused as I remembered what Margaret and Helen had said.
Ann stayed close to my side as we walked through other guests scattered on the beach as we headed to a couple lounger chairs that appeared open to use. "Do you know him?" she asked.
"Not yet," I responded with a smile. I nudged her and teased, "But he looks like he could be fun to get to know." She giggled. This is what I thought she needed: be able to enjoy the public nudity and relax to have fun.
When we reached the lounger chairs, "Why don't you lie down and I'll cover you with sunscreen." She lowered the head, spread the large beach towel, removed her wrap, and did just that. She sighed as I squeezed a thin line of lotion along each arm and proceeded to rub it into her skin. "Did they tell you about this lotion?" She shook her head. "It's a new formulation that was tested here. It is supposed to provide very good protection against harmful rays while allowing a deep tan."
I next squeezed a thicker line down her spine and she sighed. As I spread the lotion from her spine out to her sides, the sighs continued. As I dipped onto the sides of her back further, I made sure to stroke the sides of her breasts which elicited soft moans. I moved down straddling her legs, dropped lotion on each butt cheek, and spread it using circular motions, my fingers moving closer and closer to her butt crack. I heard her suck in a gasping breath as my fingers traveled inside and over her puckered asshole.
I then stood and moved to the foot of the lounger, moved each foot to the edge of the chair, and knelt between her legs. I sensed some tension but continued as if it was natural. In my mind, however, I had as much intention of causing her arousal as much as applying the lotion. As I moved up her legs with strong, smooth strokes, I moved my hand deep into the inside and grazed her pussy at the top. I hoped the touches would seem accidental at this point. I could see her back rise and fall with heavier breaths, though.
I then patted her butt and told her to roll over. She protested that she could do it herself, but I insisted. She finally rolled over and looked at me warily. "This is the good part, Ann. Lying on your stomach naked will get you noticed, but lying on your back with someone stroking your front will definitely attract attention."
"Attract... attention?" she stammered.
I was rubbing lotion into her breast, occasionally using fingers to roll and tease the nipples, "The kind of attention we are looking for, Ann," I clarified.
"Oh, God," she softly muttered.
I worked my way down her legs, again moving her feet apart and kneeling between them. When I reached the top of her thighs, "I need to make sure your lovely pussy is protected, Ann. I'm sure it has never seen the sun before today." She gasped and released a moan as my fingers slid over each side and my thumbs up through her pussy lips.
"Oh... God... Beth!" she exclaimed. "God... that feels... good."
"I want to do something to make you feel even better. Will you trust me?" I asked fully aware her mind wasn't caught up with what I was doing to expose her on a beach full of others.
"What...?" But, the rest of her question was stopped when she felt my mouth cover her pussy and my tongue part her lips and probing up and down her slit encountering her clit at the top. "OH GOD!" she cried out loud enough that I knew she was lost to everything but the feeling washing over her.
I was intent on licking, nipping with my teeth, and sucking her pussy and clit. Her moans and gasps streamed from her mouth. Then, as I had hoped, it happened.
"Can we make this a four-some?" came a deep voice next to me. I pulled off Ann's pussy to look up. It was a naked black man with a nearly hard cock in front of my face. There was another at the head of the lounger. I glanced at Ann but her eyes were closed. I was still stroking two fingers in and out of her pussy.
"Definitely," I said. "Fuck me with that thing." He didn't hesitate and moved behind me. "Ann," I said strongly enough to break through to her. "Oh... fuck, yes," I blurted out as the cock penetrated my pussy and began going deeper.
She was looking from my face at her pussy to the man black man behind me as he thrust fully into me. "What... Beth?"
I looked at her and then at the other man standing next to her with his hand slowly stroking his now hard cock. "It's time, Ann. You chose this resort for a reason. Now is the time to start you experiences. Turn your head and open your mouth."
She turned her head and saw the man stroking his black cock. "Oh, God..." she gasped but her mouth opened and she reached up as the man knelt next to her and fed her his cock.
It was a fitting first experience, I thought. I orgasmed (I always do), the man fucking men climaxed in my pussy, Ann orgasmed from... everything, even if I am still learning to eat pussy, and the other man climaxed in Ann mouth. Well, mostly in her mouth. There was a stray glob of cum on the side of her mouth. The guys left after being satisfied and I crawled over Ann. She watched me as she gasped her recovery. I used a finger to scrape the stray cum to her lips. Her tongue came out and licked it off.
A funny smile came over her face. "Oh... my... God. I sucked the cock of a man I don't even know. I don't even know his name," she exclaimed. "I can't believe I did that." Our bodies pressed together, I kissed her softly on the lips. She looked at me intently, then smiled. "Thank you, Beth. Thank you. I don't know that I could have done that without you."
"It was my pleasure, too," I said with a laugh. She laughed with me.
I convinced her to join me for a walk down the shore. We took our beach bags and towels to the beach shack for safe keeping. Jared winked at me. What did that mean, I wondered. Did he know about me... or did he just watch what we did?
We were quite a way from the main beach and came to a section I had explored previously. We had to wade into the water to get around a rock outcrop but on the other side was a fresh water stream that emptied into the ocean. That was where we saw two men, black of course as so many were here, walking toward us. Both were naked and their bodies glistened from light perspiration from the sun and humidity as I was sure ours did as well.
I nudged Ann with my elbow as I saw the two guys do the same to each other. "Ready for more, Ann?"
"Seriously?" she asked honestly. "You mean just do it again with another man I don't know? Just like that?"
"Just like that," I replied. "They are interested, I can tell. Just follow my lead." I didn't give her a chance to object as I walked directly to them and asked, "What's around the bend?"
Both men had scanned our bodies as I had done to them. Both were in shape and their cocks hanging in front of them were big enough to swing back and forth. I know Ann noticed, too.
"More ocean and beach," one said.
"Actually, there is a really nice shady spot under some palm trees with grass," the other offered.
"Really?" I replied with more enthusiasm than it deserved. But, I thought, a grass spot might be more comfortable than sand. "Could you, maybe, show us?" Oh, yeah. They were interested. Not in the shady spot but being with us, definitely.
One went next to Ann who blushed at the attention while the other was at my side. Both very soon began gently touching our backs and soon down to our butts. I encouraged the one with me by bumping into him and doing some touching myself. Ann, I noticed, wasn't doing much reciprocal touching but wasn't objecting to his touching. He said something to her I couldn't hear but it caused her to laugh, an honest and open laugh, and he put his arm around her and pulled her in closer. She didn't pull away.
The spot was perfect. I glanced at Ann who was watching me. Follow my lead was what I told her. I stepped up to my guy and put my arms around his neck. We kissed with his hands on my butt and pulling me against his hips and what I felt was a growing cock. I turned us as if in a dance to check on Ann and she had indeed followed my lead. She was in a tight embrace and a deep kiss with her guy. Now I could relax and enjoy my own guy, I thought.
I broke my kiss and stepped over to Ann who I turned and embraced, taking her into my own deep kiss. The guys stood and watched. My intention wasn't to tease them but it had the effect of heightening their arousal. Ann gasped when the kiss was broken. I whisper to her, "This is it, Ann. Fuck a black stranger on the beach of a Caribbean island. Whether you thought you would actually ever do it, it is what you wanted." Her only response was to kiss me. Then, she turned to the man she was with and took his hand to lead him to the shady, grassy area.
I was alongside her. We led the men to the shade, laid down on the soft grass, and spread our legs in open invitation. I felt her hand searching for mine and I grasped hers. She was nervous. This was so different from what her life had been. But, she smiled at me and reached her remaining hand up to touch the man's chest as he knelt between her legs and guided his hard cock to her pussy. She gasped and moaned at being spread and filled. She had confided that she had only been with her ex-husband. Now she was expanding herself, renewing herself.
My man eased his cock into my pussy and I turned away from Ann to focus on him. I smiled and pulled him closer to kiss. "Fuck me," I said without concern of being heard by the others. "You don't have to be gentle. Just fuck me." He pulled back to almost out before thrusting powerfully back in. I smiled, moaned deeply, "Yes... oh fuck, yesssss... like that."
* * * *
Ann wanted to buy me dinner and I accepted despite that my dinner would have been covered by the resort, anyway. Continue the illusion that I was a guest. I met her as arranged at the small lobby at the entrance to the dining room. She had done her hair nicely, applied makeup, a little jewelry, and wore sandals on her feet. Otherwise, she was naked except for a new sheer wrap.
"What do you think?" she asked as she did a little spin. "I bought a couple of my own."
I hugged her and gave her a kiss on the lips that was more than greeting. For a woman who had only experienced her ex-husband before, she was flowing with these experienced including my kisses and touches. "I love the print," I commented. "The location of the print allows full display of your pussy. It's perfect." She blushed, of course, but she threw her arms around me for another kiss.
The dinner was good and the conversation was centered more on her, her past and her new expectations for the future. I was happy for her. She seemed energized with the possibilities that could be in front of her. Dinner was still the time when this was strange. Sitting in an often crowded room eating a good meal while nearly naked. That was the time it seemed out-of-place. But, even the dining room became a place for possible hook-up as had happened several times when I was seated by myself and a man asked if he could join me. It frequently led to more.
After dinner, Ann and I ventured to the club. By the end of the first drink Ann was asked to dance. I declined invitations as I watched Ann gyrating and in and out of the arms of men, her breasts bouncing and swaying, her hips swaying and bumping into guys who were generally dressed in colorful boxers.
"That was a nice thing you did, Beth," came a strong voice next to the table.
I looked from Ann to the voice and smiled. Jared. "What do you mean?" I asked innocently.
He laughed and indicated the chair Ann had vacated. I nodded. "I noticed her earlier," he added. "She seemed terrified to even come out and when she did she was quite covered." He turned to look at Ann in a slow dance, tightly swaying with a young man. "Now look at her."
I just smiled. Then, I leaned into the table, my breasts spreading on the table top. "How do you know my name?" I curiously asked.
He smiled back. "Leads, like me, supervisors and managers have been told your situation. But, others didn't take long to begin asking questions. Don and Margaret hoped for a good explanation of why you never leave but... all they could come up with was to allow you to be a 'mystery guest' that arranged a long-term stay. It didn't take long, Beth, for servers and housekeepers to notice. When other guests rotated through, you remained. When your room was cleaned, it was decorated like an apartment, not a guest room."
"Mystery guest," I repeated.
He shrugged. "It seems to be working. Some think you might be hiding from the law. We are outside of US jurisdiction. Others suggested you might be hiding from an abusive relationship." He smiled, again. "I've also heard you might be escaping from your pimp." My mouth dropped open but he merely laughed. "Maybe you haven't noticed, but you are without a doubt the most sexually active woman here week after week." He reached over the table and lightly put his hand over mine. "But, even the ones who might entertain that idea think it is great that you escaped."
We talked much more until Ann returned to the table with her dance partner. Her eyes were excited and her nipples hard. She thanked me more, kissed me, and said she was calling it a night. The guy holding her hand didn't appear to think they were separating, though.
"Yep," Jared uttered, "you've given that woman renewed confidence." I smiled. It was what I thought, too, but it was reinforcing that someone else thought so, too.
I was through with the club, too. I didn't need another drink and it was too loud for easy communication. I asked if he wanted to go for a walk on the beach. He smiled and nodded. He was dressed in his resort outfit and this was another time that being naked was still feeling awkward. Being with a fully dressed person casually was different than being among other nude or nearly so guests.
Once we were well outside the range of lights around the main beach and resort, I stopped and turned into him. I reached up on my toes and kissed him. "Will you fuck me, Jared?" I asked. It had become natural for me to be the aggressor.
He kissed me back, stroked my bare back and muttered, "How romantic." I pushed him away and stepped back, turning to the half-moon in the night sky and its reflection on the ocean. "I'm sorry, Beth, I didn't mean... it was a bad tease."
He came up behind me and tentatively wrapped his arms around my waist and seemed to be trying not to touch any intimate parts of me. I breathed deeply and sagged back into. I raised one of his hands to my breast.
"I'm sorry, too. It's just... people who know just think I am unnaturally horny and... they don't understand. I've been living with this for a while but I don't know what my future will be." I turned around in his arms. I dropped my head to his chest. "I can already tell I will like you, Jared. But... I can't be thinking about relationships here. My needs are different and I am still scared. I was told a year or two." I looked up at him, "What if it isn't? What if this is me?" He held me and was stroking my back and it was soothing and understanding but... yeah, I still needed a good fucking. "I am sorry for dumping on you."



I held onto his hand and started back to the main beach and resort. I honestly felt I had ruined his mood. Instead, though, upon reaching the beach shack, he pulled out a lounger chair from the stack and began stripping his clothes off.
"So, what would be nice, tonight?" he said as he stepped out of shorts and underwear to reveal a cock that lived up to Margaret's description. "Missionary, cowgirl, or doggy perhaps?"
I stepped up to him, mashed my body into his, and grasped his hardening cock. I reached up to kiss him as I stroked his cock harder. "How about all of the above," I gasped into his mouth.
He picked me up and lay me on my back on the lounger. "We'll start here, then," he said playfully. I smiled up at him as he knelt between my legs and aligned his black cock to my hole. "I am here to serve our guests," he chuckled.
He entered my pussy and I gasped. He pressed deeper, pulled back, and pressed even deeper. Still not fully inside me and I was moaning deeply. "Don't think... of me... as a guest you... need to serve," I gasped as he began thrusting. He paused when his cock was at my entrance. "Think of me as... the resort slut to be used." He smiled and thrust the hardest yet. "OH... FUCK... YESSSSS!" I cried out.
My legs wrapped around him and held my hips up as his thrusts became even more powerful yet smooth and deep. He thrust hard and deep which sent my breast bouncing on my chest. As usual, it didn't take me long and I burst into orgasm. I clutched him tightly and his hips paused plowing into me.
"That was fast," he said.
Still clutching him as my orgasm coursed through me, "That's just... what happens now... it seems," I gasped. "But... don't you dare... stop. I want your cum." I looked up into his eyes and smiled, "Besides, we still have more positions to work our way through."
He laughed and began fucking me with renewed power and effort. Another orgasm was rising within me and I was wondering how he was managing to control his climax when I said we should move to cowgirl. He pulled his cock from my very wet pussy and stood to the side so I could get up, too. He then lay down and was on top of him almost before he was settled and reaching for his cock to sit on. He moaned as I began fucking him. If there was something he was doing to delay his orgasm, I was intent on taking it away from him.
It was while we were in cowgirl that he came. I felt his cock pulse and twitch before cum shot into and filled my pussy. That triggered my second orgasm. I fell onto his chest using my pussy muscles to milk the last of the cum from his slowly leaking cock.
He was stroking my back as we both eased through our orgasms. "I think I'll need a rain check on the doggy position if I am to catch the last ferry," he announced with apparent reluctance.
I raised my head, "No, I want more of your cum." He stared at me. "So, what are the rules about resort staff spending the night with a guest?"
He chuckled. "I don't know that there is one. Besides, you aren't REALLY a guest."
"True," I confirmed. "So, can I entice you to spend the night so I can coax more cum from you?"
"Hmmm... well... let me think..."
I playfully slapped his chest. Then, without allowing him to tease me further, I pulled up off his cock, gathered up his discarded clothes and my wrap, and led him to the guest rooms. We were both naked and I didn't know about him, but I certainly didn't cared.



            Resort Slut Ch. 07

            Beth takes on visiting football players.

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/resort-slut-ch-07

Title: Resort Slut Ch. 07

Author: ikeman48

Category: Interracial Love

Description: Beth takes on visiting football players.

Tags: black cock, exhibitionism, slut




CHAPTER 7: GMC BULLDOGS
It was bound to happen and maybe, given my propensity for freely fucking guests, it was amazing it hadn't happened before in the months I had been 'Resort Slut'. I continued to enjoy the big cocks of Don, Jack, Thomas, and Jared on occasion but also many of the other resorts male and female staff as word about me spread. I became an early subject of speculation among the staff when I never left the resort as other guests cycled through. As my situation became better known and accepted, if not completely understood, my limitation to hooking up with staff became a matter of interest (many were married or in otherwise committed relationships) and time when they weren't on duty.
What was bound to happen and was new?
I was intending to use my 'is this lounger taken' to be followed by 'I wonder if you might apply sunscreen on me' lines as I spotted an empty lounger chair between two black men. The open lounger was between two quite large black men. When I approached dressed as always was in a sheer wrap at my hips, I stood at the foot of the empty lounger.
"Excuse me," I began like numerous times before, "is this lounger chair taken?"
"It is," came a deep voice to the side. I turned to find another large black man approaching with a beach towel and bottles of water. "But," he continued, "I would be more than willing to share with you."
I scanned up and down the beach as if I was about to find another location. "Or," another of the guys blurted out, "we could find another and bring it here and you can join us."
I smiled that one of them was smart enough to consider a middle ground in an effort to keep me interested. I wasn't sure I wanted to be too easy but three big black guys ... I mean ... wow. A couple guys at once has been my maximum. They were all naked and as I quickly, and hopefully discretely, scanned their soft cocks, I was sure they were all big there, too. I accepted the offer of another lounger chair but asked if one of them might also apply some sunscreen to me, first.
I dropped my beach towel and bag, dug into the bag and came out with my tube of sunscreen and held it up. "Would anyone be willing to apply some lotion to my back?" I asked as innocently as I could manage given my growing excitement that this situation had the potential for.
They all stood and surrounded me. One held up a spray can but another grabbed it and tossed it at one of the lounges. I heard him hiss, "What are you, dense? We want to rub it into her." I smiled. This was going to be a better situation than I had ever encountered before.
All three towered over me and each was physically massive, too. Each was over six feet tall and powerfully built. They were at least a full foot taller and twice my weight. Likely even more than that.
"You hold your arms out and open your legs and we'll have you covered in no time," the same guy said who seemed to be a leader of sorts.
They left no opportunity for me to think about those instructions, either. One arm was raised and someone was spreading lotion up and down as another pulled open a leg as he knelt in the sand with his hands moving up and down. The lotion was being passed from man to man. A different man began rubbing lotion into my back and butt while another began on my front. Given the amount their hands were stroking my body, I was confident I was getting well covered but it was when it seemed all the hands found their way to my breasts, ass, and pussy after minutes of application that I knew I had to either escaped from them soon or ... or find myself in a very new experience. Fuck it, I thought, Don and Jack wanted me to be their resort slut, right?
They rubbed enough lotion onto me for long enough and covering every possible inch of me that I had little doubt I was well covered. The lotion the resort used work well and despite the time I spent naked outside in the sun, I had never burned but was turning a nice all-over tan. As the fingers became concentrated on certain parts of my body and caused a moment of 'do I run' wasn't really a moment of serious concern. Not after all this time of nudity and fucking in private and public. I was on a string of new experiences and this was another. Three guys. Three big guys.
The three guys surrounded me so tightly I would have had to fight my way out, if that was an intention but it wasn't. As the fingers transitioned from applying lotion by sliding up my thighs to bump and press against my pussy or slide between my ass cheeks to press against my asshole or roll and pull on nipples rather than rubbing over the breast, it was only a moment way from something much more serious and my curiosity was who it would be to make it happen.
To encourage them, I moaned and gasped, and put my hands on the shoulders of two of the men for support but also to open my body fully to them. "Ohhh ... Godddd ... that feeeeeeels ... gggooooooddddd," I sighed and gasped as their fondling and probing became more bold.
My eyes were closed and mouth open as moans and gasps escaped with my increasingly ragged breath. Both nipples were being manipulated and then one was taken by lips and nipped by teeth. At almost the same moment, a finger slid not only along my pussy lips but sank into my wet hole.
"God, damn," I heard from below, "she's dripping wet."
The fingers that had been teasing my nipple disappear and reappeared behind me. I opened my eyes. One mouth was attached to my right nipple and his fingers took over on my left nipple. Another man was on his knees in the sand with fixed attention to his fingers at my pussy and clit. The third, who had moved, was behind me stroking my ass crack but that lasted only a moment as his finger also pushed into my pussy to join the finger of the other man.
"Ooooooo ... fuck ... yessssss ... fuuuccckkkk ..." I again gasped.
My nipple was almost painfully bit and sucked between teeth as the fingers in my pussy began fucking me. It was weird ... like smaller cocks fucking me out of rhythm to each other. I was rising quickly to a quick first orgasm as I frequently did when the one in front of me curled his finger and bumped my g-spot. Intentionally or not, his thumb pressed my clit at the same time and I exploded. My legs and core muscles shaking and my pussy clenching, I grasped more firmly on the shoulders and arms near me to avoid collapsing as my knees shook.
"OHHHH ... FUCK, YESSS!" I cried out without any embarrassment of doing so on the beach. The beach didn't exist. Other guests and resort staff didn't exist. It was only three guys taking me into an orgasmic high. And, I hadn't touched a cock, yet.
The extra lounger was a lost thought. I was lying on my front on top of one of the men on a lounger. I was breathing heavy with his hands securely on my back. They were moving up and down, which continued my sense of more to come. For a moment I might have confused his two hands with a sensation of touch over much more of my body. I opened my eyes and saw to the side that the lounger on that side was pulled much closer and the man sitting on the side of it was also stroking my body. At that recognition, I also discerned the same was happening on the other side.
They clearly had no intention of allowing my arousal to ebb too much. I smiled mostly to myself as the side of my face was pressed against the guy's chest. Now what, I thought. The had fondled and finger fucked me to a wonderful orgasm in full view of the anyone on the beach. And, if my past experience held true, many of them had moved closer to better witness it. Why not, I thought. They had already created a spectacle, why not continue it. Were there any bounds to the sexual display allowed in public at the resort? Nothing anyone told me about and it was what Don and Jack wanted to encourage.
I pressed myself up to a sitting position. It wasn't a surprise that his cock has hard and that I was sitting on top of it as I shifted my knees under me and he centered himself on the lounger to give me as much room on both sides as possible. I wiggled slightly and soon had his hard cock between my wet pussy lips. I now considered my new partners more closely.
I first gazed down at the one I was sitting on and then at the other two on either side sitting on their loungers and leaning toward me. The one I was sitting on raised his hands to capture both of my breasts as the other two stroked my body, back, ass, and inside of my thigh, though he seemed careful not to touch the cock of his friend. I smiled to myself about that.
I slowly and casually slid my pussy along the hard cock. He raised his head to look and I followed his gaze to see his cock glisten with the juice from my pussy as I slid back to expose more of his cock before reversing direction to slide up to cover the cock head before reversing again and slowly over and over. I felt his cock flexing under me and I looked back into his eyes.
"What are you doing, girl," he asked.
"What does it feel like I am doing," I challenged back.
He nervously looked around where we were. "Here? With all these people?"
I smiled down at him and glanced around. I didn't just glance around, though. I made eye contact with several of the other guests and beach staff who had assembled loosely around our three lounger chairs. I looked back down at him with a mischievous smile and ground my pussy down on his cock as I continued sliding up and down over it but now with more determination.
"What?" I asked, "It was okay to bring me to orgasm in front of everyone but it's not okay for you?" I pressed my pussy down harder as I slide over him and it brought a groan from him. "What's the saying? Good for the goose, good for the gander."
The guy on my right suddenly jumped in verbally, "Hell, I don't care. Come over here," he said as he lay back on his lounger chair, his hard big cock lying ready on his abdomen. I didn't look back at the first man as I swung off him and straddled the new guy. I immediately duplicated the action on him and, "Oh ... FUCK ... that feels so GOOD," he exclaimed. I leaned forward and kissed him, then raised further to whisper in his ear. "Fuck, yes!"
I raised my hips off him to grasp his cock to raise it. When I slid back, the head bumped my pussy and only a bit of adjustment by me and the cock brought the head to my opening where I left it. I raised my head, made eye contact, and nodded. He flexed his hips up and his cock drove several inches inside. We both sighed and we both smiled.
I was only focused on this guy now. Or, more accurately, I was only focused on his cock pressing into my pussy and as I adjusted my position over him, his cock sank deeper until I was sitting on him and I again had the feeling of stuffed with black cock.
I sat up straight and he grasped my breasts like they were handles to keep us securely together as I began rising and dropping over his cock with increasing effort and speed. He moaned as I clamped around his cock as I raised and gasped as I plunged back down. I shifted to sliding my hips forward and back rather than up and down. I leaned back with my hands on his lower legs for support as I raised and dropped so his cock head pressed firmly against the front of my pussy and glancing off my g-spot as I raised far enough that his cock almost escaped my clutching pussy.
I had just orgasmed and I was glad because this felt so, so good. My eyes caught movement and it hit me that by moving to the third lounger chair I was now close to those others who assembled to watch our public display. And curiously, this small town Illinois girl didn't care that they were there and so obviously watching. And that too added to the arousal and spurred me to fucking this stranger with increasing fervor and brazenness.
When I felt his cock flex and jerk inside me, I shoved a couple fingers down to my clit and strummed it like a crazed, heavy-metal guitar player. As he flexed his hip up, his powerful body raising me with him, to drive his cock ever deeper inside me and the first of several spurts of cum erupted, I was able to join him.
I allowed myself to collapse on top of him but allowed that for only a few desperately needed moments of recovery as I gasped and panted for air before I pushed myself to sitting and lifting myself up and off his cock which fell out of me and landed with a wet plop on his abdomen. I heard gasps next to me as the cum soaked man-meat audibly impacted.
Then, I did something that surprised even me. I stood between the second and third lounger chairs with cum leaking from my used pussy and impulsively decided to skip that man and high-stepped over his lounger where he lay, now in high anticipation. Instead, I moved to the other outside lounger and straddled that guy, raising his cock and sitting onto it without preamble. Only after I fucked him to climax did I stand next to the middle lounger chair and man.
"You could have been first," I proclaimed as I stood over him with more cum leaking from my pussy. That brought several snickers and giggles from the people still watching. "You want sloppy thirds?" He eagerly agreed.
After that last fuck, the first guy I fucked appeared with bottles of water for each of us. I shared the lounger chair of the last guy (the one that mess up at the beginning ... no hard feelings) as we recovered and hydrated. Nothing like three successive hard fucks in the hot sun to drain the energy from your body. All the watchers had dissipated back to whatever they had been doing before ... before I took over the beach, apparently.
We chatted and I gave them my prepared spiel which contained enough truth for me to be consistent with while leaving off everything about why I was really at the resort. In a nutshell, I was a U of F student taking a sabbatical because I just couldn't concentrate. Just enough truth.
They, the three of them, were second year students at Georgia Military College in Milledgville, Georgia. A big small town of 17,000, it is located about dead center of Georgia. GMC is a Junior College often used for preparation for major college and university but is also used for entry into second lieutenant application in the US Army. All three played football for the school. The GMC Bulldogs. Of course, playing successfully at a junior college might also lead to a path to a major college or university and I thought that was probably their thinking.
I finally suggested going for a walk down the beach. That didn't exactly excite them until I mentioned there was a shady spot with natural grass. The potential of that did excite them. Additionally, there wouldn't be quite the audience there.
We must have looked the sight: a 5' 1" white woman walking down the shore with three 6+ foot large black men. But, so be it. It had sunk into me over the few months I had been at the resort that whatever I did and whatever some might think about me as a result of what I did meant little. In a few days those people would be gone and back to whatever constituted their normal life. At least I had accepted what had happened to me and what that had caused me to become. I had accepted it and I was good with it.
There was a lot of grab-ass along the way down the shore. The guys were getting frisky, again. They had fucked me, or I had fucked them. Whichever, they were confident in anticipating more from me.
When we got to the spot, they were ready. Being away from the crowd on the main beach and having shade and soft grass, the options seemed to open up. How to decide and who would decide.
Then I was surprised. The one who had been tentative before and missed out on being the first, was taking charge. "Beth," he began using my name politely, "you were amazing back there. I want you to know we are appreciative. Now ... well, we'd be happy doing whatever you would enjoy most. What would you like to have happen?"
I smiled and stepped up to each of them to kiss them. While doing it, of course, I pressed my entire front into them while on my toes and especially pressed into their crotches. Each cock was already stirring and did more as I pressed into them.
"I didn't get a chance to do this before," I said as I sank to my knees. In less than a flash, the already naked men formed tightly in front of me. Three hardening big black cocks at mouth level.
I teased the cock initially by licking and kissing from head to base. I would take just the tip between my lips and suck. I stroked the other cocks as I sucked, licked, and kiss one. Soon, though, and it didn't take long, I was pushing my mouth down over the cocks.
"Fuck," I heard as I gobbled a cock, "she took me into her throat!" I felt the cocks in my hands twitch just from the comment.
After taking each into my throat several times, I pulled off the last one and looked up. "Okay," I said with three very hard cocks in front of me. "I've heard of something called air-tight."
The guys smiled. One offered, "Yeah, a cock in each of your holes."
I nodded as if thinking about it. "But I'd also like you guys to rotate to give me plenty of orgasms. How could that work?" I asked coaxing them along. I was stroking cocks at the same time.
I could see confounded looks on two of them but one clearly had a more visual application to problems. "To start, I'll be on the bottom, Beth sinks her pussy over my cock, someone enters her ass, and the other uses her mouth. After some minutes, we roll so the one in her ass is on the bottom. I pull out and go to her mouth and the one in her mouth goes to fill her pussy. Each time we roll, the one ending on top pulls out and the one that had been in her mouth takes the empty pussy or ass." He seemed proud of his solution and I nodded encouragingly. It was better than everybody pulling out and shifting.
The guy with the solution, lay back on the grass holding his cock up. I immediately planted myself on top but instantly pulled off and looked over my shoulder at the one coming up behind me.
"Use my pussy for lubrication," I instructed. I didn't know if he even thought about it but plunged his cock into my pussy. I gasped at the sudden penetration and told him to take it easier when he tried penetrating my ass. He nodded with a lot of deliberateness and it occurred to me that I might be his first ass to fuck.
When he pulled out of my pussy, I slid back down the other cock, and focused on relaxing as I felt the cock head touch, then press against my asshole. With a cock in my pussy, I knew it would take more effort to push past the tight sphincter but between the two of our efforts, his cock popped inside. I put my hand back to his thigh to hold him in place for a moment before pressing my hips back at him which filled both my pussy and ass with more cocks. I turned my head forward with an open mouth and the third cock entered it immediately.
Air-tight. It felt even more air-tight as the cock in my mouth pressed deeper until it was in my throat. In the months I had been at the resort, I had been fucked a lot of ways with a lot of different cocks and different levels of proficiency. This seemed close to the ultimate in pure animalistic sensation.
The first roll was awkward but the clumsiness actually seemed to bump and grind me enough to produce my first orgasm. After that first time, they seemed to work out how to do it with less clumsiness and less interruption in producing stimulation to me. The guys had breaks as they used my mouth as almost a recovery time so they would be ready to powerfully fuck me again when they got into my ass or pussy.
I began losing track of the number of orgasms or when they seemed to stop and another begin or if it was a continuous orgasm with fluctuating peaks. After God knows how long, they climaxed one after the other with a clear preference for ass or pussy to give up their cum. It was an amazing afternoon.



We walked back to the main beach together and I could feel the cum from both pussy and ass leaking onto my inner thighs. What a nasty feeling as we approached the beach shack to reclaim our beach bags and belongings.
As we parted, one of them teasingly asked me if I might be returning to the resort sometime. "Want to coordinate for the same time?" I asked. They looked surprised that I would consider it. I ended up giving them a G-mail account I used for anonymous purposes. I told them to bring more friends next time. I should get a bonus for that, I thought. I then chuckled. Heck, more of them would be a good bonus. Yeah, the slut was settling in me comfortably.
Entering my room, I dropped the sheer wrap I hadn't bother putting back on and my beach bag. I was intending to go directly to the shower when I saw the message light blinking on the house phone. "Beth, it's Don. If it's not too late in the day when you return, give me a call." I wondered what was up. He and everyone else had long since stopped needing to fuss over me, although he and Thomas still spent time with me on a regular basis and their company was always welcome.
I checked the time, it was a bit after 4:00 PM. I returned his call. "Thanks, for the return call, Beth. If you have a few moments, I need to talk to you about something in my office and I would really like to do it today, if possible." I said I would be right over but wanted to take a quick shower first. I didn't say it, but I probably smelled like an odd mix of sex, sweat, and sunscreen.
After my shower, I walked across party of the property and entered the Administration Building wearing a fresh sheer wrap and sandals, waved at the women behind the reception counter, and headed to the glass doors where the offices were. By now, almost everyone working at the resort who cared about it knew my story at some level. Even some of the women, like the two at the reception counter now, enticed me into girl-on-girl fun. I was beginning to think I might truly be bi-sexual as I gazed at the two in skimpy bikini tops.
I knocked on Don's open door. "Am I in trouble?" I asked as I entered his office. "Did I break some rule?"
He laughed and shook his head while indicating the chairs in front of his desk while he also reached for the phone and punched in a number. "She's here," was all he said. In a moment, Jack, Marketing Manager, entered the office and took the chair next to mine.
Don manipulated his laptop and turned the connected monitor so Jack and I could see it. "Holy ..." I exclaimed. "Oh shit." On the screen was me bouncing up and down on one the guys today on the beach. The clip ended and several photos appeared followed by another clip of me rising off a cock and moving to another guy and fucking him. "Where did ...?"
Jack laughed. "Jared alerted me," he said. "Remember when I said I wanted a part of the website to show the sexual theme of the resort. Well, this is what I was thinking."
"You can put this up on the website?" I asked still shocked at seeing myself graphically fucking multiple guys.
"Can and will," Don answered. "We got out to the beach about the time you and those three took your little walk down the beach."
Jack added, "I bet a video of what happened down there would have been even better."
"Yeah," I muttered. "Air-tight better."
"This is working out better than I could ever have hoped," Don said. "Word of mouth must be having an effect even without what we have planned for the website. We had to work fast to get copies of the video and pics from some of the guest we could track down. Many of them we had to comp in some way. Then we had to wait around to get those three guys to sign a waiver to allow the vids and pics to be posted. Of course, what the guests put on the internet is out of our control."
"You really are serious about this," I said.
"Very. Of course, the website will have to be 18+ but the resort is, anyway."
I shook my head. Of course, I am sitting here in this meeting with them dressed and me naked except for this sheer wrap which is only an illusion of being dressed. "Okay, but can we just make my waiver for current and future photo and video releases?"
They both laughed. Things have changed a lot for this small town girl. I think I have changed forever and that doesn't feel like a bad thing.
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CHAPTER 8: ONE YEAR ANNIVERSARY
When I returned to my room after yet another wonderful day as the Black Isle Resort slut, I mused about my current life. The 'accident' that had occurred in the blind testing I had volunteered for had originally seemed to be devastating. Point in fact, it had been devastating until I found the unexpected support I desperately needed in the management group of Black Isle Resort. Since coming here, my life had become wonderfully simple and more wonderfully pleasurable.
I was able to fuck my way through my days and many nights. Thomas, the resort security manager, had become someone I truly enjoyed being with even if it didn't include his 12-inch cock pounding away at my pussy or ass or throat. Yes, I found his cock and fucking style amazing but the man himself was equally amazing. Thomas was a puzzle for me. Could a woman who fucked the black male guests as her role at the resort really find a meaningful relationship? Was what I was feeling real or merely the wishful imagining of a woman otherwise consumed with sex?
As had been happening lately, that was what I had been thinking about when I noticed the persistent blinking light on the landline phone. I dropped the sheer wrap onto the bed. A sheer wrap tied at my waist was the most clothing I had worn in a month, at least. It was only an illusion of being covered and that only seemed to be used when in the dining room or the management offices. Otherwise, I was often fully naked. My entire body was an even tan. I needed a shower. Badly needed a shower, but I picked up the phone and pressed the button for messages.
"Beth, this is Margaret. If you get this message before I leave for the day, could you come over, please? I need to talk to you." Hmmm, I wondered, what did the Human Resources Manager need with me. The clock said 3:30. As I went into the bathroom for a quick shower, I was still wondering what Margaret wanted.
As I entered the Human Resources outer office space, my hair was still wet. I said 'hi' to Helen, Margaret's assistant. Margaret, Helen, and I have enjoyed numerous and very pleasurable threesomes. I never would have guessed I was bi-sexual until I met Margaret.
"In here, Beth," came Margaret's voice through the partially open door to her office. When I pushed into her office, she added, "I do need to talk to you. You can flirt with Helen another time." I laughed. Margaret might be older but she was very sexually aware and active. She indicated a chair in front of her desk which I took comfortably. It had taken me months to fully get comfortable with being the only one naked in the administration offices. Now, I sat comfortably before Margaret who was fully clothed while I sat with only a sheer wrap at my waist and sandals.
"Do you know what this week is?" she asked. I had no idea. I considered the question for a moment but no national holiday came to mind. Of course, I wasn't really sure what nation might govern this small island. "I'm not surprised," she chuckled. "You seem to take life now a day at time, don't you? New guests arrive, you remain. New men to flirt with and entice into fucking you." She studied me a moment. "Just curious but ... do you have even a guess of how many times you've been fucked here?"
I set my gaze on her. It wouldn't be like Margaret to be judgmental or demeaning so I didn't take it that way. I shrugged. "Back at the start, when first being referred to as the resort slut, it felt like it could be demeaning and edgy. Now ... I guess since I have no idea how many men I have fucked means I really am just a slut."
She smiled back at me and shook her head. "No," she softly replied, "nobody here thinks of you as 'just' a slut. A slut, maybe," she chuckled, "but not 'just' a slut. You have made a lot of friends here, Beth, which is why I wanted to talk to you. You started as the resort slut a year ago and some of the staff wants to celebrate that."
I stared at her. A year? I've been on the island for a year? And, to her point, I've been fucking strange men for a year?
* * * * *
Friday night and the night of my anniversary celebration. The typical week-long reservations were based on arrivals on Saturday and departures on the following Friday. That often meant that Friday nights were much quieter at the resort. The conference room in the administration building was the designated party location. I had heard there would be a dozen or so staff in attendance, those who I had the closest contact with.
I stood in front of the small closet in my room deciding what would be the most appropriate item to wear. A sheer wrap at my hips was almost too obvious. That was my standard garment at the resort. This event somehow felt special, though. I went with one of the few other garments I had hanging in the closet, a very sheer baby-doll negligee that tied just below the breasts. It was short enough that my ass cheeks were just visible in back and gaped open in the front with the intention of being worn with a sheer thong. I had no idea where the thong had gone to and had never worn it.
I slipped on the negligee and a pair of sandals and stood in front of the mirror. I smiled at the image. The illusion of covered but definitely not. My nipples showed through the material and my pussy was fully exposed. Although there was nothing sexual indicated about this celebration, this was me at the resort. The only times in all of the past year that I had real clothes on were the few times I had ventured beyond the resort and it was now curious how the feel of clothes was almost uncomfortable.
As I walked down the administration hallway toward the conference room, I could hear the sounds of laughing and the easy, joyful talk of friends very comfortable together. I turned into the open door and scanned the room for a moment until someone saw me. The conference table that normally sat in the center of the room had been turned and pushed to one side. At the other side of the room was a large mattress on the floor. I silently chuckled, did I really expect anything different?
"There she is!" came a voice of welcome.
There were a dozen people in the room: Don, Jack, Margaret, and Helen from the offices; The two reception girls and the dining room hostess; Jared and another of the guys from the beach; a couple guys waiters; and Thomas, of course. Besides the resort guests, these were the resort staff people I frequently had sex with.
Margaret approached me with a glass of wine for me. She hugged me before turning to face the room, "We all know her role here at the resort and we all have enjoyed her fulfilling that role." A loud cheer rose with drink glasses raised high. "Before we go any further with this celebration, though, I have a question for you. There is no prize for the answer because, frankly, she has no idea of what the answer is. I know this because I asked her. But, out of curiosity, here's the question: Beth has been at the resort for a full year now. We all know what a slut she is ... it's her job, after-all ... but ... how many times during that year has she engaged in sex? Any guesses?"
Someone said 300, which drew a laugh. Then, answers continued to increase from 400 to 500 to 600 before Thomas got everyone's attention including mine. "You're all way off," he said while fixing me with his gaze. Thomas was my go-to fuck. Partly because of his 12-inch cock, I suppose, but also because we had somehow connected from the beginning and I really, really liked him. "The answer is at least 1,095 times. How many more than that would just be a guess."
"A thousand?" somebody challenged.
"Definitely," he replied. "If she has been here 365 days and based on a minimum of 3 fucks or female encounters a day, you get 1,095 times. Now, we all know that 3 times could generally be just on the beach, right Jared?" Everyone turned to Jared who was nodding his head. As supervisor at the beach, he would know. "Then you should figure in how many times she is with us after hours." He looked around the room before settling back on me with that engaging smile of his. "Yes ... definitely well over a thousand."
There was silence for a few moments as that number sank in. Hearing that number was taking a moment to sink into me, too. Then someone mumbled just loud enough for everyone to hear, "Well, if anyone might know, it would be Thomas." And that drew laughter. I just smiled at Thomas.
Margaret held up her glass of wine and everyone followed her gesture. "To our Resort Slut," she said as a way of honoring me. Everyone cheered with "To Beth", "to our slut", or "here, here" type of things.
Margaret turned back to me, handed her glass to me, and as I wondered why she had done that, she untied the closure of my baby-doll. She slid it off my shoulders to settle at my elbows. She took her glass and mine to allow the negligee to slide to the floor.
"We have drinking to do in your honor, Beth, and you have fucking to do," she said.
I looked around the room and saw this was clearly the intention of the party all along. I kicked off my sandals and walked to the mattress and stood in the middle. Without receiving any instruction, I lay down on my back and was surprised that the first person to approach me was Helen who was surprisingly already naked and she settled her pussy over my mouth. I immediately began lapping at her clit and pussy, my tongue frequently pressing between the lips. She was moaning quickly but my attention to her pussy was split as my legs were being spread, my knees raised and splayed to the sides. I waited anxiously: male or female?
The cock suddenly pressing at my almost always wet pussy answered the question. Who it might be was still unknown as my face was covered by pussy and thighs. The cock slid into my pussy and I gasped and moaned, but muffled inside Helen's pussy. The cock pulled back and thrust powerfully deep into me bringing another groan. I heard the man grunt as he thrust hard and deep but it wasn't all I heard.
"That's it. Fuck her hard and deep. You know how she likes it."
And they all did! Even the women who used dildos and strap-on cocks to fuck me. To the guests at the resort, I was a willing white woman looking for black cock. But, to the resort staff, especially these, I was their willing and eager slut to be frequently used.
Helen began grinding her pussy into my mouth and chin as I lapped, tongue-fucked, and nibbled at her. She grabbed onto my breasts as if to hold on. At the same time, the man at the other end was driving his cock forcefully into my pussy. Then, I felt something that could only be a finger probing at my asshole. The hands that had been mauling my breasts were gone and fingers and lips were teasing my nipples. What? Three or four people? The question didn't even take hold as I orgasmed. Helen ground her pussy even harder against my mouth and I was suddenly aware of her thighs quivering and her pussy dripping juice to my mouth. The cock strained and pulsed and flooded my pussy with several spurts of cum.
Nobody moved for a moment except for the finger that had been in my asshole. When Helen finally sat back from my face, I blinked at the sudden light and looked to find Jack easing his cock out of my pussy.
I looked around the room to find everyone naked. I smiled at them. A dozen people were intent on using my body. Among these people there was no need to be timid. I knew what I was and they knew what I was. I was a slut. I was their slut. I was the Resort Slut. I fucked. How else would a celebration for me be conducted?
Before I could fully recover, Don was lying down on his back next to me. I rolled to my knees and climbed over his body, grasping his cock without a word, and settling down over it. I leaned down to kiss him and I felt gel being applied to my asshole. I glanced back over my shoulder to see which man, but it wasn't. One of the reception girls was greasing her strap-on. How that girl loved to use her strap-on! She pressed the tip of the dildo to my tight asshole made tighter by Don's 10-inch cock in my pussy. She pressed harder, slowly spreading my sphincter and I groaned loudly as it spread and finally pressed through and several inches inside.
I looked back at her, again. She was smiling wickedly. "Oh, Beth," she said, "I wish this was real so I could feel how tight it was but I bet Don can feel it." She thrust hard and sank the fake cock deep into my bowels. Don groaned, which affirmed her statement. "All the times I've fucked your pussy," she said as she began fucking me, "but this was Margaret's idea." She grunted as she forcefully thrust into my ass. "I have a feeling ... she's going to want ... to use it later," she gasped with effort.
Don was gasping beneath, too. Me, I groaning by the onslaught of both both cocks plunging into my holes. Then, I felt something at my cheek. I turned to find another cock. My mouth opened and it was pressed inside. Air-tight.
I was moaning and groaning and gasping. Someone was again tormenting my nipples and other fingers forced between Don and me to press on my clit. I had already orgasmed when the strap-on in my ass was pulled out and the cock in my mouth took its place, forcefully. Another touch to my cheek and my head turned with open mouth, again. Not a cock, though. Not real, anyway. Nasty, but somehow stimulating, too. The dildo that had been in my ass was now in my mouth. That and the real cock plowing into my asshole with Don fucking my pussy brought me back to the verge of another orgasm.
When we dislodged from our pile, I looked around the room. Men were stroking their cocks and a few women were assisting but nobody was fucking or looked like they would be. This was all meant for me.
Thomas approached and put out his hand. He pulled me to my feet and hefted me into his arms. His cock was hard as he lifted me higher and used one hand to move it to my pussy. He released some support and I settled over his massive cock. I gasped. Despite the fucks I just had and the orgasms, his cock had that effect. But, he didn't move me. Instead, felt a hand at my ass. I turned my head to find Jared pressing his cock at my asshole. Oh, fuck, I thought. The two biggest cock double penetrating me!
Thomas's cock made my asshole tight even after just being fucked there. But Jared thrust up hard and sank his cock deep bringing a loud cry from me.
"OH FUCK ... Oooooooo ... ffuuucckkkk," I gasped and cried out. Once Jared was deep inside, though, it all changed, "Ooooooo ... yessssss ... fuck me ... oooooo ... ggggoooooddddd ..."
There were murmurs around me as everyone watched with amazement as I took both big cocks at once. All I heard was noise, though. My body was clouding my brain and everything I felt was coming from my pussy and ass as another orgasm quickly rose within me.
The two men held me firmly, Thomas by my waist and Jared under my armpits. They raised and lowered me on their cocks but the lowering was more like releasing me to drop and be fully impaled on their cocks. My nipples rubbed on Thomas' chest and my clit was jammed against his pelvic bone at the bottom.
"Damn," came a female voice nearby, "have you ever seen anything like that?"
"I never imagined anything like that," came another female voice.
My moans were deep and throaty while the two men were grunting with their effort and own impending climaxes. By the time I felt their cocks pulse with their climax I had already orgasmed but their fucking of me never slowed despite my quaking body and delirious moans.
Jared pulled out of my ass with me clinging tightly to Thomas. I couldn't seem to stop shivering with the extended orgasm that coursed through me. Thomas lifted me off his cock and gently put me back on the mattress. I sat there numb for a moment but another guy from the beach was approaching. He pressed me back and unceremoniously spread my legs. At the same time, a naked Margaret was approaching, too. Margaret knelt over me and again lowered her pussy to my mouth as the man eased his cock into my cum-drenched pussy. He didn't ease for long, though. He used long, hard strokes to fuck me as Margaret ground her pussy into my mouth and chin while her fingers pulled, twisted, and pinched my nipples.
This went on and on with pussies, cocks, and strap-ons pressed onto and into me. Then, there was nothing. I pushed myself to my elbows and rolled to my knees to look around. The clock on the wall indicated hours had passed with constant fucking and eating pussy. Everyone was still naked but what caught my attention was Margaret who seemed to be explaining something to several of the others. Suddenly, one of the reception girls scrambled into her clothes and ran out the door. The others looked at me like starving dogs at fresh meat. Even after all they had done with me, it gave me a chill.
Margaret directed Jack onto the mattress. She was choreographing whatever was coming next. "Okay, Beth, after this we'll give you a short rest," she said with excitement which sent another chill through me. What did she have in mind for me, now? But I knew I would know shortly.
With Jack on the mattress on his back, she directed me to sit on him reverse-cowgirl but with my ass over his cock. It was a strange way to initiate a double penetration, at least in my experience. As I penetrated my ass on his cock, I gasped.
"Oh ... fuck," came from my mouth as I settled down on his cock. "What are you ...?"
I never finished as she directed one of the waiters to penetrate my spread pussy, which brought another gasping moan from me with two cocks filling me. She told Jack to support my upper back and directed another waiter to my mouth.
"Head back, Beth, and open wide," she laughed.
I glanced at her smiling face as I let my head fall back to find the third man planting his feet carefully on either side of jacks head and my draping hair. With my mouth hanging open, he slide his cock in and into my throat. I had taken all of these guys deep into my throat before. They all knew what I was capable of and didn't hesitate but usually I was in control. I was now fixed on three cocks and all buried deep in my body. In the next moment, I was being fucked by all three, hard and deep.
Once again, my nipples and clit were being tormented by someone or more than one. Despite all the orgasms to that point, my body rose to another quickly. Stimulation soaring high from pussy, ass, nipples, and clit while the cock in my throat was a psychological stimulant.
When my orgasm once again came before the cocks, the cocks in my pussy and throat were suddenly withdrawn and new cocks thrust inside me. Since these cocks didn't possess the wetness of my pussy or throat, they were different men. The rotation continued and continued to bring me to orgasms. After several such orgasms and cocks spewing cum in my pussy or mouth, my mouth was covered by a pussy. It was a surprise but Jack was doing an admirable job of supporting my upper body as his cock remained buried in my ass and was providing tightness for which ever cock was pounding my pussy.
Eventually, though, and who knew how long, my pussy remained empty when the last one pulled out. Jack rolled us so I was underneath him and raised my hips up so my knees could provide a little support but my upper body remained on the mattress, too exhausted to have more strength than my knees underneath me. Once positioned, though, Jack pounded at my asshole for a much deserved release which came quickly for him. When he pulled out, I totally collapsed. Pictures of the party were shared and the one taken of me in that position showed both holes gaping wide and cum freely escaping to a small puddle on the mattress between my thighs.
I felt hands encouraging me to move. I allowed my body to roll and found Thomas smiling down at me, his hands pulling me up. I struggled up but he only moved me a short distance to a chair with a towel spread over the seat which was a good thing given it was a fabric covered seat and the cum leaking from my holes.



Someone handed me a small bottle of water and I guzzled it down quickly. Next was a glass of wine. Thomas sat next to me and held my hand and leaned in close. "How do you feel?" he asked with a note of concern.
I leaned over to close the distance between us and kissed him on the lips. "Exhausted," I said with a chuckle, "but actually pretty good." He shook his head and joined me with a chuckle. I looked around at the people in the room. They were all still naked which I found fascinating. These weren't people normally naked at the resort so to see them all casually interacting without embarrassment was good. I turned back to Thomas, "Just out of curiosity," I began, "how many just ...?"
"Everyone," he replied before I finished. "Every cock and every pussy." He looked at me intently, "And you're okay? I mean several of the guys came in you twice." I stared at him in wonder and asked how long it was. He laughed, "That one scene was an hour and a half of solid use. That's why I keep asking if you're okay." I laughed and squeezed his hand.
After finishing my wine, I stood in front of everyone intending to tease. "Is that all you guys have for me?"
Ooops. "Okay, girl," Helen said as she grabbed the strap-on and began stepping into it, "this cock doesn't get tired."
"Oh, yeah," one of the reception girls said excitedly, "you pulled a train with the guys, now its our turn."
The women took aggressive turns. Since the dildo didn't climax, they each fucked me to another orgasm, then switched. Two fucked my swampy pussy and three into my cum-filled ass. It was another long session and the video clips showed a stunning scene of women fucking me, breasts bouncing and swaying. Along the way, several cocks came to my face for sucking though none were able to achieve another climax.
The next day I wasn't on the beach like normal and Margaret came to my room knocking on the door urgently. I rolled to the side and felt a very large wet spot on the bed. I swung out of bed with great effort and stumbled to the door with my thighs slightly parted.
"We were worried about you, dear, when Jared let us know you hadn't come out to the beach," Margaret exclaimed. Behind her was Helen and Thomas. "Are you okay?"
I smiled and left the door open as I stumbled back to collapse on the edge of the bed. "Okay?" I repeated their query, "my God. I slept like the dead but I dreamed of non-stop orgasms." Standing in the doorway, they all laughed with relief. "I wasn't sure I could walk that far." I opened my legs and they could see how red and puffy my pussy was. Helen gasped. I smiled. "Maybe if Thomas helps me to the whirlpool."
Thomas helped me to the shower, first. In fact, he insisted on joining me. Very lovingly, though. Even as sore as I was, his cock was just too enticing. I didn't fuck him, but I did suck him down my throat.
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CHAPTER 9: THE PORN SHOOT
As I approached the dining room while recounting the eventful day I just experienced, one that seemed like an endless stream of eventful days, I noticed a middle-aged white couple waiting just outside the door. I didn't immediately think much about it as many people waited to join other guests. But, as I approached, their attention became fixed on me. I searched my memory if I might have had some contact with them. Nothing came to mind.
The man was dressed in colorful boxers and an open shirt. The woman was in a baby-doll negligee that wasn't quite sheer and a visible thong underneath. I was dressed in one of my many sheer wraps. The man stepped forward.
"Excuse us," he began, "but we've noticed you on the beach and are wondering if you might join us for dinner tonight."
I gave a wary smile. "What is this about?" I asked. I have been approached numerous times by those seeing me on the beach. I suppose I'm hard to miss. None the less, I thought it worth being a bit careful.
The woman stepped up, "We're from Fargo," she said. I suppose that might explain everything, at least in their minds, and I suppose it did as I thought back to that divorced woman I assisted. I smiled and nodded. Here we go, again.
It started out slowly. When the waitress came to take our orders, she said, "Hi, Beth." Then she turned to the other two, "What can I get you folks?"
"You know her?" the woman asked curiously.
"We... uhmmm... we've spent a bit of time together," I stammered.
They looked at each other with smiles. During dinner they went into their need after much prying from me. They were a sexually active couple from Fargo, about mid-40's, and wanting to add a new spice to their experiences.
"So, you thought black guys. The whole black mystique thing," I inserted.
"Right," the guy said enthusiastically.
"But, you got here and found getting it to happen wasn't as simple as you thought?" They softly nodded. "Look," I said, "one thing you have to understand is that this is a place that encourages that idea but everyone here is as much a tourist as you are." They stared at me dumbly. "Okay," I began again with a hint of the frustration. I looked at her, "How were you dressed out there? And," I added quickly, "I hope you don't say you wore your Fargo, ND bikini." She looked down at her plate of partially finished meal and shrugged. I turned my attention to him, "And, I suppose you sat next to her the whole time?" He looked confused and nodded.
"Okay," she said, "so, did we mention we are from Fargo?" Even I had to laugh. "That's why we thought talking to you might help."
"Okay, I get it." I took a breath. "I didn't mean to sound hard but you have to do your part in this. You have to think of this as a two-way experience. You want the black experience and most of those black guys are here for what they think is a white experience." They looked surprised. "That's right, it's their thing, too. Now, if you want to attract their attention and interest, you need to make it easier for them. Be naked. Don't hide what it is they want to see." I looked back at him, "And, don't sit with her when you want it to happen. Remember, most of them are just guys and walking up to a couple and boldly asking to fuck your wife is... well, they probably won't."
"Other women are naked and don't..." she began to protest for some reason.
"Correct. My point, exactly. Make it easier for them. My favorite opener is to pick an empty lounge-chair near a guy you find interesting. Stand before him naked, ask if that lounge-chair is open. If it is and his eyes give you a sign as they go up and down your body, ask if he would mind helping with sunscreen." She looked at her husband. "And let him really cover you back and front. Open your legs to encourage him. If he's gotten to that point with open legs, have fun."
"Oh my," she softly said, "that's kind of like throwing myself at him." I nodded.
"Exactly. Let it be obvious that you are interested."
"So..." he added, "what about me?"
"Give her room. You want to watch, right?" He nodded. "Give her room to catch the guy, then move in with the others to watch."
"Wait... what?" she stammered. "Watch... others... others will be watching?"
I chuckled, "You were watching me, right?"
The woman flushed and leaned to her husband and whispered to him. He nodded as she stood to leave. "Thank you for your help," he said quickly.
It was pretty clear to me they were headed back to their room to fuck. Fargo. Maybe, though, that talk was really all they needed for some new spice. I returned to eating my meal.
"Hi," came a strong voice at my side. I looked up to find a nice specimen of maleness in black boxers that were just a bit darker than his very dark skin. I smiled. "I was hoping to find someone to join but..." he indicated the two plates opposite me.
"They just left," I said smiling. I turned to locate Sara, the waitress who was more to me. She cleared away the plates and took his order. "So," I began, "Are you new here?" I leaned forward so my breasts pressed against the top of the table, which he naturally noticed.
He seemed to suddenly remember my question after being fixed by my exposed breasts and hard nipples. "Oh... ummm... yes, today."
I smiled at him, "You really should walk the beach after dark. So quiet and peaceful under the moon and stars." He watched me and I smiled at him, again. "I could show you after dinner, if you want," I offered with an enticing smile. He nodded numbly. God, I am such a slut.
* * * *
As I entered the lobby of the main building, I waved to the two girls behind the reception counter and winked. Before coming here to fuck men, I had no idea I would also enjoy eating pussy and being fucked by strap-ons.
I knocked on Don's office door and stepped inside to also find Jack and Thomas. The General Manager and Marketing/Sales Manager and my favorite Security Manager. I was dressed as always with a very sheer, floral wrap tied at my hips. They were dressed as they almost always were in resort shorts and polo shirts.
"Both of you, too? Did I do something wrong?" I asked with a tease.
"Hardly," Jack responded.
"Thanks for coming in, Beth," Don said. While Jack sounded excited, Don seemed a bit tentative. He indicated the chair next to Jack, which I took and demurely crossed my legs despite being naked. Thomas stood at the side against the wall. "No, you're not in trouble. Entirely the opposite. I could show you the testimonials and references emailed to us and left on the website forum. Many have spoken to the experiences they enjoyed, some in great detail, and some offering tips to women if they are interested."
"Since receiving some of those kind of comments," Jack injected, "we've added a section on the forum just for women. A number have talked about tips they received from a young, long-haired brunette guest."
"We have also received reports from Jared and the beach staff of your assistance with women on the beach," Don continued. He chuckled. "You know, we had this idea of a nude resort where sexual encounters were not restricted and believed that some outright sex might happen and would also attract those more interested in being voyeurs for the discrete foreplay we really expected." He chuckled, again, and looked directly at me. "That minimal expectation has been turned completely on its head. There is still the voyeur thing, for sure, but now its not slyly watching foreplay but openly gathering around couples fucking. The biggest gatherings seeming to be around a certain young, long-haired brunette as she works her way through some hard black cocks."
I blushed. I had no idea why. It was why I was at the resort. It was what they wanted and what I wanted. I guess, way down deep, that small-town Illinois girl was still there.
"The videos and forum comments on the website are getting a lot of attention. Reservations are up and there is some early talk of a possible expansion effort to the resort," Jack said enthusiastically.
"And, it's not being noticed just by couples from Fargo, North Dakota," Don added with a twinkle.
I looked up quietly at the mention of Fargo. "What do you know about a couple from Fargo?" I nervously asked.
"Oh, they were quite effusive, Beth. They were also quite descriptive. The tips they were given from a..."
"Okay... young, long-haired brunette?"
They all laughed. "The tips they were given over dinner stimulated them so much they rudely left dinner to fuck well into the night. The next day she implemented those tips and enjoyed being fucked by several of our black guests." I smiled. I had a pretty good fuck that night, too.
Jack pushed back in to bring us back on topic. "The point being, though, that we're being noticed beyond those who might just be interested in being guests." He paused. He had my attention. "We've been contacted by a porn company interested in filming here and will prominently display the resort name at the beginning and contact info in the credits."
"That sounds... interesting," I cautiously responded. "So..."
"So," he said with a twinkle in his eyes, "they were wondering if we could somehow get in touch with that 'young, long-haired brunette' that appears in so many of the posted videos."
* * * *
It had been a month since the last time I had been in clothes and that was to go into the village on the island for a meal and evening away from the resort with Thomas. Personal times with Thomas were frequently squeezing into my routine like his massive cock into my pussy or ass. So it felt quite strange to be sitting in Don's office in regular shorts and blouse and underwear. Underwear. Don had suggested that and I had to search through an unopened, almost forgotten, suitcase to find any.
Jack entered the office to announce that the production crew had arrived. Thomas insisted on being involved in every detail. He was meeting them at the dock and transporting them personally to the resort. He also stated, as opposed to asking, that he would oversee the production of the video. He was acting very protective of me. Others found his actions interesting and curious. I saw it as something much more personal and expressing something I hoped find the courage to pursue myself.
We moved to the conference room to await the arrival of Thomas and the crew. Every time I entered the conference room now, for any reason, I flashed back to that anniversary party. And the side glances I felt from others indicated they had similar reactions. That had been the single most intense experience of my life. I wondered what being gangbanged for a video would be like.
The video crew composed of a director and two camera operators. Thomas had five actors and a coordinator in the lobby getting the rooms taken care of. The meeting was short and sweet.
The director turned to me, "A pleasure to meet you, Beth. This must be a favorite spot for you given how you appear in so many of the posted videos."
I smiled at him and tried hard not to look to Don or Jack. I was supposed to be a frequent guest, not a paid slut. Paid slut was my preferred way of looking at what I was because it felt much better than 'whore'. I shrugged, "What can I say," I replied, "I love sex and have become fixated on black cock. I get both here and it is ease access for me." Don smiled. All of it was true, just not a complete answer of why I was there so much.
The actual shoot would be the next day. He wondered if there was another scenic location besides the resort beach. He wanted the main beach but also another location. I told him about the spot down the shore where I took a lot of my encounters, many more than he needed to know about.
The crew spent the rest of the day enjoying the resort as they had taken over many rooms for the few days they would be here. I noticed them hanging around as I was giving several guests blowjobs and walking them somewhere a bit more private for their privacy.
The next morning, the crew had taken over a portion of the beach with their camera setup and arrangement of lounge-chairs and lighting screens. There was already a crowd of guest and staff assembled in anticipation of the production which had to be announced to each guest as they registered for their stay. The chance to witness the production of a gangbang on the beach seemed to be more appealing than an intrusion of their space.
I approached wearing my customary sheer wrap, Thomas was escorting me. I didn't think it necessary, but I thought it was charming that he was so attentive and protective. It did help me to relax. I was used to being naked and publicly fucking strangers but that was all on my terms and the way this production was being managed and directed made it feel quite different.
The director laid out the scene he wanted for the resort beach. There would be a separate shooting further down the shore for a different scene. He envisioned a 45 minute video. The five actors nodded. I didn't know if that meant 45 minutes of fucking or an hour and a half or... or what. I let it go and focused on having fun with the experience. I looked at Thomas and found a thumbs-up and smile. God, he was supportive. In any other situation than being a paid slut, I might be thinking about a relationship potential.
I shook my head to refocus. The director was talking about dialogue to get the scene started. I guess it wouldn't be believable for five guys to just walk up to a girl on the beach and start fucking her. What the director was suggesting, though, wasn't far from that. But it was porn. Who goes to porn for plausibility?
I was soon on my back on the lounge-chair and the guys were as naked as me. They all had nice cocks: 8 to 10-inches. Not Thomas nice, just nice. One guy was eating my pussy, though I knew I was dripping in anticipation. I had one cock in my mouth and stroking another.
Then, everything stopped. The director didn't like the start, the dialogue, the transition. I was like, fuck it, just fuck me. We started again, the guys talked me into... whatever... frankly, I wasn't paying that much attention as I just reacted to them... and soon we were back to the guy eating me, etc. Quickly, the guy eating me was between my legs and driving his cock into my very ready pussy. I gasped. Not fake, either. I love the feel of initial penetration and this was not any different. As he began plowing into me, I took another cock in my mouth and groped to the side to stroke a cock.
I heard the gasps and murmurs around us but I pretty much blocked out the visual of a crowd watching, concentrating on the cocks and my body reacting. The first guy pulled out and another quickly was thrusting into me. Each guy changed out after five minutes or so and always there was a cock in mouth.
When I orgasmed, the guy fucking me lost it. I was moaning and reacting for real and that apparently was too much for the guy. He climaxed. What I heard was, "Fuck me," came the director's voice, "are you for real? Already?" Then he said to someone, "I thought these guys were pros!"
Everything stopped and they regrouped and we began again with me on my hands and knees. I guess the transition from my back to my knees wasn't important. I had another couple orgasms and the grand conclusion of cum shots would be a compilation since the guys were cumming at various times. At the end, though, my face and breasts were well covered in cum.
We were regrouping further down the shore. I went to the water and Thomas went alongside me. "How's it going?" he asked.
I stopped at the water's edge because he had his shoes on. "To be honest, I'd rather be fucking you." With that I walked deeper into the water and washed off the cum.
The end of that shoot went better. I was double penetrated and air-tight for a while with that cock firmly in my throat which brought reactions from the guy and that made the director very happy. Afterwards, the actors high-five the end of the shoot and congratulated each other. It all seemed weird. All they did was aggressively and roughly fuck a willing woman and get paid for it. There was no joy or fun involved.
As the crew assembled their equipment and the actors slipped on shorts, many of the crowd that had been watching began to disperse. A number who didn't were resort staff including Jack, Don, and, of course, Thomas. Jack and Don were very happy and effusive. It was business for them. The resort would be prominent in the video and would certainly result in curious internet searches.
The director came up to me and gave me his card. "If you ever want to do this, again," he said, "you were frankly better than I anticipated." I was naked and cum smeared. What to do with a business card? I smacked it onto a spot on my breast with cum. It stuck there. The director had already turned away and hadn't noticed.
"Fuck you," I softly muttered aloud to myself. "Better than anticipated? Your 'pros' sucked." Thomas laughed and his arm went around my shoulder and led me to the water's edge. I hadn't realized he was so close.
"I didn't anticipate that," he said.
"What?"
"Being disappointed by the experience of being fucked by porn actors," he responded. I chuckled.
I started walking to the water when Thomas's arms held me still. "Beth," he softly said, "how are you?"
I turned to him and he opened his arms. I felt myself sink into his secure embrace. My breasts were cum-spattered, but he didn't seem to care. He had always been there for me. From the beginning it was Thomas.
I turned my face up to kiss him, but I stopped to wipe my mouth. "Thank you, Thomas. I'm fine, though. Disappointed, I guess. Porn videos make it seem so exciting and powerful. This..." I shook my head, "... this just made me feel used. Maybe that's what a gangbang is to them but it is not what I've experienced here like when I took on those football players or other groups of guys. Those were intense but we were all relaxed and having fun, too. This was... why am I surprised. This was a business fucking to get a lot of images to compile into a 45 minute video or two."
"Can I do anything?" he asked as he kissed the top of my head.
"Have dinner with me? Spend the night? Right now I don't need or want more than you, Thomas," I said gazing up at him. And, because he has always been there for me, there was really never any question or doubt. There was time for me to cleanup and rest before starting over with fun and someone who cared.
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CHAPTER 10: REVELATION
The porn shoot was what it was. I made, for me, a good chunk of money that went straight to my account for the future. I had been well fucked which was just part of my life, but I had learned something in the process. Being fucked can feel different.
That night after the video shoot, Thomas met me for dinner in the dining room after his shift as Security Manager. We saw the video crew and actors in the dining room and they saw me. I was dressed as normal which was essentially not dressed. They were dressed. Completely.
We had a nice dinner and the staff was over the top in providing attention to us. After, rather than going to the club where we might not have a moment of peace to ourselves, we left for a walk along the shore in the star-lit night. When we were far enough from the main beach and the resort buildings to be in real darkness, he stopped and turned me to the ocean. He stood behind me, one arm wrapped around me under my breasts and the other hand gently raised my chin.
"Look," he softly said. "Beautiful and amazing, isn't it?"
It was an awesome sight. Maybe I had never wandered far enough from the defused light of the resort, or maybe I had never looked up to see. The millions of stars and the expanse of it all was stunning.
"That's you, Beth. I've seen it. You might be too close and involved. Everyone who encounters you, guests and staff, gravitate to you. You care and you give and you receive in return. You are amazing, Beth."
I didn't know what to say, so I didn't. I turned and reached up to wrapped my arms around his neck and we kissed. He released the tie at my hip as I pulled his shirt from his shorts and pushed it up his muscled body. We parted only barely enough to get the shirt over his head and I immediately pressed my bare body back into his now bare upper body. I loved the feel of my breasts flattening against his hard body. We kissed but my hands were working his shorts open. Then, I dropped to my knees in front of him as I pulled his shorts to his feet. He pried off his shoes and placed a hand gently on my head as I removed the shorts from each foot.
I kissed and licked and sucked on his cock. I took it into my mouth and savored it growing there as I massaged his balls. I pressed my mouth down hard so his hardening cock would slip into my throat. I pulled back and gasped a breath as I had allowed the feel of his hardening cock in my throat just a bit too long.
He laughed softly and pulled me up to again kiss me. "What am I going to do with you?" he smiled down at me.
"Fuck me, silly." I smiled back at him. "Oh, Thomas, I want to feel you inside me. I need you so much to fill my pussy."
"After all the fucking you experienced today?"
"Yes. I want you, Thomas. I want to feel what I feel when I am with you." It came out as almost a whisper as I gazed up at him.
"I ... I" he stammered, but then he acted.
He grabbed me under the arms and hoisted me up as if he was intending to press me up above his head. I quickly wrapped my arms and legs around him and mashed my mouth against his. He hefted me up slightly more with one hand and I felt being probed near my pussy. I pulled up with my arms to assist and released some tension when I felt his cock at my hole. I slowly sank down over his wonderful cock.
"OH ... FUCK ... YES!" I exclaimed. "That's what I wanted, you wonderful man."
He chuckled softly and raised me up to drop back down. It took us a few awkward moments to get our rhythm but then I was rising and falling on his cock, my clit smashing against his pubic bone at the bottom. OH, God. I was full, so full as I hit bottom and his cock hit at the top of my pussy. I moaned and he grunted.
I was nearing an orgasm but I had learned long ago with him to just let it happen. He could fuck me like no other and he fucked me right through the orgasm and continued to bounce me on his cock. He dropped to his knees in the wet sand at the edge of the tide and the impact drove his cock as deep as it could possibly be. I shuddered and gasped at the impact, but I found myself on my back and him plowing into me relentlessly. I moaned and gasped and sighed, drowning out the sounds coming from him and the soft lapping of the water on the shore next to us. Then, he rolled us and I was riding him. I began bouncing on his cock, my breasts bouncing and swaying on my chest until he reached up to grab both. That was when we came, my orgasm exploding as his climax sent spurts of cum into my hungry pussy.
We had walked out into the ocean to wash the sand from our bodies before we gathered our clothes, mostly his, and carried them back to the resort. We slipped into my room unnoticed and fucked, again. After, I was settled on top of him, his cock still buried in my pussy. I allowed myself to slip into deep relaxation, resting securely on his body, his arms around me, and his chest gently rising and falling beneath me.
I apparently dozed as my eyes opened only moments later. Thomas was quiet. Even his body was quiet, his breathing slow and easy. His cock was still inside me and I squeezed to feel it better and smiled at the feeling but not only the physical feeling of his cock inside me but the entire feeling of him. Even in seeming sleep his arms held me secure.
I sighed and partially turned my face to kiss his chest. What I was feeling increased and intensified and I questioned why I continued to deny it, to reject the very idea of it. Believing he was asleep, I softly expressed it, "I love you, Thomas."
I instantly felt his body underneath me tense slightly, his breathing catch, and his arms tighten around me. "I love you, too, Beth."
"Oh, my God, you're awake," I gasped.
"You didn't mean it?"
I raised my head to look at him, "Of course I meant it but ..." I stalled. "But ... but you know what I am. I know what I am. Everyone knows what I am."
"What are you?" he asked with a smile but he was also serious.
"I'm a slut. You know that. Everyone knows that. A slut who can't control her needs. A slut who has to have sex as the only way to be sane." I glared at him but his face didn't change. "I said it, satisfied?"
He kissed my forehead. It was what he could reach. "No, not yet. I want to ask you something." I furrowed my eyebrows at him. "When was the last time you can recall being desperate for an orgasm?"
I laughed. "I fuck or have sex like four, five, six times a day so I won't feel that way."
He didn't let it go. "When was the last time you had to masturbate in the morning before you did anything else?
"What are you doing? You know me."
"I think I do, Beth. Do you know it has been almost a year and a half since you came to the island?" I stared at him. What did ... ohhh ... seriously? "Think, Beth. I know what you were like back when. You couldn't go four or five hours. Remember? Remember what it was like going back to Florida? So, when was the last time?"
I squirmed on him. It was only at that moment that it occurred to me that it was his hard cock in me that was causing me to do it. It felt good, yes, but ...
"You think ..." I started but stopped too afraid to verbalize it.
"I want you to allow me to do an experiment. I have tomorrow off ... or today off depending on the time." I laughed. "Spend the day with me. We'll play tourists doing tourist stuff. All day. No sex."
"You think ... you think the drug has worn off?" He nodded. "But I still want to have all this sex," I said as an argument against his thinking.
"I think," he said, "that your body is now conditioned to fucking and sex. I think the drug effect is gone or nearly so. I did not say," he paused and looked at me with a growing smile, "that you went a slut."
I thought about that. After a year and a half of fucking and sex that many times a day seven days a week, didn't it make sense that I would be conditioned to still want it? But wanting it and desperate for it were very different things.
I reached up to kiss him, his hard cock inside me inching back. "Thomas, you're saying you'd have a relationship with a slut?"
He shook his head. "No, not just any slut."
I kissed him and sat up so his cock fully penetrated me and I became rising and lowering on it. "This, kind sir, is me wanting to fuck the man I want and can't believe wants me." I leaned down and kissed him. "I love you, Thomas Ortiz."
We changed positions endlessly. It had the effect of cooling our arousal at strategic moments and allowed us to enjoy each other for what seemed like forever. Maybe he was right. Rather than striving for an orgasm, I was working with him for a long and varying love session. Not fucking. Loving.
The next day I was, as the saying goes, as nervous as a long-tailed cat in a room full of rocking chairs. I was constantly waiting for that desperate need to hit me. Thomas was great about diverting me with shopping and eating and exploring shops and galleries, and walking the edges of beaches I had never enjoyed before. I wanted to go back and fuck him. No question. But ... it was different. I wanted to fuck him but I began to see it as a love of fucking and not a desperation need to fuck.
That night we fucked like crazy, but he was right. It wasn't the desperation that drove me. It was joy and pleasure and something else ... a deep desire to just be with him as close and intimately as possible. It was still obvious that I love to fuck and be fucked. So, okay, I was conditioned to be a slut, but I finally accepted that I wasn't like I had been when I came to the island.
It was still another month before we brought our revelation to Don and Jack. It had honestly taken those several weeks for Thomas and I to resolve what we were feeling about ourselves together. It took me longest, I think, to accept that Thomas could want to be with a woman who wanted a lot of sex. He argued that even porn stars have gotten married and a family. I had studied him constantly to find the chink in his attitude that would show a weakness in his argument. But, instead, I found a man who was more comfortable and at ease when we were together. When I spotted him at the resort, even while fucking a guy or two on the beach, he would simply smile his recognition of me and that gave me encouragement for fulfilling my desires.
We met outside Don's office for a scheduled meeting with him, Jack, and Margaret. It was early afternoon. Thomas was dressed in his resort Security outfit and I, of course, was dressed simply with a sheer wrap at my hips and sandals. My hair was wind-blown and any smell of sex from my fucking several guys so far that day was covered by the smell of sunscreen. The sheen on my inner thighs, though, would indicate more but the wrap would cover that. It wasn't that I was embarrassed of any telling signs of my sexual activity, it was my role, but this meeting was intended to be different from any other.
They had brought additional chairs into Don's office. Thomas and I took the two chairs in front of the desk while the others were arranged behind and alongside the desk. They all had cautious expressions on their faces.
Don started, "What's up, guys?" He watched us both closely, his eyes moving from one to the other of us. It was by now common to see the two of us together and it was assumed we had developed some form of connection. "Do we have a problem?" he asked further and shifting his gaze at Thomas.
Thomas shook his head but we had agreed I would take the lead. "No, not a problem." I glanced at Thomas and received an encouraging nod. "Thanks for meeting with us ... with me really. Thomas," I reached over to grasp his hand, "is here to support me."
"What is it, Beth?" he asked. "You're not leaving, are you? I mean, by all indication you are still very active with the guests and staff."
I smiled, "No, not leaving. But," I said with emphasis, "I have changed. It was a month ago that Thomas suggested to me that I may no longer be driven to have sex because of the drug's effect. We waited that month to be convinced and now we are."
"But ..." he replied cautiously and I knew it was not intended to offend me, "no offense, but you are still fucking like crazy."
I glanced at the other two. They were all intent on my words and even glancing at Thomas for his reaction. I chuckled, "Yes, I am. As Thomas eloquently said, I may not be driven by the drug any longer, but I am still a slut." They all looked at him in surprise and he merely shrugged. "Thomas was the one who saw the change in me. He was also the one to understand that my fucking four, five, and six guys and gals a day had also conditioned me to wanting sex ... a lot of sex. But, that's the difference, right? Wanting versus compulsively needing. He has tested his theory by having me go an entire day without sex." I giggled, "Yes, I fucked his brains out that night, but I didn't go crazy in the meantime."
Jack and Margaret lauhged but were waiting for Don. "So," he uttered, "what does this mean if you aren't leaving?"
"You have been exceedingly kind and understanding. When I was desperate, you gave me a lifeline. Sure, it apparently also benefited the resort, but I think you saved me. I would probably be a prostitute now if not for you. And, once trapped in that life, I might never have gotten out. No, I am not ready to leave but Thomas and I want to explore the relationship we believe has developed between us. But, I know and he knows that I am still a slut and a slut needs to be fed to appease her appetite." They were quiet and waiting. "I propose that my employment with you be terminated with my heartfelt thank you. Even that funky room could be used for a guest. Thomas wants me to move in with him and explore a life beyond the resort and I am excited by the prospect. It is the only way we can explore a real relationship."
The three of them were a bit stunned. It was Don, again, "So ... your not leaving is that you are staying in the area but not ..."
I held up my hand to stop him. "I'm not finished," I said with a big smile. "My proposal is that when Thomas comes to the resort for his shift, I will, too. I will spend my days like before but off the books."
Jack blurted out, "You mean you'll still be the Resort Slut?" I nodded. He looked at Thomas who had a big smile.
"If it has any benefit for you, that is," Thomas said with a laugh. "It would also be a favor to us."
Margaret finally spoke up, "A favor for you?"
"Who knows what kind of trouble this slut might get into if trapped in a small apartment," Thomas laughed.
"You know what this means, girl?" Margaret asked. "Wearing clothes every day?"
Although I occasionally had to be clothed when I spent time and some evenings with Thomas at his apartment on the next island, the thought of wearing clothes EVERY day hadn't really occurred to me. Oh my, I mused to myself, the sacrifices one makes for love.
My stuff was moved to Thomas's apartment but most of it remained in storage at the resort. Although I would be needing more clothes, that need was still very different from most of the clothes I had before all this happened. Playfully, Thomas immediately set some expectations: he was accustomed to seeing me naked so I would be naked every minute it was possible in his apartment; underwear was never to be worn regardless of where we were or who we were with; he wanted my body exposed as much as reasonable for the location; he had friends who liked to hang out at his place and that would not change my need to be naked; and, as a slut, taking care of his friends too would be a natural part of life. The difference was that he was playful in stating all that. He also asked me what I thought. I had kissed him hard in answer and immediately stripped. I was accustomed to being seen naked whether on the beach or in the offices. I fucked as a routine. Did I have a problem with his playful expectations? Not in the least.
I did some shopping for dresses to wear back and forth to the resort. I wanted something simple, easy to get on and off, easy to clean, and, hopefully, something that hinted at being a dress more than really being one. I found exactly what I wanted and the look on Thomas's face told me it was perfect. After visiting several dress shops that seemed to cater to tourists wanting something splashy for touring, shopping, or dinner, I pulled Thomas to a stop at a small beach shop. It was so small we almost walked past it.
I saw it immediately. It was really a beach cover-up, like a long shirt made of chiffon with a deep v-neck. I held it up to the window and smiled. It was a light weave of thin material and was definitely intended as just a cover-up over a bathing suit. It came in collars and patterns but the white, I was sure, was perfect. I took it to the small dressing room, pushed off my shorts and pulled off my top. I stepped out and walked toward Thomas who was looking at bikinis. He turned and the smile on his face said it. My breasts jiggled and swayed under the loose material. I stood in front of a mirror with Thomas coming up behind me. My nipples weren't clearly visible but they were shown. The bottom hem stopped just a foot below my ass cheeks. I would have to be careful sitting down and bending over and pay attention to windy days. It was perfect for me, a dedicated nudist.
The bikini he was looking at was a bright yellow Wicked Weasel. He had me try it on, too. I drew some attention when I stepped out. The top barely covered the nipples and the bottom only covered my pussy if I spread the material to the sides and didn't move. By the time I had walked to Thomas, the bottom was already slipping between my pussy lips and the top did nothing to restrain my breasts. He said it was perfect. I laughed. I wondered when I would need to have a bikini. Did he intend to spend time at the local beach instead of the resort?
The first days of taking the island ferry to the resort passed with us talking about Thomas and me. The early ferry was largely resort staff and deliveries so everyone on board knew both of us and he knew most all of them in his role as head of security. If they didn't know me, and some knew me VERY well, they knew of me. The idea of a resort slut had spread to the most isolated jobs at the resort in no time.
Half way to the resort, the water got rough which wasn't really usual. I glanced to the inside of the ferry from watching the water to find a number of people watching me. I looked down to find my legs parted for stability and the hem at my hips. I leaned against Thomas and indicated down with my eyes. He looked as I said, "Do you mind?"
He laughed and softly responded, "You've become a nudist and exhibitionist as you became a slut, Beth. It's what you are now. I know that and I love it. My girlfriend is the sexist woman on either island." He kissed me and people smiled as I turned more to him and spread my legs further. I wondered if anyone could tell I was already lubricating in anticipation of another day, now as the unpaid slut of the resort. I silently giggled at the thought. Did that mean I was no longer a whore?
We were no sooner off the dock when I stopped which caused Thomas to stop and others to flow around us. I pulled the cover-up over my head and pulled a wrap from my beach bag and put the cover-up into it. Now, dressed as I felt comfortable, I reached up to kiss Thomas passionately. Our lips just touching, he cupped a breast as people milled around us.
"Have a good day, my slut," he softly said but not too softly.
I giggled, "You, too. See you for lunch?" He nodded as he pulled a nipple as his radio squawked. Thomas was being called to some issue.
I walked through the resort, nearly naked, large sun hat, and big sunglasses. I waved to Jared and the beach crew as I considered where to setup my spot. The beach was largely empty so I left my bag at the beach shack and 'borrowed' an electric cart for a tour of the trails. I ended up at the spot on the bluff overlooking the ocean where Thomas had introduced me to fucking in nature so long ago. The memories crashed over me, all the experiences, all the men (and women), but, mostly, my thoughts seemed filled with Thomas. I was so lucky. I refused to imagine what might have been, otherwise.



"Hi, Beth," came a strong voice above me after I had returned to the beach and settled in while curious what the day would bring me.
I put the book down and shielded my eyes more to consider the man behind the voice. I smiled. I had fucked him and his buddy yesterday and noted the other man was standing behind him. I couldn't quite come up with his name, though. I wanted to chuckle. What did that say about me. But, he didn't let the moment linger.
"Do you need any lotion?" he asked playfully. It had been the line I used to break down some barriers.
I laughed. I marked my place in the book and turned over onto my front. I turned my head to them, "Do my back, first. By the time you two are done with my front we'll be too busy."
"That's what we were hoping for," he laughed back.
It was an instant attention magnet. Two black guys with growing hard-ons barely covered by small Speedo suits smearing sunscreen on a naked white woman. I groaned as one of the guys pressed sunscreen into my asshole. After yesterday, he was hoping more confidently for something more. I smiled as I turned over and spread my legs for them. Already, there were other beach guests assembling but still keeping their distance. Typically, once the action became more intense, the voyeurs took courage to get closer which was when the pictures and videos became possible.
My body was completely covered with more sunscreen and one of the guys was working my nipples and breasts as the other was probing my pussy. This had nothing to do with sun protection. My moans and groans were the indications to them that yesterday was going to be repeated. I opened my eyes enough to make eye contact with the one finger fucking me and nod. I also noticed the assembly of people around us. Yesterday, I had taken the guys down the shoreline but we had fucked again later on the beach and they now understood they would attract this attention.
I turned my attention to the other guy who was closer and pulled his small Speedo off his hips to expose the 7-inch cock I knew was there. He leaned over me and I took him into my mouth. The other guy was moving my legs entirely off the sides of the lounge chair.
"Wait," I said, "let me ..." But I didn't need to finish the comment as it took only that moment for me to shift so my head was partially overhanging the end of the chair. And, once I opened my mouth, again, it was filled with cock and was now in a better position to be taken into my throat which is exactly what happened to the gasping responses of the others watching. Almost immediately the other cock was pressing into my wet pussy and sliding easily to its deepest.
"Damn," I heard the one exclaim, "her pussy is so hot and wet."
"Yeah, well," came the other guy, "her mouth and throat are amazing, too."
"Fuawk ... meeh," I gasped around the cock in my throat.
They both began using long, firm strokes to drive their cocks deep into my throat and pussy. I raised my legs and wrapped them around the guy, the moans and gasps and groans were a steady stream of sounds escaping me and them. Everything else was lost to me. My entire world at the moment had narrowed to my throat and pussy and the cocks inside both.
I was right on the verge of orgasm when they both left my body. I groaned in frustration. "No ... no, no ... fuck me ..." I gasped with need.
I shouldn't have doubted, but I was so close to an orgasm. I was pulled off the chair and turned around. The one who had been in my throat was lying on his back holding his cock straight up. There wasn't even a thought as I straddled him and lowered my pussy over his saliva slick cock. I was pressed forward and I moaned in anticipation as I began kissing the man in my pussy. I felt an ass cheek spread and I reached back to assist. An instant later there was a cock pressing at my asshole. Having been opened and used by Thomas's thick 12-inches certainly made this cock easier but it was always a bit of effort to pass the sphincter regardless.
"OH FUCK, YES!" I exclaimed loudly as the cock head passed through into my ass. Two cocks sliding against each other separated by some flesh that seemed like it wasn't even there. God, what a feeling. So full of cock as they sawed back and forth, sometimes in rhythm and sometimes not.
It didn't take long for my body to resume the point of orgasm and, when it hit with this extra stimulation, it was explosive.
"OH FUCK ... OH FUCKKKKK!" I cried out. "Yes ... yes ... yessssss." My entire body felt like it was shaking and I felt my pussy and asshole spasming around the cock. They didn't stop fucking me, though. The continued fucking me as my body went through orgasm after orgasm. The fucking keeping me at that point of stimulation until I sagged down fully onto the one below me.
"Fuck," the one in my ass grunted, "I going to cum."
"Me, too," the other added.
I was filled with cum, both holes simultaneously filled as the cocks drove a bit deeper until there was only weak pulses of cum leaking from them.
After a brief moment of them gasping, the one in my ass pulled out and assisted me off the other guy. As I weakly stood over the chair, his cock escaped my pussy and wetly smacked his abdomen. He rose from the lounge-chair and I was helped to recline back on the chair. I hadn't bothered moving my legs onto the chair and I heard the faint sounds of phone cameras recording the image of my just fucked body. Depending on the quality of the phones, I was sure some captured the image of cum leaking from my holes.
I met Thomas at the dining room. I had cleaned up from my morning activities in the water and was, again, in my sheer wrap and sandals, my hair pulled back in a ponytail in an effort to control its appearance.
"How has your day been?" he asked while we stood by the hostess station.
"Eventful," I saucily replied as I attempted to discretely rub the front of his shorts.
"You two need a room?" came the voice of the hostess.
I turned and smiled at her. "Not during his shift," I replied with a wink. "I know the rules."
She laughed, "Yeah, right, you might know the rules but ..." and she was already leading us into the room to a table.
After sitting, I asked, "How has your day been?"
He shook his head with a concerned look on his face, "Had a few anxious reports from woman fearing for the safety of their husbands on the beach. Apparently, there was some young, long-haired brunette devouring every man in sight."
He finally couldn't control his straight face and smiled. "Yeah, right," I responded.
Then, from the side, "Personally, I'm surprised that hasn't really happened." We looked up to find a server smiling down at us.
That night, I met Thomas at the dock after his shift for the ferry ride back to the other island and his little apartment. "You going back dressed like that?" came his voice from behind me. "Unlike this place they have laws against public nudity."
Being dressed was still not automatic. I laughed, turned, and kissed him. I then untied the wrap from my hip, dug out the cover-up, and pulled it over my head. My wrap provided so little effective cover that I didn't question becoming completely naked for that moment on the crowded dock awaiting the arrival of the ferry.
I stood with Thomas at the back of the ferry and simply gazed out to sea. It was an amazing feeling being far away from land with only water surrounding you. Occasionally, a dolphin would appear, or flying fish leaping from the water. On rarer occasions a whale could appear. It wasn't the hope of seeing any of that, though. The wind, the smell, and sights were what I enjoyed.
"You do realize that standing at the railing the wind lifts your dress," Thomas teased me as his arm went around my shoulders.
"You think I'll embarrass anyone?" I asked back since I hadn't noticed any island families get on.
"Well, I don't know, but I'm pretty sure that fact won't be embarrassing you." I laughed and leaned into him, his arms holding me a bit tighter. A year and a half of being naked with only very short spells of being dressed. I'll have to learn all over again about possibly offending someone in public by my exposure. But, I considered in my defense, it was his desire that I not wear underwear. I chuckled and kissed his cheek causing him to wonder what brought that on.
Once in the apartment, "What about dinner?" I asked.
"Let's go to the boardwalk," he replied. There was a boardwalk at the edge of the public beach with tourist shops, cafes, and pubs.
"Oh," I retorted, "you couldn't say that before I undressed?" With the expectation of me being naked in the apartment, I comply excitedly and easily.
"Sure, like that was a big effort." We laughed and he pulled me into the bedroom. "Put this on with one of your wraps." He dug out of the dresser the bright yellow Wicked Weasel. I looked at him suspiciously. It was a five block walk through town to the boardwalk and beach. I shrugged but told him I needed a shower, first. I might be the exhibitionist but he was enjoying exposing me.
It was weird. After being naked so much I wouldn't have expected that a five block walk through town to the beach area would be so exciting, but it was. I was nearly naked and my body felt naked as we strolled down the sidewalks among all the clothed people By the time we got the boardwalk, I was ready to pull Thomas's shorts down and climb on.
We were seated at a small table next to the railing bordering the boardwalk. Suddenly, "Hey, Thomas!"
I looked up to find three dark-skinned islanders crossing the boardwalk. They greeted each other with fist bumps and shoulder hugs before turning their attention to me. They openly stared at me ... or, more precisely, my barely covered nipples as my breasts were otherwise exposed. The table was too small for them to join us but they stayed outside the railing for several minutes to talk. When they left after our order arrived, Thomas stared at me.
"What?" I asked feeling his eyes fixed on me.
"What do you think of them?" he asked. A very open-ended question. Our relationship was more open than the question, though.
"I liked them," I replied. I ate a french fry, took a drink of the beer, and fixed my gaze on him. "So, how many friends do you have?" He smiled and nodded. I guess I answered his question.
THE END
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CHAPTER 1: THE EXECUTIVE SERVICES INTERVIEW
This story depicts a woman, mother of two high school senior fraternal twin sons, widowed by her suicidal husband, and hopelessly in debt because of that husband. In desperation, she eyes a new position in the Corporation, Executive Services. Despite not being able to find out what the position entails, she hopes her background in sales and project management for the Corporation gets her an interview.
The interview changes not only her life but that of her sons, as well.
************************************************************************************************
A new position, Executive Services, is rumored to be open but seems to be a position nobody knows anything about. Even who the position might report to is a mystery. It is rumored to be a position with a better salary and benefits requiring very particular skill but exactly what those skill would be are unknown. How could an open position be so unknown. It was for that reason that I disregarded it as one of those corporate rumors that are floated without substance.
I would love better pay. No, that's not really right. I NEED, desperately need, better pay. My name is Mary Freeman, 37 year old, widowed (suicidal husband to top it off), mother to fraternal twins in the last semester of high school, and deeply (read DEEPLY) in debt by the scheming and crazy ventures of said suicidal husband. I need the better pay for any chance to get out from under this smothering debt. The worst part of the debt is that it could mean I won't have the ability to support the twins going to college. They both starred in football and wrestling but starring at our small high school and qualifying for college scholarship are very different things.
I requested a transfer from my sales job to project management so I could be home more for my sons. That was three years ago when ... yeah, well ... The pay cut didn't do much for paying off the debt in a timely manner but the boys needed at least one parent. I like the company, I like the way it is managed, and the products are truly good.
I didn't want to leave the company. Now, with the boys in the latter part of high school, I thought maybe but even sales was now a deadend. When I found a profile/personality/strength study in my work email, I was confused. That was the kind of thing you might expect if you were considered for a move into a new area of the company. The sender email was vague but seemed to be from within. I was swamped with projects at time, exhausted, and stressed but the email said it was time sensitive and required immediate attention. So, I stayed late and completed it. I heard nothing. No followup.
Then, two weeks later, I received another. The email was a different sender but still appeared legit. This one requested me to complete it when convenient but within the next week. I put it off until a quiet moment caught up with me. Then, nothing. Again. I didn't know what was happening but finally decided they had been sent to the wrong person.
A meeting schedule appeared in my inbox. The subject line was, Executive Services. The meeting was with Human Resources. It does exist. My hopes skyrocketed. The meeting several days later, though, was pointless. It lasted 45 minutes and the director asked a lot of questions, but in the end, out of frustration, I asked very pointedly, "How can you not know anything about the position?" The only thing he could offer, and it was given in desperation to say something, was that it was a position for Mr. Bartels. The CEO?
I pondered that for several days. Mr. Bartels. The CEO. His position. His office was in the 'Inner Sanctum' as it was referred to. The six most senior officers of the corporation were located in offices on the top floor of THE office tower in the city. It was said that they, those six officers, ran the corporation with input from other locations but rarely in person. It was said that office was run in a zen-type environment, that there were no assistants or secretaries or associates. Anytime there are mysteries, however, there are bound to be more silly rumors and conspiracy theories than actual knowledge. What could possibly attracted his attention to me? And, how many others were being considered? HR didn't have the answer to that, either. To further my disbelief, I received another email meeting schedule, this one with Mr. Bartels. He doesn't have someone to do interviewing for him?
* * * *
I parked in the garage under the office tower, located the bank of elevators and was surprised to see that the furthest up it went was the ground floor of the building. Exiting the elevator, I found myself in an expansive lobby with a ceiling three floors up. I saw the security desk. The instructions in the email were clear that access to the office was only possible through security.
After signing in and checking with someone up stairs, the security guy walked me to a different elevator and used an access code for me to go directly to the top floor. When the doors opened, I entered a small foyer with a heavy wood door opposite. It was the only door visible. The door read, EMMON CORPORATION. I tried the handle. It was locked. I then noticed a button on the wall next to the door. I pressed it. In a moment, the door opened. I had seen Mr. Bartels in the Annual Report and various promotional brochures but in person?
I was almost too stunned to react. Luckily he wasn't. "Ms. Freeman," Mr. Arthur Bartels said while offering his hand and guiding me into the large office space. He was 5' 11" and impressively trim and moved easily. I knew from literature that he was 51 years old, divorced many years ago. His hair was brown, cut short, with graying beginning on the sides. I had been trained in sales to note everything.
The space inside was oddly arranged. Three offices on each side that I had to assume were excessively large. At the far end was a very large conference room with glass walls inside and on the outer wall. The center of the room had a work station lavished furnished with low walls. Beyond it was an interesting arrangement of chairs within a two step sunken area and positioned in a circular formation with side tables and coffee tables arranged among them. They somehow managed subdued lighting in the area. It had the feel of a club setting more than a conference area.
He led me to an office on a corner, which did seem fitting, without any offered explanation regarding the office layout that might satisfy an expected curiosity. Apparently, if I needed to know, I would be told,
His office was ... beyond excessively large. I assumed the other offices were merely excessively large. This one had glass floor-to-ceiling walls on the two outsides walls. The massive shiny wood curved desk and furnishings were against one windowed wall. We passed a conference table seating 4 to 6 easily. At the other end was another seating area furnished in the same style as outside and, again, subdued lighting. There was also another man sitting in front of the desk. I recognized him, too.
He rose as we approached. Mr. Bartels introduced us, though his face was familiar to me from the same annual reports. Mr. David Tillotson was the Chairman of the Board. He was 57 years old, about 5' 10" tall, a bit too heavy, and gray short hair. His presence was a surprise but everything about this had been surprising.
It became clear that Mr. Tillotson's participation in the interview was as a silent witness of sorts. Mr. Bartels began an elaborate explanation, finally, about the office and the position of Executive Services. It had been years since they had assistants or anyone else on the floor. The six senior officers found their concentration and efforts were more effective in their isolated existence. Hence, the large, mostly empty space between the office. Then, the idea of their own private men's club was added with the six chairs, the sunken floor, subdued lighting, and hidden bar. The one thing their 'club' was missing from others was a hostess. He quickly added that 'hostess' was not what was intended by the position but would be included.
He covered quickly the hours I would be available, etc. His questions and probing, though, were hitting the mark with astonishing frequency. It was clear he knew a lot about me, somehow including my husband, taking a reduced position for the family, and the boys. It was weird that each question or probe elicited a 'yes, sir' from me. He was clearly in control of his life and the corporation and that control came through in the interview. Many questions or inquiries came across as fact even if he did ask a question. And, my responses were more and more, 'yes, sir'.
Then, after much time, the interview changed. He asked pointed question about my debt level left to me by my husband. He asked about life after my husband, plans for the boys now that they were reaching the end of high school. We talked about it.
"That's why you've been posting for positions with a better salary, isn't it? For instance, you even tried to get back into sales where you came from."
"Yes, sir," I timidly replied. "My struggles haven't been a secret, sir."
"You came to my attention, Mary ... may I call you Mary?" I nodded. "One thing about me, Mary, is that I want to hear responses, no nodding."
"Sorry, sir. Yes, you can call me Mary."
"You are a beautiful woman, Mary." And, he stopped. "Perhaps this is a good time to explain the presence of David. I am going to ask some very pointed and personal questions that I feel are important. You see, Mary, for anyone to work on this floor, confidentiality and trust has to be paramount."
"Yes, sir. I understand. I hope my performance history here at the corporation is evidence of that."
"It is, true. But, my questions ... they aren't meant to embarrass or intimidate you but they need to be asked. I will give you the option to quit and leave at any time and the interview will be over. David is here to witness if or not you have an objection. Regardless, however, everything that follows must remain here and never be divulged to anyone outside these office."
I glanced at Mr. Tillotson. He just carefully watched me. I nodded, then remembered. "Yes, sir. I understand and accept." Mr. Tillotson smiled.
"To proceed, then. I had an algorithm written to scour files and profiles of everyone employed by the corporation. I might be interested in someone for another location or someone deserving of a promotion to advance a product or team. In this case, after we discussed the idea of bringing someone back into this office, I was looking for someone very special. Your profile caught my eye. You were a star in sales but left for family reasons. I understand. No, sorry, that would be condescending. I was married once but never had children so your sacrifice is something I can only imagine ... and applaud. Then, in project management, you again excelled. But, I take pride in the fact that we have lots of employees who excel. No, that wasn't what caught my eye. You, Mary, intrigued me. Your profile survey identifying personality traits and career fits held some nuggets of conflict. That was intriguing."
I almost gasped out loud. I had fought so long against it. Could it somehow been identified but not considered all this time? What did his curiosity lead him to discover? How much did he discover? I tried to recover but I feared he caught my reaction ... or ... had Mr. Tillotson? "I'm sorry, sir ... what ..."
He smiled. "You recently responded to another request for a similar survey. That came from a psychologist I know after I asked him to review your original one. He agreed. There was something conflicting in the responses. His two followups were to test you under stress and when you had free time to respond. Do you remember those?"
"Yes, sir, I do. They seemed... like odd requests but... they were from inside the company." I was struggling. So, they were odd requests and where did the results lead him?
"I am going to be honest with you, Mary, because what I am intending for this position has changed greatly since learning about you. My psychologist friend confirmed your personality ... true personality nature that I suspected. I suspected you had significant compliance tendencies. My friend said he would classify your true nature far more than 'tendencies'. He thinks you are a true submissive, Mary." He fixed his gaze on me and waited. He was strong. He had experience, I knew it. A war of wills flared up within me. I suppressed it ... again. I was so tired of it. I was sure he was reading my struggle and he took pity on me.
"I am sorry, Mary, but I had to know for sure before I attempted this action. I do believe you are the one I want. I hired a private investigation firm. I know, that is an invasion of your privacy and for that I do apologize. But, I can help you now." I looked at him with new energy. Help? Even the war within me took a momentary truce. "I learned so much, Mary. Do you want to know what I learned?"
"I ... I don't know ..." I stammered.
"I'll be brief then," he responded, clearly intent on proving what point he had to make. "You seemed to excel in school and sports with a recurring comment from teachers and coaches that you followed directions and instruction consistently and perfectly. Coming out of high school, you met a slightly old man. Your parents objected because he seemed to have too much control over you. The man also had two infant fraternal twin sons." I knew the shock of his discovery showed on my face. He didn't stop. "You struggled with the boys, additional schooling, and work. You met another man, but didn't marry, and you were able to complete your degree but he left, too. Some reports said he couldn't deal with your inability to share in making decisions. You got your first job here, met your husband, and the rest is what we already know."
The war within me had flared into a nuclear apocalypse. I had to fight to maintain focus. Neither side of the conflict gave any reason for hope. Leave now and pretend it didn't happen! You're hopeless and you'll never be truly at peace! But ... there was a calm, neutral force trying to be heard. Wait, Mary, just a bit longer.
Mr. Bartels was speaking, again. "That's not quite all of the story, though, is it?" What? Wasn't that enough to discover? What more could he know? "There was always the same reason for why you were going from man to man to man." He put that together, too? "It wasn't just the man to man, though. There was the single female membership in that swinger club." Oh, no! "That must have been hard to manage with the boys."
"I ... how could you find ... Oh God ..." What do I do now? Why? That calm voice. Was I truly going crazy this time? But, it was so calm and insistent, 'Be honest, Mary, just this once, trust and don't over-think.' I looked him in the eyes but it wasn't with the pretend confidence and authority I had trained myself to project. This look was letting him know I was ready to stop pretending. "Sir ... I ... the boys are all I ever had. The men were always a crutch, a desperate hope at finding resolution. I gave up on ... that part ... for the boys."
"I said earlier that I could help you. Should we stop and none of this will ever be known? Or, do we continue and I show you how you can be at peace with yourself and your boys?"
I stared at him for a moment and I didn't need to hear any voices within me. A feeling of calm was already washing over me. I turned my gaze from Mr. Bartels to Mr. Tillotson who had been silent the entire time. I nodded to him while verbalizing, "I am ready to continue."
I turned back to Mr. Bartels. "I am ready, sir."
"Excellent," he said with enthusiasm. "I have a dominant history, Mary. It goes back a long way but it was with my only wife that I realized the potential for it being an issue. My only wife couldn't bear under my attempts for dominance in the relationship and my desire for her to be compliant. My mother had been compliant to my father and, to me, it seemed natural in the relationship of male and female. That was wrong, of course. She was a good woman and my nature drove her away. It was that experience that focused me in my relationships with others. As a result, understanding my nature would tend to continue, my subsequent relationships became an indulgence with willingly compliant casual partners. I never wanted to hurt or mislead anyone. I was who I was. Controlling that natural part of me was like ... well ... like you trying to control your natural part of you. It can be done but isn't comfortable. You can imagine the struggle I was always in with traditional office staffing. When I finally took on this position, I saw my opportunity to create a safe environment. That was the reason behind the elimination of the use of executive assistants in this office."
He gazed at me and I returned the gaze, though less boldly. Was that how he identified me in all that data? Was it that he knew what his opposite would be?
"Do you see, Mary? When I found you, I changed everything I had considered for the position."
"Sir ... may I comment on a point?" I inquired respectfully.
"Of course. A relationship like this must be fully and openly honest. How can there be trust and understanding without it?"
"Yes, sir. Thank you. It seems to me that you didn't changed everything about the position but rather inserted a lot more than originally envisioned."
He smiled, then chuckled. "See what I mean, David? Is she not perfect? A sexual submissive and smart."
For the first time, Mr. Tillotson spoke, "I learned long ago, Arthur, not to doubt you."
"Are we still moving forward, Mary?" Yes, sir. "Good. Do you see that we are a match of opposites? A dominant like me is lost without a submissive. A submissive like you is lost without a dominant. We belong together, Mary."
"I understand, sir. You are saying that you are my option for fulfillment and I am your option for fulfillment. Meaning that together we both can attain our natural balance?"
"I couldn't have stated it better, dear," he said. "Mary, do you mind if I call you 'dear'?"
I blushed and I knew it. This was coming on so fast and I knew where it would go. He was releasing me and I was eager for it. "No, sir."
"Are you ready for us to stop talking in generalities and become very specific? Are you ready to trust that I will take care of you and are you ready to accept what I want from you with that trust? I used the term 'sexual submissive' moments ago and that didn't bother you."
"I am ready, sir. I know what you intend, sir."
He smiled and nodded. "Stand up, Mary." I quickly did. "You stated your readiness and expressed in clear terms what our relationship can mean for us. You expressed your trust in me without truly knowing me."
"I don't know if it can be verbalized, sir. You, the you that is you, managed to release me, the natural me. That has to be something. I have this calm, peace about me suddenly. And, the fact that you removed women from your surroundings rather than having the potential of causing them harm or emotional abuse. That tells my a lot, sir."
He smiled widely. "Insightful. You will be an interesting submissive, Mary." I smiled with another blush. How long has it been that mere kind and flattering words gave me such a reaction? "Remove the jacket and blouse."
I sucked in a breath but my jacket was already slipping from my shoulders to slide down my arms. This was real. This was really happening. A shiver coursed through me. Did he see that? Would he know? My fingers were busy undoing the button down my blouse. I pulled the tails from my skirt and finished. I was about to slide the blouse off when his words stopped me.
"Oh, no. Not that you knew but I will have rules and one is that you will not ever wear a bra when you are with me. I like breasts free to bounce and sway and yours, mature breasts, will likely be wonderful."



Mature breasts. Well, I am 37, I reminded myself. "Yes, sir." I removed the blouse and immediately reach behind to unfasten the three hooks of my offending bra without his additional instruction. I saw his smile at my immediate action. And, again, a warm feeling washed over me. With my bra on top of my blouse and jacket on the third chair in front of his desk, he gazed at me for several moments as I stood in front of him.
"Beautiful," he said. "I love your breasts. Indulge me, please, and walk to the other end of the office and back." I started immediately, passing in front of Mr. Tillotson who then got a very close view himself. I knew, of course. As I walked back toward him, he had a very pleased look on his face. I glanced down. Yes, a little mature sag to my C-cup breasts and they did bounce and sway on my chest. "Beautiful, dear. Now, the skirt." I reached behind, release the tiny hook, and lowered the zipper. I was pushing the skirt over my hips when his voice stopped me, again. "Rules 2 and 3: never wear pantie hose, I like stockings, so thigh-high or garter belts; and, no panties when you are with me or even might be with me. Understood?"
"Yes, sir. Perfectly." I finished pushing the skirt down and knew I couldn't delay. I had to remove the offending garments just like the bra. I pushed the pantie hose down my thighs, sat to removed them and stepped back into my 3 inch heels. My panties. I pushed them down and off.
"Excellent, Mary. I love a bare pussy. Do you shave or use cream?" he asked as if it were an innocent question,
"Ummm ... cream, sir. I think it is smoother."
"Smoother ... huh. Turn to David. David, what do you think?"
Mr. Tillotson didn't hesitate. He reached out and stroked over my mound. My legs opened before I thought to do it. His hand went between my legs and stroked my pussy.
"Very smooth indeed, Arthur. And she is very wet. It would seem your submissive is excited to be yours," he said while holding my eyes.
When his hand left my pussy after a minute of testing the smoothness, I turned back to Mr. Bartels.
"I will tell you explicitly what will be expected of you in this position and you can tell me if you are still interested." Yes, sir. "First, the office requirements could be almost anything any assistant might be asked to do: proof reading and editing letters, critical emails; editing presentations; travel alterations; conference call arrangements. You get the idea. Second, you will have 6 officers who will want to fuck you or have you suck their cocks but it is rare for all six to be in the office at the same time. Third, you will hostess the club activities but most of the guys have wives to get home to so it is generally only a few hours. Fourth, to alleviate any concern you might have, you will be my submissive and only my submissive. Any outside the office activities will be through me and only with your acceptance." He stared at me. "Any questions or concerns?" No, sir. "Are we still moving forward?"
"Oh, yes, sir!" I exclaimed. "Sir, what's next?" Next? "Yes, sir. I assumed there is more to the interview."
He rose from his chair and moved around the desk. As he did, he nodded to Mr. Tillotson. Both men were loosening their belts and opening their slacks. Mr. Bartels sat in the chair I had used, both men with open slacks to their knees and cocks exposed. I knelt before Mr. Bartels and took his cock in my hand. It was growing very fast and I wondered how long it might have been for him but certainly not as long as for me. I reached to the side and took Mr. Tillotson's in my other hand. I leaned forward and began licking and sucking Mr. Bartels' cock while stroking Mr. Tillotson's. I switched back and forth and they were soon quite hard. Mr. Bartels had a nice 8 inch hard cock. Mr. Tillotson was 7 inches. They both would feel wonderful compared to the dido I had available to me.
I looked to Mr. Bartels. "Will you fuck me, Sir? I will be your submissive. I will be anything you wish me to be. You will use me and have anyone else you wish use me. Will you fuck me now, Sir?" Something shifted in me. It had felt like he was exploring my submissiveness and willingness and I was doing so along with him. In this moment, though, my expression of desperate need wasn't just to be finally fucked but to taken and accepted by him. I had found the man who would dominate me and who I somehow knew I would trust. He shifted from a respectful 'sir' to a 'Sir' I needed to submit fully to.
"Dear, Mary. Yes, I will fuck you now. I will fuck you as the submissive you truly are." And, so it was, our understanding, our acceptance of each other as dominant and submissive.
He rose and I rose with him. He turned me to the desk and pressed my shoulders so I was bent over the desk. I supported myself with my arms and separated my feet. I was ready. But more than being ready, I needed this. I needed him to take me, to fuck me, and to use me. I wanted him. I wanted to be his.
I felt his cock touch my hungry pussy. It spread the lips and I moaned. But he stopped. His cock just barely inside my lips and he stopped.
"Please, Sir. If I can be so bold, Sir, please don't tease me. I need you inside me. I need you to fuck me, to use me, to claim me. Please, Sir."
Not a word from him. His cock thrust powerfully and deeply into my wet and ready pussy. I moaned deeply. "Oh ... fuck ... yessss ..." I exclaimed. He thrust hard and deep, over and over. "Yes ... yes, Sir ... like that ... use me!"
He fucked his cock into me with increasing power and energy and speed. I grunted and groaned and moaned and exclaimed my need. I orgasmed powerfully. I wailed my orgasm. He continued fucking me over and over and over. I thought I would orgasm again before he came but just before my second crashed over me, I felt his cock pulse and swell and his cum flood into me. My orgasm washed over his cock and mixed our cum, my pussy spasming around his pulsing cock.
I sagged onto the desk and moaned my frustration at feeling his cock pulled from my clenching pussy. But, I wasn't done. Another cock was pressed against my pussy. Mr. Tillotson. In the wonder of being fucked I had forgotten about Mr. Tillotson. His cock slid into my used pussy. He pressed it to full depth in the first thrust. I orgasmed again just before his cum added to the mix.
I collapsed onto the desktop, my breath coming hard. I was in a wonderful place when I heard Mr. Tillotson.
"I think ... you have a wonderful ... slut, Arthur," came through his gasping effort.
"Yes, I agree. She will be an exquisite submissive." A short pause allowing me to digest being called slut. "Speaking of exquisite, is there anything quite like seeing cum leaking from a gaping pussy?"
I pushed myself up and turned to face them. "Is there ... anything else I ... can do at the ... moment, Sir?" I gasped while still recovering and hearing the blatant sexual references regarding me.
He smiled. "Yes. Get us a drink. The center cabinet. David prefers scotch and I prefer bourbon. Neat. No ice." I started to move when he added, "Not you, dear. Your mouth will be busy getting us hard, again."
I giggled as I walked to the other end of the office. He wants more fucking. You are the submissive he desires and needs. As I returned with the drinks, the men had angled the chairs toward each other and I could immediately see it would be easier for me to move back and forth between the two men. They were both watching me with smiles and I remembered Mr. Bartels earlier comment about liking breasts free to bounce and sway. I didn't need to look down, I could feel them. I felt self-conscious and wondered how long it would take for me to feel less so when these men so obviously watched me.
After delivering the drinks, I knelt in front of Mr. Bartels, took his deflated cock in my hand, and took the head between my lips. I lightly sucked on the head and used my tongue to swirl around it at the same time. I was amused by how much I had learned and experienced back in my younger years came rushing back to me. It had been years since sex was a part of my life and now it seemed I couldn't have enough.
I switched to Mr. Tillotson once I had succeeded in having a firm cock in my mouth. Mr. Bartels used his free hand to stroke his cock as I moved away from him. I applied the same effort to the next cock and, when it too was hard, I looked back to Mr. Bartels. I reached over and took his cock from him, stroking both hard cocks.
"Sir," my renewed excitement coming through in my voice, "you said you weren't done with me. How would you like to use me next?"
He rose from the chair he had been sitting in and pointed at it. "Kneel and bend over the back," he directed. I moved immediately to comply. It might have been shocking to think how easily I had fallen into submission to this man but I wasn't thinking. I was just doing.
"David," Mr. Bartels continued, "in the interest of time, would you like to fucker her or be sucked to climax?"
Spit roast. My feelings were immaterial. Mr. Tillotson was given the choice and I was there for their use. My God, I thought, this is exciting. Releasing control and merely accepting what they wanted.
"As much as I like her cunt," he replied, "I think her mouth this time. It's not like I will be able to choose which I want any day of the work week." They both chuckled as they took their positions. And, it hit me how true the statement was. Not the part of Mr. Tillotson not being able to but the reality that Mr. Bartels would have the choice of my body whenever he wished.
They fucked me aggressively from both ends. Sometime in being fucked and my body lost in rising arousal, Mr. Tillotson's cock slipped into my relaxed throat and deepthroating came rushing back to me from my swinging events. My orgasm started a chain reaction and cum filled both my pussy (for the third time) and my mouth and throat.
When the cocks left me, the one in my mouth almost immediately, I sagged like a cloth doll in the chair for several moments before I could pull myself together. What was next?
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CHAPTER 2: MOMMY SLUT
After barely recovering from the second fucking by him and Mr. Tillotson in his office, Mr. Bartels suggested a celebratory drink and pointed me again to the cabinets on the opposite wall of his expansive corner office. This time I would be joining them. I felt the eyes of both men on my naked body as I walked with more confidence and ease than I ever would have thought possible considering I only met each man in person earlier today. More amazing, I had just an hour or so before submitted to Mr. Bartels, the Corporate CEO, who had uncovered my submissive nature and released me to accept it. By so doing, I found myself fucked by both him and Mr. Tillotson, the Chairman of the Board. I was nervous and timid and embarrassed at first, I admit. But taking Mr. Bartels cock out of his slacks and beginning to suck on it seemed to melt away all my questions and concerns. Beyond anything I could have explained, I wanted what I was beginning. I had wanted to suck his cock and I wanted the fucking I knew would be coming. And, yes, I knew there was a job associated with it and the job had an exceptional salary and benefits included. Yes, that had been a factor in the beginning. After I started submitting, though, a self realization opened to me.
I was comfortable with the realization that being a submissive slut was me. Amazingly, everything else became bonus. I walked naked across the office to serve these two powerful men a drink while I knew they were getting dressed now that they had finished using me. At least, finished for today. I might have expected that I would be embarrassed, humiliated, or regretful. I calmly took down from the cabinet brands of bourbon and scotch that were more expensive than I could imagine and equally calmly poured bourbon into two glasses and another glass with scotch for Mr. Tillotson. All I did feel as I turned to see the two most powerful men I could imagine ever actually meeting, was a sense of liberation and contentment. As I carried the silver tray with the three glasses back across the office toward Mr. Bartels' desk, the two men watched me with very pleased smiles on their faces as my breasts gently bounced and swayed. That brought a smile to my face, as well. It appears the interview had gone very well, indeed. The job as it now existed was different than I could have imagined at the beginning of interviews, but it seemed to be mine.
Before I got to the desk, Mr. Bartels directed us to the small sitting area at the side wall which was floor to ceiling glass. It was early evening and still light outside but the idea that I had been fucked by two men in front of such an expansive window still sent a shiver through me. He directed me to the sofa while the two men took the matching leather chairs opposite me. I crossed my legs demurely out of force of habit, I suppose. I was naked, though. They were now both fully dressed even though not with ties and jackets. The difference wasn't lost on me. They had both fucked me. I was still naked, I could feel their cum in my pussy, and the bourbon I sipped washed the remnants of Mr. Tillotson's cum from my mouth from the spit-roasting earlier. Their eyes on me, I waited for what was next.
"Mary," Mr. Bartels broke the silence, "did you ever think your submissiveness could ever find a release?"
"No, Sir," I stated but paused to sip from the glass. His eyes were intently watching me, though they frequently dropped down to my breasts. "Actually, sir... I uhh... I hoped for some day but I pushed such consideration out of my mind. That wouldn't have been a trait conducive to serious success in a career."
Both men chuckled. "Until today that is, Ms. Freeman," Mr. Tillotson commented.
I turned my attention to him and nodded. With that moment of acceptance, I chuckled, too. "Yes, sir. Until today."
"To clarify, and I am sorry for repeating myself, but you still wish this opportunity, Mary?" Mr. Bartels asked.
"Oh, yes, Sir," I blurted out. "And, Sir, your continued concern is appreciated but no longer necessary. If you allow me the position of Executive Services, as I said earlier, I will be yours to direct in any manner you desire."
He looked at Mr. Tillotson who nodded. "Remember what the role you will be taking on."
"Yes, Sir," I replied immediately. "You have explained the role clearly, Sir. Executive Services will assist all the executives in office functions that might arise but the main function, the primary function now, will be to avail myself to satisfy any desire in any very personal manner required." I smiled at the implication.
He smiled back. "Yes... very personal, indeed. But I want you to state it clearly. I know we have discussed it but I want it restated in your voice."
I sipped the bourbon. It was very rich and flavorful. It slid down my throat with warmth. "Sir... " I began, again, "the primary function of Executive Services will be to avail myself to satisfy all desires directed by you and to include the other executives in this office. Those desires to include fucking and sucking cock as directed. I understand, Sir, that I can and will be fucked and requested to suck cock at anytime during the day and presumably in any part of the office."
"Excellent, Mary. And you are still okay and wish to proceed?" I smiled. How interesting. Already I found my reaction to his praise rewarding. All this time of denial now released.
"Sir?" I interjected. He nodded. "Sir, I just want to say, thank you." He looked at me puzzled. "Sir, I know you believe that if I have this job I will be given a new purpose within the office that will essentially be a reward to each officer." He nodded. "I find that exciting, Sir, but... but what I want to say... Sir... if you allow me to take on the position, you will be giving me a much deeper and profound purpose." Now I could see he was more puzzled but he waited. They both did, their eyes completely focused on me. "I'm sorry, Sir... what I mean to say is that I never understood the depth of my submissive nature. I always denied it was true. I know better now. I want your control, Sir. I'll be your submissive. I'll be your slut. I'll be your submissive slut, Sir, to be used in any manner you desire."
He looked at Mr. Tillotson who smiled and nodded, whatever that meant. Mr. Bartels replied, "I... I hoped you might be submissive, Mary, but I admit I never expected the way it would come out."
I smiled shyly. Each word of encouragement and affirmation from him deepened the feeling I had, the compliance... the submission I felt to him. Mr. Tillotson might not even have been in the office for the depth of attention I felt toward Mr. Bartels. How could such a transformation occur so rapidly, so completely? I didn't care. It didn't matter.
His smile was ear to ear. "I want to accept you, Mary," he said. I understood immediately. He wasn't saying he wanted to give me the position but that he wanted to accept my submission to him, though that would also include the position. I watched him carefully, anticipating his words. My nipples were again hard nubs. I felt my pussy aroused again even after the fucking I had just received. My mind raced, then, just accept me, my mind pleaded.
"You understand, Mary, that what we are talking about could be damaging to not only us personally but the Corporation if it were ever to become public."
"I'll be very discrete, Sir, I promise," I replied suddenly concerned this might somehow still slip away.
"I am sure you will be, Mary. However, given the potential risk, I need some more substantive form of guarantee." I looked at him puzzled but desperate to give him anything that was needed. "You have two sons, correct?"
"Yes... Sir... what...?" And there it was. The form of the guarantee he needed. Never to be used as blackmail, he assured me, but as insurance.
* * * *
I left the office stunned. I understood the magnitude of the guarantee he demanded. I had already given my eagerness to fully submit to him, to accept his control of me as he desired. I had given it freely and with understanding. His demand wasn't for blackmail or control. His demand was the clearest and perfect form of guaranteeing my silence regarding the arrangement should I ever want to leave the arrangement which he made clear was always an option for me.
I was to seduce and fuck my two sons and that act would somehow need to be documented to provide insurance for the future. That would be his guarantee. And, it was perfect. Above anything else, I couldn't hurt my sons. Allowing the world to know of what would be assumed to be an incestuous affair with my sons could possibly damage them and me.
That was only part of it, though. As I drove home that Friday night, I understood the implications. To accomplish this once would open everything up between us. How could I fuck them once and not again? How could I think their reaction would simply be, 'Oh, wow, thanks, mom' and go on with life as before? Nothing could ever be the same after that. My sons would have to also become my on-going lovers. I wouldn't be accepting the 6 men in the office but my sons, too. Lovers, yes. That would be the distinction, though, wouldn't it? The men in the office would be fucking me. My sons would be lovers.
But... how do I manage seducing the boys? It isn't something we build up to. The weekend. It has to be now. Mr. Bartels wants to make an announcement Monday. There was only one way. The boys might hate me... or...
As I turned into the driveway of our very modest home, I reflected on the potential of the opportunity in front of me. Not just the job in the Corporate Executive Office but the financial security it would provide the boys and me. It wasn't just the submitting and fucking but bringing the family out from under the crushing debt left to us to bear and the chance to possibly relocate to a house we deserved. The house I drove up to was barely satisfactory and not in the best neighborhood and was small and outdated. I had always wanted more for the boys. I would be able to give them that.
"Boys?" I called out as I entered the house from the side door facing the separate single car garage.
"In here, mom," came Mark's voice.
In here wasn't very distinctive but the house was so small that it was clearly coming from the small kitchen where I knew the boys would be sitting working their way through a frozen pizza.
"Sorry I'm so late, guys," I offered as I entered the kitchen. I had shrugged off my suit jacket and caught Paul, the oldest by a few minutes, staring at my chest. I started to blush. I knew why he was staring. I tried to ignore that and took a chair at the small dinette table with them.
Paul started to get up with, "If you haven't eaten, mom, I'll get you a plate." But, I stopped him with a hand on his as he was pushing up. He paused and sat back down.
"What is it, mom?" Mark asked. "The interview not go well?" The boys always did somehow read me so well.
I forced a smile, "The interview went very well but we need to talk about that. My decision about it would have ramifications for the two of you, too." I looked at each of them and they stared at me. I took a deep breath. "You two boys are the single most important and precious part of my life and I need you to understand... or... try to understand..." I stumbled out.
Mark and Paul both reached out and held my hands. "Just tell us, mom," Paul said.
"Yeah, just spit it out. That's what you always used to tell us. Just get it out," Mark added.
"Whatever it is, you know we're here for you. We trust you, mom."
"You're right, of course. First, though, there is something I should have told you years, ago." They deserved to know the truth about us and that felt as heavy as the job issue did. There is no easy way for this, either.
"I'm going to have to just blurt this out, guys. I'm not your real mother." I watched them carefully for the shocked or hurtful reaction I was expecting but wasn't finding. "You deserved to know sooner, but..."
"We know, mom," Paul said.
"What?" I responded shocked... and relieved. One shocking thing for the night would be enough. "But... how...?"
Mark chuckled, "Maybe you don't even remember that Biology class project we had as sophomores when we needed to submit saliva samples for the DNA study we were doing. We submitted ours and yours for the study." I shook my head. I had no recollection of what they were talking about.
"We thought you were stressed with work at the time," Paul added, "but you did give us a sample."
Mark continued, "When the results came back from the testing company, Paul and I were both surprised but thought each other's was somehow in error so we compared our results. We were definitely siblings but the spaces for parents was blank. This was after..." and I nodded so he didn't have to say it "but we submitted yours ourselves so we knew your DNA was in the data base."
"Yeah, that got us wondering. The results came back to us in sealed envelopes for privacy and not shared in the assignment so it was secret. But... your DNA was in the data base but didn't show up as a parent. We talked about that and knew you weren't our biological mother. We assumed you were a step-mom or something."
Mark picked it up, again. They were tag-teaming me like they did when they were trying to wear me down to get what they wanted. This was different, though. "So, what did happen?"
I told them the sordid details. Then, "So, you see, I was never really your mom."
They both laughed which surprised me. Here I was divulging, until tonight, my worst fear and they were laughing.
"That didn't mean anything to us, mom," Paul said.
Mark added, "The biological thing..." and he shook his head "is just biology. You are the best example of being a mom by doing anything and everything for us."
In unison, they finished with, "You are our mom." I melted before them but I still had a more difficult discussion to have.
I took another deep breath and exhaled. I had decided on the way home that the only way for all this to work, the only way it could for me to please Mr. Bartels, was to be 100% open and honest and deal with the ramifications. One hard discussion down and one to go. I told them an only slightly sugar-coated version of the interview with Mr. Bartels and Mr. Tillotson.
"Holy, shit... sorry, mom," Mark uttered.
I smiled, "I think we're past worrying about some words, don't you?" Both boys laughed and it was a tremendous relief from the anxious stress. At least their first inclination wasn't to hate me or be repulsed.
"Holy fuck, then," Mark came back with. I couldn't help to laugh, too, though I shook my head. "Are you saying... you did say... you fucked the CEO AND the Chairman of the Board for the interview?"
"It was more involved than simply that, young man," I countered. And, it had been, including an interview with the Senior Director of Human Resources who seemed as confused by the position as I was at the time. "This was only the last interview. But... okay, your point is correct. That's exactly what I did."
"Let me understand this," Paul insert. Paul had been digesting what I had confessed while Mark was blurting his reactions. "You'll have office duties but your... what... service role would be..."
"Executive Services," I added.
"Right, your main role as Executive Services will be... fucking all the executives?" he finally got out.
"Only the executives in that office," I clarified as if that made a big difference. When I realized how that had sounded, I blushed anew.
"This is what you want, mom?" "How did this happen?" the boys bounced questions out.
"Something else happened that you should know. Something even Mr. Bartels wasn't expecting or considered, at least not to the extent." They watched me. I wasn't sure how much more they could take, but I had decided to be honest about it all. "Once this last interview began, something happened that I will never be able to adequately explain in any way that might make sense. Despite Mr. Tillotson also being present in the office, it suddenly became only me and Mr. Bartels. It seemed that we weren't even in his office. At least, that's the way it seemed at the moment. Something about his voice and manner and suddenly his questions ceased being questions but statements of fact that in my mind had no response but agreement, acceptance, and acquiescence. I found myself complying, agreeing with his statements and suggestions. In a short time, I was his. At the time, he didn't yet understand that. In my mind, though, I had yielded to him."
"What are you saying, mom?"
"Nobody who knew me understood me. How could they? For years... forever... I have fought against my nature to get by, to get a job, to advance my career. Without my career... don't you see? Without my career, your father would certainly have ruined us completely. But somehow Mr. Bartels tapped into my private, hidden nature and released the submissive woman I have kept trapped all this time."
"Submissive." "Okay... uhmmm... let's back up a bit." "Yeah, first, that man wasn't our father in any way." "Certainly not like you are our mom." The boys played off each other, again. "But, you're a submissive." I nodded. "But... the executives..." "Yeah, okay... so you want to fuck all those guys and part of all that is finally finding someone who discovered you and took charge to allow you to comply to this degree?"
I was quiet for a moment. I nodded shyly. I think that's right. I studied them each. How were they not upset? Was this the depth of their caring for me? To understand and then accept what I wanted?
"Okay," Paul finally said and Mark nodded his agreement.
"Okay?" I repeated.
"Yeah, I mean, this is what you truly want, right, and it sounds like it brought you relief so you're not having to hide your natural self anymore."
"Yeah, we're here for you mom. Whatever you ever need."
"You've always been there for us. It's our turn. If you want this, we'll accept it and support you."
I almost fainted from relief. Was the next issue going to be harder or had the door been sufficiently opened?
"There is something I need from you both," I ventured. They looked at me expectantly. They were eager to follow through for me. "I need you to fuck me." I wasn't sure what I expected but I wasn't expecting the smiles they gave each other and me. "You're not... disgusted? You're not shocked?"
"Seriously, mom?" Paul quickly responded. "You have no idea how often you are at the center of my fantasies when I masturbate." I must have looked aghast. "Mom," he continued in justification, "you are one fucking-hot mom."
I was stunned to say the least. This certainly was going a lot better than I feared. So, I repeated the guarantee requirement from Mr. Bartels. They understood they were now a part of it, at least in the form of the guarantee document and, as Mark pointed out, the cat was out of the bag now.
"So," I ventured, "you really want to fuck your old mom?"
"No," Mark protested, "we want to fuck our fucking-hot mom." He seemed very pleased with himself.
"One more question, mom," Paul asked. "What happened to your bra?"
I looked down at my white blouse. I had a feeling he had noticed earlier. "Mr. Bartels kept it." I could see it in their eyes. My fingers began undoing the buttons of the blouse and their eyes were glued to each one as it opened. I stood and pulled the blouse from the skirt and opened the blouse wide. I heard the gasps. I slid the blouse off my shoulders and down my arms. What the hell, I thought, they will be seeing it all soon enough. I unfastened the skirt, then the zipper, and pushed it over my hips.
"Fuck, no panties, either." "And a bare pussy. Fuck mom. You really are fucking hot!"
I smiled but it still seemed inappropriate somehow to hear my son talking that way about me. "Mr. Bartels said I would never wear bra or panties to work." I giggled, "And, he likes sheer blouses."



Paul quickly stood and approached me. I thought he would ask that we fuck. Instead he gently kissed me, then passionately. Mark duplicated it. When Mark parted from our kiss, Paul and Mark each took a breast. I smiled at them.
"Time to fuck," they said in unison.
"Yes, sirs," I replied without thought. It would be sometime later that I would be able to point to that moment when I subconsciously understood I would also submit to my sons.
I walked ahead of them without additional prodding. I knew they were studying my naked body and that made it even more exciting. I was their 'fucking-hot mom', I reminded myself with pride.
Entering my bedroom, I recognized their uncertainty. I stepped up to Paul, placed his hands on my naked body, and began kissing him passionately. I didn't stop kissing until after his hands began wandering over my body. I did the same to Mark but when I parted, I tugged his tee shirt up and off him. I moved back to Paul and repeated that and added undoing his belt and the zipper of his jeans. He was pushing his jeans down as I moved back to Mark.
Once they were naked, I looked and gasped. It was the first time at seeing them naked since they were young enough that I helped them with their baths. They had grown... in a very big way. They were big in general. Both, fraternal twins and so much alike. They stood 6' 2", weighing a muscled 210 pounds from hard work and training for football and wrestling. What I was gauging at the moment, though was the 10 inches of nearly fully hard cock each.
"Oh," I gasped, "my boys are going to make mommy very happy."
Whatever uncertainty they may have been feeling entering my bedroom instantly evaporated as I gently nudged them back until they hit the side of the bed and sat down. I knelt down in front of them and grasp a straining cock in each hand. I looked up at them and may have unconsciously licked my lips. I lowered my head to kiss each cock, lick each, and take the head of each in turn into my mouth. They were already hard but it felt important to me to show them I was willing to do whatever they wanted. And, I wanted to feel their cocks in my mouth.
"Who is first?" I asked. Boys... they resolved it by rock-paper-scissors. Mark won. I asked how he wanted me. He returned a numb look as the reality of what was about to happen settled over him. So, I pulled him into the center of the bed with me on my back and legs spread. He got between my legs and stared at my fully exposed pussy. "Have you done this before, honey?" He looked at me, nervously at Paul, and back at me shaking his head. "Paul? You?" He said, no. "Perfect," I replied. "I get to be your first. We really do need to practice, then. You want to look like you know what you're doing, right?"
"What if we think we need a lot of practice?" Paul asked playfully.
I giggled, "I think you two will catch on pretty quick," I replied with my own playfulness. "But, I won't be complaining if you do want to."
Mark, of course, knew just enough of what to do. Porn, probably, I thought. He aimed his cock at my ready pussy and inched it just inside the lips. I gave him my full attention and pulled him to me to kiss. That action moved his cock another inch inside. I whispered to him, "You have a magnificent cock, Mark. You and Paul have bigger cocks than I've ever seen. I want you to fuck me with it, Mark. Fuck me hard with your big cock. Later..." I gasped as his cock plunged deeper, "later we'll make love." He thrust fully into me. "OHHHH... FUUUCCCKKKK... yessssss," I exclaimed. He pulled back and thrust deep and powerfully, "Yesss..." I beseeched, "yes, yes, just like that."
I had already orgasmed numerous times before arriving home to start this. But Mark, and Paul later, was straining to hold back who knew how much fantasy suddenly being real.
"Oh... fuck... mom... your pussy... is so... hot and... wet..." March gasped out.
I turned my head in the direction of Paul kneeling on the bed near us. "Come here, baby. Let me suck your beautiful cock."
And, just like that we were a threesome. One cock in my pussy and another in my mouth. My sons. What an awful mother. What a lucky mother.
I felt Mark's cock pulse in my pussy. I moved a hand to my pelvis and began strumming my clit vigorously. When I felt Mark's cock spurt his cum into my pussy, I pressed hard onto my engorged clit. I erupted in orgasm, my pussy clenching around the cock and flooding it with my juices. I was in heaven and I wanted more. Paul was next.
After Paul added his cum to my pussy, he collapsed onto me, panting into my hair. I whispered with my own gasping, "Let me clean your cock, too, honey." I had sucked Mark's cock clean while being fucked by Paul. Two big cocks to pleasure and be pleasured by. And, those cocks at work. I am such a slut taking this on. Who knew.
I lay sprawled on the bed between Mark and Paul who were both caressing my body. I sighed at the feel of two men lovingly appreciating my body and what we had just done. I closed my eyes and let the warmth of their presence envelop me.
I suddenly slid myself to the foot of the bed and turned to them. My two men. Their naked bodies and soft cocks comfortably exposed to me. Of course, my nakedness was also exposed to them.
"I'm getting myself a glass of wine," I announced. "I want to fuck you both, again, and even you young men need some recovery time." I smiled at them and realized my right hand was fondling a breast. This felt so natural... so wrong, but so natural. "You want wine or beer?" They looked at each other surprised. Beer they agreed quickly as if I might change my mind. "Stay right there as you are, I'm not done with you two tonight."
When I returned they hadn't stayed where they were but only to lean up against the headboard. I was clutching the cold beer bottles to one breast while holding the glass of wine. I handed the bottles to them and my glass to Paul so I could safely take my position between them.
Mark said, "This beer is cold..."
"Yes," I agreed, "and I am trusting you will warm up that boob for me." I winked at him and a big smile formed on his face. He rubbed his free hand against the bedding and began fondling my breast.
After a moment of silence, "After what we did, are you two okay?" I asked.
"Mom, a moment ago you said you wanted to fuck us, again. Now you are asking that?" Paul pushed.
"Call it," I paused, "motherly concern."
"Okay. Concern accepted, but don't be concerned, anymore. We are completely good with everything," Paul offered.
"Yeah, totally good with it. Mom, you are amazing. I mean... wow," from Mark.
Paul added, "You are correct, mom. There is no way for us to go back now and we don't want to go back. Mark and I have talked about it often. We've felt bad for you after... you know... but we didn't know what to do except to be the best sons you could want. You had to be lonely and..."
"We didn't know what we could do about that. We hoped you might find someone. We weren't thinking about a father for us, we didn't need that. We just wanted you to be happy."
"Are YOU okay with what we did?" from Mark, again. Maybe it was them being twins that they followed each other's thoughts so completely.
"Yes," I smiled at them and gave each a kiss on the cheek. "I am totally good."
"So, we want to do whatever we can for you. What can we do?"
"Actually... there is..." I hesitantly began but again concerned about expressing more for them.
Paul surprised me. He took my leg next to his and lifted it over his. Mark, seeing his brother, followed suit but remained quiet. Paul's hand went to my well fucked pussy and Mark began teasing a nipple. I sighed and released a soft moan.
"Submissive," Paul said. "You want to let your submissive nature out. Mr. Bartels discovered it and released you and you've surrendered to it." I nodded. I glanced at him but was fixated on his fingers stroking my clit and pussy while his brother fingered a nipple. Would he say it so I wouldn't have to? Did he understand? "Surrender it to us, too, mom. Let us relieve some of it from you."
Mark was up to speed. "Will that help, mom? You can submit to us, too. We'll take care of you and love you. You know we will."
"Yes, Sir... Sirs." There was silence and their fingers stopped. They didn't leave my body but they did stop. "Mark and Paul, my two wonderful young men, I will submit to you if you will have me." They wanted me and I wanted them. My God, I thought, how did I start the day just seeking a better paying job and find myself now submissive to three men.
I was so damn horny. Mr. Bartels used the slut word for me. Would my boys come to think of me that way, too? I wouldn't be surprised. The release from denying my nature opened a hunger inside me, a hunger and desire to satisfy and please these three men. And right now all I could think about was fucking my boys, again.
I reached across Mark, my breast pressing into his muscled chest to put my half-full glass of wine on the bedside table. I then got on my knees between them and asked, "Remind me... who fucked me first before?"
Both of my sons looked at me with dawning recognition. "Mark did," Paul said quickly with anticipation. He reached over and placed his beer bottle on the opposite table. I crawled over his legs and lowered my mouth to his aroused cock. I sucked and licked only a few moments for it to be hard, again. Youth, I thought. I then crawled over his hips, took his cock in my hand, and aligned it blindly to my pussy hole. As I settled down over it, "Ohhhh... fuuuccckkkk," he gasped.
As I started rising and fall on his big cock, I leaned forward, pressing my breasts into his also well muscled chest, and kissed him hard and long as my hips continued to rise and lower on his cock with smooth, easy motion. He moaned and groaned into my mouth.
"Oh... fuck... mom," he gasped. "You are amazing!" He raised his hips to meet me coming down. "I... I want... to fuck you... everyday."
I kissed him hard. "I submitted myself to you and Mark, honey. You can fuck me anytime you want." Looked over at Mark but speaking to both. "I am yours here. Use me anyway you want. Fuck me, have me suck your cock. Make me your slut if you want."
His hips rose up with new urgency. I slammed down with my own urgency. He was young, though, and recently climaxed. I orgasmed well before him but we fucked through it. When I had trouble moving, he fucked me from below.
Mark tentatively joined us. He mauled a breast, pinched and twisted a nipple. At some point he reached underneath me to strum my engorged clit. As I exploded, again, Paul finally spurted his cum into my pussy. My body shook and quivered as I sank down onto Paul, his cum leaking the last of his cum as my pussy convulsed around it.
It was several moments later and I was still collapsed on Paul. My breathing was ragged as I turned my gaze to Mark. "Give a minute, honey. I want... to ride you, too."
I watched him lie on his back holding his hard cock upright. I giggle. "My boys. I love you both so much." I sat up and knelt over Paul, his cock sliding out of my pussy. I almost fell over trying to shift over to Mark. As I settled my used pussy over him, I gasped at the feel. I looked down at Mark, "I'm such an awful mom for fucking you two."
Mark looked up into my eyes as I settled fully over his 10 inches. As I began rising, he pinched both nipples. "No," he said, "you're the best mom ever. And it's not because you are fucking us."
Maybe, I thought, but I knew I had the two best sons a mom could ever have.
We fucked well into the night... the morning really. We never did make love. We just fucked.
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CHAPTER 3: DOCUMENTATION
The next morning required several moments to fully take in. I was in bed alone. It wasn't early. The bedside clock read, 9:53 AM. The reality flooded back with memories of what I had brought home with me from the interview and what the boys had done for me. I had not gone to bed alone, far from it, in fact. After laying out to the boys exactly what that interview had been and what the job would really be, the boys were amazingly supportive. They had learned that their mom wanted to be an office slut to the very senior executives of the corporation I worked for. Yes, there was a fancy title for the position but 'slut' was the true role.
Even when I had explained to the boys that Mr. Bartels required an iron-clad guarantee that if I ever left the position I couldn't disclose what the position had been, the boys remained supportive. Of course, I got my own surprise when the boys confessed that their masturbation sessions were largely centered around fantasies regarding their mother.
So, when I took my fraternal 18 year old twin sons to bed with me, I found myself being the first woman they had ever fucked. And, I found both with magnificent cocks, thick 10 inches they would use on me as our new relationship evolved. We all understood there would never be going back to innocence. I was still their mom and there were things about the family and household that would remain under my control, but ... I was theirs now when we were home. I was theirs when they wanted me and how they wanted me. I had submitted myself to them last night, gladly accepting their control and care to complete what I had started with Mr. Bartels. I was theirs for their use however, wherever, and as often as they wished. I had desired to be a slut at the office. I found myself also desiring to be a slut to my sons.
A phone sounded somewhere in the house. "Shit," I blurted out as I scrambled out of the bed and fell onto the floor with sheets wrapped around my legs. As I sat on the floor naked trying to untangle the sheet and finding it far more difficult than it should have been, the boys appeared in the bedroom doorway.
"It's Mr. Bartels, mom," Paul explained holding the phone to his chest. Both boys were in boxer shorts but otherwise naked. "Isn't he the CEO?"
I nodded and took the phone still helplessly tugging against the sheets as if it were some giant Chinese finger-lock device. "Hello?" I answered, though I knew very well who was on the other end. "Yes, Sir." The boys were watching carefully as they quickly, and easily I noted, untangled me from the sheets. "Yes, Sir, they are right here." I took the phone from my ear and pressed the 'speaker' button. "Okay, Sir, you're on speaker and the boys can hear you."
"Paul and Mark, correct?" Yes. "My name is Arthur Bartels and your mom will be working under me but that will require your assistance." The boys tried to stifle their laugh but failed. "Something funny that I missed," Mr. Bartels asked.
"Sorry, Mr. Bartels ..." Paul began but was promptly interrupted.
"Arthur, please."
"Yes, ... uhmm ... Arthur," Paul continued and I found it surprisingly arousing that my two sons were now on a first name basis with boss who would be controlling my body in the office. "Mark and I both know the circumstances of mom's new job and ... well, your phrasing it as 'working under you' was just very graphic to us."
He laughed on the other end. "I like you two. Mary, have you already fucked them?"
I glanced up at them, "Yes, Sir. We thought ... decided ... well ... we should maybe practice if it was going to be documented."
He laughed, again. "Excellent! Very excellent, indeed." He then explained the next steps. He would text the address for his home and we should arrive when possible. He told the boys I was not to ever wear bra or panties when with him. The boys smirked. He would video them fucking me, copy it to his laptop, then to a flash drive to be stored in his safe. He would then delete the video from his phone and laptop. I agreed. The boys looked stunned. We didn't know what 'documented' might mean and hearing it laid out gave us all pause
After I ended the call, I looked up at the boys. I was still on the floor and they assisted me to my feet. They both hugged me, a three-way family hug that would forever more take on a more erotic significance.
"I guess this is for real, now," Mark offered.
I kissed each passionately before looking them in their eyes, "You each fucked me twice last night. I'd say it's very real, already." We leaned into a meaningful embrace, my nakedness tightly held against them.
* * * *
After our showers, I suggested they dress nice but still casual. I also suggested that since I had submitted myself to them that they should start directing me by deciding what I would wear. Remembering no bra and panties, they searched through my closet and selected a sundress that was mid-thigh and very light material. Wind had a habit of lift the skirt and I would never consider wearing it without panties but that was no longer my choice. I found myself getting aroused as I slipped it on and tied it behind my neck as the boys watched.
The boys were in Dockers and short-sleeved shirts. As we walked from the house to the garage, I was so proud of them. They had always been wonderful boys. Now, overnight, they were my men. The next hours would likely be embarrassing but we would do it together and for each other.
I followed the GPS on my phone out of the city proper into the surrounding suburbs. When the app indicated the next turn, I was confronted by a gate and security booth. I gave my name and who I was visiting. The man checked his computer, nodded, and the gate slowly swung open.
"Damn, mom," Mark exclaimed, "how much is Mr. Bartels worth?"
"I have no idea, honey," I admitted with my own awe reflected in my response.
The app continued to direct me along the magnificent curved streets of the very exclusive community. The house I was directed to was not a house but what most everyone would classify as a mansion. It was huge, two-stories, brick and lush landscaping that gave it an old-country estate feel, though I was sure the community couldn't be more than a decade old. The garage had four separate doors with a short glassed-in walkway attaching from it to the house.
We parked on the circular drive near the front door and stepped up the three steps to a fittingly huge, heavy wood door with a brass knocker rather than a doorbell. Despite the security at the main gate, security cameras were evident. Mark couldn't resist and lifted the heavy knocker and tapped it twice on the brass plate underneath. It wasn't long before the door opened and Mr. Bartels stood dressed similarly as the boys.
"Mary," he said with pleasure in his voice as he stepped out onto the large raised area at the door, took me into his arms, and kissed me lightly on the lips. He turned to the boys, "and your sons." He shook their hands as I identified each. He extended his hand to the open door and we entered. The inside didn't fail to match the imposing impression the outside presented. The foyer was two-stories with a curved staircase rising to the next floor. A formal living room on the right and large dining room on the left with a table with chairs for eight. A huge kitchen at the back opened to an enormous family room with pool table, card table, an unbelievably big TV screen with couches arranged in front, a full wet-bar, and massive rock fireplace and separate seating before it. I couldn't help but wonder if the room had ever had all the seating occupied.
He led us to family room, "What can I get you to drink?" he asked. I only wanted water. I was too nervous about what was to come. Not just for myself but for the boys. It was one thing for us to have fucked in privacy but to do it in front of someone they didn't know and have it recorded had to be intimidating. The boys just looked to me.
Mr. Bartels noticed, too. "Paul, Mark, I know all this is very new to you but if you are going to be in control of your mom, you really need to stop looking to her when there is a decision to be made. You are past 18 years old and old enough to vote, sign contracts, and go to war. The state might say you aren't old enough to drink but that is only in public establishments. So, what will it be? I have wine, beer, pop, or even water." He smiled at the end.
The boys took beer and he joined them. He was very good with the boys, talking to them as men and inquiring about their future plans. I had already told him that college was a big question given our financial situation but he delved more into what they would like more than the immediacy of college in the fall.
He led us outside to a large entertainment patio with a complete grilling station, dining and lounging area. Beyond the patio was a large pool and manicured lawn, gardens, and privacy fencing surrounding it all. Then, his conversing with the boys shifted and gave me a start.
He spoke to the boys with me trailing alongside them as we strolled into the yard. It wasn't exactly like I was being ignored as much as that what he wanted to impart was more relevant to the boys. That became very clear.
He stopped near the pool and faced the boys. I was next to them but he clearly was speaking to the boys. "I know this is all new to you, guys. I mean what your mom is ready to do for us in the office, her submission to me, and what still has to happen for her to be given that position in the office." The boys nodded as one. "I also now know that you not only fucked your mom but that led to her submission to you two. This is a lot to take in. I have some advice, if you are interested."
Paul jumped at it, "Of course, sir. Mom said you were an experienced dominant."
He smiled, glancing at me before returning his attention just to the boys. "You don't know, and your mom doesn't know, if you really have the personality to be dominant. And, I'll add, she is your mom and that will add a layer to work through. It might be that you don't have it in you to treat your mom fully as a dominant. That would be understandable. If my mom was still alive and I had a similar opportunity, I don't know if I could ... except I saw first hand how my mother's submission to my father was handled by him. In your case, though, you mom is submissive and wishes that part of her to be opened and nurtured. I will handle that when she is with me but she clearly, by her actions with you, wishes to share that with you."
He looked at me, then back to the boys. "Don't be concerned if the relationship of your mom's submission doesn't initially go smoothly. It can take some trial and error. Consider steps in working into it."
"Steps, sir, like what exactly?" Mark inquired. Damn, my future boss was giving my sons advice on how to manage me.
"Okay, fair point. Taking it in steps might mean focusing first on a few things you would enjoy. For instance, right now. You mom is dressed nicely in a flirty sundress." The boys looked at me with something different in their gaze. "Would you rather see your mom dressed or naked?"
"Hell, yeah," came the exclamation from both. Then, "Ohhhh ... okay, I see," Paul uttered. He turned back to me, "Mom, please remove your dress."
"Not bad, Paul, but ... using 'please' is polite and seems to suggest there might be an option open to her. Is that your intention? To allow an option?" I'll give you an example your mom can expect. In the office, I won't ask her to please suck my cock or give her a reason to suck my cock. I will just tell her, 'Mary, suck my cock'."
They both were nodding, something I'm not allowed to use as a response to Mr. Bartels. Mark moved alongside Paul, "Mom, take your dress off and remain that way until we're ready to leave."
I stared at him for the briefest of moments. My eyes had previously scanned the yard when it was mentioned how private it was. My hands went behind my neck and pulled the ties, the top sagged exposing my breasts and a slight push sent the rest to the ground. I bent to pick it up. I dropped it on a lounge chair nearby and returned to them naked. I was extremely aware of my nakedness with them fully dressed and being outside even if the yard did seem private. The slight breeze was an additional reminder and I knew without looking that my nipples were hardening.
Paul's eyes fixed on my nipples, too. "You know one of the things we have already discovered about our mom, sir?"
Mr. Bartels paused, "I thought you were going to call me Arthur?"
"No, sir. Maybe at some point but we were raised to show respect and since you will be mom's boss, well ..."
He smiled at that and seemed to approve. "Okay, I've already discovered some things about her myself, but go ahead."
"She is very responsive," Mark added as if he had started the comment. How they did that I had no idea.
"See how her nipples are hard, already?" Paul continued. He looked me square in the eyes and smiled a nasty smile, "I bet her pussy is already lubricated, too." I blushed but under the sun I thought it might have been hidden.
"Well done," Mr. Bartels said. "Did you notice her blush? Graphic reference of her in her presence is good. A little embarrassment, exhibitionism, or humiliation will be exciting for her and you."
Paul was still eyeing me with that look. "Sir," he began without taking his eyes from mine, "would you like to check her pussy?"
"Very good. I think you might have what is needed. And, yes, thank you, I would very much like to check to see if your assessment of your mother's responsiveness is accurate."
I was, of course. I could feel my pussy lubricating and it became more as they talked about me. I parted my feet as Mr. Bartels approached. "Notice how she opened her legs for my touch? That was one of the things I discovered about her. She is not only responsive when touched and penetrated, but she anticipates it to show her availability." His hand first went to my breast and slowly, teasingly moved down my body to my pussy. I sighed at the touch and moaned as his fingers moved over my pussy. Despite my intentions, I couldn't hold back the excitement of being touched in front of my sons and the sounds escaped freely. A finger pressed into my pussy and I groaned. "You are correct, Paul. She is very wet. In fact, I think she may need a good fucking." He inserted another finger and moved them in and out, his eyes on mine. "Is that it, Mary? Are you in need of a good fuck?"
"OHHHHH ... yes, Sir ... yes, I need to be fucked. You know I do. I told you Sir, I am your slut, your submissive slut ... I am their submissive slut ... do anything."
He glanced over his shoulder as he continued fucking his fingers in my pussy. "I don't suppose you fucked your mother in the ass last night?" They said, no. He smiled down at me, "Have you ever had anal, Mary?" Yes, I responded but years ago. "Good enough," he replied and pulled his finger out of me. "I've decided. You'll be double penetrated by your sons." He turned toward the house and called back, "Warm your mom up. I'll be right back with some lube for her ass."
Fuck, I thought. I was stunned but I probably shouldn't have been But ... my sons?
"Fuck," came Mark's voice. "Anal. I never thought of that."
They were moving toward me as they began stripping off clothes. They were naked in a moment and clearly excited. The idea of fucking me in front of Mr. Bartels was no longer intimidating or was now a turn-on under his direction. I dropped to the lawn and began sucking their cocks. They were bent over mauling my breasts
In moments, he was back with a tube of lubrication that he tossed to Paul. "It doesn't matter who is in her ass or pussy this time," he said calmly. "It won't be the last time we DP her today." He helped me stand and bend over at the waist. "Someone grease her asshole and be sure to push some inside it. Then, whoever is doing it this time, grease your cock, too." He then added, "I was hoping that after we get rid of the video thing, we can spend the day just ... enjoying ourselves ... and your mother."
I heard the boys chuckled behind me as gel was spread over and into my asshole. I didn't know which one it was but that didn't appear to matter. My impression of being here only to be fucked for the video was only the beginning. He had every intention of me being fucked by the three of them throughout the day. A shiver ran through me as I was bent over having my ass coated inside and out. A shiver that was lustful and anticipating. With my ass greased, I was turned to the nearest lounger where Paul was lying with his cock held in the air. So, it would be Mark fucking my ass first. I looked at Mr. Bartels who had his phone ready. I straddled Paul, took his cock and lowered my pussy to it and slowly sank down over it to the bottom. I sighed and gasped as his thick, long cock filled me deeper and deeper. I rose and lowered myself several times, my wet pussy gliding over his cock.
I turned my head back to Mark, "Okay, honey. My ass will be much tighter so be gentle. You have to work past the sphincter and your thick cock will hurt some at first. Ignore that and go slow, but once my ass adjusts to your cock, fuck me like you did last night." What a wanton mother, I was.
I leaned down to Paul and began kissing him deeply and passionately, hoping that would distract me. Though I had experienced anal, it was years ago and never with cocks like these. But, there was a reason I was nervous though I wouldn't think of hinting at refusal. Paul's cock in my pussy alone made me feel stuffed. How was I going to take the same sized cock in my ass, too? I felt Mark's cock press at my asshole and I gasped loudly and tensed.
"Relax, slut," I heard from the side. Mr. Bartels, obviuosly. "You claim to be our slut, Mary. Breath. Relax you body and take his cock. A good slut gets double penetrated."
"I love you, mom," Paul whispered with our lips touching.
I felt Mark lean over me and breath into my hair, "You are so fucking amazing, mom. I'll go slow. Touch my thigh when I should stop for a moment."
"Oh ... my dear boys ... I want you ..." I gasped as Mark's cock began opening my asshole.
My sphincter was resisting. It had been so long and the cock in the adjacent hole was big but I did what I needed, as I was told. I took in cleansing breaths, exhale for calm, and put my focus on Paul instead of the invasion at my ass. Slowly, my sphincter relented, spread, and Mark's cock was entering. I pressed back slightly as he pressed and the head plunged an inch fully inside.
"OH ... FUCK!" I cried. "Oh ... fuck ... oh ... fuck ... ohhhoooooooo ... yesssssss ..." flowed from my lips.
My hand was on Mark's thigh and he paused allowing my stretched and straining asshole to adjust to the invasion. Fuck, only the head inside and it felt like too much.
"You okay, mom?" came Mark's voice next to my ear.
"More," I uttered. "Slowly but ... more," I gasped.
He pressed more of his cock into me. Paul remained still and I was sure that was taking a herculean effort on his part as my pussy became tighter around him and his brother's cock began pressing against his. I wasn't even aware of the moment it happened but my ass felt less like it was about to tear and I released my hand from Mark's thigh and slightly pressed back. Mark felt both and pressed into me, too. He pulled back and pressed another inch inside, over and over.
"OH ... FUCK!" I cried out, again, as Mark's thighs touched my ass cheeks. "Damn ... I'm so ... fucking stuffed ... with cock! It ... feels like ... my whole ... body is stuffed," I called out between gasps, grunts, and moans. "Fuck me ... own me ... claim me as your slut mother!"
They did. Paul was restricted at first until I managed to get my knees more underneath me to allow him more freedom to thrust up into my pussy as Mark thrust into my ass. It was a very raucous chorus of moans and groans and grunts as both fucked wildly into my holes. I was delirious with nerve endings shooting sparks from pussy and ass with regular bumps against my clit. I orgasmed, first. The spasming of my body, though, probably tightened both holes as Mark quickly joined me and Paul a moment after. My body shook and convulsed so intensely I missed much of the feel of two cocks spewing cum into my holes.



I collapsed on top of Paul and Mark did on top of me. It took a moment for Mark to easy his weight off me which eased weight off Paul. It was the most intense feeling of connection I thought I could ever have with my sons. I was sure this too open a new door and DPs would occur again at other times, but they could never top this experience.
"My God that was maybe the hottest thing I've ever seen," I heard Mr. Bartels voice nearby. I glanced to the side to find him kneel close by. "I could probably make money with that."
I weakly shook my head at him. "Not ... part of ... the deal ... Sir," I panted.
He laughed, "I didn't say I would. I said it was so hot I could."
Mark eased himself up and slowly pulled out from my ass. Once out, I could feel his cum leaking out with his cock. I eased myself up off Paul and sat on the lounger next to him. I gave the boys a weak smile before turning to Mr. Bartels. "Satisfied, Sir?"
"More than satisfied, Mary. Come," he said by way of taking my hand, "let's go inside and get something for you three to drink and rest."
On the way, I grabbed my discarded dress. The boys pulled on their boxers and carried the rest of their clothes. Inside, Mr. Bartels served drinks and then lean close to me. "Do you suppose Mark is good with computers?"
"I know his is," I replied, "like everyone his age, I presume. Why, Sir?"
He pulled on my closest nipple. "I want to fuck your ass, too, Mary. But, I want both of your boys to experience it first." As he pinched the nipple, he leaned in and kissed me on the lips. "I'll take Mark to help transferring the video file to my laptop and flash drive. You ... my sweet, sexy office slut ... you get your other son hard so he can fuck your ass."
I looked over at Paul as Mr. Bartels began straightening up. I pulled him back down to me and kissed him hard. "Thank you, Sir. You keep proving why I can trust you."
He talked to Mark and they both walked off into the house. I crawled over to Paul and pulled his boxers to his ankles and off. He looked at me confused. "I want you to take my ass next, Paul darling." And I took his limp cock into my mouth.
I was so focused on Paul's cock time passed by without my interest. Before I knew it, Mr. Bartels and Mark were back in the room. "The wonders of youthful recovery," I heard Mr. Bartels voice. I pulled my mouth from Paul's cock while continuing to stroke it. It was indeed very hard.
I grabbed his hand and pulled on him. My 5' 1", 105 pounds was no match for his 6' 2", 210 pounds but he got the idea. I knelt on the floor facing away from him. I looked over my shoulder, "Fuck my ass, honey. I want to feel you big cock stretching me, too."
He knelt behind, his cock touching my asshole. "Don't I need the gel?" he asked. I told him, no. He positioned his cock and pressed against the tight opening. As I hoped, it opened easier after just being fucked but his cock still stretched me. It took him only moments to be fully inside me and then he fucked me. I grunted and moaned as he slammed his cock into me. He grunted under the effort. It seemed deliciously forever, the marvels of him after just cumming. He surprised me. He leaned onto my back, his weight on me as one hand mauled a breast and the other strummed my clit. I orgasmed. While my body still quivered and my pussy spasmed, he grabbed my hips and used his very powerful body to plow his cock into my ass. My arousal was peaking, again. I willed myself not to orgasm until he did. When I felt his cock pulse and swell inside my tight asshole, I released my orgasm which crested only moments before his cum spurted into me.
He pulled out of me and I collapsed on the floor. Paul lay over me to kiss me hard. When he broke it, out lips were still touching, "I love you, mom," and his eyes reflected it, too.
"Oh, baby, I love you both so much. I want you, Paul... you and Mark ... I want you to have me and control me. I need my beautiful boys to take care of me."
He mashed his mouth over mine. "We both love you so much, mom. You've always been the most perfect mom and now ... now you give us this."
Mark and Mr. Bartels were standing patiently waiting. I rolled out from under Paul and gave my attention to Mr. Bartels. But, it was Mark who spoke.
"So I saw bits of the video and ... it is so hot ... just like Mr. Bartels said. So, we're going to watch it."
Mr. Bartels came and extended his hand down to me. I took it and was assisted up. "And, my submissive slut, now that you've given your ass to both of your sons, while we watch your double penetration by your sons, you will be fucking me with your asshole."
I looked at him and then my boys. Submissive slut. Could there be any question about that? Clearly not. Mr. Bartels didn't make any pretense about how he spoke to me. My son was excited for us all to watch the video on the giant screen of me fucking my sons. My other son had only a very few moments ago filled my ass with his cum, our mutual climax coming under the watchful eyes of the other two. And to think that less than 24 hours ago I was just a mom seeking a new job with better pay. A smile formed on my lips. I had no regrets.
"Of course, Sir." I kissed him on the lips. "Then each of you will have taken me completely. This day has been proof to all of us, Sir, that I am a slut for each of you to use and to direct my use."
He smiled at me, raised my chin to kiss, "Well put, Mary. You are going to be a magnificent submissive." I smiled back at him.
Mark got the screen ready and started the video. Mr. Bartels had finally removed his clothes and sat in one of the chairs, his cock already hard. I backed to him, my legs spread over his. I reached underneath for his cock and moved it and my ass for contact with my used asshole, and lowered myself. Already, there was resistance, my hole having closed but it took little additional effort for his cock to open me once again. I still moaned and gasped at being stretched but was soon working my cum-filled ass down his cock.
I began moving up and down as I watch the scene on the TV of my sons filling both holes and fucking me. We had been unaware of our fucking being captured once we got started. Though captured by a phone, the quality was very good. Mr. Bartels had moved around us capturing angles, even from directly behind Mark with his legs spread over the lounge and my sons' two cocks plowing into my holes. It was stunning. I glanced at my sons to find them glued to the scene, big smiles on their faces. Glance was really all I could do and my attention to the screen was limited, too. My body was again on fire, my ass sending renewed arousal and stimulation leading me to yet another orgasm. I clenched my asshole around the cock and heard the gasp and moan from behind me. My cries of orgasm on the screen were matched by Mr. Bartels and me with our own climax.
It was probably 15 years ago that I had experienced anal in one of the swinger groups and I hadn't particularly enjoyed it. Undoubtedly, that was how it happened. This time, three times in a short period, was sensational. And, that hadn't been the end of my use that day. Into the early part of the evening, someone filled a hole with cock including my sucking cum from each. By the time it really was done, I was exhausted but euphorically so. Paul drove us back home while I dozed in the back seat.
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CHAPTER 4: EXECUTIVE SERVICES SLUT'S FIRST DAY
I woke that Monday morning about as horny as I have ever been and over the past couple days I had attained new levels of horny. Today was the beginning, though ... the real beginning. Yes, I had already done a lot to prove my commitment to being the Executive Services Slut (not the real title). I had submitted to Mr. Bartels, then sucked and fucked both Mr. Bartels, CEO, and Mr. Tillotson, Chairman of the Board. I had submitted to my fraternal twin sons, Mark and Paul, and been videoed being double penetrated by them at Mr. Bartels' extravagant residence and then been fucked by all three of them repeatedly.
Now, today, I would take the newly created role of Executive Services in the very private and restricted Corporate Executive offices contained on the top floor of an exclusive office tower in the center of downtown. Today, I would be introduced to the rest of the office as Mr. Bartels' submissive slut and be available also to those five other executives in the office as a slut.
My pussy was already lubricating. I stood in front of the bathroom mirror fresh from the shower. Even if I said so myself, I looked good. I wasn't pretending about my appearance, though. From Mr. Bartels to Mr. Tillotson to my boys, they had all gushed the same comments. At 37 years old, my breasts were still a mostly firm C-cup. I had removed all pubic hair at some point just for the feel while masturbating. I doubted I would be doing much masturbating any more unless directed to do so. My body was firm and trim, the result of a commitment I had made to myself not to allow depression to ruin my life.
I saw the smile form on my face. The craziest thing about all this was that I wanted it, truly wanted it. I had been surprised when the idea of giving myself to other men didn't upset me. Or, that submitting to a man other than one I had chosen was even possible. Discovering how much I truly was submissive had changed my perspective. Discovering that I could be a submissive slut was life changing. And, today, my changing life was going to become very real. I smiled at the sight. My nipples were hard with excitement. I could feel my pussy becoming slick with lubrication.
I arrived in the lobby of the office tower suddenly wondering how I was getting to the top floor when, "Ms. Freeman?" I turned to the voice of a security officer standing at his desk. His hand was extended holdng a plastic ID badge. "Welcome, ma'am," he added. "This will allow you access to the far elevator and the door of your office. Mr. Bartels alerted us to your arrival."
I smiled and saw him trying to discretely observe my body. Per instructions, I was wearing one of my only mid-thigh skirts and a white, short-sleeve blouse unbuttoned to about nipple level. No bra and no panties. The only thing I wore underneath was a pair of thigh-high stockings. I couldn't blame the security man from looking. The blouse was intended to show cleavage, the blouse was just sheer enough to allow a hint of my nipples, and no bra allowed my breasts to move underneath. All were per Mr. Bartels' instructions. I smiled at him as I studied the badge and turned, pretending I hadn't noticed or enjoyed his attention.
The badge worked at the elevator and at the massive wood door at the office. Upon entering the office, I scanned the doors on either side of the open center space. The six offices were obvious but I spied a few more doors I hadn't noticed Friday during my interview. Friday? Could it really have just just this past Friday that it had all started? I moved directly to the cubicle space in the center to find a complete setup of computer, laptop, tablet, phone (desktop and cell), and assorted supplies.
I dropped my purse on the desk and scanned the area, again. Most of the offices were still closed and dark. Mr. Bartels had said it was common for several of the executives to be out of the office somewhere. As I turned, I found Mr. Bartels in his office doorway watching.
"Good morning, Mary," he greeted enthusiastically.
"Good morning, Sir."
He approached. "How was the rest of your weekend?" Rest of my weekend. Wow. Late Friday afternoon, Friday night, and Saturday had seemed like nonstop fucking.
A giggle slipped out as I responded, "Yesterday was ... relaxed, Sir." He was watching me carefully, perhaps to see if there might be nerves or any hint of regret. I gave him a big smile with clarification. "I was a bit sore, Sir. Especially from the anal. My anal experience was quite limited and a very long time ago. The boys were gentle with me." I could see he was still curious. "Oh, they fucked me, Sir, but for the first time in our new relationship it was making love."
"Excellent! They are good young men, Mary. I like them."
He gave me a quick tour of the private executive office. The unknown closed doors turned out to a room for printer, copier, and office supplies. Another door was a small kitchenette with coffee maker. The last one I hadn't identified earlier was a restroom. He led me to his office and showed a door I hadn't noticed that was almost seamless in the back wall. A closet. He said it gets used in the winter for his overcoat. I noted several shirts neatly folded on a shelf. He noted my looking at them.
"On occasion, there is a need for a change due to spilling or rain." He paused. "There is room, Mary, for you to use if you want. You never know where cum might wind up," he added with a wicked grin.
He guided me back toward his desk on the other end of the office and pointed to a chair in front of it as he moved to take his desk chair. He said much of the office duties assisting the executives would undoubtedly evolve as they got used to her being there to assist. Clarifying the club thing, that was generally on Friday nights when most of them would be in the office. During much of the rest of the week, they would be in and out with out of town trips possible. Not to be chauvinistic (but that would be the least of the office attitude) the men would like the first cup of coffee delivered.
"And, of course, you can expect to be fucked and to suck cock. It might be in their office or at your desk. You should be dressed as much as possible when not being fucked but there may very likely be times when it is just convenient to walk naked from one office to the next when the demand has been made known."
"Yes, Sir," I responded casually and I was somewhat surprised by how much that felt real.
"In terms of your dress, I think there will be need of a change to reflect what will be expected of you."
"I ... uh ... understand, Sir, but ..." I stammered.
"Not to worry, Mary. I know your financial situation." He reached into his shirt pocket and slid a plastic card across the table. A credit card. Not a corporate card but one that appeared to be private. "We will identify what we think is appropriate for entering and leaving the building but also what will work for us in the office. Use the card to make the purchases. Mary," he leaned forward and focused on me to make the coming point, "don't go on the cheap. We dipped into our discretionary budgets to create that account. We will like to see you naked at times, obviously, but we will also want to see you well dressed in a sexy manner when dressed." Then, he smiled, "And, if the boys have some ideas, used the card for that, too."
The men began arriving. He picked up his desk phone and punched in some numbers and began talking with Human Resources by the sounds of it. When he hung up, he said there was paperwork required downstairs to finalize my promotion. It shouldn't take more an a couple hours for the system to catch up with the ID and security pass he already arranged for me.
I glanced at the executive offices, now with lights on and doors open, as I made my way past my cubicle for the door. Several of them were watching through the glass walls. I smiled in response and left.
When I returned an hour and a half later, I was quite aroused. I didn't know if Mr. Bartels had forgotten that with the blouse unbuttoned and without a bra would be noticeable downstairs. I was nervous when brought into the Director of HR as I held my arms under my breasts in a hope to control them. That didn't do much to hide the impression of my nipples which were quite aroused and hard. Mr. Bartels signaled for me to come back to his office on my return. The other executives were gathering in the conference room at the back, clearly evident through those glass walls.
"Sir?" I asked by way of alerting him to my entering his office.
"Mary, how did it go down there?" he asked with a mischievous grin on his face.
"You knew, didn't you, Sir?" He returned an expression that didn't quite work as innocence and not knowing what I was referring to. "You knew how my blouse, the number of buttons loose, and no bra was going to look."
"Were you embarrassed, dear?" he asked calmly.
"Yes, Sir, but ..." I paused and squinted my brows in thought about that. He waited. He was good at waiting for full responses. "I was ... I think maybe more nervous, Sir. I was nervous someone may think badly about you for the way I appeared."
He smiled. "A submissive response." I considered that but he clarified. "You followed my instructions perfectly. The blouse hinted at revealing your darker nipples, the number of open buttons and no bra were all by my direction. Your embarrassment was a natural response. Your concern about me, though, was putting me above yourself. Do you see?" He watched me as I took all that in and indicated my understanding. "I believe, Mary, that as we evolve, the two of us, there will be little you won't do for me." That sent a hot flash of arousal through me as I believed the level of my responses to him could increase. "And," he continued, "that should be reflected in your response to the boys should they escalate their interest, also." My God! I didn't doubt him. I felt the tingle of arousal before, instantly my pussy flooded. He smiled, "The idea excites you, Mary." Not a question. He could read me.
"Yes, Sir. I admit it does. I don't think ..." I paused for the words and that I wanted to express them, "I promised to be honest, Sir," I added, "I don't think I considered, even after the weekend, the depth of my submissiveness and where that might take me."
"We will explore that, Mary. And, it would be an honor for me to provide guidance to the boys, too." Oh my God, I thought. He was experienced with submissive women and he would train and mentor my boys in the same?
He stood and said it was time to meet the other executives. What would the meeting be? Was it all starting now in the first morning? Despite the swirling questions, though, my response pleased even me. I stood and followed behind him as he exited his office and turned to the conference room. Whatever the plan was, if there even was a prepare plan, I would not disappoint Mr. Bartels.
I followed Mr. Bartels into the conference room. There were five men, all a bit older than him. There were three on one side and two on the far side. Mr. Bartels took the chair at the end of the table and did not offer for me to sit so I stood next him. The seating at the table seemed customary.
"Gentlemen," he began, "you all received my announcement that today was a new day for our office." Smiles and nods. Apparently, I was the only one not allowed to simply nod my responses. "This is Mary Freeman and she has accepted our position of Executive Services with full understanding of what that means for her and us."
He turned his gaze to me, "Mary, I want you to get onto the table and stand in the center." Well, this was unexpected. Not seeing a step stool of any sort to make that graceful, I turned and sat on the edge of the table and swung my legs up to kneel and then stand after kicking my 3 inch heels off. "There is a purpose for this, Mary, beyond embarrassing you somewhat." The men all smiled because they could see my embarrassment. "As I said earlier, they and I will come up with clothing ideas for your appearance in the office."
"Yes, Sir," I responded even if it felt unnecessary. For one thing, I was testing to see if I still had a voice that would function.
"Gentlemen, Mary is a mom so her clothes are mom-clothes. We need to change that but still being acceptable for her to come to and leave the office." Six pairs of eyes examined me and the way I was dressed. I turned without instruction so every man had a look from various perspectives. "Mary," as he shifted from them back to me, "removed your blouse."
I immediately began unbuttoning, pulling the tails from my skirt and completing it. I slid the blouse down my arms and dropped it nearer Mr. Bartels who tossed it onto a side chair. I was blushing again but turned to each man, too.
"For a mature woman of 37 years, I think Mary has exquisite breasts," he offered as I turned to face each man.
"Exquisite, indeed, Arthur," one said.
"And with aroused, erect nipples," another offered. I continued to blush.
"Mary, the skirt." This was it. I definitely had no expectation of being so blatantly displayed but when it started it should have been predictable. I unfastened the catch at the side, lowered the zipper, and pushed the skirt over my hips. Gasps came from front and back with the sight of no panties. Again, I turned. Each man responding in some way, smile, murmur, at seeing my bare pussy.
"Mary," one said, "you are stunning."
"Thank you, sir," I replied.
"Arthur," another said obviously not to me, "how did you ...?"
"Gentlemen, Mary is a submissive who has denied her nature for a very long time. Not only her submissive nature but her sexual nature. I want to be clear, Mary is submissive to me and me, only." I glanced at him and saw his wink. These men didn't need to know my situation at home. "In the office, Mary is available to all of us but only in the office." Seeing nods, he added, "On this, I will require verbal assent." No compromise was in his voice.
"Understood, Arthur." "Of course, Arthur." "Yes, Arthur." came the responses.
"Mary, on your knees." I immediately knelt. "I will introduce each man and you will greet him with a kiss and accept his touch." I didn't respond in any way but to move to all fours to approach the first man, Tom Jones, Finance. I was aware of more than just approaching a man I didn't know to kiss, but my breasts hanging beneath me, my nakedness, and the men behind me having a clear view of my pussy and I wondered if they would be able to see just how aroused I was by looking at it. Mr. Jones moved his chair closer and with one hand held my head to kiss very passionately as his other hand fondled a breast. I thanked him, another uninstructed action on my part. The others followed in order around the table: Bob Thomas, Acquisitions; Jerry Abbott, Sales & Marketing; Larry Carson, Operations; and George Wilson, Legal.
Each man at least used one hand to fondle a breast. All the men ranged from 55 to 62 years old, all with graying hair, nearly bald or short, ranging from 5' 6" to 6' 0" tall and heavier than fit (very much unlike Mr. Bartels and I found I was somehow pleased by that).
I remained on my hands and knees to await my next instructions that I was confident would be coming. I wasn't naked on the table among them for mere show.
"I think after watching that process of introduction, there needs to be more. Mary, come sit at the edge of the table in front of me." I crawled the short distance to him, sat and swung my legs over the side, and reached out to him now that my hands were free. "Legs spread, dear," he instructed. I took his face in my hands and smothered him with the heat of passion I was feeling as his hands came to my available body. One nipple was crushed as two fingers plunged into my pussy. I gasped into his mouth. He whispered back, our lips in contact, "Make each believe." I responded by thrusting my tongue into his mouth.
But he was quickly finished and I knew to shimmy to the next man. "Oh fuck," Mr. Jones exclaimed as one of his fingers entered my pussy, "she's soaking wet, already."
"Hmmmm ... yes, good ... sir," I mewed into his mouth. He added another finger and thrust them in and out as he also mauled a breast as I kissed him.
When he broke the kiss panting, I thanked him, and moved to the next man and the next until I was back in front of Mr. Bartels. Each man had freely finger fucked me while we kissed. I sat in front of Mr. Bartels with short, ragged breathing, my breasts rising and falling, my nipples hard nubs, and my pussy leaving wet marks on the table.
"How may I serve all of you now, Sir?" I gasped. He smiled. I pleased him with my ready intent to serve but also it pleased him how I was physically responding and ready for more.
In a conversational voice, "You will go under the table, suck each man's cock until hard, then come out and lean over the table in front of him to be fucked. Go in reverse order this time starting with George." No response needed, I hopped off the table and crawled underneath and moving quickly to Mr. Wilson who was lowering his slacks and opening his legs for my approach. I heard him suck in a breath as my mouth covered his semi-hard cock. I sucked, pulled off, and licked up and down his already growing shaft. Retaking the shaft in my mouth, I sucked, twirled my tongue around the head, and plunged my mouth over it until my gag reflex warned me to stop.
"OH ... fuck ..." he exclaimed. "Her mouth is sooooo good."
"Wait until you enter her hot pussy," Mr. Bartels said. Had they known he had experienced me prior to today. Would he have told them to prepare them for this moment or would they have presumed it on their own?
"Enough, Mary," Mr. Wilson said, "as good as your mouth feels I want to fuck you."
I pulled my mouth off his hard cock as he pushed back from the table on the rolling chair. I scrambled out and quickly bent over the table, my butt facing him. I looked across the table at the executive closely watching as Mr. Wilson moved his cock over my pussy and pressed it in. My mouth opened and a low moan escaped as my first much anticipated office fuck began.
"Hmmmm ... yesssss ... sir," I moaned in response to Mr. Wilson's cock sliding in and out of my pussy as I caught glimpses of Mr. Thomas across the table watching. It was so wicked. Being naked among these men, being fucked by one while five others watched stroking their cocks in anticipation of their turn at me. I would have little need for much cock sucking, clearly, but I still would just to satisfy Mr. Bartels' instruction to me.
Mr. Wilson began thrusting hard and deep and it almost felt like there was a point to it more than a chance to fuck a willing woman. If I remembered later, I'd ask Mr. Bartels. I made the conscious effort to brace myself on the table with my elbows to allow my breasts to hang and sway by the thrusts into me. The boys had commented on how arousing that was and I was committed to providing as much as possible to these men, if not necessarily for them, to please Mr. Bartels. It was stunning to me how much pleasing Mr. Bartels was a focal point for me. He declared how deeply submissive I was and my acceptance of that was without effort.
I slipped a hand between my legs to stroke my clit and slide it over the thrusting cock into me. "OH ... FUCK ... YESSSSSS," I exclaimed with a pending orgasm I was holding off for his climax. "Fuck me ... sir ... I want ... your cum ..." as I felt his cock begin to pulse. I released my orgasm and washed his thrusting cock with hot orgasmic juice and clenching pussy. He grunted and thrust hard as his cock sent a spurt of cum and leaked more.
When he pulled out of my pussy, I turned as he collapsed back onto his chair. I bent over and kissed him hard before turning to go back under the table. I was stopped, though, by the next executive and pressed down over the table. It would appear I wouldn't be doing much cock sucking after all.



* * * *
"Mary, my office." Mr. Bartels caught me coming out of the office restroom where I had attempted to clean up after being fucked by five executives in the conference room. I was still naked but for stockings. My clothes and heels were on my still unused desk.
"Should I dress, Sir?"
He smiled, "Don't bother, dear. I'll put up with having to look at your beautiful, naked body." I giggled as I padded nearly barefoot to his office and sat in one of the visitor chairs across from him at the desk.
"You didn't fuck me, Sir," I stated the obvious looking across the desk at him.
He smiled, "Not for lack of desire, Mary. Watching you enthusiastically taking five cocks was quite a sight. But, the truth is that I don't know what might be your limit for comfort. Five fucks in quick succession might be approaching too much." He stopped and waited.
I smiled back at him. Need I wonder more why I submitted to this man so easily? He continues to prove to me that trust is paramount between us. "Not that I noticed, Sir." I looked across at him, our eyes locked. I glanced back at the open door and lowered my voice. "Terrible to say, Sir, but ... well, it wasn't like being fucked by my boys or you, Sir." He nodded with a faint smile of his own recognition. "Sir ..." I falteringly began, "maybe its not submissive to ask but ... will I be able to fuck or suck you today?"
"Is that so important, Mary?" he asked and watched.
"Yes, Sir, it is. I ... feel like it is, Sir. Very important." I stopped but he remained silent watching. "I realized something while being fucked that I think was insightful of what is happening. I submitted to you, Sir. I was being fucked by the other men but you were my ground, my anchor to the moment. I had multiple orgasms with the men but the pleased look on your face was satisfying in a powerful way. Does any of this make sense, Sir?"
He smiled. "Yes, dear. It means you are a deep submissive. And, by the way, how are the boys doing?"
"They struggle with it. That's not important, though. They will come to understand that, too. What is important is that we have each other."
"I'm curious, does not being their biological mother ease the fucking for you?"
I shrug my shoulders, "I don't know. I'm still their mom to them regardless and I am still their mom in my feelings. What I do know is that this has become something very powerful for me. I have the love of a mother for them but now adding to it the love of a lover for them." I watch his face for reaction and not sure what I saw. "And, I have you, Sir. Even if the boys aren't able to be dominant for my submissive response, I have you. You give me that release and I can carry that over to the boys. So ... thank you, Sir."
"I am truly happy for you, Mary. You and the boys." He glanced at his watch. "Go ahead and get dress and we'll get some lunch." I stood and took a step toward the door. "And, Mary ..." I turned back to him, very aware of my nakedness in his office and that I would be dressing in the open area, "I will very definitely be fucking you later." I smiled, a very honest, pleased smile.
* * * *
"Mom?!" came the excited call as I entered the house from the side door near the garage after my first day at the office. Both boys rushed around the corner to greet me, smothering me between them in hugs.
"What is that wonderful smell?" I asked when they released me.
"Spaghetti," Mark said brushing past that, "how was your first day?"
"Tell us what happened," Paul added.
I managed to get them to wait for a few minutes for dinner to get started. They explained that they wanted to do more to take pressure off me and asked the Home Economics teacher at school what they could do easily for dinner. They laughed that she was so stunned by the request that she promised to work with them on easy to make dinner choices. Spaghetti was the first. I had to smile with the pride I felt nearly overwhelming me. Their interest in having me submit to them, too, had been to relieve me of some decisions by allowing them to instruct me but what they were actually doing was take over household functions like dinner that was far more effective. And, they came to that consideration on their own.
I stripped out of my clothes there in the kitchen and piled them on the counter. Naked was the way they wanted their mother and naked I would give gladly give them. They frequently watched my breasts and nipples as I described the activities in the office starting with the conference room and Mr. Bartels later in the afternoon. My nipples were hard nubs and my pussy wet with arousal as I ate and described my day.
After dinner, I offered to clean up but they refused. "Should I change into something else for you?" I asked as they were busy at the sink.
Paul turned around with a big smile, "Naked. Stay naked, mom. After a story like that, we need to fuck you, too."
I already love my new life.
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CHAPTER 5: FRIDAY NIGHT CLUB HOSTESS
After the first day, my first week in the office went pretty much like Mr. Bartels suggested when I interviewed: it wasn't common that all the executives would be in the office at the same time. When each was in the office, though, they were sure to take advantage of the Executive Services position. I might only be fucked once a day by each but most days a blowjob was also requested and several times it was while they were on conference calls with their end muted. We devised a signal of touching my head to alert me that he would be taking 'mute' off. That let me know that I shouldn't make any sounds but also not to do anything that could cause him to moan or otherwise react.
I had also been busy ordering clothes. A local boutique had an online catalog and delivery available. The executives recommended skirts, blouses, dresses, stockings, etc. by signing in under my user name and password I created and putting items into the 'Cart'. I would periodically peruse the items I found there and select the ones I liked best for ordering. Most items arrived the next day to my home. The boys enjoyed a regular modeling event of items that arrived, especially if the only items arriving were stockings and high heels. The ordering frenzy died down after a few days as the men wished to see the items worn to the office to duplicate or refine their tastes.
There was a common theme, however: skirts were short, mid-thigh, blouses were white and sheer, semi-sheer at the least, dresses were short with plunging neckline, and stocking were all stay-up thigh-highs. All shoes changed from my previous 3-inch to 4-inch heels. Since no underwear was allowed, the short skirts and dresses required my being extra careful when in public, especially in the tight skirts that tended to rise when I sat. The boys loved them as did the executives. I had accumulated three new skirts and blouses, two dresses, numerous stockings, and three heels in black, white, and strapped sandal.
On Friday, five of the six executives were in the office, which included Mr. Bartels. It had been a slow sexual day and that had me wondering why. I poked my head into Mr. Bartels office and knocked on the door jam. He turned to me from his monitor and a smile came to his face that shown in his eyes, too.
"What can I do for you?" he asked.
I walked in and giggled, "That's my line, Sir." It drew a chuckle from him. "Sir, I was wondering if there was something I was missing." He gave a perplexed look and I continued. "Well... Sir... uhmmm... I've been getting a lot of work done which is probably a good thing but... well... I haven't had much in the way of sex." How strange would that concern be in any other office?
He chuckled. "Okay, I guess we didn't define everything about the Friday Night Club activity and some of that is we have decided on modifications recently. To be fully forthcoming, we've been discussing that the past days. At least among us who have been in the office. We have experimented with the Club idea here for a few years very informally but your arrival provided something of a new perspective to it. Let me rephrase that... it brought a lot of potential to it. We already defined your naked status as 'hostess' but even more became desired. I guess I neglected to discuss it with you. My bad since it affects your considerably."
I smiled and sat in a chair opposite him. I made a point of not trying to control the short, tight skirt and it did rise quite high on my thighs. I then did something I had been considering and now acted on. I slowly raised my leg to cross it, being sure I gave a good flash of my bare pussy. Mr. Bartels doesn't miss much and he definitely saw that. He glanced at me, saw the tease showing on my face, and smiled.
"Regarding the discussion, Sir, I thought in this relationship I was the submissive and you were the dominant," I said with a twinkle in my eyes.
He laughed and shook his head. "You are wonderful. I have never encountered a submissive quite like you and I love it. So smart and also so compliant." He stared at me and I took the opportunity to uncross and recross my legs. He smiled, again. "You're enjoying this role, aren't you?"
"Immensely, Sir," I replied.
"Okay... the reason I should have discussed it with you before is that it will affect your evening. Most of us will want to be here later than normal and with you. We intend for your sexual deficit during the day on Fridays to be remedied." He smiled. "Think of your Monday introduction but more casual."
I always carried the office tablet for notes and schedule checks as well as my work phone. I took the phone up and punched the 'home' icon. It was late enough that the boys should be back from school. After a few rings, it was answered and the voice was obvious to me. "Hi, Paul, it's mom." "Son, I'm going to be late tonight. In fact, I have just learned that the Friday Night Club will go into at least the early evening." I looked at Mr. Bartels who nodded. "Yes, dear, the hostess thing." I laughed. "Of course it means fucking and sucking." "Of course I will tell you both all about it." "Yes, dear, in detail." I giggled, "I love you, too."
"What was the last part that caused you to giggle?" he asked. Privacy wasn't much of a thing for me any longer.
I blushed and he noticed. He loved that I still could blush. "He said that after hearing the details to expect an evening of their own fucking and a double penetration at some point to start the weekend." I glanced up at him and his smile was huge and lusty. "With everything that has happened in just a week, this is the first weekend the boys and I will have together in our new relationship." I giggled, again. "I wonder if they'll let me out of the house."
* * * *
Shortly after that, Mr. Bartels appeared in my cubicle. It might be a cubicle instead of an enclosed office but it was still large with room for visitor seating and huddling in front of my monitor to review documents. He sat in one of the available chairs. I was able to quickly complete the revisions to a letter I was working on and turned around to face him. The executives had been surprised how much office support they would end up using me for and it kept me busy throughout most days, especially with the interruptions for sex.
"I find I am neglecting to give you details, Mary, and I apologize. This is new to us, too," he started. "Plan to start getting the Club ready by about 4:00 PM. Mostly, that is turning the lighting down in the area and opening the bar. Of course, getting undressed. A naked hostess is at the top of our list." I smiled, already lubricating in anticipation. "There is no format. Maybe one will develop as we proceed but for now plan on beginning with serving initial drinks, learning our preferences, and being flexible for what comes next."
"Yes, Sir. I'll send these revisions to Mr. Abbott and get started."
After punching the send button on the email to Mr. Abbott, I stood and looked around the office. Only one dark office, Mr. Thomas'. I quickly went to the restroom, freshened up some, touched up my makeup and long hair, and scanned the office area on my return. It was a few minutes past 4:00 PM, already. I began unbuttoning my blouse and was removing it by the time I reached my desk. I folded it and casually placed it on my desk without the nervousness that might have been rushing through me only days before. I unzipped and pushed the tight skirt off my hips and down my legs. With those two items gone, I was essentially naked. Thigh-high stockings and 4-inch heels were all this part of my job required for the next several hours.
I opened the free-standing hutch separating the Club area from my cubicle and scanned the contents. I removed several silver trays and arranged them on the top surface. The various bottles of liquor and wine came next, crystal tumblers for the liquor and stem-wear for the wine. I took the ice bucket to the kitchenette, filled it with ice and replaced the insulated top, and returned back to the hutch. I returned to the kitchenette for a variety of simple snacks, poured them into bowls, and distributed them on the large coffee table in the center of the Club space.
I scanned the area and the items laid out. What am I missing? Anything but some men? I knew Mr. Bartels' preferred drink from the interview: his brand of bourbon served neat. I prepared that and set it to the side since looking at the arrangement of chairs didn't provide a clue to me as to which might be his. The rest of the men I would have to learn.
The men began arriving, each stopped near me, gave me their drink preference, groped me casually and with growing familiarity, and took a seat in the circle. Mr. Carson, Operations, asked for Merlot, took a handful of snacks, sat down and began swiping through his phone. Some men, I thought, really could stand to relax. Mr. Wilson asked for a scotch on the rocks, gently stroked my bare butt, and took his seat.
"Here's your scotch, sir," I said as I bent over to Mr. Wilson. I remained bent over as his free hand came up to fondle a hanging breast.
"Mary," he began with some seriousness in his voice, "I am curious about how you seem so comfortable when serving and pleasing us." He dropped his hand and I stood still facing him. "It seems so natural for you without regret or reluctance."
I caught movement at the side and recognized Mr. Bartels had picked up his bourbon and did indeed move to a specific chair. My real attention, though, was still on Mr. Wilson. "Well, sir," I replied, "that's really pretty simple. It seems natural to you because it really is my nature to want to please others. It was something I had to fight in my previous careers, of course. Now, however, I am free to be my true self. It brings me pleasure to serve you."
"You are amazing, Mary," he said. "Your eagerness to please... I wish..." but he took another sip rather than finishing. Odd, I thought. I wondered what he wished.
I turned to face Mr. Bartels. "I made the presumption that you would like your bourbon, Sir."
"Thank you, Mary," he replied and took a sip. He smiled at me while scanning my naked body in front of him. "Any concerns about this?"
I smiled back at him. "No, Sir," I replied confidently. "It can't be more intense than Monday." I turned to return to the hutch. Monday. So much has happened and it was only this past Monday that it all began.
My walk back to the hutch was to prepare the drink for the last of the five executives in the office. Being naked among them in that casual setting did feel somehow different. All other times when I was naked it had been incidental as I moved from one office to another or back to my desk to get dressed when I might be seen but not by all of them and not when they could watch so intently. It was very arousing.
After delivering the last drink, I casually moved around the circle making small talk with the men and waiting for something to happen. Finally, I moved casually back to Mr. Bartels.
"Sir," I said softly, "they seem shy in this setting." He glanced around the circle and nodded. I giggled, "If something doesn't happen soon, the boys will be disappointed."
He laughed, "I am pretty sure those two will still take advantage of your new relationship, but I understand what you mean." He looked up at me, uncrossed his legs and opened his arms. "Lets see if we can get something going."
I smiled at him as I sat across this lap. I left the outside leg off his lap which allowed easier access to my pussy. He placed his drink on the small table next to his chair, took a breast with the arm around me, and the other hand going directly to my pussy.
"My, Mary, so wet, already?"
I leaned into him to kiss him and whispered so only he could hear, "I am sitting on the lap of the man I chose to control me. My pussy is yours, Sir. If it wasn't wet and ready for your touch, you might be disappointed in your submissive and your submissive definitely doesn't ever want to disappoint."
He kissed me hard and drove two finger fully into my ready pussy. I moaned loudly and spread my legs a little more. "OH... SIR... I need to... to orgasm... PLEASE!"
He pulled his fingers from my pussy and turned me on his lap to face the other men. I was panting with sudden need and it showed on my entire body, my legs still widely spread. "Mary needs to be fucked, gentlemen."
I saw Mr. Carson rise and approach. He was head of all Operations and I knew him as a 'take charge' kind of guy that might be advantageous in that line of work and was why I was surprise he had asked for a Merlot. He offered his hand and I took it, being led back to his chair where he pressed into my back to kneel on it and pressed over the back. The next second, I heard a zipper, and hands on my hips and ass cheeks. I would have sucked his cock if asked or given the chance but his hard cock pressed at my pussy. I opened my legs as far as possible given the constriction of the chair and his cock slipped inside through my pussy lips and continued inside me. He pulled back and thrust several times until he was in as far as his average cock would go.
"Oh... yes sir... oh... thank you," I gasped out. After only a week, I was gaining a little familiarity with each of the men who had been in the office that week. Mr. Carson seemed to like a quick release with hard thrusts and had requested a blowjob. I prepared myself for him by clenching my pussy muscles around his cock and slipping a hand between my legs to stroke both him and my clit. He may have thought I was just adding stimulation to him but I knew how much it worked on their ego if I also orgasmed. We did both cum rather quickly and he pulled out rather unceremoniously as he usually did. I turned and dropped to my knees to suck and lick his cock clean. It was a habit I dedicated myself to after most fucks.
I then kissed him. "Thank you, sir, could I get you another Merlot?" At the moment, that sounded especially slutty to me and I wasn't sure how to react to my own comment. I had just fucked him and I so casually then asked if he needed a refill? But, as he pulled his slacks up, he accepted with quick glances at the other men. So, I wasn't the only one who felt strange about the exchange.
The evening heated up after that. After serving Mr. Carson's wine, Mr. Jones was sitting with his slacks at his knees and motioning to me. I smiled at him and backed over his legs, my legs on the outside of his until my calves bumped the heavy chair. I reached underneath for his hard cock and carefully squatted over him to align his cock to my just used pussy. His cock slid inside easily, of course, and with my hands on the well-stuffed chair arms, I began fucking up and down his cock.
I was in a position to easily see Mr. Bartels as I fucked his associate. He had a pleased look on his face, nodded to me when he noticed me gazing at him, and blew me a kiss. The gesture was interesting to me. Not that I had any real experience in being the submissive I had kept hidden from everyone else, but Mr. Bartels' responses and gestures to me sometimes seemed more familiar and intimate than fit my perception of a dominant. He was certainly adept at controlling me in matter-of-fact and emotionless ways but he also showed times of intimacy and concern.
I refocused on Mr. Jones' cock and felt him lean forward, his hands playing a more active role as I did all the fucking. One hand grasped a wildly bouncing breast and the other followed my bouncing pelvic as he stroked my clit. In return, I clenched my pussy around his cock and added alternating motions on his cock.
"Oh yes... yessssss sirrrr..." I purred for all to hear.
"Fuck... Mary..." he grunted and gasped, "you are... a hot fuck... aren't you!"
I braced myself and fucked him harder. Our fucking had captivated the other men with the blatant exhibition before them with my facing them. "FUCK," he called out suddenly as I felt his cock pulse inside me. I fell down onto his thighs to get him as deep inside my clenching pussy as possible. "FUCK... I'm... oooooo... ysssssss... I'm cummminnnnng..." he called out.
He fingers had stopped assisting my arousal as his climax took over his body but I was already near my orgasm and feeling his cock adding to the cum in my pussy was all I needed for my own orgasm.
"Oh yes..." I gasped as I fell back against him. "Thank you, sir," I weakly uttered. I gathered myself and slowly rose up his cock, savoring the feel of it leaving me. I quickly turned and dropped to my knees before him, "Allow me to clean you, sir." And, I did. When I looked up, he was still breathing heavily and his eyes half shut. I smiled as I stood and scanned the circle of men still watching intently. When my eyes came to Mr. Bartels, he blew me another kiss. I beamed and swelled with such pride is was probably evident on me. Mr. Bartels was pleased. What a simple, yet effective, stimulant for me.
As I stood among them, my body tingled with heightened awareness and anticipation. I could feel cum leaking from my used pussy onto my inner thighs, my nipples refused to softened, and my heart beat a sexual rhythm encouraging me for more. Then, I heard Mr. Bartels.
"I think Mary is ready for something more," he said in a voice ready to direct the next action.
The other two men besides Mr. Bartels to yet fuck me both had their slacks down and stroking their hard cocks. Their attention shifted from me to him. He did, in fact, begin direct the next manner of my fucking. He held up a tube which I immediately recognized as the same tube previously used in my anal fucking by him and my boys. I stepped to him, took it from his hand, and opened the cap. I went to the closest man, squeezed some gel onto my fingers and greased his cock well. I then took his hand, squeezed some onto his fingers, and turned my ass toward him while spreading my ass cheeks.
"Fuck," he uttered. "Anal." He wasn't refusing as I felt his fingers on my asshole and then pressed inside. I moaned.
Once his finger stopped moving in and out of my ass, I moved backward over his legs, this time holding my ass cheeks apart. While hold my cheeks, he aligned his cock to my asshole and I applied downward pressure to open the sphincter of my ass.
"Oh... yes," I muttered as my hole opened and his cock head penetrated. I stopped for a moment. Even this average sized cock took a moment for my ass to adjust. It would take much more from my boys' and Mr. Bartels' larger cocks to really loosen me, I suspect if such a thing was even real.
Once I had settled over his cock and sitting on his thighs, Mr. Bartels directed the other man to brace himself on the chair back and penetrate my pussy. A directed double penetration. The man looked at me concerned with his cock touching my pussy. I nodded. He pushed at my hole and I sighed as he gasped.
"Oh... fuck," he gasped as the head entered, "this makes it... much tighter."
"I can feel you..." the one in my ass said, "in her and against me."
"Never... done this," one of the them uttered. "Amazing."
"Mary... ohhhhh... fuck."
I raised up with my arms and legs as support to free the man in my ass and both then fucked into my holes. I wasn't sure how long I could hold myself tenuously like that when suddenly hands were holding my ass up. My pussy was being pounded now and the cocks sliding over each other was not only firing my body but was doing the same to the two cocks seeming to do battle inside me.
My head fell back with a steady stream of moans and groans and gasps escaping me. My sounds, though, were mixed by the grunts and gasps of the two men. When we came, it was in quick succession. The one in my ass, first. His had the tightest hole and my ass clenching and rubbing of the other cock fired him. That action, though, his cum entering my ass tipped me into orgasm and both holes clenched and spasmed. That was apparently all the other cock needed and I was filled in both holes.



The man in my pussy awkwardly collapsed on top of me which put a lot of weight on the man I fell back on. Given the age of these men, I might have been concerned but... fuck it, I thought, this felt too good.
I made the rounds, again, to refresh drinks. As I brought Mr. Bartels another bourbon, I gazed at him with questioning eyes. He was the only one not to have fucked me. He merely smiled at me and thanked me for the drink. Frustrated somewhat by not getting the same attention from the one man who truly mattered to me, I returned to the hutch. The feeling of leaking cum from pussy and ass was plain to me and I wondered how visual it might be to others. My return to the hutch was for a much needed glass of water. Although I enjoy alcohol, I didn't need it to loosen up and felt it could numb some sensations.
When I turned back to the men, they were chatting easily and comfortably. Mr. Bartels caught my attention. He had lowered his slacks. His cock was hard and held upright in his free hand. I returned to him happily with a big smile on my face. The evening wouldn't have been complete for me without the feel of his cock inside me.
He twirled his finger and I knew. I turned and inched my body over his legs to take him inside me while facing the others. I inched down his cock, my pussy used and well-lubricated by cum. I tensed my legs to rise on his cock but his free hand held me tight on him.
"Sir?" I questioned.
"Use your pussy, Mary," he softly answered. "I desire to just feel you around me."
I relaxed and settle fully on his legs, his cock deep inside. I began repeating Kegel exercise, contracting and relaxing the muscles of my pussy around him. I felt his cock fill me like the other men's didn't. His free hand moved to my breast, nipple, and strayed down to my pussy and clit. It roamed over me freely and very publicly. Soon, the men noticed, too. Their conversations continued but we were on display to them. Or, at least, I was on display to them.
"Arthur," Mr. Abbott said and got everyone's attention, "I would like to point out how comfortable the lovely Ms. Freeman seems in her current state of undress and being displayed right now. And not only at the present moment but when she moves naked from office to office on occasion and while casually dressing at her desk after cleaning up in the restroom." His line of thought had everyone's attention, including mine with my head back against Mr. Bartels's shoulder. There was quiet as we all were expecting a point about to be made by him. "My point being, why do we even bother with her being dressed at all? She is stunning in only stockings and heels."
For a moment, my pussy stopped flexing around the cock. This is interesting, I thought. He's correct, of course. It took me virtually no time at all to be comfortable while naked. Monday's introductory gang bang in the glass-walled conference room was sufficient to tear down the feeling of any privacy as all the offices were similarly glass-walled. All the fucking and sucking I had done since had been on display through those walls. I felt Mr. Bartels pat my pussy which pulled me from my musing to resume using Kegel movements over his cock.
"Interesting," Mr. Bartels said as his fingers began working over my pussy and clit. "You are not suggesting, though, completely naked... barefoot naked?"
"Definitely not," Mr, Abbott replied. I raised my head to find all the men attentive and watching with interest. "I find it more... hmmm... stimulating to see her somewhat clothed but not so much as to be really hiding her body. Besides," he continued, "her walking in heels seems to produce an added bounce to her tits."
Mr. Bartels chuckled with his hand moving up to capture a breast. "I have noticed the same thing." He paused a moment. "What do the rest of you think?"
There were several nods and no clear dissents. "Her beauty can't be questioned, Arthur. She's sexy as hell even clothed but naked..." Another, "I don't think there is any question. Why have to reach under her skirt or into her blouse for a feel?" And, "I'm not sure about just virtually naked, though. Maybe, at times or whatever, essentially naked like lingerie, sheer nightgowns, or baby-dolls." Another reacted to that, "I like that, too. A covering but not hiding her underneath."
Mr. Bartels' hand had returned to my pussy and he had pressed a finger into me to join his cock. I was moaning steadily. I wasn't even tracking the conversation about how I might be dressed or undressed while in the office. I was quickly reaching another orgasm with a cock and finger inside me and I was sure he had no intention of climaxing himself. The finger curled and touched the spot. My bodily flinch told him he was on target and the finger began earnestly stroking my g-spot as the thumb of the same hand stroked my engorged clit.
My orgasm was tremendous and without moving over his cock except for flexing. My heart raced, my breathing gasping and panting, and my pussy spasming around the still hard cock inside. Slowly I began registering the voices around me.
"Okay, then," Mr. Bartels was saying, "I'll call Bob Thomas this weekend. Everyone consider what we've discussed without the influence of having just fucked her or watching her orgasm in front of you. Monday morning we will revisit this item and make our decision and the any necessary parameters for it implementation."
That seemed to resolve it for the moment and the men suddenly rising told me it had to be much later than I imagined.
The men got themselves back together and stopped to give me a kiss while I remained on Mr. Bartels' cock. I was glowing from the experience and the attention I had received from the men. After they had left the office, Mr. Bartels encouraged me up and off him.
He turned me into his arms, his slacks sagging further down his legs as he pulled me tightly into an embrace. I sagged, if not melted, into his welcome and encompassing security. We kissed with his hands freely roaming my backside.
"How are you feeling now," he asked once our lips parted.
"Wonderful, Sir. So wonderful, in fact, I feel like a slut," I said honestly with a smile.
"Perfect," he replied. "It was what you wanted, wasn't it? To be my submissive slut?"
"It was, Sir. And, still is. My desire to be so is only heightened, Sir. Only a week and I can honestly say I entrust my body and being to you fully. I want to be yours to use as you wish, Sir."
"And your boys," he added.
I giggled. I pressed my body into his and felt his cock begin to stir, again. "Yes, Sir. And my boys. You know, though, that it was you releasing me that enabled me to submit to them, my sons."
He kissed me hard, parted us, turned me, and patted my bare ass. "Speaking of your sons, they are waiting for their slut mom to detail her slutty evening and then to fuck them."
I was at my desk using some wipes I had in the drawer to wipe my pussy and ass, not that I thought it would stop more cum from leaking. I decided the restroom wasn't going to be enough this time. I needed a shower and smiled. I wondered if the boys would give me the time to shower before the rest of my evening. Slut-mom time.
"Mary," his voice pulling me back to being naked in the office. I turned to find him dressed sans his tie and jacket. "Before a decision is made on Monday, do you have any input on how we want you dressed?"
"Yes, Sir," I said as I pulled on the blouse, recognizing how comfortable I had become to not wearing a bra constraining my C-cup breasts. "I am yours, Sir. Whatever you decide is best for the office and my service in it."
* * * *
"Sorry to be so late, boys," I called out upon entering through the side door nearest the detached garage. Only a week since all this had begun and it wasn't just the office. The activities of the office added fuel to my new relationship with the boys at home. And I felt it strongly as I stepped into the house.
"In the family room, mom," I hear Mark call back in response.
I found them on the couch watching some baseball game. "Did you guys have something to eat besides that popcorn?" I asked very motherly. Our new relationship might be a carnal debauchery after compounding my submissive to Mr. Bartels with my submission to my sons, but I was still their mother, even if not biologically.
"Yes, mother," Paul responded with an edge of exasperation in his tone I let slide, "and there is still some leftover stew in the frig from the other night, if you haven't." I said I was fine, though the answer had nothing to due with food. The game was abruptly turned off and they both turned their attention to me. "Mom, we've made a decision." Okay, I thought. This should be interesting after tonight. "When we're all home, it seems we are reaching under your clothes, through your clothes, and taking your clothes off when our arousal has us in the mood for you. And, you know mom, that you are VERY arousing." I nodded. So, it would seem and not only their opinion. "So, we decided that when you are home, and it is just us, that you should be naked." Well, I thought, isn't that coincidental.
I unhesitatingly stripped where I stood in the entryway to the family room and, while my clothes came off, I relay the very similar discussion by the executives during the Friday Night Club session.
"You're kidding," Mark exclaims, "at the office, too?" I shrugged, knowing the decision wouldn't be made until Monday.
The boys want to know everything about what I did as the hostess, but I tell them that will have to wait a few minutes because I needed to shower for them. They are on their feet and, of course, don't want to wait.
I step up to each and kiss them. "I won't be long."
I turned and bend over to retrieve my discarded clothes when I hear from behind me, "Had a busy night, huh, mom?" And snickering. Oops.
I dumped my clothes on the floor of the bedroom, kicked off my heels, and sat on the edge of the bed to roll my stocking down. They too were merely discarded on the floor with my skirt and blouse. I only intended to take a quick shower but wanted to especially wash my pussy and ass. If the boys decided to eat me, again... not only did they like to fuck but pleasing their mom like that, too... I wanted to be as fresh as possible.
I was drying my long hair with a towel as I opened the bathroom door to find the boys naked on the bed, the covers turned down like I instructed them. It was one thing to wash sheets and another the covers on top. I smiled at them, threw the wet towel into the bathroom and joined the boys on the bed where I pressed them back against the headboard as I took both cocks into my hands. I alternated sucking each cock until I was stopped with their insistence that I relay what had happened to me as hostess. It was the first time and was yet another thing new for them recognize was now a part of their mother.
When I concluded my story, having added more detail than I might have imagined being able to comfortably express to my sons, they were speechless. What a change. Normally, some remark would escape from one of them after relaying events of the office.
"Are you shocked by your mother?" I asked of their uncharacteristic silence.
"Hell, no, mom!" Mark exclaimed. "It's just... well..."
Paul laughed and finish yet another of his brothers comments. "I think what he means is, it's just that it would make for a really good porn video."
"Yeah," Mark added after finding his voice, "starring Mary Freeman, the voluptuous office slut."
"And soon to be seen in," followed Paul, "Mommy Slut and Her Two Sons."
I squeezed their cocks extra hard and caused them to wince. "You can dream or tease all you want but no way does my name appear in a porn video."
Paul elbowed his younger brother by only 4 minutes. "Notice she didn't say no way would she APPEAR in a porn video?"
I gave them my most serious, threatening look but it obviously didn't come across the way I intended. Paul's reaction was to move behind me and press me down to continue sucking Mark's cock while he raised my hips and pressed his cock against my pussy which opened to his mere touch to slide into. I groaned at the feel of his thicker cock as I took Mark's equally thick cock into my mouth to the entrance of my throat but stopped when my gag reflex took over.
They promised me a double penetration but that I was told it would come later. They had no intention of it being a one-fuck night. After barely beginning with Paul's aggressively fucking me from behind and Mark as deep in my mouth as I could, my phone rang. Even the boys could now recognize the ring tone I had for Mr. Bartels.
Mark answered. "She is pretty busy right now, sir." Paul and I couldn't hear what was being said on the other end, but Mark puts the phone on speaker.
"Busy fucking Paul, then, I assume, Mary?" Mr. Bartels asks.
"Oh... God, yessss... Sir" I manage to gasp out.
"Has she told you what happened at the office tonight, guys?" he asked. Mark said I had. "And she went straight home to fuck you two." He chuckled. "I am beginning to think you mother truly is a slut."
"I don't... think that's... up for much... debate... any longer," Paul gasped out in response. That made Mr. Bartels laugh harder.
"I believe you're correct. Well, I'll make this short then so you can get back to using her," he said. "I am sorry to bother you but since you are all together... guys, your mom disclosed she didn't think she could deep throat and I've been thinking about that. I am sure you guys know how it is with your mom and thinking about her fucking and sucking." The boys laughed knowingly. "So," he continued, "I was wondering if you could do me a favor?"
Oh, what is he up to, I wonder silently as Paul continued to plow into my pussy.
"Sure, Mr. Bartels, what do you need? We were just telling mom how hot she was." Mark answered quickly already surmising it had everything to do with more sex and me.
"Your mom is really quick at picking things up so I think she only needs some encouragement. Would you mind if she used you two for practice in developing her deep throat capability? I am sure there must be internet info covering it. You know, like a 'how to' thing. I suspect practicing each night on you both... well, you get the idea. Would you mind? It's just that, well... if your mom really is a slut... don't sluts need to be able to take cock deep in all her holes?"
Paul slowed his fucking and laughed, "We'd be glad to help you out, Mr. Bartels. We want to support her in anyway we can and it's important for mom to get along well with others at work, right?" Mr. Bartels laughed.
These three may be the death of me. But... what a way to go.



            Mom's New Job Ch. 06

            Mary explores public exhibitionism.

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/moms-new-job-ch-06

Title: Mom's New Job Ch. 06

Author: ikeman48

Category: Mature

Description: Mary explores public exhibitionism.

Tags: exhibitionism, body paint, slut, mature

Series: Mom's New Job


CHAPTER 6: EXHIBITIONISM
I knew my second Monday morning in the Executive Services position was going to be different than the first because at least I didn't expect a gang bang to start the day, but this one held some potential for something new, too.
Last Friday night, during what the executives called their Friday Night Club gathering at which I acted as their naked hostess, the conversation among them had turned to puzzling over why I should be expected to wear any clothes at all. It wasn't so much that a debate and arguments were posed for or against as much as posing the idea in case there really was a reason. The Senior Executives of Emmon Corporation had exclusive offices on the top floor of an office building in the center of downtown. It was exclusive to the point that a special access badge was required to reach the top floor by the elevator and again to unlock the massive solid wood door of the office. Only seven people, besides building security, had such access and one was me. The other six had spacious offices within the larger office area.
Hence, the office was very private. I was hired to fill the newly created Executive Services position which had never been more than the proverbial wet dream of the executives. That is, until I came along and opened up all sorts of potential. Along with normal office duties, I had extra office duties that included fucking and sucking the six executives. That became reality only after Mr. Bartels, the CEO, uncovered my submissive side which I had kept deeply hidden throughout my career, but when released by Mr. Bartels, he opened me to not only the position but also submitting myself to him.
The conditions he presented to me was that I would never wear underwear while adding to my wardrobe short skirts, sheer and semi-sheer blouses, and lots of thigh-high stockings. Those skirts and blouses routinely found themselves discarded on chairs of the various offices when I was asked for a fuck. It also became something of a habit that multiple men expressed interest in a fuck at the same time leading me to walk naked from office to office ... and sometimes even a third office.
Which was all the point of the conversation. Since I seemed comfortable in moving about the office naked, especially with it being secure and private, why bother with clothes for me. It only meant I had to remove them and put them back on. That was their argument. I had been uninvolved at the time as I was being brought to orgasm while sitting on Mr. Bartels cock in front of the other men.
But, I knew that the decision of my being dressed in the office or not was to be decided by the executives that morning. And, that, was the new potential for me.
Upon entering the office, I saw that Mr. Bartels' office was the only one lit. I tried to get into the office early to be prepared for the men's schedules. It wasn't unusual, though, for me to find Mr. Bartels already there. I tapped on his open door.
"Aw, Mary. Good morning, dear," he cheerfully welcomed me as I entered further and took a visitor chair upon his gesturing offer. Though this skirt was full, it was short. I opened my legs and crossed them slowly, a maneuver I had practiced to flash my bare pussy. He noticed, of course. "I wanted to ask you if you had any thoughts regarding the proposal we will be discussing this morning."
"No, Sir. Except ...," which grabbed his attention, "it might have some bearing on how you consider the discussion. When I got home Friday night, the boys told me they had made a decision."
A smile grew on his face. "You're kidding. Really?"
"Yes, Sir. When I am home and we are alone, I am to be naked. They expressed their decision before I was able to tell them about my activities as hostess."
"Imagine, a possible 24/7 naked."
I laughed. "Not quite, Sir. I would still have to get from there to here and back there."
"What a bother, huh?" he laughed. "Oh," he continued after a thought came to him, "did the boys help you with that other thing?"
I smiled. "Yes, Sir. Actually, they were quite insistent that I practice frequently. Would you like to see ... er ... feel my progress?"
He stood up and opened his slacks without another word. His cock hadn't grown to the 8 inches I knew it to be when hard but it was getting there. I stroked and sucked on it until it was the full 8 inches. I sat back on my heels and looked up at him. "Ready, Sir?" He simply nodded. I could see and feel the anticipation in him. I began sucking, again. My mouth working down and up on his cock and each time down went further into my mouth to my throat. When the head of his cock passed into my throat, he gasped. I pulled back and pressed again and again and again, each time taking another inch.
Finally, my nose bumped his pubic hair and I pressed a bit harder, clenched my throat around his cock and heard his deep, guttural moan. I pulled back up and off him.
"Would you like to fuck my throat, Sir?"
"Fuck ... your ..." he stammered which had to be the only time I knew him not to be in complete control of himself.
"At first, I was ecstatic just to get the boys in my throat. My boys were quite persistent, though, Sir. They are such good boys, don't you think so, Sir?" I teased.
"I ... yes ... you know I ... how much I like them. Yes, very good to ... ah ... insist on helping you."
"You can imagine, Sir, how ecstatic I was last night when they both managed to fuck my throat. They were very intent on satisfying the favor you asked of them."
"Yes ... I can't believe ... yes, I would like very much to be the first after your boys to fuck your throat." I started lowering my mouth over his cock, again. He stopped me and raised my chin to look into my eyes. "Have I told you lately what a magnificent submissive you are, Mary?"
I smiled at him, "Not nearly enough, Sir." I took his cock into my throat and he began humping into it.
Only moments after all the executives had arrived, I was called into the conference room and informed of their decision. I immediately stripped naked, except for stockings and heels, of course. The conditions were established but could always be amended. I would strip upon arriving at my desk. I would wear stockings and heels at a minimum. At a maximum, I was allowed to wear negligees if they were extremely sheer so my body was on display. It was agreed that if new items would be required from the boutique it would be at company expense. Thank goodness for discretionary budgets.
As I stood next to Mr. Bartels naked, it occurred to me that I might have been wrong about not being gang banged on my second Monday morning. With a pat on my bare ass, however, Mr. Bartels excused me. I returned to my desk carrying my clothes as they resumed the rest of their staff meeting.
I was having some difficulty concentrating on the items left for me to review and edit while the men continued their meeting. The change generated by their decision was surprisingly profound. What seemed like such simple logic expressed from their point of view became dramatic from mine in practice. Sure, moving from office to office naked might seem justification for a clothing policy change but what took minutes (or less) was now day-long. And, I felt that difference immediately.
I sat at my desk perusing the emails possibly containing attachments for my review and action and I am naked. This wasn't naked under revealingly short skirts and semi-sheer blouses. This was naked. I hadn't really noticed the air vent over my desk area before but now the soft movement of air hardened my nipples. My bare thighs and butt on the faux-leather chair seat was cool to the initial touch and quickly turned warm. My arm pressed against a breast as I leaned to the side for some simple effort like reaching for the stapler. Simply standing to retrieve a document from my personal printer would have me seeing my reflection in one of the glass-walled offices. I was naked. I was naked at work and that was my new standard.
I might not have been gang banged in the conference room but a close facsimile did occur immediately after. Mr. Jones, the originator of the my clothing discussion, stopped at the side of my cubicle upon leaving the meeting. The only word I could use when seeing his face was leering. He didn't need to make a gesture or utter a word, I stood from my chair after quickly saving the document I was reviewing. I followed him to his office. He didn't go to his desk but to one of the chairs in front of it. He opened his slacks, pushed them to his knees, and sat down.
Why did that feel so different? It wasn't really. The only thing really different was that I had followed him already naked. Before, I would still have known I was going to be fucked or be sucking him when I entered. The difference was mental. And, that difference was highly erotic. It was as if my being used and availability for use was a foregone conclusion. I was the naked office slut. Period. Come and use me. It was curious to me that it should be so much more stimulating. But, it was.
Clearly, the mental was high for Mr. Jones, too. His cock was hard before I could consider if I wanted to take him into my throat. He quickly shifted us, me kneeling on the chair and him pressing into my pussy which required no additional stimulation.
When he pulled his spent cock from my pussy, he informed me that Mr. Thomas wanted to see me next. That was the way the morning went. The morning wasn't a gang bang in the way that six men fucked me in a group, but I moved from one office to the next, each time being directed. Did they draw straws, choose numbers, or what? It had no meaning to me as I exited one office and moved next door or across the open space to the next office. Each fuck added another load of cum to my pussy mixed with my orgasmic juices which nearly matched the number of climaxes of cocks.
After the fifth executive, I slowly stepped to my cubicle but came to a dead stop before entering. Where were my high heels? I retraced in my mind but gave up and went in reverse order to find them on the floor in Mr. Abbott's office, my fourth fuck.
With the mixture of cum and pussy juice leaking from my pussy and coating my inner thighs, I stood at my desk. Mr. Bartels? I was not told to go to Mr. Bartels at any point in the morning. I slipped my heels back on and pulled the stockings back into place. I ran my fingers through my long hair and, for a moment, considered going to the restroom to touch up my makeup but accepted the reality that I was his submissive slut that had just been used by all the other executives.
I softly knocked on his open door for the second time that morning. Again, he greeted me with a warm smile.
"Sir," I inquired, "I was directed around the office but not to yours."
"Relieved or disappointed, dear?" he asked with a chuckle.
"Disappointed, Sir." I glanced at the open door and moved deeper into his office and spoke more softly, "Of all the men here, Sir, you are the one I most desire." I watched his reaction which was controlled. "It isn't just your larger cock, Sir. God, what a slutty thing to say," as a blush of understanding washed over me. "Not to say I don't desire you cock, Sir ..." I stumbled which brought a smile to his face. "Stop, Sir, you know what I mean and I've just been fucked by five men, none of them you. You know my desire to please you is only partially the fucking. Pleasing you is a reward of its own, Sir."
He rose and walked around his desk to take me in his arms. "My God, Mary," he softly said next to my ear, "I marvel at my good fortune that you came into my life." He parted just enough to kiss me hard, a passion that belied a submissive's expectation. "It is similar for me, Mary. You receive reward by knowing you have pleased me. I have a similar reward when I see you energetically fucking those men."
"For you, Sir," I clarify.
"I know that and that is why it is a reward for me. What you will do for me, you see? Using you as part of a group thing isn't the same for me. It is why last Friday I was intent on exhibiting you before the men while bringing you to an orgasm without really fucking you."
"That was intentional, Sir ..."
"It was. And, how did it make you feel?" he probed.
"Amazing, Sir. Even though I had fucked each of the men previously in front of everyone, when I was sitting on you with your cock stuffing my used pussy in full view of them and you exerted your effort at masturbating me to a delicously satisfying orgasm with my g-spot and clit being rubbed was ... it was ... yes, what I said ... amazing." He turned me back toward the door and playfully swatted my bare butt, "Back to work with you. You know I will use you, Mary. In my time, though."
I paused at the open door and gazed back at him. He was back behind his desk but watching me. Damn, I thought, I'm horny all over, again.
* * * *
It sometimes seemed Mr. Bartels was training me or preparing me. For what I didn't know, but soon I would come to understand. He often used the boys as his tools for taking me step by step into slut-hood. He had the boys fuck my ass, first. He had the boys take me deliberately into achieving deep-throat.
Exhibitionism seemed to be different. Mr. Bartels talked about exhibitionism with me. Almost taunting me with the idea. He described it as mental, psychological in its impact for arousal. His handling of me at that first Friday Night Club. He had displayed me with his cock buried in my pussy facing the other executives as he fondled me, groped me, teased my nipples, and took me to heaven by penetrating his finger into my pussy alongside his cock to stroke my g-spot and clit at the same time. He was correct, of course. Somehow, the display had added another level of arousal.
I never spent an entire weekend with him without the boys. But, there were nights that I spent alone with him at his home. At first, I thought it was about the sex. Although, it always was, when we were alone, it was different. He showed me how slow, concentrated attention to a partner can take any sexual act to another level. Emotion. Mental. He was turning me into HIS ideal sex partner. I learned what he liked most and how he like to use me. I learned how to use my pussy and anal muscles to enhance the pleasure ... both of our pleasures. Our few evenings together in retrospect seemed jammed with learning but at the time it never felt that way. It was later, when I was away from him and considered what we had done, that I came to realize how much of a dominant he was and how much of a submissive I was. I sometimes felt that we had to have been made for each other, the perfect ying and yang for each other, but separated until recently found, again.
Exhibitionism was one of the lessons that I didn't understand to be a lesson at the time. He asked how it felt to be naked or nearly so in the office. How it felt being naked at home with the boys. When at his home, he asked how it felt when I was taken outside naked in the pool or in the yard. How it felt to be fucked outside in his private yard.
It culminated about two weeks after that first Friday Night Club hostessing.
Mr. Bartels asks if I could spend the day and night on Saturday with him. The boys were mildly disappointed but it had happened before and they understand. When I arrived on Saturday early afternoon, he told me we were going to a local music festival being held along the river. As nice as that sounded, I knew better. I was sure it would be nice but he and I aren't dating so there is something else in his mind, too. It had nothing to do with trusting him or not. Of course, I trusted him. But, my mind was working on what else was going on. Ultimately, I knew to stop thinking and wait. Whatever it was would present itself. Whatever he had in mind for me, I knew I would do for him regardless.
I didn't understand at first but he was ramping up the exhibitionism nature of sexual stimulation with blatant exposure. He started out slow. First, he has me dress in an outfit I had never seen before, a super tight, clinging exercise short (butt-crack hi-lighting the view) and small, thin sports bra. It is not my common dressing but, I remind myself, this is Mr. Bartels. After all, I am always naked in his office and home.
As I squeezed myself into the outfit, I tried to envision going to a gym in it ... and I couldn't. But, apparently, I would be walking through the crowds of a music festival. We walk through the festival in no particular hurry enjoying the music and vendors. I am surprised and disappointed when he wanted to leave later in the afternoon. We aren't going back to his house, however. As we pulled to a stop at a nondescript home in a nondescript neighborhood, he tells me to be flexible and trust him.
It turns out the home belongs to an artist ... of sorts. Mr. Bartels knocks, identifies himself, the man answering the door studies me in the tight workout clothes, and lets us in. He pulls out his phone and takes pictures of me front, back and side. After transferring them to his tablet, he turns to Mr. Bartels.
"Exactly as she appears now?" the man asks.
"Exactly," Mr. Bartels responds.
The man led us through the house to a side room filled with framed photos, paint equipment, and paints. The floor was covered with tarps and he flipped a switch that turned on an air-filtration system. By just glancing at the photos on the walls, I saw what kind of artist this man is: body painting.
The man led me into the center of the room and calmly said, "Naked, please." I look at Mr. Bartels but I am here by his choice so I pull off both tight pieces. I am standing before this man completely naked trying to remain calm like this happens all the time. Of course, I am making the effort for Mr. Bartels because inside I am anything but calm.
The man glances at the tablet frequently as he uses a fine brush to outline the edges of his painting to duplicate the clothes I had been wearing. As he focused on what would be the top, I relaxed. He outlined the thin straps that crossed in back and the smallish cups in front. Once outlined, he made the straps heavier with another brush before switching to a small spray paint gun to fill in over my breasts. He pulled back occasionally, presumably to gauge the thickness of paint he had applied. Then, he seemed satisfied and turned to Mr. Bartels.
"Perfect," he said with a please smile.
Then, the man moved to outline what would be the shorts. Hell, even the real shorts were so explicit I was self-conscious being out in public. Maybe they were okay in a gym but in public they seemed explicit. Apparently, I had much to learn, though I accepted it all.
I was self-conscious as the man again used the fine brush for the outline of the shorts, especially when he told me to open my legs to outline the inside. As he outlined the inside of my thighs, he was right there ... right there at my pussy and I just knew I was turned on and that he could tell.
He looked up at me and smiled. Yep ... he could tell.
He turned me around to begin the spray paint on my backside. Damn, he even spread my ass cheeks to spray deeper inside. When he turned me, again, to spray the front, I visibly shivered and flinch as he worked the spray lower and lower to my mound.
"You need to hold still," he admonished, "or you'll ruin it."
I didn't dare glance at Mr. Bartels.
He had my thighs covered and my mound to my clitoral hood when he calmly said, "Spread your legs, dear and show me your beautiful cunt."
I gasped as his glove covered finger pressed a pussy lip open to center the spray. Then the other side. Then, I was to spread wider and he sprayed over my pussy. I wasn't done, though. A brush was used to stroke into my pussy for full coverage.
He carefully guided me to a full-length mirror. I gasped. Mr. Bartels was behind me nodding and very pleased. I stared at my image. At a glance, I was dressed. Under careful examination, my nipples and pussy lips gave it away.



I looked at Mr. Bartels through the mirrored image. "My God, Sir, what ...?"
"Back to the festival, dear," he said with a smile.
After paying the man and waiting for the paint to dry sufficiently, we were back in the car for the festival.
I am completely naked except for paint. We walk, hand in hand, through the same festival at dusk and into full night darkness. At several times, women and couples boldly come up to us to be sure of what they are seeing. They always exude wonder and appreciation, wishing they had the confidence to do that. Single guys stare but keep their distance. When some patrolling police show up walking through, two giggling young women provide a visual screen.
I can't believe I spent over two hours at a crowded music festival completely naked except for some body paint. On the way back to the car, I can't stop talking about it and I feel an even deeper bond in the process and as a result. I see how pleased he is that I did it and that alone makes up for all tension and anxiety and embarrassment. He tells me how proud he is of me and I feel like I am about to burst with joy.
On the way back to his home, he can't resist and stops at a local park with a walking trail lit with foot tall coveredlights to only reflect on the trail. It is dark and probably impossible to tell how I am dressed even as we pass several more people closely. When we are nearly all the way around the lake, he pulls me off the trail for me to suck him. I do so greedily, as I am incredibly stimulated.
I dropped to my knees in the dirt, lower his slacks, and engulf his cock. I am not surprised that it is nearly hard and becomes completely hard in my mouth. I suck him, lick him, and suck him more. I bob my head on his cock until I press his cock deeper and deeper until he is in my throat and I press more so his cock is fully in my throat. I hear him groan and moan. Are there other late night walkers close by? I certainly don't care. I fuck my throat over his cock until he cums. Then I suck every drop from him and lick his cock clean.
"Sir," I say urgently, "I want you to fuck me here." He laughs, "Then you shouldn't have made me cum in your throat."
Frustrated for a moment, "Sir, how about if we walk back the other way. Maybe by then ..."
He laughs, "Okay, my slut. We'll give it a try." It works. I get my outdoor fuck.
Arriving home late Sunday morning, the boys, as always, insist on hearing everything that happened. Of course, once entering the house, I strip completely which isn't stripping much since I only had a short sundress on with no underwear. We are in the family room with them sitting on the sofa and me on an arm chair opposite them. As I begin to describe the body painting, Mark adds a new twist for me.
"Mom," he interrupts my story telling, "hook your legs over the arms and stroke your pussy while telling us."
I gasp and glance to his older brother, by only a few minutes, to find Paul with a smile and a subtle elbow to Mark, "Good one," he utters.
As I resume the story in detail, the way the boys insist, I am also stroking my cum-filled pussy from a fucking by Mr. Bartels just before my leaving his home. I wonder if the boys can see cum leaking from my spread pussy as I finger it, stroking over the length, probing inside, and stroking my clit that feels so engorged.
After, it seems that my stories recounting activities with Mr. Bartels will sometimes lead the boys to trying to match what had happened. They consider that reaction to being a mentoring benefit from Mr. Bartels and Mr. Bartels fully encourages that as it seems to deepen my submissive response to him. In this case, they do take it to another step. That afternoon, the boys drive us out to the Interstate. Mark and I are in the back seat of the boy's old Prius while Paul drives. Once Paul merges onto the Interstate and passes out of the city, Mark begins to undress me and he joins me naked in the back. I am nervous. It is still fully light outside and, even if we are traveling at 65 miles per hour, the windows of this car are not darkened and we are quite visible inside it.
I fucked Mark cowgirl style, bouncing on his big cock, my breasts bouncing and swaying, with truckers and other drivers honking as they pass. I had earlier wondered why Paul was driving at 65 rather than the 75 mph speed limit. He wanted increased exposure of what I was doing. I glance down at Mark as I fuck him aggressively and out the side window as another pickup truck came alongside and matched our speed for several minutes that I realized I am the one really exposed.
After we both cum, Paul pulled off at an exit with no other cars behind us. Paul and Mark exit the car, Mark pulling on shorts and tee shirt while Paul quickly strips. They change places and I dutifully wait for Paul to get positioned before straddling him and sitting abruptly on his equally thick, 10 inch cock. Despite just orgasming on the identical cock of his brother, I moan lustily as my pussy slides down his cock. We are still stopped at the stop sign on the exit ramp as Mark restarts the car. Paul looks up at me as I begin rising and falling on his cock.
"I think Mr. Bartels, is right," he says with a smile as he flexes his hips up to meet me. "You are a slut, mom."
I rise up slowly on his cock, smile down at him, and drive my pussy down to take his cock as deep as possible in that constrained position. He moans in response.
"And how does ... that make you ... feel, son?" I ask between aggressive fucking. "Are you disappointed, ashamed, or embarrassed by me if that is true?"
He pulls my head down and kisses me hard and long, his hips rising to meet my fucking him. When we separate, "Mom," he starts, "you being a submissive slut to him and sharing it with us is the most amazing thing possible. A mom-slut. We love you beyond words. We always have and always will."
Mark drives us back to the city with a duplication of public exposed fucking.
Wait until Mr. Bartels hears, I think to myself as I awkwardly shrug on my tee shirt as we exit the Interstate onto city streets. I need to be at least partially covered within the city. The boys, though, are discussing possibly having me make a naked dash from the garage to the house with the waning light of day. God ... between these two and Mr. Bartels, I never know for sure what might be coming next. No, I think with a giggle that causes the boys to glance at me curiously, I am pretty sure whatever it is that it will involve and orgasm and more semen in my cunt ... or ass ... or throat.
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CHAPTER 7: MR. TILLOTSON RETURNS
It seemed to have been ages since that night when I had first been fucked by Mr. Batrels in his office during that interview that ultimately landed me in this job as an office slut, submissive to Mr. Bartels, and freely fucked by the twins at home. That interview, though, hadn't only been Mr. Bartels. The Chairman of the Board, Mr. Tillotson, had also been present (to confirm my consensual participation?) and had been the second Corporate executive to have my body. After everything that had since happened to me, that night seem like such a long time ago.
The exclusive and private office area where the six most senior executives had their offices had quickly led them to conclude it was a waste of time for me to be dressed only to undress when they wanted to fuck me and then have me get dressed, again. The second week in the position revised my dress code. If not naked during office hours, I would be dressed in something sheer and exposing. The twins had requested the same but more simplistic: when I arrived home, they preferred me naked.
The door to the executive office area required a special key-card for access which was the reason I could be naked or be fucked in the open area between their offices. So, imagine my panic when I was exiting one of the offices where I just been fucked while bent over the desk and straightening my stockings when that secure door suddenly opened. I froze where I was which was midway to my cubicle and nowhere to hide.
"Mr. Tillotson!" I exclaimed a bit too loudly in my relief.
"Sorry to give you a fright, dear," he replied with chuckle.
I changed course to meet him near my cubicle in the center of the office area. He boldly took me into his arms to kiss me and fondle my naked back and butt. He pulled my hips into his and I felt his arousal pressed against me.
"David," I heard from behind me. Mr. Bartels arrived next to us as we parted. He reached out to take an erect nipple between his fingers, "You remember Mary?"
Mr. Tillotson had shifted his hand to fondle a breast as I stood between them. "Of course. That night is scorched into my memory. Everything seems to be working out for you, Arthur."
"Worked out well, indeed," he replied as he stroked over my butt and gave it a familiar pat. "Mary had quite the slut hidden inside her." Mr. Tillotson was leering at me with obvious lust. It was clear he intended to have a second opportunity to fuck me. "Mary," Mr. Bartels began, again, "David and I have some business to discuss but could you join us later for a reunion drink?"
"Of course, sir." I turned to Mr. Tillotson, "It will be nice to ... uhmm ... reconnect with you, sir."
They turned to enter Mr. Bartels expansive office as I turned to my cubicle. I had started the day in a baby-doll with the stockings and heels but the baby-doll had been left behind in one of the offices in the morning. I settled at my desk and tried to refocus on what I had been working on prior to the last request for a blow job by Mr. Jones (Finance) while he was on a conference call.
I hadn't yet touched the computer so the large monitor was dark. My reflection came back to me and I blushed at what I saw. Some cum was on my lower cheek. Although nudity around these men was nearly natural now, Mr. Tillotson was different. Now, I realize I had greeted him, kissed him, with cum on my cheek. I blush and flushed. I really am such a slut.
Late in the afternoon, I had found my focus, again. "Mary?" I heard Mr. Bartels's voice interrupting my work. I looked up with an automatic smile. "Are you at a point that you can stop and join us?"
"I will be just a quick moment, sir," I responded. I marked where I was stopping in the review of Mr. Abbott's document and saved my work. I slipped back into my heels, straightened my stockings, and ran my fingers through my long hair. I had previously gone to the restroom to clean my face of anymore cum and washed the insides of my thighs of the leaking cum of the day's fucking. Stepping to the open door of his office, "Yes, sir, is there something I can do for?"
They were seated at the sofa/chair sitting area of the office. Mr. Tillotson was on the small sofa with Mr. Bartels in a chair opposite him. "Yes dear, get us a drink and join us."
I opened the cabinet and pour a scotch for Mr. Tillotson and bourbon for Mr. Bartels and myself. I considered the two men as I approached. Mr. Tillotson patted the sofa next to him so that was where I would be. I sat crossing my legs as though I was wearing a skirt.
"My God," Mr. Tillotson exclaimed, "I had honestly forgotten how beautiful you are Mary."
I giggled, "Thank you, sir, but you probably say that to all the naked women you see in an office."
Both men laughed. "Well, since that is only a single woman, you are right, but you truly are. There is also something special about a beautiful, naked, mature woman."
Mr. Tillotson requested hearing my feelings about what happens in the office. I wasn't sure if he was performing some risk analysis for the company or desiring to hear me describe being naked and fucked. Before long, his hand was on my thigh. I uncrossed my legs and parted my knees. He now had access and his hand slid up the inside of my thigh to my pussy. His finger stroked my pussy and parted the lips finding me wet.
"I remember that night of the interview like it was last night, Mary," he said as his finger pressed between my lips but not finding my hole at the moment. I parted my legs further.
There was no question why I was with them. They may have had business to discuss before, but I wasn't with them just to share a drink. Not naked and being fingered.
"It was a lot longer ago than last night, sir," I offered. "Perhaps you would like to refresh that memory?" I added without even considering Mr. Bartels. I already knew I was being offered to the Chairman.
Mr. Tillotson shifted, put his glass on the coffee table in front of us, and shifted slightly to press his hand deeper between my legs. His finger quickly found my hole. I gasped and moaned as the finger pressed deeper and his hand pressed against my clit.
I shifted just enough to push his jacket over his shoulders while keeping his finger in my pussy. He began clumsily removing his jacket, then tie, and opening his shirt as I shifted more to open his slacks. I moved off the sofa, the finger sliding from my pussy in the process, and earnestly worked at removing his shoes and slacks. I had done all that without seeking any input or acceptance from Mr. Bartels. Feeling additional hands and fingers on my body told me he was joining us.
I was sucking Mr. Tillotson. "My God ... Arthur ..." he gasped, "I ... remembered her ... mouth on me ... before but ... not like this."
"As I said before, David," Mr. Bartels' voice came from behind me while his hands probed my pussy and breasts, "Mary has released quite the slut."
With Mr. Tillotson hard, not taking long, I looked up at the man, then looked over my shoulder. "Sir?" I asked without speaking more of the question.
"Straddle him, Mary," he instructed, "I'm taking your ass."
I quickly straddled the cock and had it deep inside me when Mr. Tillotson groaned, "You ... weren't ... kidding about ... her ..." I knew what he intended. About her being a slut. Yes, an office slut, submissive slut, and mommy slut. Yes, I was a slut.
After seating myself with Mr. Tillotson's cock deep inside me, I pressed myself into the man. I was kissing him but more importantly making myself positioned better for Mr. Bartels. I felt his one hand pull an ass cheek to the side as his cock touched my puckered hole. He pressed at it and after a moment of effort it began to open. I gasped when the cock head pressed past the sphincter and sank inside me. I groaned at the intrusion made even tighter by the other cock in my pussy. Soon, though, both cocks were deep inside me.
"OH FUCK ..." I exclaimed. "Sirs ... yes ... yes, please ... please fuck.. meeeeee ..."
They were both very happy to oblige me. It was awkward for Mr. Tillotson beneath me but Mr. Bartels' cock driving in and out of my ass seemed to provide plenty of stimulation for all three of us. I was nearing an orgasm when I was being pulled off Mr. Tillotson while still impaled by Mr. Bartels. Through hazy eyes, I saw the confusion on the man's face for a moment. Some signal must have been passed when the man stood from the sofa and I was turned. Sitting on the sofa like that was not a smooth, control action. Falling was more accurate and hitting the sofa sent the cock deep into my ass. Mr. Bartels used his legs to spread mine.
I was looking up at Mr. Tillotson. His hard cock pointing in the air and shiny with my juice. "Now, David," I heard Mr. Bartels, "fuck her to all our climaxes."
In a flash, he was leaning over me driving his cock deep into my spread pussy. Somehow, it did happen. We all climaxed one after the other.
I was shaky as I made my way back to refreshing our drinks. I glanced out the open office door as I passed. I didn't know how long that fuck had been but the outer office seemed very quiet.
"David came to me with a suggestion," Mr. Bartels began after I settled across his lap, my outside foot on the floor to allow him access to my cum-filled pussy, if he desire it. He did, of course. I had just been double penetrated by these men and was now being openly fingered. "He thought it would be an interesting Board bonding experience to have a social party at my home with you as the hostess."
I glanced at Mr. Tillotson. He was smiling. "The naked hostess, I assume?"
"Well, mostly naked, yes. We'll come up with an outfit that has you naked but ..." Mr. Bartels let it die. I knew. 'Naked but' was the way many of my office days started.
"Probably not the entire Board, however," Mr. Tillotson clarified. "I am sure some would not approve. We have a Board meeting in a few weeks. After that meeting, and after those members have left, the rest of us could meet for a more ... stimulating event."
I smiled. Stimulating, indeed. "You will, of course, sir, let me know how I can assist in the preparation of your gathering and how I can best ... uhmm ... assure the success of the gathering."
Mr. Bartels chuckled. He did enjoy how I reacted to such suggestions. "Dear, your mere presence will assure its success."
Mr. Tillotson had me bent over Mr. Bartels' desk fucking me aggressively from behind when I heard, "Mark? Hi, this is Arthur Bartels." He chuckled, "Yes, that is your mother you hear. I don't think you ever met David Tillotson." "Right, the Board Chairman. He is ... ahh ... deeply involved with your mother at the moment but I thought you should know she will be getting home late tonight." "Well, thank you, Mark, she is taking good care of us."
I felt Mr. Tillotson's cock jerk inside me. He was about to climax and I was right on the edge, too. Mr. Bartels' face appeared before me as he crouched to look into my eyes.
"Your boys will be waiting for you, Mary. You were being quite vocal, you know," he said with a knowing smile on his face. That was all I needed and I erupted in orgasm. That also sent Mr. Tillotson climax shooting more cum into my pussy.
As he leaned over me panting, Mr. Tillotson said, "I forgot about your boys. You are still fucking them?" I didn't respond except to squeeze my pussy around his spent cock.
* * * *
Mr. Bartels sent me home to the boys without allowing me to clean up. I was to leave my blouse unbuttoned and only tucked into the skirt that I was sure would be cum-stained by the time I arrived home. I was careful to be ready to cross my arms to hold the blouse together if I encountered any of the cleaning crew on my way to the parking garage. I was also extra careful not to speed. The way I looked, I might also be questioned about prostitution.
I didn't need to announce my arrival as the boys must have noticed my car or heard the garage door. They were waiting at the entrance to the kitchen.
"Well, don't you look like a well-fucked slut," Mark bluntly stated with a chuckle. Paul stepped up for a kiss, his hand entering my gaping blouse and fondled a breast. Mark's hands were busy opening the catch and zipper of my skirt. Mark had shifted to removing my blouse. I was naked in an instant.
"Have you had anything to eat?" Mark asked.
"Beside cum," Paul added. I shook my head at him but was smiling, too.
"So," Mark resumed, "you want to tell us about it or do you need more fucking?"
I blushed. I was their mother. Even if I wasn't their biological mother, I was still their mother. Our relationship had become so perverted since I had to seduce them. They wanted me naked whenever I was at home and I was always available to them just like I was at the office. Their banter about me was more blatant than at the office but we were much closer and familiar, too.
"I'll leave that up to you two," I responded. It was common practice for me to share details of my day with them. There would never be any secrets between us.
"Well, you definitely look well fuck, mom," Paul said, "so how about the details."
"Yeah,' Mark added, "even though seeing you well fucked makes us both very hard."
I made myself a sandwich with leftover grilled chicken. I then sat at the kitchen table with them and shared my day. All the lusty details of sucking cock and fucking. It was the time with the two most senior men that had them most interested. I hadn't realized I had begun fondling a breast and rolling a nipple until I noticed both boys attention frequently dropping to my breasts.
"A Board meeting at his home. How many?"
"Mr. Tillotson said he expected six others to attend," I answered.
"Six," Mark repeated.
"Yeah," Paul added, "that makes eight."
I shook my head, "Well ... Mr. Bartels' is also thinking of inviting the other executives from the office. Mr. Tillotson has to check with the attending Board members."
"Seriously?" Mark questioned. "That would be what ... thirteen? Thirteen men using you?"
Paul jumped in, too. "I don't know, mom. Thirteen. I mean eight men is more than normal. It is rare for all six of the executives to be in the office, right?" I nodded. "Thirteen ..."
Mark stared at me for a moment. "Well," he finally said, "you'll probably be sore but ..."
Paul added with a chuckle, "You are their slut."
I looked at both of them. It was way past time. I stood and took their hands in mine and led them down the hall to my bedroom I shared with them. Was thirteen too much? I pushed that from my mind. I had my two sons who needed to fuck me now. My two sons with big cocks.
I knelt on the bed facing them. I was already naked but they weren't. I watched lustily as they both stripped off t-shirts, shorts and underwear. I stared at what I expected to see. Except that our life had become so perverted, I felt no guilt that I wasn't looking at my sons but at their hard cocks. I had been made into a slut and I accepted that. Of all the cocks I was available to, there were three that I truly desired: my two boys and Mr. Bartels. All the others were just cocks that I was available to.
"How do you want to fuck me, boys?" Words that should probably never come out of a mother's mouth but came out of mine easily and openly.
Mark laughed as he and his brother crawled onto the bed with me, their hard cocks bobbing in front of them as they did. "After what we just talked about, neither one of us wants to wait for a turn to fuck you."
I smiled at them as I leaned to kiss each. "Then ..." I giggled, "double penetration."
Paul lay on his back holding his cock straight up with a big smile on his face. So, Mark gets my ass, I thought. It didn't really matter. There cocks were equally big and both stretched me every time we did it.
I straddled Paul and quickly eased his cock into my pussy, my well-fucked pussy as the boys referred to it earlier. Once settled fully with Paul's cock deep inside me, I leaned over to kiss him. At the same time, I used both hands to spread my ass cheeks in an open and excited invitation to Mark who wasted no time. My ass was also cum-filled so he pressed his cock against that tighter hole. It opened for him and passed through the sphincter with practiced pressure. I gasped and moaned.
"OH ... FUCKKKK ... YESSSSSS," I cried out. "Ohhhh ... I looovvee ... your big ... cocks inside ... meeeeee ..." I gasped and moaned and sighed as they began moving in each hole. "Oh yessss ... fuck mommyyyyyy ... like that."
Mark thrust hard into my ass and it felt like he was going into my bowels. He reached around me and grasped my swinging breasts and mauled them as he used them to thrust into me.
Paul moaned below me, "Oh, mom ... your pussy is so hot and tight."
Somehow Paul managed to thrust hard into my pussy, too. Both cocks were plowing hard and deep, filling and stretching both holes. It was amazing and consuming. They felt it, too. When I released my orgasm, it sent both of them into their own climaxes adding their cum with that of my earlier fucking.
Their double penetration of me was powerful and emotionally impactful. They fucked me with youthful energy and the pent-up arousal of hearing me talk about my many fucks during the day and the potential Board social. I wasted no time afterward and sucked them hard, again, and they switch holes. Sometime during the night a cock was entering my pussy and the other was prodding my mouth. Oh, the energy of youth. And, I was feeling the opposite of my maturity but I would never deny them while I was giving it out to other men.
The next morning when I arrived at the office, I saw that Mr. Bartels was in his office already, too. I rarely was able to arrive before him. I dropped my purse at my cubicle and went to the restroom to change. I stared at the items in the narrow closet containing various sheer, erotic outfits and none appealed to me. I removed my blouse and skirt and hung them up.
I knocked on Mr. Bartels' door jam holding two mugs of coffee. He looked up with a smile, anticipating seeing me. I handed him a mug and took a chair in front of his desk. I slowly crossed my legs so he would see my bare pussy. He smiled. It was a fun game. He knew I was his but he enjoyed the playful way I showed him I was his.
"No enticing outfit today?" he inquired.
I shrugged. "I am tired, sir, and nothing appealed to me today. If you desire something in particular ..."
"No, just curious. You in stockings and heels is always enticing." He watched me as I sipped the coffee. "Tired ... the boys keep you busy last night?"
I smiled. He like my sons and made that known frequently. He appreciated my submission to him and took full advantage of it but also respected my relationship that had evolved with my sons. He even encouraged them to try new things with me. He had gotten them to use my ass first and help me learn to deep throat cocks.
"They were less interested in the regular office happenings and more intent in what happened with you and Mr. Tillotson. Especially the Board social." I paused. He must of sensed something and waited. I recrossed my legs, again. Buying time and teasing him. Might he be the first to fuck me today? "Sir," I resumed, "they are concerned about the Board social. Specifically, about the number of men."
"I did the math myself, Mary. I made the suggestion of including the other guys before I thought about it." I watched him. He leaned forward slightly, "You know, Mary, what I like most about your boys is how they are genuinely concerned and protective of you. You have a sexual relationship now but they don't let that get in the way of respecting and caring for you. It shows how much they love you still as their mother. They understand your role here and submission to me. They accept all that but in a way that is fully in support of you. I have suspected that their interest in hearing about your day is partly about keeping track of how you are being treated."



I nodded. "I have had thought the same."
"I think Mark and Paul were right to be concerned and to express it." He smiled and seemed very relaxed about the discussion. For the first time, I was indicating some reluctance in what was expected of me. On the other hand, he seemed to agree. "The issue is moot, however. David called me and ... well he has chickened out. Despite it being his idea, and it would have been an interesting event, he decided there wasn't a good way to determine who might or might not accept such an offer without possibly losing support of his position on the Board." He was studying me. I breathed a sigh of relief. I also uncrossed and recrossed my legs. He nodded with a knowing smile. "The truth is, Mary, I am also relieved. What we do here in the office is restricted. You understand that the Board is really my boss and David's idea ... well, there was some pressure to agree. So, yes, I am happy the way this turned out, too. Will you tell the boys I appreciate their concern for you?"
"I will, sir, thank you. You know how much they like and respect you."
He nodded. "If you three are available, might you spend the weekend with me, again? I know the boys like the pool, fitness room, and us making you air-tight," he said with a chuckle.
I laughed. Yes ... making me air-tight. The three most important men in my life inside me at the same time. As much as it was a sexual high, it was an emotional high. I never wanted this to end. Not the moment but my life as submissive, office slut, and mom-slut. I never wanted any of it to end.
THE END
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CHAPTER 1: JOINING THE HERD
The basics of the advertisement were simple and straightforward:
NAKED COW DAIRY
• The regions largest and most trusted source of milk and dairy.
• Open for tours and informational sessions.
• Join the herd.
• Several contractual options available.
• Meals, housing, medical, and benefits tied to production.
Sure, there was their logo and contact information, too. I was intrigued. No, the truth was, of course, I was desperate, just like everyone else. Females outnumber males by a large percentage. Nobody seemed to understand what was causing that but it probably had something to do with the reason why all the grass fields that remained caused all the bovines to die out years ago. Ever since the bombs, those who survived, evolved, and advanced in a newly created society and were forced to adapt to all the changes that followed. Life was messed up. The society that evolved pushed to adapt or be left to suffer. We had been the so-called 'bread basket' of the country providing grains and dairy to the nation. All that ended and it took scientists decades to develop new resistant grain crops but even those efforts came too late for the few cows that had survived.
In some ways, life took on the appearance of old times captured in ancient books. There was limited transportation, communication, manufacturing, and innovation. The people lived basically without anything so society could devote their effort to serving 'the greater good'. Good jobs were scarce and mostly filled by males. Females were given jobs in nursing, care-giving, and motherhood. Everything was a struggle. Fertility was down in both males and females. We were told that the large cities had been wiped out and with them much of the technology and skilled labor for manufacturing.
Naked Cow Dairy was one of numerous across the country that adapted milk and dairy production with the use of female humans. It was another way for females to serve society: become a cow for milk production.
The decrepit bus left the edge of town into the country-side. With me on the bus were another dozen people, mostly females but also a couple men. It was a part of life that a woman might sign-up for 6-months or a year at a farm to earn some desperately needed income while the husband remained behind and worked a job. It was believed to be possible to 'get ahead' if you had the income for a few luxuries or additional training. I watched the people on the bus and wondered if they were discretely watching me, too. The women all seemed beat-down and resigned. Not surprisingly since they were considering relinquishing some of their life to becoming a cow so others could enjoy milk and dairy in their diet. The men somehow seemed worse: they were going for that occasional time away from their jobs to visit their spouse who might be attached to a milker at that very instant.
I have lived in a dormitory for minors since a very young age. My father worked manual labor outside and my mother cooked and cleaned at one of the other dormitories. There was no time to care for children. The dormitories provided a mere basic form of education to all children while a few others were deemed worthy of potential and separated for more attention. Mostly boys, however. When I reached the age of maturity for the new society, I was moved to a women's dormitory and given a limited time to decide on a job.
The bus pulled off the main road into what every school book depicted as a farm except that this one had no cows or livestock grazing in the fields along the dirt road toward the building ahead. This was Naked Cow Dairy or what a dairy farm had become. In fact, the fields along the roadside showed no evidence of any diary farming. All the field were grain. In the distance, we saw large clustering of buildings and the men on the bus became more intent. That must be the diary farm.
Exiting the bus, the men went one way while the women were led another. There were maybe a dozen of us and we were led by a woman to a smaller building with a 'welcome' sign over the large doors.
We were led down a hallway to a large room with chairs, each given a clipboard with forms attached. The forms recorded all the necessary information about us for a contract to be signed and included name, health records, age, marital status, sexual experience, breast size, if we had been pregnant, etc.
The forms were collected and another woman entered the room and stood at the front looking at the women in front of her. A few of the women were young like me but more were older. I couldn't tell if the woman was making a judgment of who among us would be better suited or if it even mattered. She began the presentation of information about the facility, the dairy farm, and the process. She emphasized that a special diet would be provided that would aid in the production of milk. Injections would be given to initiate the production of milk and further injections could be provided, if requested, to provide additional stimulation of milk production.
A woman in the row ahead of me asked, "What happens to the breast in this process?"
"Well," the woman addressing us began, "since the production of milk is the goal, the more milk you produce the larger your breasts will become."
"I mean," the woman ahead of me persisted, "how big? I'm not so sure my husband would want me with huge breasts."
"It's going to happen. If all you do is stimulate enough production to milk and not go with the enhanced options for greater production ..." she paused, "breast size could increase from say a C-cup to a E-cup. Remember, you are compensated by your milk production. The more you want to earn, the more milk needs to be produced, and, by extension, the larger your breasts become."
"Will our breasts reduce back to size after?"
The woman laughed but her frustration might have begun showing. "No. If you aren't producing much milk, maybe. If you grow to an E-cup, though ... no, their dry up and sag."
The woman in front of me got up and left. Apparently, she was with a friend because a second woman left with her. I watched but with bemusement. I wondered what they expected. They were considering becoming cows, what did they expect would happen and hadn't they seen other women in town?
There was more information, more questions. Then, we were given a brief tour of the facility. We were in the administration office building. A large multi-story building to the left was the 'cow quarters' which housed the couple hundred cows. It was another dormitory with contained dining area, lounge and socializing areas, library, recreation area, and fitness area.
In the middle was a large milking building with milking stalls that comfortably supported the cow/woman while being milked. Workers scurried around preparing and attaching machines, monitoring, detaching after completed, and cleaning for the next cow to take position. We could just make out a separate area of the building at the far side where other men were walking around the stalls and they were naked. That area wasn't explained.
Another, much smaller building was on the other side of the milking building but it wasn't described.
Beyond the buildings was a pleasant outdoor area of grass, trees, shrubs, benches, and pathways. A sparkling lake with visible sandy beaches and a trail surrounding it with more trees and benches.
It was actually a much more beautiful site than I expected for a farm.
After all that, it was time for the decision of signing contracts and the level of contract. We waited in a room and were brought into a room with an administrator for final contract discussion and signing. There were a number of women ahead of me and a few after me in line. As the line ahead of me dwindled, I was considering why I was there and what my expectations were and what I expected from my life. I didn't have a family to go back to. They couldn't afford to assist me as being here had proven. I had tried to find a job after reaching maturity but I had no skills and the unskilled work, cleaning, cooking, child-care, etc., were currently all taken. Unlike many of the women, I didn't have a husband waiting for my return with a bit of increase in money from a short-term contract. However, it seemed that maximizing the potential could open some opportunities for the future. Suddenly, it was my turn.
"Sarah Samuals?" the woman behind the desk asked. Verification most probably since she was reading from a form. I nodded. "You are young but you are of legal age. Can I ask why you are considering working here as a cow?" I went through everything about myself and family. The woman simply listened and nodded. Despite my age, it was probably a common story she heard often. "Okay," she resumed her talk, "understand that once you join the herd your name won't be used. You will be assigned a coded identifier which will be attached to your collar. You will be naked at all times whether in the cow quarters, the milking barn, or in the pasture. It isn't that we're trying to dehumanize you ..." she paused and looked at the door. "Actually, it is for us. We don't need to have you feel dehumanized but it is easier, I think, for everyone else working here not to think of you less as a woman and something else ... yeah, a cow. I mean, we're milking you, right?" She was clearly uncomfortable. Did this happen with every applicant or just because I was young and pretty? "So, what are you thinking? Six months?"
I shook my head. "No, a full year," I blurted out.
She looked at me surprised. "Really? Are you sure? I mean, great, but very few women ever walk in here and take on a full 12 months right off the bat." She stared at me. "The money?"
I shrugged. "Partially, sure. But I think I need a goal, a purpose. I think I need something to set my sights on and work toward. Yes, the money, too. I just think I can come out of this having grown and some money to maybe have it make a difference."
"Okay," she responded while looking down at my form, "you don't sound like someone who only had the basic education and parents that couldn't take care of you."
I shrugged, again. "Boys get those breaks." She nodded.
She slid a form across her desk to me. It contained options for the contract with a box for checking and a line for initials and a signature line at the bottom.
"I ... I didn't realize there were so many options," I stammered as I read through the list. I looked up. "These options all deal with various stimulation for milk production?" She nodded. "And it is how much milk we produce that reflects our earnings?" She nodded, again. I looked down at the options, "I think I have more questions."
She smiled almost as if she was beginning to read me. "How many others were after you?" Three, I said. "Please wait out there and I'll deal with them quickly, I am sure."
I got up for the door but stopped and turned. "The others ... what do they normally say?"
She smiled, "It isn't just normally, dear, it is almost always. They choose six months and the basic options. There as some who come back and maybe sign-up for more options because they need the money."
I nodded. "High turn over, huh?" She laughed. I was speaking her language: it's business.
When it was my turn, again, we began the discussion of options all over. The basic was initial injections to begin the milk production process and a special dietary plan to support milk production. Another was an enhanced dietary plan to further support milk production which often could cause some weight gain. Another was additional injections given periodically. As we worked through my questions down the options, the one that had me wondering the most, though, was, 'Bull stimulation during milking'.
"Bull?" I asked. "I understand you refer to the women as cows, but ... bulls?"
"Did you look at the far side of the milking building?" she asked.
I nodded and remembered. "It was darker and harder to see but ... yeah, I think I saw some naked men walking around."
"Bulls," she replied. "I can't tell you how or why it happens. Our struggling society can't put scientists to study something like this ... but a bull stimulating the vagina while milking seems to open the flow of milk more and even stimulate more production. It can increase the volume at the moment."
"You mean ... you mean he fucks her... while she is being milked ..." I uttered in coming to grips with it.
"It's another option." She watched me as I gazed out the window toward the pasture area. "It's only an option. Not many cows take it. Most are married and the rest just want to get through their contract. But," she emphasized, "it is proven to add to production. Not many choose it, as I said. We don't have a lot of bulls as a result. Maybe a dozen compared to the hundreds of cows."
"I ... ahh ... I've never ..." I stammered.
"You're a virgin, dear?" she finished for me.
I nodded. "Perhaps that should be left. You can always add it later. Get used to the process, first." I nodded, again.
Damn, I thought, I could be turned into a milking cow but also be fucked randomly by bulls while being milked? What would that be like? What will any of this be like?
* * * *
I had left off that last option. I didn't think I was ready for bulls, yet. But it was clearly not going to leave my mind, either.
I had been stripped, registered into the herd with a number (8MN345) which was tattooed on my lower back just above my ass. My collar included it and the medallions indicating my contract options which would identify my dietary needs and medical care. The injections went right into the breasts and the next day I could already feel changes in them. The morning of the third day after the injections I was set into a stall for the first time and I was relieved. My breasts felt full and hard. I didn't think the size was much different but there also were no mirrors in the cow quarters, either.
There was a lot to adjust to those first days. I wouldn't have produced enough milk for several days but the rest of life required getting used to, also. Society had little time for individual pleasure or relaxed time. Most people lived in large dormitory buildings and wore institutional-style clothing which was shapeless. Even in dormitory life nudity was discouraged even among the same sex. Now, I found life at the farm to be only nude. All cows were naked and all the time. We had no clothes. We slept, ate, socialized, were milked, and wandered the pasture outside naked.
I found myself fascinated by the variety of breasts, pubic areas, and hair. New cows like me still had firmer breasts while those who had been milked for several contracts had breasts hanging full of milk. Some had their head hair cut short while others had a long mane of hair which was the way I already knew I would grow mine since I always like long hair. Many had pubes covered in thick hair covering and I was inwardly pleased that mine was naturally sparse and barely noticed due to my blonde coloring. But, after several days, I moved around the cow quarters and outside with little thought of my nudity.
I had followed the other cows into the milking building that first time. We were just a long line of naked women entering the door and following directions from a worker pointing to rows of milking stations. The workers were all men and leered at our nakedness but I was told they would be immediately fired if they violated anyone. As it turned out, I was the third to be sent down a new row as the previous one was filled. I was near the end next to the darker area where the bulls would be and the separation was merely light grating about head high. I couldn't really see into the area very well. Mostly, though, my eyes caught on the stalls and soon I was where I would be milked for the first time.
The stalls were equipped with padded benches for reasonable comfort. The knees supports were padded and the bench support was wide at the hips and narrowed through the chest so the breasts hung on either side. There was a padded opening for the head support. Once settled, it was comfortable but I was filled with nervous anticipation about the rest of the process.
I waited anxiously in place but noted movement in the row of stalls before me and next to me. Soon, there was a man kneeling at my side. With my head in the support hole, I tried watching what he did. He squeezed something into his hands and began massaging my breasts and nipples. I was surprised when a soft moan escaped me.
"You're new?" he suggested with a chuckle. I confirmed I was. It seemed odd to have a conversation but he seemed so comfortable about it. "It's okay, you know. They might think of you as a cow but you don't have to think of yourself that way. You are doing a service, you know. My wife is here. We look at this as providing a service to our society. If it feels good, relax and enjoy it."
"Thank you," I replied. "I appreciate that." He patted me on the butt. For some reason that touch didn't feel intrusive.
He then pulled tubing and suction attachments from a chamber underneath me, fitted them over my greased nipples, and started the process. Then, he was gone onto the next stall behind me as he worked his way through the his assigned section. It then occurred to me that the meeting was totally random.
I moaned, again, as the suction pulled at my nipples. I tilted my head to see the effect of my nipples being distended into the longer cylinder with each pumping action. It was actually quite erotic ... or at least what I was just now associating to being erotic. The action at my nipples was sending a rippling sensation through my body to my pussy. A virgin, I reminded myself. I never had a reason to wonder or imagine what these feelings might be like.
I moaned repeatedly. I ventured a look to the side as much as I could at the woman in the next stall. She was quiet, her larger breasts hanging below her and the white substance of her milk being pulled through the tubing. She was very quiet and unresponsive. I looked down at my nipples, again. I watched them pulled by the pump, distending and relaxing quickly back and forth. Then ... it happened ... milking pulsed out and into the tube. It wasn't as much as the woman next to me but it was my first time. I smiled. I could do this. And, I told myself, I could enjoy it.
When I was being detached from the suction, it was the same man. He gently massaged my breasts and nipples after releasing the suction. "You seem to have enjoyed your first time," he carefully offered.
"What ... why ...?" I stammered.
"Your thighs," he offered. "The insides of your thighs are shiny. Did you orgasm?"
"I ... I think so," I continued to stammer. "I really wasn't sure ... it's all new to me."
He chuckled. He patted my butt, again. "You are young and inexperienced, right?" I nodded shyly. "Most of these women are allowing themselves to become cows and refuse to accept the sensations and pleasures they could feel. Don't be ashamed to feel what you feel."
"Does you wife?" I asked.
"Oh, yes. We enjoyed each other a lot before we came here to earn enough money to start over. We look forward to the time we are together, again. In the meantime, though, I don't begrudge her the pleasure she can gain from this."
"Thank you. I really appreciate everything you've told me."
He rubbed my butt and patted it. "After your milking, massage your breasts and nipples like I did. It will help to relieve any soreness." I thanked him, again, as he moved onto the next stall.
* * * *
I was out in the pasture walking the trail around the lake. I was determined to minimize the dietary supplements effect of weight gain by exercising outside and in the fitness room. I came upon a middle-aged woman bent over smelling a flower next to the trail. She was quite overweight, her butt was wide, her legs and waist thick. Her breasts were large and hanging below her and gently swayed as she made small movements in smelling flowers.



She stood as I came alongside her. Her heavy breasts bounced on her chest. She saw me looking and chuckled. "Your breasts are still nice. I think I now have udders." She laughed. "You're the new, young girl." I nodded as we began walking. She reached over and squeezed my breast and a drop of milk formed on the nipple. Not much privacy exists on the farm. "You are doing well, I see." She looked at me intently. "I hear you signed up for most of the options and I see they are being effective. Interested in the money, huh?"
"Isn't that why we are here?" I asked as an obvious statement/question.
She was quiet for a moment. "It was. For many of us it was." She became quiet, again. I wanted to push what she meant but wisely, as it turned out, I just waited. "We come here with dreams of earning money and a new life ..." she pointed out to nowhere in particular, "... a new life out there. We leave but come back after dashed hopes. After a few times of that ..." she sighed "... we settle into be cows." She raised her head and gave a weak smile. "Don't get me wrong, dear. It's not necessarily a bad life. We have a place, food, and purpose. Really, it's more than I ever found out there."
I thought I would change the subject, "During orientation they said the cows have this pasture during certain times. I also heard about bulls but I haven't seen any out here."
She put her hand on my shoulder and grew serious. "Because they aren't allowed and for good reason." I looked at her curious. "You know about the other side of the milking building?" I nodded. "The bulls ... well some of them are just men but others are motivated by compensation, too. Their compensation is based on their performance in stimulating the cows they service." She must have recognized something about my collar symbols. "You're getting enhanced diet and injections to increase your milk. Some of them go the same route. They can get enhanced diet to increase their cum volume and the injections to increase their cock size and recovery rate. It also makes them very horny."
I looked at her questioningly. "What do you mean?" Naive little girl in a whole new world.
She looked around and spotted a woman coming to the edge of the lake. "Before you think too much about the bulls, talk to her. She's part of a small group of cows that are milked in that part of the building."
I turned to watch the other woman. She was quite large, middle-aged or more, and her large breast bounced and swayed with each step as they hung on her body. When I turned back, the woman I was talking to had walked away. I turned back to the woman entering the water as she gently lay back. She floated easily.
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CHAPTER 2: PREPARING FOR THE BULLS
I turned to watch the other woman. She was quite large, middle-aged or more, and her large breast bounced and swayed with each step as they hung on her body. When I turned back, the woman I was talking to had walked away. I turned back to the woman entering the water as she gently lay back. She floated easily.
I walked along the path back to the location where the woman had entered the lake. I stood quietly for a moment watching her as she lay peacefully suspended in the water. Should I bother her? Should I wait for her to come out? What was the protocol for us? Was there even such a thing? I had been at the facility for three months with two-a-day milking like the others but I could feel my breasts becoming engorged and it was hours until the next milking. The enriched dietary plan and additional injection treatment having quite an effect. It seemed I was in the milking station longer than the others around me. And, I continued to have small orgasms from the suction of my nipples. I discretely asked some of the other younger cows but only received blank reactions back. I began to think of most of them as the cows they acted like: neutral, complacent, slow moving, and generally quietly living in a routine.
Why did I seem different from them? Why did my body seem to react differently with arousal while they seemed to only feel relief from the pressure in their breasts? Could it merely be the enhance dietary nutrients? Something in the injections?
I watched the woman floating in the water like she was a large piece of drift wood, a long-ago section of tree ... I almost giggled at the thought ... a very thick section of tree.
I stepped into the water after deciding that my need for answers about the bulls seems paramount to me at the moment. She could always resume her drifting later. I had walk only a short way into the lake, to mid-thigh depth, when her head rose and she curled for her feet to find the lake bottom. She slowly stood, water running like rivulets over her body and off her large breasts.
"Aren't you the pretty, young thing," she muttered as she stood fully before me. "I thought I felt a disturbance in the water."
"Sorry if I disturbed you," I lied.
"Don't be," she responded with an easy smile, "time is what we have, right? But you look like something with a question. Are you that new young cow who signed up for everything but the bulls? Okay, that's it, isn't it?" she rambled on, "the bulls. Someone suggested you come talk to me about the bulls?"
I was momentarily stunned by the quick barrage. "How long have you been here?" I asked dumbly trying to slow her down so I could assemble my own words.
She laughed. "You know, I'm not even really sure. A long time, though. I started like everyone with a six month contract thinking just a little money would be all my husband and I would need. It wasn't though and I was soon back here with another six-month contract. Then I came back for a year contract. Then, I found my husband gone." She shrugged. "No idea. I'm here where I have a room, food, and some purpose in my life." She looked me in the eyes. "It's not that bad, really. At least we're not suffering in struggle to survive."
I nodded. I thought I understood. But I still had my goals that gave me a drive to pursue (the money), but observing the cows over the past three weeks I could understand what she was saying.
"But you want to know about the bulls, right?" she added after a moment's pause. I nodded shyly. I had experienced some minor orgasms while milking but no idea about sex and I was curious about the bulls? Sure, there was the money but ...
"When I came back after discovering my husband was gone," she continued as if telling someone else's story, "I thought, what the hell. Most of us are ... or were ... married and we feel a sense of saving ourselves. Most never get past that feeling. I guess I was angry enough. I mean I had spent all that time here being turned into a quasi-cow for our future and ..." she paused. "So, I decided I may as well experience a cock, again." She paused and looked at my body and smiled. "You are pretty. And young. You'd be very popular with the bulls. Oh, understand that by using all the options your udders will be very large and your hips may widen and your body might thicken some but if you work at it you might limit it to just that and I suspect you have the drive to do just that, am I right?"
I nodded and smiled, embarrassed by the assessment which reflected my attitude and expectation very closely. "What I'm wondering is how it works? What happens with the bulls?"
She looked at me confused for a moment. Then, "You're a virgin ... oh, dear." She chuckled. "Okay, so you'll want to go to Medical and they can at least prepare you physically. As to what happens ..." she took a moment as if reviewing in her mind an experience, "... at this point in my life here I use the bulls for my personal need and less for milk production. So I am not in there very often just ... well, when I feel that need." She laughed and winked at me. I wasn't exactly sure what that meant but assumed that having sex might become a desire.
"First, you need to understand that the bulls are evaluated just like we are. For us it is measuring our milk production. The bulls, though, it is by how well they stimulate the cow. Stimulate the cow ... that's the way the company talks about it. Fuck the cow. That's what it is really about and that is the only way the bulls think of it. Sure, they are compensated by how long they can fuck which could equate to how many orgasms she can have. The longer he can fuck, the more milk can be milked out, right? That's the theory. Many of the bulls are just normal men with normal performance. Some, however, go for enhancement injections for the same reason cows do. Money. Those are the ones you need to be prepared physically for."
I must have returned a dumb look back to her. I was sure I had. "Virgin ... right. Your injections initiate and increase your milk production, right?" I nodded. "The bulls get injection, if they choose, to increase the staying control they have while fucking before they climax. The injections also have the effect of increasing the length and size of their penis. Like cows, if they wish to maximize their earning potential, some bulls go that route."
I thought about that. "But ... couldn't I just choose a smaller penis?"
"Dear, you are face down in the stall. You have no idea which bull will come behind you until he presses his cock into your pussy. If you're not prepared for the big ones ..."
I thanked her and backed out of the water. That was a lot of information but I also frustrated by showing this stranger just how dumb I was about sex. I needed to talk to Medical.
* * * *
I had an appointment to meet with Medical after my talk with the cow at the lake. I thought I had become used to being naked but this was different. The cow quarters, milking building, and pasture were all locations with other naked cows. Here I was in a different building I hadn't been in since those initial days. Now, as I sat in a hallway waiting to be called into a meeting, I was naked while a wide range of people, men and women, worked and walked by and were fully clothed.
Shyness and embarrassment overtook me. I sat with my thighs pressed tightly together. I glanced down my body. It was interesting that for the time I had been there I thought little about my body. I exercised regularly because it passed the time and felt good. I thought I still had a mostly trim body but my breasts were no longer the firm C-cups they once were. I wasn't sure how much larger they were but they were larger. The nipples, though, were pronounced.
"8MN345?"
I looked up to find a middle-aged woman in a pretty frock standing at the now open door holding a file. That was me, I sudden realized. I stood self-consciously with quick, nervous glances around the offices and hallway. Several people looked my way but distractedly. I was just another cow, after all. The woman walked to the desk and sat behind it, indicating a chair in front for me. I sat, again pressing my thighs tight. When I was following the woman into the officem, I couldn't help feeling the difference. Even if she was older, she walked with confidence. I was very aware of my swaying breasts as I moved and my walk reflected the unhurried nature of my life.
"I was looking over your file, 8MN345. Your production is excellent for someone so new to the herd and your body would indicate good health and fitness. I commend you for the effort that reflects." I nodded in response. It was good to know that I was doing well. "So, I am wondering why you are here? Are you feeling pain or illness?"
I shook my head, "No, ma'am. I was talking with another cow the other day at the lake about ... ahhh ... about bulls." The woman watched me. "I ... I am a ... virgin, ma'am." I was having trouble looking directly at the woman while I stammered out my naivety. That only put my eyes on my distended nipples, again. I looked up quickly as if my not seeing how my body was changing might make it less so to this woman.
She was looking at the file folder in front of her, again. "So ... you already are getting all the options EXCEPT for the bulls." She looked up and smiled. "You seem like a determine young ... cow." It was as if she almost said 'woman'. "What did the other cow tell you?"
I repeated everything I could remember back to her. She nodded as I spoke and watched me intently.
"Okay. She's correct, of course. She's been through it. Most cows are like her in their approach to the that side of the milking building. Most will use that side as they feel like it. Remember, there are hundreds of cows here and only a dozen or so bulls. The demand for them is low but it can increase your earnings if used and I assume that is your interest in talking about it." I nodded shyly. I knew little about sex and here I was talking about it? "Hop up onto that table," she said, "raise your knees and open you legs."
I did as she said but blushed profusely in such an exposed position. An unexpected moan escaped my mouth as her fingers slid over my pussy and dipped inside me. She smiled, "You say you are a virgin yet your body has reacted quickly by lubricating itself." She pressed deeper and stopped. "Yes, I feel the hymen. I can take care of that for you." She went to a drawer for some tool and bent over between my legs. I raised my head to see her peering into my open pussy using a small light and tool. She was very gentle and very careful. I barely felt a thing as she stood smiling.
She had me sit on the edge of the table. "You are very tight for obvious reasons. The thing about the side of the milking with the bulls is that you have no control over which one will use you. It might be a small penis or a quite large cock." She paused, considering me.
Despite my blushing, however, I didn't show any indication of loosing my nerve. I was feeling a strange release being at the farm. The nudity and the erotic feeling of my nipples during milking. I found myself very much aware of my body, the feelings I had never experienced before. The feeling of the breeze on my body and breasts. The feel of the water flowing over me when in the lake. And, especially, the feeling of the light touches of the men at the milking stations and then the suction of my nipples and the small orgasmic response I frequently experienced. Some of the older, more amenable cows willing to listen and advise, concluded that I must be highly sexual. They were both envious and offering caution.
The woman seemed to make her decision and had me follow her out of the office. Again, I was the only one naked. It might not have caused a stir for the people in the office since I was a cow, after all, but for me it was another example of feeling that unusual stimulation of being naked in front of people.
She took me out a door in back. The pasture and lake were down the slight slope and the other building spread to the left and right. She took me to a small shed and opened the door. Inside was a wooden beam only three inches wide but it was what was on top that caused me to gasp.
"Yes, dear," she chuckled. "Attached to this beam are three cock sizes you could find among the bulls."
I stepped up to the beam. The smallest was about five inches high and narrow. The second was eight inches high and thicker. It was the third that had me gasping as I put my hand around it. It was a full twelve inches high and so thick I couldn't quite get my hand around it. I looked back at the woman in disbelief while still holding the largest.
She nodded. "The bulls have the option to have injections, too. They allow them to fuck longer, cum with greater volume, recover faster, and ..." she indicated the one I was holding, "increase in size."
"So ... if they fuck me, I produce more while being milked," I said as much to myself in review.
"That's the proven part," she quickly added.
I turned to her, finally releasing the big fake cock. "You're insinuating there is also unproven parts?"
She nodded. "We've tested the 'while milking' part. That's proven. We think, though, that being fucked anytime may have a stimulating effect on production."
"Like between milkings?" I asked taking it all in. This bull option was sounding more complex than I had been led to believe.
"Also ..." she began, again.
"Also?" I questioned. She laughed.
"Also, is is believed that the cum from a bull getting injections contains bi-products that are absorbed by the pussy during mutual orgasm. Some cows have reported feeling a heightened state of arousal."
"So ... it can mean an increased desire for more? Only the biggest bulls, though." I looked intently at her. "Nobody mentioned anything about all this."
"Because it's not proven and only seems to be the case for certain cows." She considered me. "I only brought this up to you because I think you might be one of them." I shook my head and started for th door but she grabbed my arm. "You've seen the size of that thing," she said pointing to the largest one. "If you have any consideration of signing up for the bulls, use this shed to gradually open your pussy to take the biggest one. The biggest ones are the most aggressive. They will find you in there and they will fuck you."
I actually shivered and it wasn't a temperature effect. Could my body handle this?
We were outside the shed when I turned back to her. "Clarification on another point." She nodded. "I was told the cows can use the pasture during certain hours. Why only certain hours?"
She looked at me intently. "Those are the times when the cows can be out alone. Any other time and the bulls are also allowed in the pasture. Remember what I said about the injected bulls being more aggressive? Their injections heighten their arousal and stamina for fucking. If a cow is out there, she will be fucked."
Holy shit! Maybe there should be a big red warning about all this, I thought. As I walked away back toward the cow quarters, though, I felt an unmistakable slickness on my inner thighs. Even I was aware of what that indicated.
* * * *
I mused, pondered, and debated with myself for a couple days after that. I no longer sought or considered the advice of other cows. For one thing, I no longer believed I would get the full truth of what they might know. Another more important thing, I believed the medical woman had given me all the information possible including warnings.
Coming to the farm had its mental struggles: living naked with hundreds of other women; and, being regularly attached to milking machines like the cows the company thought of as. Now, I had a new struggle to come to grips with and it wasn't all mental. Yes, there was still the mental of accepting being routinely and randomly mated by bulls while being milked. But the physical aspect was looming large, too. Once getting the details about the bulls, seeing the sizes of cocks represented for the bulls, and my unrestricted imagination, I felt a very physical yearning and desire that surprised and overwhelmed me. It was very confusing. Another branch of thought provided the tipping point: I was going to be here for a year, another nine months or so, and it could be spent dully like most of these cows or it could include outrageous experiences I never imagined while also increasing my earnings.
The decision finally made, I notified the cow quarters attendant after the morning milking that I wanted to see administration. I signed for the final option. I was surprised when I was given another injection but was also relieved that they thought of it: prevention of pregnancy.
From the offices, I immediately made my way to the small shed with the beam of fake penises. The shed was dark without light or windows and hot and stuffy from being closed up without use. I left the door open thinking it would be somewhat private being away from the normal path of movement from the quarters to the milking building.
I stood next to the beam and touched each of the penises. There wasn't any doubt that I would start with the smallest. Except for the medical woman I had had nothing inside my pussy, much less deeply. The beam seemed tall and I wondered if there was a stool or small platform to stand on when I saw that the two legs supporting the beam each had a peg that allowed vertical adjustment. Supporting the beam with my shoulder, I pressed up and moved the peg down several places on one side and repeated the action on the other. It took a couple of adjustment before I could stand over the smaller penis but then I was ready.
Ready? It was obvious that it had to go inside me but sex was a taboo topic in the girl's dormitory. I guess any husband was supposed to be the teacher. I suddenly remembered the gel to be applied to the hard material of the penis. I wiggled and shuffled my feet while using one hand on the penis and the other at my pussy for alignment. I leaned over to add some visual and slowly flexed my knees, lowering my hips until the penis touched my pussy and a final small movement ... OOOOOOO ... I gasped as the tip just entered me. I braced my hands on the beam in front of me and very slowly flexed my knees more, allowing more of the penis to slip inside.
I had moaned with unexpected arousal from the men manipulating my nipples and breasts and more with the pumping of my nipples with the rhythmic action of pulling milk from my nipples. Those sensations seemed amazing to me and sent tiny rippling of sensation through my body and even to my pussy. This was different ... very, very different. Without understanding anything but that I needed to open my pussy for the biggest bulls, I slowly, awkwardly lowered my pussy over the ridged penis. My pussy clamped around it. A shiver coursed through me from my pussy starting from inside and felt at my distended nipples. I lowered further and further. The five inches never seemed so long as my pussy clamped and slid down over the object. I was finally sitting on the beam moaning and gasping at the feelings rushing over me. I sat there embedded.
"That's only the beginning, 8MN345." I spun my head to the voice. Entirely consumed by the sensations of my pussy being filled even by the smallest of penises, I hadn't noticed the darkening of the doorway. I looked at the medical woman as I sat with the penis inside me and blushing the deepest red I could ever produce. As I moved slightly at her voice, I moaned again at the feel of the penis inside me moving. "I was alerted that you had added the final option so I was curious."
"What ..." I gasped as I reacted to another slight movement, "... do you ... mean?"
She came fully into the shed and knelt down alongside me, her hand on my bare hip. "Good, fully inside. Do you feel anything?"



"Ohhh ... God yes!" I exclaimed.
She laughed. "No, I mean at the top. Do you feel the top of the penis?" I shook my head and with my hands braced on the beam was holding myself still. "What I meant by beginning was that being penetrated was just the beginning. Relax your arms." I did as she instructed. "Now raise your hips up to the top of the penis." I slowly rose up the shaft. "Feel it?" I nodded but the moans probably did the same thing. "When you feel the top is all that is inside you, slowly lower back down."
"Oh ... god ... oh ... my ..."
She chuckled, "Good, huh? Now repeat it a little faster."
I began moving up and down but still slowly. The woman was stroking my bare back. My eyes fluttered closed and opened as I followed her encouragement with increasing speed. It was beyond imagination! I just rode the sensations and enjoyed, forgetting the woman was even there as my pussy seemed to act on its own with squeezing and clamping around the shaft.
Suddenly, I felt something pressing at the top of my pussy outside. I cried out at the jolt of arousal shooting through me. I looked down to find the woman using her fingers. I exploded, my body shaking and quivering. My pussy spasmed around the penis. I gasped, panted, and moaned as the sensation slowly ebbed. It was long moments before I could speak.
"What ..." I sputtered looking down at the woman still kneeling beside me, "... it felt wonderful and then ..." I continued to gasp, "... and then ... what did you do?"
She pushed me to sitting straight. I was still sitting fully on the penis as she directed my eyes to her finger as it returned to the spot. When she touched it, another jolt shot through me. "This little nub," she began, "is called your clitoris or clit in slang. As far as anyone knows, this little nub has no purpose but to bring pleasure."
She pressed on it, again. "Ohhhhh ... yeessss," I exclaimed.
She smiled up at me. "I am here only because I saw how curious you are and that you experienced arousal from the milkings. I think your body is made for the bulls." I smiled at her while still feeling a bit stunned by the recent experiences. "I want to show you one more thing about your body and then I should not encourage you anymore." She chuckled at that as I did because she had already sent me down the road of intense pleasure, a road I instantly knew I would continue down. "Stand up." I did and relished the feel of the shaft sliding from my pussy. I looked down to find the shaft and the beam around it glistening with juice. "Yes," she said seeing what I saw, "you should clean that up each time." I blushed. My body did that? With my legs parted around the beam, she slid her hand down my stomach to my pussy. I watched intently, no longer shy about her touch. "Just inside your pussy in front ..." she began as a finger entered me and seemed to search, "is another nub like the clit." I jolted rigid. She chuckled. "Yes, right there."
"OH ... GOD!" I exclaimed.
"Yes, that's it. Your g-spot. Wonderful, isn't it?" I nodded my head while gasping. Then, her thumb returned to my clit and she pressed them together.
She rose and hugged my shoulders as she teased a nipple as I eased down from the sudden arousal she had provided. "You can do that yourself but a cock is very nice, too. You can learn to shift your body to feel different penetration and pressures while being fucked." I looked her in the eyes. I had an overwhelming desire to kiss her but the moment passed. "Be sure to accustom your body to each of the penises before going into the other side of the barn. If you feel pressure at the top of your pussy, just gently continue trying. You will stretch inside. I have a feeling your life at the farm is about to take a major shift. Good luck, 8MN345."
She left as I sat there on the beam. My pussy flinched around the penis as if hinting to me, telling me, that we weren't finish. I slowly raised and abruptly dropped down on the shaft. I gasped with a smile spreading over my face.
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CHAPTER 3: THE FIRST BULLS
After that first experience with the beam and fake penises, I was back in the shed the next day. I tried to be discrete as I approached and entered the shed and I would have liked to close the door, too, but it too hot and stuffy inside it. My plan was to use it twice a day, once after the morning milking and again after lunch and before the afternoon milking.
The next day I was gaining confidence and my enjoyment of it soared as I gained experience in what I was doing. I began experimenting in my movements and found ways to impact the clitoris and even what the woman called the g-spot by leaning back so the penis rubbed against the front of my pussy. The afternoon of that day I moved to the middle penis which was a bit longer and thicker. I found I needed to lower the beam to account for the longer shaft. Then, standing over it with wet pussy, that I was becoming confident in having, I eased my pussy down over the top and over the length. The concern I had with that longer one was if it might be too long for my pussy. I remembered what the woman said about the pussy adapting, stretching but I wanted to be careful.
I continued to practice in essentially fucking myself. I wanted the sensation to be similar to that I might expect from a bull. The longer and thicker cock felt different inside me. Actually, it felt wonderful and the sense of it was clear to me just sliding down it the first time. I resolved to stay with the basic action to focus more on opening my pussy, as the woman put it. As I moved up and down over the cock, my moans became deeper and extended. My fingers found my distended and sensitive nipples and I ventured the other hand down to my pussy, feeling my body rising and falling, but also experimenting with manipulating my clitoris as I fucked.
When I orgasmed, I cried out louder than I ever had with the first one. I slumped down onto the beam, still penetrated by the fake cock. My pussy was spasming around it, clenching and relaxing on its own. My breathing was ragged and my heart beat was racing.
"My god," I murmured out loud, "this must be what fucking truly is like." I knew I was hooked on the feeling. I wanted more and I wanted the real thing. But, I was going to stick to my plan. One more day on the middle cock before moving onto the biggest, the twelve inch tall and thick massive fake cock. Could any cock really be so large? The woman seemed to think so and I had no reason to doubt her.
I eased off the cock and sighed deeply as it slowly came out of my pussy. I carefully cleaned the cock and the beam of all my juices. When I turned to leave, I was stunned to see three cows standing about 10 yards from the shed watching me.
"You're going to do it, aren't you?" one of them said.
"Going to the other side of the milking barn?" another probed.
I walked closer to them and nodded.
"It's the money, right?"
I smiled. It had been, hadn't it? I said to myself. "It was," I admitted. "When I started, it all was about money. Now ... now that I have felt this, felt what it would be like, now I want that feeling with a real cock, a real bull." I continued to walk and they parted to let me pass. "Soon, soon I will know. And, there is always the money, too." I chuckled.
When it was time to try the biggest one, I had to lower the beam another notch again. I stared at the massive cock for quite a while. I had gotten used to the middle one and I knew it was time. It just seemed so huge. It gave me pause. Could such a thing really go inside me?
I stepped over the beam and shuffled forward until I was over the cock. I slowly lowered my body until I felt the top of it at my pussy, rubbed my pussy back and forth over it several times before pressing down slightly. I felt the top touch my pussy, spread the lips and open me as I pressed down. I paused and leaned forward to brace myself on the beam with my hands. I pressed down and felt it open me enough to begin to enter me. I gasped at the size. So much bigger than the previous one. I inched down more and moaned as the thing opened me and filled it and stretched me. I paused and breathed. I pushed down more firmly, now with more intention of getting it inside, deep inside.
My body shuddered. I already felt so full of the fake cock. I looked below me, my increasing breast shaking and swinging below as I sought to see how much was inside me. I groan in frustration when I realized there were still several inches not inside. I pressed down and felt it bump against the top of my pussy. I had reached my maximum, I had failed. Or had I? The woman ... the woman said to persist. She said my pussy would expand, stretch to accommodate even such a large cock ... if I wanted it. I did, I realized. I really, really did. I wanted to not only take this fake cock fully but the real thing, too.
I breathed deep and pressed down. Bump. I rose slightly and pressed harder. Bump. But, when I looked down, again, I had taken more of it. There was less outside my pussy. I rose and pressed down, over and over. Bump, bump, bump. My entire body seemed to be in spasm but I fought to continue. Bump. Then ... then I flet the beam. I had all it inside!
That realization released me. I exploded into the most massive and overpower orgasm of my short and limited experience. I cried out loudly as my body and legs shook and I gripped the beam with all my remaining strength to remain upright while my pussy spasmed around the rigid fake cock embedded inside me.
* * * *
I couldn't sleep. I wandered the quiet cow quarters building and all I could think about was that in the morning I would be going to the other part of the milking barn, I would be available for a bull to fuck. Available? No, from everything I had heard it was a certainty for a new cow entering that side of the barn to be tested. Would it be one of the big bulls right away or ... would I get one of the others to ease my way into all of that?
My mind was buzzing with considerations and imaginings. After using the beam in the shed for days to prepare for penetration by even the biggest bulls, I was still only able to wonder what actual fucking would be like. It couldn't be the same, not fully the same. A bull would be in control, not me. That had to be a huge difference.
I wandered into the socializing area of our quarters intending to stand before the large window overlooking the pasture and lake. In the middle of the night, it was very dark outside ... no unnatural lighting was used in the country, if not necessary. As I turned to the window, though, I was brought to a stop by what I saw. There were a few lights at each side of the room at night to navigate the clutter of chairs and tables. What I saw was me. There were no mirrors anywhere in the entire farm as far I was aware. There was undoubtedly a reason for it for the life as a cow at the farm tended to simplify what you worried about.
The window, with some light shown on me and none beyond the window, reflected my impression back to me. It had been nearly three and a half months since I had arrived at the farm to find a desperately needed job and earn some money. When I stepped off that bus I had been a young 19 year old with long blonde hair hanging past my shoulders with a trim 5'5" body weighing 100 lbs with firm C-cup breasts. I stood in amazement at the image before me. I was almost tempted to look behind me but I knew it was me.
I slowly took a few steps closer to the window. My hair was longer still which I would put into a ponytail for times of milking. My body had changed, though. While I had been diligent about exercising, walking, and swimming (partially to defeat the boredom of being a cow), my legs had thickened, my hips had spread, and my upper body had thickened. My exercise, though, had been effective as the general image was shapely and proportional. They mentioned weight gain due to the highly designed dietary plan and injections for milk stimulation and production. AND, I reminded myself, I was the one who signed up for every option possible to maximize production and earnings.
For a moment ... or more ... I resisted considering the most obvious difference in my body. My breasts. I knew they had grown, of course. I felt their weight on me, felt how they moved, bounced, and swayed as I walked and settled into a station for milking. I felt how they became engorged with milk as each milking time approached. Just how much they had grown, though. For a moment I stood stunned. My nice, perfect, firm C-cup breast were so much larger ... soooo much larger. Images of other cows flashed in my mind. And I thought I would be different? I laughed out loud at myself. When the farm staff had used the term 'udders' before, I had shook my head that they were merely encouraging the thought of cows but now I saw it.
I raised each breast with my hands. Already I could feel the heaviness of filling with milk. How would I even guess the size of these things, I mused. They were huge but didn't I really know that? Was it just seeing them on me like this for the first time? From C to ... what? ... F or G? The nipples, too. They were constantly extended without arousal. Yes, the milking, obviously. So sensitive, too.
I moved a bit closer as if maybe I would get an even better view but the window wasn't like a real mirror and my image blurred a bit. I watched myself in fascination. My hand slid from a heavy breast down over my less flat stomach. My eyes went ahead of my fingers to my sparse, blonde pubic hair. I parted my legs and watched as if my other self was teasing me. My fingers slipped between my parted thighs and ... I smiled. Wet. Of course, wet. Tomorrow morning's milking.
* * * *
As most of the other cows were assembling complacently at the entry to the milking barn as normal, I made my way around the building to the other entrance. I felt an eagerness and excitement I hadn't felt in anticipation. Despite my eagerness, I had deliberately delayed slightly so I wouldn't be at the head of the line on that side. I wasn't sure what would happen or how it would happen.
As I walked with more intention around the building, I stopped in my tracks and gaped. Several bulls were walking from their small quarters to the milking barn. Their attention was fixed on the cows lined up for entry so I stood transfixed unnoticed. I had heard there were only 10 or 12 bulls and this group consisted of 6 of them. What stopped me in my tracks was, of course, my first sight of their cocks. Of the group, 3 were small, 1 was a bit larger, but the other 2 were huge. Their cocks were like the largest in the shed as they hung below them and swung back and forth as they walked. They were the largest bulls, the alphas of the group that the others yielded to.
I waited for them to disappear into the barn. The line of cows waiting was a couple dozen in total and each received a pat on the butt as the bulls passed by. While a few responded to the touch, most remained docile as if the bulls were what they needed to tolerate for the added production they desired.
I fell into line with the waiting cows when a few more bulls came out of their quarters. They were all smaller in cock size. They too patted or stroked us cows as they passed. It occurred to me that these smaller cocked bulls may not be in a hurry if they weren't getting the initial choice of cows inside. A few more cows came up behind me. Nobody said anything unlike the line on the other side. Was this something most simply endured for the extra production? Were they using all the option, too? After seeing myself the previous night in the window, I was finding myself looking at other cows with new interest. Only a few cows walked with any regularity and very few put in the effort to exercise. Before, I was just among other women turned into milking cows. Now, I saw that most were fat with heavy, hanging udders. I resolved to not turn into the same cow as them. I would fight for my body as much as possible.
"The bulls are going to love you, dear," came a voice behind me. "You are young and shapely still." That comment caused several of the cows in line to turn.
"Is there competition or something among the cows?" I asked. "I'm not looking for trouble with any of you."
She cow in front of me laughed and her udders jiggled on her chest. "Don't worry dear. As far as most of us are concerned, if all the big bulls went to you, we'd be relieved. We're here for production and a fuck is fine. Those big guys, though ..."
"Yeah," the one front of her inserted, "those guys can go on forever it seems."
"Isn't that good for production, though?" I asked suddenly feeling out of place with my arousal.
They just looked at me and gave me a simple smile of tolerance. I was almost to the doorway so I gave my focus to what was happening ahead of me. On the other side, the man at the door only directed traffic since all cows got milked. This side, though, the man looked at the collar and the tattoo on the back, referenced his clipboard, and then directed the cow to a row of stations. When it was my turn, he looked at me in surprise.
"Don't remember seeing you before," he uttered as he took my number and scanned his sheet. "New, huh? First time it looks like." He put his hand out to keep me from moving forward as he turned to look into the barn. He didn't hit my arm if that was his intention, though. His hand was on my breast and he quickly turned and removed it. "Wait at the side here." I moved to the side behind him.
The rest of the cows moved forward, checked, and moved into the barn. The man turned to me, "Okay, since you are a first time, I wanted to wait until the big bulls had selected stations. Maybe you'll only get the smaller guys today." I nodded thinking that might be good even if I had prepared myself. "Sorry about touching you like that," he said shyly.
I smiled and touched his arm, "It's okay. I kind of am used to guys handling my breasts. How does this work?"
"The guy attaching you will explain what you need to know. Tell him this is your first time." I nodded.
With another look into the barn, he directed me to a row with a single cow in it. I moved down the short row and stood before the station which was similar but still different. The cow next to me was waiting for attachment and turned to me.
"First time here?" she asked. I nodded looking at the padded bench which was similar but the padded knee supports were far apart. "Yeah, that's so when you are in position your legs are spread for easy penetration by the bull." I smiled at her as I got myself into position. "I come here later hoping to get a small bull," she added. "If you keep coming late, too, I'll be worried."
"Worried?" I asked as I moved to get used to the position.
"Yeah, you are going to attract attention. You know that, right?" I turned my head to look at her. "I bet your pussy is still tight. When the bulls notice a new one, the big guys pay attention. There's a pecking order among them, you know. The big guys aren't just big cocks but their bodies react to the injections, too. The other bulls defer to them."
"How many are there?" I asked. She was a talker and I was getting more detailed information than I had gotten from any others.
"Right now there are 10 bulls for us. We don't know how many cows could be in here because most only come here a few times a week. Generally, there are 20 or so cows here to be serviced. The big guys do most of the servicing due to their injections. That, obviously, is why they have such big cocks. There are 3 of them, the rest are smaller." She paused and giggled, "or small."
A man appeared suddenly and began the routine of massaging my breasts and nipples and spreading the cream they use on the nipples and the surrounding breast flesh.
"I am new here," I offered.
He stopped and looked at me. His hand went between my thighs and stroked over my pussy, several fingers plunging inside. I gasped. "Well, you're wet. You're a cow that is excited about this, huh?" he chuckled. "Won't need any lubrication for you." As he pulled out the tubing and suction attachments, "Okay, here's what you need to know. You won't know if or which bull comes up behind you. It's kind of blind for you. A bull will come up to you at some point, I am sure. What he does is mark his number onto the sheet at your station. That tells us which of the cows he serviced." Being referenced only as a cow and not feeling offense by it was becoming the norm. "You have more responsibility in his tracking, though. At your right hand are levers you will need to use. You switch the far left one when you are penetrated and switch it back when the bull pulls out. That gives us a measure of time he serviced you. The middle one is to be switched when you orgasm. It is spring loaded so it will return. Just hit it when you orgasm or each time you do orgasm."
"Each time?" I asked.
"Each time," he repeated. He gave my breast a firm squeezed and fondle. "The big bulls have been known to give a cow several orgasms. Now, the last one is to be switched when you feel the bull climax sending his cum into you. It also is spring loaded, though multiple climaxes don't happen often." I was fully attached as he started the pump. "Got it?" I nodded, already getting that arousal from my nipples as I watched them pulled into the cylinder and the first spurts of milk appearing.
I was relaxed on the bench as frequently happened while being milked. It had been some minutes and a quick small flush of arousal when I felt a hand on my bare butt exposed to anyone behind me. I didn't know if it was a worker making his rounds or ...
"OH GOD," I exclaimed when it became very obvious it wasn't a worker behind me. It wasn't a small cock, either. I remembered to press the left switch as the cock slid most of the way into me. It wasn't the biggest I had used on the beam, though it filled me well.
"Damn, you are tight," the bull behind me grunted as he pulled back and thrust deep and hard into me. "We're going to enjoy you cow. Maybe ..." he grunted, "... you'll get loose but... that won't be for a while." He swatted my ass hard. "I'll be watching ... for you." Then, he was quiet. Well, not quiet but not talking.
"Oh god," I exclaimed, again. "You ... ohhhh yessssss ... you feel good." And he did. My first real fuck. Not a hard fake cock but the real thing doing the work. He plunged into me hard and fierce sometimes and slowly and deliberate other times. The change was good and something I hadn't considered when doing it myself on the beam. "Amazing," I uttered breathlessly.
"You like this, cow?" he asked. "8MN345. I'll remember that. You'll get plenty if you like it."
"OH GOODDDDDDDD!" I cried out as I had my first orgasm on a real cock. I was barely able to press the middle switch with trembling fingers. I was panting and gasping as my body shivered and quaked. My breasts were swinging underneath me as he continued to pound me. I somehow marveled that the suction tubes could hold on with all the movement. And, he didn't stop. He continued fucking, pounding, thrusting as I rode the orgasm. My brain was fuzzy, overcome with physical stimulation that didn't ebb but continued.
I was rising to yet another good orgasm when I felt it. The cock seemed to swell inside me and pulse for a moment before a strong spurt of cum began to fill my pussy. That feeling put me over the peak into another orgasm. I struggled for just a bit of control to press both the middle and right switches. Then I collapsed. The pump below me continued to pull milk from my breasts. The cock still embedded inside me while the bull was sagged over my back gasping his own breath into my neck.
"That was amazing," he gasped. "Every now and then, this job is really great."
It was his job. Of course it was just like mine was to be milked. Society really was messed up. When he pulled out and patted my ass, I pulled the left switch marking the end of my fuck. I lay still collecting myself and wondering how much more time I had on the machine when I felt another hand on my butt. I truly thought it was a worker and it must have been as the cow next to me was being detached from the machine.



Suddenly, there was another hand on my butt. "I heard about a new cow," I heard from behind. This wasn't a worker, he was busy next to me. I felt it, another cock pressed at my pussy. In the station bench, it was impossible to see anything but directly below and to the side of front if you strained your head up which was very uncomfortable. It became clear, though. My pussy was being stretched open with the pressure from this new cock. Even after the recent fucking this cock was stretching me. "Oh fuck," he exclaimed, "you are a tight one."
He pressed hard and forced his way inside. I gasped and groaned. "Oh GODDDDDD!" I cried out. "You ... you ... are so ... big ... oooohhhhh ... yessssssss ..." escaped from my mouth.
I fumbled with the left switch and held on as the bull began a fierce pounding of his cock into me. The other one had fucked hard but not like this. This cock filled me completely and stretched every inch of my pussy. A few times it bumped me deep inside but I could take it. I had to brace myself against this fucking. My breasts swung wildly, unbelievably beneath me.
I felt his hands lift my hips as he plowed in. The action gave a new angle for his cock in my pussy and it felt different and good. A hand shifted and he started pressing and stroking my clit. "OH FUCK!" I cried out. I was in a different world where there was only me and that big cock. I cried out and gasped and pleaded for more. Nowhere in my imagination could I have considered such stimulation and arousal.
I erupted in a huge orgasm and he lowered me, his fingers leaving my abused clit, and resumed a very focused fucking that seemed to go on and on. How ... how could he continue like that? My brain was singularly focused on that one thing ... that cock thrusting deep and hard into me.
I orgasmed, again. Unbelievable to my numbed brain. I orgasmed twice and he was still pounding at me. I even fought to check the tubes attached to me and found milk still flowing. It was impossible. It was too long.
When the cock in me plunged deep and stayed deep, I felt it pulse and release a torrent of cum into me. Somehow I had managed to press the appropriate switches at the proper times. But, I was a very limp, unmoving cow long after the bull had pulled out and left me. At some point, even my breasts had stopped releasing milk but it had been the longest session I had experienced. Could it really be true about the fucking not only stimulating milk but also prolonging the milking process?
When I was helped off the bench, I was the last one. The worker assisted me for a moment to stand upright. I felt it first before looking down between my legs as a long stream of cum leaked from my gaping pussy. I blushed as the worker followed my gaze.
"You were quite vocal," he said casually.
I stumbled away for the door. It felt good outside in the breeze. My body was covered in sweat. I looked back down at my pussy. The insides of my thighs were wet and not from sweat but the cum of two good bulls. I stumbled around the barn for the cow quarters but I stopped as I looked into the pasture. The quarters for a shower or the lake? I chose the lake. I had wondered what a real fuck would feel like. I had wondered what the big bull would feel like. Now, I knew. I was exhausted but still energized as I entered the water and laid back. I had once marveled at how other cows floated effortlessly. Now I knew. The weight we put on and our flotation devices on our chests. Fucked. Yes, I liked being fucked and not just for the extra production and earnings. I liked being fucked.
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CHAPTER 4: BULLS, BULLS, BULLS
That first time in the barn being milked where the bulls roamed to fuck the available cows was like a rocket experience my body was feeling hours after. It had been an experience beyond for a naive, young woman and new cow. Even after I had experienced it, I didn't really have words for it. It wasn't lost on any of the cows in the area of my shared quarters where I lived, ate, and socialized with daily. Even some of the more mature cows with more time and trial at the farm had tried the bulls some and still did occasionally, found my reaction to the experience very different. It wasn't just good, it was ... what would be the word for something so much better than good?
That afternoon's milking was a repeat. I didn't hold back to be late in entering the barn, though. I was right there near the front. As the workers inside finished their tasks to prepare for us, the man at the door spotted me and walked past the four cows before me.
"I remember you from this morning," he said as he placed his clipboard under his arm and lifted both my udders to gauge their fullness. Since he hadn't done the same to the other cows in line, it was more an action to stop before me. "You might like to know that you are known to all the bulls already. Words spreads fast when a cow is found that enjoys it as much as you must have." He laughed and turned back to the door opening.
The cow ahead of me turned. "You actually enjoyed it?" she asked. She wasn't quite middle-aged but seemed worn down by life in the new society and especially by the monotony of life as a cow.
I scanned her body as discretely as possible to keep her response in perspective. She was like the vast majority of cows. That was merely an evaluation, not a judgment about the person she was. Yes, I continually reminded myself, person and not just cow. It was too easy for us to fall into the representation of the company. So many cows even become docile like cows but inside the person still existed. She was fat like most cows. That wasn't just heavier to support the large udders but ... fat.
"Don't you?" I asked honestly. "I mean ... you're here knowing you'll be fucked."
She looked at me intently. "I came here for the same reason almost all of us are here. We come to earn some extra money when there was no other way for a female. My husband and I thought it would a one time thing and we could stop struggling on his meager earnings. When I returned to him after 6 months, it wasn't enough so I came back. He and I agreed that I do everything I could to increase my milk production. So, I added the bulls and the extra everything. When I went back the next time, well ... he couldn't handle that I had been routinely fucked by random men."
I reached out to sofly touch her shoulder. "Does that happen a lot?"
She nodded, "Why else would a woman agree to become a cow except to help her husband?" she said in exasperation. Then she looked up sharply and sputtered an apology, "I'm sorry ... I didn't mean ..."
"It alright," I said softly as I pulled her in for a gentle hug. It felt weird. My mind still held onto an image of myself that was long gone in reality. As our naked bodies came together, I felt her soft flesh and udders pressing into my own. With my workouts, her fleshy body was much softer than mine but there was no mistaking two pair of F or G-sized breasts pressing together.
"You are so young," she said as we parted and she wiped tears from her eyes, "why did you come here?"
I smiled at her to reassure her, "Similar reasoning without the husband. I reached maturity but couldn't find any ... I mean ANY ... way to make any kind of living. The idea of marriage to survive seemed as desperate as this. And, it was widely recognized how many females came to a farm like this eventually. Heck," I continued, "all you had to do is look at females around town to see that." I lifted one G-sized breast heavy with milk. "These don't just magically return to normal breasts when we leave here."
"And you enjoy the bulls ..." she added less like a question than a confirming statement.
I nodded, "I did, yes. A lot. I figured, if I was to be treated like a cow and have my body changed for that purpose, I might as well do everything in my power to maximize the experience and earning potential. I didn't know anything about sex when I came so the idea was a bit intimidating at first but ..."
"Maximize experience," she added. "Good for you, then." The line had started to slowly move. "My husband left me," she blurted out as we moved forward. "Do you think it is too late for me?"
I stroked her butt teasingly, "Not ever. Let yourself go and feel their cocks not for production alone but for you. That's what I decided after this morning."
She turned and hugged me, again, which stopped the line. "Thank you. Can we talk, again?" I told her we would.
Then, it was my turn. The man at the door was directing me to a row of milking stations when he added, "The 3 big bulls drew straws to determine who would get you first."
I stopped in my tracks, "First?" I blurted out.
"First," he replied back. "You had a medium and big this morning. I'm not sure any cow has ever had three big bulls in one milking. I'll be curious." He stroked my butt and patted it to get me moving to the next available station. It almost felt like, 'there you go now like a good cow'.
As I settled onto the milking bench, adjusting my knees on the pads for comfort, my knees spread wide exposing my pussy, and easing my udders to either side of the chest support so they hung in position for milking, I mulled that comment over in my mind. I had been fucked twice at the morning milking and the guy at the door made it sound like the bulls would attempt to make it three times. I was told their stamina for fucking was improved by the same injections that increased their size. Even if the fucking while being milked extended my milk, could it be enough for three bulls to fuck me?
The worker appeared at my side and proceeded to begin my preparation by pulling out the tubing and suction tubes from the compartment below me. He squirted cream into his hands and began massaging and coating my udders and nipples.
"Can you tell me something?" I asked as he worked. "When the bulls start ... uhm ... servicing me ..."
"Fucking you, you mean?" he said with a laugh.
"Yes ... well ... when a bull starting fucking me and my milk stops, does he stop then or ..."
He had just completed attaching one nipple and turned that suction on when he stopped and looked at me laughing. "When a bull begins fucking, especially a big one, none of us are going to tell him to stop. Especially the big bulls. We try to manage them but it is carefully. Those of us who work here believe those injections make them more aggressive."
"Do you think they can be dangerous?" I asked cautiously.
He finished with the other nipple and slid his hand over my back as he stood, his hand continuing over my butt to my open thighs and over my pussy. "No need to lubricate you," he mumbled. "To answer your question, I don't think there is any danger as long as they get to regularly fuck cows." He leaned over so his lips were closer to my ear, "Truthfully, if the big bulls get more cows than the smaller bulls ... well, we'd rather the smaller bulls be unhappy."
I looked down to see milk sucked into the tubes and away as my nipples were pulled by the suction in an endless rhythm set by the machines. I thought the man had left when I felt hands on my butt, again. With my legs spread, I soon felt a blunt object at my pussy. No, this wasn't a worker.
"OH ... FUCKKKK," I exclaimed as that blunt object transformed into a big, thick cock opening my pussy. It pressed harder and penetrated a little deeper.
"Fuck is right," came the deep voice behind me as he pulled back and thrust deeper into me. "You are a tight cow, aren't you." With another pull back and stronger thrust his hips smacked the back of my thighs. "Fuck, you feel good on my cock."
"Ohhhh ... yeessss," I mumbled as my breathing was already ragged and gasping. "You ... you feel ... really good inside me."
He began thrusting more and more powerfully. I was groaning and moaning and panting under the onslaught of his cock. Every so often he got deeper than before and hit the top of my pussy which brought more groans and gasps from my mouth. With my head inside an opening on the bench for support, the sight of my huge udders swinging wildly by his fucking again had me marveling that the suction was maintained. But it was. Milk continued to flow as my body sent its signals that an orgasm, another big one, was imminent. I tiled my hips and I realized I could use muscles in my pussy to squeeze. Tilting had the cock slide over my g-spot occasionally.
I tried pushing back but we were lightly strapped in at the waist just to secure us enough not to jerk against the tubing below. When the orgasm hit, I cried out in ecstasy or what I envisioned ecstasy to be sexually.
"You ... fuck ... your pussy ... is spasming ... and washing ... my cock ... fuck," he gasped out as he continued fucking me through my orgasm.
As I experienced in the morning and now anticipated, the orgasm never fully ebbed as the stimulation continued. He was big, obviously one of the big bulls, and his thick cock seem to hit nerves all along the inside of my pussy and the entire circumference around. I continued to moan and gasp unintelligibly as yet another orgasmic peak rose from the previous one.
"Oh fuck ... oh fuck ... do that ... again ... squeezing ... do that ..." he cried out louder and louder. I did what he wanted. Somehow, despite my own impending orgasm, I had enough focus to squeeze around him. I felt his big cock pulse and a large spurt of his cum shoot into my pussy which was all I needed to crest into the next orgasm. Somehow, my fingers managed to record both.
He collapsed onto my back, his cock seeping cum. "You are amazing," he gasped. "You'll be seeing a lot of me."
I weakly chuckled, "If not seeing you, feeling you."
He laughed at that as he eased up and his cock slowly pulled out of my used pussy. He stroked my butt. "Very true," he said. "It isn't fair that we can't fuck in another position and watch each other enjoying it."
I reached back with a hand and he took it. Nothing was said but enough was said by the action.
Another big bull appeared almost immediately and filled me to the hilt with a single thrust. He too brought me to two orgasms before he added his cum to the first. When he pulled out, I could feel the air move in where the cock had been. I could also feel a rivulet of cum on the inside of my thighs. I looked down wondering about my milking to find that the machine continued distending my nipples and milk flowing through the tubes.
Another set of hands came to my butt. "My turn," was all he said as he pressed his thick cock into my gaping hole.
"Oooooo ... you are ... big ... toooooo," I moaned.
He chuckled, "I was cursing the others," he confessed, "for taking so long with you." He thrust deep and hard several times and settled into something of an aggressive rhythm. "I had you this morning and wanted you, again."
"My milk is still flowing," I said realizing I was somehow eager for more of these big cocked bulls.
"How many times... have you orgasmed... so far?" he asked punctuating his words regularly with deep and hard thrusts.
"Four," I gasped out.
"It'll be six soon enough," he said with confidence.
"OH GOD!" I exclaimed. Make me orgasm until I faint, I thought. Oh, how delicious must that be like?
Thankfully, my fingers were already moving over the switches with hardly a thought about it because he too made me orgasm twice before he added his volume of cum to my drenched pussy.
With a pat on my butt, the last bull said, "I'll be see you, 8MN345". All I could do was nod.
He pulled out. Just that act brought a moan from my mouth. The cum escaping my pussy seemed like a stream. One of the workers knelt next to me. My milk had stopped flowing only moments before his climax. My milking was lasting longer and longer. He massaged my udders and nipples like they always did and I saw drops of milk still forming there.
"Three big bulls in a row took you quite a while but your milk flowed nearly to the end. Are you trying to break some record?" the worker asked.
"What do you mean?" I asked back as I began to recover.
"You're the last cow here. Not even close. It will be interesting to see what your numbers look like if you keep going like this."
The following days were similar for both milkings. The three biggest bulls somehow managed to restrict fucking me to only them and all three consistently managed to fuck me hard and long. A couple days after that first time with all three of them, my milk was still flowing after the last one came and pulled out.
A week after being fucked exclusively by the big bulls I was called into the administration offices after the morning milking. I was still leaking cum as I sat in a hard wood chair outside the head offices. I was called in but I looked back down at the chair seat. There on the wood surface was a distinctly wet spot. I was smiling as I entered the offices where four people were sitting in a conference room.
"Why are you smiling, 8MN345? Was something funny about being here?" the lead woman asked.
"No, ma'am. It was just a silly remembrance. Not important, ma'am," I lied.
As I stood before their table, I could feel the slickness between my thighs. I know I should have been mortified of standing naked before four clothed people, much less with cum leaking from my well-fucked pussy. Most cows quickly become so docile they don't consider that they are naked even when in front of clothed medical or worker staff. Deciding to add the bulls to my regime for milk production had changed all that. Being fucked so well by the bulls and experiencing the change in attitude of the workers, spending more time than necessary fondling my udders and nipples, the sly stroking of my pussy as they worked, the now frequent penetration of my pussy by several fingers 'just checking if lubrication is needed', and the lewd comments about the bulls and me had all heightened my awareness of my body. Even as my body had filled out and my breasts had turned into udders, I knew my shape was still there and I enjoyed teasing the workers but especially the bulls.
Fucking, I knew, was now a focus for me beyond the impact it might have on my milk production. At the moment, though, what these four people wanted from me was a mystery.
"8MN345," the lead woman said. There was a long silence and all eyes shifted to watch me.
"I'm sorry," I replied finally, "I thought you were merely reading off my number. Yes, ma'am, that's me."
"You've been here ..."
"About four months, ma'am," I finished for her. Two men and two women on the panel. Several leaned their heads together and murmured something quietly.
"You are interesting," one of the men said. "Cows by this time would be very docile and subdued." It wasn't a question. I decided to be quiet.
The original woman took up the lead, again. "We watch the production numbers and reports for all the cows. I am sure you can understand it is critical to our business to understand how the herd is functioning." Interesting, I thought. Herd. Not just cows but a herd of cows. I supposed in the moment that it made it easier for them to think of us as cows, to dehumanize us to an extent when using us for the purpose of producing milk for profit. Since being at the farm I had wondered exactly who buys our milk. Children were given a ration of milk but it was expensive on the market.
The other woman introduced herself as the lead for milk production. "Your numbers are good, 8MN345. Surprisingly good, I might add." I was quiet, again. No question, no offer. "Okay, you might be fairly new but do you have any thoughts of why you are achieving these numbers? That's what we are interested in."
I parted my legs a just a bit wider. The women didn't react except to simply notice the movement. The two men, however, did noticeably react by staring between my legs. Then, they blushed when they realized I caught them. I smiled at them and they became embarrassed.
"Your file indicates that you signed up for all options except the bulls from the start. You recently, weeks ago, added the bulls where you're getting your milkings since," one of the men stated.
The other jumped in, "Other cows have followed similar paths, 8MN345, and not achieved your numbers."
I smiled as I scanned each of their faces. I had the thought that my confidence unnerved them. "Yes, other cows are on the same regimen as I am. Some even get the full options as I am but how many are getting injections and the enhanced dietary plan? There is a group of cows accepting the bulls, yes. How many of them are there for every ... EVERY ... milking?" There was a scurry of scanning pages in files but they couldn't have all that information before them. "My theory," I said which brought a stop to them, "is the bulls. The biggest bulls." I stepped up the table and parted my legs, my hand going down my stomach to between my legs. My boldness surprised even me. Where was it coming from? "I was just milked and this is the result. This mess is what I experience during milking now. I have six orgasms and receive three massive loads of semen from the three biggest bulls."
They looked at each other repeating words to each other: "three bulls" "six orgasms" "big bulls" and more. "How could ... there isn't time to be fucked three times during a milking. Especially not the big bulls who last longer. We've timed it in the barn." They were weakly protesting that one of their cows might know more than their studies.
"It's not possible," one of the men protested. "Our studies are extensive over years of cows at this farm. The numbers must be wrong. We'll get to the bottom of the error," he insisted. The others, just as clueless, nodded. I shrugged and backed away. I knew how long I was now in the milking stations with milk flowing. The numbers would be proven.
I could see I was being dismissed as they huddled in frustrated discussion. I decided in spite to lob another thought for them to digest. I stepped up to the table which got their attention. "I was milk not more than a two hours ago," I stated. "If you understand your cows so well," I challenged, "explain this." I squeezed my right udder with both hands and a squirt of milk shot out onto the table surface. With that I left.
Whatever it was that came over me in the meeting, I saw in myself the ability to change things in certain ways. For a while, I had noticed my udders being almost too full by the time the next milking came around. If I changed things, would I be able to wait for the next milking? I smiled a wicked smile as I walked from the administration building directly to the lake where I bathed, floated, and sunned. I had to think and I needed quiet and the middle of the lake was perfect.
* * * *
At the afternoon milking, I walked the line of cows doing my own little survey. I had no way of knowing how many cows had signed up for the bulls option versus how many took advantage of it versus how many did so regularly. My questions, though, might lead to something.
As I began my questions, the other cows gathered around me. I questioned why they were using this side of the barn. I asked how often they came. I challenged them to think about the why and how often. I explained my theory: all the options and the bulls but especially the big bulls. I suggested that the big bull semen had something to do with it, too. "I've never been so horny," I insisted to them. "I can't get enough of them and my milk production is soaring."



"But," complained one cow, "you're hogging the big bulls."
"Not me, they are hogging me. I have an idea of how we cows can affect this farm." They listened and some seemed to respond. "Look," I pleaded, "no offense but you are acting like cows. You're not. You just produce milk but you are still women. You are willing to be fucked so take your enjoyment of it. Don't think of it as just milking but of your pleasure. Use it to add some excitement to this life."
"There are only three big bulls," one protested.
Another cow spoke up, "I think the three middle sized are good, too, though." I smiled at her. There were more nods and I thought I had a start. But, it wasn't enough.
After the milking which was a now predictable milking session for me, I encountered the next opportunity for my plan. All of the bulls were gathered in the space between their quarters and the barn. "What's going on?" I asked the workers watching from the barn door.
"The first time I have seen the big bulls being challenged," one said.
"There's about to be a brawl over you," another said looking at me. "It sounds like they all want a fair chance at your pussy."
"I'm just a cow," I teased.
"Bullshit," one responded.
I wasn't five steps before I heard from behind me, "I'd like a piece of that myself."
I strode boldly to the cluster-fuck of bulls arguing. With confident slides and swinging udders, I got noticed by them. I stepped into the middle and separated them with outstretched arms. "What's the problem here?"
"You," one of the smaller bulls said. "Them keeping you to themselves." "It's not fair," another added.
"Fair?" I asked. "What part of any of this is fair? Here's a thought," I challenged boldly, a cow among bulls, "instead of whining about it why not join these guys using injections?"
"Why should that matter? Maybe we don't want to have to change?"
I turned my back to the big bulls who weren't just big cocked but fuller in body, too. I glared at the other bulls, "You want fair?" I screamed at them. "You don't want your body to change?" I screamed. I raised my udders to them. "Look at change," I demanded. "Look at what happens to every cow here. I had firm C breasts when I came and now look at these G udders that flop on me."
I almost smiled at the reaction. The bulls in front of me actually seemed cowed. Interesting thought to apply to them. They were used to docile cows they had their way with but here I stood challenging them. "Look at me," I demanded. "Now, what's the worst for you if you get the injections and get big cocks? If you do go back to the world, is a big cock a problem or do you make women happy there, too?"
Perhaps a final feeble counter, "Are three enough cows wanting big cocks?"
"What if they didn't have a choice?" I backed into one of the big bulls and grasped his cock. "I'd take this cock any time. Leave that concern to me."
I glanced at the barn door as everything broke up. The workers were gathered in animated discussion. I was sure what just happened would be included in their report.
* * * *
The next day, after the morning milking and after the 'cows only' time expired for the pasture, I was watching from our quarters as the bulls made their way into the pasture. I had noticed before how sad it looked as the ten or so males wandered almost aimlessly. The thought had occurred to me that they appear much like the cows. Their life lacked as much excitement and interest as did the cows who were thought to be the docile ones.
It was time for the next stage of my plan. I exited the building and walked with more confidence than I should feel into the pasture. It took a while before any of the bulls noticed a cow approaching them.
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CHAPTER 5: AN OPEN PASTURE
The next day, after the morning milking and after the 'cows only' time expired for the pasture, I was watching from our quarters as the bulls made their way there. I had noticed before how sad it looked as the ten or so males wandered almost aimlessly. The thought had occurred to me that they appear much like the cows. Their life lacked as much excitement and interest as did the cows who were thought to be the docile ones.
It was time for the next stage of my plan. I exited the building and walked with more confidence than I should feel into the pasture. It took a while before any of the bulls noticed a cow approaching them.
They were separated in loose groups not so unlike the cows. With the cows, I wasn't always sure why they seemed to move in the groups they did. These bulls, though, were more obvious. The three largest bulls were together doing light exercises in the grass. Two of the three middle-sized bulls were missing. The other smaller bulls were off to the side looking like they were aimlessly walking, perhaps eventually connecting with the path around the lake or into the lake.
One of the big bulls was resting after a long series of push-ups. He stood as I approached. Was it because he was sweaty and in the sun that my jaw almost dropped. I know I usually didn't see them as they came to me to fuck from behind, but ... damn. His body glistened and the muscles from the exercise stood out on his body. As the other big bulls stood, I got the same impression. Looking at them made me want to tighten my own body.
"What are you doing here?" one asked. "It's not the cows' time," another threw out.
"Who says cows can't come out now?" I challenged.
One of the big bulls stood quietly watching the interaction, a slight smile forming on his face. Another bull stated, "You have your time and it's over. This is our time now."
I walked right up to him and looked him in the eyes even though I had to look up slightly. "So?" I retorted. I looked at the rest and noted that one, again. "The cows have a defined time for their safety. There is nothing defining the rest of the day in the pasture that says bulls, only." It was a bluff. I had never seen rules written or stated to that effect. I gambled they hadn't, either. The gamble worked, though. They had no response.
The big bull with the smile came up behind me and placed his large hands on my shoulders. I flinched. This whole thing was based on an assumption I only had hope to be true.
He lowered his head and whispered into my ear, "Good for you. I knew you were different."
Then, to the other bulls, "Are you guys saying you don't want the company of cows out here with us? We come out here every day and are by ourselves. I say, if the cows want to share the space with us and be company ... I say good."
I turned around and put my hands on his powerful chest. Damn, I had only felt the cocks from behind but the bodies of these big bulls ... I could feel my pussy drooling. I whispered a throaty thank you.
"So, then," he said directly to me, "what is your reason for being here? I could see you were nervous."
I turned back to face the other bulls. With my moving and his moving I found my ass against his big cock. It twitched at the contact. My breath caught in my throat.
"I am here for two reason. The first is that the cows are under the belief that if they came out here with you, they would be raped." That caused a stir and protests. I held up my hands to quiet them. "There must have been an occurrence in the past because the cow times were established by the company."
"If so, it was years ago before any of us," one protested.
"Besides," another added, "why would we rape when we can fuck during milking?"
"I am glad to hear you say that. I'm also not saying that some cows might like to be fucked between milkings but you both have to be in agreement." There was a lot of nodding and agreeing.
"Do you think any will join us?"
I pointed back toward the buildings where a group of cows stood outside watching. "I think there is a chance once I assure them." A bunch of bulls suddenly had smiles on their faces. I was used to the way the cows acted and reacted at the farm. As resigned as I felt the cows to be, the bulls seemed to be similarly resigned to a dull existence alone. Maybe that could change.
That same bull came up behind me, pressed his body against mine, and lifted my udders with squeezes. Drops of milk formed on the nipples and every bull in front of me noticed. "I bet I can guess the other reason you are here," he said just loud enough for all of us to hear. "You're a hot fuck, 8MN345. That's why you are here, isn't it?"
I turned to press my body against his and in the process grabbed his long cock. I had to look up, "Yes, it is but with conditions." I turned back to the other bulls but I didn't release the cock in my hand. "Yes, I want to fuck more. I have a theory I want tested. It seems to be accepted by the farm medical group that fucking a cow during milking increases her milk. Why would that be true ONLY during milking? And, ever since I was fucked by these big guys, I have had an increase in desire for more fucking. I think... my theory ... is that your injections contain something that is absorbed through my pussy."
"Soooo ...," one ventured, "what's the condition."
"You all get the injections." I watched them. Several had objected before. "Think about it, guys. What really is the down side? You get a big cock that makes every cow happy. The cows produce more milk and become hornier. As the word spreads through the cow herd, more cows will join in and we may need more bulls but there will be plenty of pussy to fuck." The big bull behind me was fondling my udder, again. "Guys," I said intently, "I am tired of the bickering and whining about who fucks who. The cows will like big cocks too when they realize it isn't attached to aggressive behavior like they think now."
"What about today, though?" one asked. "Some of us haven't gotten the injection, yet."
"Promise you will right after." They nodded eagerly. "Being fucked from behind is fine but it is all I have known. I want to experiment with other ways, other positions. I am sure other cows will feel the same way. You ready to put on a show for those watching cows?"
A cheer went up from the bulls that must have carried beyond the pasture. I would later learn it was heard inside the administration building.
The bull turned me and lifted me off my feet. I was shocked by the action which I might otherwise associate with great familiarity. I had come to the farm weighing just over 100 pounds and didn't know what I weighed now but it seemed sometimes that my udders alone might weighed that much. He mashed his lips into mine as another shock but I returned the passion without thought.
"You're intending to change everything, aren't you," he said into my mouth.
"If I can with support," I gasped back to him.
He pulled me tight as he covered my mouth in the second real kiss of my life. "You tell me what you need and we'll follow. I guarantee it."
"Why?" I asked.
"Why not? They are using us for their profit. Why shouldn't we get something more from it? And, something tells me you just might be the one to get it for us."
I kissed him hard, "Fuck me!"
"How?"
"Like this. Put that beautiful cock inside me and fuck me."
"No. Wait. What's your name? Not your number but your name."
I smiled at him. Humans. Not bulls and cows. "Sarah," I uttered. "Now, fuck me."
He raised me up and I clung to him with arms around his neck and legs around his waist, my udders pressed into his muscled chest. I felt one of his hands release me and guide his wonderful cock to my pussy. I gasped when it touched me. I relaxed my hold and slipped down over his cock just inches.
"Ohhhhhh ... fuck me ... yessssss," I gasped.
He groaned as my body slid down over his cock. "You know ..." he gasped, "I don't' care how many cows come down while we are here." I pulled my head back and looked at him. "You're the one I want around my cock. You were from the time I first fucked you." I smiled and kissed him hard. What he was saying ... could that possibly work?
I was sitting fully penetrated on his cock, his hands again under my ass allowing me to relax the tension on my arms a bit while my legs remained tight around his body. I had almost forgotten about the other bulls when I saw movement at the sides observing us. He lifted me and I moved up his cock until it was barely still inside me, just the head still stretching my hole open. Then, he dropped me. I cried out in surprise and the power of his cock ramming back fully into me. I gasped as I looked into his face. He was handsome, I thought, in a rugged sort of way. As he raised me back up, I tried to think how old he might be and it escaped me. I was very young but I doubted my months at the farm allowed me to look that way. Maybe in my eyes and I searched his as he dropped me, again. Yes, the eyes. He was older than me but not old, not that much older.
I reached my head to him and kissed him, again. Kissing was so new. How sad was that. With all the fucking I have had, my first kisses were so long after.
He raised me up and released me but he started to thrust his hips at the same time I came down, the new impact drove his pelvis into mine and mashed my clit. "OH ... FUCK ... YESSSSSS!" I cried out as an orgasm rose up. "Yessssss ... yes ... this is ... what I wanted," I gasped as I ground myself down on his cock, squeezed with my pussy like I was trying to strangle his cock. "I want ... to fuck ... different ... yessssss." And I orgasmed. And not quietly.
He kept fucking, though. Oh, how I love those injections. These big bulls can fuck and fuck and I orgasm and orgasm. "Yes, fuck me ... make me cry ... make me moan ... and orgasm," I gasped and pleaded. "Give me your cum. I want ... cum dripping ... from me," I encouraged him and the others who were gather in a circle around us.
He didn't disappoint me. He rammed his cock into me with an urgency and command I had never felt even in the milking barn. I orgasmed a second time before him but when he climaxed it was explosive. His cum came in torrents and filled my pussy to overflowing. I hugged him hard and whispered into his ear, "What is your real name?" Damien, he gasped back while securely holding me. I kissed him, "I love your cock, Damien. Now I'll know when you come up behind me while I'm milking." He smiled and raised me up off his still hard cock. I bent over and licked his cum and juice covered cock. I smiled. Not bad, I thought.
I walked up to another bull at random. I didn't think there would be conflict any longer. They were all going to get to use me if my pussy could take it. I pointed to the ground and he looked confused. I just pointed and looked at him expectantly. He finally shrugged and lay back on the longish grass, his middle-sized cock hard and twitching. I straddled him and sat my cum-filled pussy over his cock. He looked up at me still confused but accepting, anticipatory. I raised my hips up and reached between my legs for his hard cock, turned it upright, and sat down over it.
"Oh fuck," the bull below me gasped.
"Where did she learn that?" someone asked.
I didn't respond or try to track what else was being added by the audience. Not only was I fucking between milking sessions but was being closely observed by all the bulls and many cows, though from a distance. All I cared about was the feeling of a cock in my pussy fucking me in a very different ways. For a moment, I sat there on his cock. How does this work, I questioned myself. I was sitting on him making it difficult for him to fuck me. I rose up on my knees along his cock and let myself back down. I can fuck him! I began rising and falling with gained confidence and assurance of what I was doing as I heard the bull below me groaning and gasping, sounds I was releasing myself. At the same time, my udders were flopping and bouncing and swaying ridiculously on my chest.
"Damn!" someone declared, "look at her fuck him. Who would have thought of that?"
"Better start thinking," another mumbled. "You heard her. She wants different."
"That looks so much more exciting than fucking into an anonymous cow from behind."
I would have smiled in satisfaction that my encouragement of the bulls was being taken to heart by them but I was much too involved in the feeling of this cock. Added to the arousal of it was being able to see the bull I was fucking, seeing his face, his reactions, and his enjoyment. I reached down to his hands and placed them on my swinging udders. He looked at me curious and I squeezed his hands against them. He squeezed the next time, mauling my udders and twisting the distended nipples which were very easy to hold, pull, and twist. As he did, milk appeared in drops. He looked from my nipples to my face as I continued fucking his cock. He rose up and pressed his mouth around a leaking nipple and began to suck.
"Ohhhhh ... god ... suck my milk," I gasped as I continued fucking him. The sensations from my pussy and nipple joined somewhere inside me and increasing the stimulation I already felt from his cock sliding in my clamping pussy. We came nearly together and I fell onto him. "Thank you," I gasped.
I struggled to rise up and managed to stumble to the side and onto my back where I remained while breathing heavily. The bulls were gathered around me as I lay on the ground, my legs partially open. What the hell, I thought. Maybe this can work, too. I raised my knees and spread them wide. I knew I was lewdly exposed and probably with cum leaking from a gaping hole. I pointed at another of the bulls and he needed no additional encouragement. He stood between my splayed legs for a moment before letting the obvious take him to a new option.
I smiled as he dropped to his knees between my legs and guided his cock to my pussy. He leaned over me and as the head of his cock touch my pussy hole, I reached up and pulled his face to mine for a kiss. His cock entered me and we moaned into each other's mouths.
"Oh ... yes," I gasped with lips brushing his. "Is okay ... for you?"
"Very much," he gasped. "It feels ... like I am fucking ... you, a woman ... and not just a cow."
I giggled and raised my hips to meet his thrust. That was good, too. So many possibilities, I hoped. He fucked me with arms on either side of me for support as he thrust into me, his cock and body slamming into me. My udders danced on my chest, from hanging to the sides to bouncing up and down.
The next bull was a big guy. I remained where I was on my back. He knelt between my legs and looked down at my pussy. "I suppose I have become quite messy," I said.
He chuckled. "None of us are going to mind or complain."
He looked down at me and I guessed he didn't want to just perform the action as the previous guy. "Try something a bit different?" He nodded eagerly. "Take my feet and put them over your shoulders. Let's see how that works."
He nodded. My hips rose off the ground as he pressed his big cock into my ready and messy pussy. We both groaned as he thrust hard to sink his cock completely. He fucked me like a wild man and his cock hit me deep several times. As he leaned over me, my thighs were pressed nearly into my chest and I felt even more lewdly displayed as he plunged into me. From this angle, I raised my head and could see his cock rapidly fucking in and out of my pussy, cum leaking out from around his big cock. I felt wicked by enjoying all this fucking so much but I did ... I truly and truly did enjoy it.
All of us seemed to lose creativity beyond what had been tried and I was fucked by the rest of the bulls in one of the positions already tried. All except being held. I believed only Damien was capable of that.
After the last of the bulls had fucked me, I lay spent on my back in the grass. I was breathing heavy so my udders were rising and falling, my legs spread where the last bull had fucked me. I could feel air at my gaping pussy hole and knew a stream of cum had and was escaping me. I raised myself to my elbows and gazed at the bulls standing before me with pleased looks on their faces, their cocks softened and hanging. A temporary condition to be sure.
Damien and another of the big bulls stepped forward and extended their hands. I grabbed onto both offered hands and allowed them to do most of the work in getting me upright. I looked between my legs to find cum persistently leaking from my pussy.
"You guys sure made a mess of me," I giggled.
"We'd happily take you to the lake and assist you," one said eagerly.
I put up both hands in a visual 'no' and added a verbal as well. "No, no, no," I laughed. "I am not sure I trust you or me and I need some real rest before the next milking. Otherwise I might fall asleep while being milked ..." I looked at them all, "... and being fucked. And, wouldn't that be a waste."
My first few steps away from them were stumbles. "Want us to carry you?" I heard from them. I waved a hand at them and put more focus on my walking across the pasture toward the cows quarters.
As I climbed the little rise to the buildings, I saw there was still a group of cows assembled.
"What were you thinking going down there?" "Weren't you scared?" "Were they raping you like we heard would happen?" "We should notify someone about it."
I stopped in front of them and held up my hands to them to get them to stop. "No, we won't be reporting anything and I was not raped. I went down there to join them because I was convinced they weren't dangerous despite what might have happen before any of us were here." Several of the cows were gape-mouthed. "I went down there to confirm my suspicion that those bulls are not overly aggressive enough to rape cows. Sure, the injections make them horny and they are able to fuck a long time and they need to climax regularly as a result. But, they are not aggressive. Everything that happened down there was with my consent."
"I don't understand," one insisted. "We've been told to go out only during our times because of the big bulls."
"I know. I was told the same thing. But I've been getting fucked by only the big bulls for ... I don't know how many milking sessions and I came to believe it wasn't true. Sure, they fucked me hard ... and a long, long time ... but I felt I understood them. I went down there to prove it."
I started walking past them when one stopped me. "But, why was it so important to you? You're getting fucked more than any of the cows in that part of the building."
"Ladies," I began with a deep sigh, "I have a theory about milk production and bulls. I believe there is more to it than they believe. But, right now, I need rest or I'll fall asleep in the milking station."
With that I walked away. I stumbled into the community shower and into my cot after barely drying myself. I groaned when I was awakened by the afternoon milking bell. My udders ached, though. I was becoming more convinced about my theories. It seemed every milking time found my udders painfully hard with milk. Another milking, three more fucks, and I could sleep like I was dead. I hoped the other cows would be quiet.
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CHAPTER 6: A NEW FARM DYNAMIC
A few days more than a week after I made my first venture out into the pasture with the bulls, every bull had received their injections and signed up for the enhanced nutrition as they had promised. As I was to learn, the first few days after the first injection could be somewhat painful for them as their cocks had the initial big spurts of growth. Their cocks were constantly hard, their balls pulsed, and were quite sensitive. But, it wasn't long before all that subsided and the entire bull herd was big and horny.
The cows were hesitant even after seeing me regularly in the pasture with the bulls. The truth was that the bulls needed socializing company as much as they desired an extra fuck in the day. Several of the cows that were still motivated by what they could earn quickly joined me, though. After explaining my theory of how the bulls could impact milk production, more cows were eager to trial it, too. Some cows were actually afraid of the big cocks. Their fucking experience was a husband with a small penis and seeing a cock swing twice as long and thicker than that was intimidating as I recalled when I started on the same journey. I encouraged the use of the shed with the beam for the cows to prepare themselves.
After that short time, the number of cows using the bull-side of the milking barn had increased significantly. And, there were fewer cows who were using it as an occasional option for a fuck and using it as a regular effort to increase their milk AND enjoy the fucking.
"Sarah," I heard my real name called as I was exiting the milking barn. I searched around me before I found Damien striding toward me, his long cock swinging before him as he did. He had to make his way through the milking congestion of cows and bulls collected outside the barn who were in casual conversation. That was the new dynamic that was quickly changing on the farm. Cows and bulls in casual and comfortable mutual existence.
"Damien," I replied as he got closer. Within only days our shared farm life had changed for many of us and the workers who milked and maintained the farm were still in shock. A group of them were gathered at the opened large doors of the barn commenting. The added changed was that some of us were using real names and not assigned, dehumanizing numbers. I smiled at his approach, "You look like a bull on a mission."
He chuckled. "Hardly. I do have a concern, though. That's why I wanted to talk to you. You're the smart one."
It wasn't the first time he had said something like that when I used him and a select few cows to bounce ideas off. It was hard for me to consider it being true but since I had stood up to that panel of managers and then theorized and proved the plan for how we (cows and bulls) could impact the production of milk ... wouldn't that be a surprise. A female child brought up without significant guidance or education could actually have a brain cell or two. I minimized it even to myself. The society would reject such a thing without consideration. It was better not to take that part of my influence too seriously.
"Look at this," he said urgently with a wave of his hand across the view of cows and bulls filling the open area outside the milking barn.
"It's great, isn't it?" I responded with honest excitement. "Bulls and cows acting like real people." No matter what else might change for us, we were still bulls and cows. We produced milk and our lives were still an existence of base physical instincts and behavior. There were even thoughts of relationships developing which would include Damien and me. How we might come to feel about each other, though, was always qualified by the nature of the farm. My feeling close to Damien and he to me didn't change the reality that I was a cow who could be frequently fucked by other bulls.
He laughed, "Okay, sure," he said while recognizing my tease of him. He got excited but I repeatedly calmed him down so we could rationally discuss what his concerns were. He took a deep breath. Damien was a force of nature and that was mostly a physical thing. He was larger and stronger than any other bull which somehow even translated into his cock and fucking. None of the bulls dared to challenge him and he used that to assist me in whatever I needed.
"You're right, of course," he finally said as stepped alongside me and we wandered off into the pasture to the lake. It had become something of a routine for us to go to the lake to clean each other in that natural way and to be together. "What I am concern about, though, is that we can't keep up." He chuckled, "And don't tease me that I seem to always be able to get it up." I laughed. "My words don't come out like yours can. What I mean is the number of cows are becoming too many for us to fuck as much as we were before."
I nodded as we waded into the water. If this time played out like normal, we would wade out into chest deep water (that is chest deep for me) and washing each other with our hands stroking and grasping and soon enjoying a somewhat private fuck, often with him holding me in the water.
"You're right, Damien. I noticed it myself when I was getting only two fucks while being milked and a significant time in the station without a cock in me." His hands were on my udders and I was fondling (washing) his big cock. "The other cows, too?"
One of his hands dipped between my legs to 'clean' me there as he nodded. "It took me a few milking sessions to recognize it because we bulls are moving from cow to cow and fucking the whole time like before. The thing is, the cows aren't getting as much fucking because we have to move around to all the cows so each one gets some fucking at least."
I nodded, momentarily distracted by the hard cock in my hands as I used both to slide up and down it. "I think I was slow in making the same recognition because the bulls were still favoring me. It was a surprise when I only got two."
"There is more to you than just another cow pussy, Sarah. That's what makes you a favorite of all the bulls. So, yeah, if you only got two fucks, you see the problem, too."
He lifted me in a way that seemed effortless. I would always marvel about his strength. When he lowered me, it was onto his cock. We both paused our talk to release satisfying sighs as his wonderful cock filled my pussy. God, I loved his cock and appreciated the bull it was attached to.
"I've been focused on attracting cows to the cause, but you are right," I admitted as he slowly raised and lowered me in a lazy, unhurried fucking. When I asked, he said the bulls were recruited the same way as the cows with a small advertisement that received some interest when jobs were especially bad. "I think we have plenty of cows here. It's just a matter of converting them to being better producers."
He raised me up and slammed me down over his cock suddenly. I cried out in wild pleasure jolting through my body. "Converting them like this?" he asked playfully.
"Exactly like that," I gasped. His cock had hit deep inside and that altered my thoughts. I kissed him before gazing into his eyes. "You're still getting an occasional injection?" He nodded. I smiled. "I think your cock is a bit longer."
All the talk ended as he began fucking me urgently as he walked us out of the water, laid me down on the grass on my back, and began plowing into my pussy as though was trying to get it through my body and out my mouth. It was an animalistic fuck. And, I loved every moment of it that took me to multiple orgasms and his eventual cum flooding my pussy.
The next day at the morning milking, Damien was behind me providing my second fucking of the session. "This is 8MN345." It sounded like one of the managers. I couldn't see anything except the tubing below me pulling my milk out and my udders swinging while Damien fucked me. The voice apparently surprised him, too. His fucking rhythm stuttered dramatically. "We don't want to disturb the process, though."
"What makes her so special?" another voice asked, this one a different and authoritative male voice.
"It's ... it's complicated."
"What about the bull?" came the male voice, again.
"We believe he's her favorite," the manager replied.
"They have favorites?" asked the male voice with real surprise.
"It is part of the change that has occurred here."
"Let's talk to both of them," the male voice said with authority.
When the sounds of shoes on the barn floor indicated the group of people had left, "What was that, Damien?" I managed to get out without stammering as he fucked me hard.
"They were just suddenly there," he replied. "They surprised me. You know ... how focused ... I get when in ... your pussy and ... especially when you ... use your pussy to clamp around me." We both laughed while gasping. We both knew it was true, though.
* * * *
Damien and I were being led through the administration offices, having been called to attend some meeting which included that mystery man we had heard in the milking barn. We were told he was someone of importance. We passed offices with open doors and cubicles all with people busy doing whatever they did for the farm. They were all dressed while Damien and I were naturally not. We were then even barefoot, having given up wearing sandals as the soles of our feet toughened. While I was so comfortable being naked in general, the administration area remain the place where I could be reminded that naked wasn't the 'proper' way for people to be. Of course, in many ways we were no longer 'people' but cows and bulls. There was no hiding either my swinging udders or Damien's swing cock.
We were shown to the same conference room where I had previously faced the panel of managers. This time the same managers were present but also an older, distinguished man in the center. Against a wall sat a young woman with notepad and pen. The new man was introduced to us as the Director, a man responsible for all the farms in the region. The young woman was not introduced but was the assistant to the Director. She shyly considered us and embarrassingly averted her eyes at seeing the naked Damien and his long cock. I smiled at her and it seemed to make her blush even more.
"I have seen reports that highlight your production numbers ..." he looked down at a sheet before him, "... uhmm ... 8MN345." He considered me, his eyes scanning over my body. "Very impressive. And, very odd. It was the odd part that caused me to divert from my original travel plans to discuss what I read."
He watched me as if expecting something from me but I learned long ago living in the system that you don't volunteer anything until you understand the circumstances.
"8MN345 is our highest producer, sir," the farm manager said.
"I understand that," he abruptly responded to her. "I've read the reports. What I want to know is why. Why is a cow relatively new to the system ... what? Six months? ... why is she above the rest?" He glared at the manager. "I've seen the results but not what's behind it."
"If I may," I interjected, "there was a study performed that indicated that a cow who is fucked while milking will produce more milk."
"Yes, yes, that was my study. It was proven with data. We used a control group of consenting cows and milked them for a set period of time. We then had bulls fuck them once while being milked over the same number of days. The data doesn't lie."
"I'm not saying the data lies but what I will say is that the conclusion is wrong." The manager dropped her head. I was speaking to her boss and I was telling him he messed up.
"How dare you," he bellowed. "That was my study and there is nothing wrong with it." The manager's eyes were pleading with me to be quiet. Even Damien nudged me with his elbow.
"May I explain?" I asked. He gave a gesture for me to continue but I could tell it was reluctantly. "For one thing, your study was apparently limited by one fuck while the cows were milking. What would have been the result if she was fucked twice?" I noticed the manager paying close attention. "Another thing, did all the cows achieve orgasm?"
"Why would that be important?" he challenged back.
"A cock moving in and out of her pussy or an orgasm? Which provides the more significant bodily reaction?" I watched him. He was finally listening. "Also, why one fuck? What might two fucks mean?"
He watched me closely. "And you think?"
"I have been fucked two or three times during a milking session by the biggest bulls. And, yes, this is my favorite. He has the longest and thickest cock." I looked over at the assistant who was blushing more than I might think possible. "The big bulls give me two orgasms to their one climax." He stared at me. The manager was more nervous. "But, I also questioned why fucking just while being milked should make a difference. If an orgasm, by identification of importance, is significant, why not a fuck and orgasm outside of milking?"
"And, that's also happening?" he questioned. "I established a rule for times the cows are in the pasture and the bulls are in the pasture."
"Because of a bad singular bull a long time, ago?"
He was quiet about that. "You were wondering why me," I threw back at him. "That's why. I have been doing all that."
He turned to the farm manager. "Why wasn't all this reported?"
She opened her mouth but I interrupted, "How could she?" I asked. "The data seemed clear but she was countering your study and standards. She needed to be prepared with convincing data and rational conclusions to counter your established study."
He considered me before turning to the farm manager with a softer expression. "I expect more detailed data and conclusions. This, obviously, could be huge for other farms, too. If we can implement this across the herds and other farms ... it could be very good for all of us."
The manager responded as expected to placate her boss. The Director checked the time and excused himself to get to his next destination. As he got up to leave, the young assistant did as well, giving a final glance to Damien as he stood next to me. After the Director had left, the farm manager sighed deeply and leaned back into her chair I was wondering if Damien and I should leave.
The manager leaned forward, her forearms on the table, "Thank you."
"Ma'am?"
"You saved me, so thank you. You made it sound like we had discussed all this and were only waiting for conclusive validation of the data before presenting it. I owe you big time. I want to give you a bonus."
I shook my head and blindly grasped for Damien's hand. "No ma'am. Thank you, but I can't do that. I have the trust and following of the cows and bulls. If I were to gain from it, it could likely destroy that."
"There must be something the herd needs, then," she said.
I looked at Damien, he nodded. I looked back at the manager who was curious about the shared look between us. I said, "There is, ma'am. Actually, there is for all of us." She patiently waited. "More bulls, ma'am." Her face reflected her surprise. "You see, I've managed to increase the number of cows adding the other options to their contract including the bulls while milking. We've encouraged all the bulls to get injections. The problem is that we have more cows wanting fucking while being milked than the bulls can manage."
"Every cow gets fucked. We're not leaving any without," Damien said sounding defensive.
"That's right. The bulls are doing a great job, ma'am. There is just so much time. When I was getting fucked three times before, it is only twice now."
"What about after? Uhmm, you know, between the milking?"
I nodded, "At least there is that. Many more cows are sharing time with the bulls in the pasture and, yes, there is additional fucking occurring then." She looked at me somewhat bemused. What a strange conversation, I told myself, explaining to the manager why we needed more bulls so us cows could be fucked more. The manager's eyes moved to Damien's cock and seemed fixed there for a moment. I reached to the side and lightly touched Damien's cock as she watched. It immediately responded which drew a sharp response from him. "These big bull cocks give us cows the orgasms we need for production. It isn't the fucking, it's the orgasms. Small bulls aren't the same."
Damien's cock had grown and bobbed in front of him at an angle. The managers all had fixed eyes on us. "We can put out another ad," she said finally.
"We think a more aggressive approach could be used." She waited. "We think ... a mobile milking station taken to surrounding towns."
"You mean a demonstration of a cow being milked," she said which wasn't everything, of course.
"And a bull to fuck her while she is being milked," a young male sitting at the table added. "That's the real point, right? More than attracting women to being cows, it's men to be bulls."
The manager watched her young assistant and back to us. She appraised us both as if visualizing a naked bull and cow being exhibited. "There is no secret that it is rampant unemployment and desperation that brings us our recruits. We've not pushed for bulls frankly because nobody had shown the real connection between bulls and cows in the process. Imagine it coming from a cow and not one of us," she said and everyone at the table became quiet.
The manager looked down the table, "Would this work?"
The same young man looked at us intently. He appraised Damien and me in a new way, my udders, my pussy, and Damien's cock. "I think so if it is a cow that is enticing ... her for instance ... and a bull that men might find an image that would appeal to them like him."
Damien surprised me. He took a step behind me and pulled me into his front, his hands lifting my udders and his firming cock pressed into my ass. I sighed and gasped as he played with my distended nipples. "She is very vocal and guaranteed to orgasm."
The four at the table intently watched as Damien stroked and fondled me in front of them and my responses flowed from my open mouth. I reached behind me and grasped his cock. "There is something ... we haven't shared ... with you," I confessed haltingly. "The bull injections ... heightens their need ... to fuck. When their cum ... mixes with our ... orgasms it somehow is absorbed ... through our pussy wall ... and creates our heightened desire for fucking." I moaned deeply.
"I think we see," the manager said. "We'll make you suggestion happen. In the meantime, let's give them some privacy."
I immediately turned into Damien's arms before they were fully out of their chairs. He picked me up, and in familiar, practiced manner, set me down over his cock. I gasped as he walked to the table where he lay me over it, his cock slowly moving in and out. I wasn't aware of the others in the room or not and I knew being milked and fucked in public display wouldn't be a problem for either of us. It was only after a tremendous shared climax enhanced by it happening in the conference with administration staff just outside the door that embarrassment came to us. Not only had it occurred but we had to leave the conference room still naked and bodily evidence of having fucked. The difference, despite the embarrassment, was that we weren't ignored as cows or bulls. That was something.
* * * *
As I was finishing up after the afternoon milking, I heard busy noise at the barn door. The worker finishing me was spending more time fondling or massaging my udders and nipples.
"What's happening out there," I asked as I sighed enjoying the effect of his fondling.
"I thought you'd know," he said. "The manager came by earlier and instructed us to have enhanced drinks rich in nutrition and protein ready for all of you to assist you in recovery."
I puzzled over that. It was a good idea to replace lost hydration but also protein and other nutrients quickly after. "Why would you think I would have known about it?"



"Seriously?" he challenged, "if anything happens around here, you seem to be somehow involved." He stopped abruptly with his fondling. "Sorry, I got carried away. It's just ... well, things are so much more comfortable lately with the cows and bulls. Attitudes are relaxed and openly appreciative."
Released from the confines of the station, I stood and faced him. "Your hands felt good after being milked. You've really noticed a difference?"
"Absolutely. The only thing I've noticed lately is that some of the cows have expressed some frustration that they weren't ... uhmm ... well ..."
"Fucked more?" He nodded. I smiled, "We're working on that."
When I stepped out the wide open barn doors, I was handed a cool drink. I was swarmed by cows and bulls. I spotted Damien at the edge smiling at me. "How did you manage, this?" "Imagine ... the manager herself was serving drinks for a while." "Thank you. However you managed this, thank you." An older cow bumped into me and softly uttered, "I feel ten years younger since you convinced me to get fucked."
I wandered into the crowd and was soon joined by Damien. The thanks continued, though I tried to protest that it wasn't anything I suggested. Nobody seemed to believe me. The worker's words came to me and turned to Damien. "This is nice, isn't it? They seem happy in life."
"They are," he replied. "Oh, we're still bulls and cows to people and to ourselves even. But there is now a sense of community among us. We're involved and influencing the process. There is a little pride in that, I think."
I turned and backed into him and his arms were around me as I knew they would. He lifted my udders and toyed with them absentmindedly. I wanted his touch anytime and anyhow and he understood. "How does it make you feel?" I asked as I looked out over the crowd of cows and bulls interacting.
"With you pressed against me?"
I slapped his thigh. "I mean this, them."
"Proud," he said. "Proud of you and thankful that I know you."
I turned in his arms and looked up at him. "It wasn't just me. You helped, too."
He chuckled, "I followed you like the others."
I kissed his chest and tugged on his cock. "Hmmmm ... if you follow me down to the lake, I would be very happy."
He took my hand and turned us for the pasture and lake. "You know you could say that to any bull and he'd be happy."
"You know I enjoy all the bulls," I replied while squeezing his arm, "but I like you more."
We didn't make it to the lake. He suddenly lay on the tallish grass with his cock pointing up to the bright blue sky. I smiled and sat down over his cock. I'm a cow, the thought came to me. I had lost nearly all modesty long ago. But, as a cow with her bull, I could simply sit on his cock wherever we were. No clothes to shed. No awkward preamble to prepare. He got hard instantly and I was always wet and ready for penetration. And ... these big cocks!
I started bouncing up and down on his cock. My udders flopped and swung wildly until he managed to capture one and then the other in his large hands. Holding them, he used his thumbs to tease the nipples that extended an inch or more and always ultra-sensitive. I was already moaning and groaning when I noticed others passing by into the pasture, a mix of cows and bulls who might stop to watch for a moment before continuing past.
He had already cum twice during the milking so I was prepared for a long ride to entice another one from him. I wasn't complaining or anxious. I would orgasm repeatedly on his cock as I coaxed him but there was no urgency. We were outside and fucking. We were productive with limited stress in life while earning money. At one time, the idea of becoming a cow was driven by desperation and hopelessness. My body had changed with massive udders that filled with milk for people on the outside to purchase and enjoy.
I had just orgasmed and looked down at Damien who had a smile on his face. He released my udders just to watch them flop around. I smiled as I continued fucking him. He had become more playful and more imaginative. Suddenly, I was on my back after being rolled. His cock still buried inside me, he took over fucking with long and powerful strokes. He brought me to another orgasm and was still going strong. He grabbed my ankles and placed them over his shoulders and lean over me, my thighs pressed into my chest and came deep in my pussy.
He released my legs and rolled us, again. I settled on his body and lazily squeezed his cock. I looked up with a sudden thought, "Damien, if you ever decide to leave the farm ... would you take me with you?"
He laughed, "I was just thinking I'll be here as long as you are." I kissed him.
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CHAPTER 7: THE ROAD SHOW
It was happening. I was actually pretty surprised. I still thought it was a good idea but publicly displaying a naked cow being milked and a naked bull fucking her challenged the concepts of order and propriety in the real world. Even a world as desperate and challenged as ours had become still required rules and expectations for what was acceptable behavior.
Damien and I were brought to the manager's office. It was just her and us for a change. Of course, she was dressed. "I need to apologize," I blurted out once the door behind us closed, "for what happened the last time. That wasn't..."
She put up her hand and came around her desk to lean her butt on the edge facing us. "Don't, please. Don't apologize. We should apologize to all of you." I looked at her startled. She gave a weak smile. "We dehumanize you so we feel better about using you for milking. Then, someone in an office somewhere wants to try having you fucked while being milked and... damn if it doesn't seem to work. But..." she laughed "... it took you to workout why it worked and how to improve on it." She looked at the two of us and shook her head. "And, here we are. I am a manager of a farm dressed like a respectable person for the job as society would have me and you two... you stand here with me naked and forever changed physically because that is as society would have you."
I smiled and discretely touched Damien's hand. "It is what it is, ma'am. You are responsible for a business and, from the sounds of it, our farm is doing very well."
"More to do with you two and your ideas than due to me, I am afraid. But I want that to end. Should I order clothes for everyone?"
I laughed. "No, ma'am. Our environment is comfortable. We'd be putting clothes on and taking them off. Clothes would cause us to question openly doing what we do in the pasture. Dehumanized by intention or by effect, we are cows and bulls unless we change the whole efficiency of promoting production." I squeezed Damien's hand and she noticed. "What happened last time was... well, it was the result of our efforts to maximize our ability to influence milk production, to be an influence and full contributors to the farm. This is our home, ma'am. It is your job but while we are here it is our home and our life. We've begun to recognize we can influence that. We don't have to be docile cows and lonely bulls like before. We can be our own community."
"And you've seemed to done that," she said. "I want to assure you that I appreciate everything you are doing for yourselves and the farm. The herd seems happier and energized. I want to do what I can to support you in your needs."
I released Damien's hand and stepped in front of the manager. I put my arms out, "Would you accept a hug from a cow?"
She laughed and threw her arms around me. She softly spoke in my ear, "You are changing perceptions around here, you know." She stepped back. "You might still need to be cows and bulls out of necessity but that label is carrying less demeaning intention."
She went on to describe the plans for taking our show to various towns. There would be a milking station and generator on a trailer pulled by a vehicle large enough for us and two managers, she being one. "Again," she said, "the question of clothes for you."
I checked with Damien but he was leaving it to me. I shook my head. "We're a cow and bull. People have an image of what that means. I did when I came. I knew I would be naked and my breasts would disappear and replaced by these udders," I said while lifting them. "Us in clothes would just confuse the impression."
"What about lodging?"
I shook my head, again. "You're going to take a cow and bull into a hotel or lodging house? No, if the vehicle is large enough for us or a place with grass and blankets where we won't disturb the citizens, we'll manage."
I looked at Damien and he was agreeable. Then he surprised me, "And if you only have one blanket, that would still work."
I gasped and blushed. Blushed? I had fucked him in the conference room. The manager shook her head and laughed, too. "You two... it is hard for me to even imagine being so carefree and open. I might actually be a bit envious."
"You should give it a try," I blurted out.
"What?!"
"I don't mean the full thing of being a cow but try a station experience."
"I don't have any milk."
"The suction alone is arousing. Then, the bull," I teased. I didn't really think she would.
She looked down at Damien's cock which suddenly showed signs of life. "I... I don't think... that would fit," she stammered.
"He can be quiet patient and gentle," I assured her suddenly thinking it might happen.
She shook her head. "God, what am I thinking?"
"You're thinking it might be beneficial to know what your cows experience," I continued to tempt from a new angle. But, she ushered us out the door. I bumped sideways into Damien as we walked the hallway through the office. "Wouldn't that be something?"
"She won't do it," he said with certainty.
"I don't know," I countered. I lowered my voice, "You saw the way she looked at your cock. It was the same way the cows look at all you bulls." He stifled a full laugh but it was still there.
* * * *
The next day as I was leaving the barn following the afternoon milking, I spotted the manager standing outside the administration building. I detoured to her. I glanced back and saw Damien watching but he remained where he was.
"Ma'am?"
"Can this happen discretely? I mean... nobody can know," she insisted. Damn, she was interested. She shook her head and turned in a tight circle. "I don't know why I am even thinking about this," she exclaimed in a hush voice. "But the more I interact with you two... I'll be very honest and I'm embarrassed to admit it, but before you I didn't think of cows and bulls as anything more than cows and bulls. They were numbers on our data ledgers and budget lines. I know that was wrong but..."
I touched her bare arm, "I understand. Really. This is a business. I get it... we get it."
She smiled, "Thank you. I have to work within the budget, of course, but I want to make this a bit better for you all." I smiled. Wow, I thought, things really can change. "Now," she continued, "can we really manage this?"
"I can work the equipment. I've certainly watched it happen enough. We should do it late at night, even an hour after midnight when nobody is awake and it is hours before workers return." I stared at her, "You want to try the milker." She nodded embarrassed. "And..." She nodded, again, even more embarrassed.
I walked back to Damien and I could feel her eyes on my back as I did. She couldn't resist knowing I was about to inform him he would get the chance to fuck the manager. When I reached him, I turned sideways and looked. Yes, she was watching but she turned quickly when she saw me looking.
That night it was a silent mission in the night. The moon was nearly new so it seemed extra dark with only the light of the massive array of stars above. When I arrived at the barn door, Damien was waiting with the door open. He had an emergency hand-held light he liberated from their quarters.
"Are you ready?" I asked him teasingly.
"She won't show," he insisted. "She back out at the last minute. She might even have gotten here before she realized how crazy it was."
Just then, "Are you here?" came the manager's voice barely loud enough for us to make out. Damien hadn't turned the light on and we both stepped out into the night. "Oh, there you are. Is everything quiet?"
I took her hand and led her into the barn while Damien closed the doors behind us. Only then did he turn the light on. The single, small shaft of light cast eerie shadows over the barn's interior with milk stations standing empty and unnatural. The manager stood looking over the barn and was clearly nervous.
"You don't have to do this," I offered. "It took a lot of nerve to get to this point. We're already impressed even if you don't want to."
I was standing out of the shaft of Damien's light as she reached out to me but hit my udder, instead. Her hand came away fast but I stepped up to her. "I want to. I do. What do I do?"
I chuckled, "Nothing. You don't do a thing except get undressed and settle onto the station. I'll get you attached to the suction tubes and then Damien will take over."
She looked at the station and turned to Damien. She looked down at his cock showing new interest in the new woman before looking up at him. "You promise to be gentle?" she asked.
"Don't worry, she won't let me close to her pussy again if I'm not," he said with a laugh. It was enough to relax her.
She took a deep breath and muttered something to herself. She was wearing a very simple and plain dress that buttoned up the front. Her shaky fingers began undoing the buttons until her dress was hanging open. She slid off her shoulders and arms. It was interest how curious I was at seeing her bra and panties. It seemed like forever since I had seen any. She unhooked her bra and her C-cup breasts became exposed. Even in the pale light Damien held, it was surprising how different we looked. Her skin was very pale while I was a deep tan over my entire body.
She hooked her fingers into her panties and pushed them down and off her feet. She stood nervously, exposed for maybe the first time before others and perhaps having trouble reconciling her nervousness at being naked while in the company of two who were living naked.
I guided her to a nearby milking station. Damien shown the light on the knee pads for her to get herself started. "Oh my," she uttered, "this really exposes me." Neither of us commented, though it was tempting. Damien shifted the light so she and I could get her prone on the bench and her breasts comfortably to the sides. He then joined me on knees on the opposite of me and shown the light on the tubing, suction tubes, and switches. "What are these switches at my hand?" she asked.
"Don't touch those," I said quickly. "If you switch one, it will record your session." She quickly moved her fingers away.
"Oh my," she gasped as I spread the cream over her breast and heavily over her nipple and surrounding area. "That feels good."
I giggled, "I always thought so, too, though some of the workers have rough hands."
"All the workers are men?" she asked.
"Yes and I think they really enjoy this part of the job." She giggled. "Okay," I said, "I am going to attach the tube to this nipple and start the machine."
"Ohhhh... wow... oh yes, I... I understand," she gasped.
With the other nipple started, I leaned over her. "We'll leave the light below you. You won't see any milk... at least I don't think. But you might find it interesting how much your nipple is pulled and relaxed." I leaned in closer to her ear, "Now, are you ready for the best part?"
While still gasping from just the suction, "What am I doing but... yes, yes I am ready." Then, "Wait. Do you promise to punish him if he splits me in two?" I laughed and assured her I would. "Yes, do it. I want to feel a real bull."
A real bull, I thought. Since the survivors those years ago crawled out of shelters, there were no cows, bulls, horses, or other animal life not protected by shelters underground across the country. Real bulls and cows now were humans giving themselves up to a role for society. That was Damien and me, giving service to society. I suddenly thought that might be a stronger promotional approach: Serve Society.
Damien stepped up behind her and put a finger to her pussy, sliding it over the lips. "She's wet," he commented.
"So am I, stud," I said. Damn, it was hot watching him getting ready to fuck this woman. If we were a real cow and bull, she was a real woman.
He eased a thick finger into her to the first knuckle. She flinched but also moaned. When he added a second finger and began slowly moving them in and out, her hips flexed. When he added a third, "Oh... GOD!" she exclaimed. "Just his fingers..."
He pulled his fingers out and put all four together and inched them back into her, slowly pushing and pulling back and pushing more like he would be with his big cock. It was a constant stream of gasps, moans, groans, and sighs as he worked the fingers as deep as they would go. Then he pulled them out.
"More... please. I have to... please... I want you now." I smiled at Damien and nodded.
He stepped closer, his hard cock bumping her dripping and open pussy. She gasped at the touch of his cock. He aligned it to her hole and gently pressed. She gasped and moaned. He pressed more and her pussy began opening. The head entered her. She moaned a long, low sound that was animalistic. He stopped, letting her pussy adjust to just the head.
I lowered my head, "How are you doing?" I asked her.
"Oh... God... yes... WOW... more... more please."
"Get yourself inside her and fuck her," I told him. "I bet she's really tight."
He nodded as he concentrated, inching his cock inside by pressing and backing off and pressing more. I knew it would take patience and gentleness on his part but that was the Damien I had come to know. There was a hard part to him that intimidated anyone but I knew the other Damien, too.
I put my hand at his cock where it disappeared into her pussy. "About three inches," I commented. He nodded. I leaned back down to her, "He is almost all the way in. Three more inches. Can you do it?"
She was gasping, "His cock... ohhhhh Goddddd... his cock is hitting me... deep inside," she gasped and moaned. "I want it... all! God help... me, I want it all!"
He pulled back and thrust harder, again and again until I heard flesh against flesh.
"OH... GODDDD... I'm going to..."
"Let it come. Don't worry about him. This is the best part. He'll keep fucking you until he cums. This is just your first orgasm."
"Oh God," she kept repeating until she erupted in orgasm. Her entire body shook and quaked. Damien continued fucking her with strong, long strokes. In the end, she orgasmed three times before he filled her pussy.
* * * *
The trailer was loaded and the van was packed with everything we needed. The manager had a case for extra clothes and feminine necessity, the worker driving the van and who would be attending to the needs of the milking also had a case of extra clothes and such. Damien and I arrive at the front of the administration building as we were. The worker gave us barely any notice.. He was used to being around cows and bulls. The manager, however, gave frequent glances at Damien's swinging cock.
The first stop happened to be my hometown, but I pushed that thought aside. I had been in the system without anyone close. Who would recognize me? In fact, as I had changed with massive udders, how would anyone recognize me?
We arrived in a van with the Naked Cow Dairy emblazoned on the side. The stage in the central park was ready for us. Damien and I remained in the van as the worker and two hired men transferred the milking station and generator to the stage as the manager gave her presentation. She even included a plea for 'Serving Society' by helping produce milk and dairy products.
When the milking station was ready and the generator was noisily running, we were called out from the van. There was a gasp from the assembled crowd as a naked bull and cow climbed the steps to stand next to the station.
"Ladies and gentlemen, I have brought with me a bull and cow to demonstrate the process we use for production and milking." She stepped between us, placing a hand on our shoulders. "This bull is the finest example we have on the farm. His physical attributes and performance are enhanced with the aid of specially developed nutritional dietary plans and injections." She turned to me, "This cow is our highest producer ever. She also has benefited from enhanced dietary plans and injections. Note, how full her udders appear because she is past due for her milking which is what we will demonstrate for you.
With that, I settled into the milking station and the worker busied himself with getting me attached. The machine started after a cough from the generator and white liquid began flowing my my nipples. "If any of you are interested, please come closer."
I sighed and moaned as a woman came to the edge of the stage. "What does it feel like?"
I couldn't really see her in the position I was in. "My nipples are distended from the frequent milkings and very sensitive. When the suction pulls on my nipples, pulling the milk out, it is very arousing. Early in my time at the farm, I orgasmed just from that." I giggled, "That, of course, was before I started using the bulls."
"What does that mean, 'using the bulls'," came a male voice.
"This cow signed up for every enhancement option except the bulls when she first arrived. Remember, her earnings would be based on her production of milk and each option could increase that production. The bulls... a study several years ago indicated that a bull fucking a cow while she is being milked would aid in the flow and increase her production. We have recently learned that the conclusions of that study were simplistic. The cows production is influenced less by merely the fucking motion and more by the orgasms the cow experiences. As you might imagine, this bull with his cock size through injection will easily provide cows with orgasms."
That drew embarrassed giggles from the women and more lively responses from the men. "Allow us to demonstrate," she said. I didn't know if she gave Damien a signal or not but there was nothing verbal. The instant, though, I felt his cock at my pussy. He moved his cock over the length of my pussy several times. Damn it, I thought, he's just teasing me. Finally, he pressed firmly and his cock head slid past my pussy lips and into my hole.
"Oh fuck, yes," I groaned.
There was a strong murmuring from the witnesses as he pulled back and thrust hard into me. I groaned and moaned. He set into an unhurried fucking with strong and long strokes. As usual, I was very vocal in my pleasure.
I saw the manager's feet next to me and her finger tips likely stroking over my back. "Whatever you might be thinking about the process we use, I can assure you that the cows find it very pleasurable. Think about it for a moment. Whatever your life struggles might be now... at the farm you are taken care of completely. You are fed, housed, and you have a purpose that rewards you monetarily. And, as you can see, there are pleasures involved, too."
I orgasmed loudly twice before Damien filled me with his cum. As stimulating as it was to fuck in front of so many strangers, our fuck was as good as ever.
We traveled to the next town and arrived just in time for another needed milking. Along the way, the manager commented that she thought it had gone very well. Three men and two women took applications and she expected more to make contact.
The next town went the same and we finished just before dark. The empty space for Damien and me was across the street from the boarding house the manager and worker were staying at. She got two meals to go for us and we sat and talked. The manager was elated.
"I'm telling you, I couldn't be happier. This was a great idea." She paused and got serious. She focused on me, "I'd like to bring you into the office. You have a sharp mind and great ideas. What do you think?"
I didn't even glance at Damien. I shook my head, "Thank you, ma'am. I appreciate the offer and the confidence in me that it represents. But, I think there is much I can do where I am as a cow." I reached out and grasped for Damien's hand. "We're developing a herd community that is probably unlike any at any other farm. I think, with your support, we can accomplish a lot and make you the shining star of all Naked Cow Dairy farms."



"I wasn't thinking about become a star, but thank you for thinking that. If you can still work with me and me with you, I agree that we can accomplish great things." She reached out for both of our hands and we took hers. "I thought this was the worst job. Managing cows. You changed that for me. Thank you."
Late that night, Damien and I were snuggled under the blankets. We had talked well into the dark looking up into the expanse of stars. Sometimes when I did that, gaze into the wonder of the night sky, I wondered how humans could possibly mess up so badly.
Asleep but not totally because we were outside in a strange location, when I heard a sound of something moving over the gravel of the road on the other side of the trailer that blocked us from the boarding house. I nudged Damien, then hit him harder to wake him. Sleeping together was new for us. He heard it, too, moved to his knees in apparent preparation to defend or attack.
"Are you guys awake?" The manager's voice. "I can't see anything out here. Are you here?" Damien stood and moved out from behind the trailer where the small single bulb light over the house door and the stars might show him. "Oh, there you are," she said relieved. Damien reached his hand out and she took it. The woman wasn't much taller than me and Damien towered over her, too. Damien pulled her behind the trailer and held her firmly as he scanned around the area. I had joined them standing.
"Are you okay?" Damien asked with obvious concern in his voice. "Is something wrong?"
She was wearing a covering that was very loose and lightly flowing. Her feet were bare and her shoulder length hair was not her usual careful appearance. "Oh no," she gasped out. "I'm sorry to have scared you."
I came up alongside her and touched her shoulder reassuringly as Damien continued to hold her, still scanning the unfamiliar area. I said, "You did provide me a fright but I think this guy was ready to attack in my defense."
She patted his bare chest and he released her, a bit embarrassed at his strong reaction. I took her place inside his arm, happily feeling his embrace and protection.
"I don't know what has come over me," she said softly in the quiet night air that might allow our voices to carry further than normal. "I just laid awake tossing and turning while imagining the two of you out here in the open..."
I reached my arm out while holding Damien and she easily stepped into a three-way hug. "You imagined us out here communing in nature and fucking." She nodded shyly. "We did, too. Of course we did. We've become very sexual beings, ma'am. If it started as impersonally as milk production, it has evolved deeper. It has for many of the bulls and cows, even if they haven't developed or accepted relationships."
"That's why you came out here, isn't it?" Damien said softly. I could see his hand moving over her back. I joined by caressing her bare arm. I moved from his enveloping arm to her back. She glanced between me and him. I nodded to him and for a minute he didn't catch on. Then, his hands moved to her covered breasts. She gasped and flinched at the touch but didn't move away. I took hold of the loose gown and pulled it up her body. She moaned softly and shivered but raised her arms above her head so I could slip the gown completely off. I dropped it on the blankets that made our bed on the ground.
"I... I... don't know... I shouldn't... expect you to..." she stammered.
Damien took her face in his hands and kissed her softly while I stroked her naked body from behind. I gently nudged her forward and she easily went into his body and arms as the kiss became deeper. "You want his cock, again," I softly voiced into her ear as I pressed my body into hers and hers more firmly into him. If I knew Damien, and I did very, very well, his cock was hardening against her. She gasped and I felt her shiver between us.
"Oh... hmmmm... yes... but this is wrong," she gasped. "I shouldn't expect..." She tried to back away but I was there unyielding, holding her against him.
"No," Damien responded as he kissed her, again. I slipped my hands between them to fondle one breast and stroke down her belly to her mound. "No, you shouldn't expect anything but milk but..." another kiss as he moved his hips back so his cock rose between them and pressed tightly against her, "... but you are more than just a manager to us now."
I squeezed her breast and nipple and stroked alongside his cock pressed against her abdomen. "You are someone we now trust and appreciate as a person... as a being."
Her face was pressed against his powerful chest. She moaned and gasped in our arms and to our touch. Her hand moved and I felt Damien flinch. I smiled. I looked at him and nodded. He smiled back. She was holding his thick cock.
"I want you to experience something," I said.
We didn't give her time to question what. Damien shifted his hands and easily lifted her up. She gasped in surprise with her arms and legs instinctively moving to wrap around him. I continued to stroke her back. "Just relax and let him take over."
He raised her. I slid one hand over her pussy as I grasped and guided his cock blindly in the dark. "Oh fuck... oh god..." she moaned suddenly understanding what was happening. Damien eased his hold and her body sank slightly, his cock parting her pussy and just entering her.
"Ease your hold on him. Trust him to hold you."
She must have as she sank down over more of his cock. "Ohhhhh... God... it's... filling me... so... much..." she stammered and gasped.
My hand remained on the edge of her pussy and I gauged the amount of cock inside her. He raised her up and let her drop. She moaned deeply and he was fully inside her. I could feel her body quivering as she held onto him tightly. He handled her with ease. Though we were the same height, she was a trim, middle-age woman compared to my fuller cow body. Despite the strong hold she used at his neck, he moved her hips up and down easily with her pussy moving over the full length of his long cock. She was whimpering, gasping, and moaning. Without any idea of why, I teased her asshole with a finger and she gasped louder.
When she orgasmed, she pressed her face into his shoulder to smother her cries as I still stroked her body. Damien slowed his fucking motion but didn't completely stop. He hadn't cum and we didn't stop until he did no matter how many orgasms that meant for me.
I was stroking both their shoulders, "Put her on the blanket and roll onto your back." He looked puzzled but recognized one of the new position of him on the bottom. She clung to him as he dropped to his knees, lay her down, and rolled onto his back with his cock constantly inside her. She gasped at each move.
"What's... happening?" she gasped through heavy breaths as she realized she was sitting on his cock, his hands holding onto her breasts.
"It is your turn to fuck him this time," I said as if it were the most natural thing. "I also want to try something we've never done." Damien looked up at me very curious but I knew he was game to try anything and we've tried many position successfully and some not so much. "Don't worry stud, you'll figure it out." I giggled and his eyebrows furled. I straighten her to sitting up straight, glanced down at Damien with a wicked grin, and straddled over his head. I cupped her face in my hands and kissed her as deeply as Damien had. It startled her but I continued. When I parted just barely, "You need to move to fuck him," I said with our lips brushing each other. "And you, my favorite bull, need to get busy with your lips and tongue."
It became clear what I was saying but it was her who responded. Damien just started licking and probing at the pussy his cock was so familiar with. "He's licking you?" she gasped in disbelief.
I kissed, again. "Yes and very well, too. Now start fucking him."
She tentatively rose up and down. Her gasps mixed with mine as Damien got into the idea of my pussy covering his mouth and nose as I occasionally moved over his face. Damien eventually filled her pussy with cum as she orgasmed a second time and I soon after gushed my orgasmic juices onto his lips.
We fell asleep with Damien contentedly between us, both of us draped over him. I woke startled that we slept too long but it was still very dark. I prodded both of them who seemed to protest at the disturbance but both came to recognizing my concern. She had to return to her room before being missed. We all stood, Damien groping the messed up blankets for her gown. Before he gave it to her, though, he groped her breast and pulled her into a tight hug, kissing her fully.
I playfully slapped his arm, "Careful, guy," I said clearly teasing, "you have to live with me after."
She and he both laughed. She took the gown and eased it over her head and down her body. "Oh," she laughed, "I'm going to smell like sex all day."
I hugged her and swatted her butt to send her back to the house. "Welcome to the herd." She was steps away from us and turned.
"I think I might envy that about you." We watched her carefully walk across the gravel road to the house and quietly enter.
I turned to Damien, "You did good."
"With her?"
"No, fucking her would be easy, you horny bull. No, I mean with me." I kissed him. "Your tongue and mouth were wonderful."
He laughed and pulled a distended nipple. They were very long and very easy to hold onto. "Thank you, my equally horny cow. Sometime it will be your turn to reciprocate."
I looked up at him working that out. "My mouth, you mean. I should use my mouth to..." I giggled. "Sounds fair."
We lay together but didn't sleep. We didn't fuck, either. We did enjoy loving each other gently, though.
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CHAPTER 8: COMMUNITY
Life settled into a routine but it wasn't a routine taken for granted. Months after our successful recruiting road show, the bull herd had swelled to more than double the size and more continued to arrive. More cows joined the herd, too, and though cows produced the milk, we were very thankful for the bulls. And, every new arriving bull signed up for injections. The number of cows using the bull-side of the barn continued to increase which necessitated a remodeling to move the separation wall to encompass more milking stations and the modification of milking stations to facilitate the spread knee pad locations.
All of it marked a sharp increase in milk production which didn't go unnoticed in the region and brought groups of managers from other regions to learn what we had discovered and implemented. Farms all over were motivated to try to catch up with what we had accomplished.
Other things were changes, too. A new awareness of the herd and recognition of what the herd brought to the business. The manager had said she wanted changes and she began with ideas from the herd, me, and the office staff. The two times she had shared experiences with Damien and me were not forgotten by her. She approached us several times to reconnect and we were always eager to satisfy her though it took careful planning so we weren't discovered. She even requested to experience what we had done on the road trip in the dark of night after she had sneaked out to find us. This time Damien fucked her first and then she sat on his mouth while I sat on his cock and fucked him.
She was an interesting woman and both Damien and I came to trust and respect her more and more. One day, she approached me at the top of the pasture. We stood at the edge of the field. Further in the pasture were cows and bulls congregating in groups and pairs, more than a few in the active effort of fucking. She was quiet for a moment and I waited patiently. I had come to understand her process of not jumping into a question or discussion without a careful approach.
"I was approached by a female staff member," she quietly said while not taking her eyes off the pasture and lake setting. I waited. "She was wondering why there was such a separation between the staff, workers and office, and the herd. She didn't think that was right."
I turned to face her. She didn't turn to me but continued looking over the scene before us. "Was she young?" I asked thinking that was the reason for her thoughts.
"Actually, it was a woman who has been here longer than I have. Maybe not middle-aged but older." After a longer pause, "What do you think?"
"I don't know," I replied. "What was she thinking when she said the separation wasn't right? She thought workers and staff should be able to interact, intermingle, or... what?
"Honestly... I think it was the casual sex she sees in the herd. Don't forget that window of the admin building overlooks the pasture." I never forgot, just chose to ignore. "I questioned her and she had the support of a number of males and females interested in the same thing. Her argument was simple: she challenged me that I preach that we should be a team motivated by the same success goals but there isn't any interaction with the group that impacts our success more than anyone else." She finally turned to me. "I don't know if you know or not, but most of the people here aren't so different than you and the other cows and bulls. They just somehow ended up in the office. They know they were lucky. They see how lucky every day. Oh, sure, they may try to ignore you when you walk through the office naked, you breasts having been turned into udders. They only appear to ignore you because they don't know what else to do."
"And...?" I pressed my question.
"Yes, okay? Yes. It would be nice to have full interaction with the herd. Consensual, of course. It was different when the cows were docile and the bulls bored. Now that the herd is together, the workers and staff are the ones feeling out of it. They want what you have. They may be in an office and not part of a herd, but their life is still a struggle to survive and society doesn't provide for much enjoyment. They understand, though, that for years the herd was ignored and taken advantage of. They understand there could be resentment."
I did a survey of the herd, cows and bulls. The bulls were easier by the sie of their group and recruiting Damien to help. I had to stand at barn doors before milking sessions to get to question each cow. The initial was to give them the idea, hear initial reactions, and give them time to mull it over. Then, I held a mass meeting on the pasture at which I was pleased to see nearly the entire herd. Damien stood with me surrounded by the herd when I made the case to allow all farm workers to interact, intermingle, and participate in any activity with us while understanding it would always be our individual choice as to what extent that interaction would be.
When it was all done, the lone condition presented only seemed fair.
I met with the manager, again. This time I entered the administration offices to be with as many of them as possible. She even sent for the other workers from the barns and maintenance. I stood among them as I had with the herd but the surrounding group was much smaller. I described my presentation made to the herd and I saw nods of approval. My intention had been to present their idea and not insert any other perspective. I finally indicated general acceptance by the herd and smiles were reflect back to me in response. Then, I presented the condition.
"The herd is adamant about one condition. Any non-herd farm worker, of any level," I said looking around the office people recognizing the levels of management and supervision, "who desire to join the herd in the pasture must... I repeat must... be naked."
"What if all we want is to socialize?" a middle-aged woman questioned.
I shook my head, "The cows and bulls are naked from the moment they sign their contract and shown their quarters. No matter where they go or what they do, even needing to come into this building for medical or some other reason, they are naked." To emphasize the point, I spread my arms out. I was the lone naked human. "I can imagine you still have a sense of modesty that could produce embarrassment. The herd has lost that. Every cow and bull had to lose that sense quickly to even get food or get milked. Our food is provided by cltohed male and female workers; we are milked and handled by clothed male workers; and, when we come here, we walk past groups of clothed male and female workers." I was standing naked, udders hanging low on my chest, making an obvious point but making it strongly anyway.
The manager threaded her way through the group and joined me at the center. "The request came to me from some of you directly and I brought it up to her for consideration. To be honest, I expected to hear of more resentment from the herd. Now that they have, through their own initiative, broken down their own barriers of interacting and discovered how to significantly improve milk production without us," she paused and scanned the room, "now we want to be a team. I wasn't going to be surprised if they just said no out of spite and resentment. But, they didn't respond that way and I have the feeling it is much to this woman's efforts at breaking down barriers and attitudes that have exist for years and years. For years we have called them cows and bulls and referred to the herd because we needed to in order to take them for granted for their part on a farm. In response, for years and years, they responded in that way, the cows were docile while moving about their day from morning to evening for milking, eating, and whatever. The bulls were essentially bored and listless. They have changed all that themselves and now have become more active and involved in driving success for our farm than any other group."
"We understand that now," a woman called out and others parted so she was seen. "We saw that and you have preached that to us. That was why some of us felt it was time to allow interaction. The rules say we can't, it is them and everyone else."
"The herd agrees," I said. "If, however, you want to proceed, you will be naked." There was some grousing. "Look, whatever you think about modesty, you have seen me walk through this building for meetings with her, meetings with other managers, and questioned before groups of managers. It is one thing to be in the barn milked by small numbers of workers whose job it is to assist us or to be in the pasture where we pretend we are out of sight when you can clearly look out the window and see us. For me to walk through this building like this," I spread my arms out, "was embarrassing. Just a cow. I knew the thoughts. I'm not, though. My role is of being a cow but when I came here I refused to lose my womanhood. I came here, like most cows, because there was little else available to us to earn this kind of money." I paused and considered the manager. "When we went on our recruitment trip to other towns? In front of crowds of clothed town people, I was milked and then fucked. I understand modesty still."
"You are all individuals capable of making your own decisions. Anyone wishing to follow through with joining the with the herd in a new farm-community dynamic understands the condition." She then left and entered her office.
With the manager leaving, it gave everyone the sense the meeting was over. People didn't, though. Most hung around in groups talking while others came directly to me for more discussion. Whatever was happening for people changed immediately when the manager came back out of her office. She was naked. She was barefoot naked.
She came through the crowd and stood directly in front of me, male and female workers giving her space. "I can't do anything about past actions and prejudices, Sarah," she said using my name which sent a buzz of whispers around us, "but I can influence the here and now. I pledge to you that anytime I need to interact with any member of the herd, I will do so naked. I will also encourage others to do so but I can't require it."
I put my arms around her and hugged her. She returned it with her own strong hug. To everyone else in the room it was a ground-breaking moment. For us, it was reminiscent of our past very intimate experiences.
"Thank you, ma'am," I said with emotion, "I'll pass that along to them now."
She held onto my arm, "You don't have to, I'll do it myself." With that she led the way out of the meeting and into the pasture. Most of the herd was waiting by the lake for word on how the meeting went. To say the least, they were shocked at seeing a naked woman walking toward them and more so realizing it was the manager. I winked at Damien as the herd assembled around us.
She recapped the meeting. She put her arm around my shoulders and hugged me from the side, "She and I have had numerous meetings and the results of those meetings have led, in one way or another, to the success this farm is experiencing. I have committed to a strong sense of a community at this farm and it is clear that can't fully happen while there is a separation of clothed and naked." Clapping rose from the herd but suddenly ceased.
Everyone was turning their attention to the administration building where a group of naked workers, office and barn, male and female, were walking toward us. The herd parted to allow them to join the manager and me in the center.
One woman, middle-aged with slightly drooping breast and pale, pale skin stood in front of the rest and spoke to me but loud enough for all to hear, "We join the manager and you in creating a stronger farm-community." And instantly, the barriers between us were gone.
It took days of interaction for the farm workers to feel comfortable being naked but they did. The manager confided in me that the true test would be when her bosses and other farm managers visited. I hadn't thought of that.
I was very surprised at the afternoon milking. The worker directing traffic at the barn door was naked. His small penis stood in front of him mostly hard as he greeted and directed cows to the appropriate row of stations.
"Thank you," I said when it was my turn at the door. "This means a lot to us."
He shifted awkwardly and stammered, "Uhmm... thank you, too. We... uhm... appreciate your acceptance, too." When I started to move into the barn, he touched my arm and I stopped, 'Sorry about," he jerked his head down where I looked, "I can't help it."
I chuckled, "Don't worry about that, many of the new bulls can't, either."
The cow next to me was recovering from her orgasm as I was. Both our bulls pulled out and left with pats on our asses. It was customary for them to get a quick rest and recover enough to fuck the next cow. So, there was frequently a lull between fucks as we were milked.
"Excuse me," came the voice on the left. "I know who you are and thank you." I noticed her when I settled onto the station. By the number on her back, she was relatively new. "Some of the cows have told me what it was like before. I mean being a cow before. How boring and meaningless it seemed. They said it was eat, milk, sleep, eat, milk, and sleep."
"I don't know that I should be thanked," I protested. We couldn't see each other with our heads in the cushioned hole looking down. "I'm just cow, too."
"That's what they all said you would say." Then I heard, "Ugh... oooooo... ohhh, yes." And I knew she had just been penetrated. That sound was echoed by my own as some random, unknown bull pressed his big cock into my cum-filled pussy.
After another series of orgasms and another load of bull-cum, I was again recovering with milk streaming through the tubes below me. "Excuse me," I heard as a hand gently touched my ass. "I was wonder if... I mean if..."
"You are a worker," I said.
"Yes," came the response and it sounded dejected like he expected to be turned away. I could only image what it must be like now for them moving around the barn. Now they were naked and with permission could participate while seeing all the cows with gaping pussies dripping cum.
"I knew it because a bull would just thrust inside me." I chuckled, "You better hurry before a bull arrives because he won't wait." I felt him immediately between my spread thighs and his little penis easily slide into me. I squeezed hard with my muscles and her him gasp. He fucked me hard and it felt good despite his small size, partially because of my squeezing muscles but it wasn't quite enough. "Use your fingers on my clit," I said. "OOOOO... yessss... just like that." He brought me to an orgasm by the dual action and added his cum to the rest.
He was sagged over me gasping. "Thank you," he gasped. "I didn't know... a pussy could... squeeze like that."
"Thank you for the orgasm," I replied. "Remember to stimulate the clitoris for other cows." He promised, pulled out, and lightly stroked my back.
"That was nice," the cow next to me said. "The other cows say you'd help anyone and I see it is true." We had both been fucked by two bulls and me by a worker. I wasn't sure if there would be another or not. More and more cows were joining the use of bulls and we could still use more bulls. An interesting thought jumped into my mind but interrupted. "What did that worker mean by your pussy squeezing?"
I chuckled, "Catch me after."
The worker who came to release me from the station was naked. I noticed as he reached under to disconnect the suction tubes and drain the tubes leading to the container at my station. As he was massaging my udders and nipples with the cream, "Thank you," he said.
"Why is everyone thanking me?"
"We should. It was just this afternoon that you and the manager encouraged the change here. At first I was embarrassed to be naked but it quickly felt... I don't know... somehow just right. I mean, all of you are naked. And," he chuckled, "a cow let me fuck me her."
As I walked out of the barn, Damien was there waiting for me. He was able to fuck me less and less during milking with the more cows and bulls participating but we had our own time and we never tired of each other. Per our established custom, we walked to the lake to clean and reconnect, usually in a very intimate way.
"Is this going to work?" I asked him as we entered the water. "I mean the farm community."
He stopped us and took hold of my udders. Our bodies changed so much. My udders. My hips. I worked hard with strength and exercise to minimize too much weight gain but some was natural for the changes that occurred to be a milk producer... a cow. The bulls with their huge cocks that hung and swung when they moved, the huge increase in their balls holding cum that added change to the cows. Could we ever re-enter society and be normal?
"I know what you mean and I believe it like you do. Look at what the manager did. I saw a worker fucking you. It's already starting, Sarah. It was immediate."
I put my arms around him and pressed my face into his chest. I didn't know how many cows he managed to fuck in the barn but his cock stirred against me. I pressed into him, my own arousal already surging despite three fucks. It is crazy what we have become but thrilling, too.
I reached between us and grasped his cock. It quickly grew in my hand. I looked up and kissed him. He looked at me curious, not because I was holding his cock but because of the look in my face.
"This change is wonderful, yes, but there has been a bigger change that has happened that I should have expressed a long time ago." He tilted his head at me. "I love you, Damien. That's not like or want to fuck. Love. And... well..."
He lifted me and my arms and legs wrapped around him. He looked me level in the eyes. "I love you, too, Sarah. Thank you. I was too nervous..."
I didn't let him finish. I mashed our mouths together, reached between us and guided his hard cock into my pussy. I released just enough tension in my arms to slide down his cock, all while kissing a wonderful bull I had come to devote myself to and now I confessed it. And, found he felt the same.
We often fucked in the water. Sometimes we fucked and fucked again on shore. This time he walked us out and fell to the ground with little grace onto his back. The impact drove his cock even deeper and jammed into me inside.
"Sometimes I think your cock is still growing," I mumbled into his mouth as my hips rose high and dropped back down hard.
He pushed me to sitting upright, his hands holding my now empty and floppy udders. He looked deeply at me as I rose and dropped to fuck him. "Do you think we might ever have a life that's normal?"
I stared down at him. I paused, considered, and weighed my response back. "I think... oh fuck, yesssss... I love your cock, too... hmmmm... ughmm... I think we decide... what's normal and not society... or anyone else. Us, Damien... you and me. OOOOOOOOoo... thinking with... your cock inside... me is... uhm, I want you, Damien."
He rolled us so he was on top. Our fucking had become variable and adventurous. He slammed his cock into me, lifting his hips to thrust harder and harder. I orgasmed. He didn't and wouldn't... not yet. He pulled out and flipped me to my knees, my chest and face pressed in the ground as he resumed fucking me from behind. As ordinary it might seem, it wasn't as he pushed hid fingers under me to torment my sensitive nipple and moving one hand to my clit. I orgasmed, again. He still wasn't there. He pulled out, laid on the ground and I clamored over him, sitting on his cock, again. He changed it with something we hadn't done. Impulse? He rose up and pushing me back so I was lying on his legs, his cock embedded as he laid back. It was awkward but it stimulated with pressures very different. He exploded inside me.



We gasped and I could feel the cum leaking out around his cock that filled me so completely. Still with my head at his feet and his cock straining against my pussy in this strange position, I became aware of soft sounds and shadows moving. I looked up to find cows and bulls but also men and women from the office and barns. And, there in front was the manager naked. She stepped up nearly over my head and looked down at me.
"That was quite... different," she said and laughter surrounded us.
I reached a hand up to her slightly parted legs and slid a finger along her exposed pussy. "A wet pussy," I commented, "and what brings you down here?"
She smiled down at me, "My wet pussy, of course. Thought I should do my part in promoting a shared community spirit." People around us giggled and tried restraining full laughs.
I struggled up and moaned as Damien's cock slipped from my pussy. I looked around the group surround us. There were a number of bulls. "We appear to have an emergency condition here," I pronounced with drama, "is there a bull willing to assist this needy woman?"
The manager blushed, her nipples hardening in an instant. A bull stepped up behind her and touched her bare shoulder. He was as dramatic as I was trying to be. "Ma'am," he said with concern in his voice, "perhaps you should lie down and let me examine the full extent of your condition and if there is anything that can be done to resolve it."
That, of course, drew applause. The manager smiled and fell in the drama herself. "Oh, thank you, kind sir." She quickly dropped to the ground and opened her legs. "I don't want to tell you your job, but," her hand moved down her body to her pussy, "perhaps if you begin examining here."
I shook my head. What did I start? The bull wasted no time and let the acting disappear as he knelt between her legs and guided his long cock to her pussy. As it entered, "Oh, yes, now fuck me." He thrust hard and deep bringing long moaning and grunting responses. Still shaking my head, I turned to find Damien.
"That was some bad acting," he laughed. I had to agree.
"Ma'am?" I turned wondering why someone was trying to get the manager's attention while she was getting fucked by a bull. It wasn't for the manager. "Ma'am," the young cow repeated, "I was next to you in the barn."
"Oh, okay. I wasn't able to see you," I reminded her.
"Of course, but you said something about squeezing your pussy? I asked these other cows," while indicating some behind her, "and these women overheard. Well, we're all wondering..."
I looked at the dozen cows and three women from the office. I had to smile. This mixing had only just started and already we are naked together and accepting. "Okay," I began slowly thinking how to go about this, "the more you fuck, especially the bulls with their big cocks, you pussy may loosen a little. I imagined that somehow making their experience better would ensure them wanting to fuck me. Squeezing has the same effect of tightening your pussy."
"Okay, fine," another cow said, "but how?"
I stepped to her and the first cow, "Part you legs a bit." They did and I reached down and slid an index finger into both pussies. "Now, focus on my finger and focus the muscles around my finger and squeeze." I saw the concentration but it was a moment longer, "There," I said excitedly as I felt both pussies being tightened. "Did you feel that?" You can practice anywhere. Just squeeze. Eating, sitting, talking, and fucking. Pretty soon you can do it without much thought. The more you do it, the stronger the muscles. Just like exercising your arms or legs." I looked around. "All of you, do it."
Cow or office woman, each slipped a finger into their pussy and the looks of concentration soon changed to smiles.
"Ma'am?" came another voice but this one was male. I turned to find a barn worker. "One of the other barn workers said he fucked you. At first, we didn't believe him but he told us you gave him a hint about adding to pleasure."
I nodded, "Yes, I remember, I told him to stroke my clitoris."
He nodded excitedly, "Yes, that was the word. He confessed he didn't know what... he admitted he got lucky and must have hit it." I stared at him. Okay, there is next to no education if you come up through the system and certainly not about sex.
I considered if I really wanted to continue with this but relented. I gathered the assemble young workers and found some bulls interested to. I had them all kneel around me. I open my legs, spread my pussy and pulled the hood back from the clit. "This nub is the clit, or clitoris. It is highly sensitive so don't do it too much." I slowly and awkwardly shuffled in a circle to show my clit to each.
Damien's hands were on my shoulders. "Your sex teacher has needs, too. But," he emphasized, "if you want to really show a cow some different pleasure, lick and suck on it. Her pleasure isn't all from a cock."
He turned me from the crowd, "Sharing all our secrets?" I teased him.
"Why not? A happy cow is a happy bull."
I stopped and turned to him. "Damien... that's good. We should make a sign and put it over the door to the barn."
He laughed, "I don't think it's that good."
"A happy cow is a happy bull," I repeated. "No, that's pretty good. Maybe more from the cow's perspective."
I didn't know where we were going. He probably didn't, either. I stopped. We were a distance away from the others. "You know, my studly bull, I recall promising you my own oral pleasuring after you so wonderfully gave me some."
"Hmmm... I seem to recall that, too," he replied. "Have you thought about how this will happen?"
"More thought than you had time for before you did it."
"Hmmm, very true, but I've actually thought about it some since, too. Curious?" he teased.
"Yes, Damien, I am. But, why have you been thinking about it?"
"Because," he slyly said, "I liked the taste of your orgasm."
With that he lay on the grass and motioned me to him. I looked at him puzzled until he motioned me to his head and held up his cock. I smiled. The previous time, the manager was sitting on his cock. I straddled his head and eased my hip down, settling over his mouth which eagerly covered my pussy. I bent over and took his cock into my hands and my mouth over the head. It was so long I easily was able to stroke it with both hands at the same time. I licked and sucked and stroked.
We weren't rushed or feeling any pressure far enough away from the others to feel we were by ourselves. He licked and sucked me, occasionally nibbling at my pussy lips or gently on my clit. I filled my mouth with his cock and did whatever seemed natural to stimulate him. We both must have done a good job. I gushed an orgasm into his licking and slurping mouth. His cock filled my mouth with cum forcing me to swallow in gulps several times. I loved his cum.
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CHAPTER 1: THE MEETING
There he is, again, I thought.
I was in a large room in a rather old strip mall on my back being fucked by someone I didn't know. The floor was covered with mattresses and people fucking surrounded me. I was not particularly enjoying the man who was fucking me. That was why I noticed the man standing just outside the open door. My eyes had been closed for the most part in a vain attempt to ignore where I was and what was happening. When I opened them as the man between my legs grunted and thrust his cock violently into my pussy already containing another man's load of cum, I spotted him, the man, and this time he was watching me closely as if he was making some evaluation. When our eyes met, he didn't avert his but continued to watch, continued to evaluate as it were. Most voyeurs, I had noticed, looked away when caught but not him. There was a far different air about him and part of that was the confident, controlled air that seemed to surround the man. He was handsome, strong looking, large in a muscular way, and dressed in a tailored yet casual, dark outfit. He was out of place ... or everyone else was. I began to feel that it was us, all the rest of us, who were out of place as if he was touring a zoo casually observing the actions of the animals.
Someone turned my head and a cum-smirred cock was pressed at my face. "NO!" I cried. What was I doing here? I wanted to scream more than that single word. I wanted to bite the cock pressed at my face in sudden, awakened disgust, but I knew he was in this mess around me somewhere. Not HIM, not the man at the door, but him the boyfriend who brought me here. He would be disappointed, if he knew. For some reason I had never understood, I didn't wish to disappoint him or the others I had known like him.
The boyfriend had again brought me to this old strip mall where a swinger's club regularly met. The boyfriend got in by bringing me. Women are in high demand, single men not so much. This particular room was designated for group sex that had its floor half-covered by mattresses with a writhing mass of naked bodies in various positions of sexual acts. I had come with him to please him. I thought it might be interesting because I enjoyed sex a lot, but I mostly came to please him. But after the first man roughly threw my legs apart and rammed his small cock into my pussy, the boyfriend was suddenly gone and I felt not only abandoned but used. Moments later I spotted him with a couple of middle-aged women and I realized what this was: I really was being used as his way of getting into the gathering to fuck other pussy. That's what I apparently meant to him and that was why I was feeling disgusted. It wasn't the sex that was happening to and around me. It was the careless attitude of being used. It was that there was no joy, no connection, or purpose or meaning behind it.
When this third man was done with me and I had firmly rejected the next several who tried to keep my legs open, I crawled through the mass between and over bodies to the door. The man wasn't there, of course. I began to wonder if he ever had been. I mean he was so completely out of place among this crowd of naked animalistic fucking.
Naked, cum of three men making my pussy lips slick, I wandered down the hall of rooms. A room I passed had a couple women being gang banged with other women watching and encouraging. Another room had a woman tied on a bed with cocks and toys being used on her. I noticed, even with only casually watching, that these women seemed to be enjoying it and wanting it. Why hadn't I felt that way? Because, unlike them, I had been tricked into being there, to merely being used with nothing coming to me in a significant, meaningful way.
I finally found myself back in what was the entry, lounge area. The windows were all covered and the door was kept locked and controlled by a large man. To one side was a room with rows of lockers where we had undressed and locked our belonging away. On the other side was another room containing a modest bar and couches. I entered there to find one woman was on her knees sucking a man's cock as he kissed another woman, all were naked, of course, with drinks sitting partially consumed.
That was when I saw HIM... again. The finely dressed man was motioning me to him. As I took the first step toward him, he motioned for more drinks. I think I blushed as I stepped toward him. I'd been here for an hour, naked for most of it, fucked by men I didn't know (or ever wanted to), and I was blushing as this man's eyes scanned up and down my naked body. I am 20-years-old, long brunette hair, hazel eyes, an athletic 5'-1" body weighing 110 pounds with C-cup breasts. All of me was exposed to him in that moment, even my bald pussy.
As I came to him, he stood and put out his hand. He didn't offer his name, though I told him mine, Jen Warren. We didn't shake, which would have been very weird in this place, but he used it to encourage me to sit next to him.
Even though everyone else in the room was naked or nearly so like me, I felt conspicuous as I sat next to him. My eyes and mouth were agape, "Why are you here," I blurted out. "Are you the owner of this place?"
He laughed. It was the kind of laugh that made the question sound utterly absurd. "God, no! I'm looking for someone, actually." I asked who, as if I might somehow help him, yet I knew nobody but the boyfriend despite having been here several times. Yes, apparently I am not a quick learner. He brushed that away with his own question, "The real question is why are you here?"
Why was I here? Wasn't that obvious? I was being fucked. He cut through the BS I started feeding him. He saw I wasn't enjoying what was happening to me. He also saw that I was objecting not to the sex but the way it was happening. After the initial inspection of my body as I approached, I could have been dressed completely for all the looks I received from him after. He held my eyes or allowed them to glance around the room. His eyes were intent, interested, pleasant even, when they were on me. Glancing around the room changed his expression instantly to show distaste.
He pulled part of my story from me. At least, the part of my story I was willing to tell him, a stranger. How was that even happening? I was sitting naked and freshly fucked next to a black man I didn't know who was handsome and handsomely dressed. We were sitting in an old swinger's club with sex evident around us and he made me feel like we could be anywhere else. He asked questions and I answered. The man I came with was a boyfriend. No, we didn't live together. No, I didn't drive; he did. Finally, he said he wanted me to get dressed. He would take me back to my apartment but, first, we would go to a nicer place for a drink and talk.
"Yes, sir," I said in response.
"Good girl," was his reply.
Yes, sir? Good girl? Why did I respond that way? Why did his response make me smile?
He walked with me the short distance to the locker room. He stood nearby as I fumbled with shaking fingers as I attempted the combination and began pulling out my clothes. Who was this man who was so comfortable directing me while I am naked? What was it that had me so willing to take his direction? And, how was it,, though nervous, that I went about dressing in front of him while not sure of what was following? I stepped into panties and slipped my arms into the straps of the bra when he asked what the boyfriend's reaction might be when he discovered I was gone. As I hooked my bra, I said honestly that he would be upset but it would probably be quite a while before he noticed.
His car was amazing. I know nothing about cars, I only knew this one was amazing. Some kind of luxury sports car sitting low, a huge sounding engine, and only the two front seats. The bar was definitely not a 'bar'. He was greeted at the door with obvious familiarity. The establishment was a club, not a bar. I felt quite under-dressed. In fact, I wondered if I had much in my closet that might make me feel properly dressed. While several of the men in the club were in suits, this man dressed more casually still seemed to belong.
In the quiet of this room, he pulled more and more information out of me. I was from a quiet, conservative Mid-Western town, male-dominated family structure, overly compliant mother to a dominating father who was raising his sons to be the same and me like my mother. I had to ... HAD TO ... see what else existed in the world, though. Yes, I confessed to him, my boyfriend was just like my father. By the time I could tell our time was coming to a close, he knew I honestly wanted to experience sex. He knew I was shared with a couple of the boyfriend's friends, that I willingly went to the swinger's club with him.
Then, the telling question, "Why did you do all those things?"
"I ... I ... I" This was the point. While watching me in that room, how could he have seen something about me? Could he somehow tell? "He wanted me to," I confess. He nodded but let a moment of silence hang. I couldn't help but fill it, "He wanted to experience the open swinging thing, all those people, all those men, and all those women. I was his way in. It's only couples, he said. But ..."
"But," he began finishing for me, "you didn't like being abandoned with strangers. You didn't feel safe, respected, or valued. You didn't feel there was control over the situation." I nodded. He leaned in closer. "But, you do like the sex. What does that mean? You like sex but you didn't like that sex?"
I shook my head. No, it wasn't just that I liked sex ... but, yes, I do like the sex. It was complicated. But I wasn't able to explain that to him. Instead, I said it was time for me to leave. He smiled and nodded. He then arranged for a cab for me.
Before leaving, though, I turned to him and asked, "Earlier, you said you were looking for someone ... did you?"
He smiled, "Maybe." He asked for my phone number and, without thinking, I gave it to him.
* * * *
Once in his car, Jake called up a contact number through the Bluetooth of the car. The call connected as he pulled out of the parking lot.
"Yes, Jake, have you some news?"
"I found a very curious young woman this evening. I don't know if she is in trouble or ... I don't know, maybe just troubled. There is something about her, though. I will pursue all those question, of course."
"She might be the one, then?" came the response.
"Perhaps. I think there is a high degree of potential. I will hold further details until I know more. But ... yes, perhaps you might have your toy."
* * * *
"Jennifer Warren," came the commanding voice. "What room is she in?"
I looked up at hearing my name being urgently exclaimed at the hospital receptionist. The man I had met once and still didn't know his name towered over the woman who meekly pointed to the waiting area where I sat. I stood up. "What ... what are you...?" I weakly uttered embarrassed that he found me there.
He turned at hearing my voice, located the source, and with long strides was standing in front of me. Then, surprisingly, he enveloped me in his arms. "How did you know, sir?" I didn't know what to do or where to go so I sat in the hospital.
He separated us to arms length, noted my damaged face, and led me through the hospital to the attached garage and to his amazing car. I didn't know where he was taking me. He didn't ask for my address. He seemed to know where he was going, though. On the street, he pushed a button on the steering wheel, selected a contact on the screen, and the phone rang once before being answered.
"Jake?" came the voice of a man sounding somehow even more controlled and commanding.
"Sir, something has come up that I need to take care of. It might need a couple hours."
"Of course." And the call ended.
So, his name was 'Jake'. But, nothing more was said until he pulled into the parking lot of one of the city's lake parks. Pushing the transmission lever into park, he looked at me in the passenger seat, "We need to talk, Jennifer." He then opened his door and stepped out. I quickly released the seat belt and followed.
He led me through the grassy park grounds to the paved path surrounding the small lake used only by very small sailboats, canoes, and kayaks. We had to appear like an odd pair. I was a nervous 20-year-old white girl wearing a faux leather mini-skirt and white blouse. My 5' 1" body was dwarfed by his contrasting presence. Jake confidently strode a half stride ahead of me. He was a 33. He was a black man with short cut black hair with a well-tailored dark outfit of slacks, collarless shirt, and sports jacket covering his 6' 2", very athletic body of about 220 pounds.
He strode down the path for a short distance before suddenly stopping at a bench facing the lake where he abruptly sat, his gaze intent on nothing in particular across the lake surface. I nervously sat on the bench but not close too him.
"What happened, Jennifer?" he asked without altering the focus of his eyes. I could see the tension and struggle just beneath the surface of his otherwise controlled demeanor. "What I mean, Jennifer, is what happened that you were in the hospital? What happened to your face?"
Oh ... right ... that. It was crazy that I was even sitting with him feeling chastened, feeling that I had somehow disappointed him. Without parents or family in my life and the turmoil in my life generally, how was it that I could absurdly grasp emotionally onto any positive figure that might come into my life. It is what happened with this current boyfriend. Somehow, without his offering or encouragement, I felt an absurd connection to this man. How could I feel a level of security and care from someone I had just met and in such circumstances? Out of nowhere he had appeared, again. I wondered why. I wondered if maybe his caring might be enough to share my dark secret.
"Tell me, Jennifer," he commanded. Commanded. It wasn't a gentle probing any longer. How had he even known I needed help? And, he had apparently dropped everything and come. That was crazy. Wasn't it? He obviously, from the phone call from the car, reported to someone else, someone he had to account for his time to. If this man was like he seemed, how much more must that other man be? Why was he here? He barely knew me and what he had witnessed wasn't impressive.
"You don't know, sir." He remained rigid. "I am trying, sir. I am. I am trying to manage ... to take charge of myself ... to ... I don't know." I couldn't finish, not to him. He's almost a stranger but one of the few who seemed to care.
He pulled me next to him and wrapped an arm around my shoulders. "It's not your fault, Jennifer. What happened to you isn't your fault. Not really." He took a deep breath. He carefully caressed my upper arm. There was nothing aggressive about it. It was comforting and protective. Then, "I know, Jennifer. It might have been intrusive of me, but I needed to know. I learned of your upbringing, your relationships, and the abuse. I have my reasons for violating your privacy, but I am not in a position to explain them at this time. If I went too far, Jennifer, you can just leave but ... I hope you don't. If I hadn't been looking, I wouldn't have known what just happened to you." How could he have found out? Why did he even care? "The hospital, Jennifer. What happened?"
I started crying but managed to relay the story through sobs and halting breaths and words. I felt so ashamed to say the words but he seemed to already know some it. He knew. I told him I was trying to manage. I was trying to do things on my own with my own decisions, but ... I always seemed to fall back into the wrong relationships. I was going to end it with that boyfriend. I thought that would solve it but I didn't expect his reaction. He told me I would be lost without him. I always feel lost after trying to take back control. So, last night I went back to him to explain that I needed to find my way. Clearly, that hadn't worked when he realized I was really intent on leaving him.
Mr. McMaster sighed deeply and held me tighter. "This won't do, Jennifer," he softly uttered. "It isn't safe. You could be hurt even worse next time."
He pulled me closer so the side of my face was pressed against his chest. His arm around me, his other hand taking my hand and squeezing it softly. It was a rare moment of feeling utterly safe. I took a deep breath and went with the feeling. "I know, sir. But ... it's just so strong and ... and I'm so weak."
His grip became a little firmer. I felt so secure but I also wondered what he was thinking and what was to become of me when this moment ended and I was on my own again. "You mean your desires and your submissiveness." It wasn't a question. He was defining what I was only alluding to. I nodded. "You want to somehow manage the conflict within you." I nodded. I felt him take another deep breath. "But, your submissive nature is limiting your ability to manage yourself, to control how you attempt to manage your life, and to make reasoned decisions about who to trust."
I raised my head to look at him. He was still gazing out over the lake. I could see he wasn't watching the boats but working on something that was taking up his concentration. "I'm a mess, I know." I sighed hopelessly. "I try, I do. I'm ... I'm just not strong enough."
He pushed me far enough from his body to look into my face. "There are others ways that you could function and still be safe and at peace with yourself, but I am unsure about how it would rationally function." I looked at him curiously. I'd consider a lot of things at this stage if someone caring was behind it. "It isn't something we can discuss, evaluate effectively without careful consideration." I watched him intently and it seemed to embolden him. He stood and I followed. "I will take you to your car. You need to seriously consider what you need to manage your situation, Jennifer. You need something proactive, not random."
I nodded numbly. "Of course, sir," I responded in awe of his attention to me. He didn't owe me a thing. Before parting, though, I had to know, "Sir, you said you were looking for someone. Why were you at that place? And why are you looking for someone that might be found at such a place?"
He smiled and softly chuckled, "Hidden cameras. That place was secretly making videos they sold to online porn sites as amateur or homemade videos. A simple search algorithm identified women that appeared sexually active but trouble. Then it was a matter of identifying and researching. As to the why," he paused and considered me, "I represent a man who can't seem to let go a certain idea, a way of fulfilling his own desires. I'll leave it at that for now."
I thought about that a moment. Looking for someone young and sexual and troubled. Boy, is that me. I wonder what it is about. Then, since he wasn't about to say more, "I didn't know there were cameras," I softly muttered while imagining my face appearing on a porn site.
"Of course not, dear. That was the intent so everyone acted normally."
"Uhmm ... well, thank you, sir. I mean for showing some care about me," I said finally.
"Be careful, Jennifer."
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CHAPTER 9: FARM EVOLUTION
Within months it felt as though the farm workers and staff and the herd had always been working, sharing, and communing together. The manager, true to her promise, continued to improve life at the farm and to challenge everyone to continually seeking new ideas and ways to further increase the farm's production and success.
Our farm was the highest producer and no other farm was close. Our manager provided senior management with data reports and details of our process including our theories of why fucking and bull cum had an impact. Other farms were sure to use that information to try to catch up but our farm had changed in ways that made the operation run incredibly.
A building used for storage and equipment was quickly remodeled for housing: farm workers requested the chance to live on the farm which would save them expense but also time. A side benefit not argued in their request was that they could remain naked. The idea of becoming naked to interact with the herd had quickly been replaced with simply being naked. Anytime I went to discuss some issue with the manager, I always found the office staff naked and I was always greeted warmly with excitement. Everyone, it seemed, was excited to see what the next change or challenge might be.
I knocked on the manager's door. I had heard her name was Marjory but I preferred to show my respect for her. When I heard a soft, "Come," I opened the door. She looked up and smiled, nearly jumped from her chair behind her desk and came to me with open arms. We hugged the way real friends hugged. We sat in chairs before her desk rather than her returning behind her desk. She was naked, as was the staff in the building. It was everyone's choice but everyone preferred to be naked.
"It's always a pleasure to see you, Sarah." Yes, she liked to use my real name. "I apologize but I've been terribly busy with these reports detailing our activities and numbers. How are things with the herd?" Cows, bulls, herd, none of it was a negative for us. "It's been a couple days, I know," she shook her head, "but I need to get out to the pasture very soon." She leaned forward closer to me, "My pussy is making it difficult to concentrate." I laughed with her. I knew very well how it felt but in my case it was not getting my regular five or six fucks a day. "So, tell me, what brings you here? Some new, big idea I hope."
I smiled. She and I worked so well together and what I appreciated was that her drive wasn't purely business but also how it benefited everyone. "I do have one for you, but it isn't my idea." She sat back, her legs crossed the same way as if she was wearing a skirt among men but her naked breasts and body exuded a vibrancy that came from enjoying life. "I got this one from a barn worker. He was disconnecting me from the milking equipment and I could tell he had something on his mind. This one had also fucked me earlier." She raised her eyebrows. I laughed, "I've come to recognize bulls and workers by their approach, comments, cock, and how they fuck. This one is excessively polite. Anyway, he finally asked me if I thought it might be possible for barn workers to get the injections like the bulls."
"He wants to switch to a bull?" she asked surprised.
I shook my head, "No. I stayed behind as he cleaned the tubes and equipment. He likes his job in the barn, especially now that everyone is comfortable with each other. He likes interacting with cows and bulls. What he was thinking, though, was that now he can get permission to fuck a cow if a bull isn't ready and he thought that if he had the injections his fucking and cum would have the same real benefit as the bulls."
"Interesting," she mused. "I wonder why he went to you? You know, Sarah, sometimes I wonder if you aren't the real boss around here." She waited for me to laugh, assured she was joking, and she gave me pat on the knee and a twinkle in her eyes. "I know, I am still the boss and you are so accessible."
She sat back thinking. "It has benefits," I added. "They have to take care of their job in the barn but they are already fucking cows and this way there is the benefit of bull cum and size." I looked at her. "And you know what size means for orgasms."
She laughed, "I do, in fact." She looked at me seriously. "What are the down sides?"
"Well, your male staff might what to do it, too. I'm not sure that's a down side, certainly not for the cows. If your staff are fucking each other ... would there be a problem there?"
She laughed, "Not if they get their work done."
"Well," I replied, "If they stopped coming down to the pasture, we'd miss their participation."
She laughed, "Said like a true fuck-happy cow."
Within a week, she had announced her approval of male workers and staff getting the bull injection if they desired. All of them did. There was one qualifier she added: All fucking would be done in the barn or pasture. There was not grumbling about it and it allowed her to maintain office control.
Soon, every cow or female was getting fucked by a bull, even if he wasn't a real member of the herd. I had anticipated another bump in production of milk and the data reflected just that. Every fuck, every cow orgasm, every drop of bull cum now added to the stimulation of milk production. Truly, the farm was becoming fully integrated for cow production.
Not long after, I approached the barn door in my turn. The talk in line among us cows had again been about the 'new bulls' and not having to feel like giving out sympathy fucks to small penises. That might have seemed harsh out of context but nearly every cow was participating in the full option packages for production and the number of bulls always seemed to be a bit short and cows were used to being fucked throughout their milking and then again later in the pasture. What society had wanted from women to produce milk had evolved into producing fuck-crazy women with huge udders. But, we continued to take our show and tell to surrounding towns and villages and continued to attract lonely and desperate men and women. What they found at the farm was an alternative life that was far from lonely or desperate.
The man standing at the open door with the clipboard was young and lean. His face was soft and smooth but his body seemed to be bursting with new muscle growth which was the bi-product of the injections and strength exercises. His cock was long and didn't quite hang completely. It wasn't an unusual sight. Arousal on men and bulls showed in their cocks and they always seemed to be ready for being hard. It was harder to see in cows but every pussy in line was wet with self-lubrication and ready for their first fuck.
"Thank you, Sarah," he said when I stood next to him waiting to see which row I would be guided to. I looked at him puzzled. Did I do something for him? "I came here almost starving and without a place to live. This place ... it's like a dream."
"It wasn't me. This farm is unique, though," I said.
He chuckled, "Sure, the manager is really the boss but everyone knows what you've done."
I smiled at him. That talk always embarrassed me. I reached down and lightly grasped his cock. It instantly swelled just a bit. "You'll know where I am, come see me when you get a chance." I winked at him and entered the barn. My udders were so engorged it was painful.
Milking was like being attached to a sexual stimulation machine. As soon as the suction tubes pulled on my extended and sensitive nipples, I easily slipped into a world of euphoria. My nipples were the introductory stimulus, bring soft moans and sighs from me and cows throughout the barn. We didn't moo contentedly like real cows might have but the sounds from us were similar. Milk quickly streamed into the tubes and through the individual container at each station for measuring and sampling. At the same moment I could see milk streaming with each pulse of the machine, my pussy leaked lubrication in anticipation of the first bull so much I could feel it on my thighs. Damien had confessed to me that the bulls would enter a similar trance at seeing the rows of cows with spread legs and gaping, leaking pussies. It was all so routine our bodies reacted on their own. The pleasure, though, was never lost on us.
"Sarah, would it be okay?" I heard behind me with a touch of a hand on my ass.
I recognized the voice of the young worker at the barn door. "Of course," I gasped back to him. "I said to find me. I want to feel your cock. Please fuck me." He was the third to step behind my gaping pussy and the two before had taken me to double orgasms. My milk was still flowing. I began thinking of a possible fourth fuck. That was my silly, personal goal, to extend my milking to a fourth fucking. Silly because I could always find Damien after for another fuck in the pasture. I could always find out any increase in my production but using the number of fucks as an indicator was more fun.
He pressed his cock to my hole and slid inside. I sighed at the feel of being stuffed, again. My mind slipped to a long-ago memory of using the fake cocks on the beam to prepare my pussy for the big bulls. Now all I wanted was to be stuffed by the bull cocks. It was true without doubt that the bull cum mixed with our orgasms had a stimulating effect not just on milk but arousal and the need to be fucked.
The cow next to me orgasmed noisily which had become more normal than not. Being fucked while being milked had long since stopped being something cows endured to increase production and became an act of pleasure with added benefit. Throughout the barn were the sounds of cows orgasming and my own sounds joined them. The young man fucked me through my orgasm and I was breathless.
"How ... how are you doing?" I asked. "You cock feels so good."
"The way you ... squeeze ... it is very arousing," he gasped.
"My clitoris," I gasped back. "When you feel ... you are getting close to cumming ... stroke her clit ... to get her to orgasm. Any cow will ... want you if she knows ... OOOOO, yesssss like that ... she will want you if she knows ... you will give her double ... oh fuck ... double orgasms." And it was working. I could feel his cock swell and pulse but his stroking of my engorged clit was bring me to a second orgasm soon.
After we climaxed on top of each other, he fell onto my back, his cock inside me leaking the last of his cum. "You ... are ... amazing," he gasped into my neck. "Even being ... fucked you were ... teaching me." He pulled his cock out slowly and I released a long slow moan as it left me. Then, he patted my ass and stroked my back tenderly. "You always think of others and you always make time for others. That's why everyone will follow you, Sarah." Then, he moved to the cow next to me. Her milk had stopped flowing. I strained to look to the other side and saw her tubes empty of milk, too. I was still flowing.
"He's right, you know," came the voice of the cow next to me and agreement from the other side. "You are our role model. Old cow or new, we know why the changes here came about."
"Stop ..." I started to say when a huge cock was abruptly thrust in my well-used pussy. It bumped me deep and my body shook by the impact. "Damien!"
"Stop filling her head," he said with another thrust, "I have enough trouble keeping up with her." The cows both sides laughed, including the worker who just fucked me but moved on to perform his barn duties with the milk machines. "How are you my dear?" he asked.
"My milk is ... still flowing, studly. You're my fourth," I gasped at his strong and familiar thrusts.
He patted my ass, leaned over and kiss my shoulder. "Then it's no wonder cum is flowing out of you with each thrust."
I giggled, the cows on both sides joining me. "How romantic. No wonder ... I'm attracted to you." I gasped. The two on either side stopped giggling and laughed.
* * * *
"Damn, that was good, you two," I exclaimed after the cock in my mouth stopped spewing cum and pulled out. Damien, at the same time, had been fucking my pussy.
"Sarah, is that you I hear?" came the manager's voice from nearby.
I rolled over and lifted to my elbows, scanning around in the general direction of the voice. I spotted her when a bull rolled off her, both quite spent from their exertions.
"Ma'am?" I softly called after kissing Damien and crawling to her. I knelt next to her as the bull who had just fucked her struggled to his feet. I softly stroked her belly up to her breast. I tried to remember when I had breasts like hers. She didn't even try to move as she lay on her back, her skin covered in a sheen of perspiration, her breasts heaving with each deep breath.
"God," she gasped, "I love what we've created here." I giggled. The pasture was a mass of bodies and so many actively fucking.
"We all feel that way," I replied.
"Sarah, business for a moment?" I nodded, of course. "Our excursions to towns for recruitment of cows and bulls has become so successful as we target where people are being marginalized and forgotten. I need more help in the office, but normal ads bring in people not desperate enough to be naked."
"What about recruiting and training cows?" I asked on a whim. She propped herself up on an elbow and looked at me questioningly. "It just jumped into my mind, but ..." I paused to put thought into it, "I know of cows right now that have helped me working through ideas and conflicts. We need cows as cows but that wouldn't mean they couldn't use part of their time between milking to assist you in the office. It would be great experience and challenge for them. I bet we could find four to six cows willing to learn something new and they could rotate."
"You are serious." She looked at me and scanned the pasture before her. "What about compensation? Would they want more, how do we handle the differences?"
I shook my head. "We have barn workers fucking like bulls without that being an issue. Our lives here aren't jammed with demands, ma'am. The cows I can immediately think of would jump at the chance. I'm talking about the young cows."
She smiled. "See why I ask you about these things?" I laughed. "Sarah," she said more seriously, "I've seen you suck cock. Do you like the taste?" I nodded. This was an interesting direction suddenly. "Your pussy is full of cum, right?"
I smiled, laid on top of her and kissed her passionately. "My pussy is full of several bulls' cum and I know you have some, too. You suck me and I'll suck you." She shivered. I lightly kissed her before rotating, my pussy over her mouth as I pulled her knees up and spread them wide as I dropped my mouth to her gaping pussy. I sighed as her tongue tentatively licked at my pussy. She moaned as I pressed my tongue into her hole.
I only heard faint voices around us. "What will Sarah come up with next?" "She sure has an imagination." "Who is that under her, though?" "I thought it was our manager." "No way." "Really? Do you think it really is?"
I didn't know all the voices but I suspected by the references that they included both cows and office women. I thrust my tongue into her hole before shifting my lips to suck on her clit and insert two fingers into her pussy which I used to fuck her. She cried out in orgasm as I curled my fingers to stroke her g-spot.
* * * *
I walked through the offices and scanned over the cubicles in search of the two young cows I knew were scheduled to be there. When I spotted them, I walked to them, receiving smiles from other workers as I passed. No longer did I experience that awkward feeling of being the only one naked in the offices.
"Ladies," I said to announce my approach, "how are you doing?"
They were sharing a cubicle and jumped up giving me an intense hug. "Wonderful, Sarah! There is so much to learn, though."
A young female worker in the next cubicle stood up, "They really are doing well. I think they might be picking it up faster than I did when I came."
I smiled at the three beaming faces. One young woman with firm breasts and trim body and two young cows with udders hanging on their chests and bodies thickening to support them. And, it all looked so natural.
I knocked on her open door, "You wanted to see me, ma'am?"
"Sarah, thank you for coming."
"Well, you know," I teased, "I was pretty busy and there were a couple bulls hanging around."
She laughed and looked down to my pussy, undoubtedly seeing the sheen of cum and orgasm juice on the insides of my thighs. If there was a cow anywhere on the farm without cum always in her pussy, she had to be ill in the infirmary.
"Sit, please. Your young cows are doing great, Sarah. Of course they are. Why do I ever question you?" She was quiet a moment. Her face changed. "We have an issue coming, though. Our numbers are so good we're about to be invaded by other farm management." I watched her. Was that bad? "As you predicted, the addition of workers getting the bull injections and more and more cows using the bulls, our production is skyrocketing. I have provided as much detail in my reports as I dared but ..."
"But the inclusion of your workers also functioning as bulls ..." She nodded.
"Not only that, though," she continued distressed, "look at me. Look at everyone in the office. We're all naked."
"Take a deep breath." She did. I watched her breast rise and fall with each deep, strained breath. "Now, when are they arriving?" The next week. "For how long?" Two days. "Okay, for two days we'll have to accept our production will be slightly down. But, maybe not," I thought out-loud. "The effects of fucking and cum from the workers can't be instantaneous. The effectiveness might carry over for two days." She was watching me closely. She recognized when my mind was working to something conclusive. "Let's plan a celebration the day before they arrive. Out on the pasture. Celebrating the success of our latest numbers. We'll make it a fuck-fest to carry us over those two days."
"Will it work?" she asked hopefully.
I shrugged. "It'll be fun even if it doesn't." She shook her head at me but then agreed. "We'll use that celebration to prepare everyone for the visitors. All workers and staff will have to be clothed the entire two days they are here. The cows and bulls will be unaffected."
"What about your girls in the office? Do they not come in?"
I thought about that. "I'd like them to come in anyway. I'll talk to them about their comfort. A few of them have only been here since everyone was naked." I could see she wasn't sure. "You're not sure. You can explain it as an experiment for cost savings. Say it's a radical idea but something to experiment with. You're already the innovator, ma'am. You could present anything and they will nod their heads in consideration merely by your success."
"Our success, Sarah. Our success is the entire farm-community. I don't want them to think I abandoned our community at the first threat."
"They won't think that. They will understand. Nobody thinks that what we have here is normal. We're protecting it by being cautious."
"God, Sarah, I don't know what I would do without you."
"Thank you, ma'am, but the same is true for me ... for us. Life wouldn't be very satisfying without your openness to options and change." What a love-fest but it was all heartfelt and true.
* * * *
The next week everyone was anxious for the celebration. The staff with assistance from cows and bulls had setup a magnificent spread of food and drink. Every cow, bull, and worker milled among each other like a family reunion. The manager began, promising to be short so the real celebration could begin but only after they heard from me, too. She gave out the numbers, the steady increase month over month, and the staggering separation between us on a per cow basis compared to any other farm in the system. There was a lot of justified pride shown by the herd and staff.



Then, she shifted to the discussion to the visiting managers and regional bosses. Her decision for the change for worker and office people needing to be dressed received groans and complaints. She raised her hands to get some quiet. "I don't like that I had to make that decision but others outside our farm aren't ready for this much change. Once these visitors leave, I'll be the first to become naked." That brought some appreciative claps. She then called me to speak.
"This was a difficult decision to make and not one either of us wanted to have to make. What we have here is unique and effective. But, it is so unique and so effective, we didn't dare possibly risking it by exposing just how far we have gone in our quest for unity and shared purpose." I saw understanding nods in the crowd. Damien, standing in front where I had been, smiled broadly at me. He always was my rock of support. I pushed on. I stepped next to our naked manager and pulled her into my side, an arm around her shoulders. "We are lucky. All of us. Cows, bulls, barn workers, and office workers ... all of us. This woman ..." I looked at her deeply "... this woman is why we are what we are today. This woman put us at the same importance as business because she believed that us as a family would do amazing things. And you have, we have." I pointed out across the crowd. "All of you, each your own way, each doing what you should and the best you can."
A raucous roar of agreement rose from them. I raised a hand for quiet. "Now, she and I considered, struggle about these visitors arriving. Honestly, I was concerned about the production we have attained."
She interrupted me, "This woman, the slutty cow she is, came up with a clever solution. If we are going to miss out on two days of ... sharing ..."
"I think you mean fucking, don't you?" someone yelled out to the laughter of others.
"Yes, you're right. Fucking. I will be fully honest and forthright in admitting to one and all that two days away from the pasture will be very hard on me, too." More laughter and affirming, if not lewd, comments. "This celebration has a dual purpose. One, clearly as a celebration and thank you for our success. The other ..."
"To fuck enough that maybe it will hold us until the visitors leave," I yelled out. That was the loudest cheer of all.
Some dropped to the ground in front of us and began fucking. Others moved to the food and drink while mutually touching naked bodies. Others moved a bit out of the way to fuck.
"I'd say that went well," the manager said. I agreed. Damien was standing in front of us. He was looking from one to the other. "Okay, I understand this is forward but may I steal your bull for a while."
I laughed and nudged her forward. "Make it a long while. He's good at that and I'll have him later." She didn't even look back at me as she pulled him to the side where they had some room, not to be separate but to allow for the way he liked to change positions. She had been with us numerous times to our mutual enjoyment.
I wandered into the crowd and was bumped by a young office male. I turned to him, grasped his long, bull-sized cock, and gently tugged him to an open spot. I pushed him onto the ground and straddled his cock. He smiled and gasped as my pussy encased his cock. As I rose up and dropped down, he grasped my udders and shifted his gaze from them to my face. "What?" I asked as I continued to fuck him.
"Well ... uhmm ... I don't mean to personal but ..." I told him to spit it out as I squeezed his cock and he gasped. "You are just such an amazing woman. You and our manager both and ... well ... do you ever wish you weren't a cow? I mean wish you could have been something else?"
I stopped moving and looked at him. I began rising and fucking him, again. "Maybe a long time ago. It wasn't ever possible, not for someone like I was. Dwelling on the 'what if' isn't productive. Thinking about what you can do to make yourself better is productive. Make yourself better and help others become better."
He nodded. "That is you, Sarah. All you have to do is look around here right now and the evidence of that is right there. You've helped all of us, improved all of us." He squeezed my udders and a little milk came out. "Do you realize why so many of us non-bulls seek you out?" I stared down at him as I continued to fuck. "We think of it as an honor. Everyone appreciates you. Especially the manager. She's always referencing you when motivating us about effort and teamwork and selfless pursuit of being better."
I laughed and said, "This is far too serious talk when fucking." He raised his hips up and rolled us over so he could fuck me.
It was one of those times that would stay in all of our minds for a very long time. Cows, bulls, barn workers, and office staff all naked and fucking for hours. With breaks for eating and re-hydrating, it was a steady mingling, exchanging, and experimenting. More cows and women were experimenting with being fucked and sucking cock at the same time with many of the cocks being sucked just remaining hard until a pussy became available.
When the milking bell sounded in late afternoon, all cows and bulls untangled themselves and moved to the barn. When we exited the barn, we found the office staff still in the pasture busy replenishing food and drink tables. I made my way to the manage who I found directing trays of drinks.
She gave me a hug, "Sarah, this is wonderful. Can you believe the response?"
"Yes, I can. My hope is that the managers and bosses will recognize what you have accomplished and give you your due."
"Don't embarrass me like that, Sarah. You know how much of this is the efforts of everyone. But, that reminds me. I want you near by when you aren't being milked."
* * * *
We were in the milking barn when the visitors arrived but their presence was quickly known to us by a tour through the barn first thing. I was being fucked for the second time by a young bull I recognized by his voice and by the way he managed to thrust his cock down. He was taller than Damien though much slighter.
"This is your genius cow, Marjorie?" I heard a derisive voice behind me.
"Gentlemen, my reports have referred to numerous innovations and processes I have attributed to this woman. Her name is Sarah or 8MN345 in the data reporting. You will see her milk production is consistently high and has set new records repeatedly," our manager's voice responded by confronting the first voice.
Another voice that I might have recognized from a previous tour sometime before, "I remember meeting her the last time. I was impressed even then. I have to apologize to you, Marjorie. I took your comments regarding the shortcoming of the original study to my own advisors. I am afraid it got buried by the skeptics in the group."
"I still side with the skeptics, sir," came the first voice.
"I'm not surprised, Stanley. Not surprised at all," the leader's voice came back. Then he added with some surprise reflected in his voice, "Marjorie, the last time I was here, there was a clear separation between the two milking groups. I don't even see a wall now. What is that about?"
"Simple, sir. We don't have any cows that aren't using the bulls. We have a row of milking stations at the front that have movable knee pads that are reserved for any cows that are feeling discomfort and the stations are marked so a bull doesn't fuck them. If none are needed for that purpose, those stations can be adjusted for cows to be fucked."
"What would be the source of discomfort?" came a voice speaking for the first time.
She laughed gently. I spoke for the first time, "Too much fucking, sir."
"Too much fucking, Marjorie? You have sensitive cows now, too?" came that voice I was beginning to dislike tremendously.
"Sarah is correct, of course, but that will be explained later." With that they moved on.
* * * *
After I was finished in the milking barn, I tried to catch up with the tour group but didn't find them. I went to the administration building in hopes they would return there shortly because I thought she had planned a formal presentation for the group.
I walked through the offices and found everyone dressed as was the plan. Many stood and peppered me with questions but all I could offer was the exchange I had heard while being milked. After reporting how well our manager handled the derisive comments and how supportive the leader of the group was, I could see the pride they all felt for her.
"I have to ask," a young woman said, "was it terribly embarrassing to be watched by men who were strangers while being fucked? I mean, we all do it with others around but we're all friends, right? Wasn't it different?"
I smiled. I was naked. I was sure my pussy was still leaking cum and my own juices but they didn't look at that, they focused on me. "I won't try to kid you, sure it is. I mean, they were talking about me and I was there being milked and fucked. But," I said with a giggle, "I think the bull fucking me was affect more. His strokes became awkward and hesitant when they came up behind us and started talking."
"I think I'd faint," came a male voice.
"Sarah," came a young woman's voice, "what's it like being milked?"
I held up my mostly empty udders. "If you do it a lot like we do, the nipples change. You've all seen it and some of you have sucked them. But, if you were to try it once, I think you'd find it very arousing. Imagine your nipples being rhythmically sucked and sucked. The first time I was in the milking station I orgasmed with no bull involved." I looked around the group. "You know what ... after this group leaves, let's set that up for you to try if you want. It'll be different and fun. Experience a bit of what it's like to be attached to the machine and a bull servicing you."
One of the men blurted out, "I'll be your bull, Hanna." He immediately blushed. Hanna did, too.
It was a while before the tour caught up with me (as it turned out). The two cows assisting had arrived in the meantime and everyone got back to work, heads down and busy behind cubicle walls.
"Ah, there you are," came the leader's voice as the group entered the area. Besides our manager, the regional leader and his assistant, there were four other farm managers, and they were intent on learning what we were doing to drive our success. He came up to me and shook my hand, something that I saw clearly startled the other men. He turned to stand alongside me and fronting the others, "This, gentlemen, is 8MN345." He leaned closer and joked, "Sorry for bringing them early to see you from that ... other angle."
I patted his arm and smiled, "Quite alright, sir. I am after all a cow not knowing who is back there. Except the bull, of course."
He laughed heartily. "Oh you are a naughty teasing one." He carefully placed his hand high on my back, "Come, we have much to talk about with these managers."
Just then, "What the holy hell are cows doing in the office!" exclaimed that same voice I was disliking. At first I wondered why he was talking about me until I remembered my two in the cubicle. I turned quickly as he loomed over the two, "What are you doing here?" he demanded.
I rushed through the group and the office staff equally surprised. I grabbed the man and pulled him violently away. He stumble back. I hadn't realized how much Damien's regimen had strengthen me.
"This is outrageous, sir," he glowered and pointing at me and the two others cowering behind me.
"Apologize to them," I demanded.
"I will not. And a cow does not talk to me that way."
I took two angry stride toward him. He pulled back defensively but the two pulled me back. "No, Sarah."
Our manager intervened and pushed the man against a cubicle wall, almost causing the cubicle to crumble. "Shut up, you pompous ass! You don't talk to my people that way. You don't come into my farm and tell me what I can and can't do!" She glared at the man.
"We have established policies," he weakly said back.
"Fuck your policies. They don't work do they? You've been a manager at your farm for what? Four years longer than me? You come here acting so almighty and your silly farm is ... is ..."
"Just over 52% of ours," came a report from one of her female assistants. Our manager turned to the young woman while holding the man against the cubicle wall. "That's total production, ma'am. On a per cow basis ... his cow average is ... 54% of our cows."
t
The leader turned to his assistant. She nodded. "That was why you scheduled this trip, sir," she said. "The numbers are glaring that Marjorie is doing something that is extraordinary."
"I am curious about them here, though, Marjorie," the leader pushed. That seemed to give Stanley a bit of backbone as he was released and she stood beside me in front of the two cows.
"Sir, this is a trial. These cows agreed to work in the office as a trial."
That emboldened Stanley, again. "Taking cows our of production to work in the office? That's insane. We all struggle to recruit cows. And what skills do they have for it?"
"Sir?" one of the cows weakly inserted as she stepped to the front. "We aren't out of production. That would be crazy. But, sir, we have a lot of time between milking. Sarah, she said it might be a good change, something to challenge us and something new to learn. She was right. We only help here a few hours. There are three others we rotate with."
"Think of it as a cost savings," I said. "She gets more help without hiring anyone."
"What are you going to come up with next, Marjorie?" Then he turned to Stanley, the little weasel, "Apologize and shake their hands." I had the feeling this man had never touch a cow and didn't want to now.
Defiant to the end, as he approached the two, he glanced out the window and spotted the pasture. "That is definitely against policy!" he exclaimed pointing out the window. The pasture.
The leader approached and we all parted as he strode to the window, our manager falling in step with him. "We discussed this, remember. We proved that the fear of cows and bulls mixing should have been attributed to an individual bull, if it ever happened. Our bulls and cows mix daily in the pasture."
"They are fucking?"
I laughed. "Of course. I showed you that the study everybody references is limited in its conclusions. It isn't fucking a cow during milking, its her orgasming that influences her milk production. It occurred to us that if that is true, than fucking has benefits regardless of it being during milking or between milking times. The more cows are fucked and orgasm, the more their milk is influenced."
"I do remember that. And I sent that along to all the managers." He turned to the others, "Did any of you follow up?" Dumb silence.
He started away but turned back toward us. He looked at the three of us cows standing naked before him. "You ... so, when you're here ..."
One behind me giggled, "Yes, sir. We give up more than some free time by helping. But," she added quickly, "but Sarah does, too."
He looked at me, smiled and nodded. He turned to his assistant and our manager. To his assistant, "We are leaving these good people to carry on. Clearly, they are the only ones able to be innovative and take a calculated risk." Turning to our manager, "Marjorie, I think I should promote you over the region."
She shook her head and looked around the room at us all. "If you were serious, sir, no. I couldn't leave a group like this. We're eliminating societal barriers and getting things done. We believe there is more to do."
"I wouldn't bet against you, Marjorie. Keep up the great work and keep me up to speed. I may insist on you making a trip to another farm or two for evaluation." He looked at me, "Feel free to bring along someone you trust, Marjorie." He noted the cows behind me, "Ladies, thank you for your dedication."
Then, they were gone. One of the young cows behind me leaned in close, "Sarah, did you hear? He called us ladies."
Our manager took longer to return than just walking them to the door. When she returned, "Okay everyone, the coast is clear. I had a worker drive to the end of the driveway to be sure they were gone." She walked into her office and quickly returned naked. In the next moment, there was a flurry of clothes coming off men and women. "Thank you, everyone. Would someone go out to let the other workers know it's okay?" One of the men left naked, his big cock flopping as he jogged.
She walked directly to the two part-timers, "You two were amazing." She hugged them both. "It took a lot of courage to stand up for yourselves. Remember that. You're stronger than you might think." To me she just stared for a moment. The office had crowded around, hanging over cubicle walls. It was an exciting moment for everyone. "Sarah, I couldn't leave because I'm not sure I could do this without you."
I laughed, "You're still selling yourself short, ma'am. But don't leave." Everyone laughed. "Well, on a lighter note, I don't know about anyone else, but the pasture is calling and ..." Just then, the milking bell sounded. "Damn."
"Ma'am, would you walk with me?" Once we left the building, she asked what I needed. "One of your young ladies asked me what it felt like to be milked."
"What did you tell her?"
"I told her that the first time I was ever milked, I orgasmed. I suggested she try it and that I thought it could be arranged. That we could even arrange for anyone else to try it. I assured the young women it is quite arousing. I even suggested a bull participate and one of your young men volunteered."
"I bet he did," she replied with a chuckle. "I will make the arrangements."
I smiled and started for the barn but turned. While walking backwards, "You should participate, too. Just so everyone thinks that was your first time."
She quickly looked around and waved at me to be quiet. I laughed. I saw Damien ahead and jogged to catch up, my udders flopping despite being full. I jumped onto his back and wrapped my legs around him, kissing him madly around the neck.
"Feels like it went well despite them leaving early," he said.
"It went great for us. For the other farms, not so much. The head guy was not happy." I loved that he could carry me so easily. It made me feel protected and safe with him. "Oh, and since they have left, I'm going to get some blankets and you are spending the night out under the stars tonight."
"I am? Why under the stars?"
"Where else can I fuck you all night, silly?"
THE END
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CHAPTER 2: THE OFFER
The next night I got another call. Jake. I had been lounging on the couch sipping cheap wine and musing about the impossible encounters with him, the man I only knew as Jake but who apparently was representing another. When I heard his voice on my cell phone, I straightened up ... and flushed.
"Yes, sir?" What was it about this man that I respond this way? He said I was bound to continue a cycle of being with the wrong men until I found one that could show me control and was concerned for my safety. Stop ... but ... didn't he say he had an idea? Honestly, I didn't think I would ever hear from him, again. Why would he bother?
"How are you, Jennifer?" he softly asked. Fine, I replied while being more interested in why he called. "You asked me if I found the person I was looking for, remember?" I nodded. How stupid on the phone. But, he continued, "I said 'maybe' but after further consideration I think I might have." Me? How could he have been looking for me? He looked like the type that could attract most available women. But, I remembered, this might not be about him, at all. He said her represented another. Someone, obviously, who didn't want to be out chasing down troubled women until ... And, what kind of man would he be? Undoubtedly even more impressive. But, why? Why would he even bother with someone like me? "I told you I represent another man." I nodded dumbly, again. "He wants to meet you for dinner tomorrow night, Jennifer. I have spoken to him in depth about you and your situation. He is intrigued. I will send a taxi to pick you up tomorrow at 6:00 PM."
"You don't know where I live."
"Jennifer, I have your phone number. There are people, Jennifer, that with a bit of information about someone can learn most anything they want."
"You're one of those people, sir?" Of course, he is silly. He knew about my life, my abuse, my control problems, and going to the hospital. Hospital ... yes, there was something else I wanted to ask but dared not. I was told that my ex-boyfriend was in the hospital. Maybe I didn't want to know.
"Be ready at 6:00 PM tomorrow night. I'll send you a text with what he wants you to wear." He said it not as a suggestion or if that was okay. He said it in a way that ended discussion.
"Of course, sir!" I smiled. How is this possible? What does it mean? Wait ... he's going to tell me what to wear? Not even that ... he going to tell me what THE OTHER man wants me to wear, the man I've never met. A shiver coursed through me and it had nothing to do with anything physical. But it had everything to do with the voice and the commanding/self-assured manner of the man even over the phone. What could this other man be like if this man had such an effect on me?
The text the next day was to the point. I scanned it to the bottom and a name. I was to meet Mr. McMaster at the restaurant. Mr. McMaster, not a first name. Might he only ever be Mr. McMaster to me? Or ... or ... sir? Was that why Jake had said 'good girl'?
The text said: 'Sheerest button blouse. Suitable skirt of any style but not longer than mid-thigh. Thigh-high stockings or none (never pantyhose). Tallest high heels. Smallest panties. Wear your hair down.'
Then came a second text: 'There is a reason he doesn't mention a bra.' HE ... the other man. Even without a voice, I feel control.
My sheerest blouse is very sheer. With no bra ... I gulped the rest of the wine, poured myself another, and went into the bedroom. I had to be sure everything I needed was clean and pressed. What was this? Who cares! For the first time in ... so very long ... there was a new buoyant feeling in my soul. For the first time ... a reason for hope? Was this crazy? I wasn't even going to meet Jake, the man I knew a little. No, I will be meeting someone entirely different. And I was willing to comply to such instruction?
I waited downstairs in the building lobby and at 6:00 PM the taxi arrived as expected. The entire time, only minutes, I waited in the lobby, I held my arms tightly against my C-cup breasts whenever someone passed by. Yet, there didn't seem to be any consideration that I would go against his instructions. This was so confusing to me. My only reason for trust was a simple connection to another man I didn't really know?
No blazer ... no bra ... very sheer blouse ... Over and over in my head. In the taxi I glanced down and noticed the obvious. C-cup breasts might not be THAT big but on my 5' 1" trim body they had that impression. And each bump in the roadway caused them to jiggle under the semi-sheer material of my blouse. I had seen the way the driver looked at me. It was going to be like that all evening.
At the restaurant, panic hit as I got out of the taxi. The restaurant door was right there and I felt so ... so ... naked ... naked with clothes on. I knew the impression of my nipples were apparent as was the shape of my breasts underneath. I knew my C-cup breasts had a bounce and jiggle when I walked, especially in heels. I was careful with my walk and stride as entered the restaurant, which was exquisite, and approached the podium. "Mr. McMaster ... is waiting for me," I stumbled out. The hostess nodded, checked her chart, glanced at my exposure and smiled as she turned to lead me into the restaurant.
It seemed everyone in the restaurant stopped to stare as I passed. No true, of course. Most were intent on their own experiences while a number men did watch intently and several women showed disapproval, especially the older ones. In a far corner, a man stood as I approached. He was also black and very handsome. Maybe a decade older than Jake, 42 or 43 years old, 6' tall and toned. His suit was finely tailored and he wore it like a symbol of who and what he was. He was clearly a man used to control and power. I had wondered what someone like Jake could want with someone like me. This man, though, this was whole other wondering.
"Jennifer Warren," he said upon grasping my hand and indicating the chair opposite him. He pour some wine into my glass. He was smiling. "Jake has told me a lot about you." He held the wine glass to me which I took. I took a small sip while watching him over the rim of the glass. His eyes comfortably moved from my face to my breasts where they lingered. "I am pleased, Jennifer." I smiled and blushed. "Jake believes you might be exactly what I am looking for and I have a lot of faith in what Jake thinks."
Why was I still blushing? "And ... what is that, sir? I mean ... what you are looking for?"
He smiled and looked back at my breasts. "We'll get to that, Jennifer. For now, let's enjoy a dinner together."
Dinner was lovely. The food was exquisite and the service exceptional. Mr. McMaster kept the conversation light and easy. Then, at the end of the entrees, "I have a proposition for you, Jennifer." I nodded. I was numb with anticipation all evening. "But, first, I need to learn a few things more about you." I nodded, again. "To show your interest in anything I might have to offer, I want you to go to the ladies' room, remove your panties and place them in my hand."
I just looked at him for a couple of breaths in a moment of shock before I found myself pushing my chair back. I stood across the table from him as I placed my napkin on the table and again felt his blatant gaze on my breasts. With this instruction regarding my panties, I now felt his repeated gaze at my breasts was intentional and a means of challenging my resolve. In the restroom, I stopped in front of the mirrors as I took several more breaths to build my courage. In the bright light of the restroom, my nipples were clearly evident. Yet another shiver coursed through me. How was I responding to this man I had only known over the past hour or so for dinner? I glanced around, hiked up my skirt to reveal the tops of my thigh-high stockings and then my panties. I had chosen a light-colored sheer and I could clearly see my pussy under the soaked material, indicating just how much I was also physically responding to this. Back at the table, I held the flimsy material in one hand and dropped it into his. I was blushing even deeper. I had just handed my arousal soaked panties to a man I didn't know.
He stood. I noticed the signed receipt on the table. Maybe I was longer in the restroom than I thought. He stepped up to me and boldly unbuttoned two more buttons of my blouse. It was now open below my nipples. I looked up from his hands unbuttoning me in the restaurant. His hand slipped inside my blouse to lightly stroke the inside of one breast. I gasped and a soft moan escaped my lips.
He took my hand and led me out of the restaurant to his car. Without more comment, he drove to the very best hotel in the city. The valet opened my door and was rewarded with a very good view of my breasts and perhaps my pussy as I struggled to get out of the low car.
Barely inside the elevator, he pressed me against the mirrored wall and kissed me. His fingers finished opening my blouse and his hands were cupping my breasts before he broke the kiss.
"I want to fuck you, Jennifer," he softly said into my ear.
"Yes, sir," I gasped out. He tweaked both nipples. I moaned louder. Yes, I thought, yes, please, fuck me. Everything about him was control, confidence, security.
The elevator dinged, another kiss was broken and with a heaving chest I glanced at the floor buttons: the top floor. As the door opened, I became instantly aware of my open blouse, not that the sheerness hid much before. I stepped out into the small vestibule and waited for him. He checked the signs on the wall for the direction but my eyes went to the large window next to me, the darkness of the city outside, the lights of the city far below. I had never been in a hotel like this: this tall, this elegant.
His hands were suddenly on my shoulders guiding me to the window until I was nearly pressed into it.
"Beautiful, isn't it?" I nodded as I took in the view more fully. "The city is quiet seeing it like this." I nodded, again. "So much potential down there, though. So much possibility for excitement, so much challenge, so much opportunity, so much reward if pursued." I raised my eyes up from the city streets and lights to his face reflected in the window over my shoulder. "I think... like you, Jennifer. I think you have so much potential; I think you are hungry for the opportunity of excitement, to be challenged in discovering who Jennifer Warren really is; and, I think you have been wishing for the opportunity to explore what you are."
I stared into his eyes. I gasped at the feel of his body pressed against mine from the back, his hands cupping and fondling my breast. I felt his hands move my blouse on my shoulders and I lowered my eyes to witness it for myself. He casually, fully confident and controlled, slipped the blouse off my shoulders and down my arms. He created the slightest space between us for the sheer material to flutter to the floor at our feet. I watched as his hands caressed up my body to cup my breasts, then one hand continuing up my chest to turn my face to him, and over my shoulder he kissed me deeply and passionately.
I had met this man only a few hours before only because of another man, Jake, who seemed to have discovered much of who and what I was. Now, this man, Mr. McMaster, had my blouse off and openly caressing me in the top floor vestibule of a hotel with the expressed intent of eventually fucking me. And, I had resisted none of it.
"Jennifer," he whispered into my ear, "I said I wanted to fuck you." I nodded while his fingers continued on my breasts and nipples in front of the window. "That is, of course, up to you." I nodded. That apparently wasn't enough, "What do you want, Jennifer?"
"Sir ..." I gasped. I couldn't believe the fire that was already raging within me. "Sir ... Jake ... he uhmm ... he said you were looking for someone." I shivered at the feelings coursing through me, my eyes flitting from the city outside to the fingers on my breasts and his face in reflection in the window. Was I asking him something, seeking something? I gave up thinking it through further. "Yes, sir, please fuck me."
Both hands were on my breasts, fingers on my nipples. He tenderly pulled each nipple out. "Maybe I should fuck you right here ... pressed up against the glass for all the world to see, if they looked." I gasped and shivered. If I still had panties on they would be soaked through. He took one step back, bent to retrieve my blouse, and put his hand out. "Not tonight, I think. At least not now."
An involuntary shiver coursed over me, again. 'Not tonight'. He's anticipating other times? What is in his mind? What is happening? What am I doing?
He held onto my blouse so I couldn't slip it back on for some small measure of covering. So I mustered my strength and courage and walked next to him as confidently and controlled as I could manage. It wasn't an easy thing, however. I was topless in the corridor of an expensive hotel. I was walking with a man I'd only met and who had just announced that he was going to fuck me. He had been confident and controlled and commanding every step from my first sighting of him. I have been compliant and willing for every one of those steps including this one as he used the key card to the room where I would be fucked, maybe more than once. And, whatever it was about him, it never occurred to me to resist or hesitate.
The room was a suite and we entered the living room portion of it. An open door at the side probably led to the actual bedroom. The opposite wall was floor to ceiling windows with the curtains partially open. Mr. McMaster dropped my blouse on an easy chair before turning me toward the window. I felt his fingers at the waist of my skirt, then heard the zipper pulled down. He pushed the opened garment over my hips and it fell to the floor. He remained clothed as I retrieved the skirt and dropped it next to the blouse and once again gazed at my reflection in the dark expanse of the window opposite me. I saw his reflection move to the mini-bar and I saw myself standing virtually naked but for the thigh-high stockings and heels.
He poured two small bottles into glasses and handed one to me. He walked me to the window where he held his glass up toward me. I clinked mine against his as if in some recognized toast to success or coming success. And that was it, wasn't it? A toast to what the evening held and my willing participation in it. Whatever IT was.
His free hand went around my shoulder, down my arm to my side, and caressed over my hip to my butt where he spent more time stroking. Our eyes met in the reflection in the window. I shivered. I was a mass of nerves but nervous excitement and anticipation. I couldn't control the excitement that had built up inside me. I was nervous not about what was to happen but that I would please him and satisfy him. This man who was still a virtual stranger somehow brought that kind of response out of me.
With his hand softly caressing my butt, "Should I fuck you against this window, Jennifer?" he calmly asked.
"Oh God ... sir ..." I gasped, my body tingling with energy and need. "Anywhere, sir ... you can fuck me anywhere ..." Should I beg? I wanted to, I wanted him to fuck me and fuck me now. I couldn't believe how strongly I felt the desire to be taken by this man, to be used by this man if that was what he wanted. I felt his control in every moment of the evening and I had already released myself to that control. He could do anything to me and I would desire it as strongly as he wanted it. But feeling that control in him also meant I didn't ask, I somehow felt I should merely respond to his need, I thought. So, in that moment of pause, I waited for him to decide, I waited as my pussy drooled juice in anticipation of finally feeling him inside me.
He gulped the remains of his drink and I followed suit. I hadn't considered how much of the bourbon remained and it hit me hard as it went down, the warm burn in my throat, and the immediate fog in my brain with the sudden rush of alcohol into my system.
In the bedroom, he turned to face me near the king-sized bed. This room had floor-to-ceiling windows, too, though the curtains were pulled shut. For some reason, I didn't even consider what was happening, why he stood before me. My fingers somehow began with his tie, then unbuttoning his shirt. When I pulled his undershirt up and over his head, I unconsciously released a soft 'mmmmm' and leaned forward to kiss his toned chest. At 42 years old, standing 6 feet tall with a toned body that spoke to how he cared about himself, sparkling gray eyes, and short brown hair, he was an image of confidence and control to me.
I loosened his belt, opened his slacks, and dropped to my knees before him as I lowered his slacks. I assisted him out of his shoes and socks before removing his slacks. I looked up at his body from below. My hands glided up his legs to the remaining boxers. Our eyes met for a moment and I noticed they only watched me. There was no nod of approval or encouragement. It was as though he was merely watching me perform an expected task. I smiled but to myself. I had correctly anticipated him. I am to please him.
He stepped out of his boxers, my eyes bulged out at the sight of his cock before my began kissing the head of his cock. His cock was big, bigger than any I had ever seen. I guessed his cock to be a foot long once hard but would later know it to be 10-inches. Never had I imagined experiencing a cock like that. I kissed and licked and soon began to suck on it and twirled my tongue around it. I grasped it in my hand, removed my mouth, and licked up and down the shaft before taking it back into my mouth. Very quickly he was hard in my hand and mouth and I was pleased.
He encouraged me up with his hands on my shoulders. "You're a bundle of nervous energy, aren't you?" I nodded. He took my nipples between his fingers and twisted them. I winced but moaned, too. He smiled, then kissed me. He held my gaze, "You will need to learn control, control of your desires and needs if you are to properly serve and satisfy me. I will want you to freely orgasm, Jennifer, but you must also learn to control that energy to properly fuck and satisfy me." He pressed me back to the bed. He yanked the covering off to expose the bottom sheet and I scrambled into the center of it with him following me. He pressed me onto my back and opened my legs wide. "All that will come in time, Jennifer. Now, I'll fuck you quickly to relieve some of that energy and need so we can properly focus on tonight."
"Yes, sir ... thank you, sir ... I'm sorry I'm so excited," I stammered out.
His bulbous cock head was at the entrance to my pussy. He paused, teasingly, and looked into my eyes. "Never apologize for excitement, Jennifer. That's just your body being what it is." He thrust forward, his cock sinking into my pussy. I gasped and groaned. So big, so thick. Without looking I knew I couldn't have it all inside me. "You WILL learn to control it, however." I might have wondered what he meant except for the delirious explosion of pleasure that took hold of me. I have never responded to a cock penetrating me this way.
He pulled part way out and pressed back in several times. Each time his cock penetrated deeper and deeper. He fucked me hard for several minutes, the entire time a steady stream of moans, gasps, and sighs flowing from my lips. He fucked me so hard my breasts bounced and shook over my chest. I was taken to an explosive orgasm that shook my body with an electric sensation that closed my mind to everything else.
He was slowly moving his still rigid cock in and out of my sopping pussy when my senses began clearing. "Hi there," he said.
I smiled up at him embarrassed. I felt inside me that this should be all about him, pleasuring him, but it had overwhelmed me. He pulled out of me and lay on his back next to me. I didn't need to be told, I straddled him and sat down on his still hard, amazing cock. I sighed as I slid down its length and it filled me so deep and so full. I immediately began moving up and down his cock, rotating, and sliding back and forth on it. I leaned down and kissed him on the lips.



"God ... I love ... the way ... you feel ... inside me," I gasped out to him. He raised his hips to meet me coming down and we both groaned.
I sat back to put real effort into fucking him and making him cum. He reached up and pinched both nipples hard enough to make me wince but it drove me to satisfy him even more. He continued raising his hips to meet me coming down. He told me to use my muscles, to squeeze him. I did as he said and felt his cock pulse and swell. He was close to cumming and he was teaching me how to fuck him.
When I felt his cock spew cum into me, my body responded with its own orgasm, the second of the night. And somehow I knew it was only the second so far. I was lying on his chest, both of us gasping for air, our chests heaving into each other. He raised my chin and gave me a smile and a kiss, told me it was wonderful and he was pleased with me. Pleased with me. Such simple words but my heart swelled and I squeezed his cock still inside my pussy.
Still looking into my eyes, "Clean my cock with your mouth and tongue."
He spoke it like it was one of his rules, that I should always clean him after fucking. It had the sound of implied continuity. I rose up slowly, relishing the feel of his cock slowly slipping from my cum-filled pussy. When it was out and slapped down against his abdomen, I rotated off him and took a position perpendicular to his. I licked the length of his cock, raised it, and continued licking the shaft on all sides before taking the head into my mouth and sucking him. I sucked with intention and was pleased that his cock didn't become completely soft but remained in a semi-hard state. I found my mind going blank with no thought or worry or contemplation occupying it. I was intent on, and content in, only sucking his cock, licking it, kissing it, and stroking it with my hand, caressing his balls with my fingers.
His cock was rigid, again. I held his cock and shifted so my mouth was on his cock and I could strain to look along his body at him. "May I fuck you, again, sir?"
"You wish to please me more?" I nodded enthusiastically. "On your hands and knees, then."
I scrambled into position with knees spread wide and supported on my forearms, ass in the air. I waited with bated breath as he took position behind me and moved his cock along my wet and open slit. I felt the head of his cock at the entrance and I moved back slightly as if there was a vacuum of sorts in my pussy that wanted to pull us back into joining. At the same moment, though, he thrust powerfully into me. I cried out in joy and pleasure without concern of being heard.
He slowly pulled his cock back, inch by inch until there was only what I thought was the head remaining inside. When he slammed back into me, our bodies smacked together by the force, the breath I was unconsciously holding pushed out from my mouth as if the cock itself had done it. He grasped me by the hips and began aggressively, forcefully, powerfully fucking me. "Match me," he instructed and I did. I timed the thrusting of my hips back to meet his thrusts into me. Concentrating on the rhythm of his fucking took an edge off my own stimulation but that was replaced by a sense of giving to him, of pleasing him, of making him a priority and somehow that took precedence over my own pleasure, not that my pleasure was slacked very much.
I was squeezing around him, making that a priority now, too. He leaned over me to capture my swinging breast, then slipped a hand between my thighs to press on my clit. His fucking lasted a long time but when I felt his cock swell again and throb, I heard his grunts as he slammed into me with ever-increasing effort. He strained into me and I felt the first spurt of his cum and that triggered yet another orgasm inside me. He pulled back and slammed back in with another large spurt of cum ... and over and over, each next thrust into me a little less forceful, a little less strained as his climax ran its course.
He sagged on top of me and I collapsed onto the bed. We lay like that for several minutes. His mouth was next to my head, his gasping blowing strands of hair around my face, his cock inside my filled pussy giving small jerks as the last of his cum leaked out. I continued to give him squeezes to encourage the last of his cum into me but also to remind him of my eagerness to comply with his desire.
It gave me great pleasure when he whispered his pleasure into my ear before rolling to the side, his cock slipping from my clasping pussy. I immediately dragged my shaken body into position with my mouth at his cock and began licking and sucking, again. It wasn't lost on me how eagerly I was doing this for him. At that club, I had refused the cocks that came to me after fucking me or someone else. The idea wasn't appealing before and now this act was desirous.
Well after I had cleaned his cock of the mixture of his cum and my juices, I was still loving his cock. He rolled away and off the bed. He walked to the closet while announcing that we'd move to the living room for something to drink. He took one hotel robe and slipped it on, then closed the sliding door leaving the other robe inside. I rolled out of bed and followed him into the adjoining room, not confused by the action at all. He wanted me naked.
He made himself another drink, offered me one, but I declined, taking a small bottle of water, instead. I took several gulps of the water, then placed the mostly empty bottle down. I knelt at his feet where he sat on the sofa. He smiled and nodded to my unspoken request. I untied the robe and his knees opened as I inched closer to take his soft cock in my hand and my mouth lowered to begin licking and kissing it. Despite two climaxes, it wasn't long before his cock was swelling and lengthening in response to my loving of it. I wasn't sure if we were going to fuck again or not. There was no agenda in this action on my part. It was simple: this man was different, special ... and his cock ... I wished to please both.
I raised my mouth off his cock. A thought, a question really, had been buzzing in my head ever since that moment at the window by the elevator, so in the quiet of the moment, I gave it a voice. "Sir ... at the window ... earlier ... you said I was seeking to discover what I really was," I softly reminded him as I knelt before him with lips brushing his cock as I spoke. He nodded as he took a sip of his drink. "Can you tell me, sir?"
Instead of directly answering, he quizzed me about my circumstance: how I was living; what my plans were for a job; what my plans were for moving forward with my life. Quizzing me was part of it, but he really forced responses from me because I was reluctant to admit that I didn't have any concrete plans and wasn't seemingly capable of forming such plans.
He then led me through my life experience. Leading me through it, though, was him again forcing me to verbalize to him the reality of dealing with it. The options for 'treatment' by a professional had been inadequate. Talking with Mr. McMaster about it seemed to anchor me with his control and commanding presence and I felt a strange feeling of unexpected and undeserved hope.
He pulled out of me the most intimate, private, and embarrassing details of not only actions but responses. Jake had apparently detailed information to him that surprised me. It wasn't just details about my attempts to manage my life and what led me to being abused. He also pulled out of me how inadequate I came to feel in planning and deciding how to go on with my life.
After some quiet moments of reflection for perhaps both of us, it began again.
"What do you need, Jennifer?" he queried.
"That's the problem, isn't it, sir?" I blushed profusely as I had before as he pulled out of me the details. "I know I am quite sexual but what that really means is uncertain to me other than that I enjoy being fucked and fucking. I think my issue is finding a man to be safe with. My attempts so far has not been a shining example of my decision making. The men I meet just see me as an opportunity to be taken advantage of."
He smiled and allowed a soft chuckle. Then, "What do you need, Jennifer?" he repeated.
This could be frustrating. I thought I already responded to the question but his repeating it sank into my brain that he was still after something from me. I took a deep breath. I tried, again.
"There are things I need to learn about my sexual relationships, I guess. Or, my relationships in general. I guess I feel inadequate in making critical decisions about sexual partners and relationships and life choices." He nodded in a way that was encouraging me to continue. "That decision process, though, is a very frustrating problem. I question every thought, every decision I attempt to take into action. As a result, I think I bounce from one thing to another ineffectually." He was watching very intently and patiently. I had to plow ahead. It was what he expected from me. "I'm a mess, sir."
He sighed. He clearly wasn't satisfied, yet. "What do you need, Jennifer?"
I stood with muscles tensed and allowed my frustration to blurt out. "I need control! I need someone to give me guidance and control. I can't function this way on my own. I need someone to take control of me but who will keep me safe! I need control but with purpose and security."
I sank back to my knees in front of him. I was afraid he might be angry with my outburst but noticed he had a soft smile on his face. "I'm sorry, sir," I offered as I straightened my back. "You didn't deserve that." I retook his softened cock into my hand without considering the action. It was as if some kind of anchor for me. I leaned forward and gave the head a kiss and sighed.
"That's alright, Jennifer. But, you were merely, finally, acknowledging your desperation. One more question, Jennifer. Why did you agree to meet me tonight?"
I looked up at him and sighed. "I don't even kno ...". But, then I stopped. That wouldn't satisfy him. I took another deep breath. "I guess it was that Jake's earlier talk at the park gave me hope ... hope, insane hope, that maybe you could do something, show me something, or ... I don't know exactly ... offer me something." That soft smile was still there on his face. "Insane, sir, because you owe me nothing. There is no reason for you ... to do anything."
He finished his drink and placed the glass on the side table. Then he studied me for a long moment. I could see he made a decision. "No reason. True. No reason that is unless there was some way we might give something to each other in the process." What in the world could I possibly give him, I wondered. "Do you trust me, Jennifer?" I said I did. What did I have to lose? I hardly knew him. In reality, I didn't know him, but he was the first person that I felt might actually give me any hope.
He told me to stand. Told me, not asked. I did. Immediately. The ease with which I complied brought another smile to his face. To me it felt ... felt natural somehow.
"You're a beautiful young woman, Jennifer," he said as his eyes moved over my entire body. I blushed at the blatant, bold attention he gave to viewing me. I had been naked for hours. He had fucked me several times. And still I blushed. My eyes dropped and my hands clasped together in from of me. "Such a shame. You should be able to pick any man to be your boyfriend and lover. But, you find yourself desperate for safe, caring attention and you don't have the ability to discern who is good for you and who isn't." His words cut into me but, like a surgeon, they were precise. I clutched my hands together ever tighter in embarrassment and shame. "Your desperation has made you careless. Your face is the badge of that desperation. That desperation inside you isn't your fault, though, is it?" I shyly peeked up at him, raising my head only enough to accomplish that uneasy peek.
I shook my head but he demands a verbal response. "No, sir. I don't like being this way."
He nodded. "I know that, dear. You haven't been able to find anything ... professionally ... to ease your issues. Professionals recommend drugs to solve everything of a psychological nature. You didn't want to live with drugs."
I shook my head, then nodded. "That's right, sir. I didn't want to live, experience life as though everything came to me through a buffer of cotton matting. I'm too young not to feel what life has to offer: the joy, the pleasure, and even the pain. But, that becomes the problem, doesn't it? Besides what life has to offer, I feel overwhelmingly as a problem."
He nodded. "Release your hands." I did and they hung at my sides. "Look at me, Jennifer." I fought with myself to do exactly that and gaze into his eyes. "I think I can help you, if you are willing to trust me fully." I sucked in a breath of surprise and hope. There WAS a reason for all of this. My eyes on him turned bright and anxious. "Do you want the chance to live your life in protected control, guidance, and growth? Do you want to feel the joy of having purpose? Do you want to feel pleasure without fear? Do you want the rewarding experience of achieving goals and challenges and performing duties? Do you want the chance for all this despite your submissive condition?"
I had been nodding through it all. "Yes, sir!" The words came out strong with hope and desire, not daring to question how that could all be true.
He smiled. "Get me another drink, dear. Then, I will tell you how." I took his glass and walked quickly to refill it with only as much of the amber liquid as I remember from before. After giving him the refilled glass, I took my same position before him.
"How could this be possible, sir?" I anxiously asked.
"Allow me to manage you, Jennifer. Relinquish control to me." He watched me and I puzzled over what he was suggesting. "What has happened to you has left you desperate and fearful. You are unable to take charge of yourself with your submissive impulse and your your sexual desire only leads you to men who only wish to use and abuse you." He paused and I didn't argue with his insight. "Answer me honestly, Jennifer: are you able to live an independent life happily, with contentment and fulfillment and in safety?"
I watched him intently. I focused every fiber of my being to one effort, as difficult as that was for me now. He was suggesting a life with the experiences of some kind of normal life. I would be crazy not to want what he was suggesting. But, what exactly was he suggesting? Give up control to him? Allow him to structure and control my life? My submissiveness and abuse have rendered my life to waste. Wouldn't I be crazy not to try anything like what he suggested?
"You are correct, sir. I am floundering on my own." I touched my bruised cheek and eye socket. "I am afraid of what might happen next." I paused and he patiently gave me time. "I need ... I need to have my indecision and weakness replaced by strength and control. I need the consuming desire in my body to be satisfied and managed. What are you suggesting, sir?"
He smiled. We had jointly come to the moment. "I am suggesting you give something to me and I give something to you."
"Sex." It felt like a let down. He only wants sex with me?
He chuckled. "Sex? Merely fucking you occasionally would achieve nothing for you. No, I am suggesting you give me utter control over you which will satisfy your submissive and sexual needs and I will take care of the rest. You will be sexually satisfied, Jennifer, but you will also have purpose. You will be given expectations and goals and structure back into your life. I want you to take care of my home and me."
Not just sex but certainly would be sex. But sex was what I always desired, anyway. Sex and getting it had been getting me into abusive situations. Even if I could satisfy the sex, though and I haven't been able to, I still need someone to provide structure and guidance. I needed caring control. He was offering me both. And safety.
"How would this work, sir?"
He laughed. He was very relaxed about all this. I was a bundle of nerves of uncertainty and hopeful excitement. "That is the rub, my dear. I have only some thoughts. I have consider for some time now what it would be like to have a live-in slut that would allow me to satisfy my own desires while keeping it out of the public view. I think, however, this would be much more. It is something I haven't given structured thought to, but I think it can be managed. I am willing to work through how this will work, if you are. I think it would be an interesting adventure, wouldn't you agree?" I nodded and a smile formed and lit up my face. "Are you ready, Jennifer? Would you be ready to leave your conflicted life behind and allow me to direct and guide you? Would you be ready to have all the sex you desire while remaining safe and having purpose in having that sex?"
I nodded. I was almost shivering with excitement. He told me I was always to respond verbally so he knew my acceptance. "Yes, sir, I am ready. What do I need to do, sir?" Silly, did I not think he wouldn't just tell me? Could this be real? A live-in slut? I would be his to fuck and ... oh my God ... how he can fuck. But, he said there would be more. He would direct and guide me.
"You are a stunning young woman." His eyes continued to roam over my body. I could feel his eyes focus on my breasts and crotch before returning to my face. "Should we talk about the future or should we fuck, again?" My mouth opened but nothing came out. He smiled at the apparent conflict within me. "You can make this decision, dear. What is your greater need? To discuss your future with me or to feel my cock fuck you, again? I can see you are itching to look into your future but you have enjoyed being fucked."
"OH, GOD, YESSSS," I exclaimed.
I stood, straddled my legs outside his, reached between my spread legs for his hard black cock, and aligned it with my dripping pussy until I felt it at my hole. I sat down gasping and moaning as it stretched and filled me deeper and deeper as I rose and lowered repeatedly until I was sitting on his thighs.
He lifted me off. To my relief, though, it was to move us to the windows looking out over the city. He finally fucked me against the window for the expanse of the city below to watch if it desired. What a feeling! My naked body pressed against the glass with the city below.
"Oh ... my ... God," I moaned as he fucked his cock into me forcefully against the window. Oh my, God, indeed. His cock stretched and filled me. I love his cock. It was another magnificent orgasm and I exclaimed it loudly ... again. And, I had the feeling ... no, the belief ... that with him I needn't fear my desires or safety.
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CHAPTER 3: WEEKEND TRIAL
"Mmmmm ... ohhhh ... sir ..." I continued to sigh even moments after we both orgasmed and our fucking had slowed to a stop. After fucking me against the hotel window high over the dark city, he had walked us backward to the chair where I was on his lap. I was sagged back into his body, his strong black hands caressing my breasts and stomach. One of my hands went between my legs, not stroking my own pussy as much as the portion of his cock not buried in my pussy. "Thank you ... sir," I sighed out.
"You're very sexual, aren't you?" he asked. "Very sexual and submissive. Sounds like a combination that could be troublesome."
I sighed deeply. But, even as he put words to my issues, my pussy tightened around his cock as if it was separate from me. "I ... I know, sir. It is why I am prone to repeating my cycle of abuse and being used."
"Do you like what we've been doing tonight? If you could have sex like this while being safe, would that be what you would want?" He was back to talking about what a future might be.
"Ohhhh ... yessss. I don't think I've ever had orgasms like these before. Your cock is so big. I wasn't sure I'd be able to take it the first time. But ... I feel secure with you, sir. As much as being fucked, it is that feeling that releases me. Does that make sense, sir?"
He chuckled as he rolled my nipples. "That is what you need, dear, to be able to release yourself. You may not know what you are capable of experiencing with the way you've been floundering in relationships. I believe you are capable of so much, Jennifer, if you only felt safe and were properly directed and cared for."
I became quiet in thought. I was already convinced that he was correct. What was I capable of and what could my life be like if I felt safe and protected while being guided forward in life rather than frozen in inaction by indecision and fear? I've suffered abuse by being with the wrong men who merely saw me as weak and easily manipulated to their sordid desires and impulses. What would happen to me if I continued as I have been? The doctor I once saw thought maybe it was some environmental effect from my upbringing that had resulted in my functional personality. But, it took those counseling sessions to identify the submissive nature was my root problem. I was a psychological mess. And, while my high physical desires didn't rise to the level of diagnosis, that was always a complication to be dealt with at the same time. An inability to satisfactorily take action independently while dealing with a strong desire for intimacy, as she put it.
"What are you thinking?" he softly asked with his hands cupping my breasts.
"I ... how much I don't want this," I replied in a quaking voice.
"This?" he questioned. "Me? My cock inside you? Us fucking? My fondling you?" he teased.
I giggled. "God, no, sir. Your care and attention is something I've missed for so long and you gave it to me without any reason. And, no, God ... I love your cock. Your cock is amazing and ... you are amazing, sir." Then, after a short pause, "I mean, I don't want what my life is now. I don't want what I am now. I want so desperately to be different, to not flounder indecisively and fearful of what might happen to me next."
He wrapped his arms under my breasts and hugged me tightly. "You are an amazing young woman, Jennifer, and, I think, you can come to believe that, too. You've been dealt a tough hand, dear. What you have is what you have, though. The question is what are you going to do with it. You can decide to continue to play the same game you have been and continue to lose, live the way you have been, accepting the risks of getting close to men, or you can decide to play a different game and decide to win."
"I want to win, sir. Of course, I do. I've always only wanted that, but I don't think I can do it on my own. That has finally sunk into me." I partially turned on his lap and an involuntary sigh escaped me. Even his softening cock was big enough to still be in my pussy and feel good as I moved. "Were you sincere that you might have an offer, sir? What would that mean? What would I have to do? What ...?"
He put a finger to my lips, then replaced his finger with his lips. I sighed into his mouth and my body slowly relaxed during the kiss.
"We'll work that out. Give me your trust and control over what you do and we'll manage you being a submissive with sexual needs. What I propose I can't fully defined, yet. It would have to evolve for both of us. But, you would live with me while taking care of my house and me. You will be fucked safely and we'll manage other orgasmic methods as we might find of interest. You will be given routines to fill you time and goals to challenge you. You will continue your online studies for a degree or certificate. You will get into the best physical shape of your life. Demands will be put on your mind and body to focus you. You will be directed, guided, and instructed for your activities throughout your day to compensate for being submissive. The details will have to be worked out. And," he added with a pause as if making a point, "you will be compensated, not for the sex but for your future should you ever desire to leave."
I looked into his eyes, "Why would you bother with me, sir?"
He smiled. "It's not just for you. I recognize something in you and I am anxious to see you grow. Also, I have a big house. I raised twin sons after my wife died. They are in college and it is lonely. I work harder than I need to just to fill the time. And, you might have noticed I have a bit of a sex drive, too." I chuckled. Yes, I noticed. "So you see, you can be giving to me, too. I was serious, Jennifer, when I said I was fascinated by the idea of a live-in slut. That would be you. You would be in my home to care for it and me and would be available to be fucked as I desired. That would be your job." There was another thought and I waited. "You know what the slut is, Jennifer?" I nodded. "I won't be the only one to fuck you."
I nodded. As smile began to form on my lips as I mused that potential. "I understand, sir."
He placed his hand back onto my breast and I looked down at it. It was very erotic. I squirmed more to turn on his lap to be able to face him more directly. In the process, his cock slipped from my pussy. The emptiness of my pussy, his hand on my breast, and the talk about me giving him control over me and my body was stimulating and arousing. This was different, though. This arousal was comfortable and stimulating in a good way that offered hope and option.
He broke the moment by softly asking, "What are your plans for the weekend, Jennifer?"
I smiled while pressing his hand into my breast and sighed. "You tell me, sir."
* * * *
Before we parted that wonderful night, Mr. McMaster rejected my commitment to his proposal. Instead, he insisted that I consider my answer carefully. He would call me for my answer with a suggested weekend trial of the arrangement. It was frustrating because I now wanted to move quickly. Knowing there was a new option made me anxious to understand it and belong to it. In reflection, though, his insistence to delay and consider it carefully reinforced the care and attention for me that he promised. The delay in no way changed the way I felt, though.
When I arrived home Friday night, there was a conspicuous car in the parking lot of my apartment building. I say conspicuous because a shiny black, new Town Car is very out of place in my neighborhood. As I walked up to the entry door, a large black man unfolded himself from the driver seat.
"Ms. Warren?" I turned and immediately recognized Jake. "Mr. McMaster was delayed at the office and sent me with his apology. I will drive you to his residence as soon as you're ready".
Ready wasn't going to be much of an issue. Mr. McMaster had instructed me during the confirming phone call what I would bring for the weekend: two nice outfits appropriate for dining at one of his favorite restaurants; personal items I might require (makeup, etc.); and ... nothing else. He reconfirmed that my time over the weekend would be mostly naked and available, as he expressed it. I was back downstairs only minutes later and I was surprised that Jake held one of the back doors open for me, not the front passenger door.
Mr. McMaster's residence was stunning. From watching TV, I could only imagine the rich and powerful and his estate was that. I wasn't sure how many acres it contained but it was walled in front and fenced around the rest of it. The house was two stories of old stone, vines, and large oak trees around it.
Mr. McMaster stepped from the front door as Jake pulled the Town Car around the circular drive and stopped alongside him.
He took me into his arms, kissed me, and apologized in person. He told Jake he wouldn't be needed any more or over the weekend. I assumed that would be the last I would see Jake for the weekend but I learned he was much more than a driver as he also managed the workings of the estate: housekeeping company, yard service, pool service, etc. Mr. McMaster referred to him as an associate more than employee. He also filled the role of body guard when needed and by his appearance I had little doubt he would be very effective in that role.
Mr. McMaster took me on a quick tour of the house. The front door opened into a magnificent two-story high entry with a curved staircase leading to the second floor. The rest of the first floor was a grand dining room with a table that sat a dozen; formal living room; a massive casual room with entertainment system and bar; state-of-the-art kitchen; a fully equipped exercise room with free-weights, weight machines, and several cardio machines; and a home office/den. The second floor was split by the two-story entry. On one side was the massive Master suite and a library across the hall. On the other side of the foyer were four smaller guest suites. In the center opposite the open entry atrium was a glass enclosed sun room. The master suite faced the back with a nice sized balcony off a sitting area separate from the actual bedroom. Below I could see a covered patio area with an extended patio to a large pool suitable for lap-swimming in length and enough wide for play. Beyond the pool was an expansive lawn and plantings everywhere suitably screening the yard on all sides.
The master suite had two walk-in closets. The one I unpacked my bag into was otherwise empty. After hanging the two outfits I brought for 'possibly dinner', he told me to hang up my work outfit, too. I hesitated a moment. Naked in his house? That was to be the way I would be here? I stood in the open door of the closet. The size of it seemed impossible to me. He stepped up behind me, wrapped his arms around and hugged me before his hands began stroking and exploring from behind my now naked body that I was seriously, willfully considering handing over to him for his control and use.
"Sir," I cautiously pursued, "naked ... I am to be naked ..."
"Yes, dear Jennifer, naked and always available to my touch, probing, and fucking. Imagine yourself as my personal submissive live-in slut, my 24/7 sex toy to use and enjoy, and you to derive pleasure from. Imagine that and this closet filled with new clothes selected especially for that woman and that purpose." He pinched a nipple and slipped a finger between my thighs which I parted for his access. I sighed. I moaned without restraint. "I assure you, Jennifer, all the clothes will be erotic and revealing. I love your body. It begs to be shown off and I will enjoy doing that."
A shiver coursed through me. He brought his finger up from my pussy to my lips. I wasn't surprised it was coated with my juice and I sucked it clean.
He turned me and gazed into my eyes. For a moment, I thought he might take me immediately to the bed. Instead, "I have to confess," he said with a smile, "I find you small stature, nearly a full foot shorter, quite erotic." I shivered, again. I had felt the opposite: being so small next to him being taller and powerfully built. That was erotic for me, too. And Jake, a bit taller and more powerful. What about Jake in all this, I mused.
He led me back downstairs and, as I padded barefoot down the curving marble steps, he asked if I cooked. I assured him I was brought up in the small town Midwest tradition of learning to be a good wife and housekeeper. He chuckled. He said he had a cleaning company responsible for coming in to clean the house once a week but it would be nice to have home-cooked meals, again. Fucking and cooking. I knew what two of my roles would be now.
He watched me move around his kitchen naked as I sought out fixings for a simple meal of eggs, toast, and cut-up fruit. After dinner, I poured him another cup of coffee and busied myself with cleaning up. There was something very erotic about doing simple chores like this naked, especially around a man as sexually oriented as Mr. McMaster seemed to be. There was an awareness of being watched and a constant building of anticipation. I was right, too. With my hands deep in soapy water, he was suddenly behind me groping my breasts. Then he nudged my feet apart with his and a hand slid down between my legs from the back. He dropped to his knees behind me and focused on my pussy with his fingers, sending first one, then two and three into my wet pussy.
"I ... I thought ... I was ... supposed ... to pleasure ... you ..." I gasped as I braced myself with hands pressed on the bottom of the sink filled with soapy water.
His three fingers sawed in and out while occasionally changing direction to bump my g-spot and the other hand tormenting my clit. "Your body is hot and exciting and calls for touching, dear. Besides, this does give me pleasure, too."
He continued mercilessly and I could do nothing but brace myself as an orgasm quickly grew within me. When I moaned deep and long with my legs shaking in orgasm, he rose with one hand around my front to stroke my convulsing pussy and engorged clit with the other pinching and pulling my nipples.
"Sometime in the future, if you agree to my proposal," he whispered into my ear, "I'll dedicate a day to discovering how many times you can orgasm."
I shivered as the words added a small spike to my orgasm. I was also buoyed. He was expecting this to continue after the weekend.
On shaky legs I finished the cleaning, applied lotion to my hands from a bottle next to the sink, probably used by the housecleaner, and poured him another cup of coffee. When he was seated, I went under the casual kitchen table sitting in a windowed nook looking out at the side of the patio. Now it was my turn and I had been thinking all day at work about how his cock would again feel in my pussy, hands, or mouth. Now I would experience it and maybe get to take his cum into my mouth and stomach.
As I devotedly licked and sucked his cock after opening his slacks, he talked about more expectations in my role with him. The primary expectation, of course, I was expected to be naked and sexually available to him on demand at any time, anywhere on the property. That availability also inferred being erotically enticing. My weight or body fat would be maintained and improved through meal intake and exercise. I would be expected to be a frequent user of the exercise equipment to maintain and improve muscle tone and conditioning. Jake, he said, had proven to be an excellent fitness trainer. My mind jumped to the obvious: if I was to remain naked AND workout with Jake ....
Jake was the estate manager among other things. There were days when he would be here along with me and others days when he would be driving Mr. McMaster or otherwise occupied away from the estate. The housekeeping people came on Thursdays and spent most of the day giving the house a thorough cleaning. Mr. McMaster would work on my attire for that day or it could be when I shopped for groceries, other needs, and clothes. Wednesdays were the yard and pool maintenance. They would be outside so my nakedness wouldn't be interrupted. If I chose to use the pool for laps or sun, it will be while naked. Exposing me wasn't a problem but my safety was so that would be only when Jake was present. Would I ever do that? Would I ever walk outside naked with other strange men working nearby?
He went on for some time but his speech became more strained and broken at the same time I felt his cock pulsing in my mouth and hand. I added massaging his balls and pressed his cock deeper into my mouth and I tried taking some into my throat. I started gagging so pulled back and that added effect brought him to climax. His cum tasted wonderful. Did it actually taste better or was it because I somehow already seemed so devoted to pleasing this cock and this man? It really didn't matter which.
He took me outside in back in the early evening. I dipped a toe in the pool water and it was still warm from the day's sun. Then I saw a hot-tub behind a rock feature I hadn't noticed before. I imagined what could happen in the hot-tub. We walked further back into the yard. He said he wanted me to understand how private the yard was and I could see it. I was to be naked and that extended to outside in back.
I bent over to smell some of the roses and a finger was suddenly stroking my pussy from behind. I remained like that for a moment before straightening back up and turning to him. One of his hands returned casually to my pussy from the front as he looked into my eyes.
"I was pleasantly surprised earlier when I felt your pussy being wet," he stated comfortably.
When I was standing at the sink, I thought. I giggled, "I've been wet all day in anticipation, sir. If you didn't want me naked all the time, I think I would be changing panties all day. Sir, I recognize my interest in sex but I can tell you without question that anticipating what this would be like, how you might use me, has kept my pussy dripping expectantly."
He smiled and pressed a finger to the last knuckle into my pussy. I gasped. He leaned in and asked, "Do you know what a slut is, Jennifer?" My mouth opened but nothing came out as a second finger entered me. "It isn't necessarily a negative thing. Sure, it has a negative connotation, but the way I think of it is a person, woman in my mind, who truly loves fucking and sex in any form." He pressed on my g-spot and clit at the same time and a charge shot through my body. It was so erotic to be outside naked and handled so casually, boldly, and blatantly. "I feel that woman in you, Jennifer," he continued. "You are not just a woman who enjoys sex but a woman who wants and needs sex. I will bring that woman, the slut, out in you. You will be not merely my submissive but my submissive slut who eagerly and fully responds to anything expected of you whether from me or anyone I give permission." He gazed into my eyes. "I said you would learn more of what would be expected if you wanted to continue beyond the weekend. Does this expectation change anything?"
"Oh God, no ..." I gasped. Damn, I might cum again so soon and I still haven't had his cock in my pussy. "I ... mmmm ... I ... want to ... please you ... sir. Whatever ... that means." I dipped my hips slightly to feel his fingers in me, his hand on my clit.
"Your sex drive is something you desire to release fully but your mind was conflicted with the way you lived in fear of trusting while losing control. It is why you were conflicted at the swinger club where Jake saw you. You strongly desire sexual experiences and I will make sure you get them. What better slut than a willing submissive. Can you imagine yourself as an insatiable, submissive slut?"
I moaned and pressed down on his fingers. He promised he would give me purpose and satisfy my needs. Submissive. Insatiable. Slut. I nearly orgasmed right there with the thought. Using my submissiveness and sex drive in combination with his control to be his willing slut ... neither of us knew what might be possible joining them.



He abruptly removed his fingers and I groaned in frustration but he led me to one of the lounge chairs by the pool, stripped off his slacks and shirt and he lay back. He looked up at me as I fondled one of my breasts as I gazed at his hard 10-inch big black cock. "Fuck me." Only two words and they instilled purpose and excitement. I straddled him and the chair and settled down over his cock sighing as I felt it spread my hole and penetrate deeper and deeper until I bottomed out on his thighs.
Sitting on his thighs, his cock so deep inside me, I wiggled back and forth, side to side, and front to back to just feel his cock inside me, again. My hands on his chest I raised up slowly, feeling his cock move inside as I clenched my pussy muscles around it, then drop quickly to hit his thighs with a smack of our flesh. I began doing this faster and faster. I leaned forward to kiss him as my hips continued to move up and down his cock. I groaned deeper as one, then the other, nipple was pinched hard, twisted, and pulled. I looked into his eyes and my vision seemed blurred by the lust I was feeling. As my hips continued to move up and down, then front to back, I looked down at my breasts, at his fingers on my nipples as he pulled my nipples, extending them from my breasts. The pain was exquisite, something new that I hadn't understood about myself, and I saw the recognition in his eyes. What might he do with that recognition? I shivered at the possibilities.
One hand left my breast and wormed underneath me to press on and rub my clit. I cried out as that additional stimulation took me to a peak of arousal and I orgasmed. I struggled to keep my hips bouncing furiously up and down his cock. The thought was already a part of me without him having to reinforce it: my orgasm, although appropriate for me, was to be only part of my effort with my real focus being his climax. So, I fucked through my orgasm which wasn't easy. My legs and arms were shaky but the spasms of my pussy added to the effect he felt as my pussy clenched and massaged his shaft as I moved over it.
When he was about to explode, I felt his cock swell and pulse, felt it change inside me. His hands grasped my hips and held me tight over him and his hips rose in a futile effort to be deeper inside me. Spew after spew of cum shot into me as he strained. When all I could feel was sporadic jerks and pulses releasing the last of his cum, I sagged down onto his chest. I was gasping for breath, my heart beating wildly, but I felt the same from him with my breasts mashed into his muscled chest. I squirmed slightly to feel my hard nipples against his skin.
"Very good, Jennifer," was all he needed to whisper to make me feel rewarded and encouraged. I had satisfied him. I had pleased him.
He fucked me again before managing to succumb to sleep, then again in the middle of the night. I was awakened by his cock sawing in and out of my pussy. Once awake, though, I wrapped my legs around him and raised my hips to his assault. The morning started out the same with a fuck before going into the bathroom with him to find the largest clear glass shower I could imagine. Half way through washing each other, he pressed me against the glass facing the mirrored wall above the sinks. I watched myself being fucked from behind, my breasts pressed against the glass. My vision was blurred by the lust he brought out in me but I was also fascinated enough by the voyeuristic view of it. Was this what it had looked like when he fucked me against the hotel window? My orgasm peaked and continued and continued as he fucked me through my orgasm until he himself climax, yet again, filling my pussy.
Downstairs, I made coffee and breakfast while he again watched me move around his kitchen. He wore a light robe loosely cinched at the waist. I, of course, remained naked. After serving him a plate, I stood and considered an idea. He looked up, "Aren't you eating?"
My face remained neutral. I was too deep in my thought. Then I reacted to a decision. "Later, sir ... I'll eat later." He considered that response but was puzzled until I dropped to my knees and crawled under the table, parted his knees, and loosened the tie of his robe. I heard the fork touch the plate as he resumed eating as I grasped his flaccid cock and moved my mouth to encase it. I sucked and licked until it was hard, then continued sucking and taking it further into my mouth and the entrance of my throat. He sagged back in the chair, his butt sliding to the edge of the seat, and moments later he filled my mouth with another load.
When I came out from under the table, he grabbed me around the waist and pulled me to him. I bent over to kiss him and again felt the exquisite pain of a nipple being abused. Then, he said with a pleased smile, "I think ... between your apparent devotion and my imagination, you will become an exquisite submissive." I smiled and mused as I moved to the counter to devour some left-over breakfast. An exquisite submissive and, by association, a worthy slut for him. I would never have guessed that such words would instill in me such anticipation and motivation ... and additional arousal.
He had apparently prepared for this weekend trial. Late in the morning he handed me a package. Inside was a vibrating egg with remote control. It also included a tube of lubrication. He just watched me, but without hesitation, I cut open the plastic case, read the instructions, and inserted the provided connection to charge it. It stated it would take 15 minutes for a full charge. Mr. McMaster, of course, took the remote. After 15 minutes I disconnected the device, lubricated it and inserted it in my pussy with the flexible antenna protruding. Just having it inside me as I moved around the kitchen to searched the pantry and refrigerator for possible lunch items felt stimulating but nothing like the moment it came alive.
I had no way of knowing what the setting was when it began vibrating but the effect was to cramp me. My pussy clamped around the tormenting object and I bent over in response. I sensed a presence and found Mr. McMaster at the entry to the kitchen. Impossibly, I thought, the vibration increased. I was bent over grasping the counter and gasping with ragged, halting breaths. The sudden stimulation took my breath away ... literally. I lost track of him when I closed my eyes in a vain effort to control my response. I felt his fingers at my throbbing and vibrating pussy as he used the antenna to move the egg inside me. I heard a soft sound on the counter and found the remote there. Now using both hands, one moving the egg and the other focused on my clit, I had to straighten my legs to rigid to maintain support, my hands clasping the edge of the counter so hard my knuckles turned white. I exploded in another orgasm but the vibration didn't lessen for minutes causing me to peak repeatedly in orgasm after orgasm. It was minutes after it stopped vibrating before I was aware that it had.
I sagged to the floor. A simple command came from him as he turned away, "Leave the egg in. You're not done." I leaned back against the cabinet doors under the counter. My God, I mused, what have I gotten myself into? Then, a very soft vibration began inside me. I straightened my legs out in front of me. I could see the pink antenna protruding from my dripping pussy lips. I placed a hand over my abdomen and sighed as the gentle vibration continued and arousal began within me, again. What have I gotten into? I mused, again with a contented smile forming on my face and I cupped a breast and stroked my pussy. I've gotten myself into a wondrous new life! I've gotten myself into a life that may match that may very well match exactly what I need.
He had me leave the vibrator in my pussy for hours while he changed not only the vibration intensity but the type of vibration from steady to pulse to random. Numerous times, though, he would grab me, pull the egg out, and fuck me. My pussy was dripping the entire time. When he wasn't fucking me to orgasm, he manipulated the vibration to bring me to orgasm. I understood what this was: this was control as he had promised. He was pushing me, challenging me to comply or quit. This was make the team or be cut. I was going to make this team. The longer it went on and the more orgasms that crashed over me, the more intentional I became and the more important it became that I please him and give him what he wanted. He said we didn't know what I was capable of and he was pushing me even past basic desires. He was pushing me to not just fuck for my desire but because he wanted me to. He was adding slut to my high sex drive, as crazy as that sounded. What was I capable of?
I was exhausted from the unknown number of orgasms induced by his cock and the egg. About middle afternoon he took me by the hand and led me upstairs to his bedroom. The cover was already pulled down when we entered.
As we entered, he said one word, "Cowgirl."
He quickly stripped and went to the center of the bed. I crawled after him and straddled him. He pulled the egg from my pussy and a long string of our fluids came out with it. I reached between my legs and aligned his cock to my very used hole and sat down abruptly. There was no need for slow or easing over it. My pussy was a swampy, worn hole. I clamped my muscles around his cock dutifully and began fucking him in earnest.
I couldn't believe it. As quickly as I felt his arousal increase by the swelling of his cock, I also felt mine steadily rise. After all those orgasms, how could my tired body still want more, but it did and with that rise in arousal I fucked him harder and harder, faster and faster. His groans became loud and mixed with my cries of passion and lust. We both climaxed close to each other. More cum for my pussy and more fatigue for my body.
I rose off his cock and shifted position to lick and suck his cock clean. When I had finished with his cock, he encouraged me to the pillows and covered me. He kissed my forehead, shut the blinds, and the room darkened. I might have been asleep before he was even out of the room.
* * * *
I could only have been asleep for a couple hours when he woke me gently with strokes over my body and kisses to my head. He was taking me to dinner, he said. But, first, he led me into the expansive shower where the hot water cascading over me helped to fully wake me, but his forceful fucking of me against the glass wall of the shower turned my sleep foggy brain into a lust foggy brain.
He chose my little black dress for me to wear. It was mid-thigh and form hugging. It had a modest plunge in front designed to allow a bra which Mr. McMaster wouldn't allow, of course. The hem stopped right about mid-thigh and from experience I knew it would rise during the ride in the car and sitting in the restaurant. And, I knew I wouldn't be allowed panties. The dress, I knew, might prove only a little support for my D-cup breasts which would require that I be more aware of my walking to control some of their natural movement.
I was somewhat surprised by the selection. It suggested he didn't intend to blatantly expose me this time in the restaurant but I was only partially correct. Dinner was again lovely and I had his full attention as I was naturally giving him. As he held my hand leaving the restaurant and weaving our way through the jammed parking lot, my seeming immunity to exposure abruptly changed. I had been surprised when we arrived that he bypassed several parking spots closer to the door and selecting one at the back of the lot. I learned his reasoning.
Halfway through the lot, he stopped in the drive lane between rows of parking and turned to me. "Remove your dress, Jennifer." He stated it so casually and calmly he might have merely asked for me to remove a scarf. I had been naked with him and exposed in a sheer blouse but this felt like another test of my willingness and ability to comply with his wants above my own feelings or concerns.
Holding my small purse in my hand, I reached it out to him which he took from me. My hands reached behind my back to the zipper which I lowered. It took most of my will to restrain the urge to look around the lot or check the front of the restaurant before and during the action, but I managed it. As I shrugged my shoulders to slide the dress down my arms, I smiled nervously at him. I was shaking with nerves and terrified that someone was going to see me but I was complying and that was what generated the smile on the outside and pride on the inside.
My large breasts became instantly exposed and as I pushed the dress over my hips and down my legs, grasping it to step out of it, I became very naked except for the thigh-high stockings and heels. He draped my dress over his arm holding my purse and put his other arm out for me to take as if he were innocently escorting me. It felt nerve-wracking and embarrassing but at the same time extremely arousing to be walking on his arm through the rest of the parking lot naked. I glanced up at him and he was smiling with his eyes locked on his car.
In the car, he promised to drive safely but he wanted me to suck his cock on the way back. He very clearly stated I was not to cause him to climax but to get him hard and to keep him hard. I couldn't wear a seat belt and also lean over the center console, but it wasn't an issue in my mind as I was eagerly licking and sucking his cock as he drove the car out of the lot.
With the car parked in the garage, he took my dress and purse from me as I met him at the front of the car. He placed both on the hood and a shiver coursed through me. Several times on the drive back there were vehicles next to his car at stop lights and I just knew they were watching me suck him while naked. Whether they really did or not was immaterial. It was what I felt. And that had been embarrassing and exciting at the same time. Stopped at the front fender of his car, I just knew what would happen. In the garage of all places. Without a word,, he turned me and pressed me over the warm hood of the car and nudged my feet which I instantly spread wide. I felt his fingers at my spread pussy.
"Very good, Jennifer," he casually commented. "I do like how you always seem to be wet and ready for me to fuck you."
I smiled, though he wouldn't see it. He's pleased, I thought. Then, I thought, my God, Jen, you're pleased that he likes that you lubricate so easily and readily. You are pleased that your body readies itself for possible fucking. I had often been sexually motivated which had gotten me into trouble with men. This, though, was way above anything before. It seemed that my body couldn't wait to be fucked by him again or to be otherwise used in a way to bring me to orgasm.
The warmth of the car soaked into my breasts flattened against the hood. I waited as I heard him fumbling with his belt and unzipping his slacks. Then I felt it, his large and bulbous cock head pressing at my pussy. It parted my spread lips and slipped inside. At first, it was only the head. As if teasing me, his cock was inside me but unmoving. Was he waiting? I pressed my hips back slightly for his cock to penetrate me further. He leaned over me and spoke into my ear, "Very good, dear." I smiled, again. "There are times I will just take you. There are times I may wish to know your willingness, your readiness, and your acceptance to be fucked," he said. "Your pressing back against me showed me that. After all the fucking we have done, you are still interested and willing to take more."
He thrust powerfully into my pussy and penetrated me fully in that one thrust. I groaned and gasped. God, I love his cock. Could anything feel so good as his thick, long cock inside me?
After several more powerful thrusts that caused my breasts to rub against the smooth, shiny surface of the car, "You will make a... splendid slut for me," he gasped.
"OH GOD ... YESSS," I cried out. "Fuck me anywhere ... anyhow ... whenever," I gasped and moaned. "Just fuck me ... sirrrrrr!"
He fucked me hard and raw in the garage bent over the warm hood of the car. It felt, somehow, very different. After all the times in the house or outside on the patio, this felt raw and dominant. His cock plunged into my pussy with powerful control. Our bodies smacked and crashed together. If my mind had been working properly at the time, I might have been convinced I would have rubbing burns on my breasts. The fuck was consuming.
I then followed him into the house and into the family-type room where he made two drinks. He sat in one of the easy chairs and held his arms open for me to sit across his lap. His free hand played over the nearest breast and nipple.
"I've fucked you a lot, Jennifer, and you have been very responsive to my needs and desires. I am pleased ... very pleased." A smile spread over my face as another warm flush of arousal spread through my body. His hand slid from my breast down my stomach and, expectantly, I dropped my outside leg off his lap to provide him access to my pussy. "I will be fucking you more tonight and tomorrow but the time of our weekend trial is approaching an end." His finger was stroking between my pussy lips and I was sighing with a soft moan mixed in. "Do you have any concerns about what has happened this weekend and what I will expect of you?"
I nodded quickly and he seemed surprised by the quick response. "Yes, sir, but only one. Have I pleased you, sir? Do you think I am worthy of your time to make me into the submissive live-in slut you desire?"
He chuckled and his finger drove into my pussy. After adding a second finger, "You know I will be sharing you with others; I will be having you exposed or naked while serving my friends; I will be causing you orgasms until you collapse, and much more." I nodded to it all. He had expressed all of it during the weekend.
"Yes, sir. I admit to being nervous but I am confident of my devotion." He seemed to agree. "Remember, sir, my boyfriend also shared me but you will be different. You may use me more than merely sharing me, but ..." I kissed his neck while his fingers continued to saw in and out of my hole, "with you, sir, I know I will be safe under your control. And, I know that your sharing and use of me will be with a purpose. Serving you, sir, will be my purpose."
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CHAPTER 4: SUBMISSION
Mr. McMaster was giving me the week to live with the idea of what my decision would mean for me. It wasn't lost on me that this decision would be momentous either way I might decide. If I would choose to not accept his offer, I would lose the one person who understood me, who believed he could give me the safe control my submissive nature required, who had shown me he could provide management and relief of my desires, and who had brought out of me such wondrous emotional and physical reactions. If I would choose to accept his offer, I would receive all those things through giving up my body and life to his control. He told me he would call by the end of the week if he still wanted me and to find out my decision, if it was still available to me.
There were two elements of that, though, that tormented me each day and all day during the week: could he not want me? And, what would his offer really mean for me?
There was something else he instructed me for the week of making my decision: I was not allowed to masturbate. That in itself was interesting: while giving me the time to decide, he was still in control. I was sure he understood how difficult it would be for me to not have some release while contemplating the massive implication of being his fully.
It was an interesting experience. After a weekend filled with fucking and sucking, the days without it dragged on and my body's need rose higher and higher while my mind replayed our sessions of fucking or quiet times of me casually sucking his cock or my body being remotely stimulated by toys. When my phone chimed Thursday night and I saw the word, 'Sir', on the screen, my body flushed and my pussy flooded instantly.
"Yes, sir, do you still want me?" I blurted out.
"There was never any doubt about that, Jennifer," he replied with a chuckle. So, I thought, that was more control to give me more to think about. "Did you honor the restriction I gave you?" I assured him I had, though it was very difficult. "It was meant to be difficult, dear. It was meant to test how much you truly wanted the life I was offering. Giving up control is a big step. But I knew you could do it, dear. You are ready, then?"
"Yes," I softly stated.
"You won't be giving up complete control, Jennifer. As I said before, I don't desire a slave. You must exhibit free will. Remember, ultimately, this is also for you, so you can end the relationship at any time, if you should desire to. There is no contract, which would not be legally binding, anyway."
"Sir," I tried again. "I said, yes, sir."
He chuckled, again. "I know dear, but I needed to be sure. Jennifer, you must always respond clearly and concisely so I know your will is not being violated. Do you understand?"
"Yes, sir," I replied immediately and firmly.
"Are you naked right now, Jennifer?"
"No, sir. I couldn't trust myself. I have never needed to orgasm so much as now, sir."
"Good, girl." That feeling of pride welled up within me, again. "I will send Jake to pick you up tomorrow after your work. The two of us will work that need out of you." Two of them? He told me I would be shared and he wasn't wasting any time. "Your life is about to change, dear. Tomorrow, put in your notice to quit your job and put in your notice to leave your apartment." I gasped loudly into the phone. Of course, if I was his 24/7 submissive slut, there was no job and no separate apartment.
* * * *
Arriving home ... this won't be my home ... I spotted the shiny, black Town Car waiting, again. I parked as close to it as I could, then walked to it rather than the building entrance. Jake stepped out of the car as I approached.
"Sir," I tentatively began, "what should I pack?" I had seen him several times before but now I knew he would be involved with me, too. Intimately involved with me and his appearance before me took on a whole new perspective as I cautiously appraised him in a different light as he undoubtedly was me. He stood a full head taller than me. A large muscular black man who I now knew would also be fucking me and that understanding sent a shiver through me.
He smiled and that smile proved his awareness of our new relationship, too. "Nothing. Pack only what you might need for your personal needs. Mr. McMaster informed me that no clothes will be required for you this weekend." I blushed. The implication was so clear.
I thanked him and turned for the building to unpack the dresses I had selected for the weekend, but I had guessed wrong. As I quickly climbed the flight of stairs to my apartment floor, I shook my head at the awareness of the slick feeling of my pussy against the thin fabric of my panties. Charging through the door and into the little bedroom, I pulled out the clothes from the smallest suitcase, then stopped. I searched through my closet for a large purse and transferred my personal items into it. I stood for a moment thinking of anything else when understanding hit me. I opened my blouse, removed my bra, then raised my skirt to remove my very wet panties. Grabbing the bag, I rushed down to the car now waiting in front of the main doors with the back door open.
"Mr. McMaster sends his regrets," Jake announced once he had maneuvered onto the main highway out of the city. "He had a prior business commitment that will cause him to be several hours late." The words confused me. Mr. McMaster promised my strong need for release would be given to me. He was the one who didn't allow me to masturbate to relieve my needs and now he was going to be late?
I glanced up at the back of Jake's head and found his eyes on me through the rear view mirror. The smile in his eyes was obvious. "Until his return, I was asked to relieve your built-up needs."
A simple statement but we both knew what those needs I had confessed to Mr. McMaster were. Jake was going to be fucking me in the meantime. Should that have intimidated me, caused me to be nervous or uncomfortable? Mr. McMaster had made it clear what I was: a submissive slut. Accepting his offer defined my agreement with that. I was his to be used by him as he wished and to be shared as he wished. My existing freewill allowed me to leave at any time if I wished but not to refuse him if I was to remain his submissive. Accepting his offer verbally and getting into the car for another weekend signaled my submission and acceptance. This was now my life and I knew Jake was a big part of the house and Mr. McMaster and now me.
"Yes, sir," I responded. "I know, as his submissive slut, it is not my place to expect your attention to my needs, but I ... I thank you for it." God, I thought, I was really thanking him in advance for the fucking he was going to be giving me? How is it he saw this so clearly about me when I never understood how it could work?
* * * *
"How is she, Jake?" I hadn't even heard Mr. McMaster arrive or standing at the open door of the guest bedroom. I was lying on the bed next to Jake casually sucking his black cock which I had found to be quite large in comparison to any other cock I had been exposed to. A full 12-inches, larger even than Mr. McMaster's wonderful cock. He had fucked me two times in many positions already and I was intent on getting him hard again.
"She's good She's very eager to please. She has things to learn, I think, and her body needs conditioning." His hand lightly stroked my head as I attempted to strain my eyes up while keeping my mouth of the cock in an attempt to see Mr. McMaster's reaction to the blatant assessment of me. "Of course," Jake chuckled, "that's all to become ideal because I sure wouldn't turn her away."
I heard Mr. McMaster laugh in response and I smiled around the large cock in my mouth. How crazy it seemed to take such pride in a blunt description of my fucking and body?
"Good to hear, Jake," Mr. McMaster continued with more laughter, "because I am counting on you to provide that instruction when I am not here."
Jake's hand wound into my long hair and pressed my head down over his hardening cock. "Not a problem, sir."
Mr. McMaster left the room without further comment. I pulled my mouth off the cock and looked at Jake. "May I fuck you, again, sir?"
"You like this cock, Jennifer?"
"I am here to serve and please, sir," I responded. My hand stroked his cock as I considered my words. I was to be a submissive slut. I supposed there should be no reason to hide my feelings. "Yes, sir," I admitted with a lusty smile, "I do like your cock very much."
He nodded and I smiled. He nodded and I smiled? He was giving me simple permission to mount him. That's what I was now? He was hard and I could take care of that for him if he wished and I smiled that I was allowed to do so. Each realization confirmed to me what I was and amazed me that Mr. McMaster was the one who saw how it could work for both of us.
I rose to my knees and swung my leg over his hips. I didn't immediately take his big cock inside but rather looked down at him as I slid my cum and juice slick pussy slowly over the length of his cock. He sighed as I stroked his cock head with my pussy, his cock parting my lips and bumping my clit with each stroke. He raised his hips off the bed to press his cock more firmly against my pussy and moaned.
"Very clever and imaginative, Jennifer," he said with a moan. "We're going to have fun, you and I, because I can be imaginative, too." I leaned over to kiss him on the lips and a shiver ran through me.
I slid my dripping pussy to the top of his cock as I kissed him and he flexed his cock up. Feeling it rise, I pressed back, wiggled my ass to blindly move it and my pussy mere inches until the head was at my hole and I pressed back onto it, gasping as the head stretched my hole and entered me, again. I shifted to sit upright and in the process sank down his big cock until it filled my pussy. I gasped as I moved back and forth to feel it completely. I squeezed my muscles around it before rising slowly up its length, then slowly down, again. Each time up and down I increased speed and urgency until I was bouncing up and down on his cock, my hips smacking his thighs at the bottom. His groans matched mine.
I looked down at him as I bounced up and down. He lay quietly beneath me, his hands resting on my hips but not influencing them. He was letting me do all the work of fucking and a sigh escaped between moans and gasps. My breasts bounced and swayed by my movement and I continued to clasp my pussy around his cock as I fucked him.
I orgasmed. My body quivered and twitched, my pussy clamping and releasing around his cock but I continued fucking up and down. My release came, the release I so desperately needed before coming here was now a distant memory, but this was only the beginning of my desire because my true desire and intention was focused like a laser on Jake's climax. My intention of feeling Jake cumming in my pussy was so focused that my orgasm was only a quaking interruption on my motion up and down on his cock.
Without warning, he pulled me tightly to his body and managed to roll us. My legs found themselves wrapped around his waist as he smoothly began fucking me with powerful strokes. My hands clenched the sheets of the bed as he slammed into my pussy and another orgasm rose inside. I fought against this one, not wanting to cum twice before he did, not wanting to fail to give pleasure rather than achieving it only myself. I focused on clamping around his cock as it flew in and out of me, distracting myself by putting my focus on him and he continued fucking me for many minutes more.
He abruptly pulled out and gave a simple, "Hands and knees," order. I scrambled to comply as my body shivered, my heart racing, and breath ragged. On my knees with them spread widely and my head and chest pressed into the bed so my ass was up and prominent, he powerfully slammed fully back into my pussy. I gasped and groaned as his cock dominated me, consumed me.
He soon climaxed and feeling his jets of cum filling my pussy pushed me over into that next orgasm. He fell over my back and I strained to keep my legs solid to support both our bodies as his cock sent his cum into me and my pussy spasmed around it, both of us gasping and panting for air.
Eventually, he held me tightly against him and rolled us to the side. His tight grasp held his softly twitching cock inside me as I was spooned into his body, a hand moving under my arm to clasp onto a breast.
"You are a good fuck, Jennifer," he softly spoke into my ear. I smiled and squeezed tighter into his muscled body. "I see why he wanted you." He flexed his hip against me and I felt his cock move inside. He pinched the nipple and I gasped. "What did we just do?"
"We fucked, sir."
"Good," he replied. "And where is my cock?"
"In my pussy, sir."
"No ... in your cunt. My hand is on your tit. You are a slut, Jennifer. A slut is graphic in all ways, especially in her action." I nodded. "What do you wear?"
I hesitated a moment. "Nothing, sir. Unless I am told to wear something, I am naked."
"Why are you to be naked?"
I smiled. My first real contact with Jake and he was already instructing me in this new life as their slut. "I am to be naked, sir, so I am always ready and available to pleasure and serve as might be desired."
"Good." He pulled his cock out of me and I groaned with its loss. "Clean me and get me hard. I want to fuck you, again."
I squirmed around to take his cock with my tongue and mouth. I eagerly licked and sucked the length of his cock until I was sure I had all the cum and my juice from it, then began diligently sucking and stroking it. God, I thought, this man seemed to be able to fuck forever. I thought Mr. McMaster's cock was a wonder, but Jake's was larger and thicker and hit me deeper inside. When it had stiffened again with surprising quickness, he got off the bed and pulled me with him. He lifted me and I assisted with a small jump, not entirely sure what was happening but eager to find out. He told me to hold on and my arms tightened around his neck and my ankles clamped around his waist. One of his hands was under my butt cheek and I didn't know where the other was until I felt something at my pussy ... cunt. He was moving his cock over my open lips until it found my dripping hole and the support his hand provided lessened and I sank over the head. I gasped at the entry, again, allowing my supporting arms to slacken enough to slide down the shaft. A long gasp escaped me as my cunt was filled with more and more of the big cock.
To my further surprise, he began walking out of the room, down the hall, and down the staircase. I thought each step was amazing as his cock jerked inside me but going down the steps was even more so. Each time his foot landed on the next stair tread was a jerk of his cock in my cunt. He walked us through the house to the back and out onto the covered patio but continued to one of the lounge chairs at the pool. He began sitting back but my weight and legs made it awkward and the last bit was more like falling and, when he landed on the lounge, I was violently impaled the deepest I had ever felt.
He reclined back and I began fucking him, again. It was all so amazingly sensuous and stimulating. I had just experienced the longest, most power fuck of my life and I was now outside fucking the same man, a black man with a very big cock, all over again. Outside under the dying sun, knowing there were other similar estates nearby but hidden from sight. This was supposed to be the time when I was to give myself to Mr. McMaster, to devote my being to him, to submit to serve him and pleasure him as he wished. Instead, while waiting for him to end his business commitment, I was being ravaged by this man who managed the household ... and, apparently, me.
Jake had again climaxed in my cunt (me, too, by the way) and I was diligently cleaning his cock of our mixed cum and juice, when, "Again, how is she, Jake?"
Mr. McMaster! I hadn't heard him approach us and I desired to look up at him, to see the man I was giving myself to, to enjoy the very sight of the man who opened me to what I needed to be. But, instead, I continued to clean the cock that had just filled my cunt with more cum.
"She's a natural, sir. There is work to be done, certainly, but she is eager and understands her role. She showed no hesitation when I told her I was going to fuck her until you arrived."
I felt his gentle touch on my head as I finished licking and sucking the cock. I raised my head off it and looked up at him. I was on my knees at Jake's side, my hand still on his softening, black cock. "Sir," I began, "I am here to give myself to you fully as your submissive and slut. I desire for you to give my life direction and control. I desire to serve you and pleasure you in any and all ways you might require. I understand I am yours to use and share as you wish."
"Show me your cunt, slut," he ordered.
I leaned back, sitting on my heels and bracing myself on my hands behind me. I opened my knees widely.
"Good," he said. I smiled. "You will be a good slut, Jennifer."
"Thank you, sir. That will be my desire, sir." I felt the swell of pride from his graphic words.
"That's what a slut's cunt should look like, open and filled with cum." I nodded with a smile. "If it is not ... it should be leaking with your own juices of anticipation of being fucked and becoming cum-filled." I had the feeling that was going to be easy to comply with. He put his hand out and assisted me to standing. He pulled me into his embrace. "I am pleased you accepted my offer, Jennifer. I will show you how you now are intended to be." I smiled and gave him a tentative kiss on the mouth, not sure if the action was acceptable. He pulled me tighter and increased the lust of the kiss. He pulled my hips into his and parted our lips. "As I said before, Jennifer, don't be afraid to show your passion. Your passion will reflect your eagerness to be who you are meant to be."
I nearly skipped to the house to prepare a simple dinner as he and Jake talked. The feel of cum leaking from my well-used cunt was another reminder of what I was agreeing to.
* * * *
"Your honest assessment?" Mr. McMaster asked Jake.
Jake chuckled, "I gave it to you. I didn't say that to make her feel good. She's to be a slut. She's obviously used to fucking but she has had a vanilla experience so far, I think. But, she is eager. And, she fucked me without hesitation and responded easily, but I could tell that her response was still directed at you even without you being here. I think she was responding to me, pleasing me, because it would please you. She really is a natural and ready to be molded."
Mr. McMaster thought while sitting on a nearby lounge facing Jake. "This isn't what you agreed to take on by working for me, Jake, but ..."
Jake laughed, "You're kidding, right? She's a hot fuck. And that body ... you seriously think I'm going to mind being around that naked body and fucking her every possible way we can think of?"
Mr. McMaster laughed with him, told Jake to go get dressed, adding, "She needs to get used to being the only one naked no matter who is here."
Jake walked back into the house and upstairs thinking his life just got a whole lot more interesting.
* * * *
Jake returned fully dressed and took a chair at the dining room table next to Mr. McMaster. I had set two place settings. I began serving them still naked and glowing, at least inwardly. I was naked and available to the touch of the two men who will have complete access to me however and whenever they desire. My cunt filled was with cum loads from Jake and leaking out onto my inner thighs. It felt wicked and wonderful.
"You aren't eating, Jennifer?" asked Jake as I placed the food onto the table between them.
"I serve at the pleasure of you two, sir," I replied as I stood back to anticipate any additional need from them.



Mr. McMaster watched me closely. "I may wish for you to join me or us in the future."
"As you wish, sir, but I will assume otherwise until then."
Both men found reasons for me to be near them to stroke my naked body, pull a nipple, or probe my cunt. I made sure my thighs were always parted and to lean over when near them for my tits swing underneath me and to be easily fondled.
I cleaned the kitchen after they were finished, grabbing food for myself as I put leftovers away and cleaning the dishes and pans. Then I located the two men in the family room watching ESPN. I knelt between the two men sitting on the large leather easy chairs so I was below viewing level of the massive flat-screen TV. I had wiped my cunt numerous times but the large loads from Jake continued to leak as I knelt before them with knees parted wide.
"How can I be of service, sirs?" I asked expectantly. This was all so new to me. Just exactly what does a live-in slut do besides fuck? How should I act when not fucking? Should I dote over them or go about other activities until called upon?
Mr. McMaster was watching me rather than the TV. This was the real beginning for us and I felt he was intently watching how I naturally handled my new role before possibly getting into his instructions and rules, which I still anticipated receiving. He asked for bourbon without ice for both of them, then watched as I rose smoothly to my feet and moved to the well-stocked bar at the side of the room.
I resumed my position between the two men after handing them their drinks. Mr. McMaster appraised me on my widely spread knees. I waited silently and watched his eyes settle on my face, hair, tits, and open, cum-glistened cunt.
"Back straight and shoulders back, Jennifer." I immediately complied. "You have the kind of body that should be exposed and displayed. Your tits are sized nicely for your body and still firm. When I say sized nicely, I mean they are large for your body and thus attract increased attention. They are firm by your age but their size means they dance on your chest. Your cunt is prominently displayed in that position. Remember that, slut. Your tits should be thrust forward with pride for viewing and your legs parted for invitation to be used."
"Yes, sir."
"I have no desire for you to be a mindless slave, Jennifer. As I have said before, I desire your willful participation and your naturally energetic response to what you experience." I was watching him solely, hanging on every word he gave me. "Your sexual experience will be expanded quickly, Jennifer. It will be important, critically important, that you be able to provide sexual pleasure with your body in every way that might be desired." I nodded my understanding. My nipples had hardened, again, and my cunt flushed with new lubrication mixing with Jake's cum. Before, I might have thought that I was to become more sexually active but this was so much more. I was to be a fuck-toy ready to service them at any moment. I was on fire with the realization of what I was to become.
"Use your fingers on your nipples and cunt," he continued. There was no hesitation in my compliance. It felt embarrassing to not only be so displayed but to also add my self-stimulation in front of them. But, I did it. I stroked my cunt with my eyes primarily on Mr. McMaster but taking glances to Jake, too. When I dipped a finger into my hole and sighed, he smiled. His smile might have stimulated me more than the single finger inside me. How could it be that a stranger could see what I needed so clearly?
"Jake will be spending the night in one of the guest rooms." I glanced at Jake. He was watching just as intently on my reactions. I smiled at him. He had, of course, already fucked me numerous times already without the presence of Mr. McMaster and the implication of his spending the night brought that smile to me. As much as I had been intent on willfully providing for his pleasure, his wonderful cock had provided me with amazing pleasure, too. "Normally," he continued, "you will share my bed." I nodded. It was what I had anticipated, what I had imagined, and what I had desired. "But, when Jake or anyone else is spending the night here, you will move from bed to bed until your body is no longer required for pleasure during the night."
I thought for a moment how that might work. I looked up and asked, "How, sir, will I know when it is enough?"
He chuckled, "Yes," he responded, "good question. This is all new, Jennifer, so there are elements that are ideas and there are, obviously, elements that require determination of execution. For now, for instance, after fucking or sucking me and you move down the hall to Jake, go to his bed and begin sucking his cock. If he no longer responds, return to me. If I don't respond, or simply don't want to fuck more, you can sleep."
Jake laughed. "I don't know, boss," he exclaimed. "Refusing her cunt or mouth?" He shook his head. Mr. McMaster laughed with him. I beamed in pride and embarrassment at the same time. Prideful that I had done well in pleasuring Jake; embarrassment that they were referring to me so casually and blatantly. And all the while being naked and exposed before these two dressed men as I continued fingering myself. I hadn't been touched or probed by them for a while but my tits were thrust out to them and my cunt spread open by the separation on my knees and my fingers. This was what I was accepting. Willfully accepting. Not drugged or brainwashed to compliance but willful compliance.
There was more. The idea that he was in a sense winging this whole thing kept peeking out in his comments. In a way, it seemed to add to the excitement for me. This wasn't just new to me but to them, also. This was going to be an evolutionary effort with additions and modifications along the way. The understanding that I didn't know what to expect was added by the understanding that they didn't either.
"Refresh our drinks, Jennifer. Then, my cock requires your attention," Mr. McMaster said.
I smoothly rose to my feet to take their empty glasses. As I turned to go to the bar, both men stroked my naked body. I added a bit more swing to my hips on the way to refreshing their drinks.
I served their drinks before kneeling in front of Mr. McMaster. After opening his business slacks, I found myself smiling as I exposed his already semi-hard cock. I understood very well that I would likely be given to others to fuck or suck. That time would come, but I had already accepted being used by Jake without question or hesitation. My exposure to cock was already doubled by the inclusion of Jake. I would be regularly available to these two men and both had big cocks. That was why I was smiling. Two big cocks. Two big cocks to service but also to enjoy. The feeling of these cocks in my hands, mouth, and cunt was amazing. The fullness I felt; the power they seemed to exude. It was physical as well as emotional. The idea of devoting my attention to cock was simple when the cocks conferred such pleasure and power.
The evening progressed much like Mr. McMaster expected. After sucking and swallowing his cum, I moved to Jake to take his cum into my stomach. I fucked each of them in the easy chairs as they watched some baseball game. Although I was facing the TV while fucking their big cocks, I had no idea or interest in what teams were even playing.
That night I moved back and forth between the bedrooms fucking, being fucked, or sucking. Finally, very late, Jake sent me away. I teased him, though exceedingly tired myself. "You're refusing my cunt and mouth, sir?" He softly chuckled at the recognition of his earlier words, but playfully smacked my butt and sent me back to Mr. McMaster.
I was exhausted when I crawled into Mr. McMaster's bed. I had been fucked so much, sucked and swallowed so much cum, and had maintained an energetic effort through it all. But was I done? He sounded asleep. I slid under the sheet covering him and took his flaccid cock in my mouth. I began gently sucking on his cock and it stirred. I sighed. I was so tired but if his cock hardened I knew I would be fucking it, again.
He tugged on my shoulder. "Come here, Jennifer. I want to cuddle you in front of me."
I crawled up alongside him and we pressed into each other. I raised my top leg and reached for his cock, placed it between my thighs against my cum-filled cunt, and closed my thighs over it. I pressed tighter against his front and he pressed against my back and I contentedly slipped into needed sleep with the feel of his cock against my cunt.
* * * *
I woke the next morning with the early light streaming in through the window. We had turned apart during the night but I moved down the bed without much conscious thought to take his cock into my mouth. I mused to myself about that as I gently sucked on his cock which slowly grew in size. How was this transformation so quickly even possible? I was acting as though I had been specifically trained to behave like this. I hadn't been, though. So, why was I so drawn to the feel of his cock? And, why had I so immediately taken to Jake's cock, as well? Was it just that they were the biggest and most arousing cocks I could imagine? No. The pleasure I derived from these cocks was real and mind blowing but it wasn't only that. Mr. McMaster somehow exuded power and control and that was what I responded to. He was correct about the control thing, too. He was infinitely different. And Jake? That was simple. Jake's control and power streamed from Mr. McMaster which elicited the same response from me.
With a hard cock in my mouth, I straddled him and sighed as I took his cock into my already hungry cunt. How quickly I have transitioned to that word, too. His cock stretching my cunt for the first time in a new day. I slowly rose on his cock, feeling it move toward my opening before I reversed and slowly settled back down it. God, what a feeling. It was like being consumed, my cunt stretched and filled with hard cock. And, it all felt so natural, so right, so ... so me. He demanded my free-will response. I was his to fuck and enjoy but my own pleasure was mine to enjoy, too.
I was so involved in my thoughts as I so thoroughly enjoyed the feel of his cock moving inside me that I hadn't noticed his eyes open and watching me with a pleased smile on his face.
"Good morning, sir," I offered without changing my movement over his cock.
"Good morning, Jennifer." He reached up to grasp my nipples between fingers. "This is a nice way to wake." I smiled, leaned down, and kissed him long on the lips. "Is Jake awake?"
I increased my fucking now that he was awake. "I don't think so, sir. My intention was to wake him next just like this. Then, I would make you two breakfast and shower while you eat."
"So we can mess up your body all over again," he said.
I giggled, "Exactly, sir."
* * * *
I came down from my shower and quickly cleaned the kitchen. I found them on the patio with the last of the coffee.
"Do you swim, Jennifer," Jake asked as I stood before them naked and ready to react to their wishes.
"Yes, sir. I am not fast or very proficient but I have enjoyed it when I have had the chance."
"Good," he continued. "Swimming is an excellent overall exercise. Plan on adding it to many of your days. Along with resistance training and other cardio we'll monitor your progress and set goals."
"Jennifer," Mr. McMaster inserted, "tell us why you are here."
My shoulders were back and my feet shoulder width apart, already. "I am told I am submissive with a high sex drive and am now your submission slut for you to provide control and manage my desires, sir. I am here for your pleasure in whatever way you desire."
"Are you an anal slut, Jennifer?" he asked.
Oh, fuck, I thought. "Ummm ..." I stammered.
"We'll work on that. We need to go shopping. Whatever you wore yesterday, put it on without underwear."
I was waiting when they came down from showering and dressing. I was in the same buttoned blouse and skirt that fell to nearly my knees with flat-heeled shoes, which was my work attire. Or, rather, my former work attire. In two weeks I would no longer work there and I would be dressed very differently, if I understood him correctly.
Mr. McMaster stopped in front of me. I had left the two top buttons undone. He undid two more which opened my blouse to my nipple line. Although the blouse wasn't sheer, it was white and my hard nipples poked through the material. I had no idea of what to expect but my new life was kicking into another gear, I was sure.
I sat in back of the Town Car with Mr. McMaster as Jake drove. He slid my skirt up my thighs and his hand caressed up the inside of my thighs. I parted them wider for his access and his fingers were soon idly caressing my lubricating cunt.
"I like that your cunt so easily lubricates, Jennifer," he softly said.
I gasped as a finger slipped between the lips of my cunt and found my hole. "I ... it's so exciting ... sir ... that I might be ... penetrated at any moment."
"Like a good slut," he said. "Now, we'll begin dressing you like one."
The first stop was a very chic area of shops. The one I was led into by Mr. McMaster with Jake following seemed to cater to the clubbing woman. The dresses and other garments in the shop might be designed for the woman going clubbing and wishing to attract attention or they could just as easily be for the woman wishing to be a slut. All depending on the type of place she was going. These were fine clothes and Mr. McMaster would be getting his wish to expose me and show me off.
He went through the shop with a sales person selecting outfits for me to try on. They were a far cry from the outfit I was wearing. Every outfit showed lots of skin and could potentially expose me easily. One outfit was a form-fitting dress with a halter tie that came down the front to cover my tits while leaving a deep cleavage that went to my belly button. The sides of my tits were visible and my back was totally bare and just covering where my ass crack would be visible. The bottom of the skirt was six-inches below my ass cheeks if I stood still and didn't reach up. I was instructed to sit and I felt part of my bare ass on the chair.
Another outfit was a semi-sheer, very thin, tank top with a pleated, very short skirt that maybe covered my ass cheeks. Every outfit was similar. Short and exposing. There were no bras and the panties were only tiny thongs of sheer material. Various shades of thigh-high stockings were purchased which was interesting because none of the skirts would cover the stocking tops ... not even close.
The outfit he chose for me to wear out of the shop was a daisy-dukes type shorts that showed the bottoms of my ass cheeks and a thin, white tank top that dipped so far down the sides that the sides of my tits showed.
That was the outfit I was wearing in the car when Jake pulled into an adult novelty store. With the internet, I didn't know such stores existed any longer.
He handed me his credit card. "Do you know what butt-plugs are?" he asked. I nodded numbly, nervous about what the expectation was going to be. "You will be a three-hole slut for us, Jennifer. It will be easier if you open your ass for us during the weeks before your employment is up." I was staring at the credit card, the front of the porn shop, and back at the card in my lap. "I suggest a couple sizes." I looked up at him. He was wanting me to go into that store and make the selection myself?
"Sir," I nervously started, "I ... the way I'm dressed ... in there ..."
He patted my thigh and stroked up to my covered cunt. "Jake will go in after you to discretely watch over you. You have to be the one to decided on which plugs, however." I started to open the door, "Oh, Jennifer, don't forget to get some gel, too."
My legs were shaky as I walked past the front of the car, through the parking lot to the front door. Inside, the lighting was stark with bright overhead fluorescent lights. There were rows of magazines and DVD's. A sign at the back indicated where video booths were located. The wall to the left was full of novelties of every type including some very trashy clothing, blowup dolls, and masturbation devises for men and women. That was where I found the display for dildos of surprising variety and the butt-plugs. I was surprised by the sizes and variety. I wasn't sure how to make the appropriate selection.
"Need help, honey?" The voice startled me and I flinched. It was the man I noticed from behind the front counter as I entered.
"I ... ah ..." I stammered.
He chuckled, "You need a butt-plug?" I nodded. "First time for anal?" I nodded dumbly, again. He selected several sizes: one smaller and one a bit bigger but not the biggest. He looked me up and down. He seemed to decide something. He put those back and took a couple others. "Just guessing, honey, but I'm thinking you'd like something with a little sparkle for your man to see." He showed me the end of one. It was covered by a fake crystal that caught the light. I nodded.
He started back to the front. "Uhhh ... gel, too ... please," I stammered. He just smiled. As I was finishing paying with the credit card, I spotted Jake leaving. He had a huge smile on his face and winked at me. I wondered if he had been close enough to hear my embarrassing interaction.
Walking back to the car with my purchases, Jake was standing with the back door open. "You may as well strip." I glanced at him, then inside at Mr. McMaster. I placed the bag inside, unsnapped the shorts and pushed them and the thong down my legs before pulling the tank top over my head. I was naked outside in the afternoon outside a porn shop. I shivered ... in the hot sun.
I sucked Mr. McMaster all the way back to the house. Once inside, Jake showed me how to apply gel to my asshole and the plug. He worked it into me while Mr. McMaster observed. Then, they both fucked me. God! Their big cock AND a small plug in my ass. Even the small plug ... OH MY GOD!
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CHAPTER 5: FOR REAL
I called Mr. McMaster Thursday night and told him the next day, Friday, was my last day of work.
"I thought you had to give a two week notice to leave?" he questioned. "Don't take that wrong, Jennifer, I want you as soon as I can have you. This has seemed like a long week without my naked submissive."
I giggled. "I am anxious to be yours, sir, and how long it might have felt for you, it has seemed much longer to me. That's why tomorrow is my last day. Yes, they wanted two weeks, but they weren't going to find a replacement in that time, anyway. Besides, I won't need their reference," I said with another giggle.
"Indeed you won't, my slut. The way my cock and Jake's cock enjoyed you is all the reference that you will needed." He went on to say Jake would pick me up as planned. I should box any personal items, memories, and mementos I wanted to keep. Nothing else would be needed. My car, furniture, clothes, etc. would be sold or donated. He had people to take care of that, he said. The proceeds of the sales would, of course, go into an account for me, he added. An account, he added, that will grow with my service and performance.
"One more thing, Jennifer. How are you dressed now?"
"I am naked, of course, sir. I was so excited to call you but I stripped, first. Even though you couldn't see me, I'm your naked slut."
"And your plug?" he asked.
"Inside my ass, sir. The large one."
"Excellent. I am anxious to fuck you, again. This weekend, Jennifer, is just the beginning."
* * * *
Jake was parked near the apartment building entrance. I parked my car (the car I no longer needed) and hurried to the Town Car. The driver's window buzzed down as I approached. I told him I had three boxes to go with me and he said he would help. In my apartment (was my apartment), I pointed to the boxes and began to strip in the little living room.
He stopped and watched as I shrugged the dress off, reached behind to unclasp my bra, and finally push my panties down to my feet. He had a funny smile on his face. "What?" I asked.
"Your panties. Even from here I could see they are wet," he replied.
I giggled, stepped up to him, and kissed him hard as my hand stroked his crotch. "Of course, sir. I've been dripping the whole week anticipating my new life. Masturbation was no match for my anticipation."
He smacked my bare ass and I moaned when he inadvertently pressed the plug in my asshole. I turned to the hall closet and took a mid-thigh length coat from it and cinched it at the waist. He smiled and looked at my bare feet. I smiled back. Yes, my intention was to enter the house naked... barefoot naked.
Jake parked the car in the garage and I pulled off the coat right there. I carried one box and Jake the other two. Setting the boxes on the floor inside the entry from the garage, I went in search of Mr. McMaster. I found him at his desk in a portion of his suite he sometimes used for office activity. When I entered, he stood and took me in his arms, his hands stroking my bare back and ass.
"Turn around and bend over," he ordered. I did so my ass was pointed at him. "Ahhh... beautiful." He was, of course, referring to the plastic crystal on the end of the plug in my ass. "Do you think you are ready, Jennifer?"
"Yes, sir. I want to feel your big cock in my ass. I want to be your three-hole slut, sir."
He smiled, "In the bedside table is lubrication." I ran into the bedroom portion of the suite, tore the covers to the foot, and searched the drawers for the lubrication. I squatted slightly as he entered while I worked the butt-plug from my ass. I applied lubrication to the outside and inside of my open ass, then approached him. I began removing his clothes. "You seem eager, Jennifer."
I was working his slacks down his legs. I looked up at him as I tugged his boxers down and I saw his big cock, again. I grasped it and covered the rest of the magnificent shaft with kisses. "I want you... to have me, sir. It has been a long week without the ability to serve you."
His cock stiffened in my hand and I gazed on it. I began to take it in my mouth when he stopped me. He pulled me up and against his body. His hard cock pressed into my abdomen. "You will be a great submissive, Jennifer. I look forward to seeing you grow into what you are meant to be." He kissed me. "Do you have any concerns about what is coming?"
I shook my head. "No, sir. I know it will hurt to take your wonderful cock in my ass but I need to have you take every part of me."
He chuckled. "That's good, dear, but I meant about what is coming regarding your life here. You will cease to being an independent person. As long as you desire to remain my submissive slut, you will be tied to me in all things: what you do; what you wear; where you go; how you fuck; where you fuck; and who you fuck. It will all be through me."
I was holding his cock between us. "I know that, sir. It is what I want and what I need. I am here, sir, for you to be those things for me. In return for your control and management of me and my needs, I will dedicate myself to becoming everything you desire in a submissive and a slut."
He pulled on my nipples as I stroked his cock. "I believe you, dear Jennifer. We'll enjoy ourselves this weekend. Monday, your training begins." I nodded, my excitement about it all was uncontrollable. "Now, I will take your ass and you will be mine."
I reached up and kissed him before jumping onto the bed on my hands and knees, swaying my hips side to side. When he crawled onto the bed behind me, I dropped to my elbows with my face and chest on the bed, my ass high for him. I suddenly remembered I was supposed to lubricate his cock, too. I rose to my hands and looked behind to find him spreading lubrication over his hard cock. Despite his smile, he also gave me a look reminiscent of that an adult might give a child who neglected to complete a task. I scolded myself as I put my head back on the bed. This is not the way to impress him, I told myself.
I felt his hands on my ass cheeks as he pulled them apart to expose the one hole that was still virginal. When I felt the bulbous head of his cock touch my asshole, I instinctively tensed. I knew, from using the plugs, that I needed to relax that muscle. His cock wasn't as thick as the plug but it wasn't tapered, either. I willed my body and in particular my asshole to relax. I used breathing exercises and slightly pushed with my ass muscles. His cock pressed, then pressed harder. I could feel the sphincter being forced, stretched open by the blunt head of his cock.
There was one thing that trumped everything else, though: my desire to be his in every way. So, I pushed back against his cock and my asshole stretched more. He added more pressure and I felt my hole open and the tip of his cock press inside. I took another relaxing breath and pushed back to aid more in the effort. The head seemed to pop inside past the sphincter.
"OHHHH... GODDDD!" I exclaimed. "Oooohhhhh... yeeessss... siirrrrrr. More... I... take... me... as yours..."
He didn't, though. Not just then. He waited as my body seemed to be clamped around his invading cock. When my asshole seemed to relax against the pain searing from it, though, he pulled back slightly and pressed harder, over and over and over. Each time pressed inches more of his dominating cock into my ass. I never felt such fullness and so deep. I felt... possessed. His hips touched my ass and I knew he was all the way inside. A constant stream of gasps, sighs, moans, and groans flowed from my mouth. He added grunts as he thrust his cock fully into my ass.
He paused, again. He leaned over me with his hips pressed tightly to my ass. He grasped a tit, twisted a nipple, then slid the fingers down my stomach to my empty cunt. "What are you, Jennifer?"
"Your slut, sir," I responded between gasps. "My body is yours, now. I am your... submissive slut."
He pinched my clit and I shivered with loud moans. He rose up and held onto my hips as he pulled back, his cock seeming to move forever in my ass until he thrust powerfully back deeply inside. As he began smoothly and forcefully fucking into my ass, he used one hand again to fondle and grope one of my swinging tits. I began matching his thrusts with my own movement back against him.
I gasped and moaned. "OHHHH... FUCKKK... SIR!" I cried out. A powerful orgasm crashed over me and my entire body seemed to spasm. Moments later I felt his cock swell and pulse an instant before I felt his cum spurt deeper into my ass. I gasped and moaned and panted haltingly for air as my body shuddered in orgasm again.
When he was done and the last of his cum was seeping from his cock, he collapsed on top of me and I crashed to the bed. He was panting into my hair next to my ear. "You are... anally... orgasmic, too?"
I didn't know, of course. I never even knew of such a thing. I would later come to understand how many nerve endings existed in the anal passage as well as the vaginal and that they were connected which is what would make double penetration so much more.
"I... guess... so... sir," I gasped with a deep gasps.
He rolled to the side and pulled me with him. His cock still in my ass, he pulled me tightly to his front as a hand stroked over my body from tit to my very wet cunt. "How many men have you fucked, Jennifer?"
"Different men, sir?" I felt his nod next to my head. "A half dozen, maybe eight."
"I would have expected more."
I shook my head. "He was just beginning to share me and I was right in being nervous about strangers, as it turned out," I added.
His fingers pinched and rolled my clit. He was keeping me highly aroused. I knew Jake was next to fuck my ass. "How many times would you guess you've been fucked?"
I thought about that. I had experimented and explored what sex was. In truth, though, that journey had been halting and sporadic. The last boyfriend was the most active but in exploring his interests more than consideration of my needs. I might not know the exact number, but I knew the answer. "Guessing the number isn't important, sir. What I am sure of, though, is that you and Jake have already surpassed whatever number it might be." I pressed his hand between my thighs and against my cunt. One of the fingers easily slipped inside. "I know I am inexperienced, sir. What I know, sir, is that I love to be fucked by you. I love your cock in my hands, lips, mouth, cunt, and... now my ass. You only need to direct me and I will devote myself to it."
He kissed my shoulder. "I knew I made the right choice in you, Jennifer. You have a high capacity for fucking and an eagerness that I desired for my slut." He slapped my ass. "Now, go give your ass to Jake before he leaves for the weekend."
Reluctantly, I moved away from him and felt his cock inch from my clasping ass. I turned on the bed and began licking and sucking his semi-hard cock clean. There was a different taste there but I pushed that source from my mind and devoted my simple effort to the task of cleaning his wonderful cock. I smiled down at him for a moment. Mr. McMaster. I no longer even wondered what his first name might be. Our eyes met and something powerful welled up inside me. He was my center, my anchor, my... life. It was comforting. I smiled broadly at him as I cupped a tit before I turned and bounced from the bedroom and through his sitting room in search of Jake.
I found him in the family room having a drink. His pants were off and he was stroking his hard, black, big cock. I didn't need lubrication this time. My ass was full of cum.
* * * *
The weekend was as Mr. McMaster had said: it was relaxed and we enjoyed each other. Yes, my role was to pleasure him but he continued to reinforce that deriving my own pleasure from it was good. And, I do get pleasure from him. A lot of pleasure.
He took me shopping again Saturday afternoon. There were more outrageous outfits (at least, outrageous by my former standards) but also some slightly less outrageous dresses. He also bought me some lingerie: baby doll and floor length sheer and exposing nightgowns. Since I was to be naked at all times in the house, I wasn't sure when they would be used but I didn't need to understand, just accept. More thigh-high stockings and shoes. The car was filling up.
When he stopped outside a jewelry store, I looked at him surprised. Everything so far had been outfits to expose and flaunt me. Jewelry? He only smiled and opened his door. I smiled back. My very short skirt I was at my hips as I swung my legs out from the low riding sports car. There weren't many people around to see but I knew my cunt was exposed. Yes, I was without panties or thong.
I followed Mr. McMaster into the store as he walked directly to a salesman standing behind one of the glass counters. "Are they ready, Jason?" Jason regarded me quickly from head to the bottom of my short skirt. There was a knowing smile of some sort on his face. Then he reached below and returned with three shallow boxes, all the same size. He removed the tops of each to reveal three chokers: white leather, black leather, and one jeweled. Each had a silver medallion attached to the front. Mr. McMaster moved to the side, "For you, Jennifer."
I looked at him in surprise as I stepped closer. Something was engraved on the medallions but my mind was working through being given a gift to wear. "I... don't know how to choose, sir."
He chuckled, "You don't. They are all yours. You will wear one at all times. The black one, I am assured, is a material that is water proof." Jason nodded.
I lifted the box with the white choker and immediately saw what was engraved as my eyes focused. SLUT. I looked from it to Jason and understood the earlier expression on his face. I blushed deeply. At some level, this stranger understood my relationship with Mr. McMaster. But I smiled and it wasn't forced. Despite my deep blush I was proud in the act of being identified. Mr. McMaster fully accepted me. I put the box back down on the glass counter and threw my arms around him. I kissed him hard in the store and he chuckled. His hand grasped my ass barely covered with my arms around his neck. I pressed my hips into his and felt his cock underneath stir.
"Thank you, sir!" I turned and picked up each of the boxes in turn to gaze upon each separately. In my mind, I was already settling on when each would be worn: the jeweled obviously for formal; the white for times during the day with Mr. McMaster; and, the black for normal activity, training, and swimming and... a flush surged through me... for very... active times. My face almost hurt from the smile there. I lifted the white one from the box and held it to him. "Please, sir..."
When he clasped the back, it fit snugly. I toyed with the medallion on the front knowing what it said and what it represented. I looked at Jason and smiled as I turned to again to kiss Mr. McMaster.
That evening when he took me to a nice restaurant for dinner wearing one of the less outrageous dresses, I proudly wore the jeweled choker with small diamonds under the single word telling anyone who came close enough to see exactly what I was.
* * * *
I was Mr. McMaster's alarm Monday morning. I woke him for his day at the office by gently sucking his cock. I could tell by his breathing and body that despite his moans his mind was dreaming. He fully woke with his hand on my head as his cock began to pulse. I pushed my mouth down harder to my throat but I began to instinctively gag. I pulled back to focus instead on his climax in my mouth.
I washed him in the shower. He fucked me against the glass wall of the shower and I again sucked his cock clean before washing it, again. While he completed his morning ritual of shaving and dressing I went to the kitchen after quickly drying myself to make him breakfast.
I was humming to myself. I wasn't even aware of the tune. It wasn't significant. I was just so happy. My first real day of life with Mr. McMaster. Yes, there had been days with him but they were weekends. This day was different as it reflected my being here as part of his real life. As it was, I didn't even notice Jake arriving through the front door. Of course, he would have access to the entire house. I first felt his hands on my tits as he pressed up against me. I playfully swatted his hands. "Sit," I said playfully and another face full of smile. "There is plenty for both of you."
"Yes, there is," Jake responded as he tweaked the nipples, "these D-cups attract attention and beg to be played with." I giggled.
I turned to get Jake some coffee. He grabbed my tit, again, as I set it on the table before him. I smiled as I stepped back. Naked and available. A new flush coursed through me as I turned to fill a plate for him. Just then, Mr. McMaster arrived dressed in a fine business suit. I quickly dished up another plate and another cup of coffee. I then stood near the counter to try to anticipate any need either of them might have.
"What's the plan today, Jake?"
"Do you require me today?" he asked. Mr. McMaster shook his head as he took a fork of scrambled eggs with chopped onion and pepper mixed in. "Then, we will begin with establishing a fitness routine and acquainting her more fully with the house and yard."
I watched as Mr. McMaster nodded. Then, he calmly added, "Deep throat. There must be a way for her to learn that."
I watched quietly but I blushed and flushed at the same time. They so casually talked about me, my body, and how I could be used. Deep throat. It seemed impossible to avoid gagging but I knew it was a real thing.
Jake wasted no time. He led me through the house and pointed out tasks as we went. I followed behind naked but every time we stopped in a room he pulled a nipple, groped a tit, or stroked my ass. Although a cleaning service came once a week for a good cleaning, it would be my responsibility to maintain an orderly house otherwise. That included making beds, wiping down bathrooms, tidying any room used, and everything in the kitchen.
He led me outside. It would take a while to fully get used to being naked outside in the yard but I could quickly see that it was quite private. There was a yard service that took care of the lawn, gardens, and pool, but he encouraged me to care for some gardens or start another if I was interested. He took me over to the pool and told me to jump in. He wanted to see how well I swam.
The pool was eight-feet deep at the deep end where we were so I dove in, glided under water before coming to the surface with my first stroke. It had been a while since I had done much swimming but it came back quickly. After several laps, he had me get out. I stood dripping with water, drops forming and dropping from my nipples.
"Good," he said handing me a towel from a nearby cabinet. "Make it a routine for your days. Not necessary every day but many of them during the week. After you've taken care of your chores we'll see how you do in the exercise room."
I rushed through the bedrooms to put them in order. I stripped the sheets from Mr. McMaster's bed when I discovered a large wet spot from our fucking. I would wash them later and remake the bed. There must be a linen closet around somewhere, I thought.
When I bounced downstairs to rejoin Jake, I was still wearing the black choker. I found him on his cell phone at the kitchen table with the last of the coffee. While he was busy with that, I made notes to myself as I checked the refrigerator, freezer, and pantry. Responsible for dinners now, I needed to begin planning meals for the week and having the right supplies on hand. I started lists in the Notes app on the smartphone Mr. McMaster provided me. I expected very few calls, of course, except from Mr. McMaster and Jake, but the available apps provided good tools for organization. The Map app would also be invaluable in guiding me to stores and shops in this part of the city where I had no past experience.



In the fitness room, Jake ran me through a wide variety of routines using free weights, resistance machines, and cardio machines. He said this wasn't a purposeful workout as such but to establish appropriate starting points for tracking and establishing effective short and long-term goals. It felt like a workout to me since most of my visits to a gym involved random exercises lacking much structure. I noted that he frequently stepped back to watch my body as I went through the routines and machines. My tits seemed as active as I felt, bouncing, hanging, and swaying with the various motions of the exercises. It was also not lost on me that the weight bench, squat machine, etc. had my legs spread and my cunt exposed.
Even with the time spent being a sort of introduction to what I was going to be doing on my own or under his guidance, I was learning a lot. It was clear they had very high goals regarding my fitness and general body. In the gym, you see a lot of people lifting as much weight as they can. Jake explained how that isn't necessarily the best way unless the only goal is to build massive muscles, but even then there is a higher potential for strain and injury. He guided me through slow and controlled motions which allowed reduced weight involvement.
The session ended that first day with me sucking his cock. I had followed his workout instructions with deliberation and focus and all of it had been while completely naked while he was dressed. It had been very arousing for me. There were many times when my nudity was forgotten by me only to find his eyes riveted on my parted cunt when my legs were parted. When merely being naked wasn't enough for me to be aware of the fact, he lightly touched my tits or butt to remind me. That was something both men routinely did and it had a very erotic effect of keeping me aware of my nudity and availability.
As I sucked his cock diligently, "Take me deeper," he said.
I tried. I pushed my head and mouth over his big, black cock as one hand held it at the base. As soon as the head entered my throat, however, the gag reflex took over. I pulled back and licked the saliva off his cock before looking up into his face.
"I want to, sir," I meekly said, "I just don't seem to be able resist the gagging." My face must have reflected the disappointment I felt because he gently stroked the side of my face.
"It's okay, Jennifer. Deep throat is something you need to learn, however." I was stroking his hard cock. I kissed the bulbous head. "That is something I cannot teach you, though. Go online to find how to manage it and practice." He chuckled, "We'll give you all the practice you need." I smiled back to him. I bet they would.
* * * *
"How was your day, Jennifer?" Mr. McMaster entered into the kitchen where I was busy putting together dinner. I wiped my hands, turned and gave him a big kiss to welcome him to his home.
"I should be asking you how your day was, sir," I began with excitement at his arrival. "But, since you asked," I continued enthusiastically, "it was wonderful. Jake is quite the task master in the fitness room, isn't he?" He nodded and smiled as he watched me. "He showed me everything I should take care of. I hope you approve of how I completed everything. I have dinner finishing." I paused. "What else... oh, yes... he gave me homework, too."
He looked at me with a rye smile, "Homework?"
I giggled, "Yes, sir. Deep throat. I gag every time I try and he doesn't know so he told me to do an internet search to find out how. He did offer to give me plenty of practice." He laughed. "Actually, sir, he said you both would give me plenty of practice." He laughed more.
I had one place setting ready in the dining room as it had been my recent practice on my weekend visits to serve him and eat by myself later. "This isn't going to work, Jennifer," indicating the single setting. "You live here, now. You may be my submissive but you are also my intimate companion. When it is just us or with Jake, I want you to eat, too." He was seated at the head of the table sipping the wine I had poured and watched me as I rushed to get another place setting. The smile on my face was huge because he wanted my company. "I just decided something else, Jennifer." I stood still, waiting. "I am changing the nudity in the house rule." I raised my eyebrows. The first day and he was making changes and it was to my nudity? "I want dinner to be a moment of change in the normal routine. Wear something but it should still expose your body. A sheer negligee, lingerie of some kind. High heels, stockings. Erotic, sexy, and exposed."
He flicked his head toward the stairs. I smiled and ran out of the dining room and up the stairs. I couldn't believe it. Already, he was showing me I could expect things to change, that nothing could be considered to be constant. I hurried into the master bedroom and my closet. Was this the reason for him buying those negligees when I didn't see when they would be worn? This was so new and so exciting. How do I dress this way? I had no prior experience. I selected a very sheer white baby doll negligee, sheer white thigh-high stockings and high heels. I looked at myself in the mirror and easily made the decision to leave the matching sheer thong off.
"Yes, perfect," he exclaimed as I re-entered the dining room. I beamed at him.
Later that evening, I was bent over a laptop at the kitchen table when he came in asking if the online semester was starting or what else had my attention. "Deep throat, sir," I replied without looking up. "Amazing what you can find on the internet. I found several sources of women describing how they managed to take cock into their throat." I looked at him with a blush, "Jake's right. I will need a lot of practice."
He smiled, closed the laptop, and took me by the hand and led me upstairs. Practice wasn't on his mind, though. Fucking was.
* * * *
The next morning, Jake was needed somewhere so I was on my own. I quickly completed my chores, then hurried upstairs to 'practice' with sucking a dildo. First, I inserted the egg shaped vibrator with the antenna and set the remote to a nice buzz. The dildo I selected was quite a bit smaller in thickness than either of their cocks so it seemed to be a good way to begin. I had learned some interesting tips. Now, to see if I could put them into effect:
• The gag reflex: There is no avoiding it so just try to be calm, pause, and hold it as long as possible. Eventually, you'll get used to it and be able to suppress it.
• Persistence: When it hits the beginning of your throat, it is normal to feel some resistance. Persistence will allow you to take it deeper and deeper. You don't need to hold it in your throat for too long to be effective.
• Breathing: Remember to breath. Don't get lost in the process of having a large object in your throat. Relax and take your time and maintain normal breathing. There is a point with the cock in your throat when the nasal passage is still open. Pull the cock back to the mouth or use the nasal passage.
• Practice: I think I am going to enjoy this part. Go slowly through each stage to help progressing to the where you are comfortable and confident. Breathing and comfort is critical before having a cock scum directly down your throat.
It all sounded so simple and straightforward when reading it. It wasn't, of course. With my cunt buzzing from the vibrator and the dildo making steady progress into my mouth and throat, I stopped to add a plug into my ass. I quickly became consumed with thoughts of double penetration by the men and even all three holes being used at once. I knew it was a thing: air-tight. I was sure it was in my future and those thoughts spurred me.
"Look at you," Jake's voice came from the doorway. After several sessions during the day, I was so aroused by the task given to me that I had fixed the dildo to the small coffee table in the sitting area of the master suite and was bent over it moving my mouth up and down the shaft. My ass was pointed to the doorway and the sparkly end of the plug in my ass and antenna in my cunt were plain to see. I pulled my mouth from the dildo and turned to him while remaining on my knees.
"I'm getting it deeper, sir," I exclaimed excitedly. Already I felt no embarrassment at being caught with toys in my body and my mouth over a dildo. It was why I was there, I rationalized.
"When was the last time you had an orgasm, Jennifer?" Time had slipped by me in my focus of accomplishing the task given to me. I wasn't even sure what time it was at that moment. I shrugged. It had been a while since I managed an orgasm with the toys. He smiled. It had to still be strange to him to have a naked woman stuffed with toys. "Let's take care of that, first. Then, you can show me what you've learned." I was committed to being a worthy slut. This was their commitment to me, though, to manage and regulate my sexual needs. A good slut not only enjoys sex but desires it and a steady diet of orgasms sets the expectation of the body for more. They made sure I got regular releases but I used each time to hone some element of skill in the process.
I popped to my feet, spread my legs and squatted just a bit to remove and drop the toys to the floor. I looked around for the remote to turn the egg off, then took his hand to lead him down the hallway to one of the guest rooms.
I assisted him in removing his clothes before kneeling in front of him to suck his cock hard. As I licked my saliva from his cock, I looked up his dark, muscled body. "How do you want me, sir?"
He didn't answer but climbed onto the bed and lay on his back. I smiled as I followed him, crawled over his body to raise his cock and slowly settle down it until I was sitting on his thighs. I released a long sigh and moan as his cock steadily filled my cunt. I rose and fell on his cock, slowly building a stronger and faster tempo until I was bouncing on him with his cock ramming deep into me. I gazed down at him and saw the smile on his face, his eyes enjoying my big breasts dancing crazily on my chest. He finally grasped them in his powerful hands and moaned in response.
I felt an orgasm rushing and looked down at him. He only smiled. Then, "Do it, Jennifer. Cum on my cock. Wash my cock in your warm juices." At the same time, he took both my nipples in his fingers. He twisted and pulled on them. I gasped and flinched. Pleasure and pain. My orgasm hit and I cried out. I didn't stop fucking him, though. I wanted him to cum. I wanted him to fill my cunt with his cum.
He rolled us. I was suddenly on my back and he was settling himself between my splayed thighs and began aggressively thrusting his big cock into me. I raised my head to peer down my body, between my bouncing tits to see his magnificent pole going in and out of my cunt. My head dropped back to the bed as I felt another orgasm rising within me. I squeezed my cunt around his impaling rod, desperate to feel his seed fill me. Just as my second orgasm broke over me I felt his cock jerk inside. I cried out in orgasmic release and joy at sharing this one with Jake.
* * * *
"How was your day, Jennifer?" I turned from my efforts at the kitchen counter and rushed to greet Mr. McMaster. I hadn't even heard him enter the house from the garage. "Is this what you are wearing for dinner tonight, dear?"
I was dressed in the white choker around my neck, white thigh-high stockings, and white high heels. I giggled. How I loved the way he took pleasure in viewing my body. "Partially, sir. I will put on a sheer white floor-length negligee." He smiled and nodded. He was fingering my erect nipples. "My day was very good, sir, but how was yours?"
"Mine was another day at the office. But, why was yours very good?"
I smiled and gave him a very passionate kiss. "Later, sir. After dinner I have something to show you." He patted my bare ass and I returned to the counter to finish the final touches to dinner.
The dining room table was already set. After I placed all the serving dishes on the table, I rushed upstairs to slip on the negligee. I loved this one. It tied below the tits so every step parted the gown to reveal my lower body underneath.
After dinner and after I had cleaned up in the kitchen, I found Mr. McMaster in the family room watching a segment on CNN. I stood slightly to the side so I wouldn't block his view of the large flat-screen TV. He indicated for me to sit next to him. When I sat, the gown parted to each side so my lower body was fully exposed. I sat with knees parted as he liked. It made it easier to access my cunt with his fingers. There was no waiting for that, either. I sighed at the touch of his fingers along my cunt lips.
He turned from the TV to me. "You are a marvel, Jennifer. How is it your cunt always seems to be wet when I want to touch or use you?" he asked in seriousness.
I smiled and parted my knees further. "The thought of you, sir," I honestly replied. "Yes," I continued after the thought came to me, "Jake, too. But mostly you, sir. The thought of maybe being used by you, to be able to serve and pleasure you. It is very arousing and stimulating for me. I believe you... and Jake... will provide me with the orgasms I desire as I am pleasuring you. I realize, sir, that I have become physically and emotionally devoted to you in every way you might desire. That is a strong stimulant, sir."
He shifted and slid a finger along my slit until it came to my hole. It slid inside easily. My responsive sigh welcomed the penetration.
"So, tell me, dear. You said earlier that you had something to show me," he reminded me.
I giggled. How silly, but it was an honest reaction. "I need to suck you cock, sir. May I?"
His finger slipped out of my cunt as he moved to open his belt and slacks. I shifted to the floor while being careful not to kneel on the negligee. I tugged his slacks and boxers from his hips to expose the wonderful cock I find myself devoted to.
I looked up at his face, mine being lit with unrestrained excitement. "Watch, sir." A smile spread over his face at my excitement.
It seemed to take little time by kissing and licking his long cock for it to become hard in my hands and against my lips. I raised higher to take the head between my lips. I sucked the head and twirled my tongue over it. I slowly took more and more of the cock into my mouth. I moved my mouth up and down over it, sucking hard each time I raised my mouth to the head. When I pressed down and the head just entered my throat, there was no panic in my action.
He noticed. "Jennifer... good," he gasped.
I held up a finger for him to wait. He stroked my cheek. I pressed down further and took more of his cock into my throat. I repeated all the hints and advice I had found and relied on the practice I had devoted myself to. I passed by the gag reflex and deeper, raising my head to open the nasal passage for air, and pressing down further. Soon, very soon, my nose was pressed into his pelvis with his cock fully in my throat at which point I flexed my throat around it.
"Ohhhh... GGOOOODDDDDDD," came his exclamation.
I wanted to smile at the response but a throat full of big cock made that impossible.
As he eventually began to climax, I could feel the pulse and swell and twitch deep in my throat. I pulled up just in time for the first spurt of cum to fill my mouth. I quickly swallowed knowing more was following.
After sucking the last of his cum, I licked and sucked his cock clean.
"My God, Jennifer," he said with wonder. "How... so quickly..."
I crawled up next to him on the couch and cuddled into his side as my hand softly stroked his softening cock. "I am yours, sir," came my reply with my head resting on his shoulder. I wondered if there could be a greater sense of pride than what I felt. He had given me a task, a skill to develop that would please him and he was pleased with my accomplishment. I knew he would fuck me later. For the moment, though, the feeling I received by successfully deep-throating him to climax was tempering my own sexual desires. All the fucking and orgasms with toys led to this physical reaction from me. I thought I had a high sex drive before I met Mr. McMaster. That was only a high enjoyment of sex. All that fucking and use of my body, I was learning, was to create a physical need for more. It was no longer just that I enjoyed fucking, but that I desired fucking and anticipated the next time. It kept my cunt wet and ready and my attitude focused.
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CHAPTER 6: ORGASMS
It seemed impossible that I had been living with and serving Mr. McMaster and his household manager and personal aid, Jake, for weeks, already. It all still seemed so marvelously new and exciting. The feeling of still being new was the real surprising part. The feeling of newness, anticipation, and constant excitement caused me to believe it would always be this way. Mr. McMaster created a place that was perfect for me. I never doubted my new life would be filled with excitement in the service of Mr. McMaster. He had offered me this life as a control over the downward spirally life he found me in with a combination of my submissive personality that led me into abusive relationships and a sex drive that pushed me toward men who would take advantage of me.
Mr. McMaster's offer of control and safety was in exchange for my willing submission to him by relinquishing control of my body and life while serving him. I quit my job and left my other life eagerly and willingly and without looking back. There had been no conflict to come to that decision. I had become a submissive receiving a steady diet of sexual release. With Mr. McMaster, I was cared for, had responsibility in the household, and the promise of orgasmic pleasures of my own while always being available for satisfying their own pleasure desires.
I smiled as I performed my various chores around the massive house while remembering how lucky I was to have encountered Mr. McMaster. Of course, his offer to help me wasn't altruistic. A warm flush rushed through my naked body. Both Mr. McMaster and Jake freely fucked me, which was why I was always naked in the house. I had been a desperate submissive floundering in a life without direction or focus. I was being transformed into an eager and willing submissive slut anxious to perform anything they desired of me. Even when times of my own sexual desires rose within me, the predictable result of so much use of my body, I knew I would be given relief in time. And, I always had my toys.
"Jennifer," came Mr. McMaster's voice. I had been straightening up the family room while he was upstairs preparing for his day at the office. I turned to find him standing in his tailored suit. My heart fluttered. He was really a very handsome black man of 42 whose presence oozed the authority and power that his position as CEO of a major corporation provided him.
I dropped what I was doing and quickly walked to him. His first action was to take a bare nipple between his fingers. Both nipples immediately hardened into tight nubs. Being so casually touched by either him or Jake was part of my experience. I loved that I was theirs to use. His second action was to slide a hand down my naked body to my groin. My legs were never together. My cunt was always available to them and his finger slid through my cunt lips and sank into my hole. He drove his finger to the last knuckle before withdrawing it and bring it to my lips. I opened my lips and sucked it clean with a smile curling on my mouth.
"A wet cunt with cum inside it. Just the way you should be," he said with a smile.
"Or my ass, sir," I responded. He chuckled and nodded. He pulled me into a warm embrace and kissed the top of my head. I grabbed his briefcase and walked him to the door to the three-car garage, his hand on my bare butt.
As he stepped into the garage and pressed the button to raise one of the doors, he turned back to me. "There will be a large package arriving today, dear. Jake has commitments during parts of the day. Remember, I don't want you to answer the door unless he is here."
I nodded. "Yes, sir." Despite living in a gated community, his concern for my safety being naked was an example of why I so easily devoted myself to him.
* * * *
I was completing my daily chores when Jake arrived late morning. He found me in the master bathroom wiping the double-sink counter and massive mirror behind it. I was stretched out over the counter to reach up the mirror and to the top of it by bracing with one hand on the counter surface.
"I love the sparkle of that plug in your ass," came Jake's voice from behind. I turned my head just enough to see in the reflection in the mirror that Jake was leaning against the doorframe, an easy smile on his face. My legs had been spread and apparently the jeweled end of the butt plug I was using was shown. I also knew my tits were swinging as I wiped the mirror. I turned to him to give him my full attention and his gaze dropped to my pussy. "And a vibrator in your cunt," he commented at seeing the pink antenna of my Lush vibrator.
I stepped to him and gave him a kiss, a very frequent occurrence since I knew their hands would roam over my naked body. "Yes, sir," I replied, "it's been four hours since Mr. McMaster left for the office and your absence ..." I let the rest die as the implication was clear. They had accustomed my body to frequent orgasms and there appeared to be no abatement in my future.
"When was your last induced orgasm, Jennifer?" he asked matter-of-factly.
"About an hour ago, sir," I equally matter-of-factly responded. "I stopped to use that big black cock vibrating dildo but only managed a small one." He was fingering my nipples as I responded.
He tugged me to the door by my nipple. I tossed the cleaning cloth to the counter as I followed him into the master suite. "Let's remedy that, first," he commented as if it wasn't already apparent to me as I was led by my nipple out to the hallway. My entire body soared with arousal. Even the current setting of the vibrating toy in my cunt couldn't match the anticipation of being fucked by his big cock. These two men had the most wonderful cocks.
He released my nipple in the hallway and he began tugging his polo shirt up his body. I followed behind knowing we were headed to one of the guest bedrooms at the other end of the upstairs where he would fuck me. I watched with increasing arousal as his shirt was pulled up and over his head as his muscled back was exposed more and more. Mr. McMaster was in good shape but it was Jake who provided training for him and me and Jake's body was perhaps the improbable goal he set. Jake was a good task master in the exercise room and I had already dropped body fat as I added muscle.
I walked past Jake in the guest room he chose as he continued to remove his clothes. I turned down the king-sized bed so I would only need to wash the bottom sheet. When I turned back to him, he was pushing his boxers down his legs. His long black cock hung between his legs but the rest of his body was as impressive and my eyes quickly roamed over it as I moved to him and dropped to my knees before him.
I grasped his semi-hard cock and immediately began kissing and licking the shaft from base to head which I kissed before taking into my mouth. I slowly stroked the shaft as I tongued and sucked the head. I was already floating into the lust zone where only these cocks existed. This cock would quickly turn into 12-inches of fuck meat for one of my holes and bringing it to climax and my own orgasm along the way became my sole focus.
With a hard black cock in my fingers and at my lips, I raised my eyes up at him. "How would you like to fuck me, sir?"
He wanted me on my back. I knew that would merely be the beginning. I scrambled to the center of the bed and flung my legs wide for him. He pulled the still vibrating toy from my cunt but left the middle-sized plug in my ass. It would increase the effect for both of us.
He leaned over me, his rod prodding around my cunt, and kissed and teased me. "What are you, Jennifer?"
"A slut," I gasped as the head of his cock bumped along my cunt lips. "I am Mr. McMaster's slut ... your slut ..." I moaned as the head of his cock bumped at my hole. The head just entered my hole but stayed just inside like it was goading me. My cunt clenched as if to suck more inside but it stayed where it was.
"What do you need, Jennifer?" he continued while ignoring my built-up desperation.
"Orgasms, sir! I am your slut and a good slut gives and needs orgasms. I need big black cock. I need your big black cock. I need to be fucked by your cocks. I need to orgasm on your cocks! I need your cocks in any of my holes. God, sir ... I love your cocks fucking me! As your slut, I am ready to be used however you desire!"
My body was shivering with need, desire, and lust. Mr. McMaster had my devotion from the start and simply fucked me with caring or domination. Jake ... Jake stoked ever increasing lust on top of my ever-present need. While I willingly gave my body and soul to Mr. McMaster, it was Jake who took my physical need for orgasmic release, fueled it with increasing sexual experiences, and mixed it with pure lust.
"You want my cock?" he asked and I gasped a yes. "How should I fuck you with it, slut?" he continued teasing me.
"That's ... that's up to you ... sir," I gasped. The cock just stayed there with just the head inside. I was desperate for more, for more to fuck me. "I'm ... I'm your slut ... sir. You ... you fuck me how ... how you want."
A nasty smile formed on his lips as he slipped only one inch more into me. I resisted moving myself, to penetrate myself on his pole. I had given myself to their control but it took supreme effort sometimes to wait. "Tell me. How do you want it."
"HARD!" I exclaimed, finally, at his insistence. "HARD ... fuck me hard. Pound me. Make me scream. Make me wash your cock with my cream. Give me your seed!"
The remaining nine or ten inches of cock slammed powerfully into my wet, clenching cunt. I cried out from the suddenness of it. I cried out from the wonderfulness of it. He braced himself and pommeled me with his hard, thick rod. He quickly pulled it back and slammed it back in, again and again, faster and faster. He paused and I seemed to be able to catch my breath. He paused, though, to grab my ankles and place them over his shoulders before leaning over me, folding me onto myself, and regaining his powerful fucking.
My first orgasm sent my tightly constrained body into quaking, my cunt spasming around the cock, and my juices washing his cock that continued driving in and out with relentless certainty.
Suddenly, his cock was gone. My cunt was empty. I felt my cunt clenching around emptiness. My legs were released and his powerful hands and arms flipped me over and raised my ass in the air onto my knees. My face and chest remained on the bed. His cock slammed back into my gaping cunt, fully, deeply, balls-deep to the end of my cunt. He fucked me that way for many minutes before again pulling out. This time I felt my ass cheeks pulled apart and the plug being abruptly pulled out of my ass. His cock quickly replaced it, piercing my open asshole, and driving his cock, covered in my orgasmic juices, deep into my ass. I cried out, again. I came, again, with his cock pounding my ass where his cum filled me.
I had resumed my cleaning chores in the master bath, stripping two beds for washing the sheets, and preparing and sharing a lunch with Jake. Feeling cum and my own juices leaking from my holes was now natural, as was cleaning any chairs I sat on until the leaking stopped. Remaining naked with only a collar with one or both of my holes filled with cum while they were clothed continued to be erotic. As it was when the doorbell chimed.
Jake was present and I heard his footsteps approaching from deeper in the house. I waited. It chimed, again. He checked outside and found it to be the delivery Mr. McMaster was expecting. Jake stepped aside so he would be behind the door and indicated for me to answer it. I was used to being naked around them but exposed to a stranger was still taking some adjustment. I didn't hesitate, however much I was nervous.
I opened the door. "Delivery ..." and he abruptly stopped at seeing me. "Uhmm ... ah ... delivery ... you need to sign ... umm, please."
He placed a small tablet on top of the large box he held with both hands. I stepped forward. Being even closer to him, merely the space of the box away from him as I scribbled a shaky signature with my finger. I was very aware that the small medallion with 'slut' on it was around my neck in front of his eyes. I looked up at him as I took the box, only twenty-some pounds despite the size, and found his gaze moving from my exposed tits to the medallion. I thank him as he numbly stepped back and stumbling off the single step to the sidewalk.
I turned with the box and Jake closed the door behind me. My heart was racing. My nipples were hard and my cunt flooding, again. I looked at Jake and gasped, "I think I need to be fucked, again, sir."
"No," he replied. No? I gazed at him as if not believing what I heard. I was the slut and didn't expect to demand anything but ... they had always fucked me when I needed it and even when I didn't. "Bring the box to the exercise room." He walked ahead. I hesitated a moment but quickly recovered and followed with the plain, cardboard box pressed into my tits.
The exercise room was filled with a variety of machines, free-weights, and kettle bells. The entire floor was covered in a rubberized surface and the ceiling higher, as it was an addition to the original construction behind the garage. Jake extracted a folding knife and slit the tape to reveal another box inside. That box was emblazoned with the company name, Sybian. He slit the taping on that box and extracted the contents, spreading them out on the floor.
"This is for you, Jennifer," he casually stated as if it contained a vacuum cleaner instead of a machine to induce orgasms. "Mr. McMaster and I agreed your training is special and requires special consideration. He promised you would experience frequent orgasms but our schedules have sometimes left you alone too long. You have never complained but we have seen the growing need within you at times as your body has adjusted to the increased stimulation and use. Mr. McMaster doesn't break promises, Jennifer. This is for you to fill-in the gaps when you need it." He chuckled when he saw my intentional gaze on the parts spread on the floor. "Being naked in front of that delivery guy really got you charged, didn't it?"
I nodded. I sank to my knees and began fingering the various attachments. I was holding a vaginal penetrator with clitoral stimulator and a sleeve attachment that enlarged the dildo portion. I do like big cocks.
"Let's get this assembled before you start using just the parts," he said with hearty laugh.
I read him the assembly instructions and I looked at the descriptions of the various attachments. The contents also included DVDs for various uses. That was when I spotted an attachment with two dildos. I figured it would be wise to start with the vaginal first before moving to double penetration on the Sybian.
Jake had it assembled with the attachment of the large cock sleeve. He used the remote and set it for vibration and slowly turned the intensity up. As we watched, it went from a buzz to a visible vibration. He lowered the vibration a bit and added the wobble. The damn thing wasn't just vibrating but went into a crazy wobble. I was mesmerized for a moment before looking at Jake who was intently watching me with a sly, knowing smile.
Before I could even say anything, he was unscrewing the cap for the lubrication provided. "I have to see you on this thing," he blurted out.
I wasn't arguing with him. I was fidgeting with impatience as he applied the lube to the dildo after I turned the remote off. When he finished with the preparation, I swung my leg over the half-barrel shaped machine and aligned the dildo to my cunt hole. I sighed as I sat over it. It might be the large attachment and it was thick but not as long as Jake or Mr. McMaster's cocks. None the less, it fill me really well in thickness.
Jake had control of the remote and I nodded to him. He turned the vibration on to low and then up to medium. I closed my eyes and smiled. Yes, that was good and the vibration was somehow different than other vibrators I had for use. Then, the vibration stopped and I opened my eyes. Jake was busy with the remote and suddenly the wobble began. Damn ... the thing swung around inside my cunt bumping into every wall of my cunt including my g-spot. While the wobble continued, Jake turned the vibation back on. The combination was amazing. Nerve endings throughout my cunt were being triggered. I was quickly moaning.
Then, Jake's voice cut through the increasing stimulation and pleasure, "Lean forward."
I did as he directed and my clit pressed onto the formed bump especially designed to stimulate the clit. With everything else going on inside my cunt, this vibrating stimulation directly on my clit sent me rocketing. Jake began pulling and twisting my nipples and soon it was too much. I orgasmed. I cried it out. The machine, though, continued. It was just a machine and Jake had the remote. I was gasping and moaning. I tried to focus and found Jake ten feet away sitting on one of the weight benches pressing buttons, increasing and decreasing vibration and wobble.
"Don't you dare get off that, slut," he said. It was an order but his face was full of mischief. It didn't matter what his face indicated, he gave me a command and I was fully committed and dedicated to being their slut ... their fully submissive slut. I stayed where I was with the machine not stopping, intensity varying and combinations of vibration and wobble changing, but the machine continued. And I continued to orgasm ... and orgasm.
It seemed like forever before that the machine stopped and then some moments before my body could register it. The stimulation and orgasms were so consuming that my cunt and clit were still buzzing and throbbing. When it finally registered that the machine had stopped, I fell to the side, the dildo sliding from my over-stimulated cunt, the top of the machine drenched in my juices.
Jake gently picked me up off the floor and I curled in his arms as he carried me to the whirlpool. He set me onto a chair, stripped himself, and walked me into the pool. Sitting in the water, he turned me away from him, lifted me, and settled my over-stimulated cunt over his 12-inch cock.
I sighed and leaned back against his massive chest as his hands found my breast and stroked down my stomach. I thought he was going to fuck me but he didn't move. He simply embraced me, holding me securely and caringly in his arms with his cock as an anchor for me. Even as well-used as my cunt was, the feeling of his cock inside was deliciously comforting.
* * * *
"Has she used it, yet?" Mr. McMaster asked Jake who was staying for dinner. I was in the kitchen putting the finishing touches to the dinner.
"Ohhh, yeah," Jake responded. "She might be kind of tired. I had her stay on it for quite a while. I controlled the remote and both of us lost track of how many orgasms she went through." He laughed, "It seemed like the orgasms were just coming on top of each other."
Mr. McMaster nodded thoughtfully. "So, it will be a partial substitute? Good."
"I know your intention was to challenge her to increase her capacity for fucking," Jake said, "and I think she might already be there. What are we aiming for?"
It was a good question. What was his intentional goal? He had given Jake the challenge of turning her into a model slut but he really had no comparison to use for what that was. He simply shrugged at Jake. "You know I am making this up. She professes to be our submissive slut. I am curious what the means."
Jake laughed. "You want to know what that means? I honestly believe, without any question, that Jennifer will do anything asked of her. And,, she will do it for as long as required, especially if you are requiring it."
"So," he responded thoughtfully, "I ... we ... best be careful about that."



* * * *
At one time, I had indicated to Mr. McMaster that I would serve him dinner and eat later. That didn't last long. It turned out Mr. McMaster desire my company far beyond just the sexual. He encouraged me to dress (in my own style) for dinner. Usually, that was some combination of sheer negligee, stockings, and heels. The night when the Sybian arrived, though, I was feeling especially slutty. I sat at dinner with him and Jake wearing only my collar, thigh-high stockings, and heels. Both men seemed to enjoy it just fine.
"Sir," I excitedly began after we had begun eating, "thank you for the gift. It's ... ummm ... wow!"
Jake laughed. "Hell, girl, you were a non-stop orgasm on that thing," he said.
Mr. McMaster laughed, too. Then he reached across the corner of the table where I always sat and softly rubbed my nipple with the back of his finger. I watched his black finger against my white breast and nipple. No matter how comfortable I might get being naked with them, those casual, open touches to an intimate part of me were constant reminders of my nakedness and what my nakedness meant for them.
"I made you a promise, Jennifer. I promised you sexual experiences you had sought and to keep you safe while having them. I required your submission in return which was also a need of your for without proper control you floundered. You have given me ... us ... everything. I had wished to challenge your capacity for sex and you have responded. Your continued acceptance of more has created a deeper hunger within you and there have been times, unfortunately, and I should have seen that in advance, when we, one of us, couldn't be here for that increased hunger. My hope is that the Sybian can make up for those times."
"Oh, sir," I exclaimed as I pressed my breast to his hand, "it is wonderful and I love it, but ... but as good as it is, having either of you inside me is so much better. With you two, it is more than a cock and fuck, sir. It is that it IS you two. It is about being able to serve you and please you." I looked at each of the two black men at the table who I had devoted myself to. I smiled comfortably. The words and feelings simply welled up from within me with a clarity I found myself having to express. "Sir, I do thank you for the machine and I certainly will enjoy it. I came to understand some time ago, though, that suffering through times of need for one of you to use me was worth it to be able to serve you. Remember, sir, you did promise me experiences, but what you really were promising me was to provide me control of my needs, sexual and submissive, in safety. You've given me that." I looked again at the two of them. "I know any periods between being used is only temporary. That's why I am yours completely."
Mr. McMaster was quiet for a long moment. I never thought he questioned my submission to him but my outpouring of feeling might have been more than he expected. "I originally thought it might be fun to have a naked, sex-driven woman in the house. And, it certainly has been. When we recognized that you were also a submissive, though, I didn't understand what that meant and the depth of your submission. Frankly, it took me a while to really accept what was happening as real." He paused, again. "You are an amazing woman, Jennifer. You have endured much at the hands and desires of men and I know you have suffered. Do you ever feel that way now, Jennifer?"
I shook my head. "Not since you, sir."
With some relief, he asked, "So you are happy with what is happening? Do you have any lingering or even occasional doubts or regrets about what is being asked of you?"
I shook my head, again. "Happy doesn't adequately express what I feel, sir. I don't know what a single word would be. Maybe blessed? I don't know what would have happened to me without your intervention. This life you are giving me isn't just what I think I needed, sir. This life is what I want. I only want to serve you and to be yours in every way you desire. The words are hard, sir. Orgasms are a physical response in me, like food to live, in my response to you both. Properly serving you, though sir, and feeling I have pleased you in that service is food for my soul. When you two fuck me, then, it is like ... I don't know ... like the ultimate acceptance of my service.". They were both watching me, listening to every word. "I'll do anything for that feeling, sir."
He searched my face and eyes for another long moment. "That seems like a dangerous level of commitment, Jennifer."
I shrugged. "It is what it is, sir. Maybe, it too is an outcome of releasing completely the submissive within me. The why doesn't matter, sir. Just believe that I am yours to use however you want."
I watched him look at Jake and they both nodded to each other. They seemed to come to an unspoken agreement or understanding.
"You know what I want, Jennifer?" he asked. I shook my head. I hoped it was to fuck me, that he believed how important his fucks were to me. "I want to see you orgasm on that machine. Then, Jake and I will fuck you."
A huge smile spread over my face and I pushed my chair back from the table.
"After dinner, slut, remember control," he said with a laugh. "We have all night for your fun."
I pulled my chair back to the table. Thank goodness I was in the habit of using a towel under me on those chairs. My cunt was flooded in anticipation of more orgasms and ... their fucks.
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CHAPTER 7: ORGASM CHALLENGE
Mr. McMaster got his wish and watched me orgasm on the new Sybian. Of course, he did. What Mr. McMaster wants I am sure to give him. It had been an interesting night with my riding the machine through two orgasms and that followed by both Jake and him fucking my very wet cunt after.
It was after all that while cuddled into him in bed that he informed me of his plan. "Remember when I said we might want to find out what your orgasm capacity really is?"
The side of my face was on his shoulder. I was fighting to remain awake after all the orgasms but I slightly turned my head to kiss his shoulder before responding. "I remember somewhat, sir. I have already experienced so much since then. At the time, you were saying that a good slut may require a high capacity for fucking. You knew I had what I considered a high sex drive but you felt there was a difference."
"What else?" he asked.
"Well, sir," I started with more remembered detail coming to mind, "you felt it important that my training as a slut should mean frequent and active fucking in the day, at least as much as possible by the two of you. Then, you added vibrators and now the Sybian. As I understand your intention, it was to convert my body to rely on frequent fucking and orgasms. Is that what you meant, sir?"
His one arm was around me while the other was idly caressing a nipple. I slid my available hand down his body to his soft cock. He chuckled as my hand began softly massaging it. "Are you trying to arouse me for another fuck, slut?"
"Sir," I mewed, "I would only be trying to comply with your intention of training my body." I giggled softly. "Besides, sir, you know how much I enjoy your big cock filling my holes."
He laughed softly and hugged me tight to his body. "You are exceeding my imagination in every way, dear. But, no more fucking tonight. I have an important day tomorrow to rest for." I playfully teased some disappointment for which he gave my butt a playful slap. "I have come to a decision about the weekend, however." That got my attention. "It is about an initial test of your fucking and orgasm capacity. I think we should start Saturday just after a light lunch. Jake, you, and me. And some of your toys, of course."
It had long been my desire and wish to prove my devotion and commitment to him in any way, any desire, and any request made to me by both him or Jake. In devotion, I wished to prove I was the submissive ... the slut ... that he desired. Was this, I wondered, going to be one of those 'be careful what you wish for' moments?
* * * *
On weekends, I didn't wake Mr. McMaster with my mouth on his cock. His personal alarm clock wasn't normally required on weekends unless he informed me of a scheduled commitment. So the Saturday morning of my test had me downstairs in the kitchen reading coffee and fixings for breakfast to be ready for when he woke up. As I moved about the kitchen, it was with an odd feeling coursing through my body. I was long since used to being naked, touched, groped, probed, and fucked at any time by either him or Jake. My two men brought me to more orgasms with their big cocks and imaginations than I could possibly coax climaxes from their cocks. It was my life, my existence, and my reason for being with them. Naked and available.
This was different, though. The expectation. The uncertainty. The anticipation. My entire body was tingling with it. Was it nerves? Was it arousal? Both, I thought. What exactly was the test? I had probed since he mentioned it a couple days ago but he only smiled in return. Fucking, certainly. But what did that really mean? How much? Of course, that was the point, wasn't it? How much. How much could I endure? Even these two had limitations. But, together ... my God ... together they had frequently pushed my endurance and theirs. The toys, of course. The Sybian. Oh my God, the Sybian. The vibrators. Their cocks ...
Hands roughly grasped my tits from behind. Jake. I hadn't even heard him enter while I stewed over the coming afternoon's event. Jake. There was a difference between these two. Jake was my trainer and not just my physical conditioning. He was primary in my sexual conditioning, too. He pushed me and challenged me in everything. Mr. McMaster enjoyed the results which I poured on him happily in expression of my gratitude and devotion.
He was rolling my nipples as he nuzzled his lips through my long hair to kiss my neck. "Are you ready for today, Jennifer?" he teased as one hand slid down my body, his fingers snaking between my opened legs to my cunt. "Hmmm," he sighed, "yes, you are. You cunt is wet and I can almost feel its need to be filled."
I turned and covered his mouth with mine. "Oh God, yes, sir," I gasped. "Yes, I am so ready. But, what ... what am I ready for, sir?"
He playfully smacked my bare butt, "For you to discover in due time, slut." He kissed me roughly, his hand again between my legs, a large finger abruptly penetrating my cunt and driving deep. "Are you a slut, Jennifer?" I nodded and gasped. "We know you are. Today we begin to find out just how much of a slut you are."
I pulled back and gazed brazenly into his face. "Please, sir, this slut needs a good fucking. Please. Today is all I have been able to think about. I need a good fucking, please."
He chuckled at the desperation in my voice and eyes. "No, not until it is time and he will say when it is time. Then, and only then, will you begin to find relief. But, then, you will experience much more than the relief you need now."
He gave my ass another smack and turned away to the kitchen table. It was time to refocus. I turned to the cabinet and took out a mug for his coffee.
* * * *
After breakfast, cleaning up the kitchen and the bedroom, I went for a swim. I had been swimming for 20 minutes when I spotted out of the corner of my eyes a form standing at the shallow end of the pool.
I stopped before turning for another lap, stood in the 3 feet of water, and looked up. "Sir," I said to Mr. McMaster, "is there something you need?" Maybe it was getting close to noon.
He simply smiled, "No, dear. I just like watching my naked water-nymph." Standing as I was, I was out of the water from below my tits and up. He was gazing at my tits and I looked down just as Jake walked up alongside him. "Don't you love the way the water drops hang off her nipples?"
"Finish your swim, Jennifer," Jake said. "Then shower and prepare yourself for us. By that time it will be time for lunch."
"And after ...?" I exclaimed with a broad smile and eagerness.
"Are you sure you should be so eager for something you don't yet understand?" Mr. McMaster challenged.
"Oh, sir," I began responding as I wiped water drops from an eyelash, "you may over use me, and I assume that is what you intend, but you won't really hurt me."
* * * *
As they turned back to the house, I crouched and pushed off the wall to begin another lap. Jake commented to Mr. McMaster when I could no longer hear, "She is confident that she understands your and her relationship here."
He smiled, "And she is correct, Jake. She has put herself in our hands with complete trust in her safety. I like very much what we have started here with her. I am not going to disappoint her and risk that, Jake."
"That's good," he responded back. "She's a great fuck, but I have also come to be very fond of her."
The two stopped at the patio outside the large sliding doors. "I have a proposal for you, too, Jake. It's overdue, I think, but only if it suits you."
* * * *
As I walked into the family room, I found the two men men standing and shaking hands. Mr. McMaster was saying, "... excellent, Jake."
I silently stood so I wouldn't disturb whatever conversation they were having. But they appeared to have just concluded it with that hand-shake which did seem to be an odd thing to witness between the two of them who I perceived to have such a close relationship. I pushed that aside, though, as I put my attention to what was coming.
Both men turned to me with Jake commenting, "Such a beautiful slut."
"Indeed," Mr. McMaster continued, "with her black slut collar, erect nipples, and her cunt probably already flooded." He walked up to me, "Is your cunt ready for us, Jennifer, like the slut you are?" I didn't respond. I knew he would enjoy slipping his hand between my thighs without asking my permission or acceptance. I had given my body and being to him ... and Jake ... a long time ago it seemed. They did what they wanted with me. He smiled as two fingers slipped easily into my cunt which brought a moan from me, a moan I released without embarrassment or shame. I relished the use I received from them. "Oh, yes. I think, Jake, our slut needs some special attention." I smiled broadly and pressed down slightly against his hand. He smiled in recognition back to me.
He smacked my bare ass, "To the fitness room, dear." That was where the Sybian was. I really wanted to feel their big cocks using me but I also knew Mr. McMaster called this an orgasm challenge so I knew I would also be feeling plenty of their cocks, too.
I led the way to the special room constructed behind the garage and fitted for exercise equipment. On the special rubber matted floor sat the Sybian surrounded by the real exercise equipment.
I stood alongside the Sybian machine which has already produced numerous orgasms in me by Jake's direction or according to my desire during the day. In my mind, they had already accomplished their intention of converting my body from a high interest in sex to a high need for sex. And, I looked upon that conversion as proof of my devotion to these two men as their live-in slut and submissive. I relished my role as theirs and proudly wore one of my collars at all time regardless of where I was.
I stood with my head up, my body straight, my shoulders back to present my tits proudly to them, and my feet parted to also present my cunt. I was sure they intended me to ride the machine while they intently watched but I waited for that direction. It was still arousing to be watched while I masturbated before them. They had explained how exhibitionism can be almost an aphrodisiac and for me it was. Even being naked with them dressed was still stimulating. Naked was my natural state with them but seeing them dressed still reminded me that being naked was for being used at any time or place. It was why I always seemed to be leaking lubrication from my cunt, why my nipples were so naturally erect.
My two impressive looking black men I had given myself over to followed me into the fitness room and stood before me while boldly and blatantly studying my naked body. I remained still and waited. They, one of them, would direct my next action.
"What are you, Jennifer?" Mr. McMaster asked conversationally.
"I am your slut, sir," I responded easily. "I am your submissive slut for you to direct and use as you wish."
"What are you, Jennifer?" Jake asked. I smiled and responded with the same words. Impossibly, it would seem, my nipples became harder still.
"What is about to happen, Jennifer?" Mr. McMaster asked.
"Whatever you direct me to do, sir." But he only smiled and waited for more. I smiled, too. "I am about to be pushed into experiencing more orgasms than I ever have in an afternoon, sir."
Jake clarified, "Afternoon and evening." I gulped but held myself in position.
"Start with the Sybian. The choice of the first attachment is yours." I nodded absently, despite knowing that wasn't usually accepted, as I turned to the wicker basket containing the various attachment which I cleaned after every use so they were ready for next time. I sorted through them for the rotation dildo because it reacted to the setting with a pronounced wobble that impacted my cunt in every way including a bumping of my g-spot.
I walked the remote to the men and Mr. McMaster took it from me. I was sure Jake would get his turn, too. I returned to the machine, applied a bit of gel lubrication to the dildo and eased my cunt down over it with audible sighs. That dildo was not close to the size of the cocks of my two men but the entire situation was stimulating. I was positioned to be fully in view to them. They were intently watching as I lowered my cunt down over the attachment and it disappearing inside me. I watched their faces as I did, their eyes intent on my cunt spreading to take the dildo and lowering over it. I watched them as I groaned and sighed, my reaction more the result of my blatant exposure and display than the dildo entering my wet and eager cunt aching to be filled. Without the remote, I sat on the machine fully impaled with my hands on my thighs and waited. I looked at each of the men. My entire body was tight with arousal in anticipation. My nipples nearly ached and I believed my cunt was drooling. It was a lewd display of wanton desire, but I wanted both men to know through my unabashed display that if this challenge might hold some intimidation it was eagerly accepted to prove to them whatever they needed to have proven to them. I was theirs, eagerly, willingly, and freely.
"You will not get off the machine until you are told to, Jennifer." The way he switched back and forth between calling me 'Jennifer' and 'slut' filled me with everything I needed being tied to him. Caring on one hand and demanding, commanding, using on the other.
"Of course, sir," I responded in as controlled a voice as I could muster given the rising tension of the coming experience.
Suddenly, the machine, and dildo, came to life at a high setting of vibration and wobble. "OHHH GOODDDDD!" I exclaimed. Its start was surprising and shocking. It could have been an electrical shock for the impact it had through my body radiating out from my cunt. It stayed at that level without relief. My arms were already shaking as the dildo inside me rotated around my cunt walls and bumped my g-spot with regularity.
"Lean forward."
My mind recognized the command, not the voice. I shifted my hands from my thighs to the top of the front edge of the machine and sucked in a breath. I knew what was going to happen, why the command. As I shifted forward my clit came into contact on the vibrating nubs positioned specifically for clit stimulation.
"Ooooo ffffuuuuuccckkk ..." I gasped. My body shivered and shook as the high level of stimulation combined on my cunt, clit, and g-spot. How long had I been on it? Minutes? My legs and upper body shook as a powerful orgasm exploded. "OHHH FUCCCKK!" came another exclamation. "Ohhh myyyy gggoooodddddd ..." I gasped and groaned.
The sounds of my orgasm almost drowned out a comment floated to me from one of them, "I love watching her orgasm."
My limbs were still shivering when it occurred to me that the level of vibration had been significantly reduced to a gentle hum. Fortunately, I was still impaled on the dildo on the machine. Fortunate because it had been a command to remain there and my body had lost control during the orgasm. I took multiple deep and even breaths to gather some control and straightened up. I glanced down. The first thing I saw was rock-hard nipples rising and falling with my heavy breaths. The next thing was how wet the machine was underneath me.
I looked up at them. "That was an amazing orgasm, dear," Mr. McMaster calmly said. "And we've only just begun." I didn't know what to say so I didn't say anything. It finally sank into me that this was truly intended to be a challenge.
Next, he directed me to change out the rotating dildo for the largest attachment. As I removed the one, I wiped off the machine. My fingers around the next attachment confirmed in my mind that it was as thick as the men but not as long. Still, though, it would spread me and fill me in every other way. This one didn't rotate so the extra stimulation would be by vibration. Jake had another idea, though.
As I seated my cunt over the dildo, gasping at the spreading of my cunt to take it in, Jakes voice came to me. "In addition to the vibration, you will fuck it, slut. Be aggressive but lean forward while you do it."
"Yes, sir," I replied. I knew exactly what was going to happen. The thickness of the dildo would be exciting to fuck, the vibration would be additional stimulation, but leaning forward would again press my clit onto the small nubs every time I came down. I shivered in anticipation. They had fucked me a tremendous amount and given me so many orgasms since submitting, but this was indeed intended to be a challenge for me and not just more of the same.
I leaned forward, my hands braced on the edge of the machine as I raised my hips up, the dildo sliding inside me. God, I love the feel of a thick cock after the steady diet of their cocks. As I started pressing my hips down and my cunt down over the dildo, the vibration kicked in. I gasped. I knew it would but this was without warning. When I was fully down, the dildo fully inside me and my leaning forward, my engorged clit came into contact with the vibrating nubs and I groaned deeply. A shiver ran through me but I remembered the instruction, 'be aggressive'. I started fucking the dildo faster as the machine added vibration stimulant.
My hips were flying up and down on the thick dildo as it vibrated inside my cunt and triggering nerve endings to send wave after wave of increasing stimulation through my cunt to my body. My breasts bounced with my effort. I groaned and gasped with each impact of my clit onto the vibrating nubs.
"OH FUCK YEESSSS!" I exclaimed as my body seemed somehow unable to rise off the machine, the dildo vibrating intensely, and my clit pressed against the nubs receiving the same intense vibration.
"Orgasm for us. Orgasm now," came Mr. McMaster's command.
"Oh god ... oh god ... ooooooo ... OH FUCK! OH MY GOD! YESSSSS!" And I exploded into another powerful orgasm.
The vibration didn't stop, though. My hips rose up the dildo but not to get off. My hips began fucking the damned machine more even as I orgasmed. If my brain was too much of a mushy mess at the moment, my body seemed to connect that if the vibration continued I was to continue. And, I did. I continued to fuck up and down with faltering, unsteady effort, and I continued to orgasm. Minutes, and only God knew how many, went by as I continued to fuck and orgasm.
My hips were still moving up and down when I realized the vibration had stopped. It was more moments before my body stopped quaking and twitching, my breathing to barely begin to recover.
I was leaning heavily forward while gasping and panting for breath. Every now and then, the vibration would begin for only a moment but the effect was immediate with my clit pressed against the nubs and the thick dildo still embedded in my spasming cunt.
Hands were lifting me up and off the machine. I opened my eyes to find both men, now naked, lifting me and supporting me toward one of the weight benches. I sighed as I was seated on the bench and pressed onto my back. I sighed with the thought of being able to rest and maybe recover, but that wasn't their intention, at all. My feet were being raised and I looked to find Mr. McMaster between them and pressing them up and over my head. My eyes followed my feet to find Jake ready to grasp them and continue to move them until my hips rose off the bench and, with my feet spread wide, my cunt was lewdly spread and exposed, my orgasmic juices spread across my open cunt. My eyes returned to Mr. McMaster as he guided his hard, thick cock to my open and drooling cunt.
He smiled down at me when I raised my eyes to his. "I said it would be a challenge," he uttered as his cock touched my cunt. I raised my head and watched as his thick cock touched my open cunt and slipped inside. I gasped and moaned. Even after those orgasms his cock sliding into my hole brought the response it always did. I was being spread by a thick real cock and it pressed deeper and deeper bringing more moans with each inch of penetration.



The last couple inches were thrust to the hilt and that was when something tapped my forehead. I tilted my head back to find the obvious source, the thick, hard black cock of Jake. I tilted my head further back and opened my mouth. His cock slid over the bridge of my nose, over my nose, and to my lips. Mr. McMaster was fucking with deep thrusts as I kissed the cock at my lips before it entered my mouth and to my throat without stopping.
"Fugghhh ahh looohhh ccccaauuuss" I mumbled with a mouth and throat full of cock.
Jake pulled his cock out while both he and Mr. McMaster laughed. "What was that, slut? Hard to talk with a cock in your throat?"
"I said," with lust, "fuck, I love your cocks." I reopened my mouth wide, Jake slid his cock back inside, and they continued fucking me from both ends.
I had been deep-throat fucked by them enough that my breathing was not a fear but I became aware that Jake was controlling his fucking of my throat by matching the thrusts from Mr. McMaster. It produced a weird effect of feeling that their cocks were about to come together adding an additional crazy stimulation. Mr. McMaster was leaning forward with his hands grasping my breasts as Jake continued to hold my feet up and out. My hands were holding onto Jake's muscled thighs as he stroked into me.
When we came, it was as if we had trained and practiced our timing which we of course never bothered about. I had always been encouraged to freely orgasm and they just continued to fuck me until they climaxed. For what reason, this was like a mega-climax as all three of us erupted simultaneously. Mr. McMaster flooded my cunt as I went into spasms. After the first spurt of cum directly down my throat, Jake pulled back to leave some in my mouth while the rest shot over my nose, chin, and chest.
Two machine induced orgasms and Mr. McMaster's load of cum and my cunt was gaping and leaking fluids as he eased his cock from my clenching cunt. Jake was standing over me when a final drop of cum dripped onto my forehead. I was spent as I lay on the bench but, as I moved to wipe the cum with a finger, Jake stopped me.
"Don't bother," he said, "their will likely be more."
I turned my gaze to Mr. McMaster, not to challenge Jake, but curious of his reaction. He was nodding as if accepting a thought. "Yes," he uttered, "a slut should proudly wear the cum given to her." He looked to Jake, "We should paint her with more." They both chuckled.
It was clear it was going to be a much different day for me. It was also clear they were taking me to another step in our relationship. I had given myself to them and they had used me well. Now they were pushing me, pushing to see what I would accept, pushing to see what I would tolerate. Accept? Tolerate? One of my hands moved to my breast and rolled a nipple. The other slid down my sweat glistening body to my messy cunt. I rubbed my clit before pressing two fingers easily into my used cunt. I looked each man in the face in turn as I did it.
I didn't say anything as I shifted my gaze from one to the other with my fingers bringing me to additional arousal before their eyes. I was going to be used to the limit of my body but at the moment I refused to believe I would reach the point of not being able to accept more from them. Painted with cum? Embarrassing? Humiliating? Or, a badge of honor?
"She looks hungry for more, Jake," came Mr. McMaster's voice. "What do you suggest?"
"The Sybian with the G-Max."
I had only used it once under Jake's instruction. I had experienced a tremendous orgasm which was what that attachment was intended for. They assisted me to my feet and, with shaky legs, returned to the machine where I searched for the proper attachment. It was a large ball shape which I had to force inside me but once inside nearly filled to capacity my cunt. The 'G' in the name referred to that it would be in constant contact with my g-spot and the induced vibration ... God ... after everything so far, this.
I attached the device to the machine, straddled it, and glanced up at the two men. They were relaxed in chairs facing me, their hands slowly stroking their long, thick, already semi-erect cocks. I felt no need for lubricating the attachment and slowly lowered my hips until my cunt was pressing on it. I wiggled and pressed as it opened my cunt more before finally popping inside.
"OHHHH ... fuccckkkkk," I groaned. I was no sooner impaled on the ball when the vibration began. The ball filled my cunt and the vibration stimulated nerve endings on the surrounding wall flesh and directly on my g-spot. I could lean back or forward but got no relief. I pressed down hard to push the ball deeper but there was little room for further penetration.
I sucked in breath after breath in vain attempts to calm my body but, of course, I knew non of it would be effective. The vibration was incessant, never stopping but never remaining on the same setting for too long. The vibration was pulsing in random intense to lower to intense fluctuations when my orgasm crashed over me.
"My God," Mr. McMaster utter while watching me. Though my mind couldn't register their comments, the mere sound of his voice somehow connected my physical reaction to him. "You say that directly stimulates her g-spot? How long can she tolerate it?"
"Don't know," Jake responded casually, "I've only had her use it once and that was just to produce a quick orgasm. You can see that it does just that."
"It certainly does," Mr. McMaster replied quietly. Then, "Let's leave her on it and see just how much she can take."
Jake chuckled, "What? Until she falls off in a faint?" He was joking but Mr. McMaster hadn't decided. They continued slowly caressing their now hard cocks to watch what happened to me.
What happened to me was mind-blowing. My mind ceased to try to discern what was happening or why or how or anything. Everything simply boiled down to physical sensation emanating from my cunt, clit, and g-spot. As I wiggled on the machine, the front nubs reminded me when my engorge clit touched there. With the vibration on my clit outside and g-spot inside, my body felt like it might explode each time. I orgasmed and orgasmed, time after time, one on top of another. There was no time relationship or awareness. Only orgasms. My mind being mush, my body fought by instinct the sense of vertigo loss, the sensation of tipping, falling, and not knowing what direction I might be moving. Until ...
* * * *
"There you are," came Mr. McMaster's voice softly to me. "I was beginning to be a bit concerned."
My eyes fluttered fully opened and looked around me. I was cuddled in his lap, the side of my face on his shoulder and chest. Jake was sitting close stroking my knee and thigh. I was still naked, of course, and so were they.
"Was I ...," I mumbled but changed to express what I quickly deduced, "How long?"
Mr. McMaster was softly caressing my upper arm while his other hand was softly caressing a breast. Jake's hand wasn't just stroking my knee but up my thigh but my legs pressed together limited his stroking further. I looked at Jake and found no insistence in his expression or his hand. He was merely adding soft caresses as I rejoined the world. I looked him in the eyes as I dropped my outside leg off Mr. McMaster's lap. It was an obvious gesture to open myself to his stroking. His eyes dropped from mine to my exposed cunt and smiled as his hand slid up the inside of my thigh to caress my cunt lips.
A soft chuckled came from Mr. McMaster as he watched my offering to Jake. "You were out for only a few minutes, dear. But ..." he hesitated a moment, "what are you, Jennifer?"
"Your slut, sir."
"No, dear," he replied softly. "Well, yes, you are. But you are more than that, too, dear. I thought it would be fun, even merely convenient, to have a slut at my disposal in the house to fuck and use. You are that but much more. Jake and I enjoy your body, all of your holes for our cocks. Your eager willingness to satisfy our cocks is what a slut should be. You are also easy company for us, too. You have changed the feel of the house by your presence in it. I guess what I am trying to express is that we want your cunt, your ass, and your mouth and throat, but we also want you, we want your company."
Jake chuckled, "Your naked company, of course."
I smiled and shared his laugh, "Of course naked, sir."
"So," Mr. McMaster continued, "the concern was that we might push you too far, that it might cause you to question being here, doing this, being ours." He was rolling an erect nipple. Jake was openly caressing not just my cunt lips and clit but also dipping into my hole. "Have you had enough of this challenge, Jennifer?"
I sat up and kissed both of them. "I am your slut, sirs." I pressed their hands to my body where they were fondling and stoking me. "This was a wicked idea of yours, sir. I don't know what 'enough' would be. You were curious about something; about my tolerance, willingness, endurance? I only know that my desire is to fully be yours ... both of yours. I want to give you everything ... anything. To me, sirs, enough will be up to you or if my body won't respond." I kissed them, again.
Mr. McMaster smiled before kissing me passionately. He then stood which caused me to get off his lap but that was only a moment before he grabbed me under the arms to lift me. I added my assistance with a hop. It wouldn't be the first time being fucked while holding onto one of them. He eased me up higher and my arms and legs held me in position as one of his hands moved his cock to my hole.
"OH ... yesssss," I gasped, "I missed ... your cocks inside me."
Jake pressed against my back, his hands on my ass cheeks and spreading them apart. He face pressed against the side of my head, pressed into my wild looking hair after so much orgasmic activity. "If it's our cocks you missed ..."
I felt his cock probing me between my ass cheeks and I gasped when it hit my asshole. He pressed harder and harder. Mr. McMaster's big cock in my cunt made my asshole tighter than ever but this wasn't the first time being double penetrated. Jake pressed and I settled down with the relaxing of my hold around Mr. McMaster.
"OH FUCK ... OH GOD ... oooooooo ... yessssss," I exclaimed as the even bigger cock popped into my asshole past the sphincter. "OH GOD ... fuck me ... cum inside me ... make me ... your cum slut ... your everything slut." As the men began thrusting into adjacent holes sending me into instant euphoric stimulation, I looked Mr. McMaster in the eyes, "Fuck me and use me, sir. Leave no lingering ... doubt or ... curiosity in your mind. Know that I am yours."
He nodded and kissed me hard as I was being fucked. With two pair of powerful hands manipulating me up and down on their magnificent cocks, I relaxed my grip and gave myself over to the experience. Two wonderful cocks completely filling my holes. I came twice before they filled those holes with cum.
My challenge had gone on for hours and there would be more hours to follow. There were rest times, hydration times, and times to eat lightly, but I went through orgasms too numerous for any of us to guess at.
The time continued with me put back onto the machine with the double penetration attachment vibrating in both holes. I was left there to endure it for over 30 minutes and multiple orgasms. Then, I was limply place over a weight bench and fucked one after the other in my ass, turned over and masturbated with fingers stroking my g-spot and clit. Their hands were dripping with my juice when I was gently lowered into the whirlpool with a bottle of water. They tried all the attachments for the machine while they recovered to fuck me more.
I had difficulty moving the next day and spent enough time in the whirlpool that I felt like a prune. But one thing was certain ... there was no doubt or curiosity about my commitment to them.
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CHAPTER 8: FREE USE FOR SONS
Mr. McMaster needed Jake for the day but before he left he informed me that he was expecting his two sons who were in college to arrive at some point in the afternoon. He told me that after the divorce his ex-wife had become rigid on when and how the boys were allowed to see him. Now that the boys were in college, they were willing to make some decisions against their mother's wishes. The boys were on a break between semesters and on their way to the shores but decided to make a stop to see the dad they rarely had been able to see.
Mr. McMaster told me this visit wasn't so much a deep desire the boys had to see the dad they have had little contact with as much as rebellion against an over-protective and controlling mother.
"I am wondering, sir," I had gently questioned, "if their arrival, especially given the circumstances of your relationship, would suggest a change in my appearance or presence at all while they are visiting."
He had looked at me with a smile growing and finally a chuckle. "No, Jennifer," he had flatly said, "there will be no change. You are a critical part of the household, as is Jake, and there will be no deviance from our functioning life here." I nodded my understanding, which wasn't to say I wasn't nervous about it. I would be naked when they arrived without him or Jake. He was very attuned to me, though. He reached a couple fingers to an exposed nipple and gently teased it. "You will be naked and available for all of our use, Jennifer. Nothing has changed. I am welcoming them to stay for a couple days along their way to the shores. I informed them I will be busy during the day but the house, grounds, and everything in it are available to them." He moved his fingers from my nipple to my chin and raised it. "Any concern, Jennifer?"
I smiled, "None, sir. I will welcome them and make sure they are taken care of until your arrival. Have a good day, sir."
* * * *
As was customary during the day when both Mr. McMaster and Jake were gone for periods of time, I made use of the various options available to me for modulating my bodily needs. I relied on a butt-plug in my ass and the Lush in my cunt. In certain positions as I moved about the house performing my duties, the Lush vibrated against the plug in the next hole. This aided in generating low orgasmic responses that were effective in keeping the more powerful desires at bay for periods.
Eventually, though, around noon or so depending on how my mind was pushing me that day, I climbed onto the Sybian. I played with the settings to increase the effect slowly by changing vibration and the wobble and thrust of the dildo. After several minutes, I set it on high vibration and random dildo movement. I gasped and moaned at the combinations. Normally, with Mr. McMaster or Jake controlling the remote, my ability to take the machine's stimulation was more about them than my own control. While alone, I threw the remote a dozen feet away and told myself I would not get off. That resistance would be effective for a very long time but not as long as when either of them were watching me.
My orgasms were cresting on top of each other and my body maintained a sitting position only by locking my arms on the top of the machine in from of me. When I finally allowed myself to slide off to the side, it was several moments before my body stopped quivering and my cunt stopped quaking as if it was still seeking a cock or dildo.
I rolled onto my back, finally. My body was slick with sweat and my breath was coming in ragged, deep gasps. I rolled my head to the side to check the digital clock on the self. I had lasted 55 minutes. Not a record by any stretch but still good. Even Jake, the task master that he was, would have been satisfied. This fitness room was his domain in the house, even over Mr. McMaster. With me, he was especially so. He pushed me in all aspects of fitness for my entire body and was very pleased with the results showing on me.
His words echoed in my brain every time I entered the room, with him or alone: "Remember, Jennifer, your body is the gift you give and the more perfect your body is the more perfect the gift. Perfecting your body for strength and flexibility will increase your ability to endure more fucking with more intensity and more pleasure for yourself."
My life was about giving pleasure. Opening my holes to their massive cocks and perfecting my sucking deep into my throat was the effort I wished to maximize. A simple few words from either of them was rich praise that filled my soul.
* * * *
The doorbell chimed late afternoon. I took a deep breath as I approached the front door. I was barefoot naked except for the black collar I wore with the most regularity. I saved the white collar for nice and the jeweled collar for very special occasions. I always wore one of them, however, and all included a medallion with 'SLUT' engraved on it.
Mr. McMaster had given me my instructions and I would fulfill them, of course. That didn't mean I wasn't nervous. This was the first time I answered the door without the presence of him or Jake. And, this was to be the first time I would be offering my body to the use of other men.
I cracked the door and peeked around the edge. Mr. McMaster was explicit in his instructions about my answering the door. Two young black men stood just outside. At seeing a young white woman's face peering back at them from around the door, they were apparently surprised enough to hesitate and verify the address. They identified themselves as Thomas and Robert, Mr. McMaster's sons though the last name was different. They appeared to be my age, though I would learn they were 20 and 19, respectively, compared to my 20 years.
I acknowledged they had the right house, closed the door, released the guard chain Jake added to the door, took another deep breath, and fully opened the door. They both carried duffle bags but neither moved as I fully came into view from behind the door.
"What the..." one started, and "... fuck" the other finished. "Who... are you?" Thomas questioned.
I smiled while trying to remain calm. "Please come in, gentlemen," I offered by stepping back and opening the door wide. After they had, I closed the door and faced them. "I am Jennifer. I take care of the house while serving Mr. McMaster and Jake."
I asked them to follow me upstairs where I led them to guest bedrooms across from each other. "What do you mean by you serve them?"
"And, why are you naked?"
I smiled, again. "I serve them in any way they desire and instruct me. I am naked to facilitate meeting some of those desires more easily."
The boys looked at each other, a slow dawning coming over their countenances. "You mean...?"
"I am naked," I explained, "because I am free-use in the house and back grounds. Mr. McMaster and Jake freely use my body in whatever way they desire. They have opened all three of my holes for fucking and they both tell me I am very good at sucking cock." I paused to let all that sink in and I could see it quickly was. It was sinking in but they were still struggling with grasping the full implication. I took away any lingering question, "While visiting," I began, again, "I am freely available to you both, too." I watched them. "Of course, I have other duties and one of them is to have dinner ready at 6:00 PM."
"You're serious? I mean really serious? This isn't some kind of hidden camera prank or something?"
I walked up to each and kissed them with a short but meaningful kiss on the lips. "I assure you, I am very serious. It is not only my role here to serve them but I deeply desire to serve them in any way they instruct me. Their pleasure is my pleasure. I glanced at the bedside clock in the room we were standing inside of. "It is 3:30 which gives me about an hour before I need to begin preparation of dinner." I looked deeply into their eyes.
I had noticed Robert repeatedly glancing at my choker. Finally, "You choker... does that say...?"
"Yes, sir. I am freely used by them. I am their slut."
Without another work, Thomas pulled me further into the room he had selected. The move indicated intent but were they convinced or were they testing? I moved to the large bed and pulled the covers to the bottom and turned to them. I kissed each more deeply on the lips as my fingers loosened belts and slacks as I did. When I switched to the other son, the one I had kissed pulled off his shirt, kicked off his shoes, and dropped his slacks.
I moved back to the first and dropped to my knees, taking his hardening cock in my hand at the base and licked the length of it. It was a nice sized cock, 9 inches, compared to his father's 10 inches and Jake's 12 inches. The gene pool seemed good for cocks. With the second now standing next to the first, I grasped it blindly as my mouth was sinking down over the other. I pulled up to take this second one in my mouth. Another good 9 inch cock.
After sucking each for several minutes and several times each, I sat back on my heels and looked up at them as my hands stroked up and down on rigid cocks. "Are you satisfied, sirs? Are you convinced I meant what I said about being used?"
The full realization crashed down on them. That same moment also told me they were not widely experienced in sex. Their eyes couldn't leave me as they refused to even glance at the other brother. I decided that separately would be the prudent ice-breaker. I stepped up to Robert, kissed him and whispered, "I will meet you in your room." He smiled with relief, gathered up his clothes and left.
I pulled Thomas to the waiting bed. "How would you like to fuck me, sir?" He stared at me and I knew I had made the right decision about them. I pushed him back to the edge of the bed and encouraged him into the center. He lay there, his rigid cock straining and his eyes wide watching me. I crawled onto the bed with him, kissed his cock, his abdomen, stomach, chest, neck, and lips. I slide my wet cunt over his cock. I could feel my lips part on either side of his cock as I slid over it back and forth as I kissed him deeper and deeper, our tongues joining in the effort.
"Let me fuck you, sir," I softly stated as I reached underneath me to raise his cock. I backed and raised my hips to blindly align the cock to my cunt hole. I heard him gasp as the head sank just inside. I reached down to cover his open mouth with mine as I backed a few more inches, taking his cock that much deeper. He moaned into my mouth as I pulled back and pressed a bit deeper.
I raised up on stiff arms, hands on his chest, and gazed down at him. "You are your father's son," I smiled down at him. "A very nice cock." He gasped and I sank fully onto his cock to the bottom. He cried out and shuddered. I was afraid he might already cum but he didn't. I coaxed him carefully into a longer fuck, stopping when I felt his cock pulse or twitch.
When, finally, he could take no more of my squeezing his cock with my cunt muscles as I moved up and down his shaft, he gave in. "OH... FUCKCKKK... OOOOOOO... I'mmmm... cuuuummmmminnnggggg!" I was strumming my clit to join him and the feel of my own orgasm, my hot juices washing over his cock, my spasming cunt around his cock... his climax was probably amazing. His seed flooded into my cunt and I continued fucking him through my orgasm and until his cock stopped leaking cum.
I lay my body on top of him, his cock buried in my cunt, and nuzzled into his neck with kisses and whispered words of thanks. He simply moaned and sighed. I had similar success with the other brother.
* * * *
"Good evening, sirs," I eagerly greeted Mr. McMaster and Jake as they entered the house from the garage as I stepped up to kiss Mr. McMaster with my left hand out to the side to touch Jake so I could give him a welcoming kiss, too.
After the usual greetings and comments about their day, "And, yours, Jennifer?" he asked as his eyes scanned the part of the house visible. "I assume they are here somewhere by the extra car outside. Did they make use of you yet?"
I giggled, "Yes, sir. It took a bit of encouragement, but it did happen." I leaned between them with both of them touching my naked body, "They seemed to lack experience or confidence, sir."
"Their mother," he responded with a smile. "I trust you will do something about that during their stay?"
I smiled wickedly. "Of course, sir."
I returned to the kitchen to make final preparations for dinner and found all the men on the back patio. I stepped outside and attracted their attention. "Sir," I cautiously interrupted, "dinner will be ready in 15 minutes. Is there anything you require before I get dressed?" Receiving the expected 'no, thank you', I turned to go upstairs to dress for dinner.
I returned downstairs, checked the kitchen, and moved quickly to the sliding door to the back patio. "Sirs," I announced, "dinner is ready." I was returning to the kitchen before they were out of their chairs. The dining room table was set with five places, the meal was in place, and all that was needed was the wine chilling in the refrigerator.
When I entered the dining room, I found the men seated. I smiled inwardly. I had set five settings with Mr. McMaster's place at the head of the table, of course. The other four were distributed two on each side. What caused my smile? Jake was on his right side nearest him and the setting on the left nearest him was empty with the two boys sitting at the next two places. He placed me at his left across from Jake. He had earlier said that I wasn't only his submissive slut but also his intimate companion.
"Jennifer," Thomas blurted out, "I thought you said you were dressing?"
Mr. McMaster chuckled, "She is, Thomas." I was wearing white sheer stockings, 4 inch heels, white lace shelf bra, and my white choker. But, nothing else. "There are times when I like the illusion of her being dressed. Like this or sheer negligees, for instance." He turned to me as I took a serving of fish. "Jennifer, why are you always naked?"
I smiled at him and the other men in turn. "I am always naked, sir, so I am always available sexually for you and Jake to freely use for your pleasure and to also be available to any others you choose to share me with."
Robert looked troubled. He challenged if this was really what I wanted. Mr. McMaster told him to ask me and he did.
I turned to McMaster first, smiled, and turned to Robert and Thomas, "Is this what I really want?" I repeated back to him. "Oh my God, yes. I am naturally submissive and compliant. It had been the vehicle for my abuse in the past. You father found me, though, recognized my true nature, and showed me how my life could be managed through caring but firm control." I smiled at him and Jake. "I submitted freely to him and to Jake who aids me in my development to be what I can fully be. I have never felt so free and worthwhile as now serving them here. They give me the orgasms I want and purpose while keeping me safe."
"This isn't abuse," Mr. McMaster calmly said. "We discovered her needs and found a way for her and us to benefit from it. There is no shame. She openly wears her collars." He met his sons gaze and chuckled, "I would suggest, however, if you ever want to return to enjoy Jennifer in the future, that you never mention any of this to your mother." The boys laughed.
I could see Mr. McMaster working something out before expressing it. Finally, "I think, Jennifer," he softly said while eating and glancing around the table, "tonight will be one of those nights." I glanced across the table at Jake and saw the smile he discretely gave me.
Thomas reacted, "What does 'one of those nights' mean?"
Mr. McMaster considered his sons, not me. "Jake does not live here but is a frequent guest in my home. He manages the estate and among his other duties is also responsible for Jennifer's training and conditioning. There are time, nights, when she spends it in my bed and other times in his bed. Then, there are other nights when she moves from bed to bed during the night until neither of us wishes to fuck her more. This will be one of those nights."
I smiled at his sons before turning to Mr. McMaster, "It doesn't sound like I will be getting much sleep tonight," I said. All four laughed.
That night I started with Robert since I had given the first fuck on their arrival to Thomas. He was in bed and the bedside light turned low in preparation. I knocked on the door jam to the room. I stood in the doorway completely naked, my hair pulled back in a ponytail, and wearing the black collar that displayed the 'slut' emblem most prominently.
"I have come to you, first, sir," I said softly from the doorway. "Will you be my first of many fucks tonight?"
He smiled brightly and pulled the top sheet back exposing his already hard cock. "It is still hard for me to fathom how eagerly available you are. Is it really real?"
I smiled as I crossed the room and crawled onto the bed alongside him. I kissed him deeply and rolled on top of him. I raised up onto my hands and slid my ever-wet pussy along his cock. "Put those concerns out of your head, Robert. There has never been anything forced or coerced about my being here and doing anything here. I am here, truly, because your father gives to me as I give to him. I truly have never been more at peace or content as I am with your father and Jake."
I then reach back, raised his hard cock, and slid back onto it. I sighed at the feel of his cock entering me. Robert gasped and moaned. I smiled down at him as I began moving up and down over his cock. I remembered earlier that day and wondered if, maybe, I had been his first. Had I taken his virginity? I doubt he would admit it, not in a sexual household like this. But, I still wondered.
I pulled up along his cock and thrust back down. Again and again. "Oh... dear God... Jennifer," Robert exclaimed as I again slowly raised up until the head of his cock only remained. I paused and could see him holding his breath in anticipation of me again plunging back, swallowing his cock in my pussy. I did what I could to delay his release, to extend the pleasure for him as I strummed my clit to provide him with another experience of my orgasm washing his cock.
When he did climax, I leaned over him, kissing him, thanking him for his cock. As I eased my pussy from his cock, "Thank you, again, Robert. I'll be back later," I promised.
"Oh, God, Jennifer... you are amazing," he gasped.
Thomas fucked me missionary. Aggressively, too. I didn't need to add my own stimulation to my clit with him as he plowed into me with deep strokes. Perhaps, listening to his brother across the hall was enough.
I found my mind reacting slightly to moving to Jake and Mr. McMaster. I was used to being with them, being fucked by their bigger cocks, and feeling a sense of devotion to them. During the night, both Jake and Mr. McMaster fucked my asshole powerfully. Maybe during the next day I would encourage the sons to try it, too.
I fucked each twice when Jake sent me to sleep with Mr. McMaster. I kissed him lightly, "He didn't say who I should sleep with, Jake. Perhaps he is already asleep."
He patted my ass as I wiggled on top him as I frequently did to feel his cock inside me as long as I could. "No, with his sons here, it would be appropriate to be seen sleeping with him."
"You are a good man, Jake. Very good to me, too." I kissed him hard before shifting to rise but he suddenly held me fast.
"I am not just his employee, Jennifer."
I was surprised to hear it come from him and at a moment like that. I leaned in to clean his cock as I usually did. When I sat up next to him, my hand casually stroking his softened cock, "I know that, Jake. I don't know the story behind it but it is why and how I devoted myself to you so quickly, too." I kissed the head of his cock as I considered the next words, "Mr. McMaster created the opportunity, but you gave me the real feeling of security. I am truly devoted to being yours, sir, both of you."



He pinched an erect nipple, "For us, you are an exceptional slut, Jennifer Warren."
I stood and stepped back while still gazing at him, "Thank you, sir." It was all I want.
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CHAPTER 9: JAKE'S MOTORCYCLE FRIENDS
"Jennifer," Mr. McMaster called as I passed his open home-office door. It was Saturday afternoon, with nothing different planned for it but for him to relax from the work week, but it seemed he still found something to occupy himself with from the office.
"Yes, sir," I replied, standing in the doorway. As usual for a normal Saturday early afternoon, I was naked. I had previously worked out in the fitness room and did my laps in the pool, all in accordance with the fitness routine Jake planned. That had filled an hour and a half after the light lunch and a quick fuck.
He waved me into a chair in front of his desk. I sat demurely with straight back, not quite touching the back of the chair, so my tits were prominently displayed and my legs crossed. I might be his and Jake's slut, and an excellent one according to them, but there were still standards to be maintained when in public. There were exceptions, as when they might prefer me to lean back in the chair with knees over the chair arms to blatantly display my cunt and to remind me just how completely I was theirs and to respond to any expressed desire.
"Jennifer, have you ever been on a motorcycle?" It was a peculiar question, but I saw his eyes move from my eyes to my tits. I had learned he used my tits as an indicator of my responsiveness by the way my nipples might react.
"Jake has taken me for short rides, sir, for the purpose of displaying me without prolonged exposure to a single viewer. I would be wearing a short, pleated skirt, without underwear, of course. The skirt would fly up behind me as he gained speed and passed cars on the highway."
"Did you enjoy those situations?"
"Yes, sir, of course. For one, it was with Jake, and I was holding him tightly. Then, the machine is big, and the vibration of the motor and bumps in the road could be felt through my body, especially since he taped a small ridge on the seat where my pussy would be. Also, the honks from cars were evidence that my butt was being shown, even if it might not have been obvious whether I was wearing a thong or not. Finally, sir, there was always the anticipation that I would be well fucked after such teasing." I paused, reflecting on my words. Mr. McMaster insisted on honesty and complete openness from me. "Just to clarify, sir, I mean anticipation of being fucked and not an expectation of being fucked. It is just that when you or he tease me with exhibitionism, it is a recurring event to follow." I glanced down to find what I knew he expected, erect nipples reflecting my arousal.
"Excellent response, Jennifer." He studied me for a moment. My arousal increased. He was deciding on something. Finally, "Open your legs wide, dear. I want to see the condition of your cunt."
No verbal response was required. I merely leaned back, uncrossed my legs, and placed my knees over the arms of the chair. My cunt was displayed, and the smile appearing on his face indicated his pleasure. I was his, and Jake's, both physically and emotionally. I was expected to respond with my body ready for them. I was sure my cunt indicated that readiness by parting, and a sheen of wetness was visible.
"Jake has made a request of me, and he does so rarely, so I am always inclined to agree." I watched him watch me. Jake is making a request, and he has me blatantly displayed to watch my response. As yet, there was no verbal response to give. I was sure my body could already have responded to him. Jake had once placed a mirror in front of me for my witnessing how my body said all that needed to be said in such situations. I expected the same to be true and that my exposed hole opened and closed, winked by Jake's description. He smiled and looked back at my face.
"Jake and some friends of his from his past life are planning a road trip by motorcycle, and he has requested you. I don't know the details, which I will leave to him. Do you have any concerns, Jennifer?"
"No, sir. I hope you know I trust your judgment and Jake completely." He repeatedly glanced down at my cunt. "You will naturally be fucked by the group."
"Naturally, sir," to use his word to indicate my awareness.
"Do you need a fuck now, dear?"
"I really do, sir."
He pushed back his chair to make room and patted the desk top in front of him. He didn't bother moving the few papers on the surface, and neither did I, as I quickly complied with my own obvious need. I lay back, raising my knees and parting my legs wide. He pulled his chair forward, lowered his face to my cunt, and began eating me. I gasped and moaned. It was my role and devotion to comply and perform any desire of theirs, but both men were also willing and enjoyed pleasing me, and did so as they wished. As much as having his big cock inside me, his mouth and tongue would suffice if that was what he would give me. It wasn't all, though.
He pushed his chair back after moments of lapping up my cunt drool and wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. He unzipped his slacks and guided his already hard cock to my cunt. He teased me for a few moments by rubbing the head of his cock over my cunt, bumping my aroused clit, and then sinking his cock into me. I gasped and sighed as his cock sank halfway with the initial thrust. He paused. I opened my eyes and gazed at him with lustful abandonment. He smiled down at me as my cunt flexed around his cock. It was a spontaneous physical response without my thought, a response born from training and expectation. My tits heaved on my chest with aroused expectation of being fucked by him. For me, it had become an unexplained response to every moment when I am about to be fucked by him or Jake. Every fiber of me turned over to feeling the next moments of pleasure the men would give me, as much from my mind as from my body.
"You are truly a beautiful slut, Jennifer." I gazed into his eyes. The lust and desire had to be obvious. "You have exceeded my expectations in every way."
"Thank you, sir," I gasped in desperation that his cock move. "It is all I desire."
"Do you want to orgasm, Jennifer?" He frequently alternated between referring to me by my name and slut. The two were by then equivalent.
"Yes, sir, please, but..." I gasped, "I also want to feel you cum filling my cunt."
He thrust the rest of his cock into me, and I groaned at the fullness of his cock filling me. It was a delicious fuck, and I felt every spurt of his cum.
* * * *
Jake was informing me of the motorcycle road trip he was planning to start the coming weekend. He was lying in bed, his back against the headboard. It was Tuesday afternoon, and he had already fucked me in the fitness room between squat sets. Muscle confusion, he called it. I called it a magnificent fuck from his long, thick cock. I was at the moment on his cock, again. I was doing the fucking and had been instructed to do so slowly.
"We'll leave Saturday morning. We'll meet the other four at a shopping mall parking lot where I will introduce you to each of the guys." He reached out to pinch and pull my nipples as I slowly fucked up and down his cock. "I trust these men, Jennifer. I will be with you, but I want you to be comfortable knowing that."
"Yes, sir," I softly replied as my clamping cunt rose up his hard, thickly veined cock. "I will be as responsive to each of them as you could wish."
"I want you to be fully responsive. We will not return for a week, sometime on Sunday afternoon, sometime. We have no real schedule or firm destination. Instead, we will wander in a general direction, stopping and changing direction on a whim. You will be dressed as I direct, and it won't be much." I nodded. As if that was something new. "You will ride on the back of my bike. Do you remember that ridge I had on the seat before?" I nodded with a gasp as I remembered the pressure and vibration on my clit and cunt. "It will be there the entire trip. Orgasm as much as you need, but hold on tight."
As much as I need, I thought. Riding for hours with that vibrating and bumping stimulation... the seat could be shining with my wetness.
"We will be staying at hotels and motels. We will try to get rooms clustered together, two to a room, to make it easier. Remember when Mr. McMaster's sons were visiting?" I nodded. "Nights will be the same. You will fuck from room to room, bed to bed."
I raised up to the top of his cock and slammed down. He pulled hard on my nipples. "I thought I instructed you to slowly fuck me, slut."
"I'm sorry, sir," I gasped. Even if it was just being on his big cock, there was only so much before the desperate need pushed my control. All this talk of bikes and fucking... "Sir, can I orgasm, please?"
He chuckled with twists to my nipples, "We all know you are very capable of orgasming, slut. The question is really if you may."
"Sorry, sir," I groaned at the grammar lesson. "May I please orgasm?"
"Yes, but be sure that I fill your cunt with cum, first."
I rose up and slammed down, his pole jamming against the top inside. I groaned at the feeling of complete fullness; my cunt clamped like a tight tube around his cock. It wasn't just my body muscles Jake toned, but my cunt muscles, too. I was expected to use my body for their pleasure ahead of my own, and I had trained hard to satisfy their desires.
* * * *
Saturday morning, I busied myself with normal morning activities like breakfast and 'good morning weekend fucks'. After cleaning the kitchen, I rushed around the house before gathering the few clothing items Jake had laid out for the trip. His bike was in the garage with the door open as I carried items from the house to put into the saddlebags. I was still naked and barefoot. There was a house rule that, despite my normal state of nakedness, the neighborhood should not be included in it. The back of the house was protected, but the front was not. The garage door being open meant I needed to glance around outside before rushing to the bike and back, again. Of course, the limited items I was allowed didn't require many trips.
I rushed up to the bedroom to dress as directed by Jake to start the ride. There was a micro pleated skirt and a halter top that tied at the neck and the middle of the back, short high-heeled boots with spike heels, a bandanna for my hair... and nothing else. One of the items on my side of the saddlebags was plenty of sunscreen spray.
When I came downstairs, both men gazed at me with appreciation. So much appreciation, in fact, that I thought the start of the trip might be delayed. In the end, I gave Mr. McMaster a long, very passionate kiss.
"Be a good slut for Jake and the men, Jennifer," he said. "You have shown me the slut you are with us. You like to orgasm, I hope five men are enough." I giggled and kissed him again.
"Of course, sir. I won't disappoint." He smiled and patted my ass. It was easy to touch as the skirt barely reached the bottom of my ass cheeks. I had stood in front of the floor-length mirror in the bedroom to be sure it did and that my bald cunt was covered while standing normally. Walking with a breeze or sitting? The thought made my cunt drool. Jake was clearly planning on me being displayed and used.
Jake handed me a helmet, and I was sure it weighed far more than everything else I was wearing. The Harley he had was huge and rumbled when he started it after rolling it out of the garage. There was a space behind him for a rider. The additional saddle bags were below my seat. As I prepared to climb onto the cycle, I noted the three-eighths-inch-wide ridge fastened to the seat where I would sit. I glanced down after getting in position, wiggling a bit against the ridge, and noticed the skirt wouldn't cover anything, but the view was obstructed from the front. It was from the back that I would be exposed.
We met the other four in a small strip mall parking lot not far from the interstate. All men were gathered around four more big Harley cycles. I stepped off, getting more used to using the foot pegs, and knew I was flashing the men before meeting them. Jake made the introductions and, following his earlier instructions, I wrapped my arms around each in turn and gave them a good kiss. Even without my knowledge of the skirt's length, I could feel the slight breeze on my exposed ass.
"Guys," Jake addressed the others with his arm around my neck and hanging over my shoulder with the hand grasping the breast there, "as I explained earlier, Jennifer is joining us for our... amusement and tension relief after riding. We don't have much of a scheduled route except to get out of state and then wander wherever anyone thinks might be interesting. You spot something you want to see, just catch up to whoever is in front and redirect us." Everyone nodded.
"Just to be clear, Jake," one asked, "tension relief and amusement...?"
Jake looked down at me, and I looked at the men. All of them were big black men like Jake. Well, maybe not quite as muscular as Jake. Jake's hand was actively squeezing the breast under the thin halter top. "Guys," I answered, "the way Jake has me dressed and the clothes he allowed me to bring are designed to expose me, hence for your amusement. Jake has trained all my holes for big cock, your stress relief."
All the men smiled, and we got started. It wasn't long after getting up some speed that I realized how exposed I was going to be. The tiny skirt at first fluttered, but with more air movement, it rose to the waistband of the skirt. My long hair in a ponytail and the bandanna tying it waved behind me.
The first stop was a rest stop on the interstate. Everyone had consumed too much coffee that morning, apparently. It was also an initiation for what my week would be like for exhibitionism. Getting off the cycles was never going to be lady-like, I thought. Good thing then, I giggled to myself, I was a slut instead of a lady. I placed the helmet on the right mirror of the bike after seeing Jake do the same to the left mirror. I walked with him and we split for the appropriate restroom. After washing my hands and attempting to adjust the skirt, I found the guys at a large map of the area ahead. I wiggled in between them to see the map and was rewarded with hands stroking my body. I pressed back against one and lightly stroked his jean-covered thigh. His hand rose under my halter to cup a naked breast.
We stopped at a small town diner for lunch and caused a stir when we entered. Not just a slutty-dressed white girl, but with five big black motorcycle guys. There was a booth open, and I slid in between two of them, Jake across the table from me, smiling. The guys weren't hesitant. Both had their hands on my thighs and pulled them apart as far as the cramped seating allowed. One found my bald, drooling cunt.
"Damn, Jake, she's sopping wet."
"Perhaps in public we should keep that talk down," he said as he glanced around the diner. "I told you she would be ready and willing. But, I'll also show you a little stimulus I put on the seat for her."
When we were back at the bikes, they felt the ridge and smiled at me. I nodded and boldly added, "I already need cock, guys, and it's only midday."
"Maybe we should stop early," one suggested.
Jake laughed, "We can stop anywhere with some privacy."
It didn't take long to find someplace with privacy. We were cruising up a state highway when one of the riders appeared alongside and pointed ahead to a sign indicating a lake to the left. Jake nodded, and everyone turned onto the dirt road. The lake was small with a rough, unmaintained boat ramp. It looked perfect. A narrow path went off to the right, and they took it one by one until it ended at an opening in the trees and brush at a grassy spot. By the looks of it, this was a favorite for kids to gather at night, where a fire and music wouldn't be noticed. It was also perfect for us.
Before I even faced the other guys, Jake had pulled both ties for my halter and caught the material as it fluttered off my tits. The skirt only had a clasp, and I stood naked except for the spiked heeled boots, which I left on. I was surrounded by big black men who were undoing their jeans. I sank to my knees in the hard dirt and watched for the first black cock to appear. I smiled. It was big. Not like Jake's, of course, but still big and thick. I took it into my hand and put my mouth over the hardening head as others quickly appeared. I took one in each hand as I sucked the first, then switched, working my way around the tight circle.
It took no time for there to be five hard cock, and I was lifted to my feet and pressed over one of the cycle seats, my tits hanging on one side and my feet spread wide on the other. I wasn't looking to see who was where, just looking for the closest cock. One appeared in front of me, a very big, long one, I knew well, Jake. I opened wide, and it eased into my mouth. At the same time, another cock pressed at my ready cunt and entered. My cunt felt so wet, it might have felt to the man like I had already been fucked.
Jake pressed his cock into my throat while the one behind thrust hard so he was fully in my cunt. There was no coordinated rhythm between the two, just cock fucking at both ends. When the one in my cunt came, another was right there to take its place. I orgasmed continuously after the first one with the first fuck. Jake came into my mouth. Another cock appeared there, and it was messy with semen and my orgasm juice. I gobbled it all up, sucking the cock clean as it deflated. Each cock after fucking me came to my mouth, and I sucked each clean.
Jake was the only one who actually came in my mouth. All the others came in my cunt. It had been fast and furious. Jake stood me up and held me in front of him, facing the guys getting their jeans pulled up and zipped. He was fondling my naked body. I could feel the four loads of cum leaking from my used cunt. I kept my legs slightly parted and saw them looking down there.
"That was a good ice-breaker," he said, teasing my nipples. The guys all agreed and were looking forward to later, when we all had more time and comfort.
Jake saw a small roadside motel with only a few cars parked along the rooms and pulled into the small lot. Everyone clustered around the door marked office. We all stretched after getting off the cycles and entered the office. An older woman came out from behind the counter and looked at them and me. "I don't judge," the woman said with a clear judgment already in her mind to make the statement, "so long as you don't cause trouble for any other guest."
I giggled and turned to the rack of local information. Everything was old. This wasn't a place tourists stopped at. There was a card for a nearby pizza place, though, which I took.
The guys got three rooms in a row. Jake took the middle one, and I knew the reason. It meant I would only need to be outside long enough to get to the next room. Once we were in the room, I was sure to be naked until we were on the cycles again. All the rooms were the same, small and tight. They consisted of two queen beds, a dresser with a TV, a bathroom, and a small closet.
After a short discussion, they decided to stay in and order pizza to be delivered. In the meantime, they would fuck me in our room. The bed closest to the door was selected, and I guess that Jake and I would be sleeping in the other one. I turned the bed down after quickly stripping for the second time that day and crawled onto the bed, waiting. As Jake got on the room's landline phone to the pizza place, one of the guys got on the bed with me.
"Tell me what you want," I purred at him as I fondled my breast. He didn't, though. He lay on his back and held his cock up. I smiled, bent over to kiss his head, and straddled his hips. This cock wasn't the longest by far, but it was thick. "Ohhhh... fuck yessss..." I groaned as I slid down over it. I leaned forward and we kissed as my hips moved my cunt up and down over his cock. He moaned into my mouth, our tongues doing a bit of combat. He grabbed a nipple and twisted it, bringing more gasps and moans.



I felt a hand on my upper back, and I broke the kiss and sat up, fucking more aggressively. Another black cock was next to me. I opened my mouth without touching it, and it sank into my mouth. In the distance, I heard Jake ordering several pizzas and two six-packs of beer. There was constant chatter around, and someone turned the TV on, but I was only interested in the two cocks. The man using my mouth held the back of my head and pressed into my throat. It was hard to move my hips up and down with his firm hold, but that lasted only a few moments. He seemed content to go down my throat a few times as if verifying what Jake had told them.
The man pulled out of my mouth, and I focused better on the cock I was fucking. Then I heard Jake say, "Here, Bob, use this and fuck her ass."
For a moment, I felt lubrication pressed against my asshole and a cock pressing against it. I had a thick cock already buried in my cunt and another pressing deliberately at my asshole. No panic, though. I often took both Mr. McMaster and Jake, and their cocks are bigger.
"OHHHHH... FUCKKK..." I cried out as the one at my ass pushed aggressively past my sphincter and into my ass, the two cocks stretching me tight. "Fuck... you guys... are big." I gasped and moaned as both cocks began moving with me sandwiched between the two. "Ooooooo... yeesssss... fuuuccckkkkk... meeeeee..." I gasped.
I orgasmed twice until each man came in a hole. Then, the other two duplicated the same thing. Again, I was sandwiched between two men with cocks in adjacent holes. I was moaning and gasping when there was a knock on the door. Nothing stopped as the door was opened.
"Pizza deliv... holy shit," came a young male voice.
"What do I owe you?" came Jake's voice. Payment must have occurred, but the door didn't close. "Never seen a woman get double penetrated before?"
"Ah... no... are you kidding??" came the kid's voice.
Jake laughed. "If you want, drop your pants and climb up on the bed. Make her airtight... stick your cock in her mouth."
"Shit... are you sure? She won't mind?"
"Look at her. She won't, but right now she won't even know whose cock it is," Jake laughed.
In another moment, a much smaller white cock appeared next to me. I smiled and opened my mouth. I was in a sexual frenzy for sure, but sexual frenzies are just a part of my life. I knew perfectly well I was sucking off a white boy while being fucked by two black men.
"Don't be shy, kid. Fuck her mouth. If you can reach her throat, she won't mind."
The kid tentatively pressed his cock into my mouth. It hit the opening to my throat, but that was it. I used suction to make it better for him, but he didn't last long. Not surprising given that I was being fucked by two big black guys. When he came, it was a few dribbles of cum but with a lot of moaning.
I was still being fucked when the door closed and the kid was gone, a story he was probably dying to share with his buddies.
After we all came, we untangled and I lay back gasping. My two holes leaked cum onto the bedding. Jake hadn't fucked me, but he seemed to have that worked out. Beer was passed around, and the pizza boxes were opened. Jake sat on the lone hardback wooden chair in the room. Everyone was naked, and I enjoyed the view of five bigger-than-average black cock. Jake pulled me to him, and I straddled his legs, sinking my cunt over his very big cock. Facing him, I fed him pizza as I slowly moved up and down on his cock, stopping only long enough to drink some beer.
The guys all fucked me, again. Jake seemed to be content with being a good host, sharing his slut, and probably content that he would have me later, too. When the guys left the room for their own, Jake finally fucked me. We used the same bed as before, starting with me on top, then rolling so he could really plow his cock into me, and ending with him cumming in me from behind. He brought me to two orgasms in the process.
He stood and looked down at my spent body, sprawled with legs splayed. He opened the door to the dark night outside. "Go to each room. When you return, I will be using all of your holes."
I rolled to the side of the bed and stood. I pressed my body against him and kissed him. "You know? Right now, I wish the rooms were further apart."
He smiled and gently kissed me. His hands lightly stroked my arms. "Do you know why you're here doing this, Jennifer?"
"Because you asked, sir," I stated simply.
He chuckled, "Okay, sure... but the boss and I have been deliberate in your training to be the slut for us that he desired. You have taken to it, Jennifer. No matter what he or I have asked of you, you have delivered willingly and eagerly. Spending a week being a fuck-slut for five men, four of whom are strangers, seemed like a perfect conclusive test of your acceptance."
I looked up into his eyes with a smile, "Sir, I won't disappoint you. They have already used all my holes, and I sucked off a delivery boy. My ass and cunt have been displayed. I'd ride naked if you wanted me to."
He slid a hand down my body to my pelvis and slipped a finger into my used cunt. He brought it to my mouth, and I sucked it clean. "That is actually an interesting idea."
He gave my bare butt a firm smack and sent me out into the night air to decide which room I would go to first. Even before I decided left or right, the door closed behind me. I stood there and looked around the quiet parking lot. A lone pickup truck went by on the highway. The feeling of being naked without a door to quickly enter was stimulating. Exhibitionism. I loved it. I turned in a circle several times and was facing left. I knock on the door. When it opens, "Jennifer... hey, Tom, Jennifer is here for more."
* * * *
The next morning, we found another small diner and startled more small-town people with my outfit. As we were leaving, the guy with the receipt let it drop from his fingers and nudged me. I bent over without squatting. My bare ass was fully displayed to the gasp of the couple of women servers in the place.
Later, we pulled onto a farm dirt road just off the state road. Too much beer and coffee. The guys found trees to get behind as they sprayed the dirt and weeds. I looked for a spot with shorter weeds and squatted with feet widely parted. No panties. I just squatted. Despite exposing my body to them constantly and fucking each other several times, relieving myself in front of them was still different.
Gathered at the bikes, Jake pulled the ties of my halter. The other guys watched. He then undid my skirt, and I caught it going down my legs. "Jennifer mentioned last night she'd ride naked if I wanted her to. Do I?"
"Hell, yeah," they all responded. "What if we encounter cops, though?"
Jake considered that possibility. "We can move over to county roads, which should be less patrolled. If stopped, they'll probably test us for alcohol, but we should be clean by now. We'll probably just get a warning, don't you think?" Every agreed. I hoped they were right.
I hadn't been covered much before, but I did have at least an illusion of covering. Now, I was fully naked as I put on the helmet with only the spiked boots on my feet.
After a while, we passed a sign indicating the Interstate ahead. As we got closer, Jake slowed and pulled to the shoulder, the other guys surrounding us, the big Harley bikes rumbling in idle. Jake pulled a spare black t-shirt from the saddlebags and handed it to me. As I was pulling it on and replacing the helmet, I heard him explaining his thinking. I had thought he was just being cautious for when we passed under the Interstate, but no. There was a big sign on the other side that I hadn't noticed. ADULT. There were two large semis and a couple of old sedans in the parking lot. Clearly, the adult store was aiming at truckers on the Interstate more than local business.
In the parking lot, we got off the bikes. I looked suspiciously at the door to the store. Every window was covered. Jake was so much bigger than I was that his t-shirt hung on me. I knew I was at least covered as much as the skirt had covered me. Of course, that was not covered. We entered the store as a group. When five big black guys and a small white woman, who seemed to have on a large t-shirt, entered an adult store, the other men inside noticed. Jake didn't seem to even notice the room with videos or the displays of magazines and DVDs. He spotted the wall and display case of toys and led me that way.
The old guy at the register followed us behind the glass counters. He watched the five guys suspiciously but ogled at me, especially when one of the guys lifted the shirt to expose my ass bare. If anyone in the store had wondered what I wore underneath, the question was resolved. The five guys spread out along the counter and looked down at vibrating eggs, butt-plugs, dildos of all sizes, nipple clamps, and clit clamps. On the wall behind and on racks behind us was clothing that would only show girl parts blatantly.
"Something special in mind, guys?" the man asked, looking me over while addressing them. He clearly knew who was going to make the purchase since I had no pockets and no purse.
They began asking about various things. "Is there a vibration butt-plug?" one of the guys asked. He opened the case and pulled out one. "Has to be remote," he added. The guy picked another one. The man said they were charged with a charging cable with USB connectors. "No problem, the bikes have that." Surprise to me.
When we left, the guys had a vibrating butt-plug, a vibrating egg, and nipple clamps with several small weights to attach. The guys plugged in vibrators to their bikes and checked the remotes. Batteries. One went back in for a pack of AA batteries. The ride was going to be more interesting.
As we were getting ready to climb back onto the bikes, I pulled the t-shirt off when a trucker came out. "Which way are you headed?" he asked.
Jake said, "West. Thought we'd follow this state road for a while. Why?"
"Well," he said, giving me a closer look, "if she's going to be naked, you'd best wait for that. Bartlesville is just down that road a few miles and is the only gas station in the area. The local cop loves to sit behind a billboard on the right just inside the town limits, waiting for people who don't slow down fast enough. Her nakedness would be a bonus for him. You all might find yourselves in jail until the circuit judge comes through in a day or two."
Jake looked at the rest of us. The guys shrugged, and I waited. Jake would be making the decision for me. I just hoped he wouldn't chance that cop. "Thanks, man," Jake finally said. "You might have saved us. We're pretty casual with speed limit signs sometimes."
The guy nodded, looked my way once more, and headed for his truck. "Hey," Jake yelled. The guy stopped and turned. "Magazines... that's how you get off at night?"
The guy shrugged nervously. "Driving all day. Need something for diversion at night sometimes."
"Well, slut?" Jake said to me as he turned and looked down at me, still standing naked in the parking lot. I nodded. I expected the five guys, but a pizza guy was added, and now a trucker.
I walked to the trucker. My heels crunch in the gravel, and my tits jiggling with each step. He watched me nervously with glances back to the five black guys. "Thanks for your tip. How about a blow job? Or, do you have a condom?"
He glanced past me, then said, "I've got a condom."
I smiled at him and hooked my arm into his. As we went around the front of his rig, I glanced back at Jake. This was bold, and I hoped it was really what he meant. He was saying something to the other guys. When he turned and saw me looking, he gave me a thumbs-up. Okay, then, I thought.
"This is one of those rigs with a sleeper?" I asked.
He confirmed, "Yeah, it's more convenient than always looking for a motel."
"I've never seen one before," I said as he pointed out the places to step up to the cab. I stretched a foot up and acted like I might lose my balance. He grabbed me on the ass and pushed. I turned to him, my ass at his head height as I stepped up again. I was sure he was looking right at my cunt. "Ooooo," I said as I climbed into the cab and peered into the back, but moved to the passenger side to give him room.
He was in the cab and slammed the door closed. "It's kinda messy, though. Being by myself, you know?"
"Don't worry about it," I said. He held the curtain open, and I crawled into the back. Messy might have been an understatement. Porn magazines scattered around and a few lewd centerfolds taped inside. I sat on the bed, which was only big enough for one. "How do you like to do it?" I asked.
"Damn, I don't get the chance much," he confessed.
"Get your pants down and the condom on," I directed. I lay back and opened my legs as he unzipped and pushed his jeans down, then fumbled with the condom. He was mostly hard already, but not completely so. I wiggled over to him and took his cock in my mouth. In another minute, he was hard. I took the condom from him and rolled it down his cock. I then lay back, raised my knees, and splayed them wide. He was on his knees, mesmerized for a moment. I saw a centerfold behind him of a busty woman in a similar position to mine. "Different than a centerfold?" I asked.
"Sorry, but yeah. I can't believe this is happening," he confessed.
He came forward between my legs. He was nervous. I raised my shoulders, took his cock, and guided it to my open cunt. He pressed in gently. "You don't have to worry about me," I said. "Nothing rough, but fuck me hard."
He nodded as he watched his cock sink deeper into me. It didn't go that deep, but I wasn't about to hurt his feelings, either. After fucking nothing but big, thick black cocks, this was... well, it won't measure up, so to speak.
He began fucking and then stopped. I looked at him questioningly. I hadn't felt his cock pulse like he might prematurely climax. Then he began fucking, again. I wrapped my legs around him and thrust my hips to meet his thrusts. It wasn't long after that that he did climax.
As he pulled his cock out, he said, "This is personal, but..."
"What?"
"I mean... well... these magazines have stories about white women and black men. You know, BBC, black owned, queen of spades... is that, like, you and them?"
I laughed, "No. Most of those guys are just friends." I could read his expression, though. He really wanted it to be true. He reads about it and then meets one. It would be another part of the story he could tell at the next truck stop. "Okay, it is personal, but... okay, that big guy out there. He works for another rich guy, and I'm kind of their submissive slut." His mouth gaped open, and a big smile formed on his face. "They've been training me to endure lots of orgasms and to fuck every way possible."
"I knew it," he exclaimed. I crawled out of the sleeper and opened the driver's door. He added, "Thanks, by the way. That was amazing."
I waited until I was on the ground and rounding the front of the rig before I released a laugh. As I walked up to the guys, Jake tossed me the t-shirt. "That didn't take long," he said.
He climbed on the bike and started the Harley as the big rig thundered up. I turned and waved at the guy who waved back. I then pulled the t-shirt on. "No, it didn't take long, and neither was he." The guys all laughed. "He came fast and I didn't."
One of the guys moved his bike close and said, "Not to worry, Jennifer, we'll make it up to you."
I stepped over to him, kissed him hard. "I will hold you to that, Jim."
* * * *
The next days were similar. I was naked when we cruised the countryside and barely dressed when in slightly more populated areas. They stopped frequently at empty waysides, lakes, or open fields to fuck me before moving on, again. I often rode behind Jake with an egg or butt-plug inserted. Sometimes the nipple clamps were attached if I was naked. The weights bounced and vibrated due to the action of the bike. The guys passed the remotes among them, turning the vibrators on or increasing the intensity throughout the ride. Jake just laughed as I squirmed behind him. That ridge he put on the seat was always there, too.
At night, it was mostly double and triple penetrations until I was alone with Jake. Alone, Jake and I fucked in a way that was like making love. His cock was always going deep, but it was slower and lasting longer with many position changes.
I hadn't realized it, but we had been on a circular route, and it hit me when I saw our state sign welcoming us. I wrapped my arms around Jake and held him tight.
"What was that for?" he asked, moving his head to make it easier to hear.
"Just... thank you," I said over his shoulder. "I just realized we were almost home. This trip was amazing." He reached back and stroked my bare thigh. "Sir?" I asked, "I didn't disappoint you, did I?"
"Jennifer," he replied, "you couldn't disappoint me or Mr. McMaster. You've become more than he ever imagined."
I squeezed him hard. Almost home, I thought. I couldn't wait to see Mr. McMaster again. How could I have been fucking five guys for a week and be missing him so much? I was his, that's how. I was his submissive slut. He and Jake. That's all I want. But, that also means I'll do anything either wants from me. Like this road trip. Exposed and fucked. Now, soon, I'd be home.
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CHAPTER 10: SURROGATE
Several months later ...
I was walking past Mr. McMaster's home office on a Sunday afternoon. The door was never closed, and I tried especially hard to give him peace when he was working in it. I glanced to find Jake sitting in one of the chairs before the desk. I hadn't even noticed Jake's arrival. Perhaps it was while I was in the fitness room or the pool doing my laps.
"Excuse me, sirs," I gently intruded, "I hadn't realized Jake had arrived. Good afternoon, Jake."
Jake turned and smiled, his eyes scanning my naked body. "Jennifer, hi."
"Actually, good timing, dear," Mr. McMaster said. "Come and sit. Jake was just explaining to me a most delicate situation."
That was a curious statement. A delicate situation, somehow involving me? Perhaps another 'situation' involving me fucking someone? I sat in the chair indicated, and Jake patted my arm gently. Curious, I thought, not my bare thigh or teasing a nipple.
"Jake, you should explain," Mr. McMaster said after I was seated with crossed legs and my hands casually resting on my lap.
Jake began. One of his closest friends has an issue Jake just found out about. He said the man would have been invited on the road trip several months before, except that he is married, and the man's character had no room for cheating on his wife. What Jake learned was that they had been trying for a couple of years to get pregnant without success. They finally went to the doctor to be tested. It turned out that his sperm was good, but his wife was infertile. They had looked into adoption but hoped to have the baby seem more like theirs in some natural way. They looked into egg implantation, or in vitro fertilization, IVF, but the procedures were expensive and not guaranteed, which can result in additional attempts and costs. They also considered using a surrogate, but that was also expensive. Either process could cost them $30,000 that they don't have.
He looked at me, "Understand, Jennifer, I was not talking about this with Mr. McMaster with any thought of looking to him for the cost." I nodded. I wouldn't have expected that of Jake, even as close as their relationship seemed to be. "He, as you are aware," Jake indicated Mr. McMaster, "is highly attuned to those in his closest circle. He pulled it from me when he felt my mood off." I was well aware of that about Mr. McMaster, as he had, in the past, pulled issues of my concern from me. In my case, it was always far less troublesome than what Jake was concerned with.
"I would consider covering the cost for them, but the man is too proud to accept anything that could appear as a handout," Jake added.
We were quiet for long moments. I was mulling over a crazy option, though. Mr. McMaster was watching me closely. Speaking of being attuned. He had insisted to me in the past that I get a look when I zone out in thinking about problem-solving. It is usually shown in some online coursework. But, he remained quiet.
"What if ... well, what if there was an option not so easy to identify?" I said, still forming my thoughts. "If I heard correctly, IVF could be $30,000 but could require several attempts. A surrogate, I've heard, could easily be more than that." They were both watching me.
"What are you thinking, Jennifer?" Jake asked.
I shifted in the chair to turn directly toward him, my thoughts solidifying. "This man is that important to you?"
"Yes, he saved my life once," Jake said with a catch in his voice.
I turned and sat back. Everything I have and value, as crazy as that might be, I have because of these two men. I have professed for so long that I would do anything for either of them. I have become a worthy slut for them, and I love the life I have with them. I'd do anything ...
"What I am thinking, Jake," I paused to take his hand to focus on what I was going to say, "is to provide them with a surrogate without cost to them."
"I already said he won't allow me to cover ..."
"Not the cost, Jake." They both stopped and stared. "Not the cost of a surrogate, but provide a surrogate who doesn't require compensation." I turned to Mr. McMaster at that point. "Sir, you've provided me with the best medical insurance coverage. Will it cover my expenses through pregnancy?"
"You can't be serious, Jennifer," he said.
"Will it, sir?"
"Yes, but ..."
"Jennifer," Jake took my arm. "This is crazy. This isn't something you do today and back to normal tomorrow. This will be a year. Think what this means. Think about what your body will go through."
"Sir, as Jake said, this would be for a year, at least." I was addressing Mr. McMaster. "I'm your slut, sir. But pregnant doesn't mean I can't still be your slut. Yes, I suppose there will be a time when I am off the pill that you and Jake won't be able to fuck my cunt, but there will always be my ass and throat. You enjoy those, too, don't you?" I looked at both, turning my head back and forth. "Once I'm pregnant ..." I smiled, "I'm sure my cunt will receive extra duty."
Mr. McMaster shook his head with a big smile. He would accept the idea. He would leave it up to Jake and me. I turned to Jake. He was gazing at me intently.
"Jennifer, you don't even know them. Why would you do this?" he asked.
"Oh, Jake, how many times do I need to say it? I'd do anything for you two. And these people are important to you," I replied.
* * * *
"I don't understand," the woman exclaimed. Jake brought me to the couple's home. It was Mark and Liz Harrington. They were white, and I was beginning to think everyone Jake knew was black. "Why would you do this for us?"
"Jake and I work for the same man, and I have come to know the kind of man Jake is. You are important to him, and that's really all I needed to know. I am a simple housekeeper. My employer will accept my decision, and he has already provided me with exceptional health insurance that will cover all my health needs."
"Jake, I ..." the man began.
"Don't look at me. It just came up in our talks. This is her. You couldn't ask for a better woman to carry your child, though."
"I ... we don't know what to say," the woman added.
"Say, of course, we want you to carry our child," I laughed.
"Well, this is something more ..." she said hesitantly. "Even if the child can't have my DNA, we want it to have Marks." Mark and she exchanged looks. "Would you want artificial insemination?"
"I understand you are strapped right now. The old-fashioned way is fine with me, but that means ..."
They nodded. "How do we do this?"
I glanced at Jake. He was leaving all this to me. I took a deep breath. "Well, I think we tracked me through two periods, and I got off the pill. Then, we mark what should be when I should be the most fertile. I suggest you, Liz, go visit family or a friend for five days, two days before and two days after the date of my fertility. Mark, you'll need to take five days of vacation."
"You mean ..." but Liz stopped. I nodded. She looked at Mark, who shrugged. She agreed.
"Okay. Now ... I have a condition." They waited. "You would have had to spend a lot of money to do this any other way, right?" They nodded. "When baby Harrington is born, I want you to establish an irrevocable trust in his/her name for education. If you think it might have cost $30,000, I want you to add $2,000 on each birthday until she/he is 15 years old. College is expensive and will probably be more expensive."
"We can budget for it, right, honey? Just think, our baby will go to college."
* * * *
Jake drove me to the Harringtons on the day Liz was to leave. When we arrived, she was just getting ready to leave. She stepped up to me and held my forearms. "I wanted to see you before I left, Jennifer. I know you intended to be sure you become pregnant." I nodded. "Please remember he's a married man."
"I have no intention of taking him ..." I began protesting.
"No, silly, not that. I mean, he's a married man and ... well, five days of making love ... uhm ... he's not used to making love more than once in five days."
I chuckled, "This won't be making love, Liz. This is just sex with a purpose."
Jake, Mark, and I watched her leave. Then, Jake left. I turned to Mark. "Mark, I don't know how much you can cum, but every drop is going in my pussy." I was proud of myself. I had repeated that over and over ... not cunt but pussy.
I pulled him into the house, locked the door, and stripped in the little entry. "For the next five days, I am naked and available. If you can get it up, or I can encourage it up, we fuck. The only time I have clothes on is if we go out. I'll cook and take care of the house. You feel the urge, you come and take me. Understand?"
"Yes, ma'am."
"Okay, Mark. Take me to the bedroom and let's start making a baby." I think he was in shock, but he managed to lead me to the bedroom.
I undressed him and knelt before him. He gasped as I took his already hardening cock into my mouth and sucked. His hand landed on my head as he moaned above me, his cock quickly growing in my mouth. I pulled my mouth off his cock slowly, sucking saliva off as I did. I grasped his hard cock at the base. Hmmm, I thought, a good eight-inch cock. I looked up his body to his face.
"You have a very nice cock, Mark. I am going to enjoy this very much." I kissed the head and slowly stood, kissing and licking his stomach and chest as I did. I kissed him passionately and pressed my pelvis into his groin. He stood just under six feet tall, but my small 5' 1" body forced me to look up. I took both his hands and pulled him to the bed. I stripped it down to the bottom sheet and led him onto it. "How do you like to fuck, Mark?" He stared at me. I pulled him with me as I lay back. "We'll start out old-fashioned but always good. We'll try other positions later."
I lay before him, my knees raised and splayed to the sides. He leaned down and kissed my breasts and roamed down to my stomach. I reached for his head and gently pulled. He looked up at me. "I'm ready to be fucked, Mark. We'll have plenty of time for exploring each other when we're recovering. Right now, I need you inside me. I've thought about this too much."
He smiled and nodded. He crawled up between my spread thighs. His hard cock touched my wet, open cunt, and I smiled up at him. "Thank you, Jennifer," he sighed as his cock slid into my hole. "Thank you ... thank you."
His cock was deep and sliding in and out. He groaned and moaned as his fucking slowly increased in speed and power. I knew this first fuck would break the ice and allow us to be more comfortable. He thrust hard, and I soon felt his cock pulse. Not surprisingly, a married man suddenly faced with a woman ready to fuck him as often as possible. I slipped a hand to my clit to encourage my body to catch up to his arousal. When he came, thrusting hard and deep, I was ready and joined him, my cunt washing his cock with juice and muscles clenching around his cock with spasms.
He rolled off me, his cock leaving me as he did. I rolled to lie a leg over his and kiss his chest and shoulder. "Do you think you can stand me for five days?" I teased.
He laughed and looked at me, "Last night we made love for the longest time. She said she hoped that this would inspire us to be more sexual, too." He paused. He chuckled, "She also said I should fuck you as much as possible. She really wants a baby."
I wiggled on top of him, my cunt over his softened cock. I kissed him. "I really want this, Mark. I don't think I will get the chance for myself and ... I want to experience it, to have that feeling of creating life." I was moving my cunt over his cock. "I'll be a good surrogate for your child, Mark."
I slid down his body, kissing my way down to his cock. I lifted it and took it into my mouth, tasting our mixed fluids. Before long, he was getting hard again. "Damn, Jennifer ..."
I smiled as I crawled over his body and lifted his cock to my waiting cunt. I settled down over it to the sighs escaping his mouth. I lowered to the bottom of his cock and began fucking him. My tits began swinging and bouncing. "Take my beasts, Mark. I am yours for five days, do what you want, touch me, tease me, probe me." He groaned with each thought I expressed. He took my breast in his hands before shifting to my erect nipples. "Pull them, Mark. Twist them, pull them, pinch them. Do whatever you want." And, he did. He heard me groan and gasp as he tried things on me he probably wouldn't do to Liz. He might be afraid of hurting her, of destroying the mood, but I wanted to show him now and over the next days just how some aggressive action can be good.
He leaned up and took a nipple into his mouth as I fucked him. His lips sucked, and his teeth nipped at them. "Oh, yes, Mark. Ohhh ... that is good ... oooooooo ... yes, like that," I gasped as I bounced on him. "My clit ... find my clit ... do you tease Liz's clit?" I gasped. He grunted a 'no'. "My clit, Mark. Tease it, press it." I cried out when he nipped at my nipple, and his fingers found my clit. "Oh fuck, yes, Mark ... ooooohhhh ... you are gooooddddd ..."
He thrust up hard, falling back and releasing both sensitive, erect nubs. He was close and needed to cum. I wanted it, too. As he thrust up, I matched him going down. "Oh ... fuck ... Jennifer!" he cried. "I'm ... cummingggggg!"
* * * *
Five days of fucking. Not much new for me, of course. Mr. McMaster and Jake make good use of my body multiple times a day. And, not to mention that motorcycle trip. For Mark Harrington, though, it was exhausting. And, I made sure of it at the end.
Liz pulled into the driveway right on time. Jake had arrived moments earlier to bring me home. Jake brought her suitcase from the car as Liz looked past me to the front door. I giggled, "Mark's exhausted and asleep, Liz. I planned it this way." She looked at me, puzzled. Why wouldn't I want her husband to greet her after five days? "Liz, Mark, and I talked a lot." I giggled again. "It can't all be fucking. Anyway, I developed a theory about married men and their not getting much sex. At least for Mark." Now she looked at me curiously. "Mark was quite tentative with me, which was probably because I wasn't you, but also his attitude. Mark didn't want to presume or expect, even though that was the only reason I was here. I suspect he wants you very much but defers to your need or interest above his." She smiled at that, as if it made sense and pleased her. "He loves you very much, Liz. He had me here naked and talked about you, your dating, the funny things he did, and the embarrassing things he did. Interesting to me that you don't seem to have ever done anything embarrassing."
She laughed, "Oh, I have."
"Liz, you have a good man, and I hope these days have encouraged him to be more ... whatever you both need together. What I think you should do is quietly go to the bedroom, get undressed, and crawl into bed with him. Gently kiss him so he wakes to you."
Her eyes got dreamy, "And make love."
I shook my head, "No, Liz, fuck him. Fuck him hard and urgently. Five days. He knows what fucking is. Help him release it to you."
She walked briskly to the door. Jake had to scramble to catch up. As he closed the door behind him, she was moving through the house away from the door.
"What did you say to her? She was like a woman on a mission," he said.
"Just girl-talk," I said with a smile.
* * * *
The next couple of weeks were different around the house. I was still naked, but my cunt was still off limits. My ass continued to receive a good workout, and I began to wonder if it would ever fully close again. I knew it would, of course, after every good fuck because the next fuck still took effort to pass by the sphincter.
Jake was joining Mr. McMaster on the patio. They had their drinks and were talking about something. I was just getting out of the pool and dripping water as I leaned to take a towel from the cabinet next to the pool. I was wiping my hair and body as I approached them.
"Can I get either of you another drink or ... anything?" I smiled.
"No, Jennifer, we're good for now. Get yourself something to drink and come join us. Relax for a moment," Mr. McMaster said.
I remained standing before them. I had dropped the towel on a nearby chair, but didn't move. They both looked up at me, curious. "Jennifer," Jake began, "I know that look. What is it?"
I smiled as I put both hands on my belly, "I've missed my period. I've waited days to be sure."
Mr. McMaster smiled and searched around his chair and the nearby table for his smartphone. He scrolled through his contacts and pushed the button. "This is Mark McMaster," he said to the answering machine, "I want an appointment for Jennifer Warren as soon as possible. Pregnancy test."
When he ended the call, he found me on Jake's lap. "Before you two get any big ideas," I giggled, "I think we should still wait for the test results."
Jake laughed, "Your asshole is great, slut, but we are anxious to get back into your wet cunt."
"I know, sir. Just a few more days."
Midway through the next week, Jake was pushing me through a tough series of weighted squats. He added his hands under my arms to give me just a bit extra to stand back up when my phone began vibrating and chiming. He helped me a bit more and took the weight off me.
"Hello?" "Yes, this is Jennifer Warren." "Yes, yes ... wonderful news. Thank you, doctor!" I exclaimed into the phone. I dropped the phone on the towels on the weight bench, stared down at it, and slowly turned around. I was naked and glistening with a sheen of sweat over much of my body. I looked Jake in the eyes, "The doctor ..." I haltingly started and broke into a huge smile. "I'm pregnant!"
He opened his arms, his face beaming, too. I jumped into his arms. "Fuck me, Jake. God, I need to be fucked."
"I think that should be Mr. McMaster's honor, don't you?"
"Of course, yes, okay ..." I stammered. Then I wiggled out of his arms and picked up my phone, again.
"What are you doing?"
"Thinking of a reason for him to come home early," I said as I thought, my finger hovering over the button to call him. "Sir? I am sorry to bother you at work, but ... sir, I'm pregnant." "Yes, yes, the doctor just called." "Well, I was hoping you might ..." "Ohhh, thank you, sir." I turned to Jake. "He said he was leaving right away." I stared at Jake. "I think I need to shower and get ready. He said you two are going to make my cunt sore." Jake laughed.
It took him 40 minutes, but I heard the garage door rise. I was antsy for him to arrive. When he came in the door, I stood waiting for him, shifting from foot to foot. Jake was standing behind me, laughing.
"I see you decided to dress," Mr. McMaster said casually. I smiled and rushed into his arms. I had decided on white stockings and heels, and a white, lace shelf bra. I was still fully exposed with an illusion of being dressed. At least as much as I might be in the house.
"Would you like a drink before or ..." I said excitedly, hoping he would pick after.
He laughed and looked to Jake. "I think we need to blunt some of her needs as quickly as possible."
I thought he would take me to the visitor bedroom we used for the playroom, but we didn't get far into the house. After dropping his briefcase, he took me to the dinette table in the kitchen next to the garage entry, pressed me over the table, and opened his slacks. Could he be hard already? I questioned. When a thick cock pressed against my hungry cunt lips, I had the answer. Even after the shower, I had attempted to dry my cunt several times before his arrival to no avail. I just kept on drooling cunt juice in anticipation.
His cock pressed against my cunt. It had only been weeks, and my ass had been fucked repeatedly, not to mention my throat. Even so, it seemed like forever, and now I was finally feeling his cock in my cunt where it belonged. I loved being fucked and all my holes were ready for them, but my cunt ... my cunt was how I really felt connected to them.



He was halfway in, as though teasing me by slowly inching in. "Please, sir," I gasped, "just fuck me. I need to feel all of you inside me, again. Please." I pleaded.
He pulled back and slammed in with a powerful thrust. "OH ... FUCK ... YESSSSSS!" I cried out. Finally ... finally. "Fuck me, sir. Fuck me ... fuck your slut ... make me yours, again and forever ... again ... for always ... I'm your slut, sir ... take my cunt back ..."
He thrust hard into me. The table squealed as it bumped along the floor. The table stopped moving, and I was being pulled to the corner. A big black cock was there waiting. I opened my mouth wide, and Jake pressed his cock inside. I adjusted my head as much as I could as he pressed deeper and deeper. His cock head pressed into my throat and deeper. He pulled back and slid back in. In and out of my throat as my cunt was filled with another big black cock.
I slipped into a daze of lust, of cocks, of black cocks that owned me, of men using me the way I liked and the way they could at their will. My cunt was finally being used again. Somehow, that made the difference.
I was banged back and forth when their cocks were thrust into me, alternating and deeply penetrated when they thrust in at the same time. I was gasping around Jake's cock while I orgasmed from the fucking I was receiving in my cunt. Moments after my orgasm washed over Mr. McMaster's throbbing cock, he filled my cunt with cum.
Both pulled out, and I lay over the table gasping. "Oh fuck, yesssssss!" I cried as Jake slammed his cock fully into my cunt. I immediately rose to another building orgasm as he leaned over me and forced a hand to my clit.
"It feels good to be home, slut," he said into my ear.
"Ohhhh ... it feels ... so gooooddddd ... to have you both ... home in me, again," I gasped.
I had to admit the following morning that I was a bit sore. Not badly, to be sure, but a bit. I was, after all, a well-used slut, but it had been quite a while since those two big cocks had used me to the point of blissful abuse.
Jake drove me to the Harringtons the following night, and I gave them the good news. They suggested a celebratory drink, but I declined. No alcohol for me.
I had dinner ready for Mr. McMaster as usual. Jake was there, too. I dressed in heels and a flowing, very sheer nightgown that had separate panels that opened and flowed around me as I moved. No part of my body was truly hidden.
The gown didn't stay on long after dinner. Jake picked me up and carried me up to the guest bedroom with Mr. McMaster leading the way. When Jake settled me to the floor, I undressed each man, touching them, kissing them as I exposed their bodies. When they were both naked, I slipped out of the gown and settled onto my knees before them. They stood shoulder to shoulder, their cock side by side. I kissed the heads and licked each, moving back and forth, kissing, sucking, and pressing more cock deeper into my mouth to my throat, but focused on making the hard more than making them cum.
Once hard, Mr. McMaster pulled me to my feet. Jake had moved to the bed and was lying on his back, his massive cock standing tall like something to be conquered. I licked my lips. I would sit on that cock, and I knew my ass would then be penetrated. I knew these men and how they thought, at least regarding me and my body. After all this time with them, there were few surprises but much enjoyment.
I settled over Jake and quickly felt lubrication pressed at my asshole. I might be well and thoroughly used by these two, but they were careful, too. They would use me all they wanted, but they wouldn't cause unnecessary pain.
Soon, another big cock pressed against my asshole and pressed past the sphincter. I gasped loudly as it entered and pressed deeper and deeper to join the cock in my cunt, fully penetrated. Cunt and asshole with big cocks. My groans and moans and gasps were endless as they began moving inside my two holes. Sometimes they were in a rhythm, in sync, other times totally out of sync. I orgasmed, crying out as my body quaked and shivered. Their fucking continued, barely modified by my orgasmic spasms. Mr. McMaster climaxed first but remained inside me as Jake continued to fuck. When Jake came, I heard Mr. McMaster moan, too. My orgasming cunt produced the same spasms in my asshole.
"Welcome back to us, Jennifer," Jake softly said as we were still joined together by my body.
"Oh, sirs," I gasped while feeling their cocks leaking the last of their cum with the final twitches of their cocks. "I am your slut and I love it." I kissed Jake and reached back with a hand to stroke Mr. McMaster's thigh. "It is so good to be filled by you both, again."
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CHAPTER 11: A PREGNANT SLUT
Several months later ...
Jake was standing at the ladder of the pool as I came to that end, ready to flip for another lap, when I spotted him as I took a breath. I stopped and hung from the wall, looking up at him as I pulled the goggles to my forehead. I could tell he wanted something. I dove underwater and came up at the ladder. I climbed out, and he had a towel ready for me. I took much of the water from my hair and quickly dried the rest of my body. When I dropped the wet towel on a lounge chair nearby, he placed his hand on my belly.
"You are showing," he said softly.
"I know," I replied. "Every day I look in the mirror. For a long time, I couldn't be sure, but I am now."
"Just the beginning, Jennifer. Feeling any regrets?"
"No, Jake. Yeah, it's going to play hell with my body, but I just focus on Liz and Mark. Besides, you'll have me whipped into shape in no time," I added with a laugh. I was already thinking of the exhaustive workouts he would be pushing me through to get my shapely body back. If not for me, then for them.
"Speaking of Mark and Liz ..."
"Yeah, I think we owe them another visit," I said while rubbing my belly.
* * * *
As I closed my door after getting out of Jake's pickup, Liz appeared at the front door of the small house and came rushing out to see me. "Jennifer," she exclaimed. "God, you look radiant." She looked down at my belly. "Mark is inside putting together another piece of nursery furniture. I swear, I thought I would be the one fixated on this baby."
She took my arm and led me to the front door. Over her shoulder, "Hi, Jake, don't mean to leave you out." He just laughed.
I was wearing the first of my maternity clothes: stretchy waist shorts and a loose top. I saw no reason to start wearing underwear, though. Once inside, I pulled up my top to expose my belly. "Mark ... Mark ... you have to see Jennifer!"
Mark came out of the back bedroom mumbling something about 'these things are supposed to be easy to put together'. But, he stopped midway at seeing me holding my top up.
"Oh ... my ... God!" he exclaimed. "You're showing!"
He rushed up to me and was about to put his hands on my belly when he stopped with his hands only inches from my belly. I giggled. "It's okay, Mark. The baby is yours."
He looked at Liz. "This is happening," he softly said. He then left my belly and kissed his wife.
She giggled, "It better be after all the fucking you two did." We all laughed.
* * * *
When Mr. McMaster entered the house from the garage, I was waiting with his usual drink. He gave me a soft kiss, "Anything interesting today, dear?"
"Yes, sir. Jake took me to see Mark and Liz. They were very excited to see my growing belly."
He stepped back and looked. I was dressed for dinner. I had chosen to dress in white stockings and heels, and a white lace shelf bra. He once asked why I chose white so much, not that he was complaining. I told him it was because white represents virginal, and it was my joke. He enjoyed the irony.
The dinner was unhurried, just him and me. We talked about some specific things and about random things. After dinner and after I had cleaned up the kitchen, I joined him in the family room, where I knelt before him not in severe submission but with an unspoken request. He was reading a journal. He glanced up, smiled, and nodded. I unzipped his slacks and tugged them from under his hips far enough to release his cock. I then joined him on the sofa with my head in his lap so I could casually lick and suck his cock. He returned to reading while lightly stroking my hair and the side of my face.
It was many minutes, his cock was not fully hard, as I loved his cock without urgency or intensity of action, but for the simple enjoyment of having him. It took moments for me to realize he had put the journal down as both hands were lightly stroking me, my hair, and over my hip. I gave the head of his cock a kiss and turned onto my back so I could look up at him, not releasing his cock from my hand. I studied his face for a few moments as he seemed interested in something far away, not even in the room.
"What is it, sir? Are you thinking about some problem at work?" I asked softly. He often said how he liked that I could gently divert his mind from the many issues of work.
He looked down with a very warm smile and expression on his face. "Hmmm ... not work, dear. You."
"My, sir? What are you thinking?" I was fully on my back, my head in his lap, his cock in my hand with the head touching my cheek, one of his hands caressing my belly. He didn't respond for a moment but watched his hands, one caressing a nipple showing in the shelf bra while the other lazily slid from my swelling belly to my cunt. One leg dropped off the sofa to allow him better access, and his hand lightly caressed over the lips of my cunt. A soft purr vibrated from my throat.
"You, dear Jennifer," he repeated. "I love you, Jennifer, but I have been uncertain how to express it so it wouldn't be misinterpreted." He gazed down at me as his fingers continued on me. "Do you understand what I mean by that?"
I turned my head enough to give his cock head a light kiss and smiled up at him. "Yes, sir, I have no delusions of what our relationship is or could become. If you love me, it is as if you're my slut and companion. I know that, sir. I accepted that when we started, and my commitment to that understanding has only grown." His finger parted my cunt lips and slid easily into my hole. I was always wet and ready for him.
He smiled and added another finger to my cunt. "My dear, Jennifer slut. I love how you find simple pleasure in sucking a cock. That your cunt always seems ready to be penetrated and that you enthusiastically use it to fuck. I love that you unquestioningly gave your body fully to me. But, what made me convinced how much I love you in our relationship is how you gave up your body to carry a child for a couple you didn't know." He pulled his fingers from my cunt and caressed my belly as if I might not have connected the two.
His cock was hard in my hand. "Do you need to fuck me now, sir?" I asked with a girlish giggle.
He lifted my shoulders from his lap, pried off his shoes, and pushed his slacks down his legs. He sat back against the sofa, and I understood the expectation immediately. I straddled his lap and took his hard, long, thick cock to my ready cunt, and slowly sat down over it until I was sitting on his thighs.
"Hmmm ... soooo goooodddd ... sir," I slowly moaned out as my cunt flexed around his cock and I felt it flex inside me. I sat on him, kissed him, and gazed into his eyes. "My life was filled with endless conflict, abuse, and hopelessness. Then you selected me. I don't know how else to think of it, and I think about that moment that changed my life a lot. You chose me. You gave me an option and I accepted. It was a simple trade, sir. You would take me from that life, and I would be your 24/7 slut." I rose up on his cock with a squeezing cunt and returned back down. "I never looked back, never questioned, never regretted it, sir. My only hope over all this time was that you hadn't questioned it."
He took my face in his hands and kissed me. "Now you know, dear." I nodded. I did.
I fucked hard. He corralled my bouncing tits, teased and tortured my nipples and clit, and watched me orgasm uninhibitedly on his cock. He abruptly pushed me to the side, stood behind me, raised me to my knees, and began fucking me aggressively as I leaned over the sofa back, gasping and moaning. His hand again found my engorged and throbbing clit and brought me to another mighty orgasm just as his cock spewed a great volume of cum into me. I was sagged over the back of the sofa as he pulled his cock from me, and as his cock left my cunt, I felt his cum leak out.
While sagged against the sofa, he released the clasps of my bra. When he pulled me by the shoulders to him, the bra slipped down my arms and off. I was in his arms before fully recognizing him lifting me. I wrapped my arms around his neck and kissed him as he carried me up to the bedroom.
"Are you going to fuck me, again, sir?" I asked hopefully.
"Perhaps all night, my slut," I smiled. I hoped so, and if he began to falter at some point in the night, I would add my mouth for encouragement until he insisted I stop.
* * * *
Jake arrived Saturday morning in time for breakfast. There appeared to be no agenda for his arrival, just two very good friends spending time together. After breakfast, though, there might have been an agenda, after all. I was led to the guest bedroom/playroom where I sucked cock and was aggressively double penetrated. It started with Jake on the bed, me riding his cock, and Mr. McMaster in my asshole. It evolved from there.
They fucked me hard with Mr. McMaster having the most control over thrusting and Jake providing what he could, being on the bottom. It was effective, and they brought me to an orgasm. Then, since they hadn't cum, Mr. McMaster initiated an awkward roll. Somehow, the two men remained in my holes with Mr. McMaster on the bottom still in my asshole and me lying on him, facing Jake as he re-positioned himself to begin his own aggressive fucking.
I was soon gasping and panting and moaning with another orgasm racing to explode within me when I felt Mr. McMaster's cock shoot cum into my asshole. That was all I needed to send me over the top, and my spasming cunt washing him with my hot juice sent Jake into climax.
We stayed like that for only a few moments before Jake pulled out of my cunt, and I slid to the side and off Mr. McMaster. Suddenly, my holes felt very empty. I was sent downstairs to bring something to drink. I retrieved three bottles of water from the refrigerator and returned. I chugged half of a bottle as the two men leaned against the headboard. I crawled to them and began the unspoken expectation of sucking them hard for more fucking. I wasn't sure what was behind this sudden need to fuck me like this, except perhaps to make it clear they were reclaiming their slut.
When they were hard, I was moved to my hands and knees. They took turns, switching frequently, to fuck me. While I was being fucked by one, I was sucking the other. They were random in how they fucked me. Sometimes they fucked my cunt, and other times they thrust into my asshole. Both were filled with cum, so their switching required no preparation. In fact, I was sure both were gaping holes ready to accept their cocks.
They fucked me through two orgasms before they each filled my cunt with more cum. They let me rest for a while as they left the room to return downstairs. I noted they didn't dress. Not even boxers. I knew they weren't done with me. But even that brought a smile to me.
When I returned downstairs, I found them on the patio in back. When he saw me, Jake stood. Damn, I thought, he's already hard. How does he do that? He's cum twice. Any ordinary man would need more time. Jake came to me, hoisted me up, and settled me down over his cock, which he guided into my well-fucked cunt. He walked me out into the yard, and I thought he was taking me to the pool, but that wasn't it. He walked further into the yard, letting his walking fuck me as each step drove me down over his cock.
When he returned us to the patio, Mr. McMaster was also sporting a hard cock. He pressed his cock into my asshole.
"Oh God ... you two," I gasped. "What are you doing to me?"
"Making sure you remember you are still our slut, Jennifer.
"OH ... FUCK," I exclaimed. "I know I am and always will be as long as you want me," I continued. "Please ... just fuck me."
They tried, or seemed to, to coordinate their fucking. It didn't always work, but the effect was always wonderful. I clung to Jake in front of me.
"Release your arms, Jennifer," he said.
I did. I loosened my grip around his neck, and I sank down over their cocks. Then, I realized, I was sitting between them, only sitting on their cocks as they pressed their hips toward each other. And, they continued to fuck me by thrusting up at the same time and bouncing me. My arms dangling at my sides, two cocks plunging into me, one in my cunt and asshole each. Fuck, that was hot to think about and even more so to experience. When I bumped up and came back down, my clit mashed into Jake's pelvis.
When I orgasmed, it was hard. I felt my orgasmic juices flow out of my cunt, washing Jake's cock, and seeping down over his balls. I hadn't orgasmed like that since the road trip.
Jake lifted me with ease. I felt the cocks leave my holes and moaned. I didn't want it to end, not yet. But that wasn't the intention. They were both still hard. Jake put me on the ground only long enough to turn me and lift, again. He held me and pressed me to Mr. McMaster, who guided his cock into my gaping cunt. I wrapped my legs around him with a deep, satisfying sigh as I was lowered onto his cock.
"Oh ... yesssss ... sir," I gasped. "Thank youuuuuuuuu ..." I moaned as Jake thrust his cock into my other gaping hole. He was deep in my asshole with the first thrust. "Oh fuck ... oh fuck ... oh fuck ..." I repeated with each bounce of my body on their cocks as they resumed thrusting into me with my arms dangling at the side, again.
With another wonderful orgasm, my spasming body and holes must have been the final incentive for Jake to fill my asshole. Mr. McMaster could last only moments longer in my cunt.
Jake assisted me to a lounge chair under the patio shade and covered me with a towel. It was only ten or fifteen minutes before my eyes fluttered open and I remembered what had just happened. I smiled and stretched like a very satisfied feline. I glanced around the patio area and saw neither of the men. I removed the towel and stroked my belly. One hand rose up my body to a breast and nipple while the other moved off my growing belly to my well-fucked cunt. My clit throbbed as my fingers brushed over it. I was such a slut, I mused with an internal giggle. I was just ravaged so deliciously, and my body still responds for me. And, I was pregnant with another man I had only met before spending five days with him at the peak of my fertility to ensure I would become pregnant. But that was a gift. The child wouldn't be mine, but would be immediately turned over to Jake's friend and his wife. That was the gift, helping Jake help them.
I went in search of the men. I knew they weren't done with me. This was a cross between the road trip and the orgasm challenge, and there was still a lot in store for me. Walking into the house, I stroked my belly again and smiled with wicked thoughts.
* * * *
Months later, I was in my eighth month and very large. My back ached, which was becoming a downer and a distraction. I remained naked, of course. I think the men found watching me interesting. My huge belly and full breasts were a very different picture of me than they were used to. Jake often talked about the fitness regimen he was researching to get me back in shape as quickly as possible.
"You know I really appreciate that you are doing this for Mark and Liz," Jake said. We were relaxed on the guest room/playroom bed with Jake on his back and me sitting on his slowly softening cock. His hands were on my belly, and he glanced at it and at my face.
I squeezed his softening yet still large cock inside my cunt. I moved up a few inches and settled back down just to feel his cock inside better. "I am happy to see their excitement each time we visit, and it makes me feel good to do it for them since she can't." I leaned forward until my belly got in the way, and he raised his head up to meet me. We kissed softly. "You are the real reason I am doing it, though."
He nodded and fingered my sensitive nipple and full breasts. "You humble me, Jennifer." I stared down at him. What a curious thing for him to say. "I use you whenever I want. Maybe sometimes to the point of abuse. You give to us and give more. Then, you do this for my friend, people you didn't know."
"Oh, Jake," I said as if about to correct someone mistaken, which I felt he was at the moment. "You gave to me, Jake. I wanted to be Mr. McMaster's. It was my choice, remember? He offered me this opportunity, which gave me purpose and security. I had so much to learn, though. I didn't truly know what it was to be a slut, to fully and completely take care of a man like him. You led me through that time with your patience and firm hand, directing me and establishing the expectations. Yes, you fucked me and used me and toned my body, but it was all for the purpose of making me desirable to him and to please him in any manner he desired. It was all my free will and still is. You fucked me and used me, but it was all my desire, too. I wanted your big cock to open my holes because it meant I could do the same for Mr. McMaster."
I became quiet. He watched and fingered me. One hand pushed fingers between us to press on my engorged clit. I moaned and looked at him with renewed lust. My body rose more inches to feel his cock moving inside. His cock wasn't so soft anymore, either.
"I submitted to Mr. McMaster to be his naked 24/7 slut, and I have never regretted that decision. I came to feel the same about you. Maybe I never verbalized my submission to you, but it happened."
"I know," he uttered. "The road trip. If I ever wondered if your willingness for me to use you was merely because of Mr. McMaster and being in-house, I knew for certain when you easily and excitedly agreed to go on a motorcycle trip as a slut with five men." He smiled up at me. "You were magnificent, by the way."
I laughed. "No, sir, you five were magnificent."
He laughed. "That was a good trip, wasn't it?"
"It was," I replied. I was moving up and down on his cock steadily, not urgently, but in a motion that was showing my renewed arousal. I leaned forward with my hands on his chest, "You and Mr. McMaster have created the slut you wanted. I can't be blamed for enjoying what I have become."
He thrust his hips up to meet me coming down. I groaned. "You enjoying being fucked was always what we intended." He thrust up hard and rolled us over so he could be the aggressor in fucking. I loved his massive cock pummeling my cunt.
* * * *
Another month, and I was very ready to finally give birth. I walked around the house with my hands under my huge belly. Jake had found some creams that guaranteed that I wouldn't be left with stretch marks. I hoped so. I already knew I would devote myself to getting my body back in shape and strengthening my pelvic floor and muscles. He also ordered me Ben Wa balls of various sizes and weights for me to strengthen and tighten my cunt. He was focused on my recovery, but there were always the thoughts in the background of bringing me back to being their very effective fuck-slut.
"Jennifer," called Mr. McMaster as I moved around the kitchen and dining room, getting dinner ready. "Sit down, dear, and rest."
I looked at him and gave in. I collapsed into a chair across from him in the family room. "Sorry, sir, I'll really be glad to get back to the way it was."
"You don't need to be sorry, dear. You could give birth at any moment. I'll finish up getting dinner on the table," he said and stood up.
"Sir," I added and stopped him, "thank you. You didn't ask for this, but you were very tolerant. And, thank you for never letting me think you felt I looked like a fat sow."
He came back to me, kissed the top of my head, and lightly stroked my bare breast. "You do NOT look like a fat sow. You look like the pregnant woman you are. You are also a very beautiful pregnant woman."
"Not sexy, though?" I added.
"Beautiful, dear. Don't push it. You will be back to your sexy self soon enough."
* * * *
It was a beautiful girl, even if I do say so. Liz and Mark were beside themselves as they stood in the delivery room with me and watched their daughter come into the world. Jake and Mr. McMaster elected to not be there, something about being in the way, but I had another theory I wouldn't push. I figured it was because they had an image and relationship with my cunt that had nothing to do with seeing it stretched to an absurd size.



I expressed milk like crazy, delivering some each day until they built up a supply. After a month, I stopped delivering milk. It was time to separate.
Besides, after a month, I was fully healed and recovered. My exercises had brought much of my shape and tone back, and my cunt was again strong. It was time for me to return to being a full-time slut. And, I was excited.
THE END
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CHAPTER 1-A: THE INTERVIEW
All the way home from the interview, I worried over this discussion. The newspaper advertisement didn't give a hint about what ended up being proposed to me. It was Bill's idea that I apply for the job of secretary to augment our income, and that was how this started.
Bill made a decent income from his long-haul truck driving for a company (every other week, he was gone all week, and the other weeks he made short hauls that had him home at night). We lived fairly comfortably, but our concern had always been about the future, specifically enough disposable income for vacations and eventually our retirement. So, when I found this ad, it seemed perfect. I hadn't worked since we moved to this city for Bill's current job about two years ago. Compared to where we previously lived, this housing market was depressed, and we ended up in a very nice situation with a nice house, but more importantly to us, a large yard that was enclosed in the back with six-foot privacy wood fencing. At first, I stayed home to get the house in order, then to work on the yard with plants, flower beds, etc.
But I had finished all that. The house was decorated within our established budget, and the yard was comfortable and attractive for the outdoor living we enjoyed. That's when this job came into play. I had been in secretarial positions with progressively increasing responsibilities for most of my adult life, which was our married life. The last position I had was with the president of a mid-sized manufacturing company, who was disappointed to see me leave but promised the best reference imaginable.
I had virtually skated through the interview today. The president of the small office of independent salesmen had done his due diligence before the interview, checking on my background and references before the appointment. I was surprised by that. I was sure the attractive salary listed would have tempted many secretaries, currently unemployed or not, to check it out. But I quickly discovered that he seemed to be most interested in a mature woman with extensive experience and a work history of accomplishment and dedication. And that was me in spades. Then, the interview changed...
My husband, Bill Hogan, stood at the patio door looking into the backyard in the early darkening of dusk. Without looking back at me sitting on the couch in the family room, "How did it go from a seemingly normal interview for a secretarial job to a proposition for the job to include you being a slut for the office?"
Every time I thought of that happening and what was proposed to me, I continued to blush. "It was weird, Bill. I never thought anything about the discussion leading up to it at the time until the words came out of his mouth, 'You are clearly the perfect woman for the secretarial position to manage the phone calls, schedules, and paperwork, but I think you are also perfect for the other position the guys in this office, and me, have long desired for managing the stress and tension that comes with our work... we have long desired to have our own in-office-slut.'" I was watching his reflection in the sliding door. I blushed again. I was talking to my husband of 18 years about having been propositioned to be a slut in an office of four men. And more, we really were talking about it. I was dripping wet between my thighs.
"But, how...", Bill was still trying to understand, "how did he get to the point of bringing that up? That seems ripe for a harassment claim."
"Honestly, Bill, I wracked my brain trying to figure that out myself. He was disarmingly charming and engaging. I caught glimpses of the other three men, and they are all attractive and about our age, except for Jerry Mortensen, the owner/president, who is about 50. Maybe part of it was the way I was dressed. Remember, it was you who wanted me to add a little sexiness to my appearance, so that it couldn't hurt. When he said it, he seemed so confident it was disarming, which was crazy because, like you said, it would be an obvious harassment situation." I watched his reflection in the window, then, "What are you thinking, Bill?"
"His calmness is intriguing, isn't it? But..." He stopped and turned to look at me on the couch. "What are you thinking, Carol? You're the one who received this crazy proposal and, instead of rejecting it immediately... if not slapping him, your response was, 'I'll have to talk to my husband.'" He stood ten feet away, staring at me while my mind raced, failing to come up with any reasonable explanation. He's right. Why didn't I at least stand up and walk out?
I hated the idea of disappointing Bill. We had married when I was 19 and he was 3 years older. I had spent our entire marriage devoted to being the model wife who doted on him, agreeable to whatever he wanted, and honestly intent on following his lead in life or sex, even his ideas of experimentation. All the while, he honored and respected me as a woman whom he encouraged to be equal in all decisions and plans. I realized early that we were at a bit of a crossroads for our personalities: he seemed to want me to be equally included in everything, while I seemed to yearn for him to make the decisions and show me what he wanted from me. For a short period, that had been a point of conflict for us. He wants me to be an equal, and I want to be compliant. Eventually, we didn't put a word or name to how I responded; we just adjusted to it. Ultimately, I was happier to comply with Bill's wishes and direction and settled into that role.
He stepped away from the window and stopped directly in front of me, sitting in a chair across the coffee table from the couch where I sat. "Stand up, Carol." His voice was directive but also more. There was also something in his eyes, something more authoritative and commanding, something I might hear during our role-playing, but this didn't have the role-playing feel. "Take off your blouse and remain standing."
There was nothing said about role-playing, but he was commanding me. I stood immediately, my fingers working the topmost closed buttons. He had suggested that I leave several buttons open for the interview, and I had, though I knew my large 34 EE breasts would show cleavage. As I worked the buttons, pulling the blouse from the skirt, "You asked what I think, and what I think, Carol, is that you want to do this." He watched as I slid the blouse off my shoulders and down my arms. I could see his eyes focus like lasers on my breasts, which he has told me over and over how much he loves my very large, natural melons. All my bras encase the outside and over the nipples while leaving the insides exposed to display my cavernous cleavage if he thought it appropriate. I remained standing, my hands loosely hanging at my sides.
His eyes seemed to reluctantly shift from my breasts to my face. "What I think, Carol, is that you deep down want to be their slut in their office. That's why you didn't object and walk out but brought his proposal back to me." I nervously searched his face. He had to be right, didn't he? Could there be any other explanation? But his face was calm, at peace, almost reflective. I always believed we had a great marriage, a great understanding, especially after he accepted that I wished to follow him. "I know you remember our two most shared fantasies." I nodded. Of course, I did. Then, his eyes shifted to my skirt. "Take off the skirt."
I shivered. It was the same voice... authoritative, commanding, self-assured. As my fingers moved to the back to release the clasp and lower the zipper, my mind was playing over those fantasies. One was something we only acted on once when we had a lot to drink on a vacation at a Mexican resort. An older man had asked me for several dances, and over the time of those dances, his hands became quite familiar with my body. I had gone back to the table to report what had happened each time, and Bill had encouraged me to continue dancing with him if he asked. I being with a stranger was something we both talked about, and it happened that night, a threesome with that older man. It never happened since, though we both enjoyed it at the time, we both seemed too nervous about how the other of us might feel about it to ever bring it up again.
I stood before Bill without a blouse or a skirt. The tall fences and trees in the backyard shielded any exposure, though I was clearly exposed to the patio door. There was suddenly a look of disapproval on his face, and I tensed. I hated to ever disappoint Bill. "No more pantyhose! Throw them all out. Start using stockings." I nodded with relief as I pushed the offending garment down my legs, sitting only long enough to pull them off each foot, then standing before him, again, now only in bra and panties. He seemed to be engaged in a slow appraisal of my body as I stood before him.
The other fantasy we shared was something we enjoyed in role play with some regularity. Bill would be dominant, and I would be his submissive. It was never the other way around. That wouldn't have been what either of us would have wanted. I was always submissive. We might be in the roles for an hour during sex, an evening, or an entire weekend. When he was in control, I was his to be directed as he wished. He might have me cook dinner naked, serve him, and suck his cock while he ate. He might take me out wearing clothes that expose me if I leaned forward or bent over. He sometimes drove on the interstate with me naked to be viewed by those in pickups and big rigs like his. He might have me naked all weekend, even if I needed to be in the backyard to weed the gardens. I always loved these role-playing times, even if I might be extremely embarrassed when in public. I also had the feeling Bill always loved it, but he was in turmoil, and I understood it. He was brought up in a loving family where he was taught to honor and respect women, and taking away control from me seemed disrespectful. But we both recognized how that role-playing came close to matching my natural inclination to respond to Bill.
"Now the bra, Carol. I want to see those breasts hang." At 37 years old, I still had a shapely body, if somewhat more mature. I was 5' 6" and 130 pounds with long blonde hair, but it was my quite large 34 EE breasts that had seemed to define me over my life. Even as a girl, my breasts were larger than anyone else's, which drew teasing from both boys and girls and leering looks from male teachers. As I got older, it seemed guys sought me just to have the possible chance of feeling them in their hands. Bill was always different, and it was why I married him at the tender age of 19. Bill definitely loved my massive breasts, fascinated at seeing them sway and bounce when unencumbered by a bra, and enjoyed fondling and teasing them with his hands, fingers, and lips. To Bill, though, they didn't define me or limit his image of me; they enhanced me.
I dropped the bra, and my breasts did, in fact, hang without the support of the bra. Bill would sometimes hold them up with his hands and tease me about the engineering wonders that some lacy material could hold them so enticingly within my dress, blouse, or T-shirt. I would giggle appreciatively as he would then begin kissing and sucking the nipples.
I gazed at Bill sitting in front of me. At 40 years old, he was still in very good shape. At 5' 11" and 190 pounds, he had only a small pouch to his stomach, which was easily attributable to the hours he was forced to spend behind the wheel of his rig. But I still saw in him the football player he once was. His eyes were on me... everywhere... flitting from one part to another and back to my face. I could see his mind was engaged in thought as much as his eyes were on my body. I never, ever, had any reason to question his love and devotion to me. I trusted him completely. I could see he was working something out. Commanding me to strip like this wasn't normal, but it had something to do with what was happening in his mind.
He used a finger to indicate down, and I understood without explanation. I slipped fingers into the waistband of my lace panties and pushed them over my hips until they dropped to the floor. I stepped out of them and kicked them to the side. He then spread two fingers, and I spread my feet to shoulder width. I kept my pussy hair trimmed as he liked it. I still remember the moment he indicated while licking my pussy that he would like it trimmed, which I eagerly and religiously did ever since. He was as devoted to my pleasure as I was in pleasing him, and he enjoyed eating my pussy, though I seldom needed it for preparation to fucking. My body always seemed ready for Bill.
"Are you wet?" So direct. I nodded. I had become wet from the first authoritative, commanding tone of his voice. "Show me." I shivered.
"Yes, sir." He smiled. I had responded as I would while role-playing, but this wasn't role-playing. He saw and heard my response, and it seemed as though something clicked into place in his thought process. I lowered a hand between my legs and probed my pussy with a finger, slipping it into my hole. I moved it in and out several times as I watched his eyes intently focused on what I was doing. I pulled my finger out to hold it in front of me. It glistened with my juice. He told me to suck it clean, and I moaned as I did it. He smiled.
He sat watching me as I stood before him naked. It wasn't the first time, but this was different because it wasn't at a time of established playfulness. My entire body shivered. My nipples were almost painfully erect. My clit throbbed with blood flowing into it. My pussy felt like it might be dripping onto the carpet.
"We are at a Y in the road of our life journey, my dear wife. Your next responses will indicate if we move in one direction as we have been to this point or in another direction that will change everything." OH, MY DEAR GOD! This might actually happen. "Do you want to be available for sex with those men? Do you want to be their slut?" I thought of the answer I was feeling. He seemed to expect a quicker answer. "That's merely a 'yes' or 'no' answer." I shook my head. He looked surprised, "Explain."
"Sir... may I be plain in my response?" His face reflected intrigue, and he nodded. "Sir... I have desired for years that our role playing could be real, that you would have me as your submissive and you controlling me."
"My submissive slut?"
"Yes, sir, as your submissive slut. Then, should you wish me to be available to the men in that office for sex, I would willingly and happily provide it. You know how I dislike making the big decisions, sir. You also know how willing I am to accept and respect your decisions." My eyes searched his face for his reaction. I couldn't remember being so aroused without being touched!
He looked at me thoughtfully and seemed to be considering my body's physical reaction to all this. "Essentially combining both of our shared fantasies." It wasn't a question, but I nodded my agreement and understanding. Then he surprised me and gave me an indication of the turn of events this might lead to. "Sit on the couch, your feet on the table, and spread your knees." I immediately did as he directed, fully exposing my pussy to him. "Play with your tits and cunt." I shivered as I complied. It had always been 'breast' and 'pussy', now it was 'tit' and 'cunt'. One of my hands mashed a tit while I thrust one, then two fingers, into my cunt. My god... just the change in words was exciting.
My eyes had sagged closed. "Don't close your eyes. Look at me." I popped them open, fixing my attention on him. "And, don't cum... not until I say so." I squeezed my tit, pinched, and twisted the nipple while two fingers thrust in and out of my drooling cunt, the thumb stroking over my engorged clit. I was gasping and moaning, but I was intent on not cumming, as he directed. He had a satisfied smile on his face. "This will change everything, you know." I nodded emphatically. "This is truly what you want?" I nodded eagerly. "You will do as I direct whenever, whatever, however, and wherever?" I nodded urgently. "No, you have to speak your response, Carol. I have to know this is what you willingly and truly desire. You have long been compliant with everything, and I have accepted that, but this is going further. So, I ask again, this is what you truly want, slut?"
I almost came. Referring to me as his slut was almost too much. "Yes... yes, sir... I... I will... be your... willing... and responsive... and respectful... submissive... slut... I will... do what... you want... ANYTHING YOU WANT..." I was too close to my orgasm. I had never controlled its release, and I struggled to do so now. "Sir... I... ooooooooo... nnnnnnnnnn... sir, I... may I... please cum?"
My eyes were somehow still on his. I watched intently, desperately for his response, praying for his consent. I never felt anything like this before. He nodded very slightly, and I almost released it, but wasn't sure. I waited, and he smiled, "Now, slut. Give me your orgasm."
I exploded as I had never before from masturbation. I don't squirt, but the juices coming from my cunt (oh, how that seems so erotic now) were like a flood. Somehow, my eyes had stayed open, fixed on his as he watched my fingers blur as they continued to thrust in and out, my hips rising off the couch, my leg muscles strained in holding me up. I finally closed my eyes as I crashed back onto the couch.
When I opened them a moment later, I found his arms outstretched toward me. I rose weakly and stumbled to him, his arms wrapping around me as I sat across his lap. He kissed my hair while stroking my thigh and arm. "Well done, my love." I nuzzled in closer to him, a sense of warmth and pride spreading over me from those four simple words. Between kisses, he softly assured me, "I will always love you as I always have. You are and always will be my one and only love. I will continue to treasure you, love you, and protect you. Only now we will live out our fantasies and enjoy new excitement through your experiences and my attention." He raised my chin, kissed me softly, then asked, "Do you truly desire this change and trust in my control, my dear, lovely, submissive, slutty wife?"
I smiled and kissed him back. "Yes, sir. I have never been surer about anything in my life."
We spent the weekend having sex. It seemed, if he wasn't fucking me, I was sucking him hard, again. That wasn't really true, but it had the effect. We, or he, talked about how things would change. I would refer to him as 'sir' in private. We threw away things from my closet and the dresser that he wasn't happy with, to show off my body satisfactorily. He came up with preliminary 'rules of engagement' going forward. And, we discussed Mortensen Sales at length.
Monday morning, he came into the kitchen with his travel bag. This was his long-haul week, and he would be gone all week. It was bad timing, given what we were beginning, but we hoped we had our game plan established. I was naked, of course, a new expectation at home, preparing his breakfast. He came up behind me, one hand reaching a tit while the other smoothed over my hip as he kissed my neck, causing me to shiver and giggle like a love-sick teenager. I had loved the weekend being at his beck and call, and my love and devotion toward him seemed somehow more intense than ever.
I sat across from him as he ate, watching his movements as if I was committing them to memory to last me through the rest of the week. He noticed it, too, and laughed, reminding me that I would be getting well fucked from now on, not only when he was home but at work, too. I tingled at the thought.
I stood at the open front door with him. I kissed him passionately, then he held my chin to look intently into my eyes, and his words reinforced me. "Don't disappoint me, now. You are to get this job, then perform all your duties at work as required of you." I blushed, understanding fully what those words implied. In only a few days, I had transitioned to his fully submissive slut and was being given to four strangers to fuck as they desired. But it was a transition made easier by a near lifetime of being a step away from realizing.



At 9:00 AM, as specified, I entered the outer office of Mortensen Sales and stood before the empty desk that I hoped would soon be mine. On either side were two enclosed offices for Mr. Mortensen and the other three salesmen. At the back are other doors leading to a conference room, a unisex restroom, and a casual lunchroom with a coffee machine, refrigerator, and microwave. I saw the second office on the left open, and Mr. Mortensen stepped out.
"Aw... Mrs. Hogan, I thought I heard the door open and close. Please come back." I walked up to him, he stepped to the side, then closed the door behind us. He moved behind his desk, sat down, motioning me to take a chair in front of his desk. "I trust this means you spoke with your husband?"
"Yes, sir."
He smiled, certainly anxious to hear more. "And what did you two decide?"
I returned the smile, "I am very interested in the secretarial position, sir." I saw some disappointment move over his face, but I let him off the hook. "I may be interested in the 'other' part of your offer, but there are a few things to clarify." His smile returned. We spent time covering specifics of the employment we hadn't gotten into last Friday: pay package including overtime, which I anticipated might come up; a benefits package including health, sick time, etc.; and the compensation package for the 'other' part of the position. It was all very inclusive. The starting salary alone was near the top of any I had seen advertised, and the 'other' compensation add-on was an additional 50 percent. I wondered if that might make me a well-paid whore... or an escort. I smiled inwardly at the thought.
He asked if there was anything else, and I nodded, handing him a slip of paper with a phone number on it -- Bill's cell phone. I asked him to put the call through on speaker, explaining that Bill had some items to clarify. Bill should have been on the interstate outside the city by then, and the call went through. The two men introduced themselves, settled on using first names, and continued with Mr. Mortensen giving a run-down on what he and I had just discussed with Bill, verifying our agreement on that after the review was complete.
"Well, Jerry, the timing of my being out of town makes this transition a little awkward, but I think we can make this work. Honey, will you please give Jerry our list of understanding?" I opened my purse and pulled out a folded sheet of paper with the rules we came up with. Jerry read each line of the paper, looking up at me several times. It stated:
RULES FOR CAROL HOGAN'S PARTICIPATION AND USE AT THE MORTENSEN SALES OFFICE:
Carol is to always refer to the men of Mortensen Sales as 'Sir'. Privately, she may be referred to as slut or by her given name, either of which she will consider appropriate and will respond to as such.
With any of the men of Mortensen Sales, Carol will always consider her cunt, ass, mouth, and tits to be at their disposal as they choose.
If the men of Mortensen Sales wish to fondle any part of Carol, she will submit to it without complaint or resistance.
Carol will wear ONLY skirts or dresses with a maximum hem length to mid-thigh to allow easy access to her body unless directed by them. She will NEVER wear pantyhose. Her underwear will be sexy lace or sheer.
Whether naked or dressed, Carol is to wear four-inch high heels, unless directed otherwise.
Carol will undress or allow herself to be undressed at the pleasure of the men of Mortensen Sales without complaint or resistance.
Carol will consider it an honor to suck cock, swallow cum, and clean cock with her mouth and tongue.
Carol will perform any task given to her without hesitation. Any pleasure she might receive will be through giving pleasure to the men.
Unless approved otherwise by Bill Hogan, Carol's husband, Carol's availability shall be limited to the men employed by and within the office building of Mortensen Sales.
And, finally, Carol is the slut of Bill Hogan, who is allowing the men of Mortensen Sales access to her. Any changes, additions, or deletions to this list shall be agreed to by Bill Hogan.
Jerry looked at me and smiled. Then, to Bill, he said, "That's a very complete listing, Bill. I commend you on its thoroughness. And, I understand you to say that Carol is in agreement with this."
"She is, but as my submissive slut... you understand..." Jerry chuckled and said he did. Then, Bill asked Jerry, "Do you have any questions or concerns, Jerry, regarding Carol's involvement in your firm?"
Jerry chuckled, "No, Bill, I think we are very fortunate to have Carol as part of our team."
Bill laughed, "I know you are fortunate. But, before we get too far ahead of ourselves, I need this document to be agreed to by all the men of your firm. You'll notice we both have signed and dated it. I also imagine Carol must still go through something of a rigorous additional interview, including the other men. Please consider the terms of this document in effect during the next stages of the interview. Does that sound fair?"
"Absolutely, Bill. Thank you." Then, before Bill could disconnect, "Bill, one other thing. Carol apparently doesn't remember me, but we've met before... a certain Mexican resort, some drinking and dancing?"
My mouth fell open, and Bill responded, "That was you? Well, I will apologize for Carol; she was focused more on satisfying one of our fantasies than who she was satisfying it with."
Jerry chuckled, "No need to apologize... either one of you. I fully understand. Just so you both know, though, my wife was with me that night and she encouraged me. She is dying to meet both of you personally."
"So, she knows about this office arrangement."
"Oh, absolutely. I wouldn't call us swingers or anything, but we do experiment." They said their goodbyes, and the call ended. I was left suddenly feeling more than a little awkward. I knew the next stage of interviewing was each man using me somehow, with me sucking them or being fucked by them. This was where the rubber was about to meet the road, as the saying goes.
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CHAPTER 1-B: THE INTERVIEW -- CONT'D
Any question I might have had about how this was going to move forward was answered by Jerry. "Before anything else happens, Carol, stand up and remove your blouse and skirt."
"Of course, sir." I didn't know what the first direction would be, but I was prepared for one. I stood with my fingers already working the buttons open. I pulled the blouse from my skirt, finished unbuttoning it, slid it off my shoulders and off my arms, then dropped it on the other chair. I removed my skirt and remained standing since he hadn't indicated I could sit, again.
"Lovely." He was gazing at my entire body, but kept returning his gaze to my tits. "I love really large breasts. I think my wife will be jealous." He continued to appraise me, "Nice underwear. Lacy and sexy. I like the thigh-high stockings. I agree with Bill about not liking pantyhose." He stood up and opened the door, "Let me show you around." He took the page of rules.
He showed me the conference room and the equipment in it, assuring me I would be instructed on their proper use. Then it was the small lunch/break room. He instructed me on making a fresh pot of coffee and suggested the coffee never be older than two hours.
He knocked on the door jamb of the first office on the other side. There were three other salesmen, and this was Ethan, a large, well-muscled black man, about 6' 3" and 230 pounds, probably in his early 40s. After introducing us, Jerry explained my presence, not my partial nudity, "Carol is interviewing for the secretary position." Ethan smiled knowingly, especially at my state of dress. He handed Ethan the rules sheet and had him read it. "Any questions, Carol, should clarify?" With a big smile, Ethan indicated there wasn't anything he had any doubt about. He signed it. Jerry commented as we turned to the door, "I will want you to interview her to make sure you think she will make a good team member." Ethan smiled again.
This was repeated at each of the other two offices for Brian and Kevin. Brian was white, about 6' and 200 pounds. Kevin was white, about 5' 9", and 180 pounds. Both were also in their early 40s.
With the document now signed by everyone, Jerry showed me the copier/printer where I made four copies. We returned to his office. He put one copy on his credenza to file later and put the original under my purse. I still had three copies. He asked me to take a copy to each of the other guys. I turned immediately, but it hit me how crazy my life had turned as I walked into the open office area in a lace bra and pantie set, stockings, and heels to deliver a copy to each of the guys.
In Kevin's office, he pulled open a file drawer in his desk and asked me to file it in the folder marked 'Personal'. I knelt alongside the open drawer, located the file, and inserted it. From above, I heard, "I love your big tits, Carol. I can't wait to hold them."
I looked up at him and smiled, "Thank you, sir. I am sure you will have the opportunity soon." As I turned, I purposefully knocked a pen off his desk. I bent over at the waist, my legs straight, to pick it up. I heard a gasp from behind me as my skimpy panties stretched across my ass. I apologized, "Sorry for being so clumsy, sir." I heard him mumbling as I walked out the door, my heart racing from the blatant tease I had just performed. I knew how wet my cunt had become in anticipation of whatever was to follow, and that wetness surely would be reflected on my panties.
After delivering a copy to each of the other men, I knocked on Jerry's door frame. As I entered, I found him sitting behind his desk, his pants down at his ankles and slowly stroking his semi-hard cock. I closed his door and knelt at his knees. He asked me to remove my bra, which I did without hesitation. Again, he too exclaimed at the size of my tits and reached out to hold each in a hand as I leaned into his lap, my hands replacing his on his cock. I licked up the length of his expanding cock, the situation providing as much stimulation as my actions. I took his cock into my mouth, pushing more inside, retreating, then pushing more in until his cock was at the entrance to my throat. He groaned, one hand releasing a tit, and rested on my head as I took him as deep as he would go in my mouth. I moved a hand to his ball sack, massaging them as I sucked, licked, and kissed over his cock. When I felt his balls and cock swell, becoming more rigid and twitching with impending ejaculation, I pulled off his cock, "In my mouth or on me somewhere else, sir?" He wanted me to swallow, and it wasn't long before he shot his cum into my mouth, and with quick, rapid gulps, I swallowed his cum into my stomach.
I licked his cock clean as he resumed fondling my hanging tits. I waited for him to remove his hands before standing up. He slipped a hand between my legs. I parted them to allow him better access as his fingers slid over the pantie material over my cunt lips. "You are very wet, Carol."
"Yes, sir. This is very exciting to think this could be a regular part of my day if I am fortunate enough to be given this job."
"Well, Mrs. Hogan, being given this job is entirely up to you at this point. You have three more ... uhm ... interviews to show the kind of team member you can be." I smiled and reached for the clothes on the chair. "No ... don't bother, Mrs. Hogan." I shivered every time he called me 'Mrs. Hogan' as a direct tease that I was a married woman with a husband who was out of town. "I don't believe clothes will be required for the next 'interviews'."
"Of course, sir."
I turned to the door and opened it when, "Carol ..." I turned, standing in the open door to the outer office area, wearing only panties, stockings, and heels. I resisted the impulse to nervously look around the area I was exposed to, and especially the outer office door to the rest of the building's ninth floor. "I meant to ask if you have any experience with girl-to-girl ..."
I turned fully to him and realized the question caused a hand to slip over the front of my panties, but I purposefully left it there as I responded deliberately ... and honestly, "No, sir, I haven't had the experience. However ... I would consider it an honor for my first time to be with your wife." He smiled broadly and turned his attention to his desktop.
I knocked on the door jamb of Kevin's office, standing outside it until he had me come in. As I stepped in, I put my hand on the doorknob to close it, and he nodded. I stepped up to his desk as he rolled his chair back and leaned comfortably to look me up and down. "Good morning, again, sir. I am here to continue the interview process." I blushed, "Do you have some time for me?"
"I certainly do, Carol." He patted the edge of his desk in front of him. "Come sit here and we'll get started."
I came around his desk and slid sideways between the desk and his knees. I moved a few papers and sat on his desk where he indicated. He patted the armrests on his chair. I was puzzled at first, then realized what he wanted. I began raising my feet to the armrests, but he stopped me. He took the waistband of my panties in his fingers, "Let's get this out of the way, shall we?" I nodded nervously as he lowered my panties off my hips, letting them fall to the floor for me to step out of. As I sat back onto the desk and raised my feet to the armrests, I was very conscious of the fact that I was with a man I had only met this morning, and my wet cunt was not only being exposed before him, but by placing my feet on the armrests I was parting my legs and opening my cunt to his view only a yard from his eyes. The full implication of what was happening came crashing down on me. Talking to Bill about being shared with other men was one thing. Kneeling topless and sucking Jerry's cock was another. But, this ... God! ... this was the real thing ... opening my cunt to a strange man, knowing he would be somehow using me for his gratification was way beyond the mere implication of fantasy. I shivered and could literally feel my juices seeping from my open cunt.
He noticed it, too. He stared at my hole, then my tits. His hands rose to cup my tits and lifted them, feeling their weight. "I said I couldn't wait to hold these." He looked into my eyes, "Your tits are magnificent. I've always had a thing about huge tits." He flicked his thumbs over the erect nipples as he fondled them.
I sighed at the blatant manipulation. "Thank you ... sir. I'm glad ... you like them."
"Oh, I do." His hands left my tits and slipped down my naked body to my thighs. His hands moved to my knees and down to my feet in heels, then back up the inside of my legs and slowly over the insides of my thighs to my crotch. His thumbs stroked along the outside of my cunt lips. "So, Carol, tell me a little about why you want this job?"
I was surprised he actually seemed to want to talk. I gasped as a thumb moved over my clit. "I ... I was a secretary before ... we moved here ... and we thought the extra money ..."
Kevin pushed a finger into my cunt. I gasped and moaned. "No, not that job, Carol. I mean, why do you want THIS job?"
There were two fingers inside me now. I groaned out, "I ... we ... I mean, my husband ... and I ... we ... had these fantasies ... about me ... being shared with ... other men ... and submissive." I gasped and held the edge of the desk tightly as a third finger was thrust into my dripping hole.
"Are you a whore, Carol?"
"Oh, God, no, sir. Hmmmmm ... nnnnnnnnn ... I am ... doing this ... doing as my husband ... my husband desires me to."
"But you are a slut, Mrs. Hogan."
Oh, FUCK! There it was, again. I'm a married woman, naked in an office, and a stranger's fingers inside my cunt. "YES ... oh, yessssssss ... I am ... I am my husband's ... slut ... submissive slut."
He pushed a fourth finger into me, stretching my hole wider. "Do you think you will be a good team member here, Mrs. Hogan?"
OH, FUCK YES! "Yes, sir ... I will do ... whatever is ... required."
He chuckled. I opened my eyes as his fingers left my cunt to find him opening his belt and pants and standing up between my open legs. His cock was hard and pointing at my open cunt. As he placed his cock head at my opening, he softly agreed, "I can tell that, Mrs. Hogan. I have no doubt you will do exactly that." And his cock was fully into me in one aggressive thrust.
I cried out as I leaned back to rest my elbows on his desktop as he thrust into my clasping cunt, so ready to orgasm. He fucked me aggressively, hard and deep, each thrust pushing me on the desk surface, my tits flopping back and forth on my chest. He grabbed my legs and pulled me back to the edge of the desk, and continued to pound his cock into me. God, I loved it. I couldn't believe I was actually doing it. After all weekend talking about it with Bill, developing the rules for me in the office and generally at home, I was finally being fucked by a man I didn't know. And this would become my norm!
Apparently, as it was tremendously exciting for me to finally realize the fantasy, it was also for him because he didn't last long. He thrust at me and growled, "Oh, fuck ... I'm ... going ... to cum, slut. I'm going to ... cum inside you!"
I cried out my need, "YES! Yes, yes ... yes, yes ... cum inside me ... fuck your ... seed into ... me!"
My cunt clamped around his spewing cock as my orgasm washed his cock with my juice. After the last of his seed leaked into me, he collapsed back onto his chair, his cock falling out of my gaping cunt and his seed dripping out. After catching my breath for only a moment, I slipped off the desk to my knees in front of his chair. I took his softening cock into my mouth, sucking off our combined fluid, then licking the entire length and his balls. I then kissed the head of his cock and stood up and moved to the side of his desk.
He looked at me with something of a glaze over his eyes. I quietly asked, "Is there anything else you require of me, sir?" He shook his head. On wobbly legs, I walked to his door with a satisfied smile.
Next was Brian. As I crossed the open space of the office where the cubicle that would be mine was located, I wondered if this was to be what each day would be like. Would they start the day off by using me one after the other, or would it be spread out through the day? My fingers traced over the desktop as I walked between the desk and the door to the building's hallway to the elevators. I felt particularly brazen as I did it naked, knowing other people could be passing by completely unaware of what was happening at the moment here.
Brian stood immediately as I entered and lowered his pants. I came to him and knelt before him, taking his cock into my mouth. It quickly grew in my mouth. After only a few minutes, he lifted my face off his cock. As I stood, seeking some direction from him, his hands on my hips provided all the direction I needed. He turned me and backed me to his lap. I spread my legs over his, reached between my legs, and guided his cock into my cunt. I sank partially over the head and heard a sharp gasp from him as my wet, hot cunt enveloped his cock head. I rose slightly, then sank further down, taking most of his cock into me. On the next motion, I was sitting on his thighs and had him fully inside. With my hands on his knees for support, I began fucking him with strong, full strokes. His cock was an average 6 inches or so, and the position wasn't great for deep penetration, but still satisfying for him, I was sure.
He was pressed back into the chair, his hands gripping the armrest tightly, his hips rising to meet my fucking as his climax appeared to rise within him. I was disappointed when he suddenly stiffened and his cock jerked inside me, his cum spurting into my already seedy cunt. My orgasm was rising, but wasn't quite there when he collapsed back against his chair, and he pulled me back tightly in his arms, making any further fucking awkward.
After a few moments, he patted my hip, which seemed to indicate he was done. I pulled up off his cock, feeling it slip out, a sense of loss and unfulfillment slipping with it. I turned and knelt to clean his cock. I was dismissed.
Ethan was the one I had been intrigued by after meeting him earlier in the morning. A big, black man. I was almost embarrassed that my mind went to the porn industry's sexual stereotype, but I was curious as I knocked on his door frame. It was curious that all the guys except for Jerry were single, but I would learn later that both Kevin and Brian were divorced, the job being more important than their wives, apparently. Ethan was the different one. I would learn he never did marry, but instead was happy and content with enjoying the frequent company of many different women, both black and white. That difference was evident as I entered his office, too.
I was naked, my hair mussed, the insides of my thighs glistening with leaking fluids, and my nipples standing out rock-hard. My skin over my face, neck, and chest was colored with arousal. I was the image of a slut recently fucked and needing to be fucked more. As Kevin and Brian had simply done just that, Ethan rose, stepped around his desk, took my hand in his, and gently pulled me into a comfortable embrace, his hands staying on my upper back. I was taken aback. I was expecting to be thrown over his desk and fucked by a big, black cock (there was that stereotype I envisioned). Instead, he led me to a chair in front of his desk, and he leaned on the edge. He had an unopened bottle of water at the ready. He twisted the cap and handed it to me.
"So, how is the ...", he chuckled, "the interviewing going?"
I giggled and blushed. After all, I was sitting naked in front of this clothed, very handsome man, and I had clearly been used by three men before him. "I think very well ... sir." I took a deep drink of water, then another. It tasted good and was probably needed after taking Jerry's cum and cleaning two other cocks. "Thank you for this," I said, raising the bottle of water. He just smiled and watched me. His confidence and calmness were like Jerry's. The other two might be good sales guys, but Jerry and Ethan had something more about them that was ... powerful, maybe. "Can I ask you something?" He nodded. "Did you guys ever REALLY think you would find a woman to do this for you?"
He laughed. "No. At least, I didn't believe it. But then Jerry called us together while you were busy with that assessment questionnaire. He told us about his trip to Mexico, and one night, another couple invited him to their room. We had never heard that story before, but he said the woman was you. He wanted to know if he should pursue our fantasy secretary. We told him to go for it. He was the only one married, so ..." He held up his hands with a shrug. "And here we are." He looked at me, reading me. "Can I ask you a question, then?" It was my turn to nod. "Your husband and you seem to have put a lot of consideration into this. What was behind your willingness to do this?"
I laughed, "We had shared fantasies for years, but left them to just talking mostly. I didn't remember Jerry. We had drunk quite a bit, and that was one of our major fantasies ... my fucking another man. It never happened again. I think both Bill and I were nervous about how the other might react when it did happen. Then ... we often role-played with me being submissive. It turned out that was a major desire of mine, but, again, we had difficulty in talking honestly about it, so we just did some pretending privately. When Jerry propositioned me and I went to Bill with it, I was very nervous, but we both realized this was our chance to really live out what we deeply desired. I submitted to Bill completely last Friday, and this job was our vehicle for me to be shared regularly. It was our dream, I guess, finally released for real."
"For real is right." He smiled, and I shared it with him. "Now that you have started, do you have any concerns, any thoughts or feelings of reluctance or doubt?"
I shook my head emphatically. "None. In fact, I can't wait to share every detail with Bill when I get the chance. This is going to change our lives into something so much better for us. I have no question about that."
He stood and opened his belt, then his pants, dropping them and his shorts to his feet. MY GOD! Is the stereotype really true? Hanging in front of me was a large cock. And, it was still soft. I put the water bottle on the floor and dropped to my knees. I took his cock in my hands with a sense of wonder as I touched it and gauged the size. I licked the tip and looked up at him. He just smiled. I was sure he got that reaction from many women the first time. I just opened my mouth and took the head inside, sucking it, swirling my tongue around it as one hand stroked the growing shaft and the other began massaging his ball sack. I sank my mouth down on the hardening shaft, pulled up, and back down, taking more into my mouth each time. When his cock head hit the back of my throat, there was a moment of panic. I pulled my mouth off and looked up at him, embarrassed.
"Sorry, sir. It's just so big."
I kissed the head, again, took a breath, and renewed my efforts. His cock was now hard, but I felt he was waiting to see what I would be able to do with it. I pushed down with several strokes until the head was once again at the back of my mouth at my throat. I kept it there for a moment as I concentrated on my breathing. Bill always enjoyed me deep throating him, but he wasn't 10 inches and thick. I told myself I could do this. Just take my time ... and breathe through the nose and push past the gag reflex. I slowly took it into my throat and pulled back up, then back down, up, and down until I had it all ... somehow, I had it all in my mouth and throat!
He touched the side of my face, and I pulled off his cock, sucking the excess saliva off as I did. I looked up at him, and he was smiling, which made me feel so good that I smiled back. He raised me to stand before him. He pried off his shoes and shed his pants and underwear.



"You said this was all new to you." I nodded, blushing as I did. "Not many women can manage to take my whole cock down their throat."
"Thank you, sir. I love sucking Bill's cock. Yours, though, is so big. That was why I panicked before."
"Well, I can imagine your husband enjoys you sucking him very much." I blushed and nodded. "Soon, I hope we can find more time so I can enjoy the feeling of your mouth on my cock."
My hands were back on his cock, stroking it firmly. "I would like that, sir. Perhaps I could attend to your cock under the desk as you worked ..."
He chuckled, "Yes, you are going to be very effective here." He took hold of my shoulders and moved me to the edge of his desk and pressed me down so my tits pressed into papers spread on it. "But, right now, I really want to feel your cunt on my cock."
I sighed, "Ohhhhhh ... yes, sir ... I would like that very much."
My cunt was well lubricated by the other men, but as he pressed the head of his cock through my hole, I gasped. He filled me like never before. I instantly began moaning and groaning and sighing as he pushed more and more into me. Finally, I felt the head bumping into the top of my vagina, and I groaned again.
I looked over my shoulder as he pounded his cock into me, bumping against me inside each time. "Do I have all of you?"
"Not yet, ... I will need to stretch you inside ... do you want all of it?"
"OH GOD, YESSSSSS!"
I heard him chuckle behind me. At the same time, he thrust harder into me, and slowly I could feel it hitting me differently and deeper inside. He fucked me and fucked me. I cried out and moaned. I completely forgot we were in the office, that others could hear, maybe even with their doors closed. I was so full of cock, my vaginal canal was stretched and throbbing over the assault from this monster. It became too much and I orgasmed ... loudly. My legs became weak, but I bent over the desk, and his hips pressed into me, holding me in place. He slowed his thrusts as my body was wracked by the orgasm, but he never stopped. He must have felt my body relaxing, perhaps from my cunt spasms slowing, because he began fucking me in earnest, again. He slammed into me, and I knew I had all of him when it registered in my brain that his hips were slapping against my butt.
He seemed to change the angle of his penetration by raising his body up higher and driving down into my cunt. The effect was to glance off my G-spot as he did it. Another orgasm was quickly building when I felt his cock tense and swell, then jerk inside me as spurt after spurt of his seed sprayed into me, washing me with his cum. Shortly after, my next orgasm crashed over me, and I heard him groan, and more cum shot out of his cock.
I was wasted. I couldn't have moved if I had to. I felt his cock slowly being pulled out, and I was left with a terrible feeling of emptiness. "Oh ... Ethan ... I want ... it back in." He laughed, gathered me securely in his arms, and sat me down on a chair. I glanced down to find my legs splayed open, cum flowing out of my gaping cunt. I chuckled, "Good thing these are washable chair seats."
He had gathered his clothes and was dressing. He looked at me and smiled. "Go ahead and rest there for a few minutes." He sat down and gazed at me. I blushed, yet again. I had to look like a slutty whore.
"Sir, what do you think?"
"Think?"
"Do you think I had a good enough interview to be hired?"
"Oh, dear Carol. There was never any real doubt about that. But, if there was any question before, you aced this. You are a fucking amazing fuck." I smiled and stood up weakly. I took that as a good thing.
I walked through the office with even more cum on the insides of my thighs, and my walk became a strut, my large tits swaying and bouncing as I walked past the secretary's desk that I knew was now mine on my way to see Jerry, again.
"Sir?" I had knocked on the door jam and peeked inside. I stepped inside and stood before his desk. "I've been 'interviewed' by each of the guys." He smiled at that. "Sir, when can I expect to hear from you if I have the job?"
Just then, we both heard the outside door open and close and a voice calling, "Mr. Mortensen?"
Jerry stood and walked to the door. "You have the job, Carol. Come, this is the IT guy for the building who will assist in getting you up and running on our system, establishing programs, passwords, and authorization." I looked through the door at the IT guy, then at my clothes on the chair. He reached for my arm and pulled me to the door with him. "No time for that. Can't keep IT waiting, can we?"
As we stepped into the open area, I looked around, then at Kevin's door. Jerry asked what the matter was. "Nothing important, sir. Just trying to remember where I left my panties."
Jerry led me to the thoroughly shocked IT guy who was about to have the best day of his career in setting up a computer system.
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CHAPTER 2: THE FIRST WEEK
The next morning, I had set my alarm earlier than necessary just to provide a little more time to prepare myself for my real first day as their secretary. Jerry had informed me that I would be paid for yesterday, even though it wasn't really the first day. But it had been an eventful day of interviewing. He assured me he could already see how I would be working wonders for the office. I had given Bill an accounting of what happened in the interview. He said he wasn't surprised I was well used by them the first chance they all had. He was curious about the IT guy, though. He thought it was supposed to be restricted to the men employed by Mortensen Sales. I told him Jerry pointed out that IT was on a retainer, so he might technically be considered an employee. Bill conceded the point and took delight in my discomfort and embarrassment. I promised him I would call each night to relay the events of the day in the office. He promised me that when he got home, he would fuck me like he never had before.
I arrived at the office park quite early and found a good parking spot, took the elevator to the ninth floor, and discovered I was the first one to arrive. I opened the outside door and took a moment to verify the interior was relatively obscure by the frosted glass segments covering about 75 percent of the hallway windows. I turned on the lights, my computer, the copier/printer, and proceeded to the small break room to start the first pot of coffee.
I sat at my desk, confused. I dug out the cheat sheet the IT guy gave me for logging into the system and remembered I needed to create new passwords. I finished that, then began looking over the documents and notes the guys had left for me. I could see this was a pretty intense place just from the little they had already dropped on me.
"Well, good morning!"
I looked up with a smile at recognizing Jerry's voice and manner. "Good morning, sir. Did you have a good evening?"
"Do you have a moment, Carol?"
I thought, 'Oh my God! It starts so early?', but I said, "Of course, Sir. Can I bring you some coffee?" He said he did and went to his office down the short hall. I followed him a few moments later with a mug, placing it on his desk. "What can I do for you, sir?"
He chuckled, "Not that, Carol. Though, after yesterday, I can understand why you might think so." He indicated for me to sit. "I want to be very honest, I don't really know how this whole secretary/slut thing is going to work or what, if anything, you can expect as a routine. There may not be a routine at all, but it is totally impulsive as the guys feel the desire. But, one thing I do know is we all have very time-critical work to accomplish. I had a meeting yesterday afternoon after you left to reinforce the need for getting the work done on schedule."
I sat with a straight back without my back resting against the back of the chair. My legs were crossed, though I wondered about that because Bill likes to see my cunt with parted legs; he suggested letting them dictate their preference. My hands were folded comfortably in my lap.
"I understand, sir."
He chuckled, "I am not concerned with you, my dear. It is the others, especially Brian and Kevin. It might take a week or so for this to find a comfortable attitude in the office." I nodded my agreement. "Oh, yes... do I need to apologize for what happened with the IT guy? I couldn't help myself."
I laughed, "Wesley? A nice young man. I think the poor guy was close to a heart attack. It was amazing he got anything accomplished with me sitting alongside him naked. And, I'm probably only a few years younger than his mother. But, no, sir, once I was over the shock of being out there with him, it was okay. Bill is into exhibiting me, too."
He reached into his desk drawer and pulled out a card, sliding it over the top of his clean desk. I leaned forward and saw his hand stop. Then I realized where his eyes were focused. I had worn another button-up blouse and left several of the top buttons unfastened. I was sure he had a good view of my deep cleavage. I leaned further to retrieve the card. He apologized again, but I reassured him that if the touching was okay, looking certainly was.
He recovered and explained, "That is a company credit card for you to use. Use it for deliveries requiring payment, supplies for the office, items the guys might need, etc. Also, since you couldn't find your panties yesterday, I thought it might be good for you to also use that card for some shopping. I noticed the clothes you wore last Friday were more conservative, and I am guessing that might be what your wardrobe really looks like." I nodded. Bill and I talked about changing out my wardrobe, but we couldn't afford to do it all at once. "We're going to be the beneficiaries of how you dress, so splurge on whatever you need. My wife was curious about how it went with you, and she suggested it might be a good idea if you had a complete change of clothes at the office. You will likely get cum on your clothes at some point."
I blushed, "Are you certain, sir? I mean about using the card... though, I am pretty sure you are correct about someone wanting to shoot cum onto me eventually." I hesitated before asking the follow-up question. "Are you serious that your wife is so okay about all this?"
"Yes, on both accounts. I consider it a treat for us as much as for you. Please let Bill know he doesn't have to worry about that expense, anyway."
This was turning out better and better all the time. Not only were two of our primary fantasies being realized, but I was being well paid, AND I was getting new clothes to boot.
I had just sat down at my desk when Wesley came through the door. I smiled at him, "Wesley, what a nice surprise. Did we forget something yesterday?"
He was a shy young man and showed nervousness as he approached my desk. "No, ma'am."
I smiled sweetly at him, "Now... Wesley... I think we should be past you calling me 'ma'am' and using my name, don't you?" I looked around the open area and whispered, "After all, working next to me while I was naked should have been enough, but..." I looked around again, "but, taking you into the restroom and giving you that blowjob really should have made you more comfortable with me."
He choked on his own breath and looked around himself, "Yes, ma'am... I mean, Carol." He smiled, "No, I was passing by and thought... well... just that I would stop in and see if everything was working okay."
Just then, the door opened, bringing Brian and Kevin. I looked back at Wesley, "How sweet, thank you. But everything is working just fine. I will give you a call, though, if I do have any trouble." He smiled and left, keeping his eyes from connecting with the two salesmen also standing at my desk.
As the door closed behind Wesley, Brian said with a chuckle, "I have a feeling our tech support just got a lot more attentive." Kevin laughed with him, and they parted for their own offices.
Only a moment later, Brian poked his head out of his door, "Carol, I need you." He just as quickly disappeared back into his office. I rolled my eyes. Need me or want me?
I stood and moved to his open office. I entered, and he motioned for me to close the door. "Yes, sir, how can I help you?"
He was moving some paper around on his desktop and, without looking up, said, "You can strip, kneel on that chair, and bend over it."
Without hesitation, I did just that, unbuttoning my blouse as I pulled the bottom out from my skirt, sliding it off my shoulders, down my arms, and dropping onto the other chair. I then unfastened my skirt at the side, unzipped it, and pushed it down over my hips to fall at my feet, leaving me in a matching sheer, lace bra and panties, dark thigh-high stockings, and heels. I reached back to open the clasps of my bra, shrugged my shoulders forward for the straps to slide down my arms, and my tits to be released. After pushing my panties to my feet, as instructed, I knelt on the chair seat, spread my knees as far as allowed by the armrests, and leaned forward over the back. And then I waited.
I was given no other instructions, so I remained where I was. I heard some papers being shuffled, then it became quiet. I assumed he was sitting back, looking at me, exposed as I was in front of him. Then, finally, I heard his chair being pushed back and his steps coming to me softly on the carpet. I was surprised by the sudden contact of a finger on my cunt lips.
"Has anyone even touched you this morning?"
"No, sir, you are the first. Is there a problem, sir?"
"Problem? No... but... are you always wet, slut?"
I blushed at the image in my mind: kneeling away from him on the chair, naked, and discussing the condition of my cunt. "It seems so, sir. I noticed I was wet this morning just thinking about coming to work."
I heard him unzip as he added another comment, "Yes, slut... with you here, we all look forward to coming to work... to cum to work." With that, I felt his hard cock press against my cunt hole, then be thrust deep into me in one forceful stroke. I gasped at the suddenness, just the same as he did. After that first hard thrust, he continued to pound into my cunt, pulling his cock nearly out before driving it back in to the hilt. The position was awkward for me. I found myself partially concentrating on bracing my body on the back of the chair so the edge didn't jam into my stomach, and he was alternating between pulling my hips back against him and pushing me forward against the chair, causing it to wobble from the action. When I felt his cock jerk, and his thrust held me tight against him, I knew he was about to cum, and my own orgasm was only just forming.
I felt him cum, then almost immediately pull out. I moaned at the aborted pleasure I had, but remembered Bill's direction for me: any pleasure I might receive will be through giving pleasure. I guess this would fit: I was pleased to have provided pleasure, though I received no climactic satisfaction myself.
I turned around from the chair and went to my knees to immediately begin sucking and licking his cock clean. He seemed to have little interest in this, too. He pulled his cock from my mouth by stepping back, pulling up his shorts and pants, then taking his place behind his desk. I remained where I was, a bit uncertain if I should just leave or wait to be directed. He looked up from his desk with a look that told me he didn't know why I was still there.
I gathered up my clothes and walked to his door, leaving it open, which seemed to be the general practice unless they were meeting with someone or on a conference call, a consideration for others if they were using the speaker function.
I dropped my clothes onto my chair and sorted through them for my panties when the outer door opened. I turned to the door in surprise and embarrassment, clutching the small, insignificant garment to my chest as if it might provide any coverage for my large tits or the rest of my naked body. I saw it was Ethan who closed the door with a big smile on his face.
"I am definitely going to be looking forward to work if you are greeting us like that every morning."
I laughed, my hands dropping to my sides. "Not intentionally, sir. I think Jerry is okay with me being incidentally naked in the office, but not consistently."
He nodded, "And a true shame. But it is fun to watch you undress. Ummm... I have a conference call in ten minutes with one of the production companies and a customer. After my introduction to get it going, I shouldn't be too involved. Do you remember our conversation yesterday?"
I smiled, "Yes, I do, sir." I dropped my panties onto the pile of clothes. "I don't guess it is worth getting dressed, then." He only smiled as he headed for his office. I called after him, "Sir, could I get you some coffee?" He accepted.
In the break room, I took a clean mug from the cabinet, filled it, then stopped to adjust my stockings that had become twisted during the fuck Brian gave me. I took the coffee into Ethan's office. He thanked me and indicated a chair in front of his desk until the call began. He clicked through some files on his computer until he had what he apparently needed for the call.
He then leaned back and looked into my eyes, giving me a few moments of his time. My, what a difference compared to Brian. "How was your evening, Carol?"
"Lonely. Oh... I'm used to Bill being gone every other week, but... this week it feels different. I guess I would have liked to share this with him at the start. I called him and we talked, of course. Can I be honest?" He nodded. Of course. "Well... he said he masturbated as I described what happened here, but... you know... it would have been better if I was riding him as I told him." I blushed. "Sorry, you probably didn't need to hear that."
"No, please, I feel honored that you can be open with me." I smiled at him and relaxed.
Then his phone rang. He held up a finger, and he pressed the speaker button. He took over the beginning of the call, verifying who was on and making the introductions. Then he covered the issue the customer had with the product they had been testing. He was both a sales representative for the production company and the go-between for the customer. He explained the customer's position that a few small modifications for their use, and they would be ready to submit a large order. He then turned it over to the customer's lead person.
I watched as he pressed another button on the desk phone. "Okay, it's on mute." He didn't really say it was time, but he rolled his chair back from the desk. I got up, walked around to his side of the desk, and he placed a hand on my ass, sliding it up my back as I knelt and crawled under the desk where his legs would go. He then rolled his chair forward after undoing his pants and pushing them and his shorts to his ankles. He leaned back and looked at me with a big smile. "This is stranger than I envisioned it. Are you okay there?" I nodded as I took his large cock in my hands and began stroking it. "Carol?" I looked up. "If I touch your cheek, I will be taking the phone off mute."
I smiled as I began licking his cock from the base to the head. As I licked his cock and balls, the shaft steadily grew and hardened. He was leaning back in this chair, and when I licked his balls, I was low enough to see him. He would glance down at me, but I could see his concentration on the voices coming from the phone. His powers of concentration were good, but by the reaction from his cock I could see the phone call didn't have his complete attention.
The call had been going for a while, his cock was rigid and deep in my mouth and into my throat. I was working to take him fully into my throat, again. He gasped and tensed as I pushed it further into my throat. Then, between gasps and moans, I heard from above, "Oh, my God... damn you are good." I heard his name on the phone, and his fingers reached down to touch my cheek, but I didn't relent. He wanted me to suck him while on the phone... we'll see what control he has. Nasty, but fun. I heard him answer a question after an awkward pause, then, "Oh shit... I'm going to cum."
I pulled his cock out of my throat until just the head was in my mouth. I felt his cock swell in my mouth, jerk, then a thick rope of cum shot into my mouth. I swallowed as quick as it filled my mouth, expecting more to follow. And, it did. Three large eruptions from his cock. He was gasping, then his fingers touched me again. I chuckled as I swallowed the last of his cum and licked and sucked the head of the last drops that escaped my mouth. I licked his cock more. Accepting that I was here for the duration, I began sucking his cock with the intention of not letting it go soft.
He clarified some points made by the production company, and the customer seemed to be helped to understand it better. The conversation resumed, and Ethan's fingers came under the desk and stroked my hair.
He chuckled, "Damn, I haven't been sucked like that in... whew... a long time." He looked at me, "I love the way you suck. Hell, I love the way you fuck."
I blushed, though I don't think he could tell. "It's only the first few times, sir."
His fingers combed through my long hair. It felt good, caring, considerate. "The first few of many more, I hope."
"It would be my pleasure, sir." And, with him, I really meant it. He asked if I was trying to make him cum, again. "Yes, sir. Just go back to your call and let me do my job." He laughed.
The call went on longer than either of us expected, but it seemed to be very productive. My jaw was getting sore, but I had managed to bring him to another climax, even if it was much smaller in volume. Then the office door opened.
"Is that the Collins call?" Ethan must have nodded to Jerry's query. "How's it going? Is the customer going to get what they need?"
Ethan replied as he put his fingers on my cheek. I knew if he was talking to Jerry, he hadn't taken the phone off mute, so he must just be keeping me hidden. Ethan explained how things were going, and he was very hopeful. I heard Jerry rise and move across the office, turn the door handle, but then, "By the way, I was trying to find Carol. Any idea where... Well, if you see her, let her know I would like some of her time. No rush, though. Whenever she is available."
I heard the door open and close. I pulled my mouth off the cock, "Damn, he knew, didn't he?"
Ethan chuckled, "I didn't do anything, honest. I think he guessed, though. Heck, even if you swallow the cum directly, doesn't there have to be some residual scent?" He rolled his chair back and assisted me out from under the desk. He kissed my cum-coated mouth and patted my ass toward the door. "Rinse out your mouth and see what the boss wants you for."
I laughed. "I think I can guess, at least I know what I want him to want me for." I stood at the open door and faced him. "I've been naked and servicing two of you guys and I haven't had one orgasm, yet." I walked back to him as he finished getting his pants back up. I kissed him again. "I enjoyed that, sir. Next time, though, this slut would like to be fucked... if it pleases you to do so, sir." I winked at him and left.
I went straight into the restroom to gargle some water. Not sure that did much, I checked the refrigerator. Found some orange juice and drank a glass. I considered Jerry's office door. If I was wrong, this could be embarrassing. On the other hand, he was the first to have me undress to my panties yesterday. I needed to be fucked. Maybe walking in like this will get that done, even if it wasn't what he intended.
I stepped down the short hallway and stopped at his door, rapped on the open door, and waited.
"Come in, Ca..." He had looked up to see me naked, hair a mess, and my skin blotchy with arousal. He smiled, "I was going to ask how your first day was starting, but I can see how it has started." He indicated the chair in front of his desk, too, like Ethan.
It was still very strange to be sitting naked in someone's office, carrying on what otherwise might be a casual conversation. And, the second of the morning. There was a silence that seemed to drag on awkwardly. Finally, I brought it up, "Sir, I feel there is something else you want to ask of me. If I am wrong, I apologize for being forward. I am here to serve you, sir."
"I guess it is my old ways of thinking about women, despite the fantasy I helped promote for the office. I can see you have been... used... quite a bit, already. But... okay... you're right. Carol, this sounds rather perverse to me, but would you please drape your knees over the arms of the chair?"
"Of course, sir." A smile spread over my face as I quickly complied, separating my crossed legs and adjusting my position to accomplish what he asked. Suddenly, sitting just naked didn't seem as embarrassing as how I was now sitting... still naked but now spread wide before his gaze. Though it gave me a strong sense of embarrassment at being so blatantly exposed, it also reinforced how thrilling the idea of exhibitionism truly was.



He smiled, and for moments, his gaze never left my body from my cunt to my tits. Finally, he made eye contact with mine, and his eyes were sparkling with enjoyment. He began talking about his day coming up. He would be meeting with a possible new client for the firm to represent. He had in mind some modifications to a PowerPoint presentation and was hoping I could help. I assured him I was very familiar with PowerPoint from past employment. "Great! I'll finish up my notes on the changes and we'll get together later, maybe just after lunch." He hesitated, "No, let's plan over lunch. There is a great spot I want to take you to."
"That would be lovely, sir." Though I had the sense the conversation was over, I didn't change my position. I did become aware, though, that somehow, at some time, my hand had begun fondling my tit. I glanced down at it, then up at him. His smile had turned bigger.
He stood up and moved to my side of the desk. He stepped directly in front of me. Without changing position on the chair, I leaned forward to loosen his belt, pants, and zipper. I reached inside his shorts and pulled out his hardening cock. I stroked it several times before I leaned forward more to capture the head in my mouth. I sucked, used my tongue, and sucked him deeper. It was an awkward position, but I had the feeling my continued exposure assisted in his increased arousal.
He stepped back, his cock slipping from my mouth. He took my hands and encouraged me from the chair. "I truly enjoyed your mouth yesterday. Today, I want your pussy."
"My pleasure, sir."
He guided me to the edge of the desk and leaned me back onto the papers spread there. He dropped his pants to his feet and moved the short distance between my open legs. He raised my legs into the air, and I reached to take hold of them, holding them up and apart. He moved the head of his cock to the entrance of my cunt, stroking it up and down my slit, before repositioning it at the hole and pressing gently inside. With just the head of his cock inside, he stopped and looked into my eyes, then down at our joining. I raised my head to look at the same thing. Only then did he begin to press his cock into me. With short in and out movements, his cock slowly disappeared further and further into my body until our bodies came into contact. We sighed and groaned together, and I squeezed his cock with my cunt, and he moaned again.
He fucked me like this, long, gentle, and caring. It was wonderful. And, I was so needy for a cum by this point that I found myself needing to resist the building orgasm. I wanted to encourage his climax, too. He leaned toward me, and I released my legs to wrap them around his hips, my hands shifting to his shoulders.
"Ohhhhhh... God... yessssss... you feel so gooooooooood... sirrrrrrrrr..." I looked him in the eyes and saw his breathing coming in gasps, though he had been silent. "I want... you... ooooooooo... you to cum... inside... meeeeee... sir."
Maybe it was just lucky timing, but he jerked his body against mine, drove his cock deep into me, and tensed. I felt his cock jerk, and at that moment, I released my own orgasm, my cunt washing his cock with juices as he shot his seed into me, both of us at the same time, mixing our orgasmic fluids in wondrous and needed release.
I let my legs hang off the desk, my arms flopped to the sides across the papers.
Upon leaving Jerry's office, I retrieved my purse from my desk and detoured to the restroom, where I cleaned up some, cleaning the leaking from my cunt, wiping my lips and face of any stray cum, brushing my hair, and checking my make-up. Only then did I return to the front of the office, where my clothes were still piled on my chair. Only the first real workday, and much of the morning was spent naked from office to office. Somehow, standing naked at my desk directly in front of the door leading to the hallway outside as I sorted out my clothes to finally get dressed didn't seem quite as intimidating as it had earlier. This was a hell-of-a-job! I wondered if Bill could realize how quickly I was becoming the slut-wife he had envisioned with our decision to do this?
* * * *
I relayed all that happened to me during the day. It was our agreement. Whether he was home or on the road, I would tell him about my day. It was up to him how much detail he was interested in my telling. He asked detailed questions about certain situations and events rather than details about everything. I could already see he was interested in things like embarrassing or humiliating situations of exposure. There was the time of being in the office area naked, as the guys had me one after the other, or when I gave Brian a blowjob at my desk while knowing someone could come into the office from outside. Our office did not have much walk-in traffic, but it was always possible. Or, the time Kevin had me naked on my hands and knees on his desk as he worked on his computer, every now and then sliding a finger over my cunt lips and dipping it into my hole. In just a few days, the guys found other ways to use me than just to suck or fuck them. All through it, I was still managing to keep up with the work they gave me with a minimal amount of overtime.
If I had any question about Bill understanding how slutty I was so easily becoming, he dispelled it during our conversation on Wednesday night. He asked me how I was holding up with everything that was happening. I assured him I was doing fine and enjoying it very much. I confided that the only thing I missed was company in the evening. I meant that I missed him and would like to be sharing this new thing with him intimately. I prayed he wasn't testing me with any hope that I wanted to stop, that perhaps he was having second thoughts. That wasn't it at all.
He blurted out, "I'm sorry, honey. I never thought about that. Of course, it would seem lonely at night after the days you are having. When I hang up, I'm going to call Jimmy and have him come over tomorrow night and spend a few hours with you."
My mind couldn't even register this new development before Bill had disconnected the call and was probably already talking to Jimmy. Not only was I being fucked regularly by four guys I had only known for a few days, but now Bill was sending over a friend so I wouldn't be lonely. Jimmy is a nice guy, single... WOW. For real... my husband isn't having any regrets about what is happening. Clearly, he intends for me to be shared more than just at my workplace.
How weird is this? How much have I transitioned to being a slut, and how much further was Bill taking me? In addition to everything else that happens to me, I had thoughts all day of Jimmy coming to the house with the clear expectation of fucking me. I could imagine him being nervous and tentative. After all, he was one of the first real friends Bill had made after we moved in. He knew me as a quiet wife to Bill, someone we both came to be comfortable with as friends and to trust. As if to confirm everything, I got a text from Bill while at work. It was simple and telling: 'Make Jimmy comfortable. Make Jimmy happy.'
At 8:00 PM sharp, there was a knock at the front door. As expected, since he lived in the neighborhood, he walked. I rose from the sofa in the living room, where I was waiting for his arrival with bourbon over ice. I knew Jimmy preferred beer, any kind. As I opened the front door with a cold beer in my other hand, he was stopped with his mouth hanging open. I decided on a blue, sheer baby-doll with matching sheer thong, and dark blue heels.
I smiled at him, "You'd better get in here before that old couple across the street notices me standing in my negligee, greeting someone who isn't my husband."
"Damn, Carol. I thought Bill was pulling some kind of joke on me." He looked me up and down. "Damn, Carol."
I laughed again, "You said that, Jimmy. Now get in here."
I had the light turned down, some soft music playing, and I led him to the sofa, where we sat next to each other. Once seated, I shimmied a little closer. Jimmy was about 5' 8" and 200 pounds, a bit blocky but strong as an ox. He was about Bill's age, early '40s. His hair was dark, thick, and a bit uncontrollable. He had a full-face beard that he kept trimmed neatly.
He finished his beer pretty quick. I figured it was nerves, and I had planned on giving him several beers, if needed. I was sympathetic. His best friend seemed to want him to have sex with his wife. On top of that, he wasn't even in town.
I reached over and placed my hand on his thigh. The poor guy flinched at the touch. What a stark difference from the office. "It's okay, Jimmy."
He turned a bit toward me, his eyes automatically dropping to my tits, clearly showing through the sheer material. "Sorry, Carol." He looked up into my eyes.
I laughed, turned slightly to face him more directly. "It's really okay to look. What did Bill tell you? Did he tell you that I have become his submissive and his slut? Did he tell you that he told me to fuck you? Did he tell you I would do anything you wanted? Did he tell you that after all this time of sneaking looks at my tits, you could touch them, expose them, do anything you want with them? I don't know, Jimmy. He didn't tell me, but I think he told you something like that." I leaned into him and kissed him on the mouth. "You see, Jimmy, all of that is true. I have willingly, joyously, and completely given myself to Bill in ways that other wives don't. I am his submissive who will obey him, allow him to direct me, and guide me into situations I might not otherwise have the courage to do. I am his slut, his dirty slut who will do what he wants when he wants, and with whomever he wants. Tonight, Jimmy, he wants me to fuck you... not sex or making love... fuck."
He reached his hand out and held my tit through the sheer material. I took his hand and slipped it inside, his hand now on my bare tit. He fondled it tentatively, his eyes moving from watching my tit to checking my reaction. I smiled at him, and he was emboldened to play with the nipple. I pulled the garment over my head and leaned back to give him full access, but my hand moved on his thigh to the bulge at his crotch. He seemed satisfied to explore the tits he had only fantasized about before. But I wanted this to move faster.
I slipped off the couch and knelt before him. I unbuckled his belt, loosened his pants, and unzipped them. He was watching mesmerized. Then I took hold of the waistband and tugged his pants. He raised his hips as I tugged them down to his knees. I pulled off his shoes and socks, then completely removed his pants. He pulled his shirt over his head and dropped it over the back of the sofa. I pushed his legs apart and held his cock. It was average, a little smaller than Bill's and a lot smaller than the biggest cock I ever had, Ethan's.
His cock was quickly growing before I even got it into my mouth. I sucked him slowly for several minutes, listening to his increasing arousal, his moans, groans, and gasps. When he reached underneath me to grasp my hanging tits one at a time, I knew he was accepting what was before him. This wasn't merely some fantasy, dream, or trick, but real and physical... he had a license to be with his buddy's wife.
His cock was rigid in my mouth, his breathing rough, and his eyes shut with his mouth slightly hanging open as he took in air. I slipped the cock from my mouth, "Jimmy, do you want to cum in my mouth, on my face or tits, or cum in my cunt the first time?"
He turned his head to look at me, "First time?"
I smiled while continuing to lick his cock, "Oh, yes, the first time." I remembered Bill's simple text direction, 'Make Jimmy happy'. Truly happy means working him through several climaxes if he is able.
He wanted to be inside me. I smiled at him, stood up, lowered the minuscule sheer thong down my legs, and knelt over him on the sofa. I reached between my legs for his cock, aligned it, and slowly began sinking my wet cunt over it. I leaned forward and kissed him, a passionate kiss like nothing he had ever received from me before. Our relationship would be forever changed from now forward, another man who I knew who had fucked me and likely would again in the future. The realization sent a shiver through me. Bill really did want a slut-wife. The excitement and arousal I felt reinforced that I really wanted to be one, too.
I was bouncing up and down on his cock, my big tits were bouncing a beat behind my body, flopping, swaying, and a combination of the two. Jimmy looked to be in heaven watching his cock appear and disappear, and my tits bouncing in front of his eyes.
After we both came, I slipped off his cock, cleaned it, which seemed to surprise him as I licked and sucked our juices from his softening shaft, before rising and moving to the kitchen. I returned with another cold beer for him and a towel for me to sit on. I wasn't much of a drinker, and I certainly didn't need it to be aroused and willing. I sat next to him, stroking his chest, legs, and flaccid cock as he enjoyed the beer.
"Was that good for you, sir?"
"Sir?"
I chuckled, "I'm Bill's submissive now, Jimmy. I now rely on Bill to guide me, and one way of showing respect is to refer to men he gives me to as 'sir'."
He was touching my tits with his free hand. "Am I going to be able to do this other times?"
I smiled and kissed him on the mouth. His cock was showing life again. "That, sir, is up to Bill." I kissed him and stood up, my hand holding his. "But I hope so." He put the empty bottle down, and I pulled on his arm for him to rise. "Come with me, I want you to fuck me this time in Bill's bed." I heard him mumble, 'Damn', as he followed behind me through the house. I already had the bed turned down and the lighting muted. This time, he lasted much longer. We started in the missionary position before rotating through several others, like cowgirl, back to missionary, then on hands and knees to flat on my front as he continued to fuck me from behind, and we climaxed back in missionary.
After cleaning him, yet again, and getting him another beer, I resumed licking and sucking his soft cock. He groaned as it began growing again. "Damn, woman. I've never been hard three times in a night, much less within a few hours."
I giggled. "Well, sir, now you know what you have if Bill allows this more often. How might you imagine fucking me in the future? How do you want to fuck me in the next few minutes?"
He grew quickly with my talk and his cock on my tongue. I knew his mind was flooding with ideas and images as his cock grew steadily harder. I also knew he would be giving Bill a good report. I shivered. I physically shivered at the mere thought of how important it was for Bill to know I had fully satisfied his direction, his request for me to fuck his friend without him being present. Within a week, I had transitioned from a loving and contented wife with fantasies to a happy, aroused, and dedicated slut for my husband. And he... he had transitioned, without being here, from an extremely loving, attentive, and caring husband and blossomed into a man able to be in complete control of me. Since that day last Friday, my language has changed, my dressing has changed, my cunt has been continuously leaking, and my appetite for cock has skyrocketed.
I couldn't wait for Bill to get home!
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CHAPTER 3: SURPRISE DP
Bill was to return home Friday afternoon, so I rushed home from work with the cum of all four of my co-workers in my cunt. I made a special request of the men that they all fuck me so I could show Bill what a good slut I had been for him. I knew he had been in communication with Jerry during the week, in addition to his nightly calls with me. He had taken a huge gamble to go on the road the very week I started my new job as secretary and slut for Mortensen Sales, a small four-man office. I knew he worried about that decision, though he didn't want me to be aware of it. Jerry Mortensen was an honorable man from the beginning, and Bill became more comfortable with each report from me and my boss.
Bill and I skipped dinner until much later that Friday evening, until we finally needed an extended rest period, and then we simply ordered pizza so I could continue snuggling and feeling his body against mine. When the doorbell rang, he handed me two twenty-dollar bills, then sent me naked to get the pizza. He purposely gave me too much so I would be forced to be exposed to the delivery person for a longer time as the change was made. I often wondered how delivery guys would react to nude women at the door despite the porn vids on the internet. It was pretty much like the vids. First, the stunned look of disbelief, followed by an almost inability to function afterward. I leaned into the guy, about 35, and gave him a peck on the cheek. His hand went to my hip, whether he was aware of it or not. I smiled devilishly and took his hand and placed it on my tit. He actually flinched at the touch before he recovered enough to give it a soft squeeze. I stood in the doorway and waved at him as he walked down the sidewalk to his car at the curb. He stumbled as he tried walking and looking over his shoulder at the same time. I placed the pizza box on the kitchen table and took two more bottles of beer from the refrigerator, figuring Bill might still need some time for recovery, but I was more than ready to be fucked again.
I lost count of how many times we fucked or I took a load of his cum into my stomach or the number of orgasms I had by the time Saturday noon came, and we decided we needed to get out of the house for a little while. He was shocked at my appetite for fucking, and I was very pleasantly surprised by his recovery times while trying to keep up with me. There were times through the night and early morning, though, when he begged for rest, claiming his cock hurt from overstimulation and cumming. Through our 17 years of marriage, we always felt we had an active and interesting sex life. It was never compared to that night, though.
The next week was wonderful for me. The fucking at work was complementary to the sex Bill and I had at home. Next Thursday, I came home to find Jimmy with Bill. They were arranging take-out Chinese food and plates on the dining table. They both kissed me on the mouth, both cupping a tit and stroking my ass.
I looked at Bill, not wanting to assume too much. He smiled, "You said the guys at work have only used you individually... I thought a three-some might be a fun change of pace."
As we sat at the table and dished up food onto our plates, Jimmy leaned toward Bill and whispered something. I watched Bill's reaction from the corner of my eyes. I knew Jimmy had something in mind that Bill was likely to agree to.
"Jimmy had a good idea, dear. Having your magnificent tits exposed would only enhance our enjoyment of dinner."
I smiled at Jimmy, moved my chair back, without hesitation, and started unbuttoning my blouse. After removing it and slipping my bra off, I lifted both tits to them in offering. "Is this good, sir? Or, would you like me to remove more?"
Bill didn't look at Jimmy. "No, that is perfect. I think sometimes a topless woman is as sexy as a naked woman." I smiled, making sure I leaned over in pulling my chair back into place so my hanging tits swung by the action. I had been fucked by each of the guys at work already, and several also had a blowjob, and I was still very anxious for the three-some these two had planned for me.
I became very relaxed during dinner after the initial phase of taking my chair topless. Through the years with our role-playing, it wasn't unusual for me to be topless or in my underwear or naked around the house. Even in the office, it had become more comfortable, though the potential of someone entering the office was always an element that created an exhibitionistic tension and thrill. The guys formalized a rule that I would never get dressed in their offices; instead, I was to take my clothes back to my desk to dress. I think even Jerry felt some tension about how he would explain that, but even his wife thought it was wonderfully exciting, and it was having a good impact at home. But the introduction of Jimmy added a new element to being Bill's sub/slut. Jimmy was someone we interacted with outside of the home and with other people socially. I nervously studied the expressions of other people in those situations for any sign that they knew. When I expressed that concern to Bill, he assured me he had reason to trust Jimmy. In fact, he had held our confidence. So, even sitting topless with Jimmy as though it was perfectly normal, it did become comfortable for me. When I got up to refill his water glass, his hand rose to cup one of my hanging tits. I smiled and winked at Bill.
After dinner, the guys went into the family room, each with a beer, as I began cleaning the table and kitchen. I peeked into the family room at one point, noted the bottles appeared empty, took two more from the refrigerator, and handed them to the men. Bill thanked me, "You were busy in there, you didn't need to watch over us like that."
"It makes me happy when I can take care of you and please you, you know that." I was about to leave, and he stopped me.
"Honey, I am happy when I just think about you." I blushed, actually blushed. "Are you almost done?" I nodded. "Do you know what's going to happen tonight?"
"Oh, yes, sir! You two are going to fuck me." I paused and looked at Bill intently. He could tell there was something else I was thinking and told me to express it. "Well, sir... you know I have never been double penetrated... I mean both holes together... and... I would like the first time with you, sir."
Bill smiled, "I think we can take care of that." As I returned to the kitchen, I heard Jimmy exclaim, 'Damn!'.
When I walked back into the family room, I was without a skirt or panties. Both men smiled. I knelt in front of Bill and began loosening his pants when he stopped me, "Guests, first."
"Of course, sir."
I moved on my knees to Jimmy, opened his pants, and fished out his semi-hard cock. While making eye contact with him, I licked up the underside of his cock from the balls to the head. At the head, I turned my head down to take it into my mouth, sucking it, then using my lips and tongue to work my way back down. I very quickly had him hard, and Bill stopped me, informing me that tonight they were only to cum inside my cunt or ass. I nodded and moved to Bill.
When Bill was hard, I looked up at him for direction. He motioned with his head to Jimmy. I moved back to Jimmy, fucked my mouth over his cock a few more times to have his cock very hard and wet, then straddled his lap. I kissed him hard as his hands quickly took my tits, and I stroked my wet cunt over the length of his cock. Without breaking the kiss, I reached underneath, held his cock up, and wiggled my ass around it until it sank into my ready hole. He gasped into my mouth as I sank partway down his length. I felt the cushion sink with additional weight and a hand on my shoulder. I broke the kiss and turned my head with my mouth wide open, knowing Bill's cock was there for me to swallow.
When Jimmy and I neared our mutual orgasms, Bill pulled back and sat next to us. When Jimmy's cock spewed the last of his seed into me, I looked to Bill with glazed eyes. He wanted me that moment. I pulled off Jimmy and moved to repeat the position with Bill, but he stopped me, turning me around to sit on him backward, my back to his chest. In this position, as I fucked up and down on his cock as I braced myself with my hands on his thighs, his hands were free to fondle my bouncing tits and stimulate my clit. My head hung forward, my long hair swinging almost in time with my tits. I noticed Jimmy had switched to a chair that was directly in front of us with a direct view of our fucking. Having an audience was new, too. And, exciting.
I came first, then Bill. I pulled up off of him, turned, and cleaned his cock. I then moved to Jimmy and belatedly cleaned his cock. I then stood and got them another beer. Bill wondered about my stockings; won't they be ruined by crawling around? I giggled, "You forgot that Jerry gave me a Corporate Card? He expects to see purchases of clothing and underwear." He nodded and smiled. I was assembling a whole new wardrobe without paying for it.
As they drank the beer, Bill suggested I get one of my dildos and entertain them. This was new, too. I blushed as I returned from the bedroom with the nine-inch, thick, black artificial cock. Bill understood I wanted this one because of Ethan. He was very interested in seeing me take the real thing sometime. I cleared off the surface of the coffee table and aligned it length-wise in front of them. I was still blushing as I lay back on the surface, placed my legs on either side of the table, and pressed the fake cock head into my open, leaking cunt. Somehow, it was different being in this position in front of Jimmy, even though I had just fucked him. Soon, though, that disappeared, and my only consideration was the pliable silicon rubber cock I was driving in and out of me. Bill didn't stop me but kept me going until I achieved an orgasm in front of them. A small puddle of cum and juice was on the table when I collapsed back in orgasm, the dildo still embedded in my sloppy cunt.
That got the guys ready. Both were stroking hard cocks when I raised my head to glance at Bill for his approval while trying to avoid Jimmy's gaze. Exhibitionism, embarrassment, humiliation, whatever you want to call it, was a part of how Bill thought of my being a slut for him. Actually, it was a part of how the guys at the office thought of me, too. This display had been wanton and slutty to be put on exhibition like that, but I have also learned that the exhibitionism, the potential of being discovered at the office, is hugely exciting and has played into amazing orgasms.
Bill clearly was approving of my display and seeing me respond. He helped me off the low table, the dildo slipping out of my cunt and falling to the floor as he led me down the hall to our bedroom. I heard steps behind me, so Jimmy was following. This was going to be it; this was going to be my DP.
Bill became the scene director, instructing Jimmy to lie on his back in the middle of the bed, which I had previously turned down when I came for the dildo, all in anticipation of this. Once Jimmy was in place, his cock still being stroked by his hand, Bill gave me a soft pat on the butt, and I followed Jimmy and crawled over his body, straddling his hip and his cock being held vertical. I moved my cunt over the upright cock until it sank into my hole and pushed down in one motion. Jimmy gasped at the sudden, full penetration. I leaned forward and covered his mouth with mine as my hips moved up and down on his cock. Jimmy's cock was so hard from watching me that it was like it was made of stone. I had just orgasmed, but my body was still desperate for more as my cunt swallowed his cock with increasing energy, as my tongue invaded his mouth and sucked on his tongue when he reciprocated.
I saw movement at the corner of my eyes. Bill was in the bedside drawer, pulling out the tube of lubrication, first spreading it over his cock, then squeezing a glob onto two of his fingers and walking to us. One of his hands pulled my ass-cheek to the side as the other pressed the lube at my asshole and inside with one finger, then a second, sawing them in and out. At the first touch of my ass, I stopped fucking Jimmy. Bill instructed me to spread my ass-cheeks, so I rested my face and chest on Jimmy and reached back to open my ass-crack to him. Instantly, his cock was pressed against my tight hole. Anal is not new to us; we have included it in our fucking for several years, but it wasn't lost on me that it was always tight, and with Jimmy in my cunt, it would be even tighter.
Bill was easy on me, though. I knew he would be, even if he wanted to treat me like his slut, there would always be limits, and it was that loving and caring nature about him that made it easy for me to trust in him and submit like this.
When Bill's cock pressed past the restrictive sphincter, all three of us gasped. It instantly made my cunt tighter around Jimmy, my asshole had never felt tighter around Bill, and I never felt so stuffed with cock. Both guys started to move while I decided to remain motionless, to be used by them to fuck. Initially, it felt awkward, but I think Jimmy adapted to Bill's rhythm, both fucking in and out together. I was out of my mind with pleasure, another orgasm sweeping over me. They paused only moments until my limbs stopped shaking, then they resumed. This time, on purpose or not, their fucking was directly opposite, one going in as the other pulled back. The effect was different but equally wild. The two cocks were rubbing against each other with only that thin membrane separating them. Instead of a massive cock driving into me like before, this was tearing my mind apart with alternating sensations from each fuck-hole.
Bill came first among them, not surprisingly, being the tightest hole. I felt his cock violently jerk inside before I felt his cum spurt. At the moment Bill climaxed, Jimmy groaned loudly, and I knew instantly that he felt it, too. That was the last stimulus he needed and quickly followed with his own climax. And that was what sent me over the top, orgasming around the two cocks filling me with cum. Both holes clenched tightly around the cocks, spasming around them.
I collapsed onto Jimmy, Bill nearly so, on top of me, but his arms somehow managed to support enough of his weight to spare me being squashed between them. It was many moments that we lay there, each gasping for breath, each unable or unwilling to move, and each ultimately too content with the feeling of our conjoined bodies to want to separate.
Jimmy had one last beer as he got dressed to leave. Bill put on boxers, but there was no question in my mind that I was expected to remain naked, and I did, barely without thought. When Jimmy was ready to leave, we walked him to the door. Bill held the front door open as I said goodnight and thanked him for the wonderful evening. He wasn't used to the idea that a night of fucking was something I thanked him for, even though it was a gift for him. I wrapped my arms around his neck and kissed him deeply as we stood in the open door. As he walked down the sidewalk to his own home, I remained in the doorway under the outside light. I nervously glanced down the street and, with relief, found all the other houses quiet and dark.
Bill came up behind me, cupping my tits and stroking my front, trapping me for further exposure. He kissed and nuzzled my neck, then whispered in my ear, "You were magnificent tonight... so sexy and wanton... how did I get so lucky?"
I turned in his arms, no longer concerned with my exposure, and kissed him. "This is so exciting, Bill. I love it all. Being a slut at the office, now a slut at home. I can't imagine what you will come up with next, but that is part of the excitement, too. I used to think we had good sex, but now..."
Somehow, he was hard again. I pulled him inside, lowered his shorts, and pulled him back to our bedroom by his hard cock. God, it is now like I can't get enough cock!
Life never seemed routine anymore. Even when it was with the same requests for fucks or sucks at the office or Jimmy coming around to 'keep me company' when Bill was away, I never knew when something different would happen. That alone kept the routine from feeling routine. Lately, the guys at work have seemed to devise ways to keep me naked and diverted from getting re-dressed, extending the opportunity of being exposed to a stranger. I have been seen naked or partially dressed (undressed) by UPS and FedEx deliverymen.
It was Friday, and Bill had been on the road again, and I was anxious to get home. I'll admit to being surprised myself, but I wasn't just excited about getting home to see him but to fuck him. I missed him tremendously during these weeks. It is completely different from Bill. Between the guys at work and Jimmy being sent to me, I have plenty of cock to fuck and suck. It isn't another cock, it is Bill. I think there was always an unspoken question when we started, whether this was real or more role-playing that happened to be extended to the office. Would Bill be able to maintain it... would I continue to want to maintain it... would the behavior wear on our relationship? None of it materialized. If anything, the realization sank into us how real all of this felt to us, how comfortable and at peace we were with it, and how content I truly felt. I was Bill's slut. I was his submissive. And, I love the feeling it gave me. So, when it was Bill that I wanted, it was to have him here to serve, it was to have him here to direct me... in person and not on the phone.
So, like all Friday afternoons when he had been on the road, I was dripping wet in anticipation of Bill being back with me.
I found him standing at the patio sliding door, gazing out into the backyard. He turned at hearing my heels approaching on the slate floor of the entryway from the garage. My arms were around his neck, and our embrace and kissing were all-consuming. I relished his hands gliding over my body as if reacquainting himself after the days of separation. I pulled my hips back at the feeling of my skirt being pulled up until I felt his hands on my panties, then pressed into his body to feel his cock pressing into my abdomen.
"I missed you, sir."
He chuckled, "So it would seem. Jimmy and the guys at work are not giving you enough cock?"
I kissed him hard, grinding my body into his hardening cock. How deliciously obscene it was for him to talk about his wife that way. "Oh, sir... how much cock I have is up to you, but none of them is the same as being at your service." He told me that was a good answer and slipped his hand into the back of my panties, a finger sliding into the crack of my ass. I ground my pelvis into his cock harder. "Oh, God, sir... I love how you have changed me. You know I will do ANYTHING for you. That's why I miss you so much when you aren't here, I need to give myself to you, to serve you, to hear you direct me."
His finger pressed into my asshole, and I pressed down against it and sighed deeply at his intimate touch. "You are becoming such a wonderful slut, aren't you? You truly were meant for this. I don't believe you could get too much cock." He pulled me up to my tiptoes with his finger in my asshole.
I looked into his eyes, "If you direct me, sir, I'll fuck and suck everything you put in front of me."
"Good, slut," he responded.
He released his finger from my ass.
Bill's fingers begin undressing me, first unbuttoning my blouse and removing it before working on my bra, skirt, and panties. As he was doing that, he asked me softly a series of questions:
"Are you my woman?" To which I reply, "Eternally."
"Are you my wife?" "Devotedly."
"Are you my lover?" "Passionately."
"Are you my submissive?" "Obediently."
"Are you my slut?" "Unconditionally."



His hands have been all over my tits, stomach, and cunt. He then released me, "Take off the stockings and shoes." I complied immediately, and he again took me in his arms from the back. He stimulated my tits, nipples, and cunt. I was gasping by the time he turned me around in his arms. I sank through his arms, though, to kneel in front of him, to take his hard cock into my mouth, into my throat. We fucked on the floor where we had been standing, fucking like we hadn't seen each other for weeks instead of having been fucking for most of the weekend so far. There was no explanation for how this mutual change for us has changed our approach to sex, much less our now desperate need for it.
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CHAPTER 4: MEETING JERRY'S WIFE
After being fucked by Brian in his office, I was carrying my clothes in my arms as casually as ever. That was the established routine: to whatever extent I became undressed in an office with the guys, I left their office that way. I could get dressed once I reached my own desk, unless I was intercepted by one of the other guys, which did frequently happen. So, my only thought as I approached my reception desk was the remote possibility of someone coming in from outside the office until I got dressed. But that was part of the 'fun', according to the guys. And, I had to admit, the exhibitionist thrill of being caught was a turn-on.
I shrieked with surprise when I entered the area of my desk. Sitting in one of the visitors' waiting chairs was an attractive woman of maybe 49 years old, 5' 5", 140#, with shoulder-length brown hair. I clutched my clothes to my body, shielding my bare tits but doing nothing to shield my exposed groin. She seemed startled by my shriek, but then laughed and rose from the chair and stepped toward me with her hand stretched out.
"You have to be Carol Hogan."
I looked at her suspiciously. I don't know her; I am sure of it. I took her hand in my own, my right tit now mostly exposed. "Yes, ma'am."
"Relax, dear. I'm Diana Mortensen. You came from the wrong side of the office to have come from my husband's office." I nodded numbly. The boss's wife. He assured Bill and me that she knew about this arrangement, but I was still scared to death that the reality might be different for her. She took the clothes from my arm, the back of her hand raking across my erect nipple, dropped them on my reception desk, and took my arm like we were two friends strolling through a mall. "I assume my husband is in." I nodded numbly, again.
As I guided her down the short hall, Kevin approached his door, but quickly retreated when he caught sight of Mrs. Mortensen walking with a naked me. I knocked on Jerry's open door, and he looked up at me filling the doorway, "Yes, Carol?"
I smiled at him and wondered how his wife was taking all of this. He didn't even react to my being naked at his office door. "Your wife, sir." I stepped back and she entered his office as he was rising and moving around his desk to greet her, giving her a sweet kiss on the lips.
I started leaving, and she called me back, "Actually, this involves you, dear." Nervously, I entered the office and we both settled into the chairs in front of Jerry's desk while he took his chair behind it. She looked at her husband, and he looked back at her, a growing sense of confusion coming over his face. Diana reached over and touched my arm. "He didn't say anything to you, did he?" Now, he knew what this was about, and he apologized. "Oh, poo, you always forget these things. That's why I stopped in." She looked at me, her eyes glancing down at my exposed tits. Then, she looked up at my face again. "We want you and your husband ... Bill, right? ... to come to our home. I've been wanting to meet you two ... oh, for quite a while ... since Mexico, in fact." She smiled at her husband.
He picked it up, "Yes, and I apologize for my absentmindedness, Carol. We both very much want to get to know you and Bill better. This is a very unusual arrangement we have here, and one Diana is supportive of."
She interjected, "Yes, supportive of, but I have been on the outside of both Mexico and now this, so far. Understand, dear, this is social, but ... well ... I believe Jerry has offered that we are not a couple who won't experiment, if the situation is safe and right."
Jerry jumped in, "That's what makes this so ... awkward. I've been very careful ... call me an old-fashioned manager, maybe ... about how I interact with those who work for me. I just have this line separating professional and social. Those that work for me stay on a professional level because if I have to make a tough decision about discipline or continued employment, it becomes complicated by social relationships." He looked to his wife and back to me. "But, let's face it, it is hard to think of your situation here as strictly professional." He seemed to be searching my face for some reaction, then his eyes strayed down my body ... how could they not when it has been so acceptable to blatantly inspect me?
I spoke to Jerry, "Sir, I appreciate the separation you have established between professional and social. I am sure you have professional and social contacts, but that would be strategic for business reasons, and the distinction is clear to me. I am honored that you feel you can cross that line of distinction with us." I turned to look at both Diana and Jerry in turn, "There is an element here that I need to discuss with Bill. Diana, your words were, 'this is social, but'." I smiled at them and opened my hands to indicate my exposed, naked body. "None of us would pretend there wouldn't be some amount of sexual undertone to us getting together, even if not intentional." Diana smiled; she was the one who offered the 'but'. "You understand, sir, I would need to bring this to Bill, regardless. He is the one who would commit to your offer. But he also needs to be aware of the possibility of extending the boundaries he has established."
He jumped in, "Of course!" He looked to his wife.
Diana partially turned in her chair to better face me. Her eyes became locked on my tits, and she seemed to almost have to struggle to lift her gaze to my face. "I am glad you cut through the BS for us, dear. Because, even if I hadn't consciously planned on anything more happening, you are right, there are clear undertones, and now that it is out ... can I be frank?"
"I am naked, ma'am, please be as frank as you wish."
She giggled. "Jerry and I are not prudes, my dear. With the life we have built, we have felt the need to be very careful, though. It was why I encouraged Jerry to follow through with that night in Mexico. I thought one of us might go outside our rigid existence for once. Then, when he was checking the backgrounds of secretary applicants and discovered who you were ... I knew about that silly fantasy ... this fantasy ... so I said to go for it. And, here you are, letting him and them live out their fantasy."
I blushed, "It happened to fill fantasies for Bill and me, too."
"Yes, so I heard. I have been hearing second-hand about you since this started. That was part of the deal. It stayed out in the open, no secrets." She looked at Jerry, and I noticed him nod. She took a deep breath. "Frankness." I nodded. "So, in reflection, you are probably right. I think I wanted to somehow feel ... I don't know ... I wanted to personally feel something exciting? Something different and more. Don't get me wrong, dear, Jerry is a very loving man and our sex is good."
"But, he has me here and you ..." She nodded and seemed very embarrassed.
I stood up without embarrassment about my nakedness, "You two sit and talk, I'll call Bill right now."
I left the door open as I stepped just outside the door and could hear her, "Oh, dear ... did I say too much? I said too much, didn't I?"
He responded immediately and reassuringly, "Honey, please, you'll see. These are two of the most amazingly open and giving people you'll ever meet. When we get together, and I know we will be, you can talk to her about everything. She'll be very supportive if you are open and honest."
"She said she would need to bring this to Bill, regardless. Is she really submissive to him?" He must have nodded. "I'm so excited, Jerry. She sounds perfect for me to talk to."
Wow. I thought there might be a sexual interest involved with this invitation, and there might still be, but there is something more on her mind. I got hold of Bill in his rig and explained the invitation, the conversation we had, and my suspicions. He asked what I thought. I was the one who had contact with Jerry.
"I think there is something more behind Diana's interest. I think she wants to talk to me about something and wants a safe place to get it out and discuss it." He said it was good. "And, if it is sexual?" He laughed, and I understood. He has been pushing my boundaries in different directions; this would just be another.
* * * * *
When we pulled into the circular drive of the Mortensen house, I was taken aback. It was huge. We thought our little ranch home was nice. This place was probably three times as big and two stories. I looked at Bill as he put the pickup into park. He shrugged, "Well, let's go see how the one percent live."
I was still sitting in place with my seatbelt fastened. I mumbled, "Maybe not the one percent. I bet within five percent, though."
He walked around the truck to open my door. I stepped down and looked around nervously. "I feel obscene in this outfit in this neighborhood." I was wearing a transparent, floral, beach cover-up over a tiny red bikini that Bill handed me before we left. I had no idea where it came from.
"More obscene than at the office?" I giggled, maybe not. The truth was, though, Bill was fully dressed and had his swimsuit in the bag with other items we might need after the swimming.
Before we get to the front door, it opens. Diana stepped out, and she was fully clothed, too. She embraced me as though we were the best of friends. I melted into her body, hoping that thought would become true. I pulled away from her and asked, "Why am I the only one almost naked?"
She laughed as she took a step toward Bill, "Because I heard Bill has recently told you it should be a crime not to exhibit that body. And, I agree. I am not bi-sexual, dear ... at least not that I know of ... but I thought I might have drooled when I saw you in the office the other day." She turned her attention to Bill, "And, you have to be Bill." She shocked Bill by walking right up to him, throwing her arms around him, and embracing him tightly.
"Let the man at least come into the house, Diana." I turned to find Jerry standing in the open door. He started laughing. Diana stepped back from Bill and was blushing a deep red. She lowered her head and brushed some strands of hair behind her ear, but her blush was obvious to us all. "She's been looking forward to meeting you guys for quite a while." Jerry was striding out and extended his hand to Bill. "I am very pleased to finally meet you in person, Bill. Please, come inside."
As I passed Jerry, he added, "Glad that suit fit, Carol. I guessed at the size."
"Fits?" I laughed as I opened the cover-up, which was basically a very thin robe. "It just covers my nipples."
Diana walked past while patting my butt, which was bare with only a string between my ass cheeks. "You're exaggerating slightly, dear."
Bill went by after her, smiling widely, "But, only slightly."
I shook my head and followed Bill. Jerry, taking up the rear, felt up mine all the way into the house and to the family room in back, where we saw the pool and built-in grilling station off the patio. The house was as amazing inside as it appeared to be on the outside.
They showed us around the house. It was beautiful and large. The upstairs had the master suite, of course, and two other bedrooms that didn't appear to be used often. There was also a small library on that floor that consisted almost entirely of fiction. The library downstairs had a wide assortment of books, including a lot of non-fiction.
Throughout the tour, both Bill and Jerry reminded me of my lack of clothes with frequent touches and feels of my body. It wasn't that they were trying to be sly about it, either. While Diana watched, Jerry comfortably slipped a hand into my cover-up to fondle a tit or stroke my ass. Finally, I thought, Diana rolled her eyes at the display and walked up to me. I thought she was going to provide some shielding for me from the men, though the playfulness wasn't particularly unwanted. Instead, though, she untied the cover and removed it from me.
She turned to the men with her own playfulness, "There, I don't know why either of you didn't just do that a long time ago." With that, she slipped a finger between my legs and moaned. She moaned; I was surprised. She took my arm and pulled me away from the men, saying, "Come with me. There is something I need to discuss with you, and if I don't do it now, I might not."
In Jerry's office, I had the sense that there was something more than just meeting us or possibly sex that was of interest to Diana. The guys followed us back downstairs. Diana held me back as the guys walked through the family room and onto the patio. They seemed to be busy with something, but it turned out to merely be getting some beers. Diana led me to one of the sofas. I noticed the men looking our way, and Jerry saying something that made Bill pay closer attention to Jerry. Then, they settled comfortably on chairs and began their own conversation.
"What are they talking about, do you suppose?" I asked out of real curiosity. After all, it wasn't like the two men really knew each other or would probably have that much in common. I mentioned that curiosity to Diana.
When she didn't reply, I looked her way and found her looking down at her hands in her lap. She finally looked up. "They are probably talking about the same thing I want to talk to you about. And, by the way, in a sense, they have quite a lot in common on one very important level." She took a deep breath, then, "Carol, would you share with me exactly how you and Bill got into your lifestyle? I mean... where you are submissive to him and ... well ... and how you are comfortable being with those other men and ... really ... how he is so comfortable?"
I smiled at her and took her hands into my own. She was shaking. I held her hands tighter and, in a soft, reassuring voice, described the long, convoluted process we had taken from sharing fantasies, role-playing, and the decision. I concluded with, "It was really Jerry's absurd proposal for employment that gave us the final push. It was the kind of thing that we had talked about for years. But Jerry's question made us stop and face it openly and honestly. Up to that moment, we hadn't dared to seriously approach the other about it. Bill just respected me too much to want to take the chance of offending me."
She scooted closer to me, and our thighs were partially touching. She was wearing a flowing sundress with built-in bodice support and spaghetti straps. I felt her bare thigh against mine, but pushed the thought out of my mind.
"That's pretty much what Jerry seemed to think." She paused. "You role-played... you enjoyed that? Bill enjoyed it?" I nodded. "It was something you always wanted, wasn't it? Deep down, you really wished Bill would be in charge, just take control, control your body and you ..." I nodded, but I wasn't sure she was asking me, any longer. "It's exciting to play with, to act out ... but it is a big step ... it changes everything." I was pretty sure she wasn't talking to me anymore. I still nodded, though. Then she looked up, her eyes were different, as if they were far more intense and focused. "The men ... the other men ... he tells you to be with them ... he approves and wants you to ..." I nodded. "You've always had a healthy sexual appetite; you just never had the opportunity to ..." Her hand was on my bare thigh. "How many men now? Different men?"
It was almost a demand for an answer. "Eight different men ... no, nine now." "No, ten." I forgot the IT guy, Wesley. I smiled, "Two were only blowjobs."
She watched me. "Only blowjobs. So casual ... 'two were only blowjobs' ... eight were ..." She looked at me, "What do you call it, Carol? Do you make love to them? Have sex? Go to bed? What?"
I looked into her eyes. I took her hand and moved it to a tit. Her fingers and hand fondled it, maybe without thinking. "I fuck them, Diana." I thought about the next part of my answer. If I was following what was happening correctly, "Diana, when you are with other men, besides Jerry, you fuck. It is just sex. It is not love and generally isn't emotionally involved. It's just fucking."
She looked at her hand on my tit, as if she just realized what she was doing. She continued watching her hand on my tit. "Fucking. Just sex. It sounds exciting ... wanton ... slutty."
I turned partially to her and slid my hand up her thigh, under her skirt. "Very slutty. But that is what it is. If you are his submissive slut ..." I reached her panties. The gusset was soaking wet. "A submissive slut obeys; she does what her man wants ... with whomever he wants." My finger slid over her cunt lips under the thin material of her panties. "You've given yourself to him so he can do it. Fucking other men ... but not worrying about it ... he wants you to ... he tells you to."
She shivered and fell into my side and gasped, "Carol ... can you ... I need ... can you make me cum? Please?"
I lay her back on the sofa, pushed up her skirt, and pulled her panties down and off her. I threw one leg over the top of the sofa and the other off to the side, her foot on the floor. I got on my knees between her splayed legs and lowered my mouth to her cunt. Her cunt was bald like I am keeping mine. My first cunt to pleasure. She smelled wonderful, and my tongue shot out, licking the folds of her lips. I used two fingers to open her cunt up, and I breathed in her scent, rubbed my nose over her slit, and grazed her clit. She shivered at the touch and gasped. Her breath was already ragged, gasping as my tongue explored between her lips to her gaping hole. She was seeping her love juice ... her sex juice, if this wasn't love. It wasn't making love; this was sex, and I love the taste, the smell, and the feel of her cunt. I knew instantly that I would eat cunt when I had the chance and, maybe, that would be Diana. As I licked, sucked her clit and lips, and probed with my tongue, I knew she was talking to herself, debating with herself, but she needed to get this out of the way, too. She needed another form of sex, something that wasn't Jerry, to know if doing something more was really right.
When she came, her thighs closed around my head, her hands on my head holding my mouth to her sex. Her juices flowed freely from her cunt, and I sucked into my mouth what I could. It was heaven.
I alternated between soft licks and kisses over her open cunt. Then, I felt her hands gently lifting my head up. I lifted my head, but she continued to pull until I was lying on top of her. I looked into her eyes and lowered my mouth to hers. Her tongue came out and probed into my mouth.
She spoke, first, "That's what I taste like?" I nodded. "You know what?" I waited, "I like it. You've never done that before?" I shook my head. "You're very good." She kissed me again.
I follow her back upstairs to their bedroom and large walk-in closet. She rummages through her dresser and pulls out a bikini. It is not a wicked weasel like the one Jerry picked out for me, but it is small, and the material is thin. Definitely not something a 49-year-old might normally wear. She chuckled as she brought it out into the main bedroom, as if she had read my mind.
"Yes, Jerry bought it for me. It was actually one of the suits he talked me into wearing when we were in Mexico." She turned her back to me. It exposed the zipper to the sundress, a move all women understand. She looked at me a little nervously as she slid the straps off her shoulders. "We began experimenting more heavily back then ... away from home and all that. As Jerry came back from those dances with you, I think he was teasing me to flirt. Instead, I encouraged him." She slid the dress off her tits and over her hips. Holding a strap, she let the dress fall and stepped out of it. She tossed it on the bed and stood naked in front of me. She blushed deeply, then shot her hand up to her mouth and gasped, "My panties are down on the floor."


I laughed, "It will give the guys something to think about if they find them. They'll know they aren't mine." I stepped up to her and put my hands on her upper arms, lightly stroking them. "Downstairs, just now, you weren't asking me questions as much as talking to yourself about issues in your mind, weren't you?" She nodded. "Does Jerry know about those questions and desires you are wrestling with?"
We were almost the same height; she was maybe an inch shorter. "Yes. We talked about it some before Mexico, which was what had us go down. Jerry going off with you that night was a surprise. It confused me. I thought our talks were about me. That night derailed what we had been teasing each other about." She looked at me, her eyes wandering to my chest. I smiled at her and moved my hands from her shoulders to the back of my neck to untie the tie there, then behind my back. The almost nothing covering dropped to the floor softly. Her eyes looked up at mine, but her hands moved to my tits. Touching my tits, she lowered her eyes to watch her hands and fingers softly roam over my melons.
"You have marvelous boobs." I told her Bill likes to call them 'tits'. "Tits." She shivered. The word had the same effect on me, too. "I bet men love to get their hands on them, to see them." I smiled. She was diverting.
"Diana ... what happened after Mexico?"
Her gaze was lower now. Her fingers pulled the ties at the sides of my hips. I parted my legs, and that mini-piece of material fell to the floor. She looked up at me and asked, "What am I doing, Carol? I've never ..."
I leaned toward her, touched the side of her face with my fingers, and softly kissed her on the lips. My fingers went to her tits. The nipples were as hard as mine were. Her tits were probably C cups, nicely proportioned to her body. I kissed each nipple, taking each between my lips and sucking ... only a suck or two. She gasped and held my head.
"You have a beautiful body, Diana."
"Not like yours."
I chuckled, "No woman is really happy with her body. You see my tits as something better, maybe. I have seen them as something that caused me trouble, teasing, and impossible for men and women not to judge me by. Your body is beautifully proportioned, Diana."
"You said 'caused' as in before." She studied my face. "Not now?"
I smiled. "I committed my body to Bill now. He likes to flaunt it, to tease other men, to use it to embarrass me, exhibit me. He knows how men will think of me with these melons, and it is what he wants. He puts me into situations to be used. USED, Diana. Like at the office ... his friends ... they use me ... I'm an object to fuck or to suck them off. These tits help them think of me that way."
"And, you like it ... being used ... Bill directing you to men to use you."
I kissed her again, harder this time. We each were teasing each other's nipples. "I love it and it's what Bill desires, too. It fulfills me in both sex and in pleasing Bill." She kissed me. I asked her, "You understand, don't you? You haven't experienced it ... not yet ... but you understand the feeling." She nodded. I broke our touching and pulled the covers down the bed boldly. She watched me, her hands now fondling her own tits. I knelt on the bed and put my hand out to her. She took it and crawled up next to me. I kissed her harder. I looked into her eyes, "Tell me now what happened after Mexico."
She blushed as she lay back and pulled me alongside her so my right tit was mashed into her body. The fingers of my right hand lightly trailed up and down her body. She sighed, her eyes studying mine, probing deeply into me.
"I was confused. I was happy for Jerry. He experienced something new, mostly at my insistence, but it derailed us, as I said. I questioned if we understood each other. Don't misunderstand, I never loved Jerry less, and he never loved me less, but ... after all our musings about our inner selves, did we understand what each other was saying?"
I kissed her nipple, and her hand lightly stroked my long hair. I guessed that she needed to have her anxiety diverted to let her mind open, and her body seemed an opportunity for that.
"Jerry is a very perceptive man, though. He saw what was happening, but he also was quite taken by the experience ... with you. You said Bill respected you too much to push. Jerry is the same." She pulled my face off her nipple so she could look at me and pleaded, "Will you please make love to me, again?"
I reached up and kissed her on the lips, then, "You need to get this out, Diana. This is a reason you wanted us to come, isn't it?" She nodded. "You have your own desires and wishes and needs that you need to express to someone." She nodded.
"We've been married for 25 years, and all that time I have been very happy. Jerry is a wonderful man and husband. Our relationship actually sounds like yours. There was so much respect and devotion from the very first moment we started. I honestly think we tried to express ourselves, but it meant such a change between us."
"Just like what Bill and I encountered."
She nodded and chuckled, "We didn't have someone giving us a crazy proposition to create the opportunity, but we had you accepting that crazy proposition. It got me thinking about what we were doing ... or not doing. As I said, Jerry is very perceptive ... eventually, sometimes. But he did finally see it and added it all together to come up with the right answer, but ..."
"The idea was too bold for him to take the first step, and you were too timid to ask for it ..." She nodded. I kissed her nose, "How long have you known?"
She blushed, "Known for sure? Not that long, really. Oh, I suspected and I wanted to know, but ... how would you really know such a thing without help, without someone putting it in front of you to see what it is?" I asked, so? "You. Jerry was confronted by you ... and Bill. Your rules. The way you acted in the office ... so submissively ... to all the men. You were so willing and eager. You worked hard at the job and were selfless with the men. You fucked or sucked at their will. You endured humiliation and exposure around the office. He saw how excited it made you, how much you enjoyed it. When he asked you about it, he said you simply said 'it would please Bill'."
I sensed we were getting to the end. I slipped fingers down her body and over her mound. She parted her legs automatically. My fingers slipped over her slit and parted her lips. She was dripping wet still. "So, you talked about it and not just about it being me?"
She nodded. Her hand pressed mine at her cunt, and I slipped a finger inside her. She moaned. "Yes, we talked. How do we know for sure, Carol? How were you so certain?"
I slipped a second finger into her. I thought I heard something at the open door. I glanced back but didn't see anything or anyone. I refocused on Diana. "We experimented. That was the role-playing. I think we had really known for quite a while, but were waiting for the other one to declare it or to take control. For us, Bill took control as we discussed Jerry's proposition."
She pulled my head to hers and kissed me. She gasped out, "Role-play."
"Yes. You can feel it ... he can feel it. But, if it isn't right for you, you can be honest with him and yourself. I think you are like me; this is something you need more than him." She nodded. All talking was over. Our mouths mashed together, tongues exploring. We both gasped at the need and hunger.
I start moving my mouth down her body to her cunt, ready to eat her again. She stopped me, "Jerry said you are a masterful cocksucker, and I know you are an equally masterful pussy eater. Can you teach me to eat pussy, too?"
I kissed her stomach, "I don't think there is any 'teaching' involved. You do what you know you like and pay attention to the response." I watch her. Her face was lusting. "You ready?" She nodded. I swung my legs over her and wiggled my cunt back to her head. I looked between our bodies, and she looked at me with a huge smile on her face. "So, you think you might want to be a submissive slut?" She nodded with that glazed, hungry look of demanding sexual need. "Then eat that cunt over your mouth and make sure I orgasm." With that, I lowered my mouth to her cunt. We both gasped and moaned at the touch of the other's tongue and lips.
She did a wonderful job. We dressed in our respective suits, and I suggested we not wash our faces or mouths but go downstairs to kiss our husbands. She blushed but didn't argue.
As we went out to the pool to get wet, I pulled Bill to the side. I told him I was right about Diana having something to talk about. He looked at me with a curious look, and I nodded, adding that she needed to have some experiences to weigh her thoughts. He smiled.
Diana and I didn't really swim or play in the water. We floated and continued our talk. She was very curious now about how Bill treated me, now that I had submitted to him. Just then, Bill called me. I told her to watch.
I climbed out of the pool and went to Bill, who was lying on a lounge chair next to Jerry. Diana came along with me. "Yes, sir? Do you need something from me, sir?"
He smiled, his eyes riveted to my tits, then my cunt. "I told you, Jerry. Except for the color, that suit almost disappears." I looked down and saw my nipples clearly defined and my cunt lips equally prominent. He smiled at my blush, "In fact, I think Jerry and I need another beer."
"Yes, sir." I went to the outdoor frig and took out two more beers, handing one to Diana for Jerry. She touched my arm and asked if he always treated me like a slave. "Slave? Oh, no. I'm his, but not his property. There's a huge difference, Diana. He knows I want to please him and do things for him. I want to do those things; they make me happy to do them. A slave does things because she has to; she doesn't have the will. Submission is willful ... I choose to be one. A slave isn't willful; she must be punished."
"I notice you say 'sir' a lot."
"Respect for him. I am his slut ... submissive slut. He is 'sir'. I am whatever he wants to call me ... 'slut', 'cunt', 'bitch', or Carol."
She looked at the guys and back to me, "Isn't that demeaning?"
I smiled, "It was what was so hard for Bill to do initially. Like you said about Jerry, he had so much respect for me. But remember ... I probably wanted this more than he did as a result. To make me happy, he accepted my submission to him." She was nodding as we returned with the beers.
I handed the beer to Bill, "Sir." I was surprised and intrigued when I heard Diana say, "Your beer, sir."
I smiled at Bill and turned to the pool, but was stopped by Bill. "Carol, I think we've determined that the suit doesn't hide anything of your body. At a beach or resort, you might have to leave it on, but not here. Take it off."
I heard Diana gasp, but I immediately pulled the ties holding it together. Diana had turned back to the pool after the two little pieces of my suit fell to the ground when I saw Bill motion to Jerry, who looked nervous, but found his voice.
"Diana." She stopped and turned. "Is it being a good hostess for your guest to be the only one naked?" She gulped, and her eyes went wide. It might have been one thing to be naked in the pool with Jerry or naked with me, a woman, but to be naked in front of another man ...
I whispered to her, "Don't make him wait too long."
She reached behind her to unclasp the top, "Yes ... sir ..." She pushed the bottoms down and hurried to the pool. "My God ... I can't believe I did that in front of Bill." I asked her if it was exciting. "God, yes. If we weren't already in the water, I'd be dripping anyway."
I chuckled, then, "But, did you notice the difference?" She furrowed her eyebrows at me. I explained, "Bill told me to strip. Jerry made the suggestion to you. Bill gave me a clear statement. Jerry gave you a question for you to consider." She nodded as she looked back at the men who were still watching us. They were talking, too. "Think about the difference and what that would mean to you. How would it feel to be TOLD to get undressed in front of another man?" The wheels were turning inside her now.
Jerry called out, "Ladies, we're going to start the grill."
Diana climbed out of the pool, and I followed, "I'll help you."
We both stopped where we had dropped out suits, but Bill stopped us with, "Wait, ladies. Jerry, don't you think having them stay naked would be better?" He agreed, of course. Jerry was enjoying following Bill's lead. And it was definitely having an effect on Diana.
In the kitchen, Diana blurted out, "What a turn-on. Does this excite you as much as me? I suppose not, given how much exposure you have at work."
I chuckled, "And at home in general and in front of his friends. But you are right that at first it was extremely exciting. I still get embarrassed, but I am getting more used to situations when I find myself exposed. It never stops being exciting, though."
We stayed naked through the preparation of dinner and eating it. It was a little more exciting for me to see the reaction of Diana, especially with Bill watching her closely. Then, Bill brought up for discussion something he hadn't mentioned to me before.
"Jerry, I'd like your opinion about something regarding Carol since you have experience with her." He nodded, and I looked on nervously. Diana watched very curiously. Her nipples hadn't lost their hardness since we had become naked for the guys. "It seems to me that it could be an excellent slut learning experience to be on an arousal edge for an extended time. I have been considering perhaps having Carol purchase a vibrating egg and maybe some Ben Wa balls to use in the office when the men aren't using her." He glanced at me, then Diana. I think Diana was blushing more than I was. Then, he looked to Jerry.
Jerry smiled and considered me briefly, but watched his own wife more as he answered, "It sounds like an idea with merit, Bill. But tell me something, I have been wondering, can a slut be used too much?"
Bill laughed, "I have wondered the same thing. Did you know that Carol has now been with ... 10 men, dear? ... yes, I think 10 different men. Not all at once, of course. Tell me, dear, what is the number you have been fucked by in one day?" I heard Diana gasp and saw her blush deeper.
"Sir, I believe it was those days when I had been used by all the guys in the office, and then you and Jimmy took your pleasure with me that night. Six, sir."
Bill looked at Jerry, "I think Carol wants more, and I have thought about a gangbang for her, but it would have to be more than six, then. But, to answer your question ... it seems the more cock she gets, the more she can take. What do you think, dear?"
"Yes, sir, it seems to be as you said." He watched me. He wanted me to elaborate. "Sir, to illustrate ... it used to seem that if I fucked you two or three times in a night, it was a lot. Now, of course, that could happen before lunch, then again in the afternoon, and at night."
Bill turned his attention to Diana, "Do you have an opinion on the subject, Diana?" She shook her head nervously and kept her head down. "Look at me, Diana." She raised her head, glancing at Jerry, then her attention on Bill. "You have a beautiful body." He paused, letting her consider what this man who wasn't her husband was saying about her. "I am sure your husband finds your body very sexy and arousing. I know I would ... I know I do, in fact." She continued to blush. "So, tell me honestly, how many times being fucked would seem like a lot to you?"
She mumbled something none of us could hear. Jerry's voice took over, "Speak up, dear. It's a simple question Carol answered clearly." His voice was in control, and it caused Diana to look at him differently.
Finally, she looked at both of them, "Sir, I think twice."
Bill started to respond, but Jerry was on top of it now. "Twice what, dear?"
"Twice ... with you ... twice being ... twice ... fucking." Jerry smiled, and she weakly returned it. Watching them, it was like something clicking between them. I looked at Bill, and we shared an understanding.
Diana and I cleared the table as Jerry led Bill into the family room. I saw them in discussion, frequently looking in our direction. They were up to something ... or Bill was up to something following my comment to lead Jerry.
When we came into the family room, Jerry announced to Bill, "You know how I feel about your wife's body, especially her large, saggy tits."
Bill nodded as he looked at me, "They are nice, aren't they? Tell me, Jerry, have you fucked them yet?" Jerry looked confused. "You need some lubrication, so bring some to have it handy. Lube up your cock and her tits, squeeze them together, and fuck them." Bill was watching me. "It has an added bonus, Jerry. When you cum, a good spurt will land on her face. You like that, don't you, Carol?"
"Of course, sir. You've told me it is an honor to wear your cum, so I am pleased to be able to." Diana was shocked, but her breathing was ragged. I could tell that the shock had nothing to limit her excitement.
"Bill, would you do me the favor of appraising my wife, then?" I thought Diana was shocked before, but now ... Then Jerry said firmly, "Dear, come stand in front of Bill so he can see your body closely."
I leaned close to her and whispered, "If you think this is what you want, react quickly and remember to say 'sir'." She did. She moved to stand directly in front of Bill.
"Like this, sir?" Bill and Jerry both smiled.
Bill had Diana turn slowly, open her legs, lift her tits. Bill gave a gentle commentary, speaking very complimentarily about her. Finishing with, "Diana, you are a vision. I love your body, the kind of body any man would enjoy." She blushed again.
But Bill was far from done, and the anticipatory smile on Jerry's face told me they had more planned for Diana. Bill looked at each of us, "You know, ladies, you two running around naked all this time has been terribly teasing for Jerry and me. Your teasing has caused us some level of ... discomfort ... intense arousal. I don't think that is fair to us." Diana looked confused. It was they who wanted us naked. I saw through Bill's playing with the words, but let Diana fuss in her mind. Bill was leading this to have us give them a blowjob in front of each other. So, I played along and moved to Bill.
"Our apologies, sir." I unfastened his slacks, "Let us take care of this for you, sir." I said 'our' to influence Diana. She saw me and heard me, hesitated, and moved to her husband, certainly intimidated at doing so in front of Bill. Once his slacks were open, I removed his shoes, socks, and pants before taking my place between his knees. I licked his hard cock and glanced at Diana, who was trying to catch up with me. She was looking nervously at Jerry, but he was only smiling at her. When she saw that, she seemed to relax and found her own voice.
"Sir ... may I relieve you of the discomfort we caused you?" He smiled at her and stroked her cheek
"I love you, Diana. And, yes, you may. I would like that very much." She smiled broadly as her mouth descended to his cock.
We had been sucking the guys for several minutes. I knew Bill was rigid and enjoying what I was doing for him, and I could hear moans from Jerry. Then, I felt a touch on my cheek, and I looked up at Bill. He jerked his head to the side, where Jerry and Diana were. I didn't understand at first, but then he pointed at me, then at Jerry. I smiled and nodded. He was going to push Diana another step.
I pulled off Bill's cock and moved to the other side of Diana, then pushed my way in front of Jerry, thus pushing her toward Bill, who was sitting next to them. She looked at me, Jerry, then Bill. I was watching her out of the corner of my eyes as I began sucking Jerry with energy. I don't know what Jerry did while I was watching Diana, but she moved slightly to the side in front of Bill. She looked up at him, then reached out with her hand to take his hard cock, moved between his legs, and engulfed his cock into her mouth. Before long, she was oblivious to any of us but the cock in her mouth. Bill's moans attested to the enjoyment he was feeling from her.


Then, Jerry tapped me. I looked up, and he encouraged me back. He pointed underneath Diana, and I took my new place on the floor between her legs, my head raised to reach her cunt. Jerry slipped a throw pillow under my head, and I relaxed to begin devouring her cunt for the third time today. Then, I felt Jerry straddling my legs and found his cock sliding over my chin as he sought his wife's cunt hole. I reached up, took his cock, and guided it into her hole. She gasped and cried out; the sounds muffled by the Bill's cock
The three of them came at about the same time. Bill and Jerry are flooding her mouth and cunt. Diana cried out with a massive orgasm, undoubtedly aided by having a new man in her mouth.
When we were leaving later, Bill didn't allow me to even put the Wicked Weasel or the cover-up on for the ride home. It was dark, but most of the drive would be city driving with street lights. We were outside the front door. I was still naked, of course. Diana had put on a light robe while Bill and Jerry dressed, again. I did have the feeling she would be undressed pretty quickly after we left.
Diana hugged me tightly as the guys shook hands. "Thank you, Carol. You've helped me a lot. I think I know how to look at all this now." She pinched my nipples and smiled. "I do love your breasts ... tits. I wouldn't be surprised if Jerry doesn't try tit-fucking you some day." We laughed.
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CHAPTER 5: GOT TOYS?
I looked up from my desk to see Diana coming in. "Good morning, ma'am. Uhmmm... I haven't seen Mr. Mortensen yet."
She looked around the office quickly, apparently felt it was safe, and leaned over my reception desk. My eyes dropped as I saw her blouse fall open with the unfastened buttons at the top. She giggled, "Yeah, Jerry didn't want me to wear a bra today. He said my tits would be very enticing this way." She was blushing. "I keep pulling my arms up to cross them when I walk by people."
"I think it is beautiful. You said 'tits'."
She giggled again. "Jerry thinks we should change some of our words. It's all because of you, slut." She giggled again. "Thank you."
Just then, Jerry walked in. He glanced around the office, too, then smacked Diana's ass, causing her to constrain a yelp, but her face was all smiles. "Carol, can we see you in my office?"
I stood up immediately, "Of course, sir. Would you both like coffee?" They did, so I detoured to the small break room first.
His office door was partially open, so I nudged it with the toe of my shoe, put the coffee mugs in front of each of them, then moved toward the door, but stopped to check with him. He nodded, and I closed the door. We didn't bother with locking doors in the office; it was just a given that a closed door meant privacy.
I took the other chair next to Diana in front of his desk. I noticed she had a boutique gift bag on the floor next to her. I crossed my legs and waited. I was dressed similarly to Diana in a buttoned blouse and mid-thigh black skirt, stockings, and heels. He powered up his computer and listened to a voice message before turning his attention to us... this was a business office, after all.
"Carol, take off your clothes. I should have said that before getting distracted." Diana sucked in a breath but didn't make a comment.
"Of course, sir." I stood with my fingers already working the buttons of my blouse. I pulled it out of my skirt, finished unbuttoning, and slid it off my shoulders and arms. I looked for a place to drape it since I usually used the other chair where Diana was sitting. I draped it over my chair before reaching behind to unfasten my large bra. My tits spilled out, and I saw both Jerry and Diana appreciatively watching. My skirt and panties followed. I looked to Jerry in case he wanted me completely naked, but he usually liked me with stockings and heels on. I moved my clothes to a reference table at the side and retook my chair, legs crossed, again.
After carefully appraising my body, as usual, he looked to his wife. "Notice how she responded without hesitation, even in the office? Even you have caught her out by her desk naked after being with one of the guys." She nodded. "This is what we are talking about." He looked at me, "Carol, I think my wife might like a bottle of water instead."
"Of course, sir." I stood up, retrieved a bottle from the refrigerator in the break room, and returned.
As I re-entered the office, Brian called out, "Carol, when you are done with Jerry, could you come to my office?"
"Yes, sir."
I took my chair. Diana was watching me. It wasn't lost on her that Brian was probably talking about wanting to fuck me or be given a blowjob. It wasn't lost on Jerry, either. He smiled that knowing smile of what happened in the office.
"Carol, we both wanted to thank you. You and Bill were very helpful." He looked softly at his wife, "I am afraid I have been a little clueless and less than supportive to her as she has tried to indicate her desires. That was, of course, what led us to invite you two. Your help was far more than we thought to expect." She was smiling at him and blew him a kiss. He turned to me, "We don't want that shared moment to be a one-time thing. We felt a special connection."
"Bill and I feel the same way, sir."
"Good, because Diana is intent on pursuing her own journey to see if it truly is how she wants to live." I reached over and squeezed her hand. "So, I thought it might be good for her to see how a submissive slut might be expected to respond." I nodded with understanding. "Bend over the desk. Diana is going to watch you be fucked." As he opened his slacks, "Diana, is she wet and ready?"
It was almost funny to see her reaction. She and I had experienced mutual cunt eating but were now timid about checking me in front of her husband. My legs were spread in front of her as I leaned over the desk surface. Her hand did reach out and slide over my slit, a finger pushing inside. "God... she is very wet, sir."
He laughed, "You're always wet and ready, aren't you, slut?"
"Yes, sir. My husband would be disappointed in me if I wasn't ready for all of your cocks when I came to work."
Diana moved to her husband's chair so she could watch my face. Finally, she had to move to kiss me as I was being fucked by her husband in his office with three other men outside his door in their own offices. Jerry and I both orgasmed.
When he pulled out of me, he called his wife to him. "Normally, as a good slut, Carol would lick and suck a cock clean after it fucked her. This time you will do it for her." Diana looked at me, and I could see she was comprehending more and more how very different this life might be beyond what she fantasized with her limited knowledge. But the look in her eyes was simple lust. As surprising as these steps might seem to her, she wasn't backing away. She came around the desk, knelt in front of her husband to lick and suck his cock, then turned to kneel behind me to lap at my cunt, her tongue pushing in to pull out what cum she could.
I hugged her tightly after standing back up. It was then that she took out the contents of the bag. Inside were two sets of stainless-steel Ben Wa balls. She handed one to me. I smiled, remembering Bill's comment, and kissed her on the lips. Jerry was all smiles. I didn't think either of them quite knew where their path might take them, but they were fully supportive of each other in that pursuit.
I left Jerry's office naked, carrying my clothes. I winked at both of them before closing the door behind me. I dropped my clothes into my desk chair before walking to Brian's office, knocking on the partially open door as I walked inside. He leaned back in his chair and considered me naked, standing before his desk. He told me to sit in a chair before him and drape my knees over the armrests. My cunt was opened to his gaze, and that was exactly what he wanted. He sat at his desk and gazed at my open, cum smeared cunt. Then, he started talking to me about his coming day, and it was busy. He would be out of the office all afternoon to make a local call on a customer, but needed a proposal prepared before he left. That meant there was going to be a crunch in my morning, too. All the while, his eyes flicked from my face to my sagging tits to my open, winking cunt.
Then, "Jerry fucked your cunt..." It wasn't really a question. It was obvious by the sight of me. I nodded regardless. He opened a side drawer in his desk and pulled out a tube of lubricant. Since they started fucking my ass, there were tubes of lube stashed away in every desk and one of the drawers in the break room.
First, though, he turned his chair to the side, opened his slacks, and pushed them to his knees. Without request or instruction, I rose from my exposed position and moved around the desk to kneel in front of him. I grasped his cock and licked the outside, coating it with my saliva and enticing him with not only my tongue but keeping eye contact with him as I did it. That seemed to be effective with all the men currently using me, both here at the office and Bill's friends at home. They seemed to find the intimate eye contact while my tongue played over their cocks, especially erotic... and slutty.
After taking his cock into my mouth and sucking on it for a few minutes, he was hard. He had already indicated he wanted to fuck me, and I knew it was in the ass, and he was now hard enough to do that, but the guys often liked a prolonged cock-sucking. With some of them, I felt it was about control and domination. Whatever... I was here to be used, however any of them decided to do that.
After several more minutes of sucking his cock and taking it into my throat, he directed me back to the chair on my knees and bent over the back. There was a pause as I guessed he was greasing his cock, then I felt lube spread over my asshole and pushed inside. Then, quickly, I felt his cock head pressed against my tight hole. I relaxed and pushed the muscle back, and he entered through my sphincter. I gasped. I enjoyed anal now, but it is always tight. As I felt Brian's cock pushing deeper into my ass, I fantasized about what this would feel like when Ethan finally decided to take my ass.
He was fucking me hard suddenly, as if it occurred to him that his busy day still lay ahead of him. He held onto my hips and pounded into me. Anal wasn't the best way for me to get off, and he wasn't apparently going to assist me, so I took the matter into my own hands... or fingers. I slipped a hand between my legs, stroking my fingers over my engorged clit, through my cunt lips, and into my hole, feeling his cock and balls against my fingers as I did. I managed to stimulate a small orgasm just before his cock spewed his cum into my ass.
Unceremoniously, he pulled out of my ass quickly. I heard him chuckle, probably at the sight of my gaping hole slowly closing with his cum dribbling out and leaking over my already sloppy cunt. He then excused me with a reminder that he would be giving me the proposal draft for me to finalize and print for his meeting.
I walked out of his office; my clothes were already dumped on my chair behind the reception desk. Just then, as I reached down for my panties, the main office door opened. I hoped it was Ethan or Kevin, as was the odds. But I wasn't lucky today. The UPS guys were with a package, and I remembered the brochures we had ordered were due today.
The guy stopped in his tracks; the door was partially open behind him. Recovering somewhat, he stepped away from the door, and it closed behind him. He smiled at me, "How are you this morning, Carol?" Trying to sound casual, is he? His smile grew larger as his eyes scanned over my naked body, and he placed the box on the counter in front of my desk. "I do enjoy your office being on my route."
I looked into his eyes, determined to put on a brave appearance, "Doing well... how is the day going?"
He chuckled, "Much better at the moment."
Then, as if it couldn't be more embarrassing, Diana came out of Jerry's office. She smiled at me and raised her gift bag in her hand. Then, I remembered. I looked down to my desk to see the BenWa balls in their packaging clearly in view on my desk. The UPS guy's eyes had followed mine and was now smiling with recognition.
Diana called out with too much cheeriness, given my situation, "Bye, Carol! Thanks for your help this morning."
I was beet red as I forced my eyes back to the UPS guy. He smiled and backed his way toward the door, bumping into it as his eyes never left my tits.
I placed my hands on the desk surface and sagged over them, shaking my head at the embarrassment and the excitement. Then, "That was interesting." It was Kevin standing in his doorway. I wasn't even aware he was in the office yet. Just then, the door opened again. I looked up with dread, but it was Ethan. Kevin added as my eyes locked onto Ethan's with relief, "Carol, I think I really need to see you in my office." Ethan raised his eyebrows and smiled.
As he passed me on his way to his own office, "No sense in getting dressed, dear. After Kevin, you might as well come straight to my office." He stopped as we came to Kevin's open office door. He whispered, "Have I had you anally, yet?" I nodded my head. He smiled and continued to his office. Oh, God. That thing is going into my ass? I shivered as I stepped naked into Kevin's office, and it wasn't because of the fucking Kevin was going to give me.
After Kevin, I tentatively stepped into Ethan's open doorway. He looked up, "Been a busy morning so far?" I nodded. Two cunt-fuckings and one ass-fucking, and I had only briefly sat at my desk. "Do you need a break? A rest?" See, that was the difference. Jerry and Ethan have no issue with using me, but they also think about me.
"No, sir. I... I..." He just sat watching me. He motioned me inside, and it was only then that I realized I was still standing in the open doorway. All the while I was being fucked by Kevin, I had one thought, and it wasn't Kevin. I stepped to the side of his desk and must have appeared like a timid girl, not the slut who has been fucked in these offices regularly. I dropped to my knees, "May I suck your cock, sir?" I did like sucking and fucking his big cock, but I had always tried not to show it too much. After talking to Bill about Ethan's cock, he warned me about showing favoritism in the office. Although they were warned about treating me well, I was still at their mercy, and bad feelings or jealousy could get in the way of this being fun.
He smiled, "You know I like the way you suck my cock." I could see he was going to make me do it, though, take it out to have it in my mouth. I undid his belt and zipper, pulling his slacks down until his cock was exposed. It was already semi-hard, no doubt from the teasing of me about my ass, and thinking about how it would feel to stretch that hole out. "You like my cock, Carol?" I nodded as my mouth took the head in. He stroked my head, "I want you to get me hard with that pretty mouth of yours, then it's about time I feel how your ass feels around it." I shivered at the thought. I wasn't afraid, but it was more cock than I had taken back there.
When he was very hard, he raised my head off his cock by putting a finger under my chin and raising it. All the while I was sucking him, feeling it in my mouth, all I could think about was being ass-fucked by it. Even as my head was being raised, my eyes stayed fixed on his cock, until I finally looked up at him. He was holding a tube of lubricant in his hand. Oh God... he was going to make me do it all. I squeezed some lube into my hand and spread it liberally over his cock, my fingers caressing his cock in the process. I then squeezed a generous glob onto two of my fingers. He raised my chin for me to look at him, then he nodded for me to do it. I shuddered. He was having me look into his eyes as I pressed the lubricant into my ass. It was exciting the way he directed me, made me prepare myself for his use. Bill was clearly my dominant, the man I was truly submissive to. Jerry was next because Bill directed it that way. But of the other men, Ethan's attitude and confidence made him exciting.
As I did that, he kicked off his shoes and removed his slacks and underwear. He seemed to want me to straddle him, which confused me momentarily. But he indicated for me to turn around and back up to him. I spread my legs and backed over his legs. I reached back and spread my ass-cheeks as his hands grasped my hips and guided me down. One of his hands disappeared as the other continued to guide me. Then I felt the head of his cock at my puckered hole. I was thankful now for being fucked by Brian there.
He pressed his hips up but pulled me down more with both hands as my sphincter was spread and forced open. I gasped and shuddered as it passed through the tight ring and several inches pressed into my tight passage. I released my ass-cheeks and put my hands on his thighs to stop any more movement. I had to adjust, and he understood that as one of his hands left my hip and reached around to stroke my clit. It was like he had done this to women before, this stretching of assholes from what a 'normal' cock opened up and what his cock would do. And, ohhhhh... was it opening me up.
He shifted back into his chair and pulled me back with him. Then, he released his hold on my hips, one hand going to my tits and the other between my thighs. "Now fuck me," he said. I raised up and dropped down. It took a half dozen times of movement up and down before I had his cock completely buried in my ass. It felt like he was pushing into my bowels. Nobody had been so deep inside my ass.
As I fucked him, that was what was happening, his fingers were tormenting my nipples and clit, and every now and then his finger would probe into my open cunt. I cried out as an orgasm crashed over me, but he wasn't ready; he flexed up into me to encourage me to continue fucking, and on weak legs I did. I felt his cock thicken and become even more rigid in my ass, and his efforts on my body increased, too. As I felt his first spurt into my ass, he pinched my clit, sending me into yet another orgasm, my juices running out of my open cunt onto his probing fingers and down over his cock throbbing in my ass.
I collapsed back against him, panting for air. I felt his own gasping, his chest underneath me expanding and slacking as he fought to control his own breathing. I leaned my head back alongside his, turned, and kissed him. He turned his head, and we awkwardly mashed our mouths and lips together.
As I gasped, "My... God, sir... that was... amazing!" He chuckled and thanked me. "I... suppose... uhmmmm... I usually... clean off... I mean... I am supposed to... after..."
He turned my face to make eye contact, "Yes, slut... you need to clean my cock."
I wasn't sure why I thought it more... something. I guess because I envisioned his cock going further inside me? Regardless, I raised myself up, feeling his cock pulled out of my ass. When the head came out, he pushed me onto the desk in front of him, my ass pointed at him. Then, I heard, "Damn, Carol, that's a wide-open ass with cum running out. Sweet."
I blushed profusely. It's one thing to do it, another thing to have it described to you.
After cleaning his cock on my knees while avoiding looking at it or thinking about the different tang I found there, I rose and made my way to the door. I stopped while partway out the door and turned back to him. "Thank you, sir." I was smiling for real, too.
I gathered up my clothes from my chair and casually walked through the office to the restroom. I seriously needed to try to clean up a bit before putting clothes back on. Fucked in the ass and cunt twice each and surprised by the UPS guy and Diana. Quite a morning. And, the day was just beginning.
I wondered about the Ben Wa balls. They were heavy, and something on the packaging made me think they had a weighted ball inside. The heavier they are, the harder it is to hold them inside, which produces better exercise for the muscles. Maybe with all the cock I am getting stronger muscles would be a good thing. And, the separate weights inside should make them move in interesting ways as the balls move and the weights move independently. Bill indicated to use them when I'm not likely to get fucked. The way this day is going, I think I'll wait until the drive home.
I was just passing Jerry's open office door. "Carol, are you still naked?"
I turned back and leaned in. "Yes, sir. It's been a busy morning." He chuckled and shook his head.
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CHAPTER 6: ETHAN'S FRIENDS
"Oh, my God!" Bill and another of his friends, Stuart, lifted me onto my feet from the ground in the backyard, where I was lazily masturbating with my fingers after a very satisfying orgasm. My cunt was leaking cum from the men's previous fucking of me and was gaping. For something different, Bill and Stuart had wanted to fuck me in the backyard. I had to be quieter than normal, but it had that sense of exhibitionism as a result. To add something different myself, I turned to them while collapsed on the grass and began masturbating. It had such an effect on Stuart that I lost track of my original goal of a tease and finished with a self-induced orgasm.
Stuart exclaimed, "Damn, that was the hottest thing I've ever seen.
They were guiding me back into the house, apparently ready for another go with my body. They led me back toward the bedroom where the fun had begun.
It was Sunday evening, and the rule was that Bill needed to be in bed early enough to be up and out to pick up his rig and trailer for the long-haul scheduled for the coming week. Thankfully, these long-hauls were only every other week. To cut the evening short, I moved to my knees and instructed Stuart to lie down on his back. After climbing onto his cock, I fucked him slowly as I waited for Bill to lube himself and my asshole. A double penetration was good for a satisfying conclusion for everyone.
I gasped when Bill pushed through my sphincter. It was just the head of his cock for the moment as he allowed my body to adjust. But, after that moment, he thrust further, then further into my ass until he was 'balls deep', as they say. Two cocks filling me at once, and my moans filled in around the grunts and groans of the guys.
We all came in a mix of grunts, groans, gasps, and crying out, all in short succession of the others. Bill pulled out of my ass, and I rolled to the side, Stuart's cock slipping from my well-used cunt, a long string of mixed cum connecting his cock head to my cunt until it finally snapped. Bill grabbed the camera and snapped a picture of my gaping cunt with the cum of three men leaking out. Lying on my back hid the leakage from my leaking asshole.
I left the bedroom naked, and the guys followed behind. Stuart had one more beer to relax, then got dressed. I walked him to the door, did a quick survey of the neighbors across the street, then grabbed Stuart as he passed, giving him a goodnight kiss in the doorway, naked. He stumbled on the last step as he watched me more than where he was stepping. This was his first time with us, and I wasn't sure he still believed what had happened tonight.
I chuckled as I closed the door. Bill looked questioningly over to me as he was picking up discarded beer bottles. I ignored the questioning look, told him to leave everything, and I would clean it up tomorrow. "You need to get to bed for your driving tomorrow." He wanted to debate that, but knew it was true.
We were both sexually sated enough for sleep, but I was spooned into his back and my hand idly touching his cock. He wiggled back into my front, and my leg curled over his. He asked, "Did you have fun tonight?"
I giggled, "Of course, sir, you know I did. Why do you ask?"
I felt him shrug in the dark, "Bringing a new friend in, I guess."
"Stuart is a nice guy ... all your friends have been very nice ... respectful and appreciative. In turn, sir, even though you give me to them, I enjoy them when they act appreciative." I kissed his shoulder. "You know I trust your judgment about sharing me ... and I do like the variety and sex ... but you are gone a lot. If someone wasn't respectful, it could be scary."
He turned onto his back and pulled me into his side and kissed my forehead. "But nothing has happened?" I shook my head, which I figured he could feel. He was quiet for a few moments. "Should we stop this while I am gone?"
"Oh, no, sir, I didn't mean that. It was just a thought. I'm your willing and happy slut, sir. I want you to use me and have me used." I paused, "I shouldn't have said anything."
"No, you're right. That should be more of a concern. I just trust my friends not to cross the line. But ... who do you trust the most?" I told him Jimmy without hesitation. "I'll set up your phone to speed-dial him ... just push the button and he'll come. I'll set it up." I thought I should argue with him about it, but I couldn't deny the sense of security that it gave me.
Then, I thought back to the office and Ethan and the feeling I had about the control he exuded. He truly is the dominant sexually in the office, even more than Jerry. I brought that up with Bill, and he had the same sense from my descriptions of what happens in the office. He still likes ... wants ... to hear about how I am used in the office. When he is on the road, our phone conversations can be long, and we both masturbate with our phones on speakers.
He turned onto his back and, as he did, I leaned back for him to settle, then half crawled over his side to have that skin-to-skin contact. "We've been with Jerry and his wife outside the office. Has it come up with any of the other guys?"
I shook my head, "And, I wouldn't be interested. Well ... that's not true ... with Ethan I would. Definitely, Ethan."
"But he hasn't asked?"
"Not asked, no." I thought back. "He has a wonderful cock, sir, and he knows how to use it. It's kind of like that BBC mythology in porn: big, black, control. He's teased me that I like his cock. Sir, I try very hard in the office not to show favoritism or preference or anything. Like you warned me, it could cause some conflict, especially with the other two. But he has teased me that I would enjoy his friends, too."
He raised my chin to look me in the eyes. "How did you feel about that? The idea of more black cock? The whole BBC scene ... myth or not?"
I reached up and kissed him, and he kissed me back. I wanted the assurance that this wasn't causing any conflict for him, but he brought it up. "It would be exciting, sir."
My hand slid down his stomach and encountered a hard cock. The idea of this was exciting to him, too. He asked if I trusted Ethan. "I do, sir, but ..." I grasped his hard cock in my fingers and lightly stroked him, "... but I would want you there, too."
He flexed his hips as I stroked him. I slid over his body and quickly inserted his cock into my sloppy cunt. He thrust hard into me. Damn ... this talk was exciting us both. He mashed my big tits as I bounced on his cock. Yet again, we're fucking.
"You want me there to watch?"
I shook my head, my hair swinging from side to side as my tits bounced up, down, and everywhere. "No, sir ... yes, sir ... I mean ... watch ... participate ... you're my husband ... my control ... I always ... want you!" I leaned down onto my hands so I could fuck him wildly. After the previous fucks tonight, this one lasted longer ... Poor, Bill, he will be tired tomorrow.
The next morning, I arrived at work early as usual. It was a time when I could get some real work done uninterrupted before the men arrived. Again, I was the first in the parking lot. I was just pushing the elevator button when I heard someone call out to hold the elevator. It was Kevin. What was he doing here so early? It's certainly out of character. He informed me he had to get a few things for a meeting later this morning across town. The elevator door opened, and he followed me in, then dropped his briefcase on the floor and unzipped my dress. I elected to wear a tight mini-dress with a deep scoop in front and a hem that ended above mid-thigh. It wasn't exactly office professional, but our office wasn't exactly that, anyway ... at least for me, since I might just as likely be seen naked or partially dressed moving around the office.
I exclaimed very non-submissively, "Kevin ... in the elevator?" Despite my protest, I dropped my purse so he could push the dress over my shoulders and down my arms to bunch at my hips.
"You saw the parking lot. It was empty, so nobody else is here, yet." He was working on the clips of my bra as he spoke, peeling the straps down my arms. He reached around me to fondle my tits. A bell sounded, and the doors opened. We were still on the ground floor. He chuckled, "I think we want floor nine." Still somewhat flustered, I reached for the button and felt his hands working my dress and panties over my hips. I stepped out of them as his fingers pressed between my legs from the rear. I parted my legs and leaned against the front of the control panel. I gasped as a finger found its way into my cunt. "Damn, Carol ... I caught you outside the office and you are still wet and ready."
I gasped as a second finger entered me. "Bill insists I ... be a good ... slut for you ... all."
The elevator dinged at our floor, and the doors opened. He pushed me out, and I saw my clothes fly out after me. I scooped them up in my arms, looked back to find him picking up his briefcase and my purse. I led the way down the hall to our office door, basically naked, carrying my clothes. Not having my purse, I stood at the door and waited as he fumbled in his pocket for the key. Once inside, he dropped my clothes and our bags into one of the visitor chairs and bent me over my reception desk. Normally, the guys would have me suck them off first. That apparently wasn't going to be necessary. I heard his zipper lower, then felt his cock pressing at my wet cunt, sliding over it in search of the hole. Once he found it, he thrust in hard, sinking much of his shaft in one thrust.
He pressed down on my upper back with one hand and held my hip with the other as he thrust urgently into me. He pounded me. As he pumped into me, he removed his hand from my back and began slapping my ass. I slipped a hand to my clit, but "No fingers. You can get yourself off, later."
And, he meant it, too. After a few short moments, he came inside me ... and unceremoniously pulled his cock out. "Stay right there like that until I get the papers I need and leave, again."
I dropped my chin on my crossed hands on the desk, "Yes, sir." Asshole. I didn't understand Kevin. Of all the guys in the office, he was the least effective, certainly the least caring, and ... nastily ... the least attractive. He's the one likely to treat me like a whore. I've almost said something to Jerry a couple of times, but ... I don't want to be a whiner and cause trouble.
Just then, the door to the office opened. Oh God. "What's going on, Carol?" Ethan.
Before I could think of a diplomatic response, Kevin walked back out quickly, "Okay, cunt, you can get up."
I stood up, turned, and watched Kevin leave the office. I looked at Ethan and shrugged. He asked what that was about, but I waved it off. I grabbed some tissues from my desk and obscenely wiped my pussy in front of him. I gave him a nasty smile, then a kiss as I walked to my clothes and stepped into my panties. With my hands behind my back, clipping my bra, he offered, "Perhaps you should talk to Jerry."
I stepped into my dress and shimmied it up over my hips, slipping my arms in, and turning my back to him. Without questioning, he zipped up my dress. I looked him in the eyes, "Excuse me for saying this, sir, but he's not worth the effort of explaining it to Jerry." I dropped my purse on my desk, turned on my computer, and headed for the break room to start the coffee. I heard the office door open again. By the time I returned to my desk, I had walked past Jerry's office. His door was cracked open, and I heard the voices of Ethan and Jerry. Damn it! I should have told Ethan not to bother, too.
Much later ... "Carol, is your phone on?" I turned from Brian, to whom I had been showing the corrections I made to his letter.
"What? I think so ... what?"
Ethan chuckled, "Well, Bill called my office to find you ..." Bill? That devil. He was already taking action on the conversation we had last night about Ethan. And that was a quick story Ethan came up with to explain why Bill was on his phone. I looked up at Brian.
"Go ahead. I like all the changes you made, Carol. Thanks for catching those."
I smiled at Brian and got up, walking to Ethan's office. Ethan motioned for me to close the door. He was behind his desk but wasn't holding the phone. "Okay, Bill, she's here now."
I heard Bill's voice from the speaker, "How's the office slut this morning? You been fucked, yet?"
I blushed and glanced at Ethan. I blushed at the blatant question about what happened here from my husband to one of the men with me. I glanced at Ethan because he knew about it earlier. "Yes, sir." Ethan made a motion of zipping his lips, and I mouthed, 'thank you'.
"Honey, I decided to act on our conversation last night. I just came out with it. I told him you felt like he had been taunting you about his friends. I also told him you were more than interested. Was I out of line, honey?"
I looked at Ethan and blushed profusely, "No, sir. That is what I told you." Boy, talk about humiliating.
"By the way, Ethan, my wife isn't dressed right now, is she?" Ethan smiled at me and told Bill I was indeed dressed. "We can't have that ... if we're going to be talking about getting you fucked, you need to be undressed." I looked at Ethan. He sat back. He was enjoying this ... the interaction between a husband and his slut-wife. I asked Bill if I should completely. "Down to stockings and heels."
I unzipped the dress, shimmied it off, unclipped my bra, and pushed my panties down. Naked, I stood before Ethan and Bill on the phone. Ethan informed Bill, "She's naked now, Bill. I have to say, again, she has magnificent tits and her cunt is visibly shiny with her feet parted."
Bill laughed, "She is a good slut." He went quiet for a moment. "Sorry, got caught behind a slow camper and passing traffic. Oh, yes ... slut. Speaking of her being a good slut, Ethan, she talked to me about your comments about how your friends could have fun with her. Only a slut would say that to her husband, right?"
Ethan smiled. I was still blushing. "Well, Bill, only a slut would be fucking in the office to begin with."
"True ... very true. Anyway, I'm glad to have had this talk, Ethan. I'm looking forward to meeting you and your friends soon. I'll leave the arrangements up to you and Carol."
Ethan thanked Bill, and they said their goodbyes. Ethan motioned for the chair, and I sat down. He smiled, "I have to say, Carol, I am truly looking forward to meeting your husband. I'll admit I have been a little nervous about ever meeting him, given what happens here, but ... he sounds like a hell of a guy. And, he obviously loves you."
I smiled back at him. "Thank you, sir. I happen to think he is the best man there is."
We came to a quick understanding. I couldn't really believe I was sitting across from a man I really enjoyed fucking, and we were talking casually about arranging a meeting for him, his two friends, and Bill to fuck me. My nipples were rock hard, and my cunt was drooling by the time we agreed on meeting for dinner Saturday night at the local Hyatt. It has a restaurant on the roof with magnificent views. He and his friends would have a suite for the night for Bill and me, for after the ... ah ... activities, so we wouldn't have to drive home so late.
I uncrossed my legs and spread them as far as the chair arms allowed. "Sir ... would it be too forward of the slut to ask to be fucked?"
He laughed, pushed his chair back, and patted the top of his desk in front of him. I smiled and walked around to his side of the desk and hopped onto the surface, lying back and spreading my legs. I was counting on him being as excited as I was ... well, almost as ... and I was pleased to see his cock hard as he pushed his pants and shorts down to his knees and moved between my legs.
He took hold of his cock and slid it up and down my slit. He placed it at my hole, lodged there but not entering. He looked down at me and asked, "I suppose Kevin didn't help you with an orgasm?" I shook my head, my eyes on his cock head at my cunt. "That's no way to treat a willing woman."
I made eye contact, "Sir ... can I ask a favor?" He nodded. "I might be a willing woman, but ... fuck me like I'm a slut."
He smiled and drove his cock deep into my ready cunt. I gasped at the sudden fullness and almost came right there.
* * * *
Early Saturday evening. "Honey, you about ready?" I called back to say that I would be there in a minute. I looked in the floor-length mirror one last time. I was wearing the most obscene dress I had ever worn. Bill chose it today just for this evening. The hem was so short I was nervous about sitting. I turned around one more time to be sure my ass cheeks were covered. I saw, again, that there was no back to it. Meaning no bra. Turning back to see the front, it scooped deeply between my giant tits. The top was loose folds of fabric. Bending over would have the effect of gaping the top and exposing my tits. With no support, my tits moved anywhere they wanted. In the store, when I tried it on, I challenged Bill that I might be arrested for this. He just laughed.
I grabbed the small overnight bag I had packed. A change of clothes for each of us to come home in and our toiletries. When I entered the living room, Bill gasped.
"I told you it was too slutty."
"No. It's not that ... God, you're beautiful, honey."
I walked up to him. He took me into his arms. I asked, "We're really doing this? You're sure you are okay with this?"
He nodded. "This is all about shared experiences, right?" He kissed me. I kissed him back, taking his hand, and we left.
At the Hyatt, Bill pulled up to the front entrance to use the valet parking. The young man stepped forward quickly to open my door, stepped back to allow me to get out, and I saw his eyes bug out. There was no sense in looking down or trying to do anything about what I was exposing. I had mistakenly put my right leg out first rather than pivoting around. Just haven't experienced these very short skirts. I thanked him and tried to act like nothing had happened. I waited for Bill and took his arm as we stepped to the entrance.
"God ... I flashed him!"
He laughed and patted my arm in his, "Good thing you had panties on, then." I giggled.
As soon as we walked through the lobby for the bank of elevators, my grip on Bill's arm tightened. I was now comfortable being a slut with Bill's friends and at the office. Now, I was heading up to the restaurant to meet the man I would be fucking soon. And ... these men who were strangers knew that was why we were meeting. The dinner was just a preliminary.
Bill was my strength. As nervous as I was about the idea of extending my being a slut-wife to complete strangers, Bill exuded the confidence of our decision, and his physical contact as we rode the elevator calmed me. We were alone in the elevator, and he asked if I was nervous, which I was sure was obvious to him. When I admitted I was, "Try to relax. That's what the dinner is for, to get to know them a little. Besides, think about the fun you'll have. And, if they are anything like Ethan, they'll be great guys, right?" He had an excellent point.
We entered the restaurant door, Bill told the hostess we were meeting three men, and I spotted Ethan standing tall and waving. He said something to the other two men and walked to meet us. We met halfway through the room. He gave me a hug, shook Bill's hand, and fawned over him, telling him how much he looked forward to meeting him. The relaxing look on Bill's face indicated the tension he apparently had also been carrying.
The table they had was against a window, and the two chairs still open were next to the window, so we could easily see out. The other men were Devon and Mason, both about the same size as Ethan, about 6' 3" and 230 pounds. They were quite dark skinned and handsome. They both politely stood, shaking Bill's hand first, then accepting a hug from me. The two men both had management positions in local companies. Ethan, the consummate sales guy, put everything at ease by introducing a bit of history about the three of them going back to high school. The other two quickly took up the opportunity to add some slightly embarrassing stories about Ethan, who had some success in college football but nothing close to going further.


Then, with our after-dinner drinks nearly completed, Bill reached across the table to take my hand. I looked at him, smiled, and nodded my head. I looked to the end of the table, where Ethan sat and smiled at him, giving him the same nod. Devon and Mason noticed the exchange, and the vibe at the table became charged.
Bill leaned into the table while I glanced nervously around to the other tables. I knew what he was about to do. "Guys, everyone knows why we are here. Thank you for the wonderful dinner, but we know that was to allow Carol the opportunity to get a feel for the kind of men you are." He looked at me, and I gave him another reassuring smile. "As Ethan has undoubtedly already told you, my wife truly enjoys sex. How about we find out just how much she enjoys it?" As they all stood, I blushed as Mason assisted with my chair and offered his arm. We received a lot of looks from men and women in the restaurant as we made our way out, one white woman with a white man and three black men. The fact that I was wearing a very short dress that I had to pull down after sitting, and my large tits seemed to be going in different directions at times, undoubtedly gave some an impression about our group.
As we walked across the hall area to the elevator, Mason commented loud enough for all of us to hear, "You drew a lot of attention from people in that dress."
I turned to the group as we waited, "With this dress and alone with you four, they all thought I was a slut or something."
Bill, who came up behind me, took me in his arms from behind and aggressively cupped my unconstrained tits and kissed my cheek, "You are a slut, dear." Then, to the three men in front of us, "Guys, start making use of her as a slut."
The elevator dinged as if on cue, Bill stepped aside, and Devon and Mason led me into the elevator with Bill and Ethan following. I saw Ethan push the button five floors down just as I felt hands sliding the straps of my dress off my shoulders. The top of my dress dropped to my waist, instantly. Devon turned my face to the right, and we kissed. I felt lips on my left nipple. It seemed like, instantly, my pent-up arousal held in anticipation jumped to near orgasmic levels. Surrounded by men in the confines of the elevator, two were consuming me, and someone else was lowering the zipper at my waist. I opened my eyes to find Bill leaning against the far wall with a smile on his face that exuded pleasure, comfort, and pride. I broke the kiss just long enough to mouth, 'thank you', to him before being turned to Mason for a kiss, and Devon taking the other nipple, and my dress pushed down off my hips. I lifted one foot, then the other, as the dress was removed, presumably by Ethan.
I heard the ding and the door opening. I was afraid to even look, afraid that some older couple would be standing there offended, but there was nobody. Bill stood in the way of the door, but I wasn't allowed to move until my panties were also removed. I didn't look back, assuming they were picked up by someone as I was led out into the hallway. I was moved to the floor-to-ceiling window in the alcove and pressed up against the window with my front pressed against the cool glass as one after another of the guys, including Bill, pressed up against me, kissing my neck and shoulders, and caressing my ass, hands snaking to my tits and between my legs, which I spread willingly for them.
When I turned around, I was gasping, my chest rising and falling. I was flushed with excitement and a desperate need coursing through me. Ethan handed me the room key and told me the number. As I led the way down the hall, the guys all following behind me, a naked woman in stockings and heels, I realized the room must be at the very end. I wondered if they had somehow managed to arrange that intentionally. It was a tense walk down the long hallway as I was sure one of the doors almost certainly would open, but nothing happened.
Inside, the room was indeed a suite with a living area and a separate bedroom. I moved to the sofa in the living area and sat down. "You guys have seen me, now show me what you have." I pointed at Bill, "All of you." There was no way I was going to let Bill not be an active part of this. There was no way anyone was going to mistake Bill for a cuckhold because he was sharing me.
All four guys quickly shed their clothes until four naked men stood before me. I smiled. They might have thought I was merely lusting after the four semi-hard cocks, but I was really thinking that Bill's, the lone white guy, was not the smallest cock. So much for the black cock mythology. I moved to my knees before them, and they formed a tight semi-circle around me. I took each cock in turn, spending a minute on each before moving to the next one, and continuing until there were four hard cocks. I sat back on my heels and looked at them. I knew Bill was 7.5 inches and Ethan was a full 10 inches (I've measured both). Devon was about in the middle, and Mason was very slightly less than Bill.
I sat back in anticipation of someone deciding how this should begin, but nobody did, so I resumed sucking cock. It wasn't long, though, before one of them moved behind me and felt between my legs, commented on how wet I was, to which Ethan grunted something sounding like, 'she always is. ' I couldn't see who was behind me at the moment since my mouth was balls deep on Bill's cock, but he soon had his cock buried in me. Someone else moved my hand to his cock, and the remaining guy began working my tits and nipples. Soon, they switched. It almost seemed choreographed by the smoothness of the transition from one to the next. No sooner was the cock out of my cunt than the hands on my tits disappeared, and he entered me. The new cock in my hand was slippery, indicating he had just come from my cunt. After a couple of shifts, I saw I was in trouble ... not literally in trouble because I was literally surrounded by cock, but figuratively because my arousal was steadily increasing from the continuous fucking and stimulation of my nipples and, occasionally, my clit. The switching was holding their arousal in check while mine continued to rise.
It wasn't long before I had my first orgasm. The cock in my mouth muffled the vocal effects sufficiently, but the bodily effects were evident. And, they kept up the pace of fucking, switching, and manipulating. Then, Ethan got behind me to thrust into me and paused. I wondered why ... then, he turned me onto my back, splayed my knees out and moved between them, thrusting deep in one stroke. The other guys fell into place with someone in my hand, someone else back into my mouth, and the other now sucking nipples and aggressively stimulating my clit.
Another couple of switches, and I came a second time, and they still were going strong. Then, it was Bill's turn to move us around. He lay on his back with his cock standing straight up. I crawled over him and sank down on his cock, the others forming around us, again. At the next switch (I was wondering how that would happen), Mason lay alongside Bill. I smiled and moved with the obvious. Pulling off Bill, I straddled Mason and sank down on his cock, everyone forming up again. I came a third time before I knew the guys were getting close to not being able to hold out much longer.
Ethan was on his back, and I was aggressively fucking him when his cock jerked inside me and filled me with his cum. I looked to find the other guys lined up on the floor, boldly stroking their cock. I pulled off Ethan and moved to the next cock, Devon, then Bill, and finished with Mason. Four loads of cum in my cunt and another orgasm. I collapsed to the floor alongside Mason. I rolled half on top of him and muttered between gasps, "Thank you ... thank you."
Bill suggested a short break to rest. The mini-frig was opened, and small bottles of alcohol, soft drinks, and water were passed around. I headed for the bathroom after claiming some water. I immediately returned with several towels, which I placed on the couch to sit on. I was leaking terribly ... or wonderfully.
After finishing the water, I returned to the bathroom to wipe some of the cum from my cunt and thighs. As I approached the door to the living area, I heard someone talking. I peeked into the room to find the four men huddled together in a conversation, all of them again stroking their cocks. When I entered, the conversation stopped. I stood with my hands on my hips and asked what was up. Bill broke from the group, put his arm around me, and led me into the bedroom. The other guys followed. Bill didn't elaborate, but it was clear the men were ready for more. Devon and Ethan pulled the covers down to the foot of the bed, then they gathered in a semi-circle next to the floor-to-ceiling window in the bedroom. I smiled. As I sucked their cocks, I would be directly in front of the window. Yes, it was the weekend and late at night, but there were still lights on in the building across the street. But they were exposed, too ... if not as clearly as I.
I sucked their cocks hard, then Ethan moved me to the edge of the bed and gently pushed me down until I was on my back. He opened my parted legs further and moved his cock head over my slit. He pressed into me easily and, after several strokes, was fully embedded. I was moaning from the initial penetration and looked up into his face as he began long, easy strokes into my cunt. The other guys gather around like before, and that became my expectation as Mason put his cock to my cheek and I turned with my mouth open to accept it. Other hands were touching my tits and nipples, but I didn't see Bill in the mix. Then, everything changed.
Ethan, still penetrated deep in my cunt, pulled us to the edge of the bed. He pulled my legs to his waist, and I naturally hooked my ankles behind him. He then bent down and asked me to grab him around the neck. I thought we were going to kiss, but instead, he moved us to the very edge and pulled me with his body as he stood up. I am not one of those women who is petite and light as a feather, so I was immediately impressed, but the impressed part wasn't nearly over.
I saw Bill as I looked over Ethan's shoulder. He was smearing lubricant over his cock as he approached us. I looked questioningly at him, and when he saw my expression, he smiled in a way I now understood that they had a game plan established. Ethan's cock was deep in me, and the pressure of his pubic bone on my clit as I fell on his cock was amazing. I had long since given up any concern about being with these men and allowed my body to be manipulated in any way they intended to try.
I felt lube being applied to my puckered hole, then pressed inside, fingers sawing in and out. Ethan's cock in my cunt made even a couple of Bill's fingers tight, and I knew this was going to be a double penetration more intense than any I had previously had with Bill and his friends.
With my legs clamped around Ethan's waist and my arms tightly around his neck, Ethan moved his hands to my ass and spread my cheeks. I soon felt Bill pressing his cock against my asshole. I looked at Ethan, and he had a devious smile on his face. I just closed my eyes and tried to concentrate on relaxing. Ethan's cock already gave me a feeling of fullness, and Bill's wasn't a small cock. Ethan raised up his cock to give Bill better access, and I felt the cock pressing firmly, my hole and sphincter begrudgingly opening. When it finally pressed through, I gasped out. One of my hands moved back to Bill, touching him anywhere to indicate for him to wait, and, of course, he already was, giving my body the chance to adjust. He pressed into my back and found spots for his hands to assist in holding me. I returned my arms around Ethan and murmured an 'okay'. Both pressed up into me, Bill going a little deeper with Ethan. Then, they lowered me rather than them fucking into me; gravity did the job for them. They released some of the support on me, and my body dropped to cover both cocks in my holes. I cried out, gasping and moaning at the intensity of the full double penetration.
"Oh ... FUCK!" I shuddered and quaked as an orgasm crashed through me. I clutched Ethan around the neck, not just to hold on but some sense that I needed to avoid my body exploding apart. My two holes clamped tighter around the cocks more than the fullness required as my cunt soaked Ethan's cock and clamped on Bill so hard I think he had a hard time pumping into me.
Bill chuckled behind me as he and Ethan drove their cock up, occasionally lifting me to drop me down over both at the same time, my passages slammed full of cock with an intense feeling of fullness. With his chuckle, Bill replied, "Fuck, yes, dear. That's the point."
The others chuckled, and I looked to see Devon and Mason standing nearby, both stroking their cocks. I wondered how this was going to play out. But why would I spend any effort thinking about that when I was being consumed by two cocks in my holes?
Bill came first. It wasn't surprising, given my ass had him gripped like a vise as he slid in and out. He grunted with a primal sound coming deep in his throat. When he slammed deep into me, even Ethan stopped with a mighty thrust to fill my cunt deep with his cock, though he wasn't cumming, yet. Bill grunted, gasped, and moaned as his cum spurted into my ass. I could feel every twitch, pulse, and spurt as his climax began and finished. He paused deep inside me, his lips finally finding my bare shoulder before pulling out. Suddenly, I weirdly felt only half-full, but that wouldn't last.
I was holding onto Ethan with my face buried in his shoulder, still recovering from my own orgasm and feeling a moment of calm to recover when another cock was thrust into my ass. It wasn't the normal anal penetration, a little at a time, but a mighty single thrust deeply into me. Of course, I had to be gaping from Bill just vacating that hole, and his cum was an additional lubricant as this cock slid in deep and easy, but I swore at the suddenness, and I heard the voice of Devon behind me.
"O000hhhhh ... damn, this is ... good." Ethan chuckled and held me tight.
I was panting now, panting like a bitch in heat (if that's what bitches do). "OOOHHHHH ... FUCK ... YOU ... GUYS!" I was already nearing another orgasm with Devon behind me pressing aggressively into me and pressing my clit firmly into Ethan. I was being held in position and their cocks were alternating into me, one deep and out, then the other. Then, just as I began anticipating that action, they shifted to lifting and dropping me ... literally dropping me ... Ethan's cock jamming deepest, but Devon's feeling very deep because of the tightness.
Ethan was the next of the guys to cum. Devon slowed as Ethan slammed into my cunt, his cock hitting deep inside, his pelvic bone jamming my clit with each powerful thrust. He slammed in and held himself deep as his cock erupted, filling my cunt with his seed. An orgasm was just cresting for me when Ethan pulled out of me, his cock seeming to slide forever out, and leaving my cunt feeling very empty. Before he was fully out, though, he assisted Devon in holding me as Mason came up in front of me. I put my arms out and raised my legs to wrap around him. He aligned his cock to my gaping, dripping hole and slammed his cock in. It was one strong thrust that embedded him fully inside, immediately cramming Devon's cock in my ass, and resurging my orgasm.
It started as a small ripple with that first powerful thrust from Mason, and each coordinated thrust from these two increased the ripple to waves until it was a full-on storm wave crashing through me. I clung to Mason for dear life, and they continued pounding my two holes. I felt wasted by that orgasm that had probably been building inside the entire night.
Devon was next to climax, and he stayed inside my ass with gentle, smooth strokes as Mason continued to fuck me strongly. The continuous stimulation from Mason in the tight hole must have kept him hard and me full of cock. After Mason came inside me, adding his seed to all the others, I held onto him desperately as I fought for control of my quivering body and ragged breathing.
He tried to gently lower us to the bed, but ... failed. We flopped onto the bed, his softening cock pulling out, and we bounced alongside each other. I turned and kissed him deeply as the other guys teased him about being so smooth. I whispered into his mouth, "Thank you. It was amazing."
Bill was spooned into me from behind. His hand cupped my tit as it always did when we cuddled. It was late, and we had taken the guys up on their offer to use the room for the night and charge breakfast to the room in the morning. It had been several hours since the guys left, and we had made soft, lazy love rather than trying for sleep immediately.
We had left the curtains open with only the sheers closed over the window, which allowed some city light into the room. He kissed my shoulder and softly said, "I love you."
I rolled in his arms and hugged him tight. "Oh, God, Bill ... I love you so much."
"What's wrong?"
I smiled at him in the soft, filtered light, "Nothing's WRONG ... it's just ... all of this is so damn exciting and it is fueling an increasing fire of need within me. But ..." He looked at me questioningly about the 'but'. "As much as I like what is happening, I don't want this to come between us. I don't want you to look back and regret anything."
He laughed loudly, loudly enough, I wondered that another room might have heard in the deep quiet of the late night ... early morning. He rolled us over, and I found myself somehow straddling him and my messy cunt covering a hard cock. I looked down between my legs, though in the heavy shadow of the defused light I wouldn't really see anything.
He pulled my face to his and we kissed. "Does that tell you anything? This excites me, too, Carol. A lot! It's a mix of feeling, I think. Foremost, it's satisfying, fulfilling, and exciting to see you evolving so easily and naturally. I think you truly were meant for this. Maybe there is an ego thing, too. I see men lust after you, and I get to see some men act on it, and they are just wild in need when it happens. It is a tremendous turn-on, Carol. But, do you know what the biggest turn-on for me is?" I shook my head. His hips rose up against me, and I realized I had been stroking his hard cock under my cunt, his cock gliding between my messy lips. I rose, he flexed his cock up a few inches, and I moved back, capturing his cock head in my hole and sitting back onto it. We both gasped. God, I loved this man! He continued, "The biggest turn-on for me is when I am watching you with another man inside you, maybe two like tonight, and see you look for me and, when we connect, I see the love you have for me in your face."
I am fucking him with long, slow strokes. I leaned forward and kissed him. With our lips mere inches apart, I responded, "That's because it is just sex with them. It's love with you. Sure, you just fuck sometimes, too, but we share more than body parts. I'll always be your wife, lover, submissive, and slut, sir. You are the one. The only one. If you never had me fucked by another man, I would still happily be all those things for you."
We fucked for a long time, turning into different positions to continue it and delay our final climax for the night. He pulled me to the edge of the bed, bent me over the edge, and fucked me doggy style, before shocking me. He pulled me up and walked me to the sliding door to the balcony, still being fucked. He leaned me over the wrought-iron railing overlooking the city and finally brought both of us to orgasm.
Snuggled up to him in bed moments later, I said, "Wow."
He replied, "I know, right?"
"I mean, that was ..."
"I know, right?"


That's my Bill ... he has a real way with post-fucking banter.
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CHAPTER 7: SLUT SISTERS
"Hi, Jerry," I heard Bill say upon answering his cell phone. After a pause, "Does this involve Carol?" Bill laughed at whatever Jerry, my boss, said in response. He put the phone on speaker and motioned me closer. "Okay, Jerry, Carol can hear now. I hope my slut-wife is still satisfying your office." When Bill motioned me closer and said I could hear, that was because as he did so, he loosened his jeans and I knelt at his knees, finished pulling his jeans down, and took his soft cock into my mouth. It was always exciting when my boss called because Bill loved to openly talk about my slutty behavior at the office while I listened.
"Oh, no concern on that score, Bill. And thank you, for probably the hundredth time, for sharing her as our office slut. She is truly amazing, and it doesn't seem to matter to her which of her holes the guys might decide to use."
"You know, Jerry, a good slut enjoys all her holes used and filled with cum. She is still giving me detailed accounts of how you guys use her in the office, but it is good to hear you confirm your satisfaction." There was a pause, and I glanced up while keeping his hardening cock in my mouth. He had a smile on his face, and I knew he was thinking something. Then, "Jerry, do you have this call on speaker, too?" He did. "And Diana is there listening?" She was. "And how is she dressed and what is she doing?"
Jerry chuckled. "I would assume the same as Carol. Diana is naked as she always is now when in the house and we are alone, and she is sucking my cock."
"Good, Jerry. You said, 'naked as she always is now'. Should I presume that is a result of our time together and she experienced some of what submissiveness might be like?"
"That is why I am calling, Bill," my boss said. "Since your visit, Diana has willingly taken additional steps toward that goal and has frequently expressed a deepening desire for me to take more control of her body. We are maybe more limited in what we can do because of our friends and the possible effect on the company. But we are interested in pursuing this lifestyle further."
"You think there might be some way we can assist?" Bill asked. I strained my eyes up while keeping his cock deep in my mouth and throat.
"Yes. Carol mentioned that next week is your long haul week, but I was wondering what your schedule would be for next Friday night?" We heard a moan, then, "Oh, dear, very good. That's the furthest into your throat you have taken me." A very short pause, "Sorry about that ..."
"Not at all," Bill responded quickly. "I think you should always praise your willing slut when she performs well. At least Carol seems to respond to it that way." I strained to look up, again, and nodded. "She nodded, yes. It seems once she gets cock in her mouth, she doesn't want to let go."
Jerry laughed. "I think I have noticed that around the office, too. Maybe Diana will enjoy sucking cock like that, too," Jerry said.
"Honestly, Jerry, I definitely enjoyed Diana sucking my cock. More practice and exposure to sucking cock, and I am sure she will. By the way, Jerry, is she blushing while listening to all this?"
"Deeply," Jerry said with a laugh. "She's trying to give me the evil eye, but I think this is exciting her too much." A pause as if something was transpiring between them. "So, my thoughts about next Friday. I, we, would like you both to come over in time for dinner on Friday and spend the weekend with us here. I think a full weekend of experience with another man and watching how Carol reacts will be beneficial for Diana."
"So, you really are getting serious. Okay, well ... I just got my itinerary for next week, and I have a run out, drop and delivery, then pick up a return run to a site about 150 miles from here to be delivered by Thursday afternoon. I should be able to be home by noon. So, dinner on Friday will be perfect." Bill reached to stroke my cheek as I sucked hard on his cock, pushing it into my throat. "See you then and Diana ... I can't wait to feel your mouth around my cock, again."
* * * *
Before I left work Friday afternoon, Jerry told me to arrive in a dress, but otherwise I only needed what toiletries would be appropriate. Clearly, this was intended to be a couple of nights and days of Diana and me being naked and used. Previously, it had been a short time with Bill and me. This would be a bigger test of Diana's interest in taking on a level of the lifestyle.
We arrived at Jerry and Diana's home on Friday night at 5:30 PM as arranged. We had a carry-on-sized case containing my necessary toiletry items and Bill's extra clothing. According to Jerry's plan, I wouldn't need to worry about clothes. That wasn't new to me as I am always naked at home, even when Bill's friends visit, and some of the time in the office.
As instructed, I was wearing a dress and heels. Bill was dressed in the style now called business casual. Bill pressed the doorbell, and the door opened after only a few moments. There stood a naked Diana. It was clear she stepped back for us to enter, but also for the open door to at least partially obstruct the view of her from the neighbors and residential street.
She hugged Bill and kissed him on the lips. Bill's hand stroked down her bare back to her butt, which he pulled into him. Jerry was standing just behind her, watching and looking pleased by what he saw. After the kiss and being felt by Bill, Diana stepped to me and hesitated just a moment, and seemed surprised at the way I was dressed. Last time, I had arrived dressed in a manner that exposed me. This time, I was fully dressed, and she was naked.
Diana looked questioningly at her husband, but he didn't react. Instead, acting as if everything was normal, "Dear," he said to her, "how is dinner coming?"
"It will be ready in about 20 minutes," she replied, clearly flustered by the turn of events.
"Good, dear. Please get us drinks. We'll be in the family room."
When Diana arrived with the drinks on a tray, she handed one to each of us and seemed to know what we would want. I suspected Bill and Jerry had worked this out. She handed me a glass of red wine and searched my eyes as if there might be some help from me. I was told to be dressed, however, so I would wait until told otherwise, and was sure that it would come sooner or later. She then handed Bill a beer and her husband a glass of whiskey.
"Diana," Bill said to get her attention, "you look lovely. Personally, I like Carol's pussy clean of hair, but the way you have trimmed yours looks good." She was blushing deeply. Not only was she the only one naked with no obvious change coming soon, but Bill was making quite an effort to draw attention to her pussy.
Jerry spoke up, "We thought we'd try this. Dear, let Carol have a closer look."
Diana stepped in front of me. I leaned forward and stroked the pubic hair cut short and looked up at her, trying to show sympathy because I knew the men were purposely creating an embarrassing situation for her as a further test beyond whatever she and Jerry might have planned. "Interesting," I commented sincerely, "the way the hair is trimmed to a point as though it points directly to the pussy and clitoral hood." It actually was an interesting effect. But I still preferred clean. A bare pussy didn't require being pointed at.
Diana then left while blushing even more. We were called to the dining room, and the meal looked amazing. Diana remained naked and seemed clearly uncomfortable while I remained dressed ... and in a nice dress, at that.
Midway through dinner, Bill asked, "Diana, how are you feeling now?"
She looked at him, at her husband, and back at my husband. "Embarrassed. Very embarrassed," she admitted. "I know ... I know what you two are doing is testing my intention of going further. I know that by giving more control to Jerry, it can include him doing things like this. Carol and I have talked, and I understand ... but ... but it is still embarrassing."
He paused. "A very honest response, Diana, but what I was wondering is how you were physically feeling. It is obvious to all of us that your nipples are hard and you appear flushed as if there is more than embarrassment."
She looked down at her breasts and blushed more. She took a breath as if gathering the willpower to honestly respond to the question. I understood her struggle as she was the center of this attention. I wanted to hug her and somehow make it better for her, but I also understood the process and remembered how Bill had led me through it. In my case, it was a crash course in Jerry's office, but I did it, and I knew Diana could if this was what she really wanted.
"I'm ... uhm ... I'm very... aroused ... horny ... I can't believe I can be this embarrassed... and this aroused," she confided.
After that admission, something in her seemed to change. We finished dinner, and she was more involved in the discussions. She cleared the dishes and returned with dessert and small glasses of a liqueur. All the while still naked and sensing a change, both men touched her body more. She smiled at Bill when he stroked her bare butt.
After dinner, I assisted Diana in cleaning up. As she washed dishes and I wiped, I said, "You are doing so well, Diana. I'm impressed."
"I thought I was going to die at first, then ... I don't know ... when Bill got me to admit being so aroused ... it was like ... I remembered what you always said about exhibitionism, being embarrassed but excited, but mostly it was that Jerry was taking this seriously. It hit me that Jerry and Bill were doing this for me, not for themselves. They were showing me what giving up control could be." She turned to me, "And, I looked across the table at you and knew you went through these things and ... your love of Bill is probably stronger, right? I mean, he is giving you what you want but within your understood limits."
"Yes," I said, "but he is also constantly testing my limits, but before we push further, we consider them together, first." I hugged her as the water was draining away. "I am sure Bill is sharing all that with Jerry."
"Thank you, Carol. Sincerely. You have opened a door for me that I was too nervous to explore before." She took me in her arms and kissed me deeply. "I'm so lucky to have you as a mentor. And," she smiled, "that Bill is mentoring Jerry." She kissed me again. "Now, will you get out of those clothes?"
I laughed. "Gladly. My panties are probably soaked through."
As I reached behind my back, she stopped me. "On second thought," she said, "let me do it in front of the guys." I smiled.
I followed Diana into the family room, where the guys were talking. I walked in front of Bill with Diana behind me. "Bill, sir, would it be okay for me to be naked with Diana now so we can both serve you and Jerry?"
"You don't want Diana to be the only one naked anymore?" he asked.
"Not that, sir," I replied. "I want to be naked so I can join her in pleasuring you both."
"Good answer, dear," he said. I smiled. "Then you can suck Jerry's cock. I've been waiting for Diana to get her mouth around my cock."
Diana quickly unzipped me, and I was naked when the dress was at my feet. I moved to where Jerry was sitting, knelt before him, and began loosening his belt and pants. This wasn't new for me, of course. I suck all the guys at the office.
"Oh, yes ..." I heard Bill behind me as Diana apparently had his cock in her mouth. "Diana is coming along well, Jerry," he continued, "her mouth feels wonderful on my cock."
"Thank you, Bill," Jerry said in response, the guys continuing to torment Diana with their blatant talk about her. "I have thought so, but it is good to hear another man feeling the same about her."
I sucked Jerry hard and was directed to sit on his cock with my back to him. As I turned, I saw Diana being directed to do the same. We watched each other slide our cunts down the other's husband's cock and begin fucking up and down. Diana kept her eyes on me with an embarrassed smile until her arousal overrode any other feelings. Soon, we were both bouncing up and down on their cocks, desperate for an orgasm and to bring the cock we were fucking to climax.
I heard Bill use my name, "Carol."
My eyes fluttered open, again seeing Diana bouncing on my husband's cock. "Yes, honey," I gasped as I bounced on Jerry's cock in front of them.
"Does Diana look like she is properly fucking my cock?" Bill was a tease about my being used by the guys in the office or his friends using me to constantly remind me how much of a slut I had become. He was now applying the same technique to Diana to test or encourage her into the same behavior if that was truly what she wanted to be for Jerry.
"Yes, sir," I said, watching Diana's reaction. Predictably, she looked embarrassed but didn't slow her fucking. "She looks like ... is using the proper ... effort to fuck you ... and also enjoying ... it very much herself."
I watched Bill's hand come to her bouncing breasts and pinch the nipples. Her mouth opened, and a long moan escaped. "Are you enjoying fucking my cock, Diana?"
"Yes," she gasped, "yes, very much."
"Tell Jerry how much you are liking it."
"Oh God ... yes," she gasped more. She and Jerry were experimenting with the idea of her being submissive and slutty, and Bill was more than willing to assist in testing her willingness. "Jerry ... honey ... Bill's cock feels ... so good in my cunt." She moaned and shivered. "I do like it ... I like another man's cock ... hmmmm ... in my cunt. I want his ... his cum to fill me." I watched Bill's hand slide from her tits to her clit. Even as she bounced on his cock, he maintained contact. "OH ... FUCK ... OH ... YESSSSS!" She erupted in orgasm, but Bill wasn't done with her and began using his hands to assist her in fucking as her orgasm consumed her. It was so hot.
I bounced on Jerry's cock faster and used my cunt to squeeze around it. "Your wife is succumbing, Jerry. I think she truly... does want to be the submissive slut... you two have been experimenting with."
After we had all climaxed, Diana and I cleaned the cocks we had just fucked with our mouths. Then, Bill told us to clean each other's cunts of their cum. It was so hot that Diana immediately lay on the floor and spread her legs for me to join her and sit on her mouth as I lowered my mouth to her slick cunt.
We called it an early night, but not to sleep, but to be fucked more by the other husband more comfortably in bed. I was very used to having another man's cock in my cunt and very much fucking Jerry at the office. Diana was the one being tested by repeatedly being fucked by Bill. After the shared time facing each other, though, I was sure Diana was well on her way to satisfying Jerry's interest in helping his wife turn into more of a slut.
The next morning, I heard sounds softly coming from somewhere in the house. Jerry was still sound asleep, so I rolled gently out of bed and made my way out of the bedroom and to the kitchen naked. I had pulled two additional climaxes from Jerry and sucked him until he pulled me up alongside him to sleep.
I found Diana in the kitchen just as she pressed the coffee maker button to start. I quietly walked up behind her and took her in my arms from the back. Pressing my big tits into her back and taking hers in my hands. She flinched in surprise but quickly relaxed at feeling my body against hers.
"How did you sleep last night?" I asked in her ear as I nuzzled through her hair to kiss her neck. She shivered in my arms.
"God, Carol," she gasped, "that husband of yours." She turned into my arms and pressed her body into mine. We kissed on the mouth softly and then with far more feeling. "I'm not sure how much sleep I actually got. We fucked last night, he had me suck him hard and fuck him again. Sometime in the night, he woke me to fuck more. Just an hour ago, he woke me again." She stared into my eyes. "I've never had so much cum inside me."
I laughed. "Bill can be like that when he gets his mind going about stuff like this. Don't forget, though, he's here because we were asked and because of your expressed desire to be more like me. Bill is just testing that."
She watched my fingers take her nipples and twist and pull them. "I know," she sighed at the attention. "It is what I wanted. It's what Jerry wanted, too." I kissed her again. "Carol," she uttered as we broke the kiss, "I really do think I am ready to take this further. It really is exciting, isn't it?" I nodded. "I know it excites Jerry, too." She looked intently into my eyes, "What do you think is the next step?"
I laughed, again. "Talk to Jerry. I'm sure Bill could come up with something."
* * * *
Diana and I spent the day naked, of course. Periodically, we sucked cock or were fucked. Early afternoon, they approached Bill.
"Bill," Jerry said after he and Diana had a long talk, "Diana thinks she is ready to take another big step, and I think she is, too." I was sitting in Bill's lap when they entered the family room to talk. Jerry stood behind his wife and was fondling her tits as he addressed Bill. Bill had his hand between my thighs and was fingering my cunt. He didn't waver despite their appearance.
"What kind of step do you think your wife is ready for?" Bill casually inquired, his fingers leaving my cunt to pull and twist one of my nipples.
"Well, we were hoping you might have an idea of what might be next for testing Diana's willingness and acceptance to moving further?" Jerry watched Bill's fingers on my body, and he continued fondling his wife in front of us. I noticed that Diana's attention was fixed on Bill as if anxious to hear what he might have in mind. Jerry finally added another thought. "I know when you and Carol were beginning, you just had her jump right into being shared with other men. My office, of course. That had always seemed too bold to me."
Bill nodded. "It was," he admitted. "In hindsight, we maybe been very fortunate you are the man you are, so Carol wasn't in a more risky situation." He returned his fingers to my cunt. "Diana has been moving more slowly, though. She's experienced me fucking her and adding some control over her with you present or nearby. I used her pretty hard last night, and she responded very well even when she was quite tired." He focused on Diana. "What do you think, Diana?"
"You did, Bill. You fucked me so much. When you woke me up to fuck me, I was tired, but it was exciting to be just used like that," she confessed.
Bill smiled, "Good," he responded. "Jerry, I think you are correct that she is ready for a big step that will test her acceptance. I'm thinking I could make a few calls and take Diana to my home ... alone ... and have a few friends fuck her. We'd return in the morning."
Both Jerry and Diana were quiet. I saw the turmoil on Diana's face. The idea excited her, but it also made her nervous. Away from Jerry was a big step. Away from Jerry and being with more men was even bigger.
Jerry spoke quietly into Diana's ear, but not too quietly. "I want you to be sure," he uttered. "Are you ready to follow in Carol's footsteps? Are you really ready to not just follow my direction around the house but become a slut that can be used by other men? It will be different, though, from Carol. My friends and those at work ... that wouldn't work. There could be other men, though. Are you ready?"
Diana shifted her gaze to me. I forced my face not to provide anything to her. This was truly big. She had to be sure, and it had to be her who was sure and not influenced by anyone.
She turned in his arms, "It excites you that I might be something like Carol, doesn't it?" she said with a kiss.
"You know it does, Diana. But, no matter how much it might excite me, it has to excite you as much or more. We could stop anytime, but I don't want you to have regrets later."


She kissed him hard, turned around, and moved Jerry's hands back to her tits. "Yes, Bill. I want that. I want to be a slut for Jerry. I want to submit to him for real and to accept him giving me to other men. I want what Carol enjoys." She stared at Bill. "Help me realize I can be that slut, Bill."
Bill didn't hesitate. He pulled his phone from his pocket and started calling.
* * * *
Bill informed Diana that they had to be back at our house by 4:30 for the arrival of the other three guys by 5:00 PM.
"Time for you to get ready," he said and followed her upstairs to their bedroom. As she was heading for the closet, "Do you have a large beach towel?" She looked at him suspiciously and nodded. She was still naked, of course, as she and I had been since last night. She went out into the hallway to a linen closet and pulled a colorful towel from the top shelf. "That should do," he said. "Take a shower and we'll be ready to leave."
She took a quick shower and came out still naked and drying her hair. She looked at the bed, expecting to see the clothes Bill would have picked out for her to wear. All she saw was the towel she had dropped on the bed.
"What am I wearing, Bill?" she asked, confused. He pointed at the beach towel. "The towel? That's all?" Bill just smiled.
I was sitting on Jerry's lap, and his fingers were probing my cunt when they came back down. Diana had a beach towel with brightly colored tropical birds on it wrapped tightly around her mature body. Jerry looked up when they entered the room, "Going casual, dear?" he chuckled.
Diana looked at Jerry as if pleading for him to do something. Instead, he dipped another finger into my cunt and wished a good time.
Whatever else she was feeling, she still followed Bill out of the house.
I turned slightly in Jerry's lap and kissed him as he continued fingering me. "She'll be fine, Jerry," I said.
"I know that. How could I not trust Bill with her when he trusted me with you?"
* * * *
On the way home, he suddenly pulled into a small parking lot for an old strip mall. Diana had been sitting quietly with her seatbelt on and frequently touching the towel to assure its security. Now, pulling to a stop in front of the door of a liquor store, her eyes widened with anxiety.
"I need to get more beer for the guys," Bill casually said. He opened his door but turned his head to her, "You're coming in, too, Diana."
She shook her head in protest, "Bill, please, this towel ... it barely covers me and ... if it slipped... You know I'm naked."
He laughed, "Of course, I know you're naked underneath. This is a weekend of testing, you know that." He walked around the front of the truck and opened her door. "Fucking me and being naked around your house isn't much of a test, anymore, is it? You want to be a submissive slut for Jerry? Or, just play at it like you were doing? Accept my direction of you trusting that I will protect you, or we can just go back to your home. I am sure Carol is doing whatever Jerry wants right now, though I doubt he would come up with anything I haven't already pushed her to do." He paused, looking at her, and put out his hand to her. "So, what are you going to do, Diana?"
She sighed deeply. There wasn't any real decision to make. She was scared, but she had enjoyed everything so far so much, and Jerry was enjoying it all so much, too. She took his hand and carefully stepped down from the truck. She was barefoot on the cracked pavement, and she tested the security of the towel again. She dutifully followed Bill into the store and made an effort to avoid noticing the man standing behind the counter just inside. He would have had to be blind not to notice her, though.
She followed him down an aisle of different types of whiskey to the far side with a wall of coolers of beer and assorted other drinks. Bill found the beer he wanted and handed the case to her.
"That's to make sure you can't touch the towel anymore," she smiled. "What happens, happens. I don't want you checking the towel until we get back into the truck."
She had a renewed commitment. Bill was right, of course. She and Jerry had made the decision together after a lengthy time of trial and play. She truly did want to submit to Jerry, and she truly did want to enjoy much of what she had seen in Carol. It was all so exciting, but also scary to actually do. She did trust Bill. How could she not? She just had to remember everything Bill was trusting Jerry with his wife.
She took the case of beer from him, and the weight dropped her grip. She had to focus on holding the case and ignore her fear of the towel slipping. She walked ahead of Bill to the counter.
"Just coming back from the beach," the man asked casually as she lifted the case onto the counter. Did he notice no straps of a swimsuit under the towel? Would he make a connection?
Diana smiled, though nervously, "He remembered he was out of beer." The guy rang it up and announced the price. No money, of course. She turned to Bill, hoping he was stepping up to pay. Instead, he had a twenty-dollar bill in his hand, extended to her. Don't touch the towel, she repeated to herself. She could swear she felt the towel loosen, but told herself she was just imagining it. She reached for the money but instead saw the bill flutter to the floor as he released it too soon ... or was it planned? She looked at him and saw the smile on his face. The smile seemed to be reminding her not to touch the towel. She bent over and crouched enough to pick up the money, and was then certain the towel had loosened. Don't open, don't open, she chanted to herself as if the towel would obey her.
The man counted out the change and extended his hand to her with it when the towel loosened for real. She tried to clamp her elbows to her body to hold it, but all that did was hold the towel to her sides while the towel opened to expose her naked body underneath.
Bill was at her back. "Take the money," he softly said.
She took a deep breath and reached out, and the towel dropped to the floor. She looked at the man behind the counter, "Sorry," she somehow mustered a comment, "I thought it was knotted securely."
The man smiled widely, "Don't apologize," he said, "you made my day. You can't imagine how boring this job is, and then a good-looking woman ends up flashing her naked body at me? Made my day."
She started to reach for the towel when Bill said, "The beer." She was the deepest red possible as she took the case of beer from the counter, and Bill retrieved the towel from the floor. Damn, she thought, as she saw Bill holding the towel and walking to the door and holding it for her. Another deep breath, and she carried the beer outside to the truck.
Bill came up behind her at the truck, encircled her while she still held the beer, and cupped her naked breasts as he nuzzled his lips through her long hair and kissed her neck as he fondled her breasts and nipples.
"You were wonderful in there, Diana. I know you were probably terrified and definitely embarrassed, but you did it." She turned partially toward him and kissed her hard on the lips. "Jerry is going to be so proud of you."
She glanced around the small parking lot where she still stood naked. The man in the store was standing at the glass door, watching with a big smile on his face. She turned her face to Bill for another kiss. "Bill," she gasped, "take me to your house, please. I need to be fucked."
* * * *
Bill had made contact with Jimmy, Sam, and Stuart, all friends he trusted and all of whom I had fucked more than once. Bill had given Diana specific instructions for the rest of the day and into the night. She was naked and remained so, and was freely fucked by all four of them until the men left. Bill would return her to Jerry in the morning.
So, when the doorbell rang, Diana made her way, barefoot and naked, to the front door. She opened it wide and stood before each man as they arrived, greeting each with a passionate embrace and kiss. Every man fondled her body as they kissed in the doorway.
Diana brought beers to the men when they were all in the family room and ended up standing before them with Bill embracing her from behind. Bill had refused to fuck her upon arriving after that experience at the liquor store, and she was as horny standing there as she could remember ever being. Bill's hands were fondling her body in front of the men. He had one hand on her breast and the other reaching between her parted thighs. The men watched intently, making adjustments where they sat.
"I promised you a slut to fuck. I'm sure you were expecting Carol, and why wouldn't you, since she has been a focus for us in the past? This time, Carol is busy with this woman's husband. Diana is here to take Carol's place. She's here because she wants to be a slut like Carol." He pinched a nipple, and she gasped and groaned openly. She wanted to be fucked, and if it was by men she didn't know, so be it. "Diana's ass is available, too. I have lubrication for the first couple fucks there. Right, Diana?"
She nodded and found herself scanning the faces of the three men as Bill fondled her openly. Despite her nerves, "Yes, Bill. I want to be fuckedd. I want to be fuck in either hole and as often as I can be. Yes, Carol is such a nasty slut and my husband wants me to be, too."
The three men almost cheered. Instead, they all stood and began stripping their clothes off and encircled the new slut being given to them to use. Hands instantly began exploring her body until she was pushed down to her knees. Immediately, she began stroking and sucking cock. Not that it took long for all the cock in front of her to become hard, but she sucked and stroked while guys mauled her breasts and pinched her nipples.
In her frenzy of sucking cock, she heard Bill's voice, "Jimmy, take the slut to the bedroom."
She had forgotten which one was Jimmy, but she was being pulled to her feet by someone and led by her hand down the short hallway. The king-sized bed sat centered against the far wall. She released his hand and pulled the covers to the foot of the bed, crawled onto it, and knelt facing the man who was joining her on the bed. He told her to turn on her hands and knees, and she complied, anxious to finally get the fucking she needed like never before.
With her knees parted wide and her mature tits hanging below her, she waited for his touch. She felt his cock at her cunt and gasped and sighed as it pressed past her lips into her hole. "Oh fuck, yesssss," she gasped as the cock pressed deeper and deeper into her very wet and needy cunt.
"Fuck," he gasped, "you have one hot and wet cunt."
"Fuck me," she gasped, "fuck me hard. You're the first stranger to fuck me. So, fuck me hard so I remember it."
He pulled back to nearly being out of her cunt and slammed powerfully back in to the hilt. He grunted, and she groaned at the intensity. He leaned over her and grabbed her swinging tit as his hips continued to plow into her, and she continued to gasp and groan and moan.
"OH GOD, YESSSSSS ... OH ... GOD ... YES!" she chanted loudly.
Out in the family room, Bill and the other two men sat openly, stroking their hard cocks. "Sounds like she's getting into it," Sam said.
"So, what's the story here, Bill? She's new to this?" Stuart asked while they waited for their turn.
"She and her husband have been exploring her interest in submission and being more slutty. Carol and I were asked to help test her interest. I've fucked her several times, and we've swapped wives some. This weekend was to be another one where the two women would be naked and freely used by us when her husband decided to truly test her acceptance of going much further. And, here we are. I thought of using your guys, thinking you wouldn't mind fucking a wanna-be slut."
Sam laughed, "Anytime you need someone to assist you with a slut, just call us." They all laughed.
Back in the bedroom, Jimmy had flipped Diana onto her back and slammed his cock back into her cunt. He was leaning over her and thrusting his hips fast and hard at her, her tits bouncing on her chest wildly.
"OH ... FUCK!" she cried out. "I'm commmminnnngggg!"
"Me, too," he added on top of her cries, and his cock spewed cum into her cunt.
After recovering for just a moment or two, she kissed him hard and long, still breathing hard, his cock still deep inside her.
"Will you send the next one here?" she gasped.
He shook his head to her surprise. "You go out there and get the next one. Let them see the slut you want to be."
She smiled at the thought. She untangled herself from him and marched deliberately out to the family room with Jimmy following behind, his cock not quite soft yet. Reaching the family room, she entered until she was standing in full view of the men. Before she could say anything to entice the next man, though, Jimmy did.
"Damn, Bill, she's one hot fuck!"
"I know know that," Bill said, "but I want every one of you to fuck her so much she'll never doubt it, either."
From that moment on, Diana wasn't without a cock in her cunt until there wasn't another one hard. She joined the men in the family room, serving them beer and snacks, and being felt up as she did. The round of fucking was in the family in full view of everyone.
After another break for recovery and her sucking cock, she was double penetrated. By the time the men left with Diana giving long kisses at the front door in full view of the dark street, she had been fucked for five hours. She was exhausted and likely might be sore in the morning, but she felt pride about it all. She couldn't wait to share it all with Jerry.
Bill stood behind her, his hardening cock pressed into her ass cheeks, his hands fondling her tits while standing before the glass storm door in full view of the guys as they each left in cars and pickups.
She turned in his arms and gasped for his cock. "Did I do okay, Bill? Will Jerry be pleased?"
"You were perfect, Diana. I don't think they could have been more satisfied if it had been Carol, except she wouldn't have started out so nervous. You are going to be a great submissive slut for Jerry."
She beamed. "Thank you, Bill. I'm really, really tired, but ... I need you to fuck me one more time. I couldn't have gotten this far without you and Carol. Jerry knew that, too. I want to be Jerry's sub-slut. But, I'll be whatever you want me to be, too."
He chuckled and pinched her nipples. "The only thing I want from you, Diana, is to continue enjoying our friendship and to use your body like Jerry uses Carol."
She wrapped her arms around him and kissed him hard. "I want this to continue forever," she gasped. "Now, please fuck me."
That 'last' fuck wasn't the last, though, as Bill woke her a couple more times in the night to fuck. And, each time they fucked, she was filled with new excitement to tell Jerry all about it.
* * * *
Diana might never get to be a slut for an office of men, but she did become enough of a slut for her husband and my boss. And, Bill and I would continue to enjoy her and our relationship with them both.
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CHAPTER 1: A HAVEN NEEDED
"Mom?" Katie Andrews heard the plaintive voice from the other side of her closed and locked bedroom door. "Are you okay?"
She reluctantly got up from the bed where she had been crying and opened the door. Her two fraternal twin daughters, Susie and Toni, stood in the hallway. "We heard a lot of banging and him slamming the front door as he left. Then, we heard you crying," Susie, the oldest by a few minutes, explained.
"We have to do something, Mom," Toni said.
"Did he do something with you two?" Katie asked, not wanting to hear the answer, if it was the wrong answer.
They looked at each other and nodded in unison. "He's touching us more than ever. He said that our turning 18 last week gave him the right."
"Did he...?" Katie hesitantly asked.
They shook their heads. They shared a room, so what happened would likely happen to both. "It isn't the sex, Mom. It's what he does and the way he wants it. You know we've had sex, right? With boys, I mean. We talked about that, and you put us on the pill. It's not that, it's... he..."
"Yeah, he's rough and crude and... he's our dad. I mean, isn't that supposed to mean he protects us and not abuses us?"
"If we don't do what he says right away..."
"He hits you?" Katie asked.
"Yeah, but not like he does you, mom."
"Not yet, anyway."
She stared at her girls. They just turned 18 years old, and they are facing this now? He, her husband, and their father... they didn't even refer to him by name anymore. It was just 'him'. For years, she'd gone through long periods of physical abuse, bruises, split lips, and black eyes. But he had left the girls alone. The psychological abuse was always there. Now they were 18 years old and women. Now he was turning to them, too.
They were right. They'd talked and talked. They had to do something. Talking was easy, but doing something was hard. Years of abuse had done that to her. She tried as she could to protect the girls, to give in to him so he would leave the girls alone. Even that was failing now, it seemed. If her will to fight wasn't broken yet, it soon might be. They absolutely had to do something and do it soon.
"If we leave him, we have to really leave him. If we leave and stay in the area, he'll find us. Are you ready to leave and go far away? Start over somewhere? Maybe find a safe place that will accept us and protect us?"
"Mom," Susie said despondently, "he won't let us even be on the teams anymore. Our friends are... besides, there are just weeks left of school and everyone will be off somewhere."
"You're right, Mom, we have to leave. Someplace away and hopefully safe from him," Toni added.
"I'll start searching," Katie promised. Maybe, just maybe, their combined strength and trust in each other could make them strong enough to follow through.
* * * *
When the girls arrived home after school (the last week of classes for the seniors), they were late mostly because they waited for him to leave for the bar, his routine after work. Katie rushed them into the bedroom. The guy was paranoid about visitors, and she feared he had a hidden camera around, but likely just covering the front door only.
"What is it, Mom?" the girls asked.
She handed them the sheet of paper she had printed from an advertisement she found online.
"Haven?" Susie asked. Katie told her to read it. "If you are desperate for a safe escape where you can be cared for and protected, contact Haven. Maybe we can help."
"That's it?" Toni exclaimed. "That doesn't really say much."
"I know," Katie conceded. "I was searching for safe houses, battered or abused women's facilities in neighboring states, and this popped up on the screen."
"You weren't searching on your computer, were you?" Toni asked, concerned.
Katie laughed, "No, no... he checks my browser history frequently. And, my emails. No, I went to the library, created a new throw-away email account on Yahoo, and searched on their computers. I printed this on their printer." She watched them. "Okay, it isn't much, but I'm going to contact them. They give an email address. It sounds promising, though, right? Haven. That's what we need right now: a haven."
They talked for another 30 minutes before Katie realized she had better get supper ready before he returned. No sense in asking for more trouble.
She contacted Haven by email and detailed that it concerned her and her two daughters. She explained the sexual, physical, and emotional abuse she had endured for years and that it was now starting with her 18-year-old daughters. Then, she hoped for a response.
The next day, she was surprised by the quick response from Haven. She read it carefully and printed it. They were asking for details. They said Haven was intentionally a close-knit community separated from the world and must be selective.
She showed it to the girls before he returned from the bar, each with a copy. "Give them what they want. Write it out and give it to me before you leave for school in the morning. I will type it out in emails."
"Why would they need our body type, breast size, and weight and stuff?" Toni asked. Katie just stared at her. "Right, we have to get out of here."
She was back at the library the next day. She debated for a moment: one long email containing all our information or three separate emails. It was critical that whatever they did was for all of them.
It did get long. They wanted a short description of why they were seeking a place at Haven. She included what the girls had written and was impressed. Next was the personal stuff: Katie Andrews, mother, age 34, Caucasian, long blonde hair, hazel eyes, height 5' 5", trim body shape, C-cup breasts; Susie Andrews, daughter, age 18, Caucasian, long blonde hair, blue eyes, height 5' 4", athletic body shape, C-cup breasts; Toni Andrews, daughter (fraternal twins), age 18, Caucasian, long blonde hair, blue eyes, height 5' 4", athletic body shape, C-cup breasts.
Then, they wanted photos. Facial and full body. They gathered in the bedroom to take them, which she sent the next day, identifying who was who.
Then, another response. No question, but that they were very careful and selective. The girls would be out of school the next day. She showed the girls the email response.
"Interviews?" Susie questioned. "This is a process, isn't it?"
"No kidding," Toni added. "It sounds like Haven takes all this very seriously. Don't you think that if we can get accepted, we'll finally be safe?"
Katie nodded, "Be safe, be helped, and start a new life." They hugged, finally feeling that there might be hope for them. "They explained that the interview process is for their security as well as ours and that they have others at Haven to protect." The girls nodded. It was the kind of care and attention to security that they desired, too. "They will come to us for the interviews. You guys will be done with school, so your schedules can be open. What we need to concern ourselves with is him."
"But, Mom, he's going on that field repair project in a week, isn't he?" Susie reminded me.
"You're right. He'll be gone for a week and a half or two weeks," Katie said. "Maybe that schedule will work for them. They don't want us to travel and raise concerns with an overly attentive, paranoid abuser."
* * * *
They met a man in the lobby of a hotel on the outskirts of the city. He introduced himself as Kevin, first name only, and was a doctor at Haven. He led them up to a room on the third floor. The room was rearranged so it would accommodate three laptops on small tables and a chair at each. The tables were arranged so they would have our backs to each other. He explained the system employed by Haven to gauge the reactions of applicants to situations presented on the computers. They would be using headphones to cancel outside noise and provide only sound from the computers.
They were scheduled for three hours in the morning, lunch, and three more hours in the afternoon. Three days in a row. He confessed it was strenuous, but it only reflected the care and concern they held for the Haven community. They didn't object. He, him, that man, was out of town. Katie just needed to be home for when he might call after his shift in the field. Sometimes he called her cell, and sometimes the land line at the house.
The first morning was filled with extensive questionnaires about everything from their upbringing, men, home structure, control and domination, and abuse. It seemed exhausting. Then, there were videos depicting various forms of abuse treatment, ranging from one-on-one sessions, group therapy, and including zen techniques like meditation and yoga. After each video, they completed more questions about the videos. Kevin assured them there were no wrong answers. They were merely looking at how they reacted to each situation or activity.
They had lunch in the restaurant downstairs and returned for more videos and questions. At the end of the afternoon, he asked, "How are you ladies feeling?"
"Good, sir," Katie replied comfortably.
"Yeah," Susie responded, "really good, sir."
"I agree, sir," Toni added.
None of them even questioned the use of the word 'sir'. On the drive home, Kaie asked, "Honestly, how are you two feeling about today?"
They chimed in together, "Great, Mom. Really. It feels so... right. Isn't Kevin great?"
She smiled. She had the same reaction to the man. So different from what she'd had for a man for so very long.
The next morning, as she got dressed, she didn't put on panties. She didn't even think of it. She just didn't. Unknown to her, the girls didn't either. When they gathered in the kitchen to leave, Katie noted they were all wearing skirts and blouses. How interesting, she thought. She didn't question it. She just thought it.
They went straight up to the hotel room, where Kevin greeted them. He gave Katie a full hug and kiss on the cheek before letting her enter. He did the same with the girls. They all smiled at the attention. None of them objected or indicated anything out of place about the hug or light kiss. The morning was filled with more videos, questions, and endless words or music. They were given bottles of water for hydration. She wasn't sure if it was the water or the videos or both. Maybe the water was some sort of sports drink because she felt both subdued and energized at the same time. Contradictions, but true. She didn't think much about that, either.
Her mind flowed through the talk, videos, and questions with less and less trouble or fatigue. They were being fed a healthy dose of subliminal messaging in both video and audio snippets, not that they recognized it. Before going down for lunch, they used the bathroom. Katie couldn't believe how wet my pussy was, and the word 'cunt' flashed through her mind. She raised her skirt, slipped her hand between her legs, and felt. She moaned when she touched her pussy... cunt... and couldn't resist pressing a finger inside. It came out covered in her juice. She giggled. You really are a hot, sexy woman, she thought as she looked in the mirror. Where that came from, she wasn't sure, but she didn't question that either.
The afternoon session was much the same. Video, audio, and questions. How many men have you fucked? What is your favorite position for fucking? Have you ever done anal? Deep throat? Would it be nice not to have to wear clothes? Do you want to fuck right now? Or, suck a cock? Do you like it when men look at you with desire? Would you like to entice men to desire you? Would you like to have lots of men desiring you, wanting to fuck you?
When the afternoon session ended, "How are you feeling, ladies?" Kevin asked.
Katie walked up to the man and put her arms around him, pressed her body into his, and kissed him on the lips. It was hard and long. "I feel great, Kevin. Thank you."
She watched Susie and Toni do exactly the same things with similar words. It didn't shock her or cause her to question what was happening. She felt very, very aroused.
In the car, she asked, "Do I dare ask how you guys are doing?"
"God, mom," Toni blurted out. "I wanted to fuck him so bad as we were getting ready to leave."
Susie giggled, "I still feel that way. There is something about him, Mom."
Katie smiled in the mirror and at Toni sitting next to me. "I know what you mean. I wonder if it is him or Haven..."
"Or both," Toni finished.
The next morning, she not only didn't put on panties but also left her bra, too. Again, that never entered her mind. Gathered in the kitchen, it was easy to see the girls were also braless. She guessed they were also without panties.
When they arrived at the hotel room, Kevin greeted them again. This time, he not only hugged and kissed Katie, but he also groped her tit. "No bra, Katie, good girl." She smiled. "Is your cunt wet, too?" She nodded. Words stuck in her throat.
She entered and watched it play out with her girls, too. He groped their tits and they confessed to being wet. She smiled as she watched. Such good girls, she thought. They understand what a man needs.
The morning was more videos and audio. Much more graphic, too. A woman sucking cock and taking the cum into her mouth and then onto her face. Then, a woman was being fucked by a man as he moved her from position to position. Then, a woman is gang banged by four men, her cunt flowing with cum at the end.
With the end of the last video, she was gasping and moaning. Her fingers were deep in her cunt and stoking her clit. Her cunt was excessively wet as if she had orgasmed multiple times. Her eyes flickered open. She removed the headphones and turned to see the girls in a similar condition to her. Their blouses were open, their skirts bunched at their waists, their hands still stroking and fingering their cunts.
"It looks like you enjoyed those videos, ladies," Kevin said with a chuckle.
She giggled, "Oh... God... yes," she gasped. Her girls giggled with her.
"Suck your fingers clean of your juices, get your clothes back together, and we'll have lunch." The girls didn't say anything, and neither did she. She just wished he would fuck her.
After lunch, the girls and she barely touched while anxious to see what the afternoon held for them. They returned to the room, but Kevin passed it by to the next hotel room. He used a key card for it and opened the door. While still in the hall, they looked at Kevin curiously, and he just smiled, the door to the new room partially held open with his foot.
"You are doing very well, ladies," he said. "I think you will fit into our Haven community. Before that recommendation can be formally made, however..." and he paused.
Katie looked at the girls, and they were waiting, staring, and just as anxious as she was. "What can we do, sir?" she pleaded.
"Just tell us, sir," Toni added.
"We'll do anything, sir," Susie said.
"We know we will fit into Haven and be what Haven needs us to be," Katie said with new desperation. Interesting, if she had been thinking for herself, but she wasn't. No longer was she thinking of what Haven could be for them, but what they could be for Haven. And, she had no idea what that was. All she really knew was that she needed to be at Haven and she really, really needed to be fucked. She had never thought in those terms: cunt, tits, fucked. It all seemed so natural, though. The desperate need to escape him, that man, had been overshadowed by a desperate desire to be a part of the Haven community, and despite its remaining mystery, there was a deep feeling of fulfillment if they were accepted.
Kevin smiled again. He opened the door wider, and Katie stepped forward. He caught a blouse-covered tit in his hand and squeezed as he kissed her... or was she kissing him? Either way, she gasped and moaned into his mouth as his other hand found her skirt-covered ass and pulled her against him. She moaned into him again. Then, he released her and she stepped into the room. It was a normal hotel room with normal furnishings, including a king-sized bed in the center of it.
She turned back to the door as she heard a moan. Toni was in the same clutches of Kevin that Katie had been, and her arms were around his neck, her hips pressed into his. Next, Susie. Katie watched his hand grasp the tit of her daughter and watched her body pulled into his and their kiss, their very passionate kiss. Katie was holding Toni's hand as Susie was released, and she came to them, her hands reaching out to take theirs. They held hands in complete acceptance of what they had done, sharing the same feeling of... of it being so natural and right.
Kevin closed the room door and approached them. He stood before them and smiled. "As I said, ladies, I believe you are the kind of women Haven is looking for and can use. That's what you want, isn't it?" Katie stood with a daughter on either side of her, and nodded, and she knew they were as well. They were standing at the foot of the bed. She could feel its presence. "Excellent. I have a few questions, and then I can make my final determination of whether you belong in Haven."
Katie smiled. "We're ready, sir," she said for the three of them. The girls nodded their heads eagerly.
"How do you like to be dressed?"
"Naked, sir. If I could, I would always be naked," she gasped out. The girls verbally agreed.
"Why?" he asked.
She giggled, "Silly, to entice men to want to fuck me and to make it easy for them to touch me, probe me, and fuck me." The words came like repeating a mantra. The words reflected a belief born from repetition, like a church prayer from the repetition of saying it every Sunday. The words flowed from her lips like that, like a hopeful prayer."
"Toni," he directed his next question solely to her, "What kind of men do you want to fuck you?"
"Oh God," she exclaimed, "any man provided to me, sir."
"Susie, which of your holes have you been fucked in?"
She paused as if her mind was working on something. "Only my cunt, sir."
"Of you ass and throat, do you desire to learn to fuck using them, too?"
"Yes, sir!" she exclaimed. "Both, sir. I just haven't had the experience, but I'll learn whatever I need to, sir."
"In a single word, what are you, ladies?"
"Sluts!" they all said emphatically. He smiled, but then corrected them, "Yes, you are sluts, but not just sluts," he looked into their eyes for the next words to be held, "you are Haven sluts. You are sluts for Haven men and those Haven chooses. You are special."
Katie smiled at his words. Haven sluts. Special.
"Take off your clothes, sluts."
Her fingers were working the buttons of my blouse before the sound of 'sluts' ended in her ears. She shrugged off the blouse, her eyes catching the girls doing the same without hesitation. Next was her skirt. No panties and no bra. They were naked before him.
"NO... no, no, no," he uttered, and Katie could feel disappointment from not only her but the girls, too. "Sluts do not have hair on their cunts. Cunts must be fully and completely visible for a man to see and examine and desire."
"Sorry, sir," they all uttered in response.
"No damage done, sluts. You didn't know. Go into the bathroom, where you will find a hair removal cream. Katie, as the mother, you will read the directions to your daughters, and you will all help each other in the removal of all that offending hair. Part of your daily hygiene will be the removal of pubic hair." They nodded and rushed naked into the bathroom.
The door was left open. Somehow, they knew that sluts didn't mind being seen, that sluts were natural exhibitionists and enjoyed any exposure. The girls gathered before Katie, and she opened the box and read the directions. Not complicated. Trim the hair, apply the cream, wait, and shower it off. Test for smoothness and reapply if necessary. The girls were giggling. Their blonde hair meant they might have pubic hair, but all of them had sparse pubic hair, and the blondness made it less visible at a glance, which explained why Kevin hadn't noticed when they were masturbating to the videos.


"Ready, girls?" Katie asked. "I think we're going to be accepted. I just hope it is before 'he' returns."
"For sure, Mom. Yeah, let's do this. I'm so horny right now," Susie gasped.
"I hope he's going to fuck us, Mom," Toni said.
"Can one man fuck three sluts?" Katie asked as if the word held no negativity, as if she had just used 'women'.
They both giggled like the girls, or young women, they were. "Maybe we'll find out." She smiled at the thought, too.
She turned to pick up the tube of cream and saw the scissors sitting there. She smiled. Who's first?
After she had dried herself, the last of them using the cream, they stood looking at each other's cunts with smiles. She reached out to each of her daughters and felt between their legs and stroked their hairless cunts. Both moaned and returned the favor to hers. They stood sliding fingers over each other's cunts and moaning.
"Mom," Toni began softly, "have you ever... like... been with a woman?"
They watched for her reaction expectantly. She slipped a finger into each cunt and said, "Not yet." They both smiled and nodded their understanding and agreement.
They stepped from the bathroom and heard, "Now that is how a slut's cunt should look." Kevin was naked, and he was sure all of them noticed the same thing: his cock hanging long between his legs.
Now Katie understood. The reason why 'he', 'him', 'that man' had never satisfied her. She had thought it was her way, the way he wanted to fuck her, and it didn't do anything for her. No, she realized, looking at Kevin's cock. How could 'he' be so aggressive about using his tiny penis like there was something to be proud of? No, 'he' had a tiny penis. Kevin had a cock.
Calmly, he asked, "What does a Haven slut do when presented with a soft cock?"
Silly question, and they all responded immediately, not verbally but by action. They stepped toward him and dropped to their knees before him. Their hands and mouths began kissing and licking and stroking and massaging his cock and balls and any skin they could touch. They were clumsy and awkward as three mouths fought for moments with his cock, but he was soon hard, perhaps as much because three sluts were nearly fighting each other for his cock.
He stepped back from them. Katie watched desperately as the cock retreated. She stood, and the girls followed her lead. She sensed the next step coming.
He looked at them. "Your nipples are hard." They each looked down and smiled. Of course, they were, they were so aroused. "Are you cunts wet?" They all nodded expectantly. "What are you?" Haven sluts, they said immediately and in unison. "What do Haven sluts like you want?"
"To be fucked by Haven men, sir," Katie said for all of them. The girls nodded.
He indicated the bed, and they scrambled onto it without consideration of order. He crawled on, also. He was at their feet, their legs parted, and his gaze moving over their exposed cunts. Before him were Susie, Kate, and Toni.
He moved to Susie, the first in line, raised her knees, and splayed them wide. He inched between her spread thighs, his long cock pointing to her cunt. Toni and Katie raised onto their elbows to watch. His cock, pointing at her cunt was the most arousing thing Katie had ever seen.
"What do you want, Susie?"
"Fuck me, sir! Please, put your cock into my cunt and fuck me," she pleaded.
"No."
"No? Please, sir."
"You, Susie... you put my cock into your dripping wet cunt," he said.
She immediately reached out, took his cock in her hand, and guided it with his slight adjustment as he leaned over her until his cock parted her cunt lips and entered her. Her deep gasp and moans signaled to Toni and Katie the penetration of her cunt. Katie was fondling a tit and stroking her cunt as she watched her daughter being penetrated, and her slut-soul was eagerly anticipating feeling the same thing.
Susie continued to gasp and moan as his cock slid deeper and deeper into her. "You are tight, Susie. You haven't had many cocks in your cunt have you?"
She shook her head, "No... sir... ooooooo Godddddd... this feels soooooo... gooooodddd..." She stared up at him. They were lost to her. They may as well not even be there; her full attention was so fixed on Kevin. "Fuck me, sir... fuck me... ooooooo... yesssss."
Katie looked the other direction for just a moment to see Toni's reaction. She was moaning from her own fondling and probing of her cunt. Katie turned back to Susie and Kevin, their fucking, his cock moving in and out of her... her daughter. Soon, she thought, it would be her turn to feel his cock inside her. Oh, how she wanted his cock inside her like it was in Susie.
Her wanton, lustful thoughts were broken when Susie cried out and shuddered in orgasm. Katie reached out to her and grabbed her nearest tit. She cried out and raised her hips off the bed to meet his thrusts. Then, she collapsed back onto the bed.
Katie turned her attention from her daughter to Kevin. He was slowly pulling out of Susie's cunt when he turned his eyes to Katie. She shivered in anticipation. God, she wanted to be fucked by a real cock instead of a tiny penis. She wanted to feel this so badly... no, so desperately. A Haven slut needing a Haven cock. That's what it was. She lusted for his cock. She desired it and wanted it and needed it.
Kevin shifted to her, her knees already bent and splayed to the sides. Yes, she was ready. She reached forward, doing a mini-crunch to reach for his cock to guide to her cunt like he had Susie do.
"Anxious, Katie?" he teased with his cock just beyond the reach of her fingers.
"Yes, sir, I want your cock inside me. Please, sir, don't tease me now when it is so close," she pleaded desperately.
He moved forward, and she grasped his cock and pulled it and him to her drooling cunt hole. He didn't inch into her like Susie but thrust hard and deep.
He chuckled as he thrust again. "You're tight, too, Katie. Your old man didn't have much of a cock?"
"Almost... none, sir," she gasped as his cock continued to slam into her. "Oh... God... this is good... to have a... real cock," she gasped.
He continued fucking her, and it had been so long since she experienced a real orgasm that she couldn't hold it back. It was too soon, but... she cried out as her release exploded.
Two down, and he moved to Toni. She reacted no less desperately to his cock and pleaded for it to enter her just like her sister and mother.
Better leaving, he admonished them that not a word or hint could be expressed to anyone, and especially not to 'him'. He promised to be in touch by the following night. He gave Katie a flip phone.
"Use this and only this for my communication. I will call you. Don't use it for any other purpose."
They left the way they came... except now having bald cunts and just fucked.
Late afternoon of the next day, the flip phone rang. "Hello," Katie answered. It was Kevin, of course. They were accepted! He told her to pack one suitcase each and a backpack for carry-on. Tickets would be waiting at the Delta ticket counter. The flight was early. He would meet them at the other end for the continuation of their way to Haven.
"Congratulations," he said, "I know Haven will work out well for you and your girls. You'll be safe there to become the woman you want to be."
"Thank you, Kevin. Thank you, thank you, thank you." The women they want to be, she mused, are Haven sluts completely. It filled her. Escape, yes, but fully being a Haven slut was even more. "Haven will have three new and very good sluts, sir. We are so so excited."
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CHAPTER 2: THE JOURNEY TO HAVEN
Katie Andrews and her daughters had been accepted to Haven. They had started the search for an escape from abuse, extensively interviewed and evaluated, and we were finally notified that they were accepted. The next day, there would be plane tickets waiting for them at the local airport to start their journey of escape and hopeful fulfillment. Katie couldn't have anticipated what would happen to us, how the girls and she would evolve in the process of getting into Haven. The exact nature of Haven was still mysterious, and nothing of note would be provided until they were in Haven, until they were officially brought into the Haven community. They, the girls and she had learned so much about themselves and their needs and desires. Their desperate need to escape was transformed into an awareness that the security and safety from abuse would take on new roles and responsibilities that would always be expected in joining a close functional community.
Katie directed the girls to pack that night, not in the morning. The suitcases needed to be ready. The backpacks needed to be ready, except for those personal items needed for the night and morning. They would be up at 6:00 AM and on the road by 7:00 AM for the airport. 'He' was still not expected home from his field work assignment for three more days. If all went well, they would be long gone and safe in Haven by that time.
The girls were being great. Katie had put them into harm's way through her inaction when abuse increased, and especially when 'he' began including the girls in his attentions. They, however, were only concerned about her and now getting them all to safety.
"Mom?" She turned at the sound of Susie at the bedroom door.
"Hi, baby, are you and Toni ready?"
"Yeah, we hid our suitcases in the closet. You know, just in case. You want to put yours there, too. You know, just in case?"
Nobody wanted to speak directly to the fear they all shared that 'he' might unexpectedly arrive back early, but it didn't sound possible based on the call she received from him that evening. She nodded and carried it away. But moments later, she was back ... with Toni.
"Mom, we're not sure we will be able to sleep tonight. Can we sleep with you? I think it will be easier with you next to us." Katie nodded. It was late, and she felt it might help her to have them there, too. They stripped out of their tees and shorts and were naked as they climbed into the bed. She looked at them, surprised. They giggled, two fraternal sisters that seemed to be in sync more often than not. Toni laughed, "You know we all confessed a desire to be naked as much as possible."
"Yeah, Mom," Susie added, "the way Kevin talked, I have the feeling Haven is a place where we will be naked a lot. And there are Haven men there, too."
"You think," Toni picked up on her sister's line of thinking, "we'll be getting fucked a lot?"
"I sure hope so," Susie added. "Kevin's cock was sooooo so good."
Katie laughed and stripped naked to join them. They had her in the middle, and sleeping didn't appear to be foremost on their minds. "Mom, remember earlier today you said, not yet, when we asked if you had been with a woman?" Katie nodded. She was wondering when that was going to come up, again. "Well ... I mean ... well ... since we can't sleep ..."
She turned to Susie, who had been pushing it, and kissed her passionately. She stroked her daughter's tits and slid her hand down to her cunt as Susie eagerly opened her legs. She was very wet ... the slut, Katie silently mused with a smile. She turned to Toni and repeated everything and found the same aroused result.
"My daughters both have very wet cunts. I might think they were sluts," Katie giggled.
"Not just sluts, Mom, we are Haven sluts.. Just like you." Each turned and lowered their mouths to Katie's nipples and began sucking. Toni lifted barely off the nipple, "Wasn't Kevin's cock just so ... so amazing. God, I came so fast. I never knew a cock could be so big."
Katie laughed, "'He' 'him' never actually got that far, did 'he'?" They both confirmed her impression. "Well, let me tell you ... his little penis is a small fraction of Kevin's."
The girls laughed, "How could you orgasm on that?"
Katie laughed more, "I didn't! I just pretended to feed his ego."
"Mom, I'm sorry," Toni said. Susie added to it.
"For what?" Katie asked while fondling their juicy cunts.
"For what you had to endure all those years. We should have pushed you to leave earlier."
"Oh my sweet girls, that was never your responsibility. I should have taken us away earlier."
"Mom, how do we make love to each other all at the same time?"
"A daisy-chain," she said. "I read about it in a romance novel once." She arranged them in a tight circle, each of them licking and sucking the cunt of another. It was tender and loving and beautiful. And, they all orgasmed.
* * * *
"Wake up, girls," Katie said, nudging them. At least they got some sleep, she thought.
"What? What time ..."
"Almost 5:00 AM," she replied. "Get up, we're leaving as soon as you are ready. I'm not staying here a minute longer than necessary."
They clumped around naked, pulling the last things together. Then they dressed per the instructions from Kevin: T-shirts, short skirts, and no underwear. Katie didn't have any short skirts or t-shirts. 'He' thought t-shirts were too provocative. Too provocative? She wanted to laugh. She fucked a guy she had only met a few days before and stood before him naked without any qualms. The girls gave her a pleated skirt of theirs (they often shared clothes) that came to mid-thigh. They were overjoyed. She was shocked. It fit.
She promised to stop near the airport for coffee and breakfast. They obviously had more than enough time. "Mom, what do you think will happen when 'he' comes home?"
"Well, first, he will have to figure out how to get into the house. When I didn't use the remote to lower the garage door? I went back in to rip the wires from the control. I then nailed the door to the backyard shut just like I had to every other door before we left."
The girls were shocked. "Mom ... you're such a bad ass!" Katie laughed with them.
It was still early, but she wanted to get past the TSA security checkpoint. Even if 'he' came home early and a miracle told him they were at the airport, 'he' would be able to get to them beyond TSA. They eventually boarded the plane and settled in. The girls were together, and Katie was just across the aisle. The take off, flight, and landing were unremarkable, which is to say, it was perfect.
Atlanta. They had no idea where they were eventually going, but Atlanta was far away. They stopped at a restroom before heading to Baggage Claim. They were descending the escalator when Katie spotted him. She pointed at the girls, and they waved excitedly. They tried to be discreet as they approached him, but they all failed miserably. He seemed to enjoy it.
"How are my sluts doing?" he asked in a low voice.
"Oh my god," Katie exclaimed, "I am so glad to see you. That means we are far away from there. Thank you, Kevin." She stepped into him and kissed him hard. Nothing unusual about that in an airport.
He looked down at her chest and pinched an erect nipple pushing out from under the thin t-shirt the girls had given her to wear. She had forgotten that all three of them were without bra or panties per his instruction. He leaned into her and softly said, "Good slut, no bra. Should I lift your skirt and see if you are also without panties?" She stared at him. Something flashed in her head ... he could do what he wanted. She would let him do what he wanted. He was a Haven man, and she was a Haven slut. Not just a slut but a Haven slut. He smiled, "Maybe tonight you'll be able to thank me even more."
She laughed, "You have three Haven sluts to assure that." The girls were almost bouncing for their chance to greet Kevin themselves, their unrestrained tits bouncing under their t-shirts.
They retrieved their suitcases and went across the access street to the elevated parking garage, where Kevin had a large SUV. He wanted all of them in the back seat. Katie ended up in the middle. Kevin turned in his driver's seat and handed them blind folds and headphones. "Remember when I said Haven is extremely careful to maintain secrecy for the safety of those living there?" They nodded. "I have to ask you to wear these. There is music programmed into them."
"We're fine, Kevin," Katie said. "We'll do whatever is required to finally be at Haven. You tell us what we need to do and we'll do it."
Susie added, "That's just being a good Haven slut, sir."
He smiled, "You three are going to be perfect." Katie just knew it in her soul, and she glowed under the praise. "There are bottles of water at your feet. Be sure to drink. We have about a 14-hour drive to get to Haven. Driving the last part assures that nobody can track you. You didn't rent a car, book another flight, bus, or train. Since it is already early afternoon, we'll stop tonight and arrive at Haven by late morning tomorrow."
"Thank you, sir," Toni said. "We can't wait to get to Haven and be true Haven sluts." The three of them giggled in shared agreement.
The blindfolds made it dark, and the headphones canceled out all other sounds but the programmed music. Not that they knew, but it wasn't just music programmed into the headphones. The final subliminal messaging was also included unnoticed with the rest.
Very quickly, Katie adjusted to the strangeness of the situation. She put a hand out to each side and felt bare skin. Her daughter's short skirts were pushed up when settling into the back seat. She stroked up each thigh. Susie is on her left and Toni is on the right. God, she was horny, and touching her daughters became so arousing. She stroked my hands higher and higher, pushing the skirt material higher and higher. I reached and shifted her hands to the insides of their thighs and felt them both open their legs.
"Feel my wet cunt, Mom," Susie gasped, "ooooo that feels sooooo good."
Katie pushed a finger into her cunt, "How about that," she said, realizing they could hear each other.
"Fuck, yessss ... you ... you can hear me?" she gasped.
"So can I, you ... horny Haven slut," Toni gasped as Katie penetrated her cunt, too.
"And so can I," came Kevin's voice. "Your headphones are synced together and to my comm device. It would be a long drive without some ... ah... diversion. Since you have already started, Katie, I want all of you to pull your skirts up and open your legs as wide as possible. Katie, you continue fingering your daughter, and you two finger your mom."
"Won't passing cars and trucks be able to see us?" Katie asked.
"Probably," was all he replied. She giggled at the thought of such exposure, but her fingers returned blindly to her girls' cunts, and their fingers blindly found hers.
Time ceased to have meaning without reference and in the dark. The vehicle was clearly on an Interstate or similar high-speed highway, but little else could be discerned without sight or hearing. The girls were fingering her cunt, and while it was very nice, she needed more to fully peak into an orgasm, which she was needing the more they fingered her, and she was sure by their sounds that they were feeling the same way.
"I need more," she gasped. "I need an orgasm."
"It's too awkward, Mom," came Toni's gasping voice.
"Here," came Kevin's voice, "put out your hands, Katie. Use these."
She reached ahead blindly and felt a plastic bag. She set it in her lap and reached inside ... dildos? ... they had to be. She put one on Susie's lap and another on Toni's. She dropped the bag over my shoulder into the back and kept the last one.
"Drink first," came Kevin's voice.
They fumbled for a bottle. By then, there were full and partial bottles rolling on the floor. They took one indiscriminately and drank. It was the same water they had been given regularly in the hotel. She sank the dildo into her cunt and sighed as she was able to slide it in and out at her desired pace. She heard the girls release their own sounds. Suddenly, they came alive. Vibrating. Kevin obviously had the remote. She slumped further on the seat and pushed the vibrating fake cock into her dripping cunt. She heard the girls gasping and panting, too. Their sounds filled her head and heightened her own arousal. God, she thought, she was slumped in the back of a car with her cunt fully exposed, shoving a dildo in and out. And her two girls were beside her, doing the same. She cried out in orgasm and heard the girls doing the same.
"That was beautiful," Kevin's voice came to them after they quieted themselves. Katie still had the dildo in her cunt even though her hands no longer held it there.
"You could see?" she asked softly as her breathing settled.
"I have a micro camera lens in the back of the console. It shows on the screen on the dashboard. Not very good quality, I'm afraid, it's kind of a fish-eye kind of view. Still, though, three horny sluts using dildos on their cunts ..."
Susie added the obvious, "I suppose truckers could get a pretty good view, too?"
"Better when I cruised alongside a truck for miles. Of course, that exposed Toni and your mom more than you." He chuckled.
Katie reached over to Susie to pat her thigh and found her fingers on the dildo in her cunt. Susie surprised her, "Toni, can we switch sides for a while?"
Katie had to laugh. "You slut," she uttered.
"Yeah ..." Susie replied, "a Haven slut like you." It was awkward and clumsy. Katie shifted to Susie's side, and the girl almost fell over her and Toni to be at the other window.
"Okay," Kevin caught our attention again, "are you settled? Then strip completely. Throw your tees and skirts in the back. Have more water and reinsert those dildos."
Again, they blindly struggled out of their clothes, stretching the tees to go over the headphones, fumbled for water bottles, drank several gulps, and slipped the dildos back into their cunts. Deep, long sighs escaped all three of them as the vibrating resumed. Fully naked in the back of the vehicle, dildos being fucked into their cunts, and their own hands fondling their tits. Fully exposed, and they never knew when other vehicles on the highway were alongside. Katie was sure to be exposed to any passenger in a pickup truck alongside. God, it was exciting! She felt another orgasm rising slowly and surely.
Kevin varied the vibration of their dildos, had them stop long enough for more of that special water, and switched places, again. The pauses tempered their arousal slightly, just enough to prolong the rise to the next orgasm. Was he watching them closely enough to judge that? Even that was arousing. He was watching them masturbate on the dashboard screen, vehicles outside their windows, some being able to see in, and truckers, they were sure he continued to drive alongside to provide a prolonged show. They each had numerous big and small orgasms during the day.
Katie felt the vehicle slow, move to the side, and finally come to a stop. The car started with a sharp turn to the left, slowed again with a turn to the right, and stopped again. Then it started and stopped.
"I'll be right back," Kevin's voice came to them without further explanation. Back? Where were they? Where was he going? Suddenly, it felt very vulnerable. It seemed like a long time in the dark and quiet. Then, the car sagged a bit as he sat back into the seat. "Needed gas," he calmly said.
"We're at a gas station?!" Toni blurted out.
He laughed, "You drew quite a crowd, too. I told them we were playing truth or dare, and you all lost."
"Fuck ..." Susie uttered in disbelief, "people were standing right at the windows?" He didn't exactly answer. He just chuckled again as they felt the car move forward. He had exhibited them to a bunch of strangers. God, if she had known, it would have been so embarrassing, but she didn't know. That made it very exciting. She needed another orgasm. God, what a slut she was becoming. Hearing the girls over the headphones, they were working themselves for another orgasm, too. Three new sluts. Three new Haven sluts. God, this was so hot to realize. And hotter that they were accepting it so completely.
* * * *
Eventually, Katie felt the vehicle slow again. Another exit, she told herself. At the stop, "Here are three very large shirts. Put them on and button them. We need to stop for the night. I'll be right back."
Again, he was leaving them in the car. At least this time they were covered. "You've taken the dildos out of your cunts, right girls?" Despite having accepted being Haven sluts, they didn't object to still being referred to as my 'girls'.
I heard giggles, "Thanks, Mom. It's still vibrating and feels so good, though."
The side door opened, and Kevin said, "Bring the dildos but nothing else. I'll take you in one at a time with your blindfolds on." Wow, Katie thought, he really is being careful that they can't even have the blindfolds off for just those few moments to move into the motel.
Inside the room, they were allowed to remove the blindfolds and headphones. Katie had to blink at the sudden light. She noticed that there was a TV, but no visible remote, and all visitor information was missing. He was taking no chances. Eventually, she assumed, they would have some idea where Haven was, but maybe not much of an idea.
He left them in the room after they promised not to look for any indication of where they were. He returned with a large pizza, which they devoured with another bottle of Haven water. He had been pleasantly surprised to open the door to find them naked. Haven sluts want to be naked had been flashing through Katie's brain, and she assumed the same for the girls as they had quickly followed suit.
"Sir," Toni began politely, "I don't mean to sound like I am pushing because I'm just curious, but how much more driving do you think we have before we finally arrive at Haven?"
"Yes, sir," Susie added, "we're so very, very, anxious to finally get there."
"It's actually all we've been thinking about, Kevin," Katie added in the hope of convincing him.
"No harm in telling you that." He smiled. "First, what are you?"
In unison, they said, "Haven sluts, sir," came out proudly. And, how could it be otherwise? The three of them were sitting naked with him fully dressed, and they weren't uncomfortable in the least.
"And, what is it that Haven sluts do at Haven?" he asked as a follow-up.
"Haven sluts fuck Haven men, sir," they said.
"And?"
"And, any other men we are directed to fuck by Haven." Katie wasn't sure why, but she smiled. The responses rolled off their tongues so naturally and automatically from somewhere deep in their brains that it made it real for them.
"Very good. Much more advanced than any I have brought to Haven." Katie glanced at the girls, and they showed the same pride in his comments that she felt. "We are still about four hours of driving remaining. If we leave at a reasonable hour in the morning, we'll be there by early afternoon."
"We can't wait, sir," Susie said.
"And ... ahmm ... about thanking you ..." Toni hesitantly added.
"It was a long day for me, and the way you three were having orgasms back there, it was for you, too. I, for one, need sleep for the drive tomorrow, but ..." they were all crowded around the little table in the room and were leaning forward in anticipation, "... so I can't climax in each of you, but I can fuck you all and see which cunt I cum in."
They clamored onto the king-sized bed on their hands and knees with knees spread wide and bare cunts pointing at him. He chuckled. As he stripped out of his clothes, "Yes, indeed, more advanced for certain. I think Haven is going to love you three."


He crawled onto the bed behind them. From left to right, it was Kaite, Toni, and Susie. Had she been able to scramble faster to be on the left and beat out her own daughters to be the first for him to penetrate? She didn't remember planning that, but ...
He came up behind her, his hand on her right hip as his cock touched her cunt lips. A slight shift back on her part, and his cock was barely inside. She gasped, "Oh, God, that feels good to have a real cock again."
"You're such a slut, Mom," came Toni's voice next to her, and a laugh from Susie behind her. Katie didn't respond with anything more than more gasps and moans as Kevin's cock was thrust deeper into her.
He fucked her for several minutes, much too short, before pulling out of her cunt to moans of frustration from her, but a moan of excitement from Toni as he quickly thrust into her cunt. He worked down and back fucking them for minutes before moving along to the next cunt. Katie knew they weren't going to achieve an orgasm this way, but he would, and that was the important thing at that moment. It was their 'thank you' to him, their gratitude, and their appreciation. Three days of evaluation by him, and they came away with being accepted to join the Haven community. They would be safe and fulfilled. What more could they possibly want?
Kevin ended up climaxing in Susie. Kevin needed to sleep as it was just past midnight, and they wanted an early start in the morning. They didn't think they could sleep, though. Tomorrow they would be in Haven!
They tried forming another daisy-chain, but even the king-sized bed wasn't big enough with Kevin sleeping. Katie nudged the girls and indicated the floor. They giggled but joined her there. A hotel carpeted floor probably wasn't the place you'd want to spend time ordinarily, but they were in desperate need. None of them knew how many orgasms they had inflicted on each other in the car or enjoyed with the dildos, but it clearly wasn't enough. Their minds were filled with Haven. And, they were going to be Haven sluts soon.
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CHAPTER 3: A HAVEN WELCOME
The next morning, they were up early. This was the day. Kevin went down to the little breakfast area and returned with coffee, pastries, and hard-boiled eggs for them. They were on the road by 7:30. They left the room in their large shirts, blindfolds, and headphones. Once they were on the highway, though, Kevin told them to remove the shirts. Naked again. Naked on the highway. Once again, if there were trucks alongside them to see them, they wouldn't know.
They had forgotten about the dildos, with their thoughts concentrated on Haven until Kevin told them to shove the dildos into their cunts. Once inside, the vibrations started again. Then, Katie remembered the small camera that allowed him to see them. Her arousal spiked.
Kevin must have made good time. They drove for quite a while on a slower highway, but still without a lot of stops. Katie managed to orgasm twice, and it sounded in the headphones like the girls must have also.
Finally, the car slowed and Kevin announced, "Almost there. Stay naked." They were almost there, but they were to remain naked? The memory of our being naked at that gas station rushed back to Katie. Was this a similar thing? The car came to a dead stop, but they couldn't hear a thing. Kevin must not have activated his comm for them to hear.
* * * *
"Hey, Kevin. Heard you were off for an interview," the guy in the guard shack commented.
"Yeah, and look what I found," Kevin said with a jerk of his thumb over his shoulder.
"Damn, three of them in one visit?"
"Mother and two fraternal twin daughters who just turned 18. The wife had been abused by the husband for quite a while, but when he started showing interest in the girls, she split and contacted Haven."
"Are they good?"
"Good? Yeah, they transitioned perfectly. Best I've ever seen after the programming. They're already the most compliant and eager sluts I've brought back."
"Gotta try them, then," the guard said with eagerness.
"They'll go through the normal assessment and whatever period of training with Steven. That's all up to what he decides. But then, when you're not on duty here and on the island, yeah, look them up. They're going to be staying together."
"Damn, all three of them? Never done that. I'd like to try that."
* * * *
The car started again, but drove for only a short distance before stopping again. "Okay, we're almost there. I might as well tell you now because you'll figure it out. The last leg of this journey is by boat. Haven men will assist you, but you will keep your blindfolds and headphones on for a bit longer."
"Naked, sir?" Katie asked nervously.
"These are Haven men. What are you?"
"A Haven slut, sir. Sorry, I understand," she assured him.
"A word of warning, these are men, Haven men or just regular men, we all appreciate a sexy naked woman."
"I understand that, too, sir. We should expect to be touched and felt," she said as much for the girls as to him.
The doors on both sides opened, and they were helped out. True to Kevin's warning, they were felt and stroked as they were led from the car, down a wooden surface she assumed was a dock, and carefully assisted onto a boat that shifted when they stepped onto it. They were guided to seats. She could feel a breeze and the gentle rocking of the boat, presumably from both waves and the movement of men on the boat.
The boat engines started. That wasn't an audible thing, but vibration through the floor. Kevin spoke through the comm, "Obviously, Haven is an island. It is about four miles from this harbor, which is the closest land. Now, perhaps, you can understand why we believe we can keep you safe. You won't be found here. Haven is your new community, and soon you will be able to see it."
"How are you guys doing?" Katie asked the girls, knowing full well Kevin would be able to hear.
"Great, Mom," came Susie's voice. Then she giggled, "One of those guys fingered my cunt."
"Mine, too," came Toni's voice. "We're finally here, Mom. Can you believe it? We're finally here, and he'll never find us."
Having no idea how fast the boat was or how long it took to cross open water for four miles, she settled back and waited. She knew there were men around them watching. They were naked, after all. But something told her this was going to be their life in Haven: naked and available to Haven men. Damn, just the thought had her dripping again.
Before she knew it, though, Kevin's voice came through the headphones, "You can remove your headphones and blindfolds. But open your eyes slowly. You have been in the dark for a long time, and the sun is bright here."
Damn, he was sure right. All she could do for minutes was slit her eyes because of the brightness. When she could finally see, she turned to find her girls. They were struggling, too. Making contact, though, they were all smiles. Of course, the first thing they took note of was the four guys watching them with smiles. Another guy was at the controls of the boat.
Kevin was across from them and smiling. "Welcome to Haven," he said and pointed ahead of the boat. Katie craned her head around but finally stood, the girls following her into the cockpit to look in the direction the boat was moving. A dark line was on the horizon. She turned back to see something similar to where they had come. The girls hung onto her on either side. They were all smiles. Katie was, too. Finally.
Toni was standing next to her on the right and closest to the man driving the boat. "Welcome to Haven," he said. "What's your name?"
"Toni, sir," she responded with a big smile. Katie watched her and him in the exchange. She turned to look back at Kevin, the Haven only man they really knew. He nodded. The driver was pointing out something about the controls. Watching her naked daughter so comfortable with a clothed man they hadn't ever even seen before was exciting, even arousing. She hadn't followed the conversation when suddenly, Toni said, "Oh, can I?"
The chair he was on swiveled but was fastened to the deck of the boat. Even so, he managed to spread his legs and create enough room for Toni to get in front of him and half-sit on his lap. She took the wheel from him. He tapped the compass and pointed out at the dark line getting slowly larger. Toni settled in with concentration. She was all smiles. The man had a naked young woman in front of him, and he wasn't letting the opportunity pass as his hands became active while holding her steady. One hand found a tit, and the other was fondling her stomach, and apparently lower as Toni spread her legs a bit more. Katie heard her moan, but her concentration never wavered from controlling the boat.
Susie and Katie turned to the back of the boat. The men there watched them as they went to rejoin them. One motioned for Susie to sit between him and another man while Katie received a similar offer from two others. Susie and she were sitting across from each other with Haven men on either side of them. They gave their names when asked, and within moments, they were both being stroked and fondled. One of the men turned Katie's head, and she was already preparing to kiss him. The kiss was natural and passionate without any fear or nervousness about doing so with a man she didn't know. When her head was turned to the other side, she glanced across to see Susie similarly involved. With her head turned to the other man, she was facing the cockpit and saw that Toni had abandoned driving the boat and was straddling the man in a full embrace and kiss.
Fingers stroking Katie's cunt brought her back to her own situation. A finger quickly entered her dripping cunt as her nipples were pulled and teased as she was turned from one kiss to another. She was lost in the feeling of being wanted and of giving herself. They hadn't quite arrived at Haven, and she was already feeling the joy and wonder of being a Haven slut to Haven men.
When she was allowed to come up for air, she noticed the island was very close. Both men who had been fondling and enjoying her mouth and body, patted her thighs, "Welcome to Haven. I know now why Kevin thinks you three are going to be magnificent Haven sluts."
Katie smiled at him, "Thank you, sir. I hope... uhmm... we can meet again."
"I'm going to make sure of it," he said with a chuckle, "and your daughters, too." Katie beamed back at him.
When the boat coasted to the dock, she noted it was coming alongside a floating portion so that it and the boat would be at the same level. Steep stairs led to the main dock and land. The men moved efficiently to tie-off lines front and back to secure the boat while others gathered the suitcases and them. They stood behind a couple of men where an opening in the side of the boat was created by swinging a section inward. They were assisted from the gently rocking boat to the dock that was moving less noticeably. Katie stood on the main dock and looked out over the ocean and down the coast of the island on each side. It was beautiful. Blue water, blue cloudless sky, and a gentle ocean breeze. She realized they must have been on the protected side of the island, as the ocean seemed a bit rougher beyond than where they were.
They followed Kevin onto the island itself. All they were wearing were sandals on their feet, which protected them from the dirt path leading into the inland. Kevin began pointing things out to them, but assured them they would be receiving a more thorough orientation in the coming period of training with Steven. They began seeing more people and buildings. The first buildings were maintenance and storage/supplies. Katie noticed their suitcases going to that building. She stopped.
Kevin calmly said, "You are dressed the way you will always be dressed while at Haven, Katie. If any of the Haven sluts need clothing of any kind for any reason, it is provided by Haven. Sometimes, for instance, it might get colder when a front comes in from the north, and it would be uncomfortable being naked outside. But, be assured, what you will be provided to wear will still allow easy access to your body." He turned to the three of them, "What do Haven sluts want more than anything else?"
The three of them giggled like school girls, "To be fucked by Haven men, of course, sir." He smiled and continued.
We saw our first Haven slut. She was naked, tending a flower garden next to a building they were walking toward. As they approached her, Kevin stopped, "This is slut Marie." She stood at the hearing of her name. Marie was well tanned and was older than Katie, maybe even middle-aged. "Slut Marie has been with us for..." and he paused, thinking as he put his arm around her and cupped a tit. "What, Marie? About four years?" The woman smiled and nodded. She sighed openly as her nipple was twisted, but she seemed embarrassed.
As they stepped away, Katie mentioned that to Kevin. He nodded. "You will find many different reactions from the sluts here at Haven. Most are compliant to Haven men, but for some, there is a bit of tolerance and, like Marie, some are still embarrassed when touched or more in public." He stopped before opening the door to the building and looked each of them in the eyes, touching each of their tits. With a smile, "Which is why I said earlier that I think you three are special. You are already fully compliant, but also eager. You have no embarrassment or shyness about being naked with men or being touched. That was further established on the boat ride. You were all being handled by men you didn't know."
Toni giggled, "It was very exciting, sir."
He smiled, "I could see that reaction from each of you. That's what I mean. Most sluts require more training after arriving. Steven is our trainer, and I will be interested in hearing his assessment of you." With that, he opened the door for them to enter.
They were led into a large office where one man sat behind a desk, another stood next to it, and three other men were standing around the room. The man behind the desk was introduced to them as Matthew, the head of Haven. The other man standing next to him was Steven, who they knew now was the trainer, whatever that meant. Matthew was a year or two older than Katie, white, and athletic. Steven was black, a few years younger than her, and very muscular.
Matthew welcomed them and discussed some things about Haven as a community and the island. There was more history about the island that they didn't need to know. It was actually called Lois Key and was part of the Florida Keys group of islands. It was now a private island located roughly 20 miles east of Key West and 4 miles south of Cudjoe Key, the nearest harbor. It was not accessible except by boat. The island was notorious until 1999 as the site of a commercially operated breeding colony of rhesus monkeys, which were then removed from the island. What Matthew did say was that it was now the home of Haven. The island is prominently marked 'private' and patrolled by Haven staff for privacy and our safety. All the sluts had escaped abuse of one form or another, and their protection was what Haven was. There were no vehicles on the island except for electric carts.
Steven was introduced as the trainer. He would be responsible for assessing their readiness for entry into Haven, but his responsibilities also included physical conditioning. "Just by first impression," Steven offered, "it appears Toni and Susie are used to physical conditioning, but Katie will need more of a fitness plan." He saw her face change slightly. "That's not a criticism, Katie. It is only a comparison with your fit daughters. You have the body of a much younger woman," he said as he further inspected her body. "Impressive... all three of you. I look forward to working with you." Katie smiled at him, and a quick glance at the girls showed they were, too.
Then, there was a change. Steven gave a quick nod, and the three extra men stepped forward and opened their shorts. All three were well-tanned Caucasians with soft cocks now exposed that looked promising of being big. Why her mind made such a quick assessment of their cocks, she didn't know. Cock size didn't matter for them responding to Haven men, but the size might lead to their own pleasuring, and there was nothing wrong with that. Haven sluts fuck Haven men flashed through her mind again.
Katie stepped to the closest man with another thought flashing, Haven sluts offer to suck a soft Haven cock. She knelt before the man and looked up at him. Before grasping it, she asked, "Sir, would you like me to suck your cock?" He nodded without a word. She grasped it at the base and kissed the head before taking it into her mouth. She didn't check on her daughters, but heard the same from each of them.
The cock in her mouth began to grow, thicken, and lengthen as she sucked and stroked it. She had been right. It was growing into a nice length that would be good to fuck, she thought. Hmm, she thought, a growing cock in her mouth.
"Amazing, Kevin," Steven said. "In all the initial greetings of new sluts, has this ever happened before?"
Matthew answered, "No, never. I would remember."
Steven added, "They were highly suggestible, apparently. They didn't even hesitate or think. They immediately responded to a soft Haven cock. Amazing. I was doubting your report, Kevin. But I see now. These three... yeah, they'll do anything with more work."
None of that sank into Katie as she focused entirely on the cock now rigidly hard in her mouth. Receiving no direction to the contrary, she continued to suck with every intention of swallowing cum.
"Fuck, her mouth is good," Katie's man gasped. The other men were saying similar things. She was so proud. She was apparently performing well, but the girls were, too. When she felt the cock pulse in her mouth, she sucked harder and strained her eyes up. His eyes were closed, and his mouth was hanging open. Another flash, Haven sluts suck cocks and swallow. No Haven cum is lost. His hands were on her head, but merely resting there. Spurt after spurt filled her mouth as she gulped it all down. She sucked to take all his cum out of his leaking cock, licked the head of any remaining cum, and sat back on her heels. She looked up at him with a smile as she licked her lips.
When she stood, the Haven men all seemed pleased. So was she. The girls had sucked and swallowed as they knew they should. They were Haven sluts, after all.
Matthew smiled, "Welcome to Haven, sluts. I'm impressed. Now," he added, "be honest, is there anything you need before you leave?"
"Anything, sir," Katie asked. The girls watched her anxiously.
"Anything, Katie slut."
"Sir, it has been quite a while since each of us has been fucked to orgasm. Tasting cum was good but..."
He smiled and glanced at Steven, who shook his head, but it wasn't a shaking of 'no' but of wonder, she thought. Matthew pointed to the three men they had sucked, "Find me three more." They smiled, nodded, and left.
"Really, sir?" Katie exclaimed in surprise.
"Haven sluts need to be fucked, my dear. And, you three are apparently already at that level." She and the girls shared excited looks. They'd been forced by necessity to share Kevin.
The door reopened, and they turned to find three more Haven men entering. They were instructed to lean over the desk. They complied instantly, their feet spreading wide in anticipation. The three of them were facing Matthew, who watched intently.
"OH... FUCK YEESSSS," Katie exclaimed at the same moment the girls verbalized their own relief at being penetrated by a cock. "Thank... you...," Katie uttered with gasps as the cock in her began to immediately thrust deep.
Matthew watched them being fucked for several minutes, then, "Slut Susie, what are you?"
"A Haven slut, sir," she gasped. "Ohhhh... this is... soooooo gooooodddd."
"Slut Toni," he then addressed the other daughter, "what is a Haven slut?"
"Yesss... fuck me..." she gasped. "Sorry, sir... ooooooo... a Haven slut... fucks Haven... men, sir."
"Slut Katie, how do Haven sluts fuck?"
"Haven sluts... hmmmm yesssss... love cock... Haven sluts fuck... any Haven man... or other man... directed to us... fuck me like that... Haven sluts fuck... whenever... wherever, and... however a... Haven man desires... sir."
He reached over the desk and took her nipple and one of Toni's in his fingers. "Look at me, sluts." Katie raised her gaze to him. "Perfect answers, sluts. But remember, though you are to fuck Haven men, you still have your own needs. I think you three will need to be fucked often. There are plenty of Haven men here."
He was telling them they should ask to be fucked. "Thank you... sir."
OH GOD, Katie thought, how exciting was all this? They had just arrived at Haven, and they sucked cock and were being fucked by men they barely had the chance to see their faces, much less know. And... they were being watched. Katie turned her head to the side to see Toni being fucked hard, her moans and gasps echoing hers and Susie's, her tits swinging from the hard fucking she was receiving, and a look of lust on her face.
Haven sluts.
Katie was struggling. Her orgasm was rapidly rising, but she was determined to feel his cum, first. She squeezed with her cunt, and he groaned. "Fuck me hard," she pleaded, "yesssss like that... it is soooo... good. I love your... cock fucking me!" She felt his cock swell and pulse. Just a bit more, she willed herself. Then, she felt it. A strong twitch of his cock and a deeper thrust, and cum spewing into her cunt. "OH FUCK... OH FUCK... YESSSSS!" she cried out with her orgasm.
Her head sagged, her arms shook, and her cunt spasmed as the last of his cum leaked into her and her own orgasm slowly ebbed. She glanced to the side. Toni was collapsed on the desk, Matthew stroking her head, her man had already pulled out. Susie was gasping and still moaning, but was still supported on her arms. Her man had also pulled out. When Katie's man pulled out, she felt the moment of emptiness. Then, she turned and went to her knees in front of him. That seemed to trigger the girls, too. They were all on their knees, licking and sucking the cocks clean.


Steven's voice came to her, "Damn, they have taken to the programming so well, already. I'm excited to see what more I get them to do."
Kevin led them out of the office and down the hall. They passed other men who eyed them and a few other naked sluts in offices. They entered an office where they were processed into Haven. Simple paperwork and forms to sign. Something about willing participation and being at Haven and following the rules. Kaite barely glanced at the forms. Then, they were given soft leather collars already prepared for them. They were buckled around their necks comfortably with the buckle in the back and a shiny metal plate on the front. Katie looked at Toni's collar and smiled. Her tag read, 'SLUT TONI'. She knew what hers read. She was now Slut Katie. Susie was Slut Susie.
All three of them fingered their collars and smiled. Haven sluts.
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CHAPTER 4: HAVEN TRAINING
Katie and the girls woke to a new and exciting world and future. Haven sluts lived in a dormitory-type building, and much like college dorms, the rooms were designed for two or three.
They were given a room with a king-sized bed for the three of them. It was what they wanted, and it had been given to them. They were together. They ate dinner in the dining room and met some of the other sluts. The conversation was easy. Naked sluts were comfortable with who and what they were. They showered before bed but couldn't resist a daisy-chain and mutual orgasms before succumbing to sleep.
Each room had a screen fastened to the wall. It contained several channels they would explore later, but one was an up-to-date weather report and forecast, and another was information for the day, including any appointments. They were directed to meet with Steven. It even provided a satellite view indicating where they needed to be.
They slipped into their sandals, applied spray sunscreen to each other, making sure they were well covered, and went outside. The day was another clear sky with lots of sun and warmth. They oriented themselves and headed for Steven's training center, a building of its own, where they found a cardio room, a weight training room, a room with a queen bed, and several doors that weren't open. They found Steven in a small classroom with separate computer stations, very different from any they'd ever seen. The stations were an easy chair with a computer monitor and keyboard attached with arms. Interesting.
"Good morning, sluts," he greeted them cheerily. No slight in the greeting. They were sluts ... no, they were Haven sluts, and Katie accepted she was Slut Katie. It brought a smile to her face. Starting a new experience and journey, and this man was going to start them on the journey.
"I don't think I have said this to any other arriving slut. I certainly would never have had a reason to mean it before now. So, I don't want any of you to take this as an ego thing. We don't want competition among the Haven sluts. We want a peaceful community of Haven men and Haven sluts, so we all work together in common harmony and security. That said, you three are the finest new sluts ever to come to me for initiation training." They shared looks among themselves and smiled.
"Thank you, sir," Katie said for the three of them.
"I mean that as an expression of the truth, or I wouldn't have said it. I am known as a firm task master around here. Ask any of the sluts. I don't tolerate a lack of effort, even if you are tired from the night before. If you are here for training, I expect your best effort." They all nodded. The girls especially understood what a demanding coach was like. "I want you to take my comment for what they are: I think you are exceptional. What that means is that I will be expecting more from each of you, which may be more than I would expect from any of the other sluts. I mean it to challenge you to continue to impress me and every Haven man here. You understand what I mean?"
"Of course, sir," Toni jumped in. "You expect us to not only excel in your instruction but with every Haven man we fuck or suck."
"Well put, Slut Toni. Well put. Ready to begin?" They nodded, of course. "I am the only one at Haven who decides how long you spend in initiation training. Some new sluts spend many weeks learning and adjusting. Others, only a couple of weeks."
"Don't worry about us, sir," Susie said, "we want to learn everything we can about Haven and pleasing Haven men."
"We know, sir," Katie added, "that you will make your own determination, but you'll find we will absorb everything you put to us. We are very thankful for being accepted to Haven."
He smiled as he studied them and their bodies. His gaze was deliberate and without conflict. He studied their tits and cunt and the rest. "You have obviously absorbed the computer work Kevin introduced you to. There is more. For you, it might be refresher material, but I have new material planned just for you." They watched him and waited, both being patient and anxious. "My initial thought was to cut your training to one week. You are really that advanced. However, I think it would be challenging for you and me to possibly release you into the community after a week, but request that I have a day per week with you after for advanced training."
"Challenge away, sir," Katie said with a smile.
"Okay, then, let's get started. These are different stations but serving the same purpose of video, audio, and completing your responses. These are more specific and detailed. Your responses should be as honest as possible to help me determine the direction I can take with each." They nodded. "You will learn soon why we use these chairs." He smiled.
Steven directed them to specific stations, and they settled in. "When the video starts, the chairs will recline and the leg supports will part. Don't fight it, just go with it. When the video ends, for your response input about the videos, they will move upright again. Questions?" None.
They put the headphones on, and he must have done something to start it. The chairs reclined and, sure enough, the legs rests parted ... and parted. Except for the lighting becoming subdued, Katie was sure Steven had three open and wet cunts before him. "Welcome to Haven, Slut Katie," the video started with. The video depicted traveling across the open water to the island. It brought them onto the island and talked about the safe environment created on the island. Giving safety from the past and hope, purpose, and community for the future. It was a video tour of the island, many parts of which they hadn't had the opportunity to investigate, as yet. Even through the video tour and soft, soothing voice, there was a repeating series of affirmations and mantras: Haven sluts like to fuck Haven men; Haven sluts need to fuck Haven men; Haven sluts desire to fuck Haven men; it is a Haven slut's purpose to fuck any Haven man and other man presented to her; Haven sluts desire to be used in any way that is safe and not harmful; Haven sluts will fuck in private or public; Haven sluts prefer being naked regardless of who is with them or how they are dressed.
The video ended, but the chair remained reclined. Another video to come. This one depicted a scene from somewhere on the island. In the distance came a man, likely a Haven man. He walked casually but directly toward the camera. As he got closer, Katie saw he was naked, his cock bobbing and swaying as he approached. The camera pulled back a bit to reveal a woman watching the man approach. As the man came closer, the camera rotated to the side, showing the man nearing the woman. No longer was it just a woman; it was Katie. How such a thing could be possible, she had no idea, but she was watching herself as the man approached, though she knew the scene had not happened. His cock was soft, and he stopped before her. His hand reached to take her nipple, and she gasped as her own fingers pinched and pulled the same nipple depicted on the screen.
Affirmations flooded my mind again: Haven sluts love to suck cock; Haven sluts love to suck any cock; Haven sluts will suck any cock presented; Haven sluts will suck any soft cock presented. Then, a distinct voice that was almost out of place, "A pocket on the left side of the chair."
Her image on the screen sank to her knees before the man. The camera went in close as her image grasped the cock and opened her mouth as her left hand wrapped around the object in the pocket. As the cock on the screen entered her mouth, she brought the dildo in her hand to her real mouth. She sucked and sucked on the dildo as her image sucked on the other cock. It was as though she was in the video, not merely watching herself sucking the cock. Haven sluts love sucking cocks. She slurped on the dildo.
Soon, the man stopped her sucking and encouraged her image to lie back on the lush green grass. He spread her legs wide as they actually were in the chair, as he knelt between her legs in the image. His cock was hard, and the camera again came in close as the head of the cock was inches from the cunt, leaking its wetness. She gasped as the cock entered the cunt just as the dildo in her hand entered her real cunt. She moaned as the cock fucked her/the image as the dildo was repeatedly thrust into her cunt by her own hand. Haven sluts love to fuck; Haven sluts fuck all Haven men; Haven sluts fuck all Haven men and any man presented to her. She orgasmed as the video ended.
She was gasping and sighing as the lights in the room slowly brightened to their original level and the chair rose to upright position. "Excellent, sluts," came Steven's voice. "Water is in the pocket on the right side of the chair. Leave the dildos in your cunts." Suddenly, the dildos began to vibrate at a low level. Katie glanced at the girls, and they glanced at her. They all wore smiles slightly tainted by fatigue.
They answered the benign questions: what are you?; what does a Haven slut enjoy?; what does a Haven slut do when presented with a soft cock? And on and on.
"To end the morning session, the chairs will recline. Leave the headphones on and the dildos in your cunts. A quiet time for 30 minutes before you go back to the dorm for lunch," came Steven's voice from behind them.
The chairs settled them back, and the dildos came back to life with a steady increase in vibration and then a pulsing rising and lowering and rising. Quiet? she asked herself. Except for the moaning of three new Haven sluts. The fingers of one hand found her clit while the other hand fondled and pinched the nipple. The dildo vibrated, and her fingers added to the stimulation. Well before 30 minutes, she orgasmed, and from the sounds nearby, she wasn't the only one.
For some minutes, they recovered in the subdued lighting, the dildo still vibrating but at a low level. The lights came back on, and she blinked several times against the light, the dildo stopping, and the chairs rising to an upright position. She turned her head to the side. Toni's mouth was open and gasping, her own hands on a tit and her cunt. She pushed off the chair and moved to Toni, taking her hands and helping her up. The two of them got to Susie just as she stumbled trying to gather herself, getting out of the chair.
They fell into each other laughing. "Did you have a video of a naked man approaching?" Katie asked.
"And there was a woman he was walking to?" Susie added.
"And the woman turned out to be you?" added Toni.
"My God," Katie gasped, "it was like watching myself sucking cock and fucking."
"And," added Toni again, "and I was, but it was a dildo." They laughed at the shared experience. They got themselves together and made their way back to the dorm for lunch. Nourishment was definitely called for.
* * * *
The afternoon session was fitness. Steven assessed each of them and, not surprisingly, he found more for Katie to focus on. The girls, not only young but also having sports activities, had their bodies toned much better than hers. Steven praised her but also encouraged her. Her body was good, he said, but a body close to the girls wasn't out of the question with work. She wasn't afraid of work, and if it drew praise from Steven, she found she would do anything.
The evenings were quiet. They walked around the building, but still did not venture too far into other parts of the island. They learned from the other sluts that they wouldn't be approached for fucking until they had advanced out of Steven's formal training. At that time, they would be tattooed on the lower back. They hadn't paid attention until they were shown them. If a slut wasn't tattooed, she was off limits. Even more reason, Katie told the girls, to impress Steven so they could start being fucked. What a mother, huh? But that wasn't an issue any longer. They were three Haven sluts.
The daisy-chain was becoming a regular for them at night. They switched up who ate whose cunt. They were three happy sluts. Thought of 'home' and 'him' died away. Whatever trouble he encountered trying to get into the house or garage or discovering the accounts had been emptied didn't worry or concern Katie.
* * * *
The next morning started out similarly. The first video was like a how-to guide to sex and being a slut. They learned about double penetration, air-tight, double cunt penetration, bondage, restraint, and light S&M. The memory flashes continued: Haven sluts will fuck any man presented; Haven sluts experiment with fucking and sucking; and, Haven sluts fuck in any manner requested that doesn't produce enduring pain or marks.
Another video again had a naked man approaching, getting closer and closer until his cock was easily seen and appreciated. Again, the camera angle showed that the woman was her. But, as the angle changed, another man could be seen approaching from the side. She watched the recognition dawn. The men stood before her image, and she dropped to the grass. Then the voice, "the pocket on the left side of the chair". She reached down while her eyes were fixed on her image, grasping both cocks. As her image took one into her mouth, Katie pressed a dildo into hers while holding another dildo. She sucked on the dildo and placed the blunt end of the other on my thigh so I could stroke as my image was doing.
Her image was laid back onto the grass and looked up at two hard cocks above her. It was awkward. Her image was fucked by one and then the other, switching back and forth. One fucked her hard and fast before pulling out, and the other thrust into her to fuck her just as hard and fast. She was loving it, and so would Katie have. The fucking in the video went smoother than using one dildo, then the other. The only thing working for the dildos was that they vibrated differently, which provided something of an effect of two cock slamming, thrusting into her, even if by her own hands.
The afternoon was more fitness, but Steven also took them to a beach. There were several small beaches on different sides of the island to provide some protection when the wind would blow. The idea of the beach wasn't relaxing or sunning. There was a floating dock anchor away from the shore; they were supposed to swim out to and back. Finally, Katie rejoiced, something sporty she was better at than the girls. Steven recognized her proficiency and encouraged her to pursue it.
All their time with him was spent naked while he was dressed. He saw them masturbating and oozing orgasmic juice. He saw them straining under weights, their legs spread wide for support and effort. As much as they were used to being naked and seemingly comfortable with it, it was still arousing. How can you be comfortable being naked and still find being naked arousing? It was true, though. Katie was always aroused, and the girls confessed the same.
The third morning was going to be different. The chairs were pushed away, but the headphones were still there waiting. After putting the headphones on and listening to a sexy female voice describe deep-throating cock, three men walked into the classroom. Steven lined them up, and they dropped their shorts. Soft cocks exposed. Without thinking, all three women moved forward and dropped to their knees to begin stroking and sucking cock. Nothing was said as they did it, the headphones making outside talk impossible. All they heard was that voice and each other. Of course, the affirmations: Haven sluts suck cock; Haven sluts suck any cock presented; Haven sluts love to swallow cum. And, with no interruption, that was what they did. The men climaxed in their mouths, and they swallowed.
That wasn't the end, though. As those men were leaving, another three entered the classroom. By the time that ended, all three of the women had sucked four cocks and swallowed their cum.
"Once again, excellent. Well done, sluts," Steven said. "You're forcing me to be creative."
"How's that, sir?" Katie asked.
"I've only had one new slut manage three cocks. You each did four." He shook his head. "This afternoon will not be fitness but will be physical. Have some lunch and meet back here."
The afternoon session was definitely going to be different. There was a reason they were hearing about deep-throating while sucking those cocks.
"Sluts," Steven began in the afternoon, "I told you I was going to have to be creative in training the three of you. I am sure, given your background information, that none of you have ever even tried to deep throat a cock." He watched them look blankly back at him. "I can't even say that Haven sluts deep throat cock because it's never been an expectation. Not until you three. I said I was going to challenge you, and this is one of those challenges. You three are going to be the first Haven sluts to take a cock, any cock, into her throat like it was your cunt."
"Sir," Katie hesitantly began, "deep throat. Is that possible, really?"
"Is this going to be a problem, Slut Katie?"
"No, sir. Sorry, sir."
"Good. Now, you see before you varying lengths and thicknesses of dildos. Tap into the audio you listened to as you sucked all those cocks. I know you sluts. I know what you are capable of. I know you three absorb more messaging than I've ever witnessed before. By the end of the afternoon, you will be doing the longest and thickest, or you will stay until you do." Katie nodded but didn't dare say anything more. The girls might have experience with this style of motivation from coaches, but to her, it reminded her of 'him'.
The headphones helped as they listened to the sexy voice again. Duplicating what was said and committing it to action. It took concentration and effort. From the small dildo to the bigger ones, concentrating on breathing, using the nasal passage more than the mouth for breathing. Relaxation of the throat and suppression of the gag reflex. It took practice and effort.
Katie found herself struggling as the dildos got bigger. One after the other, though, she conquered them, taking them fully into her throat and fucking with them for moments to validate success even if that hadn't been the direction. Over-achiever? She had the feeling all three of them were in the right setting and right motivation. Haven, as it turned out, was her right setting, and being among the best Haven sluts was her motivation.
The girls were done. They gathered around their mom with encouragement as she pressed the last dildo past her gag reflex, which she seemed to have fully controlled. Down the dildo went, and then she fucked her throat with it.
"Holy shit, Mom," Toni exclaimed. "Were we supposed to do that, too?"
She slid the dildo from her throat and mouth, gasping. She put her hand on Toni's arm and looked at them with relief at finally succeeding. Katie shook her head. "Steven didn't say it, but ... if deep-throat is about fucking ... I figured I should try it," she gasped with a crazy smile.
The girls laughed, now shaking their heads. "You know, Mom," Susie added, "don't feel like you are having to catch up to us because I heard Steven mumble to himself as he watched you. We each are going to have our strengths and weaknesses, right? I think he looked at our younger bodies and assumed we could be molded more easily, but you are showing the same exact progress."
Katie was still holding the dildo wet with her saliva, "I guess I sometimes feel ... I don't know ... that his pushing is because I'm not as good."
Both of them laughed, "Mom, that's just what coaches do. Steven is basically a coach for the Haven sluts. He trains us and tries to improve and advance us. That's what they are supposed to do. Sometimes, the ones a coach pushes the hardest are the ones doing the best. They are the ones needing to be challenged to be more exceptional."



* * * *
"Good morning, sluts," Steven exclaimed cheerfully as they entered the classroom the next morning.
"Good morning, sir," Katie responded. "We all succeeded with the largest dildo yesterday, sir."
"I know." She looked at him, puzzled. He pointed to a corner of the ceiling where she spotted a camera for the first time. "I was watching. Have I said to you three how proud I am?"
Susie laughed, "Yes, sir, but it is still good to hear." He laughed back.
"The cameras," he continued, "are not meant for intrusion but for safety. All Haven sluts were abuse victims. We will tolerate no action or threat that might cause one of our sluts to be reminded of that past. This training facility was chosen as a possible place for that to occur."
"Good to know, sir," Katie replied.
"Okay, sluts," he began again to refocus them, "today is anal."
"Sir?" He looked at Katie and let her continue. "You've said how well we are doing, and you are seeking to find ways to challenge us in development." He nodded. "We've talked about that, sir, and we appreciate it all. We want to be the best Haven sluts you've ever had. That is driving us, and your guidance helps us focus on learning everything. Our drive comes from the appreciation of being accepted here at Haven. Coming to Haven saved us. But ... only a suggestion, sir ... but ... do you suppose we could be fucked?" He looked at each of them in surprise. They each watched him with hope. "You've given us opportunities for orgasms and we've had our own at night, but ..."
"Your own?" he asked.
"Girls will be girls, sir. We've discovered that we like cunt, too."
He laughed and pulled a small radio from the pocket of his shorts. "I need three men in the classroom immediately."
Frankly, Katie was surprised. She kind of assumed he had a rigid program for training new arrivals, but perhaps he really was winging it to a certain extent with them. It seemed almost immediately that three men came jogging down the hall and into the room, looking around for an emergency.
"What's the emergency, Steven?" one said urgently.
Steven pointed at the three women. "These are the new arrival sluts."
"Everyone has heard. A family, right?"
"Right. I need to reward them." One of the men opened his mouth, and Steven held up his hand. "I know it is against the rules, but it is my rule. I am not giving permission for them to be used before the Advancement Ceremony. I am telling you to fuck them as part of a unique training effort I've decided for these three." The men stared at them and their naked bodies. Smiles form on the men's faces. "Also, I want them to orgasm at least twice. If you need other men to accomplish that ..."
Steven told everyone to follow and led them into the hallway to another closed door. Inside was a king-sized bed covered only in sheets. The men began throwing off shirts and shorts to reveal cocks already showing arousal. Katie remembered Kevin cock and the cocks of the men in the videos and how they were all large, and these men were no different. Could Haven possibly have a selection process for the men that included cock size?
The three of them could hardly wait for the men to finally be naked, and they were at their feet as soon as possible. It almost could have appeared choreographed as the women fell to their knees, grasped cock, and began licking from the base to the head before taking the head into their mouths. Katie giggled internally and reminded herself to comment to the girls later: synchronized cock sucking. Maybe they need a Haven sex-olympics. Focus, Katie, you're about to be fucked, finally.
She looked up at the man with her lips brushing his hard cock. "How would you like to fuck me, sir?"
"We'll start cow-girl."
"Oh, good," she said with excitement, "I'll feel your big cock extra deep that way."
He chuckled with the tension of arousal reflected, "You need a good fuck, aren't you?"
"Oh God, yes. Fuck me hard and deep and make me scream."
He crawled onto the bed and lay on his back. Katie crawled after him, straddling his midsection, grasping his cock, and sitting over the head, slowly sliding down his cock. "Ohhhh ... ooooo ... fuck yesssss," she moaned as she slowly rose and fell on his cock. "Thank you ... thank you ... I love your cock."
He pinched her nipples as she moved on his cock, "I have a feeling, slut, that you just love cock." She didn't respond. Not verbally. She braced her hands on his chest and raised her clenching cunt up his cock to the very tip of the head, staring into his eyes, watching his reaction as her cunt teased at leaving his cock behind. No way that was going to happen, though. She thrust down hard until their bodies smacked together, and he groaned. She lowered her mouth to his as her hips began to furiously fuck up and down.
She fucked him hard, rising up and slamming back down, his cock going deep each time, their bodies slapping and her tits bouncing and swaying. It seemed like forever since she had a cock, but she knew it hadn't been. She'd just been turned into a slut, and she loved being that and being a Haven slut with all the Haven men around, living naked and available ... she couldn't wait to be a full part of it and share it with her slut daughters.
Her slut daughters ... all three of them on the same bed being fucked by these men. This will be their life. She looked over at Toni, who was lying on her back being aggressively fucked, her tits bouncing, and her mouth open and moaning. Susie was just beyond on her hands and knees, being equally hard fucked with her tits swinging underneath her. Toni caught Katie's glance at her and gave a strained smile. Katie smiled back as she continued bouncing on the cock. She loved this, sharing being sluts with her daughters.
She was so close. "Move over, slut," she gasped to Toni, "I want to roll over."
"No room, Mom," she gasped back.
"Damn," Katie said as she pulled up and off the cock. "Get your cock back in me," she told the guy as he scrambled obediently. "I'm so close. Finish me ... off for my ... first orgasm," as she took his place on the bed and he moved quickly over her to thrust his cock fully into her cunt in one move. "OHHHH ... FUCK ... YESSSSS," she cried as that close orgasm erupted. "Keep fucking ... keep ... fuckinnnngggggg ... meeeeee."
Katie heard the sounds of her girls, and she smiled even as her orgasm continued to wash over her as he continued plowing into her cunt. He fucked and pounded her. He was energetic and powerful, and it felt so, so good.
After a while, he flipped her over to her knees. She struggled up to her elbows as he slammed back into her. She groaned. She felt him pulse. "Clit," she called out, and he dutifully wrapped an arm around her, his fingers finding her engorged clit and strumming it. She used a hand to torture a nipple just in time to feel his cock swell and pump cum into her, and her second orgasm crashed over her.
Six naked people sprawled on the one bed. Even a king-sized is small for six adults. Nobody seemed to care that their gasping, sweaty bodies were in contact with multiple others.
"Well done," came Steven's voice as he returned. "From the looks of this, can I assume everyone is at least temporarily satisfied?"
Katie raised her hand, "Satisfied, sir," she said, "temporarily, anyway."
"Ditto," came the voices of her girls. "What she said."
"Same for me," the guy who fucked Katie said, "but, if you need any emergency assistance again, Steven, just give us a call."
Steven laughed but ordered them out. "These three have lessons to complete. And, what is the next lesson, sluts?"
"Anal, sir," they responded.
"Any of you done anal before?" They shook their heads. "Well, then, this should be fun. By the end of the day, each of you will take my cock into your ass."
"We haven't even seen how big you are, sir," Toni said.
"Big enough, slut, that you'll remember it up your tight hole." That sounded ominous.
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CHAPTER 5: HAVEN SLUT CEREMONY
"I have a problem," Steven began the meeting with Matthew and Kevin. Between the three of them, they pretty much ran the Haven enterprise. There were others managing maintenance, grounds, security, and dining services, but they pretty much reported up to one of the three.
"Don't tell me you're having trouble with the three new arrivals," Kevin said. "I've never seen anyone respond so completely to the programming. You're the trainer, but as far as I could see, they arrived ready to be Haven sluts."
"No, you're right about them. It's not that they are the problem, but it involves them," Steven said. He wasn't sure how to address his concern.
"Just spit it out, Steven," Matthew said.
"You're right, Kevin. Those three arrived at a level that most of our sluts could only wish to be. I was curious, though. Given how they took in the programming and accepted what was thrown at them, including becoming sluts in their own minds before arriving here, I wanted to push them. I've only had them in training for less than a week. In that time, they have accepted the fitness regimen I put them on, and Slut Katie has accepted the challenge to turn her body into that of her daughters. I used AI to quickly develop new videos and methods using dildos for them to simulate what they saw on the screens. I challenged them to learn deep throat in a single day, and all three did. They begged me to allow them to be fucked ... begged. They have absolutely no qualms about fucking men they don't know. I just challenged them to anal, and they all moved to the biggest dildo with deliberation. I told them I was going to fuck each of the asses by the end of the day, so they better be ready."
"Did you?" Kevin asked. "Your big cock?"
"I did. Not to climax in each, of course. There were three of them. Toni was the one who got my cum. But, yes, I fucked into them. Mind you, there was some complaining at first."
"I would think so," Matthew said with a chuckle.
"So, my problem. As you know, the Haven Slut Ceremony is typically a public display of what the new slut has learned and is capable of performing. For most, it has become used to the idea of being comfortable with publicly naked and fucking in the cunt. A few have moved to anal, but a very few who had been abused that way. None has truly become a 3-hole slut. Until now. What I am worried about is how the other sluts will react. If that could become a negative. We don't need conflict in the community. Haven rides on willing and contented sluts."
"You're the one who came up with the programming with help from your friends on the outside," Matthew challenged him. "I thought the programming eliminated all that. They're willing sluts to whatever extent their minds can accept. As you said, most are cunt fuckers. Nothing wrong with that. Most of our clients are content with that. These three ... we have to think about how they fit into the plan."
Kevin added, "Or how we modify the plan to account for them." Matthew nodded.
"No, you're right," Steven conceded. "These three, though ... Kevin, did you ever get the feeling they were accepting the programming lock, stock, and barrel, but then something they did or said made you wonder if there was a part of their mind still independent?"
"What are you saying?" Matthew questioned.
"Kevin?"
"There were times. I chalked that to their programming not being complete by you."
"Remember, I said they begged to be fucked? It was that, sure, but it was also they they were bartering with me. I'm trying to remember how Slut Katie said it ... it was like, 'It feels like a really long time since we were really fucked and not a dildo fuck. We'll be able to concentrate better if we have a cock fucking orgasm.' See what I mean? I mean, 'begging' would be different enough, but her approach was a bit different."
"Do you see it as a problem?" Kevin asked, now understanding.
"No, not really. I mean, they've accepted the programming. They ARE Haven sluts in their minds. I think they'd fuck the whole island. Hell, I think they'd try to fuck the entire 7th Fleet if we told them to. They are different, though. They are more Haven slut than any others, but there is a mental thing still there that makes it intriguing to me."
They pondered it for a few minutes. Matthew finally said, "It seems to me they earned the right to put on an exhibition in fucking. We should celebrate what they are, not minimize it."
"Okay, but I want to keep working with them." They nodded.
* * * *
"What do you mean, there aren't more lessons?" Susie questioned. "I heard other sluts say that training to become a Haven slut is more than two weeks with you. We've only been with you ... what? ... five days?"
"What am I supposed to say?" Steven said. "I don't have anything more for you. You've done it. You've aced everything I had to give you without trouble."
"You mean other sluts had trouble with fucking?" Toni asked incredulously.
Steven laughed. They were walking outside down a trail since there wasn't 'class' anymore. "It is more complicated. But, sure, yeah, some had trouble with fucking. Positions, being aggressive in fucking, wanting to suck cock and swallowing, being okay with being naked in public, and fucking in public, or in front of others, if not public."
"So," Katie began to ask, "why us? It's not like we had so much experience, right? I mean, my experience wasn't enjoyable, and a tiny dick. The girls ... what? ... their experience was necking in a car and a couple of quick, awkward fucks. Why us?"
Steven stopped and looked at the three of them. The way he looked at them, like really looked at their whole bodies, like there was something in his mind, and maybe he could discern something from looking so intently at their bodies. He finally shrugged. "I wish I knew. Honest. The only thing I can think of is that something in your brain is accepting of all this, and you easily bought into the lessons. I mean, like you said, you've had little real experience, but you turned quickly into 3-hole sluts. That's good for Haven."
Toni mused, "I suppose ... before ... I mean, before this, we'd probably have trouble being naked in public, too."
Susie chuckled, "Maybe ... I guess ..." she giggled, "but can you think of anything better than not having clothes to wear?"
"Steven," Katie said to change the subject, "what about this ceremony we hear about?"
"Yeah, I wanted to talk to all of you about that. At the end of training, the new slut is the center of attention in front of all of Haven. It is a time for her to show what she has learned and accepted. Like I said, for many, it is just being naked in public outside and having her cunt fucked. You three sluts ... well, it's more involved. I guess my question is ... as 3-hole sluts, would you want three men to fuck you separately in the cunt, ass, and throat or once as air-tight?"
Katie looked to the girls. They seemed indecisive. Either would be amazing, she knew. How do you choose? Fucked separately would be longer and feed their new exhibitionist side. Fucked air-tight might be more stunning and new for them, too.
"What do you think, Steven? You know Haven. I think we'd find either amazing."
He laughed, "That's what makes you guys different. You're excited about getting fucked. You're excited about being exhibited." He reached out and took Katie's nipple between two fingers as he thought. She stood and accepted it, wanted the touch. Both girls would have, too. "I think air-tight. It might challenge the other sluts. Even if just one is challenged to try, it's a win. And, I know it will make quite an impression on the rest of Haven, the men." Katie checked the girls, and they nodded.
That settled, Katie turned to a different thought, "Steven, since we have no 'school' today ..."
Toni continued without prompting, "And we have the day free ..."
Susie finished the devious thought, "Can we make good use of the time by fucking you ... getting you hard and fucking you and getting you hard and fucking you."
"There are three of us, you know," Katie concluded.
He had an amazing cock. The biggest they had encountered. They definitely knew that from when he abused each of their assholes. Their cunts, however, would thoroughly enjoy his big cock. Fucking in the tall grass overlooking the south shore would be amazing. Somewhere out there was Cuba, but they weren't thinking about that. In the end, Steven had a great recovery and filled each of their cunts with his cum. Tired Steven. Happy sluts.
* * * *
"Haven," Matthew said loudly, "welcome to the Haven Slut Ceremony." Katie was surprised to hear hoots and yells mixed in with enthusiastic applause. These ceremonies seemed quite popular. "Today we officially welcome into our Haven community three sluts, a mother and two daughters, who came to us like all sluts have to find safety and peace and purpose away from abuse and torment. These new sluts have passed Steven's initiation training and accept the ways of Haven for their lives with us. Please welcome Slut Katie, Slut Toni, and Slut Susie."
"Okay, sluts," Steven said, "make me proud."
Katie had been standing just ahead and to the side of him. She had let the back of her hand graze the front of his shorts. Their time on the other side of the island alone with him had been magnificent as they created imaginative ways for three sluts and a man to engage with each other.
She giggled, which drew the attention of her daughters, "We'll make you proud, but it feels like I might be making you hard, too." The girls looked at his shorts to find her hand rubbing him. They joined her in giggling.
"Mom," Toni said, "you're so bad," she laughed.
"Not bad, dear," Katie said, "just want it bad."
Steven gave her bare ass a sharp, audible smack. "After the ceremony and you get your mark, you can get fucked all you want. Now, you teasing sluts, put on a show they'll remember."
"Hmmm," Susie mused, "air-tight here we come." She giggled, "And cum." Steven shook his head and gave her a sharp smack, too. The three women were giggling as they strode out holding hands, Katie in the middle.
Behind Matthew came nine naked Haven men. A strong murmur rose from the gathered Haven community formed in a circle on the freshly groomed commons area surrounded by the slut and male dorm buildings, dining hall, and management building. Other buildings were scattered beyond the community living area dedicated to maintenance, supply, etc.
They saw the blankets spread on the mowed grass for each of them. Katie walked to the one in the middle. She wanted to be able to glance at the girls, not so much to encourage them as to enjoy watching their enjoyment of being used. She smiled at the three Haven men standing at the blanket. She hadn't seen them before or hadn't had a reason for remembering seeing them.
Steven arrived with them and was addressing the community. His talk was something that sounded rote and probably something he had presented at Ceremonies in the past. She inched back until she bumped the guys behind her. She let her arms relax and her hands discreetly search for cock. Their hands began 'discretely' roaming her body in the back.
She turned her head and said softly, "You know what we're doing?"
"Steven talked to us. Nobody has ever done air-tight," one replied.
Just then, Steven was winding up his little speech, "... and I am proud to say these three new sluts exceeded my expectations. I hope you find their Ceremony exhibition as thrilling as I have found training them." He stepped away from them and turned back toward the three new sluts. "Sluts, you are about to become Haven sluts officially. Time to show the community what you have planned as your evidence of acceptability to becoming a Haven slut."
Katie turned and grabbed two cocks. There was firmness to them, but not nearly hard enough. She stepped back and all three followed. Once in the center of the blanket, she dropped to her knees. She noted mostly by peripheral vision that the girls were doing the same. They hadn't shared any particular plan except that they would show their intention of being the best Haven sluts there ever were.
Katie took one cock into her mouth and stroked the other two, forcing them to move in tight around her. She shifted frequently, sucking and stroking. As the cocks got bigger, she smiled internally. Were all the Haven men large? How do they recruit men with large cocks? Of course, maybe living with a bunch of sluts makes it easy to recruit. Additionally, since the moment of making initial contact with Haven to escape 'him', did it ever occur to her to wonder how Haven managed to exist as a place for abused women to retreat in security? And, about to become a Haven slut, it still never entered her mind to wonder why Haven needed all of these women to be sluts. What they, the girls and she, only needed and wanted was to be fulfilled as Haven sluts. They would be Haven sluts. Men would fuck them. They would fuck men. They would fuck any man presented to them. God, she so needed cock in every single hole in her body!
"Fuck, your mouth is good," the one she was currently sucking moaned.
"Time to fuck the slut," Katie heard Steven say from behind the men as he roamed along the three blanketed spots. "One on the ground and she'll do the rest. Fill her three holes. You can switch around. She won't mind ass-to-mouth, I know." Katie smiled, or tried to, around the cock.
She pulled off the cock she was sucking almost reluctantly, but also anxious for what was coming. Satisfied with the three hard cocks, one of the guys separated and lay on his back. She crawled over him, grabbed his hard cock, and positioned her cunt over it before sinking down the full length in a smooth effort. She fucked him up and down several times. She felt a hand press against the top of her back, and she eagerly leaned down to kiss the man underneath her as she felt the gel being applied to her asshole and pressed inside. After that time of training her ass, and then taking Steven, the process was well ingrained in her and the girls.
With a tap on her head, she raised from kissing to find a hard cock in her face. Her mouth opened, and it sank inside her mouth. He pressed in, but only a short way.
"Remember what I told you guys," Steven softly said as he went back and forth along the blankets, "they take cock into their throats. Fuck the sluts there, too. Just give them opportunities to breathe."
The third cock was finally pressing at her asshole. To get ready for this, the girls and she had been given entry to the training center and the array of toys there to practice for this. They had been fucked in every hole but not at the same time. They had used dildos in cunt and ass to simulate what this would be and found it more challenging as a filled cunt or ass made the other tighter. As a mother slut, Katie was only doing what she should to help her daughter sluts ... and herself.
Katie gasped and moaned around the cock in her mouth, finally pulling it off completely. "Press against my sphincter harder," she instructed as she pushed her hips back against him. "Fuck ..." she gasped, "two cocks ... so damn tight ... press harder."
"You're fucking right, it's tight," he grunted.
She heard others doing the same on either side when his cock suddenly popped past the sphincter, and he was inside. She put her hand back to have him pause for just a moment. Damn, that hurt, but now it was inside. She opened her mouth, and that cock re-entered her sucking mouth. She pressed her hips back and took another inch of cock into her ass. He got the message and pressed harder to sink more cock into her ass. He pulled back and pressed.
"Naww fwawk meh," she tried to say around the cock deep in her mouth at the edge of her gasping throat.
Three cocks tentatively began stroking into her holes. She was in a steady release of moaning. She and the girls had discovered that anal fucking alone would give them an orgasm, too. Something about nerve endings across the thin membrane of the cunt, Steven had said. The why wasn't important to them, only that it happened.
She was making a lot of noise without words, but she wasn't the only one. An orgasm crashed over her, which seemed to bring a pause to their fucking until Steven admonished them to continue. He was like a strict, detail-obsessed coach stalking the sidelines.
The cock in her mouth disappeared, as did the one in her ass. The cock that filled her mouth next had that acrid sense that defined where it had been. A new cock was thrust into her gaping ass. Fuck yes, she thought. They were into it now.
Having had an orgasm that took the edge off, she was focused. She clenched all three holes around the cocks. Her ass took little thought, of course. Her cunt was well-trained now to squeeze. Her throat was always a challenge. Just to have a cock fully down that space without gagging or choking, but then to flex around it. But it was all effective.
There was Steven again. "Make this last, guys. Make the slut cum and cum. If you're feeling like you're about to cum, pull out to switch or stop for a moment. This should be about them. These sluts want to put on a good show. Help them do that." He must have talked to them before; now he was being the good coach, reminding them.
Their slowing and switching had little effect in minimizing her arousal and stimulation, as there was always a cock or two fucking her, but it gave them moments to slow their impending climax. She had orgasmed three times before Steven gave the final call, "Fill every hole with cum."
The cocks began thrusting harder and deeper. She struggled especially with the cock in her throat as her nose was repeatedly pressed into the man's pelvic bone with long moments of blocked nasal passage. Cock after cock swelled and pulsed and erupted with cum shooting to fill cunt, ass, or throat.
They pulled out, and she collapsed to the side, gasping and moaning as her body shook in a fourth magnificent and mind-numbing orgasm. Her entire body seemed to twitch and vibrate. It was moments later before she heard the clapping and cheers. Steven would later tell them that the response they heard had never occurred before. No ego issues among the sluts appeared to exist as they simply enjoyed the exhibition.
The men assisted them to their feet, and the three women fell into each other with a three-way embrace. "Good?" Katie asked with their head pressed together.
"Oh, Mom," Susie gasped, "I came and came."
"Thank you, Mom," Toni said, which surprised Katie enough to pull back slightly to look at her. "Thank you for finding Haven." Susie and she laughed and nodded and hugged tighter.
The next thing she knew, they were being swarmed by the other sluts. "That was amazing!" "How could you do that? Didn't it hurt?" "Did the cock in your ass hurt?" "How did you keep from gagging on that cock?" On and on came the comments and questions. She spotted Steven nearby. He nodded, and she nodded back. He had said that if only one slut were encouraged to try something new. What about more? Maybe.
* * * *
"Does it hurt?" Toni asked as they were led to the tattooist.
"Hurt?" Katie challenged. "You've just been fucked in the ass for ... God only knows how long."
"Yeah, well, I was having orgasm over orgasm, too."
"Not at first," Toni joined in.
"Yeah, that fucking hurt. I was thinking it might never get in."
Steven shook his head as he laughed, "You three. Well, it will be more like stinging as the needle penetrates the skin, but knowing you three, as I have enjoyed doing, it will be nothing. And, to take your mind off your marking further, we have a little celebration planned for just you three sluts. A way to recognize your achievements."


Susie seemed to forget about the tattoo issue, "Celebration? What kind?" She actually bounced on her heels, sending her tits bouncing.
"After your marking, when you are truly marked as Haven sluts. Being marked is the sign that you are out of training and available. Available to any Haven man. Any other man must be presented to you, and that will be done formally by Matthew, Kevin, or me."
"How would we recognize a Haven man versus any man?" Katie asked.
"You haven't noticed," he said, raising his right hand, "the wrist band we have?"
Katie looked at the girls. Was she the only one? They shrugged and shook their heads. "We were too busy enjoying being naked and learning how to be a good Haven slut," Toni confessed. They all three nodded.
The tattooing stung more than 'like stinging' as Steven tried to downplay it, but they were now official. They examined each other. The joy and pride welling up within them was strong. Haven sluts. Slut Katie, Slut Susie, and Slut Toni. Haven sluts. The tattoos were then covered, and the artist instructed them to leave them on overnight. They were assured that Kevin would meet with them in the morning to assist in removing the dressing and assess the tattoo's condition. He would also guide them in caring for their markings.
"Okay," Susie turned to Steven, "just to know, guys can't see the tattoo, but they can see the dressing, so ..."
"What a fucking slut," Toni teased. "So, Steven ... what she said."
He laughed. "Are we going to need more men around here?" He laughed again. "But, not to worry about identifying you. The additional celebration I mentioned ..." and they hung on his next words, "... we're going over to the auditorium." The auditorium was really like a gym space. It even had basketball hoops, but was used for dances, group movies, and group events when the weather didn't cooperate. "There will be food and drink, three mattresses, and every available Haven man."
"You're fucking us," Katie exclaimed with a smile covering her entire face.
"Not yet, but I definitely will be ... along with every other man here not on security duty."
They started to leave when Susie turned back to the tattooist, "Are you coming?"
"Damn straight. I just need to clean up."
The auditorium was a building they hadn't been in except to peek in and hear about it during the initiation video. They stepped inside to find it swarming with men. Matthew and Kevin were there, of course, and they didn't know how many others. That was a detail they never bothered to pursue. There were a lot of Haven men, and that was all they cared about. Lots of Haven who would want to fuck them.
They were led to the side where food and drink covered several tables. They were handed drinks that turned out to be fruity and obviously laced with rum, Katie guessed. Guys came to them, talked to them about their demonstration, touched them uninhibitedly, and they eagerly accepted all touching, fondling, and caressing without embarrassment or shyness. They were now their full-fledged and official sluts.
As they finished their first drinks, they each were led to a different mattress in the middle of the space. Matthew took Katie's hand, Kevin with Susie, and Steven with Toni. Although it was a single man at the moment, Katie was sure things would evolve quickly after that. The three leaders of Haven were initiating their special welcome to Haven, and they felt honored that they were.
He stopped at the mattress and took her in his arms. The mattresses were separated by only about six feet. She smiled at the girls. She was so proud of them. What beautiful women they were and such accomplished Haven sluts. How could she not be proud?
Matthew was handsome and strong and carried himself with a manner that exuded control. Katie turned her head back to him expectantly, and he kissed her. It felt soft and tender, but when the kiss was broken, there was much more reflected in his face. "You and your daughters," he began, gazing into her eyes, "Kevin's reports indicated he found special women. When I first saw you, I knew he was right. Every step of the way since you arrived here at Haven, you and your daughters have proven that judgment to be spot on. I've wanted to fuck you, Slut Katie, but had to wait for the process to run its course.
When he kissed again, it was hard and passionate. The kiss exuded lust, and she responded with the same right back. It was still erotic and stimulating to be naked among dressed men. Not embarrassing or humiliating or shameful ... just erotic and stimulating. She pressed her nakedness into his clothed body, and pressed her groin into his. She felt his cock inside his Haven-issued shorts. She felt his muscled chest under his Haven-issued pull-over shirt. She wanted him. She desperately wanted this man, this man who ran Haven, where she would be secure and safe from ... from what she didn't want to think about anymore. This man, this place ... she was so grateful to be here. This was her place, this was her reason, this was what she was meant for. A Haven slut, and she wants this man to know it.
"I want to fuck you, Matthew," Katie said with desperation clearly in her voice as she stared into his eyes.
He smiled, "Good, because I want to fuck you, too."
She pulled his shirt out of his shorts as he kicked his sandals off. She left his shirt to loosen and lower his shorts and underwear. She knelt before him and aided him out of the shorts in a bundle at his feet. She raised her gaze and smiled. Again, she thought, are all Haven men endowed with big cocks? She held it at the base and licked up to the head, briefly sucked the head before kissing and licking down and up again. She took the head into her mouth, sucking and caressing with her tongue the portion in her mouth. She loved the feel of cock in her mouth. She loved the feel of it in her cunt and ass, too.
With achieving a hard cock, she stood slowly, kissing and licking her way to his mouth. "How would you like to fuck your new Haven slut, sir?" she asked with their lips brushing against each other.
"We'll use several, slut. Starting with you riding me." He lay down on the mattress and held his cock in the air. She smiled and straddled his body. She grasped and held his cock up and stroked her already used cunt over the head of his cock. He sighed and smiled up at her. She was teasing him, of course, and he knew it. "I need to feel your wet cunt around my cock, slut."
She chuckled. Enough playfulness. She located her hole and dropped fully down over his cock. "OH FUCK," he cried out in surprise. "You ..." and he started laughing. "You're enjoying being a slut, don't you?"
"More than you can imagine," she responded as she rose and fell on his cock. "Hmmm ... I do love you cock, sir," she gasped.
"I think ... you love cock," he said with a gasp as her cunt clamped around his cock.
"Oh, yes ... in fact ... the girls and I ... compare notes of ... what positions we like most," she managed to get out. "Usually," she giggled, "after one of ... our daisy chain ... sessions at night," she gasped.
"You and your daughters ... eat each other's cunts." She wasn't sure if that was repeating what she had said or a question for clarification. She just nodded to be sure.
She leaned down as she fucked him and kissed him again. "We're all really, really glad... we're Haven sluts, sir."
While she was pressed down to kiss him, he rolled them, his cock feeling wonderful moving inside her as he did it. There wasn't much more talking as he slammed his cock hard and deep into her cunt. She grunted and moaned. Over and over, he pulled back and thrust hard.
"Oh ... fuck ... yessssss ... like that ... fuck me ... your slut ... fuck me!"
She wrapped her legs around his waist and raised her hips up to meet his thrusts better. She was gasping and moaning to match his grunting and groaning. She was about to orgasm, right there on the edge, when he pulled out. "No ... no, no, no ..." she gasped in frustration.
He flipped her to her knees. She struggled to get her elbows under her as he thrust hard back into her cunt. Her tits swayed and swung below her from the glorious pounding of her cunt. Fuck, she loved it ... being used and fucked and taken as he wished. His hips smacked into her ass as he thrust into her. She was moaning, her pending orgasm reclaimed and nearing. He fucked her hard, leaning over her to grasp a swinging tit and squeeze the nipple. Oh God, yessssss. His hand slid over her stomach to her clit. Fuck. She orgasmed. She cried out, and he kept fucking. His intense fucking kept her orgasm rolling.
Then, he pulled out again. He rolled her over to her back and slammed back in. His urgency was obvious. Her cunt was still spasming as he fucked hard and deep, each thrust keeping her orgasm riding. Then, she felt it, his cock pulsing and erupting, cum shooting deep into her cunt.
Katie lay gasping and panting, clutching onto him as he slowed his fucking and his cock leaked the last of his cum. "Oooohhhh ... that ... was ... amazing," she panted. "Will you fuck me again sometime, sir?"
He chuckled, "I think I'll be fucking you a lot, slut." She smiled at him. "But now ... you have other men waiting for a turn at you."
She giggled, "Duty calls, sir."
Matthew was no sooner pulled out of her and standing when another Haven man was kneeling between her spread legs. She reached out to him, her focus shifted entirely onto him, "Will you please fuck me, sir?"
And, he did. As did many others.
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CHAPTER 6: FINALLY, HAVEN SLUTS
The morning after the ceremony and the after-ceremony celebration, the three new sluts lay in their king-sized bed, not daring to move.
"Fuck, I'm sore," Katie moaned. The sunlight was streaming in the window of their room, but none of them was in a hurry to get up, even if it meant missing breakfast.
"Any idea how many men fucked each of us?" Susie asked while trying not to move.
"No idea," Toni responded, "but I think many of them waited to recover to move on to the next of us."
"I wouldn't be surprised if each of us fucked the entire Haven male population," Katie offered.
Katie sat up, finally. She looked at her Susie and pinched a nipple. "Why is your nipple erect?" she asked.
"Same reason as yours is, Mom," Susie replied. "We're sluts. Haven sluts. It's what we are... horny... always horny."
"Come on," Katie said, "shower time. We have a meeting with Kevin to inspect our tattoos."
* * * *
"How are our new Haven sluts doing this morning?" Kevin asked cheerily.
"Sore," Toni said plainly.
Susie added, "You were there... and thank you for a great fuck, by the way."
He laughed. "You all are amazing sluts. I was there, obviously, but left much earlier than you, and you were still being fucked with groups of more waiting."
"Which is why we're sore," Katie said.
"Okay," he said. "Let's go in back. Someone get up on the table." They followed him through a door where we found a table complete with stirrups. Susie jumped up first, put her feet into the stirrups, and Kevin spread them wide. Toni and Katie stood behind Kevin as he examined her open, red, and somewhat puffy cunt. He touched it softly and put a finger inside. The slut still sighed and moaned, Katie noted with amusement.
He went to a cabinet and came back with a small jar of cream. He opened the top, dipped a finger in, and spread the cream over her cunt. One by one, it was repeated. He then gave Katie the small jar. "Apply this to your cunts every couple of hours. It's a local plus something to increase the healing process." She looked at the jar, which didn't contain ingredients or a manufacturer's label. "It's a remedy used by a tribe in Central America. Very effective," he offered to answer the obvious question.
Somehow, Katie wasn't surprised. Haven seemed to be on the cutting edge of things. At least things associated with sluts and sex.
Kevin inspected their tattoos and said they were healing well. He left the dressing off but gave them another cream to spread over the area.
"As long as we're here... you want to fuck one of us?" Toni asked hopefully.
"Wow, you know I would love to, but I have another appointment in minutes."
As they walked out of his building, "You really want to get fucked?" Katie asked.
"We're sore, Mom, but not that sore," came Toni back. "Besides, I can already feel that cream Kevin spread on our cunts is working."
Katie smiled. Kevin's fingers were so gentle as he examined them and then spread the cream over each of their cunts. And, yeah, she was horny, too. "The maintenance building is that way," she said, pointing. "Let's see what happens. Just curious, you know?"
"Right, Mom, just curious," Susie shot back with an eager smile. "I just hope there are at least three guys there, if there are any."
They started walking down the service path from the commons area. They only knew about the maintenance and other facilities buildings because of the video tour of Haven. They'd never actually seen it, or most of the island, for that matter. How Haven worked and what happened at Haven was still a big mystery. And, she figured, mysteries can be solved by looking and asking.
"Mom, I've been wondering about something," Susie began. Toni came in closer as they walked. If there was ever anything discussed about Haven or sex in general, it pulled them all in. They shared everything, all information, curiosities, ideas, desires, and, of course, their bodies. "Haven is a safe place for us... you know, abused women." Katie nodded. "You ever wonder why every abused woman is a slut? I mean, we even had training with Steven to be better sluts, right?"
"Complaining?" Katie asked.
"Hell no," she replied quickly. Toni just as quickly responded, too.
"In fact, I have wondered about that, too. It could just be to thank all the Haven men who are here to keep us safe and provide for us." Katie stopped. She looked around. The island was basically covered in thick growth of trees, brush, and natural flowering plants. It was a beautiful location. And, not visible from any shore, it seemed completely safe and private, especially with the constant security presence Haven provided.
"You don't sound convinced about that explanation, Mom," Toni commented.
"Hmmm... let me ask you guys something. Honestly, just us being out in the middle of nowhere and nobody else, how do you feel about being Haven sluts?" She asked very seriously.
"Hell, Mom, I love being a Haven slut," Susie replied.
"I don't know why they say we've become such good sluts, Mom, but I really believe we are. I don't think Steven and Kevin are just making us feel good about that," Toni added. "You should do what you're good at, right? And, we're really, really good sluts, apparently."
"So, Mom, what are you thinking? How do you feel about being a Haven slut?"
Katie smiled. She looked at her two daughters standing with her on a service road, completely naked except for sandals, collars with their slut names, and a tattoo on their lower backs that confirmed they were sluts with the word SLUT. She was honestly so happy, content, and proud. "I love it. I'm proud to be a Haven slut, and especially so to be able to share it with my girls." They had a hug, another of so many.
"But..." Susie added. "I sense a 'but'."
"No, not 'but' really. I share the same curiosity that you have been feeling. We figured there are 14 sluts here before us, right?" They nodded. Their curiosity about life at Haven had them discussing all sorts of things. "And, based on our little celebration last night... Matthew said all available Haven men were present... there might be..."
Toni injected, "I tried counting once when I went to get something to drink and came up with 21 guys. It was late, so I don't know if Steven, Matthew, and Kevin were still there or not. They left early after fucking us."
"Okay, so maybe 24 guys plus whoever might have been on security." They nodded. Then, she nodded in thought. "Yeah, it does seem like a lot of sluts for just taking care of the Haven men."
Toni added, "Yeah, thinking of it that way. I mean, three more like us and we'd have them covered."
"Seriously," Susie challenged, "you'd want a steady diet of last night?"
"No, but last night was special," Toni shot back.
"So, Mom, what would that mean?"
"I think the answer is in what our minds tell us." They looked at her, confused. "What is a Haven slut? Why are we naked?"
Immediately, they chimed in with the mantra, "We're naked to entice men to want to fuck us and to make it easy for them to touch us, probe us, and fuck us."
"Yes, that's why we are naked, what are we?" she pushed.
They immediately chimed in with the rest, like it was a well-repeated prayer. She could have responded word-for-word with them. And did silently. "Haven sluts like to fuck Haven men; Haven sluts need to fuck Haven men; Haven sluts desire to fuck Haven men; it is a Haven slut's purpose to fuck any Haven man and other man presented to her; Haven sluts desire to be used in any way that is safe and not harmful; Haven sluts will fuck in private or public; Haven sluts prefer being naked regardless of who is with them or how they are dressed."
"Do you see now?" she asked.
"Wow, Mom, you got it. A Haven slut's purpose is 'to fuck any Haven man and other men presented to her'. 'Any other man'."
Katie nodded. "I think there are so many sluts because..." and she stopped for them to come to it, too.
"Other men come here. Just for us sluts, you think?"
She shrugged. "Now, what are you and what do you desire?"
They smiled. "Yeah," Susie replied, "yeah, so... what? We're Haven sluts and we desire to be fucked."
Toni giggled, "Haven man or otherwise, our purpose and desire is to fuck them. Mom?"
"Absolutely."
They continued down the service road until they turned a bend and spotted a large building with garage doors for vehicles and men busy in front of them. Naturally, it wasn't long before the appearance of three naked sluts walking toward them brought all activity to a halt.
As they came within comfortable recognition distance (the men of them), "What a pleasant surprise to see you three here. After the celebration yesterday, I wouldn't have been surprised if you just rested today."
"Oh, you can't keep a good slut down," Katie cheerfully responded.
"Actually, Mom, you can if there are enough cocks," Susie countered. In any other life, that would have warranted a reproach from her mother. Instead, Katie just shrugged and nodded in agreement.
The guy shook his head, "You three are different, that's for sure. So, what brings you out this way? This isn't exactly on the way to anyplace."
"We're exploring," Toni entered the discussion. "Now that we're officially Haven sluts, complete with tattoos, we thought we'd see more of the island."
"Or," Katie inserted to the real point, "if you guys are close to a break, we could postpone our exploration for another time."
"A break?" he repeated, then, "ohhhh... yeah..." he turned to the open garage door, "hey, boss, I think it's time for a break," he called out loudly.
The unhappy voice came out before the boss became visible. "What the hell are you talking about, a break already?" And then he saw the women. "Well, I'll be..." and he called over his shoulder into the garage door, "break time. Out here, now."
In a minute, there were six guys in front of them, all staring at the unlikely sight of three naked sluts at their place of work. "Or, was I being presumptive?" the crew boss asked.
"Not presumptive at all," Katie said. "Are you saying other sluts don't wander down to say, hi, and be friendly?"
"Say 'hi'. Be friendly. Good one. No, they don't."
"Well, we're glad to be the ones to break up your workday, then."
The guys were spread out before them and, as if by some signal, the three women moved to two men in the line. Katie stepped up to her two and kissed them deeply. She took their hands and put them into her naked body, which got them going on their own. In short order, hands were roaming over her body, her tits, ass, and soon her wet cunt.
"Damn," one exclaimed, "you're already wet."
"Oh, sir," Katie smiled, "the three of us seem to always be wet and ready."
She never even made it into the building. She was led to an electric cart they were working on and bent over the back compartment used for carrying equipment and supplies. She braced herself with her hands on the bottom of the compartment and spread her legs wide. She guessed the guys already knew they didn't need stimulation because they immediately put her into position for fucking from behind.
She heard the rustling of shorts being opened and dropping, and feet shuffling in the dirt to her. Hands grabbed her hips, and a cock head was pressed against her still red cunt. Thank you, Kevin, for the miracle cream because the cock part her lips and entered her cunt without much pain.
Outside, naked, and being fucked. Yes, she loves her new life.
The cock was thrust deep, and she began pushing her hips back to meet it. She clenched her cunt muscles and took him deep. Thrust after thrust, he fucked hard and deep. He leaned onto her back to free up both hands to wrap one around her hips to stroke her clit while the other grasped a swinging tit.
"Fuck yesssss," she cried out. "You fuck... so good," she encouraged him, "fuck me... fuck me like that... hard... deep," she moaned.
He fucked her on and on... then his cock was gone... She wanted to scream, but before she could, another cock slammed into her cunt. They were tag-teaming her! Oh, yes. Yes, yes, yes. This man fucked with the same energy and force. He held onto her hips to pound at her, but there were still hands on her tits. This one fucked her long, too. Her stimulation was racing, and an orgasm was rushing to explode when this one was gone, too. Not for long, though. Immediately, it seemed, the first cock slammed back in. She exploded in orgasm. She shook, her knees becoming weak, she sagged over the edge of the compartment as the fucking continued while she moaned and gasped and cried out in release of the orgasm.
Her spasming cunt must have done it as the cock inside her erupted, cum shooting into her spasming cunt. Then it was gone again. The second cock returned. Her orgasm was just ebbing when it slammed deep and powerfully into her still spasming cunt. He fucked her hard, fast, and urgently. When she felt him pulse, too, she matched him in another orgasm.
She was just recovering and leaning against the cart when Toni appeared in the open garage door. She stumbled a step, stopped, caught herself, and smiled. Katie noted the cum leaking from her cunt onto the insides of her thighs. Toni came to her and sagged into her arms. "Feeling better, Mom?" she asked with a giggle.
"Oh, yes," Katie replied, "very much better." That was when Susie wandered out the door as if she had to find her bearings.
She came to them giggling, "I love being a Haven slut," she softly said.
They hugged and turned to leave, waving to the guys. "Come back anytime," Katie heard yelled to them. "Maybe next time we'll give you a tour, too."
A tour of the maintenance building? They got what they wanted. They'd come back for more fucks, though.
* * * *
"Good morning, sluts," Steven called out as they entered the fitness area of his training facility.
"Good morning, sir," they cheerily chimed back in one voice.
"And how was the Maintenance Building?"
"How...?" Katie stammered.
"All managers, supervisors, and team leaders must fill out a short daily report about any unresolved problems, issues, or interesting events. The manager at the Maintenance Building thought three sluts appearing at his building to be an interesting enough event ot note."
The girls giggled, but Katie asked seriously, "That wasn't a problem, was it, sir?"
"Three sluts fucking six workers on their break? No, not a problem. Interesting, but not a problem. May I ask what you were doing out there?"
"We're official Haven sluts now, sir," Katie said. "We thought we would wander and discover. You said the island was ours to enjoy."
"Really, though, Mom thought we might get fucked there," Susie offered a bit too much with a giggle.
"That reminds me," Katie said, changing the subject, "it was a bit of a walk in sandals on a dirt cart path, and we got to talking. Some things don't seem to add up here at Haven." They went on detailing their discussion and offering reasons for their conclusion. "So," Katie continued at the end, "we would like to know why we weren't told about these 'guests' that come onto the island."
He watched them carefully. Katie could see he wasn't sure if he should be concerned or not. "Okay, I'll tell you. These 'guests', as you refer to them, are restricted to a part of the island and not allowed where we live. It is something we don't tell sluts until they have settled into the process and full control. Then, those sluts who can handle it are shared with those men. The men come for a day or several days. Some travel a distance to come here. They come for the sluts." He continued to watch and gauge their reactions. Katie thought they were playing it as very good poker players. They had talked about that approach to see if it encouraged him to talk more. It seemed to be working.
"Look," he continued, "okay, you're right, right about all of it. That's why we have so many sluts. Okay? Listen... seriously, is this going to be an issue?"
The girls and Katie looked at each other. She knew they were deferring to her. That's what happens in a family. "What do you mean by issue?" Katie asked.
"I mean, you're being here, being Haven sluts? Is this going to cause a problem?"
"I don't understand," Katie said. "All we wanted was to be included. We were offended that 'other men' weren't being given to us." She squinted at him. "What? You thought... Steven, I thought you knew us. We're Haven sluts. Through and through. We felt offended. I thought we proved we were Haven sluts. Didn't yesterday show you anything? And that was after we had our discussion. All we want is to help Haven. We felt left out and didn't understand why."
He held up his hands as if in surrender. "Okay, sorry... so, we're good?" Katie nodded. "Then, let's get on with your fitness routine. I have something different in mind for today." She could clearly see he was relieved to be past that discussion. He grabbed a plastic bag and handed out butt-plugs, gel lubricant, and Lush vibrators. They looked at them. We understood the use, of course, just not in a fitness application.
They helped each other, particularly with the butt-plugs. The plugs were medium-sized, but nothing they couldn't handle after getting anally fucked now, too. With the Lush vibrators in their cunts, the wand protruding noticeably, they looked to him for directions.
"Muscle confusion," he said. "After a time, a person gets used to the motion of lifting weights or using a machine. You become focused entirely on moving the weight and more and more weight. When something is introduced to strip part of your focus away from an activity, you have to focus harder on what you are doing."
"What better diversion for sluts than vibrators?" Toni asked.
He smiled. Good to see you again. "I thought it would be interesting. I'll keep a close watch, especially when you have weights above you in case... you know... you orgasm and lose control. And, knowing you three, you'll orgasm." The three of them shared a look with big smiles.
* * * *
"What do you mean, it's not a problem?" Matthew again questioned.
Steven was explaining the discussion about being left out of being used by the 'guests' and the activity at the Maintenance Building. "Just that," Steven emphatically said. "I was nervous as hell at first, too. The men coming here for sluts aren't really a secret, but it is something we keep close until the sluts are well integrated into Haven programming. All sluts go through the programming. All have the same messaging to convince them their purpose is to fuck Haven men and 'other men presented to them'. Those were the words Slut Katie and her daughters focused on. 'Other men'. That and why are there so many sluts just to fuck Haven men?"
"It sounds like these three might need more programming," Matthew threw out.
Kevin shook his head, "Maybe once we know where they are going, but as far as being here, no. I agree with Steven. We had a similar discussion only days ago. These three are unique. Something about their brains... not sure exactly how to think about it... the programming has them Haven sluts, no question. Unlike the other sluts, they somehow still held onto a part of their function we thought should be erased or dulled in the process."
Steven was nodding, "You have to factor in that not all sluts get comfortable with everything in the programming. Anal, for instance, just isn't accepted by most. Deep-throat not by any until these three. There is a percentage that were never comfortable with being used by 'other' men despite the programming, but were very accepting of Haven men."
"So, the science isn't perfect," Matthew uttered.
Steven laughed, "It's hardly even science. It's hardly even a validated theory. It's good theory, but working with the brain..."


"Yeah, but this independent thinking..." Matthew began again.
"I don't see the danger," Kevin interrupted. They looked at him. "We continue on as we would. We agree these three are the best sluts we've had and will do anything. They have demonstrated that. They have more rationality remaining, but that hasn't impacted their eagerness and willingness to be sluts. We move forward with them faster than any of the others. Put them on the block and they become someone else's problem, if they will be a problem. We've been walking a tightrope with this enterprise. Fraudulently tricking abused women here and then using mind control to turn them into sluts... talk about a scandal. And then selling those we could? We've kept up the front with sluts waiting for when we were sure we had one that could adapt to being sold into a different situation. Maybe we've just been very lucky so far. I mean, none of the sluts question that sluts go to the 'Lodge' and soon are gone? Those sluts were certainly dumbed down to barely thinking. These three? I don't know that more programming does anything more. I think a bit more programming after we know if they would be candidates should be the plan. Do programming that targets the new slut condition as needed."
"Yes, maybe." Matthew continued, "I think these sluts are right about one thing, though. We've got too many sluts on the island. We need to consider that. And maybe some of these women are too damaged to adapt fully to what we are trying to program them for. I think after these three are gone and we can breathe, we need to put more analysis into the operation. Maybe we can release some back into society. Maybe a de-programming effort?"
Matthew was still nervous, "Slut Katie is the mother. Are the other two just following her, or will they become a problem?"
Steven said, "No... in fact, it was Slut Toni who started the particular conversation. She questioned why there were so many sluts here. It's another anomaly that will confound us, but the three of them... it's like they are like-minded. It's sometimes found in identical twins, but these two are fraternal, separate eggs. And it's not found with the mother. I think it came from the programming, maybe some common experience or bonded purpose."
"The abuser father," Kevin inserted. "They are the first family to come here."
"Maybe," Steven added, "but the point is, I'm convinced they are fully, completely Haven sluts AND they are aware enough to be sluts and still do so rationally. I'm convinced they'll accept wherever they come with some added programming targeting the purpose they will have wherever they go."
"I have to tell you, though," Kevin added, "I would personally hate losing those three. They are really good fucks."
They all nodded in agreement.
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CHAPTER 7: SLUTS DISPLAYED
Katie and the girls were notified that they were requested at the so-called guest lodge. They were so excited. Finally, they were being included in the activities with men from the outside. Nothing against Haven men exactly, but they had fucked them all, and the prospect of new men had the three women thrilled.
"Do you think we just go there to fuck some guys and come back?" Toni asked.
Katie had no way of knowing better than she did, of course. "Maybe," Susie interjected, "we'll be asked to spend the night and fuck them multiple times."
"Girls," Katie said, "I have no idea, either. Let's just wait and see what happens." They reluctantly nodded.
They were taken to the lodge by one of the carts. They were naked, of course, not that they even thought about that aspect any longer, despite the Haven men who were dressed. They were led to a room where they found five or six other sluts waiting, which had even Katie wondering how many other men were at the lodge. The lodge was a two-story building, but it didn't seem big enough for too many men since the first floor seemed to be more for gathering space and dining.
Soon, a slut was called by name and was led from the room through another door. A bit later, another slut, and so on until they were the last remaining in the room.
"What do you suppose is happening?" Susie asked. "Are there that many outside men here needing sluts?"
"Are you afraid we'll be left out?" teased Toni.
"Girls," Katie admonished them again. "Let's just wait and see what happens. There is no sense in speculating or worrying about anything at this point."
It seemed a bit longer since the last slut was called until the side door opened again. It was their turn, and the three of them just about bounced out of their chairs with excitement. The Haven man this time was Kevin. He stood in the open side door, smiling at them as they approached him. "You sluts ready?"
"Yes, sir," Katie responded as usual for all of them, "this is what we wanted."
"You know us," Susie added, "we just like to fuck."
Kevin smiled. "You are amazing sluts."
They were led to another room that was empty of people and furniture. It was narrow with a long dark window on one of the long walls. The lights in the room got a lot brighter when they entered, and the door they used closed behind them. There was another door on the other end.
"What's this?" Toni asked.
Katie scanned around the room. There was little evidence of anything to see except the window. "I think," Katie said softly, "there are men on the other side of the window watching us."
Just then, a voice she didn't recognize sounded through what had to be a speaker in the ceiling. "Welcome, sluts," it began. "We are a group of six men very interested in sluts who are willing to participate in unique experiences. We have been told you three are such sluts. Were we told the truth?"
"Six," Susie said. "The jackpot," she and Toni giggled. Katie smiled, too.
"We're just Haven sluts, sir," Katie spoke up to quiet the girls, "and we wouldn't presume to compare ourselves or judge the other Haven sluts, sir, but ... we've been told we are the most adventurous of the Haven sluts." The girls were nodding vigorously, as if to reinforce her statement.
"That is what we have been told. You are a mother and two daughters." They nodded and smiled. That alone was distinguishing for them. "That is amazing. We haven't encountered a combination like that before. Do you all feel the same way about fucking?" They nodded enthusiastically. "Slut Katie, you and your daughters are very beautiful and look so much alike." Katie smiled. Being so much older, she took pride in being compared to the girls. "What size are your breasts? They appear the same."
"We are all C-cup, sir. We can and have worn the same clothes before we became sluts. Now we don't need clothes," Katie offered.
"Does being naked bother you?"
"Oh no," Katie said quickly. "We prefer being naked even if it wasn't required here at Haven. Haven sluts like to fuck, and we are very definitely Haven sluts. Being naked entices the Haven men, so we could be fucked even more."
"Have you eaten your daughters' cunts, Slut Katie?"
"Oh, yes. Sometimes, if the Haven men haven't satisfied us enough, we will do a daisy-chain to get each other off."
"Slut Katie, you've been pregnant, but have your daughters?" Katie shook her head. "How was your experience with pregnancy? Was it bad or good?"
"It wasn't bad, sir. Sure, there was the morning sickness, I suppose, but mine wasn't nearly like what I was told it might be. I'd say it was a good experience. I like the feeling of my body changing. And, you know, a pregnant woman is very noticeable."
The questions continued for a time before they were asked to turn, bend over, and show their assholes and cunts. Yes, they were wet. Yes, they enjoyed anal. Yes, they even enjoyed deep throat, too.
Then, the door at the other end opened, and a black man stood there. They walked to him, and he pinched a nipple and put his hand between their legs. "Eager sluts, aren't you?" They nodded in unison. His finger slid into Katie's hole and finger fucked her for a moment with the girls watching. He studied their reaction. "Let's see how much you like to fuck." All three of them beamed.
He led them upstairs to a large room that looked like a hotel bedroom with a king-sized bed, other chairs, and a couch. Five other large black men were waiting. The women stood in front of the men, who seemed to know what they were doing as they paired off and took one of the naked women. Hands were on their bodies, and without hesitation. The men fondled their tits and fingered their cunts and assholes.
"We are going to find out how much you like to fuck. We've been told you three like nothing better than to have cocks in your holes. Is that right?"
Katie had a finger in her cunt and asshole and a mouth sucking her nipple. "That's right, sir," Katie gasped, "Fuck us ... fuck me and my girls," she moaned. "Being naked and fucked is exactly what the three of us want in life."
"Yes, please," came Toni's voice, gasping. "Fuck us and fill every hole."
Katie began pulling at the most convenient man's clothes, and the men parted around her. Soon, every man in the room was naked. Katie stood gazing at the cocks hungrily. They were all 8 to 10 inches long. She heard a giggle and noted the girls also staring with hungry looks on their faces that matched her own.
Katie sank to her knees and lost track of the girls as her mouth took one cock and her hand began stroking another. She switched back and forth, her sucking on one allowing her hand to slide over the other more easily after switching. They were soon hard and long, and she wanted them to fuck her desperately.
She looked up at the two men, "Do you want me to swallow your cum or fill one of my holes?" she asked boldly.
The men pulled her to her feet. One sat on the sofa behind him and held his cock upright. She hungered for it. She straddled him, her knees on either side of his hips, and lowered her cunt to the head. She gasped as it spread her lips at her hole, and he gasped as she began settling down over his cock.
"Fuck, slut," he gasped, "you're the mother and you're so tight."
"Ben Wa balls and Kegels, sir. We all exercise our cunts as much as the rest of our bodies," she explained.
From nearby, "Tight cunts make the best sluts," Susie's voice added.
Katie felt gel applied to her asshole, so she pressed herself against the man in her cunt and stopped moving up and down on the cock momentarily. Soon, she felt it, another cock pressing at her asshole. "Yes," she gasped, "fuck my ass, too."
The second man pressed harder. The cock in her cunt made her sphincter tighter, but she pressed back against him as he pressed harder against her ass. It was tight, and their cocks were both bigger than most of the Haven cocks they knew. She pressed harder, though, and ... oh, fuck, yes, it was inside.
"OH ... FUCK!" she exclaimed. "Yes ... yes, yes ... fuck your cock in me." She heard similar exclamations from around her, joined by grunts and groans from the men.
She pulled up from the man below her just enough to give him room to actively fuck, too. He took the opportunity to also take a nipple into his mouth. Katie heard the girls moaning and turned to find them. Susie was being double penetrated on the bed, similar to how she was being fucked. Toni was on her hands and knees, a cock reaming her ass while a cock was buried in her throat.
After everyone came, the women served the men drinks, but not for ourselves. The men were spread around the room, four on the bed leaning against the headboard and two on the sofa. The women changed men and began sucking cock all over again.
They continued to fuck as a group for another climax for the men (the women orgasmed at least once each, too). As they all were recovering, the women were told they were spending the night with the six men. They had two other rooms, and the women parted, changing men again. They were sure to be fucked again, and that would have them been fucked by every one of the men.
In the middle of the night, Katie felt her legs being parted. She partially came to. Dream or real? A slut has sexy dreams, too. The cock pressing at her lips told her it was real. She opened her mouth and parted her legs further, raising her hips slightly, inviting whichever man it was to continue. She had a cock deep in her mouth as a cock pressed into her cunt, sliding deeper with each new thrust.
Then, the cocks were gone, but the bed was shaking as the men rotated positions, a cock covered in her cunt juice entering her mouth as the other cock plunged into her cunt. Around and around they went. Cocks rotating while fingers pinched and twisted nipples and clit.
Suddenly, she was flipped, landing on her stomach, but quickly rose to her knees. A cock pressed against her asshole. She gasped but pushed back against it herself. Once in, the man rolled them, his cock plunging and moving as they turned. Katie was on her back on one man as the other approached, his cock aimed at her empty cunt. He thrust it inside, despite the tightness, he powered his cock in, the two cocks feeling like they were in the same hole as they thrust in and out.
She orgasmed quickly, but they continued fucking, sometimes entering together and other times one going in as the other was pulling back. Her orgasm went on and on, peak after peak forming and crashing over her until they too erupted, sending more cum into each hole.
The morning continued where the middle-of-the-night fuck ended with a twist. The men left the room naked. She had forgotten they had stripped in the same room until she saw them leave, and she thought how that was for men to walk around naked. Very shortly after, though, two other men arrived, also still naked.
"Good morning, slut," one said upon entering.
"Were you fucked well last night?" the other asked with a lusty smile.
"Oh, yes, sir!" Katie exclaimed. "Very well." She shimmied off the bed and met them near the bed. She pressed her naked and used body between them, grasping both cocks. "You are going to fuck me, too, aren't you, please?"
One laughed, "These are three of the most fuck-happy sluts I've ever seen."
"What do you think, slut? Are you and your daughters fuck-happy sluts?"
She giggled, "Oh, yes, sir. We're very definitely fuck-happy sluts. We love to fuck and be naked. You fucked my girls and know that, right? There is nothing we enjoy more than fucking and being naked, especially if we can fuck new men like you." She giggled again. "Only having Haven men to fuck was starting to get old, you know what I mean. We were really happy to know you six wanted to fuck us." She looked up at them. "Did you ask my daughters? What did they say? I bet they said about the same thing.'
"Yes, slut. You and your slut daughters seem to be of one mind when it comes to fucking." She smiled. She knew it would be true. She was so proud of her slut daughters.
"Tell me something, slut. As a fuck-happy slut, you must have a lot of fucking hot thoughts about you and your daughters fucking men and being naked in public."
She giggled again. "Fucking men, certainly. Haven isn't public, though. Okay, there are a lot of men around and we're always naked for them, I guess."
"What about being pregnant with your daughters?"
"Pregnant? I don't think I've ever thought about that. Hmmm ... all three of us with swollen bellies and men hot to fuck us?" She asked, trying to imagine it.
"That's exactly it. Lots of men are horny to fuck three pregnant women."
"But, right now," the other one said, "we're going to enjoy that hot slut body of yours one more time. This time, one after the other."
Katie was guided back to the bed. She scrambled onto the center of the bed and flung her legs wide. If they wanted to fuck her some other way, they'd tell her, she figured. Missionary was fine by them as the first crawled between her spread legs and plunged his cock into her ready cunt. He fucked her like there was some desperation to it. She orgasmed before him and was still quaking as the second man slammed his cock into my swampy cunt. When he came, she was quivering from another orgasm.
"I love an orgasmic slut. You're perfect," one man exclaimed. That, she didn't understand. Perfect for what?
Breakfast was delivered, and they were all famished. The conversation was light and casual. After they finished, Katie was led back to the original room where she found Susie and Toni in casual conversation with the other four men.
Susie lit up when she saw her mom, "Mom!" she exclaimed. "I hope your night was good because ours was amazing! Toni and I were just comparing. God, these guys can really fuck, can't they?"
She walked to them, giving each a big hug. "Yes, honey, I did have an amazing night, too. I am glad yours was and, yes, these guys certainly know how to fuck."
The guys laughed at their interaction. Katie was sure they were amused by their complete lack of self-consciousness and openness.
They were told to kneel with the girls, pressing their faces against Katie's. Then, the guys masturbated and coated the women's faces with six loads of cum.
They were told that Matthew wanted to see them, and they should go to him just the way they were, with the cum painted on their faces.
As they were leaving, Katie turned, and the girls stopped with her. "Sirs," she began, "I'd like to kiss you, but that might mess up your cum on my face. I, we, really hope we get to see you again."
"Mom, not SEE them," Susie added, "we hope we get to FUCK them again." Toni laughed with her sister, and Katie smacked both of their bare asses. She glanced back at the men, shaking her head, but she was smiling widely, too.
* * * *
They were dropped off at the management building. Katie was about to enter the building when Susie grabbed her arm. "Mom, that was so cool. All six of them had big cocks, and they could use them like ..."
"Like they truly know what fucking is," Toni finished.
"Yeah, I know," Katie added, "I felt the same way. I would have gladly fucked them like that all day, if they wanted."
"Yeah, exactly," they agreed in unison.
Katie knocked on Matthew's office door and found Steven and Kevin in the office, as well. "Well, it sounds like you sluts ..." He stopped and gazed closer at us. "What's on your ..."
Katie giggled, "Cum. They gave us a cum facial as a parting gift. They said we should come to see you just like this."
"Pretty cool, huh?" Toni said.
"Too bad there weren't more of them so our tits were covered, too," Susie added.
"Well," Matthew tried again, "you seemed to have made an impression on our guests. They were very pleased with all of you. A mother and two twin daughters ... they thought that was perfect. They said they will definitely be asking for the three of you again. Thank you, you three are unquestionably the best sluts Haven has ever produced."
The word 'produced' didn't even phase any of them. They were already aware at a certain level that becoming sluts at Haven had been by manipulation and some kind of mind thing, but they could no longer care about any of that. Being the sluts they were was the only thing they cared about. Cocks and more cocks. It seemed that the more they fucked, the more fucking they craved.
Katie giggled, and the girls joined in. "Thank you, Matthew," she said excitedly as her daughters and she stood naked as ever before the Haven leaders.
"Yeah," Susie added, "they had really nice cocks."
"And really knew how to use them on us," Toni finished.
Steven stood, "There is one more training session we think can benefit you three. I think having cum on your faces will be fine, don't you?" They giggled in agreement. He glanced back at Matthew with a smile. Matthew and Kevin returned it.
They were seated in the same chairs as before, given more of the Haven water, and attached the headphones as the video screen came alive. The video was graphic. The audio carried the sounds of fucking and gasps and moans. Katie didn't hear or see the subliminal messages, of course. What she saw was their images from the back, but they were them, the three of them side by side, watching a long line of naked men approaching, each with good cocks swaying as they walked toward them somewhere near the Guest Lodge. She found the dildo in the side pocket like before.
On the monitor, she was fucked by men in succession, one after the other, after the other. She didn't know how many times she orgasmed on the monitor or for real as she sat in the chair, her hand driving the dildo into her already cum-filled cunt in time with the fucking on the screen.
The screen went blank, but the audio continued, the sounds of fucking and her voice moaning and gasping and pleading for more. Of course, buried in the sounds was the messaging.
When the screen came alive again, she was standing naked, of course. The scene was not Haven. It could have been an exclusive home with a large pool and patio or an exclusive resort, but definitely not Haven. Another line of men was approaching, all naked and all with swinging cocks. For the first time ever, her image on the screen turned her head, and she looked directly at Susie on one side and Toni on the other. They were all naked and all eager for more men to fuck them. On the monitor, the girls looked back at her with huge smiles on their faces, cum from numerous cocks splattered on their faces.
"Can you believe how much cum they already put on our faces and in our cunts," Susie said on the screen.
"And look at all these men still waiting to fuck us," Toni uttered breathlessly on the screen.
"Yes," Katie replied on the screen, "and all these cocks are because we're sluts."
* * * *
We were going back to Matthew's office with Steven after our latest session. Steven had said several times before that they were the best sluts ever, and there was nothing more he could do to train them further, but there did seem to be more he could think of. This last session had the girls and her extremely horny again.
"Mom," Susie began, "what do you suppose they want with us back at the office?"
"Yeah," Toni continued, "all I want is to find some Haven men to fuck. I'm really, really horny."
Katie chuckled, "We're always really horny." The girls laughed. There was no denying that.
In the office, they found Matthew and Kevin still there. "How are our favorite sluts?" Matthew asked playfully.
"Horny," Susie responded quickly.
"You three are always horny," Kevin said.
Toni giggled, "That's what Mom said."
"Well, it is true," Matthew continued. "And, right now, so are we. How would you like that cum on your tits now?"


They all nodded and moved to their knees, each in front of one of them. They lowered their pants and began sucking cock with a new energy. With each of them finally having cum added to their tits, they stood again.
"You've been through a lot. Good fucking but still a lot," Matthew said. "You deserve some rest now, I think."
Katie smiled as she turned and swiped a finger over Susie's tit, took some cum off, and brought the finger to her lips. There was little question in her mind, or probably the girls', that once back at their little room, we'd be sucking loads of cum from each other's cunts.
* * * *
"Good morning, sluts," Steven called out as Katie and the girls approached his small training building, where he was just approaching himself.
"Hi, Steven," Katie returned his greeting, giving him a big hug and pressing her naked body against his clothed body. "We're excited that you wanted us to join you here so soon," she added after giving him a passionate kiss.
She stepped back so the girls could each similarly greet him. "Yeah," Toni added, "did you think of another training session for us?"
"Just coming here," Susie said, "our cunts get all wet."
He laughed heartily, "You sluts ... your cunts are always wet for a fuck." They joined him in laughing. There was no denying that. The only thing they thought about was fucking or sucking cock. If they couldn't find a cock, they'd eat each other's cunts where they were sure to find some cum from a recent fuck.
"No, no new training," he said. Katie wasn't the only one to show disappointment. His training sessions were always exciting and seemed to open new ideas for them. Steven had begun fucking them more somewhere on the island. They wondered if he was finding out-of-the-way places so the other sluts didn't think they were getting special treatment. The senior men of Haven, Matthew, Kevin, and Steven, seemed to restrict their fucking of sluts, at least in public.
"I thought you might just like to share the training area with me, though," he suggested as he opened the outside door, let them pass into the building, and led them down the short hallway to the room with the bed and toys.
"Hell, yes!" exclaimed Susie. "We love your big cock, Steven."
"Yeah," Toni added quickly, "are you going to fuck all of us? Did you take that pill again?"
Katie had to laugh, though she was just as excited. Steven's cock was the biggest at Haven, and only the six men who had used it at the lodge had compared to it or were slightly bigger.
He laughed, too. "Yes, sluts. How else could I fuck all three of the best sluts in Haven without the aid of that pill? Besides, it wouldn't be fair to just cum in one of you and not the rest, right?"
"I just think," Katie ventured, "you are enjoying the assignment to keep us busy."
"You sluts are too smart," he chuckled. "Training sluts is nothing like fucking sluts like you three. I was just supposed to train new sluts, not actually spend time with them. Now, I get to fuck you all as much as I want."
"Yeah, well," Susie countered, "still not as much as we want."
He shook his head with a big smile, "No man could do that, Slut Susie. That's why you are going to be getting more and more cocks."
"When, Steven?" Katie asked. "Matthew has talked about it and we've really enjoyed your cock, especially when you take that pill. But when will we be getting those cocks? Since those six guys and that latest computer session you gave us, we're itching for lots more cocks."
"Lots and lots more," Susie and Toni repeated in unison.
"Soon," he said. "Now, how should I fuck you three?"
"Let's do the line thing where we're bent over the edge of the bed," Susie said.
"Yeah, kinda like Russian roulette with your cock to see whose cunt you cum in first," Toni added.
"Then we'll think of something else. Those pills make you hard again so fast," Katie commented while openly fingering her own juicy cunt. She stepped up to him and placed her hand on the front of his shorts. "Hard. Okay, girls, get into position. Steven is hard and ready."
Steven chuckled. Something had, indeed, happened since that last session. The messaging with the endless stream of visual fucking had triggered more in their minds than maybe intended, but also welcomed. They had always been good sluts willing to be fucked by any Haven man or guest. Now, however, their minds couldn't seem to get past the idea of fucking and fucking a lot.
They were bent over the side of the bed and ironically in an order that so frequently happened that it might have seemed intentional. One of the girls was on either side of Katie, whether by intention or subconscious motivation of mother and daughters. Susie was on her left this time, and she heard her gasp and looked to see Steven pressing his hips against her ass. Obviously, his cock was penetrating Katie's slut daughter's hungry cunt. She moaned as he thrust harder and harder, and then groaned as he pulled out of her and stepped to the side behind Katie.
Katied waited anxiously for his penetration. He pressed his thick cock into her cunt, and she released a long moan of satisfaction. God! She loved being such a slut with her slut daughters!
Steven moved down the line and back again to begin again with Susie. He fucked them hard with a rigid cock that defied reason, and they knew it would last as long as he was stimulated or he would climax. But, even after a climax, he would recover fast to begin fucking again. Sluts that they were for his cock, they hoped he never ran out of those pills.
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ADVENT IN MY FAMILY
Advent is a time of waiting and preparation for the celebration of Christmas for Christians around the world. Our family has treated it differently for years, though, and with just as much excitement and anticipation as the true believers. And now that Tammy, my only child, turned 18 years old just six months ago, our approach to this Advent season has heightened anticipation. But I am getting ahead of myself.
Just some background, first. I am Sue, 37 years old, married to Matt, 40 years old, and Tammy is our 18-year-old daughter. My mother and father, Nancy and Tony, 54 and 56, also had two sons, Steve, 42, and Bob, 41. Steve is divorced and has custody of his own sons, Jerry, 20, and Will, 21. Steve and his sons live on the West Coast.
Our family was different, but I didn't really understand how different until I turned 18 years old myself. I always thought I had the best of situations. When my older brothers turned 18, my dad or brothers were forever taking me to a movie, a fun dinner, an arcade, or whatever I happened to think would be fun. It was always just one of them, though.
On my own eighteenth birthday, my parents went all out by throwing a wonderful party for my girlfriends and me. It was the best ever. The next night was a Friday and would be our private celebration. I was surprised when the boys had something else to do. They had some great gifts for me, though, and they were older. That night, we went to a very nice restaurant, and I was dressed to the nines with a great assist from mom. I wore a new backless dress that came to mid-thigh, 3-inch heels, and my first pair of stockings. Not pantyhose, but stockings. Dad treated me like he did Mom. I felt like the new woman they insisted I now was.
When we got home, the boys were still missing. We had wine and presents. There was one wrapped present remaining when I spotted the look on mom's face that told me she had something serious to say. I had glanced at Dad, but he was deferring to Mom.
"Honey," mom started tentatively, "turning 18 is a big moment. Society says you are a woman. You can vote, sign contracts, drink in our home, and have sex." She looked at me in that way she did. "I'm not going to ask, but I think you are already sexually active."
I looked at her and Dad. The evening was so wonderful I didn't want to ruin it, even to myself, by denying what was true, so I admitted that I was, but not much. Mom just nodded. Undoubtedly, that's why she had me on birth control. Wow, I thought, I hadn't expected her to be so calm about it. But then I found out why.
"Our family has a secret," she started, "and you can be a part of it now or not. No pressure. No judgment." She watched me for a moment, glanced at Dad, took a breath, and continued. "I have sex with our family."
For a moment, maybe a long moment, that comment hung in the air waiting for me to catch up to it.
"With the family... you mean not just Dad?" I looked over at Dad, who was watching me carefully. "You mean with Steve and Bob, too?" I looked from one to the other. They both appeared neutral. They were merely stating what happened.
Mom responded, "Yes, dear. I have sex with all the men of the family. It was the way I was raised, and your father accepted it. When your grandparents were alive, I had sex with them, too." I looked at Dad, and he just gave a simple nod. "You are at the age our society says you can make these decisions. Before you say, yes, incest is against society norms. That's why it is a secret." She watched me closely. I thought she was worried I might freak. "There is no pressure. Totally up to you, if you want to join in or not."
"Join in," I repeated in a mumble, and looked at my dad. He was watching me closely, too. I knew my mom was an only child. "So you had... sex with your dad, too?"
Mom nodded. I looked at Dad. Dad accepted it, so she naturally continued after they were married. She was correct, of course, about being sexually active, though the couple of experiences were awkward and rushed. It hadn't been everything you always hear about. But I did like the feeling.
"You can think about it, honey," Dad offered. "If you want to talk more, let us know."
"One more gift," Mom pointed out.
I tore the wrapping off and opened the box, moved the tissue covering inside, and gasped. I looked at them both with a huge smile. I lifted the garment out of the box and held it up. A very sheer baby-doll negligee with equally sheer thong.
"Trust me," Mom added, "even if you don't participate with us, it is nice to sleep in something sexy sometimes."
I nearly jumped off the sofa. "I want to put it on," I gasped as I grabbed Mom's hand. She gave me a puzzled look, and on the way to my bedroom, she asked if I was going to bed. "I don't know. I want to talk."
In my bedroom, I closed the door and began undressing. "I said no pressure, honey, and I meant it, but... your father just loves watching me undress, especially when I have sexy clothes on." I pushed my panties down, sat on the edge of the bed, and removed the stockings.
"God, you are beautiful, Sue," she gasped.
I smiled at her shyly. My mind was a whirl. I knew what I wanted to do. My dad, though. I slipped the light, filmy, almost nothing thing on and tied the single tie below my breasts. I turned to the mirror on the closet door. The way the babe-doll parted, my blonde, sparse pussy hair was visible without the thong on. My nipples were clearly evident through the material. Virtually nothing was hidden. Mom came up behind me and put her hands on my shoulders, and joined me, gazing into the mirror.
"I want to do it, Mom. I want to join you with dad and the boys," I uttered as I looked at mom in the reflection of the mirror.
"Don't you think you should think about it, honey? This has to be a shock."
"Mom," I said as I turned around to face her, "it's been years since I was a clueless kid just happy to be out with dad or one of the boys. You don't think I started wondering what was going on?" She looked into my eyes. "Remember that night I said I was staying at Shirley's? I came back to get something I forgot. Well, that's what I told her. I saw you guys through the window. God, Mom, Bob was in your pussy, Dad was in your asshole, and Steve was in your mouth. I've been on pins and needles coming up to this night."
Mom had laughed and hugged me. "Horny must be in our genes."
I smiled. "Can you be there for my first time?" I asked.
"That's what you want? Your dad will be gentle," she replied.
"I trust that, but... yeah, I want it to be shared with you. I love you guys so much, Mom. It's important to me to share this time."
She took my hand and pulled me to their bedroom, where she stripped quickly and put on a matching negligee. She looked at me again, "Are you going to put the thong on?" I shook my head, no. She smiled and left hers in the dresser drawer, too. We stood for a moment looking at each other. She saw me looking at her bare pussy. "If you want, I'll show you how I shave down there." I smiled and nodded. But later.
We walked hand in hand back to the family room, both in sheer baby-doll negligees without the matching thongs. Dad looked up and gasped, a huge smile forming over his face. We stopped in front of him, where he sat on the couch.
"Will you make love to me, Daddy?" I asked nervously. Nervous wasn't scared, but wanted to please him so much and to experience real loving. The guys I had experimented with hadn't been with that intentional attitude and desire to please. "I asked Mom to help me." He looked up to Mom and smiled.
He held out his arms to me, and I settled across his lap. My heart was racing. It felt like I might explode as I sat on him, his arm around me, and he tenderly turned my face to his with the other hand. "I love you, honey. You can stop at any time." I nodded. No way would I want it to ever stop. I already knew that.
He kissed me tenderly on the lips. He looked me in the eyes as the kiss ended. I leaned into him, and we kissed again. I felt the couch sag as Mom sat next to us, her hand caressing my shoulder and back. I was almost naked on his lap, and Mom was the same next to us. And Daddy was going to fuck me.
He was smooth and gentle, but it moved along quickly as they recognized my desire and comfort. I felt his hand tug the tie in front, and I gasped into his mouth as his hand parted the negligee and cupped a breast. He caressed my breast as we kissed while Mom caressed my shoulders and back. I was so aroused. I had never felt close to this with the nervous and awkward boys. I kissed Dad harder, and his hand parted my knees. I moaned into his mouth. He only parted my knees! But then his hand moved up my leg on the inside. I dropped a leg off his lap as I moaned deeper with each inch closer his fingers moved. I had opened my legs to him. I felt him harden underneath me. His fingers were now inches from my pussy that had to be drooling with need.
With his lips barely touching mine, "Are you sure, honey?" he asked with his own desire obvious in his voice.
I just nodded and kissed him hard again. "OH... Goddddd..." I gasped when his finger tips finally stroked over my pussy lips. "Yes, please... oooooooo... yessssss," I gasped into his mouth.
A finger slipped past my lips and found my hole. It sank inside, and I moaned deeply. The kiss broke, and I sagged back. I found myself lying back across Mom's lap. Dad was finger fucking my pussy with one and then two fingers while mom fondled my breasts and teased my nipples.
"I want..." I tried gasping my need.
"Just relax," Mom interrupted, "just let it happen." She bent over and kissed me fully on the lips as Dad had done. Oh God! My mom was kissing me and fondling me while Dad was fingering my pussy and clit. "Let it come out, sweetie. Feel it."
I exploded on their laps. Dad had three fingers inside me, and Mom was sucking and chewing on a nipple. My body shook as I cried out, "OH GOD! OH FUCK... OHHHHHH YEESSSSSSS!"
They eased me down slowly with Dad gently stroking my leaking pussy while Mom licked my nipple and kissed me.
I looked up at them, "Oh my God, you guys." I sat up and hugged each of them. Then, "I feel a need underneath me. I want to take care of it. Tell me the right way. Not just a fuck, but the right way to please a man." They both smiled and hugged me at the same time.
Mom guided me through it. I shrugged off the negligee and knelt before Dad. As I worked to get him out of his slacks, Mom helped him remove his shirt. I just stared at his cock after removing his underwear. A man's cock. It was bigger, thicker, and longer. Mom broke me from the trance. She was beside me on her knees and guided me with words. I was soon licking, stroking, and sucking Dad's cock. It had been hard when I exposed it, but I was learning how to love a cock. Mom uttered things. Guys love to have their cock sucked. They love to climax while being sucked and to have their cum swallowed. Not that night, though, she said.
She pulled me back from dad's cock, and led me to their bedroom. She tugged the covers down and encouraged me onto the bed on my back. Daddy stood next to Mom, who had shrugged off her own negligee, both naked.
He crawled onto the bed and opened my legs further. He moved between my legs, and Mom came alongside me, kissing me again on the mouth and fondling my breasts. I gasped into Mom's mouth as I felt Dad's cock part my pussy and ease slowly just inside. He felt so big, so thick. I gasped and moaned as he eased his cock deeper and deeper until our bodies touched.
My first fuck by Dad was magnificent!
FAST FORWARD 19 YEARS
When Matt and I became serious about each other, I had been fucking dad, Steve, and Bob regularly since that night, and enjoyed girl-girl times with mom. I was thoroughly sexual and loved our family dynamics. So, when it came to Matt and me being serious, I wanted him to know about our family and that I had no intention of changing what we were doing. He was surprised, of course, but he was immediately supportive, too. He thought my mom was hot, and she was.
In the meantime, Steve had gone to the West Coast for a good job, got married, and soon had a daughter and two boys. He had never said anything to his wife about the family, but he continued to slyly indulge when he got the chance. When his wife found out, she demanded he stop. When she caught him again, they divorced. She took the girl, and she saddled him with the boys.
Bob moved to a neighboring state for a job and never married. On any kind of regular family activity, that left mom and dad. For years, the family just cruised along comfortably, with our activity basically restricted to mom and dad sharing with Matt and me. Bob would visit for a weekend periodically, which was a great addition. We saw Steve and his boys far less often, and generally once a year, if that.
With Steve's boys and our Tammy, we were back to carefully orchestrating times for our sharing. Mostly, it was managing Tammy so Mom and I could indulge our desires. That usually meant Matt took Tammy out while Mom and I enjoyed Dad, or I took Tammy out while Matt and Dad double-teamed Mom.
When Steve's boys turned 18, Mom pushed Steve. Was he going to introduce the boys to the family activity? He did, and the boys were eager to be included.
Up to that point, Mom had always tried to get the family together, and Christmas became the time when it was most manageable. That was also when Mom devised the idea of the family Advent season. Christmas, even before Steve's boys were included, doubled the men available for Mom and me. When the boys were added, there were suddenly six men for us to share.
With Steve's boys, Jerry and Will, included, Mom came up with her idea and shared it over pizza one night while Tammy was at a sleepover. We weren't religious. Not in any way. But the world recognized Advent. Advertisements and TV referred to it. Her idea had the four of us extra horny, which was saying something as we sat at the kitchen table of their home with everyone naked after already having exchanged partners for a welcoming fuck.
Mom suggested that she and I be fucked at least double what was normal. She was concerned about the sudden inclusion of four more cocks, even if managed discreetly, because of Tammy. I had laughed at the time, and they all had looked at me. I explained: Matt and I fucked at least three times a week, already. Mom had just smiled as she glanced at my dad. For a month before Christmas, Mom and I prepared for the family getting together by being fucked a lot more.
For a couple of years, that was what happened. Discreetly around Tammy. Of course, the gathering at Christmas was also very discreet because of Tammy, and that meant restrictions for everyone.
So, when Tammy turned 18, Matt and I struggled to contain our eagerness to approach her the way I had been 19 years before. That was the exact way we approached it, but the age of the internet had Tammy way ahead of where I had been.
Tammy was a beautiful young woman. She had long blonde hair that she frequently had in a ponytail because she was so physically active, which kept her body firm and toned.
When it came time for THE DISCUSSION, we were shocked. She only gave us a sly smile.
"You don't seem at all shocked," I said to her while trying to figure out the sly smile. Then, I remembered back 19 years to my own discussion with my mom. "You knew all along? Did you see some of us together?"
She nodded and looked at both Matt and me with a growing smile. "I saw you guys several times. The first was truly an accident. The first time, I came back from Joni's sleepover for my cell phone. After that, I made a point of having to go home for something when I was supposed to be away at a friend's." Matt and I were laughing at ourselves. "When I saw you, Mom, naked with the cousins, I knew what the family was about and couldn't wait for my 18th birthday to come. I've been getting ready for this moment ever since."
"What do you mean by getting ready?" Matt asked suspiciously.
She laughed and shook her head. "No, not actively getting ready. The internet. I've read porn stories and watched porn. No," she repeated as she stood and looked at both of us sitting on the sofa, "I was saving myself for you, Dad."
She started unbuttoning her blouse. I was too stunned by the twist in what was happening. We had this all planned to be gentle, and she was way ahead of us.
"No wait," I blurted out. She looked at me, disappointed, her fingers on the third button, and her new lace bra just peeking out from her partially opened blouse. I stood quickly and hugged her. "Sorry, honey," I quickly said, "but we had this all planned out the way your grandma and grandpa did it for me." I reached over for the unopened package.
"What do you mean?" she questioned.
"Open it, and you'll know," I assured her.
She sat back down between us and tore into the package. She gasped and smiled widely as she held up the exact duplicate baby-doll negligee I had been given. She held it tightly to her as she turned to hug me, then hug her dad extra tight. I grabbed her hand and stood her up. I turned to Matt, "We'll be back."
"You better be," he exclaimed, "I haven't been this hard since that first time I found out I was going to fuck your mom."
Tammy gasped at that and quickly followed me to our master bedroom. I took her in my arms without closing the door. No more modesty in this house unless guests (non-family guests) are here.
"Are you really good with this?" I had to assure myself of how she was feeling.
"God, yes, Mom," she exclaimed back. "Isn't it natural for a girl to fantasize about her dad? But knowing what this family does just heightens that fantasy to a desire to be real. It's okay that I want to fuck Daddy, isn't it? I mean, okay with you?"
I smiled as I gazed into her eyes. I nodded, then held her beautiful face in my hands and lightly kissed her on the lips. She was surprised when I pulled back with our lips just inches apart. She searched my face, as I did hers. I wanted her like a mother shouldn't want her daughter. I wanted to pleasure her, and for her to want to pleasure me. She put her hand around my neck and pulled me into a much deeper kiss.
"You, too?" she gasped with a new realization.
I smiled and gave her another quick kiss on the lips. "And Nana, Papa, your uncles, and cousins, if you want. All in time, of course. If this is what you want, we'll take it a step at a time." With another kiss, "Now, get undressed."
Her smile was so wide it gave the impression of ear-to-ear. I turned for my closet and came out with my own matching baby doll. Tammy was unhooking her bra, and I stopped to watch. She hesitated at seeing me watching, but continued with a smile that was somewhat more shy. I quickly began undressing, too.
She had her negligee on and tied, and she reached for the matching thong. "No thong," I said. She looked up. "It wouldn't be on you more than a moment, anyway." She smiled again.
I quizzed her as we stood gazing at ourselves in the floor-length mirror. The negligees hid nothing. Our nipples showed through the sheer fabric, and the gown parted to expose our pussies. She confessed that she had never really been fucked by a guy but had experimented with a cucumber and her fingers. No hymen to worry about, then. She was too anxious for much foreplay. I knew Matt was very anxious, too.
We walked back to the family room and stood side by side in front of Matt. He gaped at us. "God, you two... honey, you are a younger version of your mom." I smiled at that, too.
Tammy looked at me, and I nodded. She wanted to get right to it, and one look at my husband told me he was way past ready. She leaned over his knees to kiss him. He reached into her sagging gown and cupped a breast. I could see his hands shake as he touched his daughter like that for the first time. They both gasped, but she quickly backed away and knelt between his knees to work his belt and slacks open. I assisted with his shirt as he pried off his shoes.


"Oh my God," Tammy exclaimed at seeing her father's rigid cock for the first time. She grasped it. "It's bigger than I thought," she muttered as she leaned forward to kiss the head. It jerked in her hand as her lips touched it, too. She looked up at me, "I want to learn the right way to suck cock," she blurted out as if it were about cooking. "Not now, though." She turned her gaze on her father. "I want you to fuck your daughter, Daddy."
He pulled her up so she was straddling him. "You can practice sucking all you want, sweetie," he uttered as she settled her pussy over his hard cock.
"Raise up your hips, honey," I instructed. She did without question. I leaned over, grasped Matt's cock, and raised it to align with her obviously wet pussy. "Slowly sit back down," I instructed next. I adjusted his cock head slightly as her pussy lowered.
"Oh God... Oh God... Oh God..." she exclaimed as her father's cock touched her pussy, parted the lips, and finally opened her hole. "OH... FUCK," she gasped as she settled slightly more over his cock.
"Use whatever words you want, honey," I assured her. "Tell us how it feels."
"Oh fuck," she gasped, "I'm... fucking... my daddy. Oh fuck... yessssss."
"Raise up and back down, honey. Take it deeper and deeper," I continued my instruction.
She began doing it, rising and going back down. She never stopped moaning and gasping and murmuring. Then, "OH... GOD... TOOOOOO SOOON... NOOOOOO... I'm sorry... Daddy..." she gasped as she erupted in orgasm.
Matt held her tight and started thrusting his cock into her as she quaked in her first orgasm. "Don't worry, sweetie," he assured her. "We're not done."
He shifted forward on the couch, shifted her weight on him, and stood with his cock still buried inside her.
"Oh, Tammy, I love when he does that to me," I muttered.
She held on tightly, her arms around his neck and legs locked around his waist. She kissed him hard. "I wanted you to cum, too, Daddy."
"I will," he responded as he walked her to our bedroom, each step, I knew, jolting his cock into her pussy. "And... so will you."
"Oh my God... this is so... much better than... I ever imagined," she gasped with each of his steps.
I rushed around them in the hallway and into the bedroom. When he brought her to the bed, I had stripped the covers to the foot of the bed, ready for them. I loved the strength of my husband. He knelt onto the king-sized bed and crawled on his knees to the center and leaned them both over, falling the last foot or so. He remained inside her pussy, and that last drop brought an aroused moan from Tammy.
"Oh God, Daddy..." she gasped, "please cum. I want... to feel your... cum, too."
I watched as I settled next to her, as he leaned over our sweet daughter and drove his hard cock powerfully into her. He fucked her hard and deep. Her firm breasts bounced on her chest. I added my own lips and fingers to arouse her further, kissing her mouth, neck, and nipples. I slid a hand between their bodies to stroke her engorged clit and around his cock, driving into her.
"Cum with me, Daddy!" she called out. "Oh God, please... cum with me!"
I felt her orgasm shaking her body, and I felt her father's climax in the pulsing of his cock. He collapsed on top of her, and I hugged and kissed both of them.
* * * *
Two weeks later, and whatever concerns Matt or I might have had about Tammy's acceptance of what was happening in our family were long gone. True to her word, Tammy 'practiced' sucking cock on Matt, and the three of us enjoyed each other freely. I introduced Tammy to eating pussy, and it quickly became common for the other to suck the cum out of the pussy just fucked by Matt. The sex life we thought we had of two or three times a week was suddenly increased by the participation of Tammy.
Then, she asked to take the next step in the family. We all sat around the kitchen table after a casual dinner of pizza as Tammy took her phone out of her pocket. She turned the sound up higher and held it a few inches from her ear after connecting to a contact number. When the call was answered:
"Hi, Sweetie," came the excited female voice on the other end.
"Hi, Nana," Tammy responded with a wide smile on her face.
"How was your birthday party, dear?"
"Oh, it was wonderful. Amazing, really. Ughm... Nana... will you and Papa be home tonight?"
"Yes, dear. We have no plans. Is something up?" my mother asked innocently.
"I hope so," Tammy replied teasingly before saying she'd be there soon.
"You hope so?" I teased with a laugh.
"Don't give the poor man a heart attack," Matt added. "Have you decided how you are going to tell them?"
She smiled, "I have an idea."
She pushed her chair back and rushed to her room. Moments later, she returned wearing a light coat cinched tightly at the waist. The coat covered nearly to her knees, and she had clearly changed from the jeans she had been wearing. I held my car keys out to her as she rushed out the mudroom door to the garage.
Matt came up behind me as the door slammed shut, and we heard the garage door opening. He slid his hands up my front and cupped my breasts through my clothes. "I wonder what she was wearing under that coat," he muttered as he pulled me tight and kissed my shoulder.
I turned in his arms and kissed him hard. I was going to have a couple of hours to fuck Matt all by myself. I chuckled, "I wonder if she had anything on underneath."
* * * *
It took 25 minutes to drive to her grandparents' house on highway, city, and residential streets. And the drive was very exciting for her. She was naked underneath the coat she wore, and every time her foot moved from accelerator to brake, the bottom of the coat opened a little more. She knew nothing important was showing but a lot of thigh. Still, she thought, it was exciting.
She pulled into the driveway of her grandparents' home and parked in front of the garage. She got out, clicked the fob to lock the doors, and marched determinedly to the front door. She rang the doorbell and almost couldn't stop fidgeting with nervous excitement. This was a big next step, and it had been her idea. Her mom and dad had appropriately questioned her, but it was the family way. They just wanted to be sure she was ready for her own reasons and not because of some feeling of obligation.
They had reinforced from the start: sex was ALWAYS consensual.
When her grandmother answered the door, Tammy was immediately pulled into an all-consuming embrace and pulled into the house as her grandfather came up to embrace her next.
"A coat," he muttered, "the weather guys get the forecast wrong again?" And, he laughed.
Tammy didn't respond except to open the tie of the coat and slowly open it to reveal her nakedness underneath. "You asked about my birthday," she said with a big smile.
Her Nana's hands flew to her open mouth, "It happened!"
Tammy nodded her head and turned her attention to her Papa, "Will you be my second, Papa?" She slid the coat from her shoulders to drop to the floor.
"Oh my God," he uttered as he took in his naked granddaughter. "Remember how Sue looked all those years ago?" Obviously, he was uttering that to her Nana. "You look so much like your mother, sweetie."
With no hesitation, Tammy walked past them in the foyer and went directly to their bedroom. They were almost in shock as they followed behind her, swaying, naked butt. She and her grandmother undressed him. Tammy grasped his thickening cock and dropped to her knees, quickly taking it into her mouth and sucking.
"Oh God," he gasped, "I can see... your mother... has wasted no time... teaching you."
"Come on, old man," she heard her Nana urge, "fuck her so I can suck the cum out of her pussy."
Tammy slid onto the bed and spread her knees wide. "Oooooooo... yesssss," she sighed as her Papa's cock eased between her pussy lips and inside her wet hole. She turned her head to her Nana, "You like... to eat cum... from pussy, too?" she gasped.
She smiled and gave her a light kiss on the lips, "Your mother and I made it a habit. You, too?"
Tammy nodded and groaned as her Papa thrust deeply into her pussy.
* * * *
The long Labor Day weekend brought my brother Bob from the neighboring state for a visit. He had never been married. He traveled a lot for work, and when he wasn't, his time was filled with working out, fishing, biking, and hiking. He was enjoying his time to the fullest, but family was still important.
Nothing was specifically discussed about Bob's visit. He would be staying with my mom and dad, as always. They had the room, and we tended to gather there when he was in town. Despite knowing her uncle very well, Tammy was asking more questions about him. Matt and I knew what she was thinking.
We were all gathered outside on the patio in the back of my parents' house. Bob had quizzed Tammy about her life, friends, activities, and school. Then, we settled back into relaxed and comfortable chatter. That was when Tammy just disappeared. I wasn't concerned. I was more interested. I glanced at Matt, who was smiling at me. We both had our suspicions, which proved valid soon.
"Uncle Bob, could you come here for a minute?" came Tammy's voice from inside the sliding doors.
Bob looked over his shoulder at the house, then looked at Matt and me. We innocently shrugged. I glanced at mom and dad, who were suppressing smiles. Bob rose and stepped into the house.
"Holy shit!" he exclaimed. We all nodded to each other as we released our giggles and chuckles.
It was at least an hour later before they returned.
* * * *
Tammy stood in the family waiting for her uncle. Her clothes were discarded on her Papa's favorite easy chair.
"Holy shit," he exclaimed at seeing his only niece standing naked... and so beautiful. He stepped closer, still looking over her nakedness. "You... has anyone mentioned how much you look like your mom?"
She giggled, "It seems to be a common reaction." She stepped up to him, her breasts pressing into his t-shirt-covered chest. "I turned 18, Uncle Bob. I want to follow the same path Nana and my mom are on."
"Damn," he uttered as his hands held her bare shoulders and moved to hold her face as he leaned in to kiss her on the mouth. Her arms went around his neck, and they embraced tightly, his hands freely stroking and caressing over her naked back and butt. She pressed her hips into his and felt his cock responding inside his jeans. He grasped her bare butt and pulled her even tighter against himself.
She gasped into his mouth as she ground herself into his cock and held her uncle tighter as they kissed. She turned him and backed him against the couch, and she nudged him to sit on it. She immediately began loosening his jeans as he pulled his t-shirt up and over his head. He raised his hips as she tugged his jeans down, and he pried his shoes off. She finished tugging the jeans off and knelt between his open knees.
She sat back on her heels with a mischievous smile. "Sorry, Uncle Bob, Mom said sex was always consensual. I should have asked you first." He laughed. "Can I suck your cock before we fuck?"
"You can do anything you want to me with that sweet body, Tammy. And, I really want to fuck you, too."
She giggled and grasped his hard cock. She licked it and sucked. She had been practicing on both her dad and Papa. By the sounds her uncle was releasing, she figured she was getting pretty good at sucking cock.
He finally pressed her mouth off his cock, though. "I don't want my first climax with you to be in your mouth, Tammy."
She smiled, pleased by the response to her efforts with him. She straddled his body on the couch and reached for his cock, holding it up and blindly seeking her wet hole. She gasped at feeling his cock open her hole. He moaned, "Oh fuck, I am so happy you decided to join our perversion. Oh yes... your pussy... is so wet and tight."
She pressed down slowly, taking his cock deeper and deeper. When she was sitting on his thighs, she kissed him hard again. "I love the feel of your cock inside me," she uttered.
He chuckled, "I think, dear, you... hmmmmm... are just like... your mother and... grandmother. You love cock and your... family is the way... to get it."
"Oh fuck, yessssss," she gasped back to him. "With you guys... it's safe, and I know... you all love me, too."
She began bouncing on his cock, and the sounds of their fucking became louder and louder. Neither of them noticed the others peeking in through the open door. Neither of them would have cared, either.
He eventually rolled her to the side and out from underneath her. He repositioned her on her knees, leaning on the back of the couch as he thrust his cock back into her gaping pussy. He controlled the pace now. He fucked her and leaned over her back to fondle a nipple and stroke her clit. She quickly orgasmed, crying out in joy as he continued plowing into her quaking, spasming pussy.
When his climax came, "Oh God... yeeeessssss... I can feel... your cum... filling me. OH FUCK!" she exclaimed.
They collapsed on the couch, tightly hugging and softly stroking each other. He fondled her breasts as she lightly caressed his slick cock as it slowly softened. She cuddled into her uncle, happy in the thought that each of the men fucked in something of a unique way. She loved everything about it. She loved her family so much, and enjoying sex with them was a huge bonus.
* * * *
A few weeks after Bob fucked Tammy, too, she and I had a real discussion. She thought it was amusing that the family called the time leading up to the family gathering for Christmas as Advent until I explained it to her. Especially for her, and especially this year with Tammy joining the activities.
"But, Mom," she said, trying to minimize what was going to happen, "it's just fucking, right?"
I shook my head. Matt made himself scarce for this talk. Tammy and I were on our bed, both of us naked, and using vibrators on each other. It was after a first orgasm that the talk got serious.
"Just fucking," I repeated, "yes, but it isn't just fucking when there are six cocks and only three pussies, and all those cocks are now free to use the pussies at will because there is no sneaking around because of younger family members. It's fucking, yes, but it will be intense fucking, honey."
"You and Nana, too?"
"Yes. Neither your grandmother nor I has experienced this before, either. In the past, we've had to sneak around you and your cousins to fuck. This year, everyone realizes it will be different. That's why your Nana and I decided to rent an Airbnb house with enough room for all of us to be under one roof for the week."
"You mean... a week of fucking? The guys will be able to use us when they want?" she asked in kind of awe of what I was saying.
"We all have to agree, but, yes, that would be what it could be like. Do you have a problem with that? Does that sound like too much?"
She shook her head in thought, and I appreciated that she really was taking it seriously. "If you and Nana are going to, I will, too."
I kissed her erect nipple and gently stroked over her orgasm slick pussy lips. "How do you think it's going to work? I mean... you know..." she asked.
I broke into her pondering, "To be honest, it will be all new to us." I giggled, "It just might be that the three of us will be naked the entire time." I watched her closely as I toyed with her pussy. "Any thoughts?"
She thought for a moment, then, "Yeah, it sounds pretty exciting. I mean... sharing six cocks with my mom and Nana... that's pretty something, right?"
"Right," I repeated. "It feels pretty exciting to me, too." I nibbled on her nipple and slipped a finger into her pussy. She sighed. Damn, she was so sexual. She was up for anything. "Remember how I said the real Advent is about waiting and preparation?" She nodded as she reached down to stroke my own pussy. "The same for us. Especially you. Not just how much fucking you'll experience, but... how do you feel about anal?"
Her finger stopped moving on my pussy as she jerked her head up to look directly at me. "Anal... you mean... like getting fucked up the ass?" I nodded. "You and Nana?" I nodded again.
She thought for a moment. I didn't apply any additional stimulation. I didn't want her to be distracted by that. Finally, she shrugged, "If you and Nana do it... okay."
I smiled and went to my dresser for a smaller vibrator I rarely thought about anymore. I applied a healthy amount of lubrication to it and brought it back to her. I told her to pull her knees to her boobs.
"Kinda obscene position, huh?" she mumbled.
I smiled and leaned over to kiss and lick her very exposed pussy. I place the vibrating shaft at her puckered hole, and she gasped. I let it vibrate there for a moment before pressing just enough to start opening her tight hole. I went very slowly, letting the vibration add stimulation as the tip of the vibrator began inching into her hole and through her sphincter.
I heard the garage door opening and knew Matt had returned. "Ready to try the real thing?" She nodded as she gasped at the new sensations. "Go down and get your dad up here."
* * * *
She rushed out of the bedroom, still stark naked, and still feeling the effects of the vibrator in her asshole. She came rushing around the corner to the kitchen, where the entrance from the garage was, and nearly ran into Matt.
"Whoa... what's the rush, and why are you naked? I am definitely not complaining. I love to see a pair of breasts bouncing toward me," he said with a chuckle.
She didn't immediately reply but took his hand and tugged. He gave in and followed, but had to comment. "Where are you taking me in such a rush?"
"You need to fuck my ass."
That stopped him and left her leaning to pull him along. "What did you say?"
"Advent, Dad!"
Matt shook his head. What the hell did religion have to do with anything in his household? "Advent?"
"Mom said Advent is a time for waiting and preparation, but that our family looks at it a lot differently. And for my first Christmas with everyone, I need to be prepared."
"Okay..." he replied dumbly.
She stopped tugging and put her hands on her hips, confronting him. He thought that was so cute. His daughter was standing naked, proud, firm breasts jutting out toward him, and her tight, youthful body, her face giving him those rolling eyes and an exasperated look.
"Daddy... six cocks and three pussies." That was supposed to clarify it? Then it did. His wife and mother-in-law are pulling double penetrations to take care of as many of the guys as possible. "Why didn't you say so?"
She rolled her eyes again. He guessed he deserved that.
* * * *
When they entered the room, I had to smart off, "That took a while. Did you have trouble with him, honey?"
"Yes," she exclaimed with exaggerated emotion. "He's supposedly a hotshot in business, but sometimes I wonder."
I laughed, much to Matt's embarrassment. I added to it, though. "You have to remember something about men, dear. They have two heads, but when they are faced with an attractive and naked woman, the biggest one goes dormant."
"Ha ha," he responded. "And you want my help?"
As Tammy crawled onto the bed, she spoke over her shoulder, "Yeah, like you're not going to want to fuck my ass?" Matt was a smart man; he knew when he was outnumbered. She knelt on the bed and turned to face her father as he took off his clothes. When he dropped his slacks, it was clear he wouldn't need any assistance in getting hard.
"How do we do this, Daddy?" she asked so innocently as she waited naked while he became naked to introduce her to anal sex. "What position do you want me?"
Matt stepped to me, pinched an erect nipple as he pulled me into him with the other, and we kissed. He whispered, "I think the women on your side of the family pass a sex gene."


I smiled as I returned the kiss and stroked his hard cock. The same thing had occurred to me several times. I wondered what my grandmother... and great-grandmother... had been like.
"Hands and knees, sweetie, with your butt facing me," he directed. I handed him the lubrication. As I applied a generous amount to his cock, he spread more over her asshole and pushed some inside with a finger. "It can hurt some until your asshole gets used to it."
"Mom explained it, Daddy. I know you'll be gentle, so I want you to do it. I want to be ready for the others at Christmas," she explained.
He spread her ass cheeks and positioned his cock at her tightly closed hole. He pressed with nothing happening. I lay next to her and added some direction. I saw her mouth open, and she moaned deeply. He was in, maybe just in, but in. He didn't move for a minute and let her indicate when she was ready. Before long, Matt was thrusting his cock into her ass, both of them moaning and grunting. I wiggled underneath her to use my mouth on her clit and pussy. Her orgasm was joined by her father's climax.
Matt rolled to the side, and he spooned Tammy against him, his cock still embedded in her ass. He fondled her breasts, and I lightly stroked her pussy and kissed her.
"I think... I'll need... some more practice... to be... ready," she gasped.
Matt laughed and pinched a nipple, "Not a problem, sweetie. I'm pretty sure your Papa would be interested in giving an assist, too."
I leaned over Tammy and gave him a kiss. "You men are so helpful," I said with our lips touching. Tammy laughed and wiggled her butt on his cock.
* * * *
We were gathered in the rented Airbnb waiting for Steve and his boys. Bob had gone to the airport to pick them up, and he had texted once that they were waiting for the luggage. When the next text came that they were leaving the highway and entering the area of the house, we gathered in the foyer. My dad and Matt stood behind us. We heard the car outside, and Tammy rushed to peek through the side window and returned.
When the door opened, "HOLY SHIT!"
Mom, Tammy, and I stood naked with bows around our necks. This was going to be the best Christmas ever.
THE END
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CHAPTER 8: MR. STANISLAUS
"Mr. Stanislaus, sir?" the large black man asked respectfully, but comfortably, from the open doorway of the expansive and luxurious office.
The man inside sat behind a massive desk located a distance away. The office was like a personal living room with an office space at one end. Located on the ground floor, the entire outside wall of the corner room was floor-to-ceiling windows with open sheer window coverings, looking out onto spacious and carefully maintained grounds surrounding the 10,000 square foot estate's main residential building on the east end of Grand Cayman Island. It was a location designed and built for privacy and protection.
"Robert," the older man said, responding with a usual familial welcome. Mr. Stanislaus was of Polish-American heritage, Caucasian, 67 years old, and the head of a very large, wealthy, and legally shady global organization. Robert was a black man of 32 years of age, 6'4" tall, and muscular. He was the head of Mr. Stanislaus' personal protection detail that included 5 other men of similar stature and appearance.
"How goes the search?" Mr. Stanislaus continued as he leaned back into his chair, giving Robert his full attention as Robert walked across the space to take one of the chairs in front of the desk.
"Sir," Robert began, "I'm still not sure I understand why you are intent on this search." There were few men able to challenge an instruction given to them by this man. His instructions and directions were to be received and acted upon without question. "Getting a woman here is easy."
The older man set his gaze on his trusted protector and nodded thoughtfully. "Yes, of course, Robert, that is true and has been exactly what we have done since this compound was finished and we relocated here last year. You and your team insulate me and our operation from the outside, and this compound was intended to add to that insulation both from the outside and international prying. I think these other women, who can be brought in when desired, could be a weakness in our security. They might not see much, but they might be easily encouraged to share what little they do see."
Robert nodded. That issue had been a topic of past conversations. The effort he had to expend in vetting the women took time and could always be questioned.
"Besides," Mr. Stanislaus continued, "you and your men have isolated yourselves here for my protection. You, and they, sacrifice enough; you shouldn't have to also sacrifice the pleasures of a woman."
Robert chuckled easily with his boss, "You pay us well, sir, for that sacrifice, but with the right women, we certainly would be appreciative."
The older man smiled with understanding. When hookers and call-girls had been brought to the estate, he knew how much the six-man team enjoyed the opportunity for carnal delights.
"So, what of the search. You know, Robert, as much as I use people to achieve a goal, I don't feel comfortable with island hookers."
"Understood, sir," Robert replied, "and I think I have found the women needed."
"Women?" he challenged, raising eyebrows.
Robert chuckled, "I wasn't looking for 'women', sir, but that is what I have found. There is an island off the Florida Keys called Haven that entices women who are abused by husbands for a safe escape. Once they have them, the women are programmed in some kind of mind-control process into being sluts willing to fuck. This island then attempts to use the women, but it will likely fail in short order. Their operational model can't be sustained, and sooner or later, they will be exposed."
"And?"
"And, sir, there is a mother and her two fraternal twin daughters. The Haven group is nervous about them. Their programming is highly effective, resulting in three very eager sluts, but their minds have retained a level of independent rationality."
"Could that rationality be an issue for our activities, Robert?"
Robert shook his head. "Haven doesn't understand what they have, sir. This Haven isn't very sophisticated for what they have available to them. The programming has dumbed down the other sluts, leaving them as simple fuck sluts. These three, for whatever reason, responded differently, but they are completely dedicated to Haven despite the concerns of the group. I am confident that a bit of encouragement with that process and their dedication can be transferred from Haven to you, sir."
"And they are good, otherwise?"
"Good? The six of us tried to fuck the hell out of them, but they just continued to eagerly respond for more. The daughters defer to the mother, and they are all engaging and eager. They are unlike any others, sir. I've never encountered women like them."
"If they are part of this Haven thing, are they available? Could they come down for a visit?"
Robert shook his head again. "The women never leave the island." Robert chuckled, "But, Haven is nervous enough that they indicated a willingness to sell them."
"Sell them? I won't buy another human, Robert. I do a lot of things, but not that."
"I know that. You won't have to, sir." Mr. Stanislaus looked at Robert to continue. "They are on the verge of failing. We just need to nudge their failing." The boss smiled and nodded. He loved it when his people solved issues for him.
* * * *
Katie and the girls didn't know what was happening. They had never seen such anxiety in the three leaders of Haven as they were led by Kevin into Matthew's office.
The three naked women stood at the open door to the office when they saw another man sitting in front of the desk. A large black man. Susie nudged Katie, "That's one of the six men we fucked," she whispered. Katie had made the same connection, and her cunt had flooded in that instant. Her mind went to the feeling of his 12-inch cock like a pile driver in her cunt and ass.
Matthew straightened in his chair as the women entered the office. "Sluts, you may remember this man from a previous meeting at the lodge." Katie nodded and smiled at the man. She definitely remembered him as her daughters did, also. Matthew continued, "He has requested you three again. You will accompany him to the lodge."
How strange, Katie thought. The other times, they were simply instructed to go to the lodge to discover who they were being sent to fuck. This time, Matthew was being treated differently, and the anxiety was visibly showing in Matthew, which provided more puzzlement.
"Of course," Katie said, looking at the man.
Nothing was said on the way to the lodge by carts driven by Haven men. Once at the lodge, though, the carts left. Katie noticed a boat at the dock, but kept her attention on the man.
When the carts were gone, the large black man turned to the three naked women standing with him at the foot of the stairs leading up to the main level of the lodge. "There is someone I want you three to meet," he said.
Katie and the girls exchanged glances, and it was Susie who blurted out what they were all thinking. "We've been hoping to see you again. You are going to fuck us, aren't you?" Katie and Toni were nodding their agreement, too.
He laughed. "You three are great. I think we can take care of that. First, though, there is someone who wants to meet you. This is my boss, and I have spoken very highly of you three."
"Understood," Katie said. "Will he be fucking us, too? What would you like us to do?"
He smiled, "Nothing special, Katie. What I need you to do is to be yourselves with him. He wants to see the people you are, so be natural, be yourselves."
"Yes, sir," Katie responded. "We can do that."
The man led them up the wooden steps, across the deck, and into the lodge, where they found an older white man sitting in the large living room of the lobby.
"Naked, Robert?" the older man blurted out.
"Sir, believe me, this is their natural and preferred state," the black man he called Robert responded.
Katie took a step forward, "Sir, he's correct. My daughters and I haven't had clothes on since we came to this island. We do prefer being naked. So, sir, please don't be upset with him."
The older man looked at Robert and back at Katie. "Interesting, you're speaking up for him?" Katie just stood with a fixed gaze. "I see what you mean about them, Robert. Just so you understand, dear," he continued, "Robert is someone I trust with my life and, by extension, the other five men you had previously met." Katie looked to her daughters and saw the connection being made. "I wasn't upset with Robert," the older man continued, "I was merely surprised. My instructions were that I wanted to speak with the three of you, I trusted Robert's evaluation of your ... how should I say this delicately ... evaluation of your more physical skills."
Katie smiled and relaxed.
Robert made the introductions, and the three women sat on a couch opposite the older man. Not knowing what the situation was, they sat as demurely as possible, given that they were already naked. It was interesting, Katie thought to herself. The man asked a series of questions to her and the girls about their history and attitudes. He was curious about her defending a man she didn't really know. He asked the girls about how they felt about being naked so much and pleasuring men they didn't even know. After about 20 minutes, he appeared satisfied with whatever his motivation had been to talk with them.
Finally, he asked Susie if she liked living on the island. She shrugged and looked at her mom, "Well, I mean, yeah. I mean, we're Haven sluts, so ..."
Toni added, "It's what we are, sir. We're just Haven sluts. We do what we're told."
He looked at Katie. She felt he was looking for something more, but she wasn't sure what. She glanced at the black man, Robert. He had been watching intently during the exchanges. She saw him subtly nod, and she took that to be honest.
"Sir, we came to Haven for our safety from an abusive man. We," she indicated with a gesture of her head to include her daughters, "found ourselves becoming sluts. We have our suspicions of how that happened, but the fact remains that we actually like being sluts. We like fucking men and being naked." She glanced at Robert again. He was watching her carefully. She glanced at the girls and found them watching her, too. They had talked about their feelings about Haven among themselves.
Whatever the purpose of the man interviewing them, she decided to take a chance with full honesty. "We don't want to get into trouble with Haven, sir," she said. He assured her that their conversation was confidential. She took a breath. "As I said, as we each have said, we like being sluts now that we are. But ... sir ... well ... that's all we are here. Sluts. I mean, there is nothing else for us until another man wants to fuck us. I don't know if this is making sense, sir."
He smiled as he glanced at Robert and looked at each of the women sitting naked across from him. He was taken by how comfortable they sat before him, a stranger, while being naked. He was also taken by how much alike they looked in size and shape. Even the mother compared to her daughters. He recognized what Robert had seen and trusted his evaluation of their abilities as sluts.
"If I understand you, Katie, you like being sluts, but wish there was more to your life beyond the next man who gets between your legs."
Katie nodded shyly after a glance at her daughters, who nodded at her. "Yes, sir. Please don't let Haven know we have any dissatisfaction, though."
His face changed just a fraction. "Are you afraid of them, Katie?"
"No, sir. Well ... I mean, they've never actually threatened any of us. It's just ... well, we want to be the best we can be, is all. If that is just being sluts, that's what we'll be."
"But you would desire to be more," he said in understanding.
"Yes, sir," Katie confirmed. She looked at the girls as she added, "We'd excel at whatever was asked of us, if only it was asked."
The man gave a firm nod to Robert as he stood. It felt strange to Katie and the girls, but the man stepped up to them as they stood, too, and shook each of their hands. They were so used to men just assuming they could touch and probe their naked bodies that a handshake was surprising and awkward. They were intrigued when he said, "You three deserve to be more than you are here. Would you like to be more?" They nodded without knowing what more he was thinking or how that could be.
Robert inserted himself and started them up the staircase to the upstairs, but Katie stopped and turned back to Mr. Stanislaus. "Sir, thank you."
He smiled, confused, "Thank you? For what, dear?"
She thought for a moment to form her response, "For ... for talking to us like we were more than just sluts. It has been a long time since anyone cared about what we thought or how we felt about anything."
The girls added in unison, "Yes, sir, thank you."
He nodded with a pleased smile as Robert continued to lead them up the stairs. At the landing, Susie asked, "What was that about, sir?"
Robert stopped and looked intently at each. "Were you being honest with him?" They each nodded. "Good. You'll find out soon. For now, though, does the slut part of you need some men?" They nodded excitedly. "You remember my associates; they are waiting for you. The boss and I are going to have a talk with the Haven guys. In the meantime, enjoy yourselves."
They separated from Robert and began searching guest rooms for the other five men they had enjoyed so much the previous time. They found them all in one room. They were all naked and stood when the women entered the room. The women gazed at the men, all tall and muscled, and black like Robert. All with the long, thick cocks they remembered, hanging limply. To the women's surprise, there wasn't a hurried rush to fuck. They introduced themselves: Toby, Sam, Abe, Carl, and Frank. It was like they and Robert were formed out of the same mold: all about 6'4" tall, well muscled, and cocks that were 10 to 12 inches long when hard. They were a slut's dream, and they remembered how that dream had felt the last time.
* * * *
Upon returning to downstairs, Mr. Stanislaus said, "I understand your assessment of them, Robert. Let's go talk to those guys. You know how I feel about fools."
Robert smiled, "This should be fun."
"Yes," Mr. Stanislaus replied, "but we need a bit of programming on the girls before the fools realize they won't be paid."
"Girls," Robert chuckled, "you do remember the mother is about my age."
He patted Robert's large bicep, "And at my age, dear boy ..." Robert laughed.
* * * *
There were five men and three women. Not balanced, so Katie directed her daughters to two men each, and she stepped up to Abe, who was the last man. She took his hand and led him out of the room and randomly selected another guest room. She pressed her naked body against his and pressed her hips against him, his cock firming rapidly and pressing into her abdomen. The men were about a foot taller than she and the girls, and that only added to the erotic effect the men had for them. She knew she would enjoy discovering all the ways their size and strength could add to the way they could be fucked, but she knew she had to settle for whatever time she had with any of them.
To her surprise, she got a sense of that discovery as she reached up to kiss him, and, instead, he picked her up easily. She wrapped her arms and legs around him. "Oh, God," she gasped as she held on tightly and covered his mouth. "You're so strong," she gasped after the kiss as she stared into his eyes, "so strong ... and your cock," she uttered further as she felt his hardened cock pressing against her pubes, "... you know the girls, and I talked about if we could be with you guys again."
He chuckled, "And what did you talk about? Just our cocks?"
"God, no," she exclaimed, "yes, sure, your cocks are ... God ... amazing, but there is something about you guys that seemed so exciting, too."
"Well, for your information," he chuckled with another kiss, "we talked about you three, too. But, right now, let's just fuck." Katie smashed her mouth into his and didn't break the kiss as she felt him align his cock against her cunt and settled her down over it.
"Oh, God, yesssss," she moaned as she lessened the hold she used with her arms and settled down over his cock while in his arms. He used his hands on her butt to lift her and drop her back down. "Oh ... fuck ... yessssss ... I knew ... you guys would be ... special."
He backed up to the bed and partially fell back onto it. The impact and bounce forced his cock deep, and she cried out as he rolled them over twice to get them into the center of the bed, and she found herself on top again. She kissed him, his cock filling her cunt, and she planted her hands on the thick slabs of muscle that made up his chest. She kneaded the muscle with her fingers as she raised up slowly on his cock and back down, feeling every long inch as she clenched her cunt around the thick pole inside her.
His smile and eyes reflected lust back up to her, and he thrust his hips up to meet her cunt coming down. They both moaned, and their fucking intensified as her hips rose and dropped faster, and his hips thrust up harder.
It felt different to her. How could it feel different? The previous time was special and amazing. Her fingers felt his body more directly as they fucked. His eyes met hers as if trying to transmit something that hadn't been spoken, yet. As if there was something more to be understood, but she had to relinquish those thoughts as an orgasm rose quickly within her. She didn't feel he was ready, but she had to feel it, to experience another amazing orgasm on their magnificent cocks that filled her cunt so completely.
As her orgasm hit, he rolled them, and he continued to fuck her through her orgasm. She felt limp as her body shivered and quaked, her cunt in a spasm around his pounding cock. As her senses began to return, she wrapped her legs around his waist and lifted her hips to meet his powerful thrusts. When his cock exploded inside her cunt, she orgasmed a second time.
He rolled them again so she was lying on top of his large body, her head on his upper chest, feeling his chest expand and fall with his deep, recovering breath. His cock continued to fill her cunt, and she continued to periodically squeeze his cock. She stretched up to kiss him before crossing her arms over his chest, and she rested her chin on them so she could look at him easily.
"My God," she sighed, "that was amazing."
He smiled, "I agree," he shared, "but ... that's going to have to be it for now."
She clamped her cunt around his cock as if that would make it impossible for them to separate. "Why?" she uttered in a pleading voice. She thought about it for a moment and remembered the older man, the boss, Mr. Stanislaus. "Mr. Stanislaus, right?"
He nodded. "We don't want to keep him waiting. He allowed us to spend this time with you and your daughters. We don't want to abuse that." Katie nodded her understanding and eased herself off him.
* * * *
Matthew couldn't control his excitement, and Mr. Stanislaus not only recognized it but was amused by it. The man actually thought he was in control of the situation.
"We will modify the programming to eliminate their connection to Haven. Then, the exchange can be completed," Matthew summarized.
Robert interjected, "How long will that programming take?"
Steven considered the question. Clearly, they were in a hurry. "I will go to begin the revision now, and I should be ready by the time they return. It won't be more than a 15-minute audio session." He looked from Robert to Mr. Stanislaus, "You're sure you don't want the sluts programmed so they will identify themselves as your sluts?"
"We're sure," Robert said firmly. "They seem content enough being sluts. That's all we want."


* * * *
Robert was waiting outside the Administration building when the women arrived with the five other men. "The guy named Steven is waiting for you at his training building." The women looked at him, confused. "He said it won't take long."
"Training?" Katie questioned. "Why are we getting another training session?" Robert just looked back at her. "Yes, sir." She turned to her daughters, "Come on, girls, let's see what is going on."
After walking away from the six men only a short distance, Katie said, "I was disappointed to only be fucked once. I was hoping we'd switch like last time."
Susie and Toni nodded. "We were both double penetrated, but we probably only had the same number of orgasms," Toni offered as a positive look at what had happened.
Katie chuckled and wrapped her arms around her daughters as they walked to the training building. "I love you guys," she said as her arms slid down their backs to pat their asses. "Maybe the next time we see them, it will be like the first time."
"I sure hope so," Susie uttered. "Their cocks are amazing and the way they use them ..."
Toni just had to add, "And, damn, they are so strong, I feel like a doll for them to use as they want."
"You think we'll see them again, Mom?" Susie added.
"God, I hope so," Katie added with her own hopefulness.
* * * *
After the short session with Steven, who wouldn't offer any additional information, the women were still as confused as ever about what was happening. They didn't feel the session had done anything new for them, like after other sessions, when some new desire had been introduced to them. Instead of explaining anything, Steven returned them directly to Matthew's office.
"Katie, what are you?" Matthew asked upon their return to his office.
"Sluts, Matthew," Katie responded, and for the first time, she said it without saying 'Haven Sluts', and for the first time, addressing him by his name. Katie noticed it seemed to surprise him, but she ignored it. She had responded the way her mind told her to.
"Toni," Mr. Stanislaus said in taking over and getting their attention, "whose slut are you?"
Toni looked directly at him, ignoring Matthew, Kevin, or Steven. "What do you mean, sir?" she responded.
"Katie?" he then turned the question to the mother.
"I don't understand, either, sir. We don't belong to anyone. We're sluts, but why would we belong to someone?" she responded.
"And what do sluts like?" he asked.
Katie smiled, "Sluts ... we, sir ... like to fuck."
"Don't forget being naked, Mom," came Susie's addition with a giggle.
Mr. Stanislaus smiled. He then motioned to Robert, who led the women out of the office. Outside, Robert directed Abe, Carl, and Frank to take the women back to the lodge where their rented boat waited. Tobi and Sam returned inside with Robert. They stood behind Mr. Stanislaus.
Matthew finally said, "Okay, now we can take care of the money."
"There won't be any money exchanged," Mr. Stanislaus casually countered.
"What do you mean?" Matthew protested. "You have our sluts."
"You don't understand your position," Mr. Stanislaus calmly responded. "Tomorrow morning, the Miami FBI field office will receive an anonymous package containing just enough information about your enterprise here to have them swarming this island of yours." He stood and looked at the three leaders of Haven, who appeared to be in shock. They weren't violent men. They had achieved what they had by manipulation, but the three large black men behind the older man would have ended any thought of challenge, anyway. "You don't have much time." With that, he turned and left the office with his protection behind him.
At the dock, Robert met the three naked women. "Mr. Stanislaus would like very much if you three would join him at his estate."
"His estate?" Katie repeated.
Robert smiled. "He is hopeful that you would like to live there."
"As his sluts?" Katie pursued.
Robert shook his head. "To work for him. I think you'll enjoy the benefits."
Susie poked her mother. "I think he's saying we'll be fucked by them living there."
Katie smiled, "I don't know how we could turn down such an offer." Everyone laughed.
Mr. Stanislaus walked up to Katie and put his arm around her waist. "I think you will find my estate pleasant, dear. I already know you like the men who protect me."
Katie turned and hugged her girls as the obvious excitement filled their faces. That was all the answer Mr. Stanislaus required. But there was more that he wanted them to be clear about.
"Do you know why you are with us and not back at Haven? Do you even know why you are sluts?" Mr. Stanislaus asked. Katie thought about that for a minute before shaking her head. "You came to Haven for a safe place away from abuse, right?" Katie nodded, again doing so for all three of them. "They abused that trust by subjecting you to some mind-control programming to turn you into sluts for their purposes."
Katie glanced at the girls before responding. "We suspected something like that, sir. It took us a while, but the sessions we had with Steven ... I don't know ... they induced shifting in our thinking ... in our feelings." She and he stared at each other for a long moment as the other men and her girls watched. "The truth, though, is that we like being sluts. We like fucking men, and being naked even around others who are dressed. If you say it is because of programming ..." she shrugged her shoulders.
"Haven wanted to sell you three," he blurted out. "That was why you were in that room on display when you met Robert and the others."
She turned to the girls and saw the looks of ... what? ... violation? "Sell us? We thought they wanted us as their best sluts." She searched his face, "Does that mean you bought us? You said you don't own people. Does that mean you might sell us?"
"I don't. I won't," he assured her. "I didn't buy you. I took you away from them. I asked Robert to find a woman who could serve their special needs at the estate. Instead, he found three women. I trust Robert's choice and came here to secure you three from this Haven organization. I want you three to join us in my employ, not as property."
Katie and the girls openly faced Mr. Stanislaus. "We already knew we wanted to join you, Robert, and the others, but I'm curious what you have in mind when you say working for you?"
He stepped closer to Katie and, while holding her gaze, reached out to take one of her persistently erect nipples. "It has been a very long time since I have allowed myself the touch of a woman, Katie, Susie, and Toni. Having met you three, however, that time may have come to an end." He smiled warmly at them. "But, to address your curiosity, we will figure that out in time as to how you fit into the estate. I know my men enjoy you and that you enjoy them. There may be other men on occasion, too. Does that concern you?"
Katie smiled, checked with her daughters, and seeing their smiles, too, responded, "Not at all, sir. As we have said, we love to fuck. The only thing we would ask is that we be safe while pleasuring any men you wish us to pleasure, sir. We're your sluts, sir," she proclaimed proudly.
"You know my six protectors, dear Katie. They will keep you as safe as they do me." He considered the last part of her comment. "To be clear, I was serious. I don't own people. If you want, we can have those tattoos removed from your backs."
Katie chuckled, "We'll keep the tattoos, sir. Think of it this way, then, sir. You refer to Robert and the other five as YOUR protectors. In the same way, we are YOUR sluts." He smiled with a nod. "Regardless, sir, we consider ourselves now to be Stanislaus sluts. We are sluts, sir. We're your sluts. We're Robert's and the rest of your men's sluts." She turned to her girls, and they stood firmly alongside Katie. "The tattoos just confirm that."
He checked each woman as they stood before him, naked and eager. He finally nodded in surrender. So, he had three sluts. Was his quiet life being shaken? Somehow, he already felt that it was being shaken for the better.
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CHAPTER 9: STILL SLUTS
If Katie and the girls even thought about the fact that they had gotten into the rented boat naked with Mr. Stanislaus, Robert, and the others, without any luggage, they gave no indication. All their personal belongings, which they hadn't seen since arriving at Haven, were left behind. They had been naked since arriving at Haven, and being naked was what they knew, and being so upon leaving didn't cause concern to them.
The boat sped away from Haven, and they presumed for Key West. Katie and the girls sat across from Mr. Stanislaus and several other men, while other men were in the cockpit of the boat. Katie was quite interested in the scenery as the boat skipped over the waves at a fast rate. When her gaze came back to Mr. Stanislaus, she found him smiling oddly.
"Sir," she ventured, "is it presumptuous of me to ask why you are smiling like that at me?"
"It will never be presumptuous of you or your daughters to ask me anything. I may or may not be able to answer, however. My business is of a very sensitive nature. In this case, though, the reason for my smile is quite simple. The bouncing of the boat over the waves is having a delightful effect on the three of you."
Katie looked down and then at her daughters. They had been interested in the exchange and reacted, too. As the boat bounced, their tits did, too.
"I've been so used to being naked, sir, it didn't occur to me before, but how are we going to get off the boat? I guess I was thinking we were going on a plane."
"We are, dear. I have to say, I quite enjoy the vision of you three naked. And, since you seem to like it, too, I think you will stay that way at the estate." Katie smiled and glanced at the girls who returned her smile. They loved being naked. They loved being naked with men and enticing them to fuck. "The guys will walk alongside you in such a way as to cover you as we make our way from the boat to the car, and the car to the plane. It may not be totally effective, but it will be sufficient. It is my plane, so once on it, you are safe until we arrive at the other airport."
"Oh, sir, we trust that we will be safe, regardless. If there is a fuss, I imagine you or Robert will control it."
He smiled, "What I like is that you accept being sluts, but at the same time, are still aware and rational. You will be a very good addition to the estate, I think."
Susie spoke up, "You earlier referred to others, sir, you meant others for us to fuck?" He nodded. The three naked women smiled. They were now very aware of their tits bouncing, and the fucking that was to come, and it aroused them. But, then again, they were easily aroused.
The transfer from the boat to the car wasn't unseen. It was clear that they were naked, but there wasn't a fuss. It was Key West. Similarly, at the airport, they climbed the stairs into the plane, and they were also clearly visible. The women found it exciting. The men found it amusing how comfortable they were in their nakedness and willingness to fuck. Despite being aware of themselves, they had been changed to fully accept being naked and to fuck men, as directed.
The plane was a Learjet that could seat 12 people in club chairs and a sofa-style for three. Katie and the girls were given luxurious seats at the windows. Before takeoff, the pilot entered the cabin area to verify everyone was settled, and did a double take at seeing the three naked women. Mr. Stanislaus, sitting across from Katie, merely indicated they were ready for takeoff.
Having only flown on a commercial plane with little room and uncomfortable seats, the Learjet was luxurious in every detail for Katie and the girls. Upon taking off, they flew south over the Caribbean. Toni and Susie were glued to the windows, their noses nearly pressed to the glass as they pointed out various sightings to each other.
Katie pulled her attention from the window beside her and looked at the man who was taking her and the girls away from Haven. She and the girls had enjoyed Haven to the extent they had experienced their new lifestyle of being sluts, but the revelation that Haven had used them as prostitutes and intended to sell them for profit created an empty space inside her that she was desperate to fill in a way that only a new, committed devotion could. She found their savior looking at her intently.
"What are you thinking, sir?" she said softly.
"Well, I am trying to decide how this is going to work. I have to admit I am caught with the realization that I hadn't planned this out very completely. You see, dear, since relocating to my current estate, prostitutes have been used by the men. I never really liked the idea of prostitutes, just like the idea of owning someone. Additionally, having a relatively unknown person coming into the estate seemed like ... well, a security risk we didn't need. Robert and the men are just as alone at the estate as I am. Sure, they could go into town for encounters, but ..." He shrugged.
"You thought it would be better to have a woman at the estate you could control and come to trust, and who would be willing to satisfy the men?" she continued for him.
"Exactly, my dear. Robert found three such women instead of one." He smiled.
"Can I be graphic with you, sir?"
He nodded, "You are sitting on my plane naked on the way to my estate, where you will be available for fucking by my men. Please, speak freely."
Katie smiled. "Yes, sir. All of that is true, and we don't really know any of you. Yet, here we are." He watched her intently. "Sir, what I can tell you is that we, the girls and I, will devote ourselves to you and Robert and the other men. We will eagerly pleasure anyone you direct us to. We've been turned into sluts, sir. The mechanism for how that happened wasn't really known to us, but we developed suspicions of our own. We are sluts, however, sir. We like being sluts. We like being naked and available to being touched, probed, and fucked. We will be devoted sluts to you, sir. What we want, now that we've learned about what Haven was, is security and belonging." Katie looked down at her thighs crossed in front of her. "Sorry, sir. I guess I've rambled."
"No, Katie, I appreciate your openness. I assure you that you and your girls will be well protected, and you will be a welcome part of the estate." He smiled. "It will be interesting to have three such beautiful women naked at the estate," he chuckled.
Suddenly, there was an explosion of excitement from across the narrow aisle where Susie and Toni were sitting. Katie looked over to find Abe kneeling between them at the windows. He had his hands on the insides of their parted bare thighs very near their cunts.
"Mom," Susie exclaimed, showing no discomfort with the man casually stroking her cunt lips, "that's the island with the estate." A moment later, "Abe says that's the estate below us!"
Katie rose and leaned over Abe for a look. She felt a hand on her bare ass and glanced back to find Mr. Stanislaus. She smiled at him. As she leaned further for a better look, her tits pressed into the back of Abe's head, she felt fingers between her thighs, and she opened them a bit further to provide better access. Fingers slid over her cunt, and she gasped. Abe tried to turn at the sound but was trapped underneath her tits. The girls, however, looked and smiled with recognition at seeing Mr. Stanislaus fondling her.
Katie straightened and turned, which caused his fingers to leave her slick cunt lips. She stood, a bit unsteadily, very near him, took his hand, and replaced it at her cunt. His other hand rose and took a hard nipple firmly in his fingers.
"May I kiss you, sir?" Katie asked with arousal shining in her eyes.
He leaned toward her in answer and kissed her softly. She wrapped her arms around his neck and kissed him properly, as a slut. The plane banked for the landing approach, and they stumbled and awkwardly returned to their seats.
He leaned forward and touched her knee. She parted her legs with a mischievous smile. He smiled back at her. "My dear," he uttered, "I have not touched or been touched by a woman in a very long time. Will you and your daughters be patient with me?"
She giggled, "Sir, we'll be anything you want us to be."
* * * *
They had to employ some subterfuge at the Grand Cayman airport. The officials at the airport were very familiar with the comings and goings of Mr. Stanislaus and his men. Checking their passports was merely a formality involving little real scrutiny. The three women remained on the plane in the far back, squeezed into the restroom, until the plane taxied into the hangar. Once there, they exited the plane and got into one of the cars going to the estate. Robert said something about getting them Official Identification and Passports, and Katie was already understanding that it meant forged documents. It wasn't her concern, though.
The estate was indeed magnificent. The main residence was for Mr. Stanislaus, his business, and rooms for his guests who routinely came for meetings. It was massive, a 10,000 square feet, single-story building. One entire wing was Mr. Stanislaus' personal space, including his office and conference area for business. The middle was more public with a kitchen, dining, and general living space. The other wing was devoted to guest rooms.
Another residence building was between it and the shore on one side. It contained rooms for Robert and his men, and presumably, them.
Behind the main residence was a large patio for entertaining, a large pool, and a spa. Beyond it was a path leading to a groomed beach.
Robert led the women to the secondary residence building. It was also single-story and large. The center, upon entering, was a commons area with a kitchenette and a living area with the largest flat screen TV Katie had ever seen. Down one wing were bedrooms for his team and a massive shared bathroom and shower area with multiple shower heads. The other wing was for visiting protection men who might be accompanying their own bosses.
Robert led them down their wing and pointed out the bedrooms of each man, then pointed to one that would be theirs. The women stepped inside to find a king-sized bed, a dresser, and a walk-in closet. Katie and the girls examined the room that was now their personal space in their new home. Susie opened one drawer of the dresser, expecting it to be empty.
"Mom, this drawer is filled with packages of stockings." She opened other drawers to find a variety of very, very tiny bikinis, shelf bras, garter belts, and such erotic items.
Toni opened the walk-in closet, "Holy cow," she exclaimed, "there are negligees, micro skirts, and sheer blouses."
Katie turned to Robert. "The boss might feel like not much thought went into what was going to happen, but the guys and I put considerable thought into it." Katie smiled and hugged him as he patted her ass. "The skirts and blouses probably won't be used except for going into town."
He then led them to the shared bathroom. Katie paused just inside, then ventured to the large, open shower space. "Since this is the only bathroom/shower on this end of the building, I assume we'll be sharing the space with you guys?"
He chuckled, "The toilets have doors. Other than that ... is there really a need for more privacy?"
Toni laughed, "Hell, no!" What a slut, Katie mused, suppressing a giggle.
Susie added excitedly, "I personally can't wait to be fucked in there." They all laughed.
They were led to the main building where they met Silvia, the cook. She barely even flinched when Robert brought three naked women to meet her. Silvia cooked lunch and dinner meals and cleaned up after each. There were two other women who took care of the house, and a landscaping crew. All were fully vetted and trusted. And, all had been prepared to expect naked women in the house and on the property.
Mr. Stanislaus appeared. "Katie, may I see you in my office, please?"
Robert had been about to show them the beach, but he and the girls nodded their understanding of Mr. Stanislaus taking precedence. Katie followed the boss into his side of the residence. He indicated a chair in front of his desk as he took the chair behind it. Katie thought he seemed ill at ease, which seemed totally out of character for the controlled, powerful man she had come to quickly believe him to be.
"Katie, are you really sure about what is being asked of you and your daughters?" Katie sat stunned. He didn't believe her before? Before she could verbalize that, though, "I could take you anywhere you want to live."
She stood and moved up to the desk and leaned over it with her hands braced on the desk to get as close as she could. "Sir, we are what we are, now. Our minds might somehow have allowed us to have some partial recognition of something done to us, but we are still what we are. We are sluts who like to fuck and be fucked, sir. To us, it is simply that. Hard to comprehend for you, perhaps, but it is real to us. What would happen to us if we went somewhere else? What was done to us is done. What is best for the girls and me is to be provided some security and control in our lives." He stared up at her, his eyes glancing at her hanging tits, then down to her parted thighs. He finally nodded with an understanding, accepting smile. She smiled back, and the tension that sprang up within her eased. "Sir, that is why we want to be YOUR sluts. Not ownership, certainly, but for that necessary control."
He indicated for her to sit back down, which she did. He released a big breath and leaned forward, his elbows on the desk. "I apologize, dear. I don't do that very often," he chuckled. "I guess I'm surprised by how much I found myself taken by you and your daughters and needed to be sure." He gazed at her more. His eyes dropped from her face framed by her wind-blown, long, blonde hair, to her tits, and further down to her crossed legs hiding her cunt. "I can be the authority behind your security and control, but Robert will be the one in direct control unless he is with me somewhere. In that case, the other men will be."
He rose and walked behind her. She felt his fingers at her neck before realizing that what he was doing was taking the collar off. He returned to his desk chair and dropped the collar into the wastebasket.
"As I said before, we'll work out what you can do around here ..." he smiled, "besides fucking." Katie laughed and smiled back. "Consider this your home. I trust Robert showed you your room?" She nodded. "I hope it is okay that the three of you share a room."
She giggled, "I'm not sure how much we'll be sleeping there, sir."
"That was my thought, too." He smiled back at her. "You discovered the stockings, negligees, and slut clothes?" She nodded. "The guys had fun selecting all that. They will take you into town for high heels. Normally, you will just be naked. When any associates or guests are here, you will be dressed as directed. At dinner at night, you will be dressed simply in stockings and heels. Well, possibly a negligee on occasion." He winked at her.
Katie smiled at him, "Yes, sir." That was what she wanted: direction and control. "Sir, I would very much like to show our appreciation ... physically."
"You will, dear," he assured her. "The men have been looking forward to this, and their desires are a lot stronger than mine at my age," he added with a chuckle.
* * * *
She walked quickly out of the main residence in the back and jogged past the pool to the groomed path leading to the beach, where she found Robert, the girls, and three of the other men. They had been told that they always had two men on security: one in a room watching security camera feeds, and one roaming the outside.
Robert noticed the lack of a collar around Katie's neck and began removing Susie's. Sam did the same to Toni. Both men tossed the items into the sea. Both girls touched their necks with smiles. They were different sluts, now.
Katie stood with her daughters and boldly said, "We need to be fucked."
The four men in front of them smiled and quickly began removing their clothes. The women watched in anxious anticipation. As slacks and shorts dropped to the sand, they were once again admiring the long, thick cocks they remembered and enjoyed. They dropped to the sand in front of them, quickly taking cocks into their hands and mouths. Katie diligently worked on Robert's cock, Toni had one in her mouth and another in her hand, and Susie eagerly sucked on Sam's cock.
Katie craned her head up as she sucked Robert's cock. Looking up his body, she again marveled at the sight. These men, she thought, were like black gods with their tall, muscled bodies and large cocks. The image thrilled her, and the memories of them fucking her and the girls filled her mind and consumed her with lust.
She desperately needed the big, hard, black cock in her cunt. "Lie down," she uttered in need. She remained on her knees as he complied, and she crawled over his legs to straddle his hips and cock. She aligned his cock to her dripping cunt and settled down over it. She leaned forward as his cock slid deeper and deeper inside her. She kissed him with the consuming passion she felt.
She stared into his eyes as her hips began moving up and down over his rigid pole. "He said you will be ... hmmm ... our main control," she gasped as she plunged down over his cock and felt totally filled. "Direct us to do anything ... ohhh fuckkkk ... anything at all. We will do whatever you want, sir. Whatever any of you want."
He smiled up at her, "You three are going to be fucked a lot."
"Thank you," she gasped. And she meant it. She knew the girls wanted it, too. This felt so different somehow. That difference made her happy and devoted.
She fucked him hard, but she could feel her arousal climbing faster than his despite her efforts at using her cunt muscles and varying her actions. It might have had something to do with his pulling, twisting, and pinching her nipples, and strumming her clit. She was ready to explode, and he encouraged it.
When her orgasm hit, he rolled them in the sand and continued fucking aggressively, his long cock driving into her cunt. He enjoyed fucking these women who were so responsive and eager. They had no qualms about fucking or sucking cock. They were eager sluts who knew what they were doing and loved every moment.
Toni was next to them, and he glanced to the side at hearing her moans and guttural cries. Four guys and three women, and Toni was the one with two guys. At the moment, she was being double penetrated, both her cunt and asshole being plowed by the guys. Toni was crying out in delirious stimulation.
Beyond Toni was Susie being aggressively fucked on her back, her legs over the shoulders of Sam as he rammed his cock into her cunt.
He had been sent in search of a woman who would be willing to be fucked. What he had found was three women not only eager to be fucked, but happy being willing sluts. It was their first day at the estate, and it was their statement that they needed to be fucked. And, fucked they were.
All the while, he had been thrusting his cock into Katie. She had already orgasmed, and he was approaching his own climax, but he was intent on bringing her to yet another orgasm. Her eyes were glazed over, moans and gasps escaping from her open mouth, as he thrust into her.
Katie desperately tried to bring her eyes to focus on Robert above her, as he thrust into her cunt. God, he was magnificent, she thought. They all were, all six of them. And they would be fucking her and the girls whenever they wanted.
"Oh fuck ... oh God ... oh fuck ..." Katie rambled as the big, thick cock slammed into her cunt, their pubic bones jamming together, and her clit pressed hard. What was he waiting for, she thought; she needed him to cum, to fill her cunt with his seed. Then, she saw the strain in his expression and realized he wanted to bring her to another orgasm, and she released herself to the built-up flood she was holding back.


She cried out in orgasm and immediately felt his cock pulse with his climax, only a moment before she felt his cum pump into her body. The beach sounded filled with the moans, gasps, and groans of release. Katie turned her head to the side and found Toni gasping in a heap, with her on top of one man and another on top of her. She sighed deeply and smiled.
"What's the big smile for?" Robert asked as he lightly kissed her mouth and face, his cock still buried inside her.
"Hmmm," she sighed again, "that was a wonderful fuck, and by the looks of it, my girls experienced the same." She reached up to hold his strong face, just as chiseled as his muscled body. She kissed him, "We're home. I know this is where we will be safe, and where we will be appreciated."
He chuckled, "We truly do appreciate you and your daughters. Like I said before, you three are going to be well fucked here." She smiled at that ... again. It was all she wanted for the girls and herself.
* * * *
Katie and the girls elected to wear sheer baby-doll negligees for dinner in an interest to satisfy Mr. Stanislaus's desire for a touch of formality to the evening meal. Without yet having high heels, they were barefoot when the three went in search of Silvia, the local woman who cooked for the men. The dining room was set for 10 at the massive table. The dining room itself had an entire wall of floor-to-ceiling windows facing lush landscaping. Silvia was busy in the kitchen with the final touches to the meal as the three women entered, and dressed so their bodies were very visible.
The woman was clearly taken aback by the appearance of three nearly naked white women. It was going to take time for her to be comfortable with their presence at the resort, obviously. Katie told her she could leave as soon as the meal was served. The woman objected that she had to clean first.
"Silvia," Katie said with a big smile, "the girls and I will clean the dining room and kitchen. You go spend time with your husband and family. I have talked to Mr. Stanislaus, and you will be paid the same. We want to do this to do our part here at the estate. We need to be useful, Sylvia."
Silvia's eyes got big in surprise and, perhaps, disbelief. Katie nodded. Silvia made a move as if to hug, but stopped. Hugging another woman who was naked ...
Katie stepped up to the woman and hugged her tightly. "We will see you tomorrow?" Katie said softly into the side of her head.
"Si, Miss Katie, si." She pulled back and looked at Katie and the two girls. "Thank you. Mr. Stanislaus is very generous, and now you. Thank you."
The men began arriving for dinner. Mr. Stanislaus was at the head of the table, of course, and whatever seating arrangement might have been standard previously was altered to allow for one of the women to be inserted among the men, who were not bashful about touching the woman next to them as if they'd all been together for a long time.
* * * *
"Is something bothering you, dear?" came a soft voice from behind her, which gave her a start. Katie was reclining on a pool deck lounge chair in the dark. It was very late, or very early depending on perspective.
She sat up, swinging her feet to the side, and was standing as Mr. Stanislaus approached, wearing a short robe. His arms were open, and she comfortably eased into his embrace. She had just met him for the first time yesterday, and his gentle touch was so very natural and caring. "Aren't you chilled, Katie? The night temperatures drop with the sun."
"A little chilled, I guess, but no, not bothered, sir. Not at all. I ... I don't know ... I woke up and eased myself out of Frank's bed so I wouldn't wake him. I was awake, sir, but not because of worry or trouble or doubt."
"Then, what, dear?" he prodded as he held her and lightly stroked her naked back. Yes, he thought to himself, it has been a very long time since he had allowed himself this contact. "What has you up by yourself at this hour? I find that as I get older, I wake during the night, and it was only for a glance outside that I saw your shape here."
Katie had her head on his shoulder as she surrendered to his soft embrace and touch. "I ... I think I just wanted to feel myself being here. Thank you for bringing us here, sir." She felt him tighten the embrace. "Sir, can I ask you something?" He nodded. "You said you didn't feel comfortable with the prostitutes." He nodded again. "The girls and I are different?"
A soft chuckle escaped him, and he separated them just enough to face her. "I admit I wondered that, too. If what Robert found was merely a slut willing to fuck six men, so be it. I would separate myself from her in response. She would only be for the men, and I doubted she would last long. When he found you, however, he was convinced you were different. Yes, you were willing to fuck, but there was more. You and the girls might be sluts, but you wanted more; you wanted to belong somewhere. That you chose to make Silvia's job easier for her was proof of that." He pulled her closer and kissed her forehead. "Yes, Katie, you and your daughters are different, and I am glad you are here."
Katie knew she was aroused. This arousal was different, though. With other men, her arousal stemmed from desire for her own release, even though it was achieved by pleasuring the man she was with. This time, with this man, her arousal was for him, only.
"Sir," she carefully whispered, "you said earlier that it has been a long time." She stared into his eyes in the darkness. "I want very much to end that for you. I won't fuck you, I will love you, sir."
"Yes," he uttered, "you are very different."
He took her hand, and he led her to the main residence and the sliding door that opened to his bedroom suite. The room was lit by a subdued light coming from the bathroom, providing just enough light to see shapes in the room. They stood near the king-sized bed where he had obviously been sleeping, and the sheets now lay tossed about after getting up.
He reached up to touch both of her tits as his eyes held her. Even in the darkness, she could tell how tentative, maybe even how unsure his touch was. She added her hands over his and pressed them firmly onto her tits, her hardened nipples pressed into his palms. She leaned forward and lightly kissed him on the lips, then another kiss that was harder and more passionate.
A soft moan escaped his mouth into hers, and she raised her hands to pull him tighter against her body, his body yielding any resistance or any remaining hesitancy. He kissed her back with his own passion, his arms encircling her, and he stroked down her bare back to her butt.
She moved her hands between them and opened the tie holding his robe together. She slid her hands inside the robe, slid them over the bare skin inside, and gently pressed a hand over his cock, which she found already hard.
"OH ... my God," he uttered as she began to slowly stroke his hard cock. "Will you be patient ... gentle ... with me? It has been ..."
With a hand still stroking his cock, she moved the other behind his head and pulled him tight for another hard kiss. She parted just enough to kiss his nose playfully. "As I said before, sir, the girls and I will be patient or anything else you wish us to be. You only need to direct your sluts, sir, and we will comply with any pleasure, in any manner, wherever you wish, and with whom you wish. That is how we will show our gratitude for you rescuing us, even if it was from something we didn't comprehend, or that you had additional motives."
She eased the open robe down his arms to drop to the floor. She eased him with herself to the bed, where she crawled backwards onto it with a hand pulling him with her. She lay him on his back, and she kissed him while on her knees with additional kisses trailing from his lips to his neck, shoulders, chest, stomach, and, finally, her goal of his hard cock. She kissed the head lightly and felt it react to her touch. She kissed down the shaft, and even subconsciously, her mind recorded that it was a nice size, much shorter than the other men, but still nice-sized.
"Oh ... God," she heard him utter again. "The way I have ... lived, I don't ... think you could be ... an angel ... and this isn't a dream ..." he softly gasped as she kissed and took his cock into her mouth and slowly sucked, and pushed her mouth down over his cock, sucking harder as she pulled back to the head.
She released his cock as she knelt beside him, and the lust-filled smile she gave him might not have been visible in the darkened room. She swung her leg over his body and aligned herself over his cock, which she grasped and raised. She moved both to locate her hole and slowly pressed her cunt down over it as another gasp and moan escaped him.
"Oh ... my God," he muttered again. "You ... oooooo ... you're so ... wet and hot ... and ohhh ... how you squeeze ... around me ..."
As she moved her hips up and down, her cunt clasping as hard as she could around his cock as it stroked him, she leaned forward to kiss him again. "Give yourself to it, sir, and let me return you to these pleasures." She kissed him more, "You can use my girls and me anytime you might desire." He groaned louder.
It wasn't just him, though. Katie was on fire, too. The feeling of being a slut at Haven had been tempered by the heavy programming, and, somehow, the erasure of Haven from her mind had opened her to additional experience and personal resolve. She was this man's slut. She was the slut for this estate, she and her girls, and that resolve changed everything for her. She fucked him easily with long strokes, she used her cunt with increased determination, and she was intent on bringing this man, whoever he really was, to a climax he would remember, and she would do it by raising him to the verge of climax, tempering it, and playing his cock like a fine instrument. And, she would wash his cock with her own orgasm at the same moment.
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CHAPTER 10: ESTATE LIFE
"You fucked him last night?" Toni exclaimed softly while assisting in the kitchen for the men's breakfast.
"You went to bed with Frank, didn't you?" Susie asked. "How did that happen, then?"
Katie smiled with a warm memory of the night as she explained how and what had happened. "We'll talk, but now let's get this out to the men."
"Damn," Sam exclaimed as the naked women brought out food to the dining table where the men, including Mr. Stanislaus, were seated with coffee. "Having these three naked beauties around will definitely add brightness to our lives."
"I agree, Sam," Mr. Stanislaus responded with feeling as he smiled at Katie with memories of the night washing over him. As she came near to refill his coffee, he openly stroked her butt. Several of the guys, including Robert, noticed, and he gave Katie a quizzical look. She tried not to show too much, but she was pleased by the touch. "Robert," he added, "you will take the girls into town for properly fitted shoes?"
"Of course, sir."
"Is there anything else you or your daughters require, Katie?" he asked as he forked some eggs.
"Sunscreen, sir. We're well tanned, but this feels like an even more intense sun than we experienced in the Keys." She poured coffee for Abe and added, "Birth control, sir."
"Robert, take them to Doctor Anders, too, please. We're not in the baby-producing business." They laughed.
* * * *
After breakfast, Robert suggested showers were needed. That may be, Katie thought, but the look in his eyes suggested something more, and the large, open shower room was the obvious reason.
Each of the men went to his room to undress, but the women, already naked, went straight to the bathroom and the showers. Katie and the girls were all giggles as they walked through the bathroom to the shower area.
"I love this, Mom," Susie said as they entered the area.
"You love these showers?" Katie teased her.
"Don't be silly, Mom. You know she means she loves being here at this estate with Mr. Stanislaus and his men," Toni defended her sister.
"Yeah," Susie added, "we were fucked at Haven, and we were able to be naked, but I didn't realize what a difference it was to always being just naked, and never going off that island." She paused her explanation, then, "I can't explain it, but there is something different about fucking here, too. And, I don't just mean their big cocks." She stopped in the middle of the room, and the other two did, too. There were five shower heads on the walls. Why the room was constructed that way in the first place was unknown.
Katie put her arms out, and the girls came in for a family hug with their mom. "I agree with everything you said," she uttered as she kissed the forehead of each of her daughters. "Wearing negligees last night at dinner felt special." She laughed, "Heck, cleaning up after dinner felt special, like there was something more than being cunts."
"That's what we meant, Mom," Toni replied. "We all like being fucked, but it feels different here."
She smiled, and she was proud. They saw the difference and appreciated it. She was proud of the sluts they had become, but she was also proud of their thinking and understanding. To her, it made being a slut more than just accepting being fucked.
"Looking back," Katie added after consideration, "I now see how much tension and manipulation surrounded everything at Haven. These men, though, just appreciate what we offer them."
She kissed each of her girls on the lips, three pairs of hands caressing each other's bare bodies.
"That's hot as hell," came the low voice of Abe. "Warming each other up for us?" he added with a chuckle.
"I don't know that these three ever need much warming up," Carl added as the three women turned at the voices.
Susie jauntily moved to one of the shower heads and turned the water on, feeling the temperature with one hand and adjusting the handle with the other. "Us needing to be warmed up is as likely as a blizzard warning for this island."
They all laughed as Robert and Sam walked in to join them. They were all naked, their long cocks gently swaying as they walked. Each of the women was moved to a shower head, and this time it was Katie's turn to be with two men. She was in a deep kiss with Sam as she was moved by him to a shower head already spraying water, presumably adjusted by Robert. She felt his strong hands on her shoulders, and turned into his embrace and kiss. She was stroking both long cocks as she was turned from one to the other. She was ready to go to her knees to use her mouth on their cocks, but they continued kissing her, and their cocks responded to her stroking and the passion of their kisses.
As she was turned to the wall where she braced herself with her hands, the water cascading down over her head, she saw Toni on her knees sucking a cock. Susie was out of sight, but she heard the sounds of groans and moans coming from behind her.
Katie felt hands on her hips, and she parted her feet further. Sam pressed his cock against her cunt,and she gasped at the feeling of his cock parting her hole and sliding inside. She was pulled away from the wall, and her shoulders were pulled down. She opened her eyes under the falling water to find Robert's hard black cock pointed at her face. She opened her mouth. and placed her hands on his hips for support as her lips covered his cock head and began sucking and pressing her mouth further onto the shaft.
"Fuck," Sam uttered, "I keep thinking ... I'm going to ... wake up, and this will ... all have been a dream," he gasped through his thrusts into Katie's cunt, which pressed her mouth over Robert's cock.
Fuck, yes, Katie thought with a long, thick cock in her cunt and mouth at the same time. This was what she and the girls wanted: to be freely and openly used for the pleasure of these men.
* * * *
Toni and Susie had never worn heels of any kind. They were excited as they entered the shoe store in George Town, the largest city and capital of Grand Cayman. They were dressed in nearly identical outfits, made simpler by their shared body shapes and sizes. They each wore almost sheer, tight tank tops, and pleated micro-skirts that just barely covered their ass cheeks in back or bald cunts in front. They wore no underwear, of course. In fact, they found no underwear at all in the dresser or closet of their room, except for the shelf bras that exposed their nipples. When not naked, they would be easily exposed.
"This is what I meant before about just being naked all the time," Katie said to her daughters. "Do you feel how exciting it is? This public exhibitionism? Our nipples are showing, and our tits are jiggling underneath. Our asses and cunts could be exposed by a wrong move or stiff breeze?"
"I know," Susie added, "and seeing how men leer at us as we pass."
Toni giggled, "And how some of the women look jealously at us with our escorts."
Robert stepped in front of the women as they entered the store. He met a sales clerk and described the kinds of shoes they needed. The young dark-skinned sales clerk watched him, but also glanced repeatedly at the three white women with him and two other black men.
The women were led to chairs where they sat with the men standing nearby watching. The clerk slid a low stool in front of Susie while holding the sizing device, which she put on the floor in front of Susie. When they sat, their tiny skirts had already risen to the tops of their thighs. When Susie raised her leg to put it on the device, the clerk's eyes froze at the view of a bare cunt opened to her. The young clerk blushed, but forced herself to recover.
"You need to stand, equal pressure on both feet, the heel back against the cup," the flustered clerk directed while trying to be professional.
She measured both feet and nodded, presumably that both were the same. She followed the same procedure with Katie and Toni, each time finding a bare cunt opened to her gaze. She sat back on the stool and gazed at the women.
"Ughm ... this will be ... easier," she said as she scanned the three women with their tiny skirts bunching high on their thighs. "All the measurements are the same."
It seemed she was waiting for direction from the three about the type of shoes they desired, but it was Robert who provided it. All 4-inch heels in strapped sandal style in white and black, and a couple of sexy styles. Toni and Susie practiced walking in the high heels in the store to get a bit more used to them. They eventually walked away with bags of shoes while each wearing a pair. After dropping the bags of shoes inside the large SUV, the women were led down the street of shops in the upscale Grand Harbor district, which wasn't far from the shore. Not far from the shore meant that walking down a street in line with the shore brought a breeze strong enough to occasionally tease the skirts higher. Robert instructed the women to ignore what their skirts were doing.
"People are going to see our bare ass," Susie whispered to her sister and mother.
"You're right, Mom, this is definitely more exciting!" added Toni.
Katie chuckled, "Be good sluts and do what you are told."
The girls giggled in delight because they knew that if people could see their asses, they could probably see their cunts. The guys led them to the waterfront just blocks away. The closer they got, the more their tiny skirts were moved by the wind coming off the open water. By the looks they were receiving from people they passed, they were definitely being exhibited.
Robert walked them out to the end of a pier. The wind was strong, and the three women knew their tiny skirts were fluttering high enough to expose them. The stares of men assured it. Robert wanted them exposed. The women relaxed. They were safe, and they knew it. If anyone complained, they trusted that it would be taken care of. They stood at the railing looking out to the ocean, pointing and enjoying themselves. That their skirts rose to reveal their cunts and asses didn't matter.
At dinner that night, the three women were dressed identically again. They had decided quickly, after seeing the reactions of the men, that the three of them being identical was arousing. If they were intent on anything, it was to be arousing.
Susie walked up to Mr. Stanislaus, dressed in stockings and her new heels, just like her sister and mom. She wrapped her arms around his neck and hugged him tightly.
"Thank you, sir," she bubbled. Upon releasing him, she turned in a tight circle. "I just love the new shoes. It took me a while to practice walking in them, but they are wonderful."
He chuckled as he gazed at her. Not her shoes, but her, her body before him. He reached out and touched her tit. She smiled widely at his touch. They each yearned to be wanted by the man.
"The shoes are lovely, dear," he said as his fingers found her nipple, "but not nearly as lovely as you."
She flung her arms around him and held him tightly. "I love it here, sir," she whispered in his ear, "and I want to thank you very much."
He put her at arm's length and glanced at Katie. She had been watching and nodded. He reached for her nipple again, "Why thank me, dear?"
"Not the shoes, sir," she giggled. "But being here is everything for us. There is nothing we wouldn't do for any of you, but especially you."
He smiled at her, glanced at her mother, who was interacting with a couple of the guys who were opening, touching her naked body, and said, "Susie, the three of you have made me feel years younger."
She leaned in close to him and softly said, "That's not what we want you to feel, sir. Years younger might be good, sir, but we have something more basic in mind," she giggled as if an innocent response.
He smiled, "I just hope you three beautiful women don't give this old man a heart attack." He patted her bare butt so dinner could start.
Susie bounced over to where her mom and sister were assisting Sylvia in arranging dishes on the table. The group ate family style.
Katie looked at her daughter, "What's with the big smile?" she asked. Toni stopped to listen, also noticing her interacting with the boss.
Susie giggled, "He touched my breasts and said he hoped we didn't give him a heart attack," she said with another giggle. She stepped closer to them and pulled them close with her arms around their necks. She kissed her mom first, then her sister. "I told him I love being here, and I really, really do. I am so glad they took us away from Haven."
Toni added, "I agree, sis. It is weird, though, huh? I mean, Haven was using us, but that was how we became sluts, and I do like being a slut."
Katie kissed the cheek of each of her daughters. "Haven abused our trust by using that program to control us ... and the other sluts. Look at what happened to them. Maybe our minds were stronger, or it was the three of us together that helped us. But when Mr. Stanislaus had them modify the programming to remove our connection to Haven, it released us to experience things with more clarity. We're still sluts with a strong desire to be fucked, but I agree with both of you. I like being a slut when it is with men like them," she said with a flick of her head toward the men at the table.
"So, how can we thank them?" Susie asked.
"Yeah, something more than just a usual fuck. Something more special, different," Toni added.
They were both looking to their mom. Of course they were, Katie thought. They may each be a slut ready and eager to satisfy any of those big cocks with any of their holes, but they were still mother and daughters. She suddenly smiled, which brought curious looks from her daughters.
"I have an idea," she uttered as she turned for the table. The girls followed, and each took an empty chair among the men.
Food began being passed around the table, wine was poured, and conversation eased into casual and comfortable words between small groups around the table. The same as a functional family or tight, close friends. As usual, the free hands of the men inevitably found the bare skin of the woman sitting next to them. Katie was sitting next to Robert, who was casually stroking her bare thigh above her stockings as he forked in a piece of fish. His gaze continuously shifted to her. He sensed something was up with her. Finally, he leaned closer to her.
"What's going on, Katie?" he muttered somewhat quietly. As he leaned closer to her, his hand eased from the top of her thigh to the inside. She seemed to unconsciously part her thighs at the simple shift in his touch. His fingers eased between her thighs until they lightly stroked her seemingly always-wet cunt. A soft moan escaped her lips, which brought attention to her from others. Seeing Robert leaning close to her and his arm extended, knowing smiles appeared around the table.
"Katie?" The voice came from Mr. Stanislaus at the head of the table. "I've come to accept that you three are extremely sensual, but the touch of the men at the table hasn't normally resulted in such a reaction. Is there something you'd like to share?"
Katie blushed. She placed her fork on her plate and used her hand to press Robert's fingers tighter against her pussy. One of his fingers slipped inside, but she stifled the gasp. She glanced at her daughters, who were watching her curiously. Though she couldn't see it, she knew they were being fondled, too.
"Sorry, sir," Katie offered. "Well ... yes ... the girls and I were talking, and we'd really like to thank all of you for bringing us here."
Sam laughed, "Isn't the way you fuck us any time we want enough thanks?"
The men all seemed to be in agreement, but Mr. Stanislaus was watching intently. He added his own nod in agreement, but he added, "We seem to agree with Sam, dear. So, what were you and your daughters thinking?"
"Well," Katie continued, "we didn't really come to any conclusion, but I had an idea that I think would satisfy our intention for thanking you and stimulating all of you."
"Hence your heightened arousal?" Robert added another penetration of her cunt with a thick finger. He chuckled when she gasped and released another moan. Everyone, including Mr. Stanislaus, seemed to be enjoying watching her arousal.
She nodded and gathered herself to continue. The thick finger in her cunt managed to bump her clit, too.
"I was thinking ... hmmmm ..." Robert began to remove his finger, but she pressed it back in. She turned to him and uttered, "Don't you dare remove your finger." Everyone else laughed. "Ughmm ... as I was saying," she continued, "Yes, we fuck you guys routinely. We fuck you guys because we're grateful for being here, and because we love to fuck. And, as my slut daughters would say, we really love your cocks and how you use them on us." More laughter, including blushes from her daughters. "Yes, that is normal now. What I was thinking was something different. I propose that we, my daughters and I, fuck all of you all night. We'll rotate from bed to bed fucking you until you or we can't."
"From what I've experienced," Carl said, "you three will exhaust us."
Katie turned her gaze to Mr. Stanislaus, "Sir, for tonight, this one time, I would ask that you sleep in our bed to be a part of this. We won't be using it."
Toni giggled, "Heck, I don't think we've spent a night in that bed, yet."
Everyone turned their attention to Mr. Stanislaus. "It's a creative idea, my dear, but I don't need to be a part of this for it to happen," he countered.
"No, sir, you don't," Katie responded. "That isn't the point. The girls and I want you as a part of it. We love being with your men. That was true the first time we met them at Haven, and it is still true. You, sir, are important to us. It was you who brought us here. It is you we feel a special gratitude to. That takes nothing away from what we feel for the others. There is nothing we wouldn't do for any of them. Please, sir."
"Please," Toni added.
"Yes, please, Mr. Stanislaus," Susie added. "Mom is the only one of us to have been with you. Toni and I want to, also."
"We want to be with all of you tonight," Toni weighed in again. "Over and over. We want to fuck you and fuck you. We want our cunts and assholes filled with cum."
Susie added, "Hell, we want to be so sore in the morning we can't walk right."
They all stared at the three of them. There was no question of their sincerity.
Mr. Stanislaus smiled and shook his head. But Robert added his own effort for the solidarity of the group. "Do you really think you can resist these three beautiful, naked women wanting to fuck you?" Mr. Stanislaus laughed and shook his head again.
"I'm an old man, remember," he uttered.
"We'll love you instead of fuck you, sir," Katie offered. "All we want to do is love you. We can fuck the others." The other men laughed at the distinction.
Everybody knew it would be a while. The women needed to clean up after the meal, and the guys often went off in various directions for various activities. There was no set time except bedtime. There was no stress about it. It was going to happen, and there was all night for it to happen.
In the kitchen, there was a discussion, though. "Mom?" Susie asked as she scraped leftovers into containers for the refrigerator, "What was Mr. Stanislaus like when you fucked him? He's the only one Toni and I have ever been with." Katie laughed softly, which caused Susie to stop and look at her. "What?"
Katie just shook her head for a moment. "I am sometimes amazing at us. I mean, how many mothers have such a casual discussion with their daughters about fucking seven guys."
Toni chuckled, "Yeah, six big black guys with big cocks and one older white guy who is some big global criminal. But, damn, those six cocks ..."
"I'm not arguing with you," Katie replied as she loaded the dishwasher. "I love all of it, too. But, to your question, Susie ... he is older. That's kind of obvious, right? He isn't as strong or powerful or able to have the stamina of the others. What I found, being with him, was what I said at the table: love him. Don't think about a mind-shattering orgasm that the other guys will definitely give you. Go into it thinking of just loving him, showing him just how much you respect him, and how grateful you are for being here. It should be the one time that you really think it is only about his pleasure and not yours."


The girls had stopped working and were watching her. It would have been a sight to behold if anyone had been there to see it. All three women dress in matching thigh-high stockings and heels, and are otherwise naked. Each with long, blonde hair, C-cup breasts, and shaved cunts. The two younger ones were facing their mom with full attention to her words. Her words describing how she suggested they love a man who, not long ago, had been unknown to all of them.
The girls were nodding slowly, accepting the words and processing them for use later. Because later that night, they each intended to crawl onto the bed occupied by that man, the man responsible for them being at the estate, the man ultimately responsible for their security and use.
It was still early when the three of them moved to the bedroom they shared, the bedroom with a king bed they had never slept in because they were with one of the guys every night. They had easily decided that they should shower to start the night. True, the first of a night of fucking would change how clean they were, but it would be a start. They entered the large, open shower area and soon gravitated to one shower head where Katie was washing. The girls began stroking their mom and each other. The washing descended into a familiar three-way love-fest.
They carefully dried their hair, combed it out, and stood with a final decision: what to wear? They had negligees, stockings, and heels. Nothing. Bare ass naked. Anything they wore would be off immediately. The effect of stockings and heels would be lost in the dark, too. As they were finishing what preparations they could for the night of fucking, a couple of the guys walked past their open room.
"There," Suie said excitedly, "it's about to start."
"Give them a chance to get themselves ready," Katie softly advised. "We have all night, remember. Don't rush it. Even with two guys on security duty, there are more of them than us. They will get time to recover. Then, at some point in the night, the guys on security now will come and be fresh." The girls stood naked and eager before their mom as if they were some kind of fucking team getting a last-minute rousing instruction from the coach. Each of the girls was fondling their own tit in eager anticipation. They had fucked a lot, but fucking all night ... wow, they thought. Would they be sore after? Would they care?
"And don't forget about Mr. Stanislaus," Katie said as she stepped to take the girls in her arms for a quick hug. "With him, be especially mindful of taking your time. Love him. Make it different. You know the other guys will be trying to fuck our brains out. Don't think that way with him. Love him. Make it last with teasing. Remember, his pleasure, not yours."
"You mean like sucking his cock more, mom?" Toni asked. "Sucking and licking, stroking, caressing, kissing him everywhere?"
"Using easy strokes when fucking him?" Susie added her own.
Katie nodded and hugged them each, kissing each on the lips. "Exactly," she uttered. She looked them in the eyes and lightly touched their breasts. With misty eyes, "God, I am so proud of you two. You both are such beautiful women." She kissed each hard, more passionately, "And such good sluts."
"Like you, mom," Susie gasped after the kiss.
"Yeah," Toni added while fondling her mom's tit, "we've only tried to be like you."
"Can you believe we ended up here like this? All these big cocks to fuck us, and it's open and honest," Susie offered.
Katie smiled. If she felt they had the time, she'd take them to bed for one of their daisy-chain sessions. She really was so proud of her slut daughters and loved them so intensely. "I sometimes wonder what happened to the other sluts at Haven." The girls looked at her intently. "I wonder if they might just be whores now. We are lucky, girls. We need to remember that."
"That's easy, Mom," Toni said firmly. "Every morning when I wake up next to one of the guys, I feel that way. Getting to help Sylvia or be on the beach or in the pool or one of the guys grabbing me to suck him or fuck me. I love it here, Mom."
"Ditto," Toni said with a chuckle.
Katie turned the girls around and gave each a firm swat on their butts, "Then go find some cock to fuck." The girls joined hands and were nearly skipping as they left the room and went into the hallway. She followed them and stood watching her daughters bouncing down the hallway. They released their grip as they checked the bedroom. Toni disappeared into the first see looked into. Susie broke into a huge smile at the second.
She suddenly felt large hands on her shoulders that slid over to cup her tits. She backed into the body behind her, encouraging the hands on her body. "That scene looked very much like a mom watching her kids going off to school or something," came Robert's voice softly as his fingers rolled her nipples freely.
She turned and felt his hands smoothly ease to her back to stroke her there as she pressed into him, looking up to see into his eyes. She chuckled, "Silly, huh? I was overwhelmed with a feeling of pride. They are so eager to please. Such eager sluts. I'm so proud of them."
"Like their mom," he responded. He lifted her effortlessly, and she wrapped herself around his muscled body. She kissed him with familiarity and passion. "Can I be your first tonight?" he gasped after the kiss.
She stared into his dark eyes, "God, yes." She was quiet in his arms for a moment, then, "I'm a slut, sir, so I'm here for everyone, but ... but after Mr. Stanislaus, you are the one, sir. You know I eagerly fuck everyone, but you ... I pray you never tire of me."
He kissed her, and she felt his hands on her butt shift, a finger slipping along her cunt. "You aren't just a slut to us, Katie. You or the girls. You've somehow changed this place. Even Sylvia has commented." He began walking to his bedroom. "I'm going to be your first, and we'll see who wears who out tonight." He chuckled, "The guys feel confident that they can wear you three out tonight."
She leaned back in his arms, a lusty smile spreading over her face. "Bring it on, sir. Challenge accepted."
He laughed as he dumped on his bed and quickly stripped out of his clothes, his long, thick cock already hard. She opened her legs, raised her knees, and splayed them out wide. It seemed to her like his cock had laser sighting as he crawled between her legs and thrust into her drooling cunt to nearly full depth. A 12-inch cock slammed in. She almost orgasmed right then.
Fuck, this was going to be an amazing night, she thought with wild excitement as her ankles went around his waist and locked.
THE END
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CHAPTER 1: THE CHOICE
"This will really work?" Marty Howard asked suspiciously. He wanted it to be able to work, but it seemed ... well, it seemed too perfect. He was a man with a lot of devious and manipulative ideas that were on the boundary of legal or moral. He never went over the line, however. Or, at least, he tried really hard not to go over those fine lines. Marty Howard was an attorney, a very successful attorney who made his fortune and reputation in representing and defending clients who needed such an approach and, most importantly, could afford him. It was a small office with him as the only real attorney and four or five top-of-their-class law students and interns who were paid very well (for students) and could learn what their professors would not teach.
"Yes, it will work," the older scientist insisted, defending his pet project. "I've spent years on the development of this."
"And," Howard interrupted, "almost ended up in jail if I hadn't discovered that legal loophole and your security camera hadn't recorded the consent of your three trials." Howard shook his head at the scientist, "And, how could someone so brilliant forget about having a security system in your private lab?" He then quickly waved his hand as if waving the very question away. "It lacks formal certification or recognition by the medical community even after it was exposed."
"There is plenty of application. The quacks do more damage to patients with their antiquated psycho-therapy and numbing drugs."
"Numbing drugs. Isn't that what this does?" Howard questioned, trying to recall some of the specifics that came out of the medical inquiry and hushed legal trial. "Doesn't this approach numb the brain, too?"
"Sure, it does, but it doesn't numb the entire brain. That was always the point, that was always the goal." They were sitting in the scientist's living room. He lived in a small, very modest 1960s tuck-under style house buried in what was once the rising suburbia and was now the working-class neighborhood, showing the struggles of the residents. Research and making a living off his science were no longer an option. "All those people with mental afflictions and addictions who could be helped. No, oh no, rather than attacking a specific area of the brain like a surgeon, they insist on the barbaric but accepted practice of attacking the entire brain, numbing people rather than helping them."
Marty Howard sat back on the old sofa across from the man, listening to the rant that was coming back to him, again. The man had stumbled onto something while doing funded and approved research into treating the brain. Where he had gone with his research was not funded or approved. It was deemed dangerous and too easily abused.
Howard held up his hand to stop yet more ranting. He did feel sorry for the man. Once a brilliant scientist with numerous successes to his name, he was now ostracized from legitimate research. He now lived off menial employment, and the settlement even Howard had been surprised he managed to pull from his former employer as part of a final settlement.
"What I want to know is if you can do it?" Howard had a very specific application in mind. He was again walking up to the boundary of security and looking out over the edge of an abyss of chance and risk. And, this time, it wasn't for a client but for his own amusement and enjoyment.
"Yes, of course it will work," the man protested in control. "You understand it is not certified by anyone, and I was never a therapist. This would be far outside of accepted treatment." The man studied Howard across the old, dented wood coffee table. "I have enough of the vaccine I had hidden in my private lab, which they never discovered. The rest is simply implanting directions in the proper locations, much like rewriting code in updating a computer program." The man was clearly uneasy, though.
"We've agreed on compensation that will allow you to relocate and begin something of a new life in your late years." The man nodded back. It indeed makes a difference. "So, how exactly will this work?" Howard pushed.
"Quite simple, really. I'll need the written consent, of course, before it begins. I'll need about six weeks from start to finish. There are two parts of the brain I'll have to attack and overwrite impressions. One is the part affecting addiction, which, after she has completed rehabilitation, will eliminate all such impulses."
"Her addiction is to drugs. What about alcohol after? Does she have to stay away from all of that?"
The man shook his head, "No, you're missing the point of how this works. It won't be her choice, decision, or desire to avoid addictive substances. The impulse for addiction will be gone. Even if she used, she wouldn't be addicted."
Howard smiled. One down. He didn't need an addict in the office. "And the other?"
This was the part the man was really nervous about. Treating someone, even outside of medical practice, was helping the person. This was different. "As I understand it, this woman would voluntarily consent to having her base personality modified. I don't really need the details, I guess, but she must be in some trouble for you to barter with her."
"You are correct. You don't need to know the details of why she would consent to it, only that she would, in writing, witnessed, and notarized."
"Right ... okay." He took a breath. "There is another part of the brain where taking risk or aversion to taking risk resides. It is where our depth of modesty or lack thereof would reside. Those impulses or tolerances or fears are partially implanted by parents and society, but could be driven by trauma or some specific event that pushes a change ..."
Howard held up his hand to stop the man. The detail was giving him a headache. He didn't need all that. The man took another deep breath. "It means I will have to overwrite everything to alter what she has always believed about herself and give her a new persona she'll not question." He shrugged his shoulders. "It might sound like a bigger problem, but it's not. It's the same thing, really."
"But," Howard pushed at the critical detail of it all, "it will be like a split personality?"
The man shook his head, "Not really, no. A split personality can go back and forth in personality presentation outward. No, this would be changing her base understanding of herself while leaving that part of her brain that functions in tasks and thinking, as you've detailed to me. You said she was a brilliant legal aid and researcher. She would remain that while ... her personae would change, the way she would appear to others and to herself. I will have to be precise in application."
Howard liked what he was hearing, but was confused. "It still sounds like split, like there are two personalities that have to be managed. Wouldn't there need to be a command or trigger for her to switch from one to the other?" Howard hoped he was just misunderstanding. Managing change back and forth would be ... less attractive.
"No, no, no ... okay, think of it this way: Let's oversimplify it and say she is shy. Okay, what about being shy keeps her from performing complex tasks and achieving stunning results? It isn't being shy or not shy. It has to do with your brain's ability, whether a true functional capability of the brain or education and training."
"Right, but her public and personal identity will be dumb," Howard stated, hoping the man hadn't lost track of what he was expecting.
"Right, but only as she appears to others. And to herself, of course, but only as it appears by her reflection and not how her mind actually works. She'll be dumb but will also be able to focus and perform. I admit, though, it won't be one to the other instantly. Her brain will need to respond to the change in expectation. Think of it like an older brain walking into a room and forgetting why it was there until, 'my glasses, right', and then it is fully functional."
"Six weeks, you said." The man nodded. "In-person sessions ... how many for how long? I'll need to work that out with the rehab facility."
"Three weeks for each separately. Three days each week for ... say two hours. Injections and hypnosis." They studied each other. The man broke first. Of course, he did. "Get me the written consent and her availability.
Howard smiled.
* * * *
"Who are you?" she asked the man sitting across the table in the prison visitor room after she was led in and sat down. She was wearing the standard prison garb, including the soft slippers everyone inside were issued.
"I'm an attorney," the man said with a calm confidence that was somehow unnerving.
"I already have an attorney," she retorted with the same false confidence prison required.
He smiled in a way that added to the unnerving feeling. "A public defender with no chance in hell of helping you."
The woman sat back against the hard metal chair. "And you could help me?" she chuckled. "My attorney said my only hope is to have my sentence minimized by being contrite, that the evidence was sufficient that the wrong judge could have me locked up for a very long time."
"You're happy with that outcome?"
"Happy? Of course not." she stared at him. "Who are you, anyway? Why are we talking without my attorney present?" She knew the law, and she knew she had to be careful. In her despair, she might already have offered too much.
"My name is Marty Howard," he said calmly.
"Wait ... what? THE Marty Howard?" she exclaimed.
"Well," he replied in a self-deprecating manner that was also unnerving, "I never considered there might only be one. I know your legal background and expertise, Barbara Benton." He paused. "Just out of curiosity ... wasn't there a Barbi Benton in Playboy?"
Barbara had to laugh, even if the recurring association wasn't irritating enough and likely had something to do with her fall into disgrace. "My father's sick joke, though he thought it was a special recognition of his favorite centerfold from back in the day."
He nodded as if that explanation meant something or decided something. "Anyway, I was saying that I am very familiar with your background and abilities. In fact, I learned that it was your research that almost ruined my defense in one case."
She laughed. It had been a thrill at the time to think she was taking on the great Marty Howard. "And it would have if the attorney had used everything I gave him."
Howard laughed, too. "Yes," he nodded. "I remember thinking someone had done a very thorough research and the attorney was moving the court and jury to pulling the handle on the guillotine when he seemed to lose his direction. He failed to draw a conclusion. Why was that?"
"He was a pussy," Barbara added, remembering the case sadly. "He was up against THE Marty Howard and let himself get intimidated. You are very good at that, I might add. I was in the courtroom and watched it all happen when you objected and countered and sucked the air out of his sails."
Howard smiled at the memory. It brought a smile to him and sadness to her. "Yes," he said, "at that critical moment, he allowed himself to fall into being a spectator to my antics rather than a litigator objecting to them."
"Which, none of all that reminiscing reflects on why you are here," she said.
He smiled again. "How would you like to change attorneys and walk out of this hellhole?"
She laughed at the idea. "No way possible," she sadly replied. "I know what they have on me, and it is all real and true. My life went to hell, and it's my own doing. There are no loopholes to be manipulated and no evidence to question its validity. They have me, and it's my fault. I sadly deserve this."
"Very contritely spoken," he said, repeating what my public defender had told her. "You just want to accept it, or are you willing to hear me out?"
Okay, Barbara thought, as contrite and humbling as that was said, there wasn't a fiber of her that was ready to be locked up for God only knows how many years. Depression led to the drugs, and the drugs led to desperation, and the desperation led to a ruined life, and that led to hopelessness. What could he possibly be offering? But Marty Howard was like a wizard when it came to manipulation and outrageous tactics in the courtroom. The winning percentage was unfathomable, and he had become excessively wealthy as his clients were willing to pay handsomely for those tactics. So, if he really was the wizard ...
"Do you really think there is a way?" she asked, hoping against hope. Another thought slammed on the brakes, though, "I can't afford you."
He just smiled. "If you agree and all this works, you will repay me. Not monetarily, but you will."
Okay, that was mysterious, but, yeah, why not listen?
He began his explanation, rationalizations, and what he wanted in return. Barbara stood up sharply, the chair scraping against the old, marred tile floor, which drew the attention of the guard outside the closed door. Howard raised his hand, and the guard stopped from entering. She sat back down and pulled the chair back to the table. She stared at him, but there was nothing in his countenance hinting at anything but being totally serious. It was outrageous, though.
"That can't even be possible. Besides, accepting that would mean being so desperate ..."
"Not just desperate but fully self-aware and accepting of what and who you are and have become and what life awaits you. You are a slut, Barbara. Whether you always were or merely became one to serve your needs, you are."
Slut. Yeah, she never called myself that, but there were plenty of others who had. Whore, though, might be a better term.
That was one of the charges against her, in fact, prostitution. Sure, it was only for money for her next fix, but it was still true. The drugs found in her position added to it, especially in the fevered climate of fighting it wherever it was found. The fact that the amount of drugs found was close to the level that could point to distribution was yet more damning charges the system could level against her.
"To your challenge, yes, it is very much possible to accomplish. I won't give any details, Barbara. Even if you were leveling charges against me, given what I have already said and offered, I assure you I have an airtight explanation of why you confused what I said. Let's not forget that you are still in withdrawal."
A sad fact, too. She sat back and looked under the table. Who was she kidding? She was going to go against Marty Howard? She looked back up and leaned her forearms on the table top to lean ever closer as if someone might be listening when she knew that wasn't possible. Not in that room.
"What you are offering is to clean me up and for good ... somehow. You would give me a job in your firm as a researcher and allow me to work on challenging, complex cases with you and the other associates. I would be paid as a senior associate since the others are law students and clerks." He nodded with a spreading smile. He saw the hook was set, and all that was left was reeling her in. She knew it, too. "In return, I give up some freewill."
He shook his head, "Not at all, Barbara. Your freewill remains, merely in a new persona. It's accepting the new persona or remaining here, taking your chances."
What kind of choice was that? Over the next week, she not only made her choice but signed the necessary willful consent document, witnessed by his clerk, and notarized by himself.
* * * *
Mr. Howard became her new attorney, and he immediately filed for an expedited hearing. Turned out it was Marty Howard being Marty Howard when a sympathetic judge was due in rotation.
When her trial began, Barbara Benton sat next to Mr. Howard at the defense table in a simple dress he provided that buttoned to the neck and went below her knees. She sat quietly, contrite and afraid. He directed all that, but it was suddenly easy because, for the first time in her life, for a long time anyway, there was something to look forward to in a positive way. Would it be a different life? Absolutely, but it would be a sober life with real legal work and personal pleasure.
Mr. Howard told her he would be presenting little in the way of defense. The prosecution had its case locked and loaded thanks to hfer own actions. His focus would be to object to characterizations and limit the perception of drugs beyond personal use. Victimless crimes were his goal.
His closing argument wasn't about her guilt or innocence but about her life's downward spiral; a young woman with a promising legal career cut short after her parents' unexpected deaths that sent her into a spiral of depression and escape. She was stunned. How did he even know about that? She watched the judge alone, for there was no jury by design. It was Marty Howard, the courtroom wizard, spinning his magic, and it was evident on the judge's face as he periodically glanced Barbara's way as she held the look of fear on her face, an expression Mr. Howard had her practice endlessly in front of a mirror.
Shockingly, to her, the judge was agreeing to Howard's appeal. When the prosecution called for the maximum sentencing possible, which Mr. Howard foresaw because the prosecution attorney was running for District Attorney, Mr. Howard countered with an appeal for probation of the same length of time under his personal guidance, working in his office, completing a detox facility, and personal therapy, and performing community service at a local homeless women's shelter.
"Our prisons are already far over capacity, your Honor," he pleaded earnestly. "Our overcrowded jails are no place for people of victimless crimes born out of depression and then desperation. That is not the place where she could find the help she would need to become a contributing member of our society, again, your Honor."
"And you would take on this probation responsibility yourself for what reason, Mr. Howard?"
He released a soft, controlled, measured chuckle, "As I already said, your Honor, she was a brilliant legal researcher and I think she still is."
* * * *
He had done it. Marty Howard. Barbara Benton was going to have a life, again. She was still having to wait to be released to the treatment center Mr. Howard arranged and get through the first part of her 'therapy', which would guarantee her freedom from addiction. The treatment center would drill into the fact that addiction was never cured, just controlled. She would be their best client and go through all the motions, meetings, and one-on-one discussions to win her probation once the judge received the center's recommendations.
* * * *
Three weeks into her treatment at the facility and three weeks with the therapist Mr. Howard arranged for her, and she could feel that release already. No desire or temptation to go back to or try those drugs. It was like a miracle. Or so it might seem. Mr. Howard explained what the 'therapist' would do for her. Each visit, three per week for two hours each, was the same. A taxi would pick her up at the treatment center and deliver her to a nondescript house that would seem an odd place for a therapist to have clients, but she knew he wasn't a real therapist in the strict sense.
Each visit, he gave her an injection that targeted a part of her brain, he explained, though she really comprehended little. Something about nano-technology. It sounded more like science fiction. Then there was an hour of hypnosis and easing her out of that hypnosis. Each time she returned, she felt refreshed and energized. Each time, she felt layers of addiction peel away from her.
After the first three weeks, she knew the rest was about to begin. She arrived at the 'therapist's' home on that first Monday of the second three-week period. He settled her in the old recliner where she had spent the previous three-week period. Intentional or not, it provided her with a feeling of comfort and security. She reminded herself that Mr. Howard wouldn't go through all this only to have her hurt.


The 'therapist' sat in his usual chair, facing her and next to her. He held a syringe in his hand like the times before. "Are you ready, Barbara?" She took a breath and nodded. Taking hfer addictive tendency away from her was entirely positive. This next? "You know what this procedure is for?" She nodded.
"It's what I agreed to. You have my consent form," She assured him. She knew he wasn't certified for this procedure, that nobody was. She knew the procedure wasn't approved by any government agency or oversight. This procedure would lead her to becoming a bimbo while somehow retaining her ability to perform complex analysis in research.
"Like the previous procedure, Barbara," he began to explain, "this will target a very specific part of your brain, allowing me to reprogram it during hypnosis." She nodded and tried to relax.
As before, it only felt like she had dozed, but looking at the grandfather clock in the corner confirmed that it had been an hour. Again, she felt refreshed and energized.
On the Monday of the third week of this therapy, Barbara was greeted at the door by the man. "Welcome, Barbi, how are you feeling today?"
"Oh, wow, doctor!" she exclaimed. "I feel amazing. Why wouldn't I, right? I mean the sun and it's not too hot and a slight breeze. Don't you just loooovvvve these kinds of days?!"
He laughed as he sat her in the recliner. He sat next to her, as usual, holding the syringe for the day. "Can I ask you something, Barbi?"
"Oh, of course, doctor," she responded eagerly. "You can ask me anything. You're my doctor, right?"
He nodded. He placed his hand on her arm, "How does it feel when I touch you here?"
"Ow ... yeah ... wow ... I mean ..." she stammered.
His hand shifted from her arm to her thigh just above her knee. "And here?"
"OH ... oh my ... doctor ... uhmmm ... you warned me not to ... I mean, with men until ... until Mr. Howard talked to me," she gasped out.
"Precisely, Barbi." He looked at her and let his eyes drop to her chest. "By the way, Barbi, what size are your breasts?"
Barbara ... Barbi... looked down at her buttoned dress and smiled. "DD-cup, doctor. Don't you think they are just the best size? Men like big breasts, right, doctor?"
He nodded and seemed satisfied. He injected her, and she dozed, but she knew it wasn't just a doze. When she came back, he was sitting next to her as usual. He was lightly stroking her arm, which was new, but she didn't mind that. It just felt really, really good.
"Barbi, do you know your name?"
She looked at him curiously. "My name? It's Barbi Benton, of course. What a silly question. Silly, silly," she repeated. She looked at him quickly, "That was a test of some kind, right? A super silly test, though. How would I not know that?"
He smiled. "You're too clever, Barbi." She smiled at him. "Now, before this session started, we were talking about your breasts. Do you remember that?"
"Doctor ... you're being silly, again. Of course, I remember. I told you they were DD-cup, that I really, really liked them big because men like big breasts. Don't you like them, doctor?"
"Well," he started, "I think I would if ..."
She looked at him with scrunched eyebrows. Thinks he would if ... she smiled at him. "Oh, of course, silly me, right doctor? You haven't really seen them, have you? Silly me. How could you really know without seeing them, right?" She leaned toward him and softly said, "You warned me about doing anything around men at the treatment center, but you're my doctor, right?" She shook her head, "Other men, no ... not until Mr. Howard talks to me. That's what you told me, and that's what I'll do. I'm a good, good girl, right, doctor?" He smiled. "I know," she blurted out excitedly at a new thought. "You're my doctor, so I can show you my big breasts. Then you'll know how much you like them."
She stood up, and he turned to face her. She unbuttoned her simple dress to the waist and shrugged it off her shoulders and off her arms to collect at her waist. She smiled at him as he watched. She struggled for a moment with the clasps for the bra. Once completed, She let the straps slide off my arms and dropped the bra on the chair. She lifted one to show him.
"Nice, right, doctor. I really, really like them." She leaned toward him, "I am only 26 years old, so they are still pretty firm even if they are big. Nice, huh?" He looked intently. "Feel them. Oh my," she said suddenly, "look how hard my nipples have become." She giggled, "I think they want you to touch them. Go ahead, feel, feel." His hands came to her breasts. "The nipples, too." His fingers took hold of her erect nipples. "Oh yesssss ... good, good ..." she sighed, "... nice, nice ... hmmmmm ... yesssssss ..." she gasped.
At the last Wednesday session, Barbi arrived to meet the doctor at the door again. He brought her to the chair. The injection, hypnosis, and coming back after an hour. She smiled at the doctor when her eyes focused.
"Tell me about this session, dear."
She looked at him, puzzled. "The session?"
"What you remember from it. You know, what impressions do you have, what you want to remember, what you might understand deeper about yourself."
"Hmmm," she thought. "Well, let me think." She looked at him, a bit embarrassed. "You know, doctor, I'm a bit of a ditz." She shook her head as if that wasn't right. "No, no, that's not honest, is it? I'm a ditzy, ditzy bimbo. Sometimes I have trouble thinking things for myself." She looked at him with excitement. "Mr. Howard, though ... I'm super duper lucky to have Mr. Howard to look after me. I really, really like Mr. Howard. I think he's sexy, too. Do you think he's sexy? Silly, silly ... you're a guy. Yeah, he's sexy."
"Yes, Barbi, I am sure you think he is sexy. But, what about the session?"
"Oh, silly me. See what I mean about being ditzy? Okay ... the session ... think Barbi ... oh sure," she said with excitement as she remembered flashes from the session. "Let's see ... they're flashes of memory ... uhmmm ..." she fiddled with her dress in her lap. "Yes, okay ... I'm a bimbo, but we already know that. Cocks ... yeah, I like cocks. Fucking ... ooooo, yeah, I really, really, really like to fuck. Wait ... something about three holes ... fucking ... ohhh yesssss, I like to fuck in all three holes. You know, doctor, my cunt, asshole, and mouth." She looked at him curiously, "Have you ever fucked a woman in the asshole?" She didn't wait for an answer. "Anyway, I think I like it, too. And, what else ... sucking, of course, sucking." She giggled. "Thank goodness, right? I mean, my mouth doesn't work great for talking and ideas, so at least it's good for sucking." She laughed at herself.
"What makes you think you like fucking, Barbi?" he asked casually.
"Silly, my cunny is wet right now just talking. That's the way we bimbos are. The slightest little thing makes us horny."
"Are you sure your cunt is wet?"
"I'm a bimbo, a horny, silly, ditzy bimbo. Of course, my cunny cunt is wet." She looked at him with a thought. She giggled. A thought. "You don't believe me?"
"Well, it's not that I don't believe you, but ..." he said, and she never even considered that he might just be encouraging her.
"Fine," she said as she stood up. "I'll show you." She unbuttoned the dress all the way to the bottom. These conservative, loose dresses were all she was allowed while at the treatment center. She pulled off the dress and dropped it on the chair. She parted her legs and pointed at her crotch. "See?" she challenged, giggling. "See how wet I am?" He certainly looked but didn't say anything one way or the other. "Okay, fine, don't believe me. Just a ditzy bimbo." She put her fingers in the waistband of the conservative panties she wore at the center and pushed them down. She looked down and, "Oh, yesssss, I remember something else. I should have a bald cunt. You know, no hair, none, zilch, completely bald. I need to shave that mess," she said.
He put his hand out. "Not yet. When you are with Mr. Howard."
"Right," she replied, relaxing. "Righty, right. Thanks, doctor. That would be bad at the facility." He nodded. What was happening, she wondered ... pubic hair ... shave cunt hair ... right, wet cunt. She parted her legs. "Look, doctor. No, silly me, not look but touch. Your fingers ... feel how wet I am."
He reached out tentatively and slipped his fingers over her cunt. He looked up at her and smiled. "You are correct, Barbi, a very wet cunt." One finger slipped inside, and she moaned. When a second joined it, she groaned and lowered her body to press the fingers deeper. "You are a fucking hot bimbo, Barbi."
She smiled down at him, openly enjoying his fingers inside her. "I know, right, that's what I've been telling you, Fucking hot bimbo," she repeated. "But don't forget ditzy. I make up for being ditzy by being fucking hot, right? Right?"
The last session with the doctor on Friday finally came. The following Sunday, Mr. Howard would pick Barbi up at the facility and take her ... hmmm, where was she living? Oh well, Mr. Howard has that figured out, she thought to herself.
When she came out of that last session, the doctor was sitting there as he always was. She smiled at him. Before he even had the chance to ask about what she remembered, she blurted it out.
"I need to be fucked. I need to fuck a lot. That's what we bimbos are for, doctor. Fucking." Her hands went to her dress and pulled it up. She raised her hips to pull the dress underneath. She didn't want to waste time unbuttoning the dress. She knew before she touched the crotch of her panties that they would be soaked, and they were. The doctor watched with a bemused look on his face. A look that also indicated pride, a job well done.
She parted her thighs and rubbed her cunt through the panties before she raised her hips again. She pushed her panties down her legs and kicked them free. She spread her legs wide, over the arms of the chair, and lewdly fingered her cunt.
"A bimbo ... needs fucking," she gasped. She shoved a finger, two, and three into her sloppy, wet cunt hole. "Oh fuck," she gasped in desperation. "I need a fuck. I need a fucking fuck. But ..." she gasped, "I have to wait ... wait for Mr. Howard." She moaned loudly. "I have to be ... a good good girl ... but ... a good good girl is ... a frustrated bimbo." She gasped and moaned.
"You need a fuck so badly, bimbo Barbi?" That voice ... here? Barbi turned her head, her fingers still inside her cunt hole. "Mr. Howard? Mr. Howard!" she exclaimed.
He jerked his head toward the doctor, "Then fuck the doctor." She looked at him, and he seemed serious. "Fuck him, but then not again until you leave the facility with me."
Barbi leapt from the chair and shrugged off the dress. She turned her back on him. "Please, sir ... please, Mr. Howard, take my bra off." She turned back completely naked, she kissed him in a rush, and stepped toward the doctor. He actually stepped back, as if intimidated. She stalked him as he moved and cornered him near the sofa. She quickly undressed him. His cock was hard. Smallish but hard. She liked big cocks, her mind reminded her, but any cock when needed was good.
She pushed him onto the sofa and straddled his body. She grasped his cock and settled over it, gasping and sighing as it entered her. She heard him groan underneath her, and she smiled down at him. "Bimbos are good ... for fucking, right doctor?" she gasped.
"Oh fuck, Barbi," he groaned as he lay underneath her while she fucked his cock in and out of her drenched cunt. "You are ..." he gasped, "... a very good bimbo."
She smiled and turned her head to find Mr. Howard. Her smile was huge with pride welling up within. "See Mr. Howard," she cried out, "his little cock ... hmmmm ... is inside my cunt. I'm ... fucking him ... like a goody goody ... bimbo should ... right? Right, Mr. Howard?'
He came up alongside her, and she smiled up at him as she continued to aggressively fuck up and down. His hand reached out to grasp a breast, and she looked down. Her big bimbo breasts were bouncing and swaying on her chest, and she laughed as he tried to grasp one.
"I think ... Mr. Howard ... my big breasts ... like to dance ... huh, Mr. Howard?"
She got too aggressive on the doctor's smallish cock and pulled right off it. The doctor moaned in frustration. "I'm almost there, Barbi. Put it ... back inside your ... cunt."
She giggled as she reached down and sat back down on it. "I got too wild, doctor, sorry," she said as she began fucking him again with more control. "How's that, doctor? Good in my cunt?" she giggled.
The doctor came inside her with groans and grunts. She felt him cum, and she wasn't ready. Mr. Howard was watching carefully and leaned down, moving his hand from her breast to her engorged clit. He stroked it hard and fast. She groaned and gasped, still sitting on the spent cock inside her, when she too exploded into orgasm. She had sagged to the side against Mr. Howard, who had moved back to fondling a heaving breast and supporting me on top of the doctor, whose cock was deflating quickly and shrinking out of her cunt along with a little of his cum.
"Oh, Mr. Howard," she gasped.
He eased her up, and the doctor scrambled out from under her as she fell back onto the sofa. Mr. Howard sat alongside her as he continued fondling a breast and nipple. "I ... I needed that ... Mr. Howard. Thank you. I think ... maybe a goody goody bimbo ... shouldn't go so long ... without being fucked ... right, Mr. Howard?"
He turned her face and kissed her deeply. "You are a very good bimbo, Barbi. Don't worry about being fucked, either. With me and the four guys in the office, you'll be well taken care of."
Barbi smiled at him. "You and four other men?" she asked. He nodded, and she smiled bigger still. "Four and one," She repeated as she held up her hand to count fingers. Then, she brightened, "I'm just so ditzy, Mr. Howard," as she touched the thumb on her hand. "Five," she exclaimed. She giggled, "I forgot to use my thumb," she laughed. Then, she seriously looked up at him, "I think I'm so ditzy, what could I do for you in the office?"
"Don't worry, my big-breasted, fuckable bimbo, you'll do just fine."
She smiled. Just fine, yes, good. Goody goody. She giggled and lifted her breasts toward him. "You like my big breasts, Mr. Howard? Men like big breasts," she said with certainty. "Fuckable bimbo," she giggled, "that's me for sure."
He helped her up and handed her the bra. "Time to leave the good 'doctor' now, Barbi."
She looked at him and smiled. His little cock sagged in front of him. "Thank you, doctor. I enjoyed our ... talks. We talked a lot, right, doctor?" He nodded and sat back down.
"I think the doctor is tired, dear. You wore him out with your bimbo cunt."
She laughed at that. Her bimbo cunt wore him out. She grasped the bra but stopped. She twisted side to side so my big breasts swung freely. "I like my big breasts swinging. Don't you like it, too? Do I have to wear a bra, Mr. Howard? Don't you like my big bimbo breasts free to swing and bounce?" she asked as she raised up on my feet and dropped, her breasts bouncing.
"We'll talk about it after you leave the treatment center, Barbi. Be a good girl until then."
"Okay," she replied as she clasped the bra in front of her and twisted it around. "It's hard, though." He patted her bare ass and laughed.
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CHAPTER 2: BIMBO BARBI
"Is this where I will live, Mr. Howard?" Barbi asked as he opened the door to an apartment and handed her the keys.
"Yes, Barbi. This is yours. I've covered the first month's rent until you receive your paychecks." She walked into a studio apartment furnished with different parts of the room separated cleverly by furniture and folding screens. "I had your belongings delivered." He pointed at the boxes on the floor. "Your personal items and clothes. I will pick you up tomorrow morning at 9:00 AM, and we'll go shopping."
"Shopping? Not to work?" she asked.
He must have seen her looking at the boxes, "Barbi, I don't think your existing clothes are appropriate for a bimbo like you, especially not the way I want you dressed at work," he clarified. "You'll need both work clothes and your old clothes which will be better for some other times in public."
She nodded. "Okay, Mr. Howard. You know best."
It was late Sunday afternoon. He kissed her on the forehead, "Spend the rest of the day unpacking, arranging your clothes and belongings. There is a little food in the kitchen, and we'll find a nearby grocery store tomorrow."
"Thank you, Mr. Howard, you know best." He turned to leave, but she stopped him. "Do I have to be dressed in here, Mr. Howard? I think I like being naked naked." She giggled at the words.
"You can be naked all you want in your apartment, but only in your apartment." He locked his eyes on hers. "Understand, Barbi? Only inside your apartment."
She threw her arms around him and kissed him hard on the mouth. "Thank you, Mr. Howard. You really are the best." She looked at him, "Did I already say that? Well, it's very true."
He turned to leave and turned again to her as he pulled the door open. She was already out of her blouse and unclasping the bra. She smiled at him, and he left. With the bra off, she twisted her shoulders and watched her big breasts swing. Hmmmm, she loved the way they looked and felt. She like being naked, she thought. Wouldn't a bimbo like being naked? Of course, she thought. Yes, she remember, coming back in flashes, bimbos like being naked ... and fucking ... and sucking. Bimbos like men and making men happy and making men happy makes a bimbo happy. It all came rushing back to her, and she spun around in a circle with her breasts swinging and long blonde hair flying. When she stopped spinning, she stripped off the rest of her clothes.
"Oh ... yessss ..." she said out loud. "Definitely naked naked naked." And, she laughed as she spun around again.
Halfway through emptying the boxes, she needed to use the bathroom. It had the only door in the room, except for the one going to the hallway. She stood looking in the mirror after. The bathroom had a tub and a shower attachment. She gazed at myself in the mirror. "You look goody good, you fuckable bimbo," she remembered Mr. Howard's words. That was when she spotted the razor and cream on the sink counter. Where did they come from, she wondered. She looked again in the mirror. Her blonde hair is on her crotch. It was blonde and sparse but still ... Bimbos have bald cunts, she remembered. Remembered? Remembered from where? She shrugged her shoulders, turned, and began filling the tub, forgetting the boxes. She needed to have a baldy bald cunt, she giggled.
* * * *
"Good morning, Mr. Howard!" she exclaimed, maybe a bit too loudly. That was how happy she was, though. She was out of treatment, she had no addiction urges or memory of them, and she was a happy, horny bimbo on her first full day free.
"Good morning, dear," he replied as he opened the passenger door of his big, shiny, black sedan in front of the apartment building's front door. Once he was in the car, he turned to her with a debit card in his hand. "This is for you, Barbi. I have put $3,000 on it, which should cover you to your paycheck."
"Oh ... wow ... Mr. Howard!" She looked at the debit card before putting it in her small purse. "I don't know how I can thank you. I will, though. I'll think of something, I promise."
"Don't worry, my dear bimbo. I already know how you will begin thanking me."
"Oh, Mr. Howard, I should have known. You're so smart. I'm just a ditzy bimbo, but you tell me what to do and I'll do it. Right, Mr. Howard?" He nodded with a smile.
He took her to a boutique called Jasmine's Erotic & Sensual Clothes. Inside, Mr. Howard left her to roam among the racks of clothes: dresses, skirts, and blouses. She was surprised at how short the skirts and dresses were. He went to talk to the store manager, who glanced her way several times as the woman nodded her head. The woman was a decade older than Barbi and maybe a bit more, but very attractive. Her skirt and blouse looked like they were from the store, but not quite as short as some Barbi had seen.
"This woman will be assisting us in finding the right clothes for you, Barbi," he said. "I want you to cooperate fully with her."
"Of course, Mr. Howard." Barbi smiled at the woman and waited for direction. She seemed to be waiting, too.
"What are you looking for, dear?" the woman finally asked.
Barbi stared at her. Clothes, obviously, she thought. "Mr. Howard, what kinds of clothes am I looking for?" She turned back to the woman. "Mr. Howard is smart. He'll know." The woman stared at her for a moment before turning to him.
He and the woman moved around the shop selecting items until there was a big pile. She had another younger woman assist to carry them to the dressing room area. Mr. Howard sat in a chair outside the dressing room. Barbi was told to undress completely, as something about her bra and panties would interfere with the image of the outfits. She merely shrugged and did as she was told. Naked, she tried on the first skirt. She fastened it and stepped out of the tiny room.
"Oh, no, dear," the woman said excitedly. She turned Barbi to the full-length mirror. Barbi could see her cunt below the skirt. She wasn't sure if the woman meant because Barbi was naked on top or her cunt was showing.
"Barbi, you shaved your hair," Mr. Howard observed.
"Yes, sir, I thought that was what you wanted when I saw the razor and cream at the sink. Was I wrong, sir?" She turned to the woman, "I wouldn't be surprised. I'm rather ditzy."
"No, dear, you were right," he replied. Barbi beamed.
"Okay," the woman said to get Barbi's attention back. "This skirt can't be worn at the waist. Everyone would see your ..."
"My cunt?" she asked calmly.
"Exactly. Pretty as it is, it shouldn't be for public display. You need to wear it lower on your hips. Let me show you." She unsnapped it and pushed the waist down on Barbi's hips and refastened it. "There, see? Your cu ... you are covered now." The woman turned to Mr. Howard. "Panties or thong?"
"She'll take thongs: lace and different colors, sheer if possible."
Once the skirts were figured out by size, she had Barbi try on dresses that were the same style. Very, very short.
"I prefer backless and deep plunging in front," Mr. Howard said.
"She is busty, isn't she?" the woman commented. "You want built-in support for her boobs?"
"No," he replied, "she likes her breasts to move, don't you, Barbi?"
"Oh, yes," Barbi said as she twisted her shoulders so her big breasts swung. "See? I love how they move."
Mr. Howard added, "As much exposure while providing coverage." He watched, "Blouses should be semi-sheer so her nipples are evident underneath."
Almost done, but she still needed stockings. No pantyhose for her, he said. Stockings or bare legs. He indicated an assortment of thigh-high stockings. She tried one on to get the right sizing and length. She stepped out of the little dressing room only wearing the stockings.
"Oh dear," the woman gasped, "she has no problem with nudity, does she?"
Mr. Howard chuckled, "No, she doesn't seem to have much modesty at all."
"Dear," the woman added, shaking her head, "put on one of the skirts over it."
Barbi did as instructed. Mr. Howard said, "The tops will likely be showing, it appears. Let's have the tops lacy and some with decorative features like little flowers or bows."
Last were shoes. High heels only, it seemed. The woman asked if Barbi had worn them and what height. She shrugged. She thought about it, but couldn't come up with a memory. The woman had her try two-inch heels, then three-inch, and four-inch heels. She teetered a bit at first on the four inch but Mr. Howard like them the best. He had her walk away from the dressing room area and back.
I heard him say to the woman, "See how they make her calves pop? Perfect."
The woman giggled. "She is naked except for stockings and shoes, and she seems to be unconcerned that she just walked into the rest of the shop where other people are shopping. I also see what she means by her boobs moving."
* * * *
They were in the car with bags of clothes, stockings, and shoes in the trunk. "Where are we going now, sir?"
"My house, Barbi. Would you like to go to my house? You can start thanking me there," he replied.
"Ooooo, yes," she responded, "I bet your house is really, really nice. I think that because you're so nice ... at least to me ... and I think you have lots of money." I twisted in the seat belt to partially face him. "You know I want to thank you, Mr. Howard. You said you knew how I could. How will I thank you, huh? Huh, Mr. Howard?"
"You can show me how much you appreciate all I have done for you, and it will fulfill what a good bimbo is good for." She twisted back in her seat facing forward, and bounced several times. Before leaving the store, she had put on her old clothes, but without any underwear. She looked down as she bounced. She really did like how her big breasts bounce. She was glad Mr. Howard didn't have her buy any bras.
"Wow, Mr. Howard!" she exclaimed. "I was right! Your house is very, very nice. I knew it would be."
They left the purchases in the trunk, and he led her into the house. It was two stories. The entry was huge and rose up the full two stories. Upstairs, he explained, were the bedrooms, his and guest rooms. He said he would show her the house, "But, first, I will have rules for you in my house," he said. Barbi turned to him expectantly, eagerly. "You have a very small apartment, dear." She nodded. It was still nice, though, she thought, because it was hers. "Because it is so small, I thought you would like to spend weekends and some nights here with me since this is such a big house."
She threw her arms around his neck, "Oh, Mr. Howard!" she exclaimed as she hugged him hard. She pulled back a bit, her face beaming with joy. She kissed him. "You really, really are the best of the best, Mr. Howard. But, see? You just keep giving and giving to me. When do I get to thank you?"
"Well ... that's what I wanted to explain to you, Barbi." She bounced by raising on her toes and falling to her heels. "The clothes we bought today will be how you dress for the office and when you are out with me. I love your sexy, bimbo body, Barbi. You have the kind of body that begs to be shown off." She clapped her hands, and he smiled.
"There must be more, though, right, sir?" She thought for a moment. Rules. "You said something about rules for me. Tell me my rules, Mr. Howard. Tell me, tell me."
He smiled. He had allowed himself the hope of having a woman willing to give up some sex. Instead, he had stumbled onto that disgraced scientist, and his hopes changed dramatically. He was still questioning how real it was ... and if it would last or might she revert back.
"Okay, Barbi. Calm down so you can remember, okay?"
She stopped clapping and bouncing, clutching her hands together tightly to control her excitement and anticipation.
"First," he said, watching her closely as the first test, "when you enter my house, you will strip naked." Her eyes got big and, if she were not a ditzy bimbo, she might have noted a flash of concern on his face. But she was a ditzy bimbo. She threw her arms around his neck, again. She liked holding him, she thought. She did, she did, she did, she thought and knew. "Why are you hugging me, Barbi?"
"Thank you ... again! You keep making me happy, Mr. Howard. You know how much I like being naked. I can really be naked every time I am in your house?" she asked excitedly.
"Every time, dear." He said and accepted her kiss. "There may be times when I want you dressed or partially dressed, but I will tell you when and how. Do you understand?"
She nodded, her face beaming. She quickly began unbuttoning the blouse and pushing off the skirt. After kicking off her flat shoes, she stood before him naked. "I like your rule, sir. What other rules do you have for me?"
"That's it for now. I will add more as we go. I'll also have rules for you at the office." She was smiling. He looked down at her big breasts. "Your nipples are hard, Barbi."
She nodded as she gazed into his face, "Yes, sir. My cunny is wet, too. Very, very wet."
"Do you want to start thanking me?" She nodded. "Before or after I show you the rest of the house?"
"Before, sir. Please ... please ... I know how your bimbo can thank you."
"How?" he asked simply.
"You said I was a big-breasted, sexy, fuckable, ditzy bimbo, sir. I know what bimbos are, sir. I know I like to fuck and suck. I know I want to make men happy by fucking and sucking their cocks. I know that when I make men happy, I will be happy. Right, Mr. Howard? I'm going to be a really good bimbo for you, Mr. Howard. Was that what you meant when you said you knew how I could thank you? Was it? Say it was. Am I right?"
"You are exactly right, Barbi." He took her hand. She thought he was going to take her upstairs to the bedroom, but he didn't. He took her into the kitchen nearby. She was confused. Fucking was the bedroom. The kitchen is cooking. He led her to a small table surrounded on three sides by windows. She was still confused. Kitchen tables are for eating. He turned her to him. She stared at him, searching for an explanation, but she was just ditzy. She knew she would figure it out. He took her hand and placed it on the front of his slacks.'
She smiled, "Oooo ... you are hard!" She said excitedly. "And, it feels sooo big."
"Very," he replied. "I've had to sit and watch you try on clothes and expose your bimbo body to everyone. I've wanted to fuck you for a long time, Barbi. I've wanted to fuck you since I met you in prison." She watched him with a smile on her face. She kind of remembered the prison, but she was focused, as much as she could, on his telling how he wanted to fuck her. Bimbos like to be fucked. "There will be times you will need to suck me hard before we fuck."
"But not now, right, Mr. Howard? You're going to fuck me now?"
"Do you think that will be a good way to thank me?"
"Oh, yes, Mr. Howard. I think I need to thank you a lot," she giggled. He smiled.
He turned her to the table and pressed her forward until she was pressed onto the table top, her big breasts mashed against the surface. He nudged her feet, and she parted them wide. This is strange, she thought. But, as if recognizing her confusion, "We're going to fuck a lot of different ways and in a lot of different places, my bimbo. This is just the first."
"Oh, goody, sir. Please fuck me with your hard cock. I'm your bimbo, right, sir? And a bimbo likes to fuck. Fuck me whenever and wherever you want so I can thank you."
She hadn't even noticed what he was doing behind me until she felt his cock at her wet cunt. He moved the head over the lips, glancing off her clit and pausing at her hole. He pressed his cock to spread the lips and open her hole. "Oh fuck," he gasped. "You are so wet. Such a good bimbo." He pressed more and his cock sank further inside. She hadn't even had the chance to see his cock, but it felt so, so good... good as it moved deeper. "Oh, Barbi," he groaned. "You fucking bimbo. Your cunt is wet and hot and tight. Squeeze your cunt around my cock."
She concentrated. She felt his cock moving deeper and deeper. God, he must have a big cock, she thought. She felt his cock inside her cunt and she focused on that as she flexed her cunt muscles. "Like ... ooooooo ... like that ... hmmmm ... am I ... doing it ... like you want?" she gasped out.
"Perfect. Fuck ... you are a good ... such a good bimbo."
She almost orgasmed right there. She was already a good bimbo? She swelled in pride and squeezed around him harder. She would make him cum and cum. He would fill her cunt with cum, and he would be happy, and she would be happy. She was a good bimbo, he said!
She pushed herself up onto her elbows and pressed back against his powerful thrusts. She felt full of cock. It was an amazing feeling. She searched her brain for memories of other fucks, and she was having trouble remembering specifics, but this was so much more than she felt ever before. It felt like his cock filled her completely, wall to wall, and her entire depth.
He slammed into her, their bodies smacked audibly against each other, and her DD breasts swung wildly beneath her. God, she love her big breasts. She loved how they moved and she was so so so happy that Mr. Howard like to see them move, too.
He fucked her and fucked her. He groaned and grunted, and she joined him without embarrassment or reluctance with her own moans and gasps. She love his cock filling her, pounding into her, and filling her. She cried out as she felt an enormous orgasm rising up, "OHHH ... FUCK ... FUCK," she cried. "You ... fuck me ... so well ... sirrrrrrr ..." she moaned.
His thrust somehow became even more powerful and intense. "What ... are you," he demanded between thrusts.
"Oh ... fuck," she gasped, "I am ... your ... bimbo ... sirrrrr." she gasped and moaned under this intense assault on her cunt. "I am ... your ... horny ... ditzy ... bimbo. I ... only want ... to make ... you happy." I pressed back against his continued thrusts. "Fuck me ... fuck me ... fuck me ..."
And that brought her to that heavenly orgasm of pure pleasure and relief. But, still, she fucked back at him, squeezed his cock with her cunt, as he continued to fuck into her. "Cum ... cum ... please cum, sir. I want ... I need ... to feel your ... cum fill me."
He did. Spurt after spurt after spurt of his cum into her cunt, filling it completely, it felt like. It seemed an amazing volume of cum, and she squeezed around his cock. She wanted to hold him inside and especially his cum.
She sagged onto the table top, and he lay on top of her, both gasping for breath. "You are ... a magnificent bimbo ... and fuck," he said into the side of her head.
"Thank you, sir," she gasped back, the side of her face pressed against the table top. "You were ... magnificent, sir."
He pulled out slowly. She could feel his cock slowly moving from her still clasping cunt, and she moaned when it was finally gone.
"After we fuck, Barbi, I want you to clean my cock with your mouth."
She nodded and pushed herself up and slid to her knees before him and started saying, "Another rule ..." Then she saw it. His cock was shiny with his cum and her orgasmic juice, and it was still hard. "Oh ... my ... GOD!" she exclaimed. She took his cock by her right hand at the base and then her left hand above it. The head was still exposed. "No wonder I felt so full of cock, sir," she said still being amazed. She studied the cock in her hands. Two hands on it, and she more above that. Her fuzzy mind tried to work it out. She looked up at him. "Your cock ... sir. It must be ... what ... ten inches?" He shrugged as he watched her. "And my fingers barely go all the way around. My God, sir ... no wonder it felt like a fuck from heaven." She opened her mouth and took the head inside, sucking and swirling her tongue around it. She pulled off and looked up at him. "I'm so lucky to be yours, sir. I'm the luckiest lucky bimbo ever." And, she would make sure he was happy, very, very happy.


After she was finished cleaning his cock, he pulled up his shorts and slacks. She helped zip his slacks and stood up. He was again dressed. He led her through the downstairs of his house. She was very excited. It was a wonderful house, and she was going to be lucky enough to be able to frequently spend time in it with him. She was sure that meant she would get to fuck him more and also be able to be naked, since that was the first rule he gave her.
He led me from the kitchen to the spacious family room, the large living room, and the dining room. He had a home office, and she was told she would need to be quiet when he was working in there. She nodded sincerely. Another rule. She liked rules. He took her out the back onto a large covered patio. Just off the covered patio was more patio and a pool. Beyond that was a large lawn and flower gardens.
"All around the back is tall fencing and shrubs, Barbi." She followed his hand with her eyes. "The back is quite private. Just as in the house, you will be naked out here, too."
She looked at him. Naked outside. She looked around again. She spotted a few roofs but no windows. She brightened. What was she doing, she thought. Mr. Howard gave her a rule. Even if some windows were visible ... so what? "Yes, sir," she said. "Naked naked." She walked out past the patio, past the pool, and twirled in circles when she was on the grass. "Naked naked, Mr. Howard. Naked feels so good. I love the feel of the air on my skin and my big breasts swinging and bouncing. You like to watch me, too. I can tell, Mr. Howard. Thank you for letting me be naked."
She rushed back to him, her breasts bouncing, and gave him a kiss. "What about the upstairs?" she questioned.
He smiled. He took her hand and led her back inside, up the stairs, and stopped at the top. He turned left and pointed out his large master bedroom suite with a balcony overlooking the backyard. Across the hall was what he called a quiet reading personal space. Down the other side of the upstairs were four smaller guest rooms. He opened the door to one. Inside was a king-sized bed in the middle of the room. There was a small dresser against one wall. The walls were bare. He led her inside.
"This will be the playroom, Barbi. We will undoubtedly fuck in every room in the house and outside in the back. But this will be the room we will use most frequently for fucking. The bed is covered only with sheets because we won't sleep in this bed. This bed is only for fucking."
She walked to the bed and ran her hand over the fitted sheet. She turned back to him with one hand on her breast and the other between her thighs. "Have you used this room like this before, sir?"
"No, Barbi. I thought of this room only after I realized I would have my bimbo Barbi."
She smiled and stepped back to him. She placed her hand over his crotch and kissed him. "Can we try it, sir? Can christed ... crisssan ... what's the word, sir?"
"You mean christen like breaking it in for the first time?"
"That's it. Wow ... I'm lucky to have you, sir. You're so smart and I'm so dumb," she said, shaking her head. "What was I saying?"
"I think you wanted to try the bed out for the first time. Was that it?"
She beamed. "Yes, yes...that would be good, good. We need to try the playroom bed out."
"Okay, my bimbo, but you'll need to get me hard again. I just filled your cunt with cum, remember."
"Oh ... yes, sir," she giggle, "I do remember you cumming in my cunt." She kissed him as she began loosening his belt. "Let me get you out of these clothes. Then you can lie on the bed, and I will get you hard." She giggle, "I am so lucky, sir. I get to suck you hard and THEN feel your cock inside my cunny."
He laughed.
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CHAPTER 3: OFFICE RULES
Barbi set the alarm for waking early the next morning. It was an important day for her. Her first day in Mr. Howard's office. She still wasn't sure what a ditzy bimbo like her could do for an important man like Mr. Howard, but he assured her that she would. There was a lot to do before she left for her first day. For one thing, she had to make a decision about what to wear. She wasn't great about making those decisions, so she decided she needed extra time. Mr. Howard had fucked her several more times at his house before returning her to the little apartment. Then, it took her some time to sort out closet and dresser space for the new clothes.
She showered and shaved her cunt, legs, and underarms. An important day can't be started with stubble, she mused. Smooth smooth smooth. She especially wanted her cunt smooth. She did her makeup and brushed her hair. Standing in front of the mirror, she smiled. Naked and looking good, she thought. If only she could just stay naked. she sighed.
The choice of dressing was made a bit easier because Mr. Howard had selected all her new clothes, so any of them would be right. She started simple. White thigh-high stockings. Then, a white lace thong. She really, really like a naked cunt, but Mr. Howard was firm that she needed a thong in public. But then he added, unless he told her otherwise, and that had given her a chill of exciting possibility for the future. Next, she selected a dark, pleated skirt and stepped into it, remembering to fasten it low on her hips. She checked herself in the mirror. Right, right, she said to herself. No thong showing. She looked at my DDs jutting out from her chest. She love her big breasts. Men do, too. She knew that. She wasn't sure how she knew that, but it was firmly in her mind as fact. In the same way, she just knew that bimbos were meant to please men by fucking them. She just knew.
She selected a buttoned short-sleeved white blouse that was semi-sheer. Most of the blouses he selected for her were semi-sheer or sheer. She slipped it on and buttoned it up except for the top two buttons. She looked at herself. She could just see her nipples underneath, and the more she looked, the harder her nipples became. She unbuttoned another button and thought about what Mr. Howard would probably like. She unbuttoned another, which was just at her nipple line. She raised up on her toes and dropped to her heels. She smiled at the bounce her unrestricted breasts freely made. She loved for her breasts to be free to move. Men did, too. That was another thing she just knew. She might not know much, but she did know those things.
She found the office building, but then had to find a place to park. She circled the block a couple of times and was glad she had left early. Then, ditzy, she saw the parking garage sign. She entered the spacious lobby and walked deliberately to the information desk, her heels clicking on the marble floor as she did. A number of people turned to watch her. They were all dressed in serious business suits and dresses. She was glad she was a bimbo and didn't have to. The woman behind the desk watched with an open mouth as barbi approached. Probably because of the way Barbi's breasts were bouncing and swaying as she stepped. Well ... Barbi considered it could be because the skirt she wore barely covered her cunny or ass. She giggled to herself. She felt so free compared to all of them. She was definitely lucky to be a bimbo.
Barbi was directed to the elevators and to the seventh floor, office No. 721. When she got off on the seventh floor, she looked at the sign on the opposite wall. There was an arrow to the left with numbers and an arrow to the right with numbers. Too confusing. Bark turned right and started walking, her heels making the click, click sound. She smiled at the people she encountered, several men stopping to watch her. See, she thought, she knew she was right about what men liked. After a bit, she realized she went the wrong way. She should have gone to the left. Oh well, thought, she was already halfway around so she continued. She found office No. 721. Marty Howard and Associates, Attorney at Law, it read.
She sheepishly knocked on the door, but nothing happened. She turned the nob, found it turned, and pushed to the door to enter. In front of her was a large desk standing on four legs and a thick glass top. The desk had a monitor, a laptop, a tablet, a smartphone, and an office phone on it. Nothing else. There was a credenza behind it and a six-foot wall about as wide as the desk behind it. She could hear the sounds of people talking, fingers on keyboards, and the general hum of an office. Still, nobody came to greet her. She walked around the wall, and in a moment, the entire open area of cubicles became quiet.
She found herself before four men openly gaping at her. To say she was flustered would be a huge understatement. "I ... ah ... am looking for Mr. Howard," she finally managed to get out. One of the men managed to gather himself enough to point to an open office door. She nodded with a smile and headed that way. In the quiet, her high heels again became clear with their clicking on the tile of the hallway past the cubicle area.
She knocked on the open door. "Mr. Howard?" She saw him sitting at the large, highly polished desk, his shoulders and head hunched over some paper. He looked up at her voice and instantly smiled.
"Barbi!" he exclaimed. "Finally, you are here."
"Sorry, sir," she stammered. "I didn't mean to be late ..."
He waved away the start of her apology. "Not what I meant, my dear. I meant it is wonderful that you are finally here at my office. I have big plans for us, and you are going to be very valuable."
"Thank you, sir, but I still don't understand what I can do here. I'm not very clear usually." She stared at him. "I mean the law ... I don't ..." and she stopped. She looked at him, and he looked at her. "The law," I repeated.
He nodded, "You remember the law, don't you, Barbi? You were a brilliant law researcher, and I believe you still are. You will assist me in the most difficult and complex cases. I am truly pleased you are here."
She was confused. Difficult and complex legal cases? She will assist him. She knew she was just ... a ditzy bimbo ... but ... what was she remembering? What are these new thoughts and memories?
"I can see it in your face, dear Barbi. I can see that when I challenge you with a case, with finding a legal precedent, you will find it for me. It is still there. You are a bimbo, Barbi, but you are also brilliant." Her head was spinning, and he jumped up and sat her down in one of the chairs in front of his desk. He leaned back on the edge of his desk and watched her. "Confusing, isn't it, dear?" She nodded. "We'll work it out. Just give it time." She nodded numbly again.
"Thank you, Mr. Howard. It is confusing. I know I am a bimbo. I like being a bimbo and especially your bimbo. Brilliant?" She shook her head. "I don't know, sir. But ..." she continued, "I mean, I trust you, Mr. Howard, and you are so so smart, but..."
"You do trust me, don't you?"
"Of course, sir, always and completely. Tell me what to do and I'll do it. This other ..." she paused while fiddling with the edge of her tiny skirt. Even with her legs together, she was probably exposing her thong. "I believe you, of course, I guess. I trust you."
He smiled. "Good. Excellent. Let's talk about the office." Barbi smiled at the change in topic. He moved back around his desk and retook his chair. He was smiling, and that made her smile. "The car I left you is okay?" She told him it was. "How do you like your new clothes?"
"They are wonderful, sir. Other people must have liked them, too, because so many people stopped to look." He smiled at that, too.
"You are very sexy, Barbi. These new clothes are sexy, too. You belong in those kinds of clothes."
"Oh, yes, Mr. Howard." She crossed her legs and glanced down. The bottom of the tiny skirt was at the top of her thighs. The lace tops of the stockings were in clear view, including the bare skin above them. "You know how much I like being naked, and these clothes make me feel dressed, but it can feel like I am almost naked, too. Especially without a bra, Mr. Howard. Thank you for not requiring me to wear bras." She shook her shoulders to feel her breasts move. He smiled.
"Okay," he started again. "Office rules. You like rules, don't you, Barbi? They allow you to be free from having to think?" She nodded vigorously. "I like that you left buttons undone on your blouse. Unbutton one more so it is unbuttoned below your nipple line." She looked down and straightened her back. She undid one more. The blouse gaped more. She could clearly see the insides of her breasts. It felt even better. They would move even more, she thought. Mr. Howard sure understood a lot of things, she thought.
"Open our legs, dear," he said next. She did immediately, of course. "Good, girl." She smiled. "You have a beautiful cunt, Barbi, but you have to be careful where it might be possibly exposed. I hope this isn't too complicated for your bimbo mind." A determined expression of focused crossed her face. He was warning her to pay close attention. "When you are at my house, how are you dressed?" Naked, she said with an excited smile. "In your apartment?" Naked or dressed, her own choice. "In public?" Dressed in panties or a thong, she replied proudly that she was getting it all correct. "Okay, good girl. Now, the office. Is the office a public place?"
She stared at him. The office was behind a door, but ... there were other men in the office. But, more than that, she pondered, other people from outside could just walk in like she did. "Maybe, sir. I think ... uhm ... someone could just walk in like I did. Yes? Is it public?"
He smiled. "You're right that someone could and will just walk into our office. That makes it kind of public. But, and this is why I thought it might be confusing for you, it is also our space, right?" She nodded.
"I think I need a rule, Mr. Howard, if the office is public but also our personal space. You know me, sir. I get confused," she calmly admitted.
"This is the rule for the office, then. Stand up and take off your thong." She stood immediately, raised the skirt, and pushed the thong down to her feet. She put a hand on his desk and raised a foot to take the removed item. She put it on the chair next to her. When she sat down, she left her legs apart per his previous instruction. He smiled at that. "Yes, you have a very pretty cunt. The rule for the office is to remove your thong when you enter the office and leave it on the corner of your desk."
"For everyone to see, sir?" He nodded. She shrugged. That was simple. She liked rules.
"How many other men are in the office, Barbi?" Four, she said quickly. "What do men like to do with bimbos and what do bimbos like to do with men?"
"Oh, that's an easy one, sir. Fuck, sir. Men like to fuck bimbos and bimbos like to fuck and suck men's cocks." She smiled broadly as she answered with confidence.
"Exactly, dear. That's another reason for how you are dressed. They can simply lift your small skirt to fuck you because you won't be wearing a thong." She nodded with understanding. And, she thought, they will know she's not wearing a thong because it will be on her desk. "But," he continued, "since the office is kind of a public place, we have to be careful where you get fucked."
"What's the rule, sir?" she asked.
"Follow me," he said. Barbi stood with him and picked up the thong, letting it dangle from a finger. He led her out of his office to the closed door of the only other office next to his. He motioned to it, and she opened the door. she smiled in recognition and surprise. It wasn't exactly the same kind of office, of course.
"It's like the guest room in your house, sir," she exclaimed with excitement. The office was empty except for a queen bed in the center and a credenza on one wall. The bed only had the fitted sheet on it.
"Yes, dear. I could only get a queen-size bed to fit in here, but I think it will do. What do you think?" She looked at him. It was nice but ... "Oh, the rule, of course. This is where you should be fucked. That way it is private and not public, and you can be naked." Wow! Was he smart? She thought. He even figured out a way for her to be naked inside the office.
She threw her arms around him and then noticed the other four men standing just outside the office-bedroom. "You are so smart to figure it all out, sir," she gasped. Lowering her voice while looking past him at the other men, "Sir, do I get to fuck all five of you in the office here?"
"You do, Barbi. Do you like that?"
"Oh, yes, sir. I'm a bimbo, right? That's the thing I like most ... well," she mused for a moment, "being naked, too. I think I like them both the same amount."
He smiled and turned. The men standing just outside the office door all moved back a few steps to give them some room as he led her back into the main office area. He introduced the other men: Tom was the private investigator and photographer, 31 year old, 6' 1" tall and looking strong (I would find he had a 8 inch cock); Adam was an intern specializing in criminal law, 26 years old, 5' 10", average build (8 inch cock); Jason was an intern with a general focus but interested in personal injury law, 5' 10", average build (7 inch cock); and, lastly, Billy, an intern specializing in estate and property law, 6', athletic (7 inch cock).
As Mr. Howard ntroducing each one, they stepped forward and gave her a soft kiss on the cheek. Then, he turned to her. "Oh, right," Barbi blurted out, realizing he wanted her to introduce herself. "Hi, guys, I'm Barbi. I'm really excited to be here and working with all of you. I'm a ... I'm ..." she thought and thought. What was she here? The guys all had specialties. "Mr. Howard keeps telling me I'm a researcher," she giggled, "but we'll see about that." She giggled some more, and the guys all smiled and patiently let her stumble with her introduction. She took a deep breath and spread her arms, and all eyes dropped to her chest. "I'm really excited to meet you, and I know we'll get to be good friends. What I do know what I am is ... well, simple put, I'm kind of ditzy, so I hope you can be patient with me."
Mr. Howard put his arm around her shoulder, his hand pulling one side of her blouse to the side. She glanced down to see one of her big breasts exposed. She looked up at the guys who were fixed on the exposed breast. "I think Mr. Howard wants me to be more ... uhm ... clearer about myself. Is that right, sir?" He nodded and took a nipple between two fingers. "I said I was ditzy, but I forgot to say I am a bimbo, really. That's why I am ditzy. Someone down in the lobby called me a dumb blonde because I am blonde, but I'm not, I'm really just a bimbo." He squeezed the nipple. "I guess I am rambling, aren't I? I guess I am nervous because I want all of you to like me."
"You should tell them what a bimbo is, dear. We don't want any confusion," Mr. Howard urged.
Barbi giggled and smacked her forehead. "See what I mean. You might not know what a bimbo is, huh? This is why I hope you can be patient with me. So, yeah, bimbos like fucking men and men like fucking bimbos. Yeah, bimbos like fucking men as much as men like fucking, and I am definitely a bimbo, right, Mr. Howard?" He nodded with a big smile. "Oh, yeah," she continued and jerked a thumb over her shoulder at the office-bedroom, "the rule is we have to be careful because the office is kind of a public place, so I can't be naked out here, but this office-bedroom is a private space when the door is closed, so I can be naked." She leaned a bit forward, "You saw the bed in there, right?" she giggled. "Okay, so, what else? I really like being naked, but Mr. Howard says I can't in public places. Oh, pooh, right?" They laughed. "So I have to be dressed in public and wear panties or a thong because my skirts are so short. I like my skirts. I hope you do, too." They assured her they did and couldn't seem to stop smiling. That made them seem really, really nice. She thought they must already like her. "Anyway," she continued, "this is where it gets a bit confusing because the office is kind of public, but Mr. Howard said I shouldn't wear my thong in the office." She shrugged her shoulders. "Confusing, right? But, as long as I know the rule. Oh, yeah, another thing, Mr. Howard said is the short skirts are good for. After all, they can be lifted for a quick fuck because they are so short and I won't have panties on." She gasped for a deep breath. "Did I get all that right, Mr. Howard?"
"You did great, Barbi." He spoke to the guys, "You heard the bimbo. She's available. If you just need a quick blowjob while you work, have her get under your desk. If you want to fuck her, use this office. When that door is closed and anyone should come in, it is up to everyone else to greet and take care of them." They all nodded while scanning Barbi's body. "Work, gentlemen. We are here to get work done. As long as that happens ... make Barbi a happy bimbo." He teased her nipple, again. "Right, dear?"
"Oh yes. I'll be a happy bimbo if I can make you all happy, and I am sure fucking me will make you happy."
He then released her breast and led her to the desk in front of the glass door to the hallway. Barbi put some extra sway to her hips because she knew the guys were still watching. She glanced over her shoulder and blew them all a kiss. Mr. Howard's hand was under her short skirt and holding her bare ass cheek. She was getting pretty horny with all this talk about fucking and the touching.
"Is this my desk, Mr. Howard? It's really pretty. I think it's the prettiest desk here," she admitted.
"It is, and I bought it especially for you. Sit in the chair for me." She did as he said, of course, and moved in as if she was working. He looked down and smiled. "Yes, very pretty and not just the desk." Reach to the side of the desk like you are reaching for something." It seemed like a funny game, but she did it. He smiled bigger without saying anything more and left. She heard him tell Jason she was ready.
Jason was going to be helping her with the computer and stuff. He was the most talented with everything electronic, she had been told. He led her through setting up passwords for the system and logging on. She wrote everything down on paper. She asked him to be patient and slow. When he was done, it was almost noon. He was about to leave when she stopped him.
"Jason, when Mr. Howard was here, he got a big smile on his face when he looked while I was sitting here."
He laughed, "That's because I can see your pretty, bare pussy."
She looked down. Yeah, she supposed. She then looked up at him, though, "Jason, a bimbo doesn't have a pussy, she has a cunt."
"Okay, then a bimbo wouldn't have breasts, either, she'd have tits."
She looked at him and down at her chest. She smiled. "I like that. When you are standing in front of me, how much of my tits can you see?"
"The whole inside, but not quite the nipples. You have really nice big tits, Barbi." She smiled at him. She thought so, too.
Just then, Mr. Howard arrived. "Let's get some lunch, Barbi." She jumped up and was almost at the door when he stopped her and pointed at the corner of the desk. Oh, gosh, she thought. Her thong. "Try to remember, Barbi. You have to have your thong on when you leave the office."
"Sorry, Mr. Howard." She held them and stepped into them, pulling her skirt up as she pulled them into place. She held up her skirt, "All set, sir." He shook his head and laughed.
She had to say that walking on the sidewalks with a bit of a breeze sure feels good on the legs and ass. It would feel even better if she didn't have to wear a thong. Once again, there were a lot of men who seemed to like her, judging by the number of looks and smiles she got as she walked the two blocks to a small restaurant. At one point, the wind picked up her skirt, too. She pushed it down, but Mr. Howard said she shouldn't. He said it was just nature's way of helping her please men by letting them see her thong, bare ass cheeks, and open her blouse. Okey dokey, she thought, She was all in favor of making men happy.


While they were eating, she leaned toward him across the table. "I want to be a good bimbo, sir, but nobody has asked to fuck me or have me suck them. What do I do?"
"They are all really busy with projects today. When we get back to the office, why don't you offer each of them a blowjob from under their desks?"
"Yummy yummy cummy cummy." Now she was anxious to get back to the office.
When they entered the office, Mr. Howard waited, but she remembered. She pushed down her thong and spread it neatly on the edge of her desk. She turned and kissed him. "I remembered, sir."
Her high heels clicked on the tile as she entered the cubicle area. She turned in a tight circle until she found Jason. "Jason," she said as she stood in his cubicle opening, "you were so helpful, I wanted to ask you first."
"Ask me what, Barbi?"
"Do you want a blowjob while you work? I can squeeze under your desk so you can continue working." He looked at her like it didn't seem real. It hadn't occurred to her that maybe having a bimbo in the office would be very strange, and they might have to get used to the idea. "Please?"
He smiled and pushed his chair back. She giggled as she crawled under his desk on her hands and knees and waited for him. He undid his pants, lowered them to his thighs, and pulled himself to the desk. It was already almost hard. It wasn't really big but not small, either. It wasn't nearly as big as Mr. Howard, but she knew she would enjoy it anyway.
She started licking his cock from the head to the base. She was remembering the things Mr. Howard told her at his house about sucking cock. Sucking cock and fucking were things she would definitely pay close attention to. Jason's cock quickly became hard, and she bumped her head several times as she moved her mouth over it. When he came, though, she sucked him dry and made sure she had every drop in her mouth and swallowed. She was licking her lips as she crawled out from under his desk. He patted her bare ass as she came out.
"Thank you for your cum, Jason. It tasted really, really good. Maybe you'll fuck me next time." He assured her he wanted that, too. That made her happy. Maybe her first day would only be sucking cock, but soon they would be fucking her.
She made her way around the cubicle area and was rewarded with four loads of cum. She was licking her lips when she stepped into Mr. Howard's office. "Sir," she said, enthusiastically, "I've given blowjobs to all the other guys, can I give you a blowjob now?"
"No," he flatly said.
"What?" she exclaimed with surprise and disappointment. "You don't want a blowjob?"
"No, I don't. Come in and close the door, Barbi." She did and started turning back to him, but she stopped trying to think about what she just did and what it meant. She struggled for a moment. "What are you thinking about, dear?"
"Uhm ... I closed the door to your office." He nodded. "That ... ah ... makes your office like the other office with the bed, doesn't it? I mean ..."
"Very good. See how smart you can be, bimbo Barbi? You figured that out all by yourself."
Her face lit up. "That means I can be naked and you can fuck me?"
"It does. Get those clothes off and bend over this desk in front of me." She squealed in delight as she stripped off the few clothes she wore, leaving the stockings and heels on, of course.
She moved around his desk as he pushed his chair back to give her room. She leaned over the desktop and spread her feet wide. She heard him move his chair forward, the wheels on the chair moving on the hard surface of the chair mat. She felt his hands on the backs of she legs as they shifted to the insides and slowly moved up her legs to her dripping cunt. "Oooooo ..." she gasped as his fingers found her cunt lips and stroked over them. "Thank you ... thank you, sir," she sighed.
"Has my bimbo become needy for some cunt attention?" he casually asked as he continued running his finger along her lips, occasionally slipping one between but still not really inside her cunt. "Your bimbo cunt is very, very wet," he said. He slipped a single finger inside, and she sighed. "I can see you cunt winking at me, opening and closing around my finger."
"Yes ... yes, yes, sir. I need ... very much ... ohhhh please, sir, don't tease your bimbo ..." she gasped. She heard the chair roll back as he stood. After a moment, she heard a zipper, and she smiled with hope. "Are you going to fuck me now, Mr. Howard? Please? I need your big cock inside me fucking me, going deep and fucking me." Then, she felt the head of his cock at the entrance of her cunt, parting the lips, and touching just at the hole. She pressed back and felt her hole open around the head, but he stayed still. she groaned with need. Why won't he fuck? The head was right there, just barely inside the hole, only because she had moved back slightly. Her bimbo brain was slow to make the connection, but she pressed back a bit further, and the cock entered her more. She pressed back harder and thrust back, his cock driving inside deep but not all the way, yet. Again, and she felt his thighs against hers. She sighed and groaned.
His hands grasped her hips, his cock pulled back without her moving, and it slammed back inside. She cried out in joy. Finally ... finally she was getting fucked ... her bimbo cunt was finally getting a cock deeply plunging inside, filling her, and easing her bimbo need to be used.
"My God, you are a wet, hot, needy bimbo," he exclaimed as his cock moved easily through her cunt. "Such a good bimbo and nobody fucked you?"
"I gave four ... blowjobs ... sir ... oooooooo yessssss ... goooood ... sirrrrrr." she gasped as he drove his cock into her.
"This is new to them, too, Barbi bimbo," he grunted. "They can't believe they really have a bimbo in the office. Tomorrow, I am sure, it will be better for you."
"Fuck me ... yes yes yes ... your cock ... is so so so goooooooodd," she gasped.
He pulled his cock all the way back, so just the head barely remained, keeping her hole open. She didn't dare move for fear it would slip completely out. She waited impatiently, desperately but obediently. She was the bimbo; he was the one who gave her control and direction. But she needed it inside, she needed it fucking her, she needed it bringing her to orgasm and his seed filling her cunt. She needed to feel complete, a good bimbo bringing pleasure to his cock, and her pleasure coming from his.
"Please, sir," she pleaded, "I beg you to fuck me hard and deep. Please ... I want your cum ... filling my cunt ... fuck me, I beg you!" she cried out.
"Such a good bimbo," he said with his cock remaining at the entrance to her hole. "Four loads of cum in your stomach and you need more," he teased.
"In my cunt ... yes ... cum in my cunt ... I need ... please ..."
He slammed into her. Desperate for a fucking, she was still surprised by the force of it when it came. She fell from her elbows onto the desktop. My big tits mashed against the surface and skidded a few inches, her very aroused nipples rubbing against the smooth surface. He pulled back quickly and slammed again into her cunt. Her cunt muscles squeezed around him as if trying to hold him inside for fear of being teased, again. Instead, the cock pounded into her, back and forth with power and determination and control, control over fucking and control over her. She felt it. Control. Domination. Mastery.
"OH ... GOD ... YESSSSSS!" she cried. She felt it all. He had fucked her at his house numerous times, and it had been wonderful. A bimbo being used. This, though, was different in its intensity and power. He was making a statement. He was claiming her. And, even her bimbo brain registered the difference, the significance. She cried out as he pounded her in his office, the other men just outside that door. He chose to claim her here, witnessed by others working for him. It was a clear statement to her ... she was available to any cock he allowed, but she was his, his bimbo to use and direct to be used at his whim. "OH ... FUCK ME ... YESSSSSS ... FUCK ME ... I AM YOURS!" she cried out.
She orgasmed, but he was still fucking. "Cum ... sir ... give ... me ... your ... cum ..."
He pounded and pounded into her cunt over and over as another orgasm rose inside her. She was collapsed again onto the desktop, her body rocking on her flattened tits as he thrust hard and deep. God, it was wonderful, but she wanted to feel his cum, too. When it happened, it was like slow-motion for her senses. She felt his cock swell even larger. It pulsed for a moment, then jerked before spurting cum deep inside as he slammed a final time into her, pressing his spurting cock to the deepest reaches of her cunt.
She was gasping, panting, her cunt in spasms and her body in the final quaking of muscles twitching involuntarily when he leaned over her pressing her even more firmly against the desktop. His cock still buried inside and moving mere inches.
"Was that what my bimbo needed?" he teased her.
"Oh, yes, yes, yes," she panted. "Thank you, sir. My bimbo cunt and brain needed that fucking so so so much."
"Hmmm ... not just your cunt but your brain, too?" he asked as his cock slowly moved inches.
"My cunt is very happy ..." she sighed, "... but a bimbo's brain, I think, must need this, too. I couldn't think, sir." She giggled. "Not that I can think well, anyway. But it was worse." She paused and breathed. "I needed to orgasm to free my brain. Does that make sense, sir?" She sighed at the deliciously comforting feeling of his big cock still inside her cunt.
"I will believe you, my bimbo. How would I know how your bimbo brain works or needs?" He kissed her shoulder and neck, pushing his lips through her long blonde hair. "Your needs are a mystery to me that I will enjoy discovering, dear."
He pulled out of her. For a very brief moment, she sighed and moaned at the feeling of emptiness. Then, she backed off the desk and was on her knees before him, his cock in her hand as she began licking him clean. His hand stroked her head through her hair.
"Such a good bimbo," he softly said. "You remembered to clean my cock."
As she licked down to the base of his cock, she looked up at him with a big smile. Good bimbo. Those simple words meant so much. It was all she wanted to hear and be. A good bimbo.
It was quiet outside the door of his office as I pulled her skirt up and fastened it over her hips. She slipped the blouse on and gave Mr. Howard a kiss. She was still buttoning the blouse as she opened the door. In the cubicle area, the other four men were gathered. It was the end of the day, but they lingered, waiting to see her, she guessed. She was sure her hair was messy. She was also sure her face reflected a new calm and recent pleasure.
She tucked the blouse into her skirt just outside the door as the guys walked past for the door to the hallway. She kissed each on the lips. Each groped a tit or stroked over my bare ass under the skirt. She called out to them, "Thank you for your cum in my stomach, guys. I hope that tomorrow you will put it somewhere else." They almost stumbled over each other watching her before the door closed.
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CHAPTER 4: OFFICE DAY TWO
After parking her car in the garage under the office building, Barbi swung her legs out and stood. She tugged the hem of her dress down. She had chosen another of the dresses Mr. Howard selected for me, of course. It was form-fitting over the hips and, yes, very, very short. It was black and she chose black, lacy thigh-high stockings and high heels. The top was a cowl around the neck, completely backless, with material hanging from the neck to the waist of the dress to loosely cover her tits. It was gapped between her tits and loose on the sides. Her tits moved very freely underneath. It seemed that each step caused the hem to rise dangerously close to revealing either her thong in front or the bottoms of her ass cheeks in back.
As she approached the elevator, she spotted Mr. Howard carrying his ever-present briefcase. He smiled when he spotted her. "My... that dress is amazing on you, dear." Other people, having been preoccupied by their phones, turned to look. Several men leered at her while the two women in business suits gave her looks of disapproval and then considered Mr. Howard. He had a reputation for his attitudes about women. Did these women know him or his reputation? It was hard for Barbi to tell. Then, again, she didn't strain her bimbo brain about it too much, either.
In the elevator, the other two women entered first, clearly assuming a right by some status she didn't recognize. Mr. Howard entered after Barbi and nudged her to a corner. It was only two levels to the main lobby, but he managed to raise the skirt hem to expose her ass and stroked it until the elevator dinged and stopped. She discreetly, she hoped, tugged the hem back down.
They walked from the garage elevator across the lobby to a bank of elevators for the offices above. Mr. Howard led her past the others to the last ones. Once inside, they were the only ones. He pressed floor seven buton, placed his briefcase on the floor, and turned to her. "I love that dress, Barbi. I think you need more in that style." She smiled. He put his fingers on the inside edges of the material covering her tits and lightly moved it. Except for the size of my tits, the material moved easily. He pulled the material out and over to expose her tits. She glanced at the numbers slowly indicating each floor. Number four. His fingers held her nipples. Number five. He twisted and pulled on them. Number six. As if he had eyes in the back of his head, he adjusted her dress to cover her tits as the ding indicated floor seven.
They walked down the hallway to the left. Did she remember, or did she just follow him? He tested the door handle and found it locked. They were early. She had been early because she had wanted to greet each of the guys as they entered. Her bimbo brain thought that by kissing them and pressing her tits into them first thing, she might get her some fucks on her second day. Her third full day of freedom from the treatment center and the conclusion of therapy with that doctor. She never did know his name or why he used his small house for therapy sessions. She never saw any indication of other patients. Oh well. Her third day of freedom to be the bimbo she was, and her second day in Mr. Howard's office. Yesterday she gave four blowjobs and was fucked only by Mr. Howard. Today she hoped for more fucks. It flashed through her bimbo brain: men like to fuck bimbos and bimbos like to fuck men. It was one of many flashes that came out of nowhere with comforting assurances.
Inside the office, her desk was front and center. She stepped to it, dropped her small purse on the glass surface, and tugged the dress up so she could reach the waistband of her thong. She wiggled it down over her hips and down her thighs. The darn thing was already wet, she giggled with knowing excitement, which caused her to have to tug it more from her cunt. When she had it off her feet, she was prepared to spread it out on the side of my desk, but Mr. Howard took it from her.
"It is nearly soaked through," he said softly. "I think my bimbo requires fucking today," he laughed.
"Always, sir," she replied with a giggle. "That's what you called me, remember, sir? You said I was a fuckable bimbo."
He handed her the thong, and she carefully spread it on her desk where it would be easily seen for what it was. "Where do you do your fucking, dear?" he asked. He was testing her, but she remembered.
She smiled at him, "In the office-bedroom, sir," she proudly announced. "I remembered, sir. Only the office-bedroom for being naked and fucking." Then, she stepped into his body and looked up at him, "Unless I close the door to your personal office, of course," she said, trying to tempt him. He laughed and swatted her barely covered ass.
"Not now, dear. As much as I always want to fuck your bimbo cunt, I have to prepare for a meeting soon." He turned but stopped. "There will be two men arriving for a meeting. While they wait, be sure to... keep them entertained."
She smiled widely, "I will, sir." In her apartment, she had sat in front of the mirror and tested the dress. Her cunny cunt was mostly exposed if her legs weren't tightly pressed together. She giggled to herself, who can do that all the time?
She went back to make coffee and turn on the large printer/copier, and was returning when the first of the guys began arriving. She wasn't surprised to see Tom arriving first. He was the only real full-time employee. Sometimes, she was told, he might not come into the office as he searched for clues and evidence to support Mr. Howard's cases. She smiled at seeing him. While giving blowjobs, she determined the size of each cock. A bimbo likes cocks, was another flash through her brain, but still a bigger one is even nicer to like. Like Mr. Howard's big cock. Tom's was just an inch smaller and just as thick. She really, really hoped he would fuck today, and she pressed her tits into him as she greeted him with a kiss. His hands pulling her dress up to fondle her ass cheeks and it gave her more hope.
She gave each of the other three a similar greeting, and she was encouraged when each fondled some part of her nakedness under the dress. Adam stroked her cunt; Jason teased her nipples; and Billy even thrust a finger into her dripping cunt. Sitting at her desk with the thong right there on the edge, she found it hard to be still. Her cunt was already itching to be fucked.
She turned her computer on and began sorting through emails, forwarding some to different guys or to all if it was for general information. Her attention was drawn to someone walking past the glass door of their office. That was exciting, too. She opened her thighs as the man looked in. Did he know about her? Maybe he had seen her yesterday or today in the lobby dressed like a bimbo. He started turning when her thighs parted, and he did a double-take. She smiled as she turned her attention back to the computer monitor.
It was then that it hit her. Sitting at the computer, her fingers flew over the keyboard and sorted through programs as if it were something just part of her being or brain connection. She sat back and stared at the monitor. She had two windows open and had been moving back and forth. Mr. Howard was right. She was a bimbo. She could tell because her cunny cunt was still itching and her nipples were hard. But she was different at the same time. Her bimbo brain, which sometimes couldn't add four men and Mr. Howard to come up with five, was actually functioning.
She wanted to think about that, but when she tried, her bimbo brain took over... or rather, her bimbo brain shut down the thinking. She shrugged and turned back to the monitor and began working, leaving her bimbo confusion behind.
One email was from Mr. Howard. She had to open that one quickly, she thought. It contained a portion of a written petition to a court regarding a client. In it, the petition pointed to a prior determined case in support of the argument, but the reference was blank. Below was the inserted segment of the petition that Mr. Howard requested: 'Find me the court findings I need for this argument.' He had included the angle of argument he wanted to present and was hoping there was established precedence to support it. There was no specified time requirement given.
She leaned back in the chair to consider the request. Her new computer was equipped with the programs, law search engines, and databases she should need. Her mind was buzzing thinking of the appropriate search method. As she leaned back in the chair, her legs parted as she considered her approach to the problem. That was when the mail carrier entered the office. Barbi looked up at hearing the door, but was slow in closing her thighs. She glanced down and saw that her dress was bunched at the top of her thighs. The lace tops of her stockings were exposed, of course, and a lot of bare skin above that. The guy obviously saw, too. Judging from his expression and the way he froze, he saw a lot more than that.
"You... ah... are new here," he stammered.
Barbi stood quickly and tugged the dress down. She stepped around the desk and offered her hand in greeting, which felt weird because she had been kissing everyone in the office. "Yes, I am. Started yesterday. My name is bimbo... no!... I mean my name is Barbi." She was blushing, and that was a first in a long time that she could remember.
He nodded and smiled. He handed her the mail. "I'll be seeing a lot of you, then," he said. "No, I didn't mean that... I mean I will be seeing..."
Barbi laughed and touched his arm. "It's okay. I look forward to seeing you again, too."
"Yeah," he muttered, "me, too." Then, he did a double-take as he looked directly at the thong spread on the desk. She smiled at him. He nodded, turned, and bumped into the door jam. She giggled after he successfully got out the door.
As she was turning back to her desk with the mail, she saw Tom standing there and his face coming to hers. He kissed her intently, his hand mauling a breast. "That was hot, Barbi. You're hot. The way you greeted us was hot." He looked her in the eyes and tugged her away from the desk. she reached out with the mail and dropped it on the desk. Most of it stayed there. "Time to use that new office," he said urgently.
"Oh, yes," Barbi said. "Wait, Tom." She stepped past the office-bedroom to Mr. Howard's open door. "Sir, when do you expect your guests?"
"Not for another hour." He looked past her at Tom and smiled. "Plenty of time for Tom, dear."
She turned, and this time she pulled Tom. Entering that office, she shut the door. "The door is closed, so I can be naked. You want me naked, Tom?"
"Damn right," he exclaimed as he began removing his clothes. She smiled. He had a lot more clothes to take off than she did.
She stood naked after wiggling out of the dress. Standing in stockings and heels, her tits rose and fell with her heavy breaths as she watched more and more of him become exposed to her eyes. She knew of his cock, of course. Because she had sucked him yesterday, as she had done the others, too. When he was naked, she pressed her naked body against his, her tits flattening against his chest as she reached up to kiss him with hard, intense desire.
"I've needed to be fucked here," she gasped.
He chuckled, "This is only your second day," he said
"Maybe," she replied gasping while kissing him, "but when Mr. Howard told me I would be working for him and be his bimbo to share with his office... I couldn't wait for it to be real," she gasped. "Make it real, Tom. Make me feel like the bimbo Mr. Howard wants me to be."
"Fuck, yeah," he exclaimed as he backed her to the bed, his hard cock in her hand. "This is the hottest thing I could ever imagine." She smiled at that. "I can imagine a lot, too, Barbi."
She crawled backwards on the bed and put her arms out. "Fuck me, Tom."
He pushed her onto her back, took her legs and bent them at the knees, and pushed them wide apart. He sat for a minute between her splayed legs, looking at her wet cunt. He reached out and slid a finger over it. "Are you always so wet, Barbi?"
She nodded. "I think so. I'm always so horny. It's what I am." She breathed the truth that ran through her brain with recurring insistence, "Men like to fuck bimbos and bimbos like to fuck men," she gasped. "Fuck me, please."
He leaned forward over her, his hand on his cock, guiding it to her wet cunt, waiting, drooling for it. His cock touched, just touched, her cunt, and she gasped. She nodded to him urgently for more. He pressed forward, and inches entered her. She groaned and moaned, took him by his arms, and pulled hard. His cock slid inside easily, and she clamped her cunt around his cock. He gasped as she did. He pulled back and thrust hard, sending his cock deep into her. She hugged him hard as he pulled his hips back and thrust hard, again. Their bodies smacked together.
She wrapped her legs around his waist as he entered into a rhythm of fucking with long and strong strokes. She gasped and kissed, their moans joining inside thier mouths. She chanted a chorus of "fuck me, fuck me, fuck me" as he groaned and grunted. He fucked her until she tried to roll them. He caught on and let it happen by shifting his knees. She was on top and stared down at him as she rose and fell, over and over, staring, fucking, and all the while her tits bounced and swayed until he captured them and mauled them.
"Yes," she cried out, "maul my tits as I fuck you." She stared down at him with blazing lust, "Give me your cum, fuck your cum into me, fill me."
She felt his need to climax rising, but she also felt her own rising orgasm cresting, rising, ready to break like a giant wave to crash over her. It was right...
"Ohhhh... FUCK... I'm cummminggg," he cried out. She joined him.
* * * *
"Oh, Billy," Barbi said, surprised as she was leaving the office with Tom still getting dressed. She was tugging her dress down over her hips and nearly bumped into Billy, who was standing right outside the door. She looked in his face, "Oh, I'm sorry, Billy, but Mr. Howard has a guest arriving soon, and I have to greet them." He was obviously disappointed. Their noise apparently set more into motion than just their climaxes. She kissed him on the mouth, "But I will come find you when they leave."
"Promise?" he asked with a bit of desperation.
She crossed over her left tit, "Bimbo's honor." He laughed.
She was at her desk for only about ten minutes when the door opened. She looked up to find two men dressed in suits. One was older, the other much younger, even younger than she. Barbi smiled, "Good morning, gentlemen," she said cheerily.
"We're here to see Marty Howard," the older man offered.
Barbi checked her computer as if she didn't know, "Yes, Mr. Harrison." The older man nodded, but his eyes found something on her desk of particular interest. She smiled and gestured to the chairs opposite her desk.
When the men were seated, she offered, and they declined, a bottle of water. She returned to her computer, sending Mr. Howard a note that his guests had arrived. She uncrossed her legs and recrossed them. Maybe she did it a bit slow and maybe with a bit of exaggeration. The younger man leaned to the older and whispered something.
"I'm old, James, not blind," he said just barely loud enough for me to hear. "Why else would her thong be on her desktop?" She smiled at him. He gave her a polite nod just as Mr. Howard arrived.
About an hour later, she heard Mr. Howard's office door open behind her. Actually, it was her assumption since it didn't seem like anyone would be going into the office-bedroom. When they came into view, she offered, "I hope your meeting was productive, gentlemen."
"Oh, it was," the younger one said as he came to her desk and extended his hand. Up closer, she guess his age is closer to maybe 20 years. She shifted in her chair since his hand didn't quite reach close enough, forcing her legs to part and to lean forward. The effect, of course, was to cause her tits to move and her cunt to be more exposed. He smiled, but was turned away by the older man quickly.
"James," the older man admonished, "control, please. This is why you are in trouble in the first place."
Mr. Howard was standing nearby, seemingly enjoying the whole encounter. He showed the men to the door and exchanged some words. When he turned back from the door, he saw her watching with raised eyebrows. He smiled and took a seat in one of the waiting chairs in front of her desk, about ten feet away. He looked under her desk, smiled, and stood.
"Harassment charge against the younger one. If his explanation of the events is close to accurate, there is a chance to at least minimize the decision," he explained as he sat on the edge of the desk.
"He was quite brazen about getting a good look at me," Barbi said with a giggle. "Not that I minded, of course. The older one was the one who spotted my thong first. He remained quite polite."
"The younger one is the grandson and lives with the older, who is no longer married. He has quite the reputation as a womanizer, which probably led to the younger one's proclivity to being brazen with the opposite sex."
"So, that was the admonishment for control," she said, replaying the comments. He nodded. "Perhaps, maybe, my brazen exhibitionism isn't..."
"No," he quickly cut her off, "what happens in this office will have had no cause for why they come to this office. They are already in trouble or otherwise needing our help. That is no reason for us not to allow ourselves our own enjoyment." She nodded her understanding. "So," he said in a way that signaled a change in conversation, "you and Tom finally christened the new office..." She nodded with a smile. "Good, good... finally my bimbo gets properly used. I think a new rule is needed as a result, though." She waited expectantly. She liked the rules. "If fucking is going to happen while clients are in the office, we'll need some way to gag your very vocal sounds."
She looked at him nervously until he reached over, slipped a hand under the material covering a tit, and squeezed a nipple. "I love how vocal you are, my bimbo." Another flash shot through my brain, 'Bimbos love being fucked and used by men and are uninhibited in the enjoyment of it.'
She smiled up at him as he teased the nipple and made no effort to dissuade the attention. "It's what I am, sir," she uttered, feeling arousal quickly coursing through her body. Frankly, it didn't take much. "Bimbos are uninhibited in enjoying being used."
He nodded, giving the nipple a final pinch that caused her to wince without pulling back in the slightest. "Bimbo Barbi is perfect," he said, and she smiled with pride at his praise. "Don't you worry your bimbo brain about it, we men will work it out."
She smiled and looked down at his crotch. She thought she might detect an increased bulge in his slacks. "Sorry, dear," he said, noting her gaze, "I have a phone call to make."
"But, sir," she replied quickly with urgency in her tone, "I could be under your desk. I can be quiet with your cock in my mouth." He laughed and nodded.
"Thank you, sir," She said as they walked to his office, "all that teasing of the men got me very needy to at least feel cock." She spotted Billy standing up, and she held up a finger to him. Oh, darn, Billy... I'll have to make it up to him special. She giggled. This is turning into a great bimbo day. Mr. Howard looked at her curiously after her giggle, but she didn't explain. A bimbo's mind is sometimes better not to try to explain.
She crawled under his desk, dressed. Well, by the time she was on her hands and knees, the tight dress was bunched over her hips, but nobody but her knew that. He loosened his slacks and took the chair, rolling it to the desk. She grasped his semi-hard cock as he picked up the office phone. Her lips immediately engulfed the head of his cock, and she heard him release a soft groan as he punched in the numbers for the call.


"Your mouth feels like heaven, dear," he uttered as the phone began to ring. She smiled around his cock and she pulled off, bumping her head again, and began licking up and down his long, thick, wonderful shaft. She heard someone enter the office and take one of the visitor chairs. She got no indication from Mr. Howard to stop, and he had to know this was going to happen, and still agreed to her sucking him... so she continued. His cock was getting harder by the moment, growing in her mouth. What a delicious and wonderful feeling.
"Teddy... yeah, this is Marty. I have Tom in the office with me, so I'm putting you on speaker." A pause, then, "Do you know young James Harrison?"
"The rich guy's son? Yeah, what's he done this time?" the man named Teddy replied.
"A harassment charge. He claims she agreed, and it was consensual. The old man believes she is just after a settlement agreement."
"How can I help?" Interesting, she thought.
"Tom will send you a picture and critical information. She apparently likes the clubs and to party. I need you to set her up and see if she responds in kind. Tom will be there to take photos of the results. I need you two to coordinate."
"Heh, not a problem. Tom is very professional. If she is what you think, we'll get it. But, if she isn't?"
Mr. Howard chuckled, "Not our problem. The kid has been charged before, but the old man settled. He's just tired of it and came to me. If the kid is guilty, it's his ass if he keeps getting into these situations." The call ended shortly after.
After a few moments of silence, "She's under there, isn't she?" came Tom's voice. "I noted your face change several times." Mr. Howard must have nodded, but he didn't say anything. "She does have a good mouth. Her cunt is good, too." A very short pause, "I'll leave you to enjoy the end," he added with a chuckle, and he was gone.
Moments later, Mr. Howard filled Barbi's mouth with cum. She cleaned his cock dutifully, and he rolled back so she could crawl out. She knelt before him, licking her lips to check for any wayward drops of cum. "Thank you, sir," she said.
"You are such a good bimbo, dear," he sighed. She smiled at the praise.
* * * *
She sat in his office later in the day. She was sitting in one of the chairs in front of his desk. Her legs were demurely crossed despite the micro dress she wore, which rose to the top of her thighs whenever she sat. The tops of the stockings she wore were fully exposed.
Mr. Howard opened two pill containers and shook out one from each. He slid them across the desk, and she reached forward to take them. Her big breasts almost fell out of the loose material forming the cover in the cowl dress, especially with no bra worn at work. No thong was obvious since they were spread out on her desk.. Open your legs, bimbo, and flash him came a thought, so she did as she uncrossed and recrossed her legs. He smiled. She really, really liked it when he smiled at her.
"Once a month, I will give you the white pill, Barbi. It is your birth control. Don't want our bimbo getting pregnant." She giggled at that. "I will also give you this blue pill every month for the next six months." He didn't say what it was for, but that was fine. There was a lot she didn't understand or need to know.
* * * *
Mr. Howard leaned back in his desk chair and watched as the pills were swallowed dry. The bimbo will do anything, he thought. This was working better than he ever imagined, and it was only beginning. The scientist had given him a supply of the blue pills, which had to be taken by her every month for six months to cement the changes in her brain. After that, the changes would be permanent.
Marty Howard didn't understand the science behind nanotechnology or the reprogramming that had been done. He just wanted the bimbo that resulted. He had always been a womanizer, which was why he never hired women for the office. He was constantly afraid of losing control and ruining his reputation and success with a harassment lawsuit. Not to worry, any longer. Not with a bimbo, he mused, watching her. She was recrossing her legs, again. She enjoyed flashing her bald cunt and being braless. He had to admit, though, he was more fond of her than being a bimbo. He would like to have an airhead bimbo around for worry-free sex. But he found her more intriguing than just a sex object. That surprised him. He actually enjoyed her company and devotion.
Hmm, he thought as he watched his bimbo mindlessly swallow the blue pill without asking what it was for. He had made his successful living by manipulating and taking advantage of others to his benefit, but mostly in the courtroom. No matter if it was opposing attorneys, judges, or juries, they were all fair game for him to win at all costs. And, there were none better at it, it seemed, than he. So, why, he mused, was he feeling different about her? She was what he wanted, a ditzy bimbo willing and eager to fuck and be fucked and do as she was told. He nodded to himself. She was defenseless. The others were part of the game with their own egos, skills, and agendas. She, his bimbo, had none of those things. Defenseless, and it was his doing. Yes, she was different. She, he confirmed in his mind, most definitely had to be protected.
* * * *
Mr. Howard had been thinking about something. she could tell by how quiet and distracted he had become. She knew, somehow, that he was the one who thought things. She did what she was told. She liked that. It worked well. Sometimes, she thought thinking would hurt. She giggled. She thought thinking might hurt? Thought... thinking... she giggled, again.
"Something amusing, my dear," he asked.
She looked up suddenly. "I was just thinking about thinking, sir. I was thinking... imagine that... and how I sometimes think that thinking could give me a headache."
He smiled, "I never know what you are likely to say next," he said. "Open your legs as wide as you can in that chair," he said softly.
She did immediately, of course. She not only obeyed, but she also liked showing her cunny cunt. Those men that morning sure saw it. She looked at Mr. Howard, wondering if he would have her do something else. Maybe fuck her, again? Or, give him another blowjob?
"Whose cum is that leaking from your cunt, dear?" He asked it in such an easy way that it seemed a natural thing to ask.
"Well, sir..." she thought for a moment, "... well, it has to be a mix of cum, don't you think? I think it has to be. But," she said with emphasis, with a sudden thought, "the last one to fuck me was Jason. It might be more his, don't you think, sir?"
"I think you are probably correct, Barbi." That brought a big smile to her face. Mr. Howard was so so good about telling her when she was right and helping her when she got stuck on a word or thought. "How many times were you fucked today, dear?"
"Uhmmm... okay... let me see..." she started naming them silently in her head and using her fingers. "Five," she said triumphantly. "All five of you." Then she stopped. "No... no, that's not right. Tom fucked me twice. So that's... uhm... six, right, sir?"
"Very good, dear. Very good, indeed. You like being fucked, don't you, bimbo Barbi?"
"Oh God, yes! It's the best thing ever. You know bimbos. Men like to fuck bimbos and bimbos like to fuck men." He smiled at the mantra. There were several he would hear her repeating out loud. The re-programming, undoubtedly. "Well, sir, you know I like to give blowjobs, too. AND, I really like being naked."
"I worry about you at the apartment. I'm afraid that if you were to fuck men there, you might be hurt by someone. I don't want that."
"Oh, no. You said I shouldn't fuck anyone you haven't approved. I remember, sir."
"Have I told you what a good and wonderful bimbo you are?"
She laughed, "You have... a lot, really... but it is good to hear. It makes me all juicy in my cunny cunt."
"Is your cunt feeling that way now?"
"Oh, yes... all this talk about fucking and cunts..."
"I think I should fuck you again before we go home." He watched her, and she watched him. Where? Here in his office? In the office-bedroom? "I have an idea, I know how much you like to be naked." She nodded. This sounds like it could be fun. "Everyone is gone from the office and probably the offices on this floor. Are you ready for a dare?" She nodded enthusiastically. "I want you to undress, then take your clothes to your desk, go to the door to the hallway, and peek down the hall, and lock the door."
She stood up quickly. It was simple to get naked in the cowl dress. She lifted the cowl over my head and pushed the dress past my hips to the floor. "Barefoot naked or sexy naked?" The difference was stockings and heels. He said sexy naked, so she was already sexy naked.
She picked up her dress and walked out of his office. She couldn't help but look around the space to see if any of the guys were still there. Silly, really, because they had all fucked her naked in the office-bedroom. She walked her dress to her desk and laid it on the desktop next to her thong. She then walked directly to the glass door to the building hallway, opened the door, and carefully poked her head out to look both ways. She was about to re-enter the office, having completed the task, when she heard Mr. Howard behind her.
"All the way out into the hall," he said. She turned and looked at him. He had a devilish smile on his face. "More daring, dear. Step out into the hall."
She did, stepping through the door and standing in the hall. He followed her out, "You know where the elevators are. Walk to the elevators."
Now she wished she had looked at the time. Would everyone in every office from here to there be gone? Was it that late? She wasn't sure, but she didn't like the idea of disappointing Mr. Howard, either. Her high heels clicked on the tiled hallway floor as she walked, trying to appear casual, but she wasn't casual at all. She was nervous about being caught. She was also very excited. She was naked where she wasn't supposed to be. Would she be in trouble? Would Mr. Howard be in trouble? She didn't want Mr. Howard to be in trouble even more than she might be.
There was some relief when she heard Mr. Howard behind her. She got to the corner and looked around it. As she turned the corner, several things came to her mind: She was getting so far from the office that there was no way it could provide a place to run to; she liked being naked, and being naked where she wasn't supposed to be was even more exciting; and, it wasn't just exciting, it was very, very exciting.
She turned and looked at Mr. Howard as she walked backwards toward the bank of elevators. There was no turning back. She was almost there, and she was going to finish it. "I'm going to do this, sir. Do you know why?" She asked as she lifted and fondled a tit as he watched.
"Why, dear. Why are you going to do this?"
"For you, of course. I want you to know I will do anything for you, Mr. Howard. Anything... and everything... and any way you desire."
He walked quicker and caught up with her at the elevators. He pressed her against the wall and kissed her with so much passion and lust. One hand groped a tit, and the other was between her legs, and he began finger fucking her... right there in the hallway. she moaned.
The sound of the elevator dinging on the floor above stopped them. He looked at her, and she looked at him, and they started running, laughing as they did. And, it isn't easy running in four-inch heels.
He fucked her long and hard in the office-bedroom. A couple of times in multiple positions. It was late before they left.
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CHAPTER 5: BIMBO GETS ANAL
It was another day of dressing in a micro pleated skirt, buttoned sleeveless blouse unbuttoned below her tits, stockings that didn't get covered by the skirt, and matching 4-inch heels. People in the lobby were getting used to seeing Barbi dressed like that and several of the men were becoming more friendly. The women ... not so much.
Entering the office early, as had become my routine over the past month of working for Mr. Howard in his small but highly successful law firm, she stopped at her desk to deposit her purse and remove the thong she wore only for while in public. The skirt was so short that the thong was possibly exposed with the wind, but better her thong than her bald cunt.
She went to the back of the office, confirming that nobody else was early, started the coffee, and turned on the copier/printer. She returned to her desk and started her own computer. She was sorting through emails, forwarding those that needed special attention, and reviewing schedules for all the guys on the office shared calendar when the guys started arriving one at a time.
She looked up when the door opened. Jason, the generalist and personal injury intern, entered. He came to the side of her desk and leaned over for a kiss. She put a hand on the back of his head, and their kiss became deep, as usual with all the guys. Heck, they fucked her regularly, and they were a very intimate group of her and five guys, including Mr. Howard. He slipped a hand into her mostly open blouse and teased a nipple.
When he stood back up, he glanced at the computer, then at her. "I still don't get how you can be such a ditzy bimbo normally, but when you sit at a computer or tablet, you become an amazing researcher."
She giggled, "Beats me. Mr. Howard said that would happen, and I doubted him, too. I don't know how he knew." She looked up at him and placed a hand softly on his crotch. "How was your evening?" she asked.
Accepting her touch, he bent over and slipped his hand between my parted thighs. She opened them further. "My evening seemed filled with thoughts of you, bimbo. Hmmm ... I think you are always wet, Barbi. Could that be true?"
She giggled again. When not focused on her computer or tablet, her responses seemed to include a lot of giggles. "I am here, I know that. In fact, I tested my cunny cunt once in the elevator when I was in the back of the crowd, and guess what?"she asked as if the answer might be a mystery. "My cunny cunt was already dripping ... just the thought of getting closer to the office and all you men."
"Did you suck off the juice?" he teased her.
"I did!" She responded with another giggle. "It was very very exciting and naughty, right? Sucking off my cunny juice right there among those people?"
He was still fingering her cunt, "You are so sexy, Barbi. You know, we all love the way you like to fuck and suck all of us. Do you dream about sex at night, too?"
He was working her up, of course, not that her bimbo brain discerned any particular motive for his fingering except that's what men do to bimbos. "Ohhhhh ... hmmmm ... that feels really, really goody good, Jason. You like my cunny cunt, don't you?" He shoved two fingers inside, and she gasped. "Ohhhh ... uhmmm ... what did you ask me, again?"
"Dreams ... do you dream sexy things, too?"
"Oh, yes. I dreamed one night about driving to work naked. I walked through the lobby naked and got on an elevator in a crowd of people. I was the only one naked, and for some reason, none of the women seemed to notice, but all of the men did." She giggled. "You're a man so you know that men like to fuck and use bimbos. So, I was in this crowded elevator with guys all around me. The women were in the front and didn't seem to notice anything. All the guys, though, were fingering my cunny cunt, mauling my tits, and stroking my butt. My cunny cunt was dripping, of course, and fingers were brought to my mouth to suck clean." She giggled, "Nice dream, huh?"
"Very nice dream, Barbi," he said as he removed his fingers and brought them to her mouth. She sucked them clean while sighing. "We all love having a bimbo in the office to fuck and use. You have such a fucking, hot, sexy fuckable body."
"Thank you, Jason," she mewed, "what a nice thing to say." She touched his crotch, again, and felt a fuller cock underneath. "You will fuck me today, won't you?"
"Count on it, Barbi." He turned but stopped, "Have you ever been fucked in the ass?"
She looked at him. My ass? "I don't ... it's always odd, don't you think? ... some things I just don't have memories of." She giggled, "I'll ask Mr. Howard. He might know." Jason just shook his head. They seemed to do that around her when she talked bimbo talk.
She knocked on Mr. Howard's open office door. He gestured her in. It was still early morning. She always gave him time to get settled before bothering him with her bimbo mind questions. He indicated the door, and she closed it before continuing inside. That was the signal. She unbuttoned the remaining buttons of her blouse and removed it. She dropped the skirt and was naked. Her thong was spread out on her desktop where it belonged.
He pushed his chair back and patted the desktop in front of him. "What's on your mind, Barbi?" She giggled at that. Without a computer to focus on, there wouldn't be a lot on her mind that was important.
She sat on the desktop and leaned back on her elbows, and parted her legs wide. In that position, she could see him past her big tits, and he could touch her anywhere he desired. It had evolved from her opening her legs so he could see my bare cunt under the short skirt to her removing her clothes and sitting before him in a chair to sitting on the desk so he could touch her or simply gaze at her wet cunny cunt. Later in the day, of course, there would be cum evident in or on her cunt.
"Sir," she began while feeling quite comfortable in such a lewd position, "Jason asked me a question this morning as he was greeting me when he arrived."
"How did you greet me, my bimbo?"
"Oh, you know, sir," she giggled, "he kissed me and felt up my tits and cunny cunt." He smiled. She had no difficulty sharing intimacies shown to her body. "He asked if I had ever had anal sex. I couldn't remember. Isn't that silly, sir? I would think I would remember having anal sex, right?" She watched him, but he seemed more interested in fingering her clit and cunt. "You know how much I love being fucked ..."
"Yes, my bimbo, you are a perfect bimbo who loves being used. You know how we all love fucking you."
"Oh, I do, sir. I love being fucked by all of you as much as you love fucking me," she responded.
"Anal," he said, and she suddenly remembered why she was in his office. God, what a ditzy brain she had. "You have had anal, dear." He lifted her feet and told her to pull her knees to her tits. He placed a finger on her asshole. She sighed as he touched the puckered hole, and she watched between her raised and parted legs. He reached with his other hand to the side drawer of his desk. He came out with a tube. "This is an intimate lubrication, my bimbo. It should be used the first time you have anal sex, you don't remember?" She shook her head. "Your bimbo brain," he said with a chuckle. "It has been a long time, so I guess I understand that your brain forgot." He squeezed some gel onto his fingers and coated her asshole and his finger well. "There is a tube in the credenza drawer in the next office." She nodded. His finger returned to her asshole, and he pressed on it. "You asshole is very tight, dear. It can feel like a cock shouldn't fit, but it always does," he assured her. She wasn't remembering any of that, but, as he said, if it had been a long time, she might not remember.
"OOOOOO ... your finger feels ..."
"How does my finger feel?"
"Ooooo ... different in ... that hole ... but ... gooooood ... sir. Oooooo ... Mr. Howard ... did I like ... anal?"
"You loved anal, my bimbo. Maybe not quite as much your cunt being fucked, but you did," he assured her.
So, why didn't she remember that, she wondered. But ... what was the sense in wondering if she couldn't remember? Instead, she focused on his finger pressing into her asshole. The gel made it slippery, and his finger popped in, his finger going deeper, and he started finger fucking her asshole. He curled his finger and straightened it. Oh my! It did feel good.
He pulled his finger out and gazed at her through her splayed and raised legs. "I have an idea, my bimbo." She looked at him expectantly. She always loved his ideas. He had a lot of sexy ideas for her. "I think we should take you to the other office and remind you how much you like anal sex. What do you think?" She nodded. Her mind was mush at that point. He could ask her to fuck a 2 x 4 and she'd try. "Yes," he mused out loud, "we'll have all of us fuck your asshole and you'll remember."
He pushed his chair back, and he stood. She nearly jumped on him as she wrapped her arms around his neck and kissed him hard, pressing her groin into his crotch. "Thank you! Thank you, sir. You are so good, good, good to me," she excitedly exclaimed.
Her clothes were on the chair and she started to grab the skirt to get dressed. She wasn't supposed to be in the office area naked was the rule. He stopped her with a pat on her bare ass. "Rules are sometimes made to be broken, dear. You go tell the guys what we're going to do, and I'll lock the main door."
"I love being naked, sir, especially where I shouldn't be. You remember when you sent me to the elevators naked?" She grasped the door handle and opened it. He stopped her.
"Only when I say you can, though," he said with a hand stroking her bare ass.
She turned and pressed her body into him, "I know, sir. I'll be a goody good bimbo for you always. I won't break your rules unless you tell me to. Then, they aren't a rule for that time, right, sir?" He nodded. "I lovey love being your bimbo, sir. I don't know what I would do without you. You tell me what to do and your bimbo does it, righty right, Mr. Howard?"
He smacked her ass hard and chuckled, "Right. Now go get the guys. Your ass won't forget anal after this."
She nearly skipped from his office, but she was nervous about doing it in heels. The guys were all surprised to see her naked, but quickly responded when she told them they were going to help her remember anal sex. If she were in front of her computer, she might have considered what that meant. She wasn't, though. She was full-on bimbo. Sex and fucking filled her brain. She was excited because Mr. Howard was intent, AND it would be the whole office at once. Her cunny cunt was dripping down her thighs. And, her cunt wasn't even going to be fucked. How interesting, she mused.
The guys followed her into the office-bedroom. Mr. Howard was standing next to the bed with a large tube of lubricant just like the one he had in his desk, but larger. Oooo, she thought, he thinks her ass will be fucked a lot. He said she enjoyed it, so she was excited to remember. What an eager bimbo she was.
Mr. Howard was giving the first anal fucks to the guys. He had them guess a number between one and twenty. The order of fucking her would be how close their numbers were. She listened excitedly to them. The order was going to be: Adam, Billy, Tom, and Jason. Then, she assumed, Mr. Howard. Five fucks in a row. My God, she thought, this is a special special day for this bimbo!
Mr. Howard explained that when fucking her ass, the lubrication must be used on and inside her asshole, and their cocks must be lubed, too. After the first fuck, the next wouldn't need it. She crawled onto the bed and knelt facing them. She was bouncing with excited anticipation. She wanted to remember how much she liked being fucked in her ass. Odd that she couldn't, but after this, she would.
Adam confessed he had never done anal, either. He was nervous about hurting her, but Billy had done it before, so they switched places in the order. Barbi crawled to the edge of the bed and kissed Adam as she stroked his cock. "You get me next, Adam."
Billy took over, "Turn around, bimbo. Hand and knees." She did as instructed and wiggled her butt at him as she giggled. She felt his gel-covered fingers press gel over the outside of her asshole, then more pressed inside by one finger. She gasped and moaned at the feel of it, remembering Mr. Howard had just done the same. Then, more gel with two fingers.
"OH ... GOD ... hmmmm ..." She moaned as his finger sawed in and out.
Then, they were gone, but she felt his hands on her ass almost immediately. "Spread your ass cheeks," Billy instructed. It seemed so lewd to expose her asshole to all the men but she was a good bimbo and immediately complied.
She felt the head of his cock at her puckered hole. His finger was so much smaller that an immediate thought came to her. Mr. Howard said she like it, her brain countered. The cock pressed harder, and she could feel her hole resisting, but the cock pressed hard. Her hole began to open, but it was resisting, too. So tight, she thought. A thought suddenly flashed through her brain. One of many but this held something new to her until now. Men love fucking bimbos and bimbos love fucking men. Bimbos love to fuck with their cunts, assholes, and throats. Bimbos love being fucked and fucked and fucked in all her holes.' She do love anal, then. She pressed back against the cock. She needed to re-experience how much she love anal, so she'l never again forget. What a silly, ditzy bimbo to forget how much she love anal fucking.
With both of them pressing, Billy's cock suddenly passed into her tight ass. "OH ... FUCK," she cried out. "Wait ..." she gasped as she put her hand back to stop his hips, but he was already stopped.
Billy leaned over her and grasped a swaying tit. "I'll stay here until your ass adjusts. Damn, bimbo, your ass is tight around my cock."
His cock was full inside her. For a moment, it felt like she might split open, but the searing pain eased quickly. The gel inside and on his cock made it slippery. She eased her ass back, and more of his cock eased inside. God damn, she thought, how could she forget this?!? His cock felt huge inside. Every inch she pressed back felt so consuming.
"Are you ready, Barbi bimbo?" he said into the side of her head. He continued fondling her tit and nipple as she had eased more of his cock into her. "Ready for your ass to be fucked?"
She nodded, her long hair covering her face as her head sagged. "Yes, Billy, fuck me! Remind me how much I like being fucked in the ass. Fuck, YES! Fuck me!"
He eased his cock back an inch, grasped her hips with both hands, and drove his hips forward. Several inches drove deeper into er, and she cried out again. But her cries were for more fucking. Truly remembering or not, her mind sent flashes reminding how she loved being fucked in the ass as well as her cunt. When he pulled back, she sensed his next thrust, and she pushed back at the same time. Their bodies smacked together, and he was fully inside her ass.
"OH FUCK ... OH FUCK ... YESSSSSSS!" she cried out repeatedly
"Damn," she heard from someone behind me, her brain too consumed by lust and arousal to tell who, "I think she's going to orgasm just from anal without her cunt being stimulated."
She recognized Mr. Howard's voice., "I've read that many females can experience anal orgasms. Something about nerve endings in the cunt and ass firing together or something. Whatever, I just knew she would be one. If any woman, certainly a bimbo."
After some intense fucking, her mind cleared just enough for her to participate better. She focused on clenching her ass. "Ohhhhh ... Goddd damn ..." Billy exclaimed in grunts. "She's ... fuck ... she's clamping ... on me ..."
She reached her orgasm peak, and her ass clenched and spasmed around his cock, sending him into climax. Spurt after spurt of his cum went into her ass as he pressed as deeply as he could. She sank so her chest and face were on the bed, but her ass was still in the air as he slowly pulled back, her ass closing around the receding head.
"Damn," someone uttered, "look at that gaping hole."
"There's the cum showing. God damn. Is that the hottest thing?" a different voice uttered. "Get in there, Adam. She's open for you now."
She felt the bed sag behind her and another set of hands on her ass. She glanced over her shoulder, pulling her hair out of the way, "Adam, fuck me, please."
His cock touched her gaping asshole, and she pressed back to take it inside. He groaned. She sighed at the feeling of being filled again.
"Mr. Howard, sir?" she called out.
"Yes, my beautiful, sexy, fucking bimbo," he said next to her.
"You ... oooooo fuck ... yessssss fuck me ... Adam ..." she gasped. "You were ... right ... sir ... Ohhhh fuck ... I do like anal fucking."
He laughed and put his cock against her cheek. She sucked, and he added, "You didn't believe me?"
"I always ... oh fuck yes ... believe you, sir ... I'm ... ooooooooo ... God yessss ... I'm your bimbo ... I just ... hmmmm ... didn't remember," she continued gasping
He chuckled. She was such a bimbo that she couldn't remember something so wonderful. She opened her mouth, and he pressed his cock inside. Hmmm, she thought, his nice big cock to suck as she was fucked a second time in her ass.
After Adam filled her ass with more cum, Tom was next. His cock was bigger, but she was open now. He also didn't want her on all fours. He flipped her over and raised her feet over his shoulders. He had fucked her like that before, but it had been in her cunt. She realized instantly how pressing her legs to her tits would also open her asshole to his fucking. He didn't hesitate or ease his way to fucking her. He aligned his cock to her cum-filled hole and thrust inside. His hips smacked her thighs, and he was totally inside with that first penetration. Tom was so powerful and intense. He wasn't as smart as the others. Tom did other things for Mr. Howard, and sometimes it might be dangerous. It never fazed him, though, and being fuck by him somehow expressed that difference. It was happening as he fucked her ass. He thrust deep and hard. Her tits flopped on her chest as he did. It was magnificent. She orgasmed before him and again as he was filling her ass with more cum as he pressed, squeezed, and pulled on her clit.
She was a gasping, limp doll when he pulled out. "Three loads of cum, and her asshole isn't holding it inside. Look at that." The comments were lewd. It also excited her.
Jason was next. She waited sprawled on her back. How would he want her? None of the guys were shy with her any longer. They told her what they wanted, and they knew she would happily comply as the bimbo she was for them.
Jason was soon lying next to her. She looked at him, confused, and it must have shown. "Ride me, bimbo. Like you have before. Cowgirl."
She raised onto her elbows and looked at him. Cowgirl? That's her cunt, she thought. It slowly seeped into her brain. "Sorry, Jason," she giggled, "cowgirl confused my bimbo brain for a moment. It was always my cunny cunt," she said as she rose to her knees and straddled him, "I'll have to think about this."
"I'll hold my cock up," he offered as help, "and you spread those cheeks and sit down."
"Clever," someone uttered from behind her.
She did as instructed, felt his cock at her ass, and wiggled until it was at her gaping, used hole. Then, she simply settled down over it. He moaned to match her own. It felt different and very good for her asshole. Yesssss, she liked anal.
Mr. Howard was the last one. He went back to her on all fours like the first two. His cock was the longest and thickest. She was glad he was the last, though she knew in the future there would likely be many times when he would be the first or only in fucking her ass. She felt his cock at her hole. She sucked in a breath, and he leaned over her. He spoke into her ear, "Relax, Barbi. I'm going to enter you but I know you are ready."


"Fuck me, sir. Just fuck my asshole like you fuck my cunt. I want you to, I really want you to have my asshole just like my cunt, just like the others did. Fuck me, please," she pleaded. She was ready for his big cock, and she wanted it. She wanted to feel all 10 inches stretching and filling her ass. She wanted his cum filling her ass to overflowing. She was on fire with need. It was a sudden realization. All the others were good fucks, but ... Mr. Howard ... he was special in ways that were beyond his cock. She knew she was truly and wholly his. His cock could hurt her, and she wouldn't object or stop him or plead for him to stop. It was all she wanted, only to please him and for him to use her. As his cock entered her asshole, spreading it beyond all the others and inching deeper and deeper, she felt it and knew with certainty. This feeling was beyond just being a bimbo, something men like to fuck. She would, she liked men fucking her, but she was his for that fucking to happen by who and when and where. As his cock became fully inside her to the depth of her ass, she orgasmed. Not just stimulation but psychological devotion.
He had only begun to fuck her, though. Her ass clenched around his plunging cock. "Oh fuck ... your ass ... became so tight," he grunted with effort. "I'm fucking you through ... your orgasm, bimbo Barbi. You'll orgasm again."
"OHHHHHH ... FUCCCCKK ... YESSSSS!" She cried out as not only her asshole spasmed, but her legs and arms quaked in orgasm. Her tits swung in crazy motion as he pounded into her. "Fuck me ... fuck me ... fuck me ... forever ..." she gasped. Four anal fucks and she still couldn't get enough of Mr. Howard's pounding cock going to places none of the other could reach.
She felt another orgasm rising. Is he ready? She thought not. The pounding was hard and strong and seemed relentless. She willed herself not to release, not to let go until he was close. She wasn't sure she could, though. It was so good, so deep and powerful. Her mind was consumed like her asshole was.
Then, I felt it. His cock swelled. How could it get bigger, but in her tight ass, she felt everything more intensely, every movement, twitch, and pulse of his cock. His cock pulsed, and he jerked. "Oh ... yeessssss," she exclaimed as she released, let go, felt it all erupt through her, and his cock exploded, at least it felt like it, with spurts of cum deeper into her ass as if into her bowels. "Oh ..."
She didn't even feel him pull out. She didn't hear the crude comments about her ass gaping even wider. She didn't hear the comments about cum running from her asshole. Five loads of cum running and leaking from her well-used asshole. She didn't hear. She didn't do anything. She collapsed and was gone.
"There are extra sheets in the credenza," Mr. Howard directed, "cover her and let her sleep." She would hear about all that later. Also, that he stood gazing down at her with something more than sexual satisfaction written in his reaction and behavior. "What an excellent bimbo," he softly uttered.
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CHAPTER 6: A SPECIAL WEEKEND
"Another weekend that I won't be needing a change of clothes, sir?" Barbi asked as she climbed into the passenger seat of his luxury sedan. He had followed her to her apartment building, where she left her car in the parking lot and got right into his.
"Why should this be different, my wonderful sexy bimbo?" he uttered. "You can always wear that if we go out to eat. Otherwise, how will you be dressed?
"Naked, of course, sir," she giggled. She loved being naked, and naked was the way he wanted her when at his house.
It was a little more than a month after that day when she was anally gang banged in the office. Five men fucking her asshole. The way it felt after, she wondered just how much anal she had experienced before that. Mr. Howard said she had. Mr. Howard knew so much. Unlike her, a simple bimbo who could have trouble adding without her fingers. Unless, of course, she was in front of a computer. Then, everything was possible. Why that was would be a mystery forever, she decided.
Friday night and another great weekend with Mr. Howard. Barbi loved what the office gave her. Somehow, with a computer, she was able to provide research that could dramatically aid the outcome of a case. Then, of course, there was the bimbo side of being in the office: her clothes were ultra-revealing; her thongs were left on her desk in full view rather than on her; and the guys took advantage of her being a bimbo with fucks in the special office-bedroom or requesting blowjobs.
She loved it all, but it was the weekends that became her favorite time and experience. Mr. Howard frequently said how she made his home more alive with her energy. At the same time, she honored his desire to bring work home, so she was quiet and respectful when he was inside his home office. Not that she wouldn't become antsy with the need to be pleasing him or for him to be using her, if he remained in his office too long.
They entered the house through the garage, and she immediately went up the stairs to the bedroom. She was removing the blouse she wore that day as she entered the bedroom and went to the huge empty closet where she would hang it. There was another equally large walk-in closet where he had his clothes. After hanging her skirt next to the blouse, she sat on the small chair in the closet to remove her heels and stockings. Now, she was ready. SheI looked at herself in the full-length mirror on the closet door. Her cunt was shaved last night in preparation for the office and weekend. The scale in her apartment bathroom said she was maintaining her desired weight, and her visits to the fitness club seemed to be doing the trick in keeping her body toned. She lifted her tits and smiled. Men like big tits. Mr. Howard loved her big tits. He loved to see them bounce and sway, which was why she was never to wear a bra.
She turned to leave the closet with the intention of going back downstairs to find Mr. Howard and maybe find something to prepare a simple dinner for him. At the office during the week, she was his office bimbo and researcher. On weekends, she was his bimbo and attended to other needs such as picking up around the house, cooking, and doing the laundry that didn't go to the dry cleaner. She loved doing everything she could for him, and those activities kept her busy when he was in his home office.
Instead, she found him waiting by the bed, his jacket and tie off. He held out his arms, and she rushed the few feet to melt into them. She raised her face to kiss him as he stroked over her naked back and ass. She pressed her hips into his and felt his cock pressing back.
She moved a hand to cover the front of his slacks. "I like the feel of this, sir," she softly said. "May I take care of it for you?" she giggled, "I wouldn't want you to be uncomfortable, sir. A blowjob or fuck?" she asked with rising arousal.
He chuckled, "We'll see, dear, we'll see. Who knows which hole I'll end up cumming in?"
She began unbuttoning his shirt, but shifted to his slacks when his fingers replaced hers. She dropped to the floor to assist in removing his shoes and socks before dropping his slacks and pulling his underwear down. His magnificent cock sprang out at her, 10 inches of thick cock that, so far, diminished somewhat the experience of all other cocks.
Her fingers grasped his hardening cock with a tender hold that reflected the devotion she held for the man. His cock was a way for that to be expressed, but her service to him on weekends was another. A bimbo life can be simplistic, but weekends gave it a purpose and direction that seemed to complete her.
She had his cock in her mouth as she gently massaged his large balls. Everything about him aroused her. His large cock in her cunt or ass, his large balls that filled her holes with cum, his confident, driven persona that exuded power and influence. She gave herself over to all of him.
He lifted her gently but firmly to her feet and backed her to the bed. She quickly turned and pulled the covers to the foot of the bed so they wouldn't get dirtied by their fucking. She knelt on the bed expectantly waiting for some small indicator of how he wanted to begin using her body for his release. It was always about his release despite her own needs. Her mind flashed, 'My body and holes are Mr. Howard's for fucking and climax. Giving him release and pleasure is my pleasure.' She also knew that she would always achieved orgasms with his fucking, many times more orgasms than his climaxes.
He pointed to the side table, and she scooted over to get the tube of gel. She squeezed a glob into her hand and coated his cock head and shaft. She then handed him the tube and turned away from him, putting her chest and face on the bed and spreading her ass cheeks to expose her asshole. She felt him spread gel over the outside and press some inside. He sawed a finger in and out for a moment before adding a second and then a third finger. He was good to her. His cock was so thick that it always challenged her to take it the initially. After he had fucked her ass, even if he moved to her cunt, he could return to her ass with less effort.
When his fingers left her and she felt his cock at her puckered hole, she released her cheeks and pressed herself up onto her elbows. He pressed against her hole, and she pressed back against him. Getting past her sphincter was the effort. Once inside, he would wait a moment, but each time it seemed to require less and less time for her ass to adjust to the invasion. This was the time. She felt his cock open her sphincter and pop inside with far less discomfort.
"Fuck me, sir, don't pause for me. Fuck me. Take my ass as you please," she grunted.
He pressed hard, pulled back, and thrust harder. His cock was sliding in and out, and his thighs pressed against hers. She moaned. Finally, she smiled. She took his cock without that pause of acceptance. Just another fuck hole for him now.
He fucked into her hard, and her ass sent waves of stimulation through her body and cunt, nerves joining the two, firing despite penetration in just her ass. Her tits were swinging and dancing below her in wild motion, which he liked. He leaned over her, his hips fucking his cock into her as his hand attempted to capture a wild tit as if it was playing a game of keep-away. When he caught it, he mauled it, then captured the nipple, pulling, twisting, and pinching it. He released the tit and nipple and moved his hand to her cunt. First, he maul her engorged clit before thrusting fingers into her empty cunt. She predictably orgasmed, crying out her release, her ass clenching tightly around the pounding cock, her cunt spasming around his fingers.
He never slowed in his fucking during her first orgasm, and he didn't then, either. It was a delicious, mind-numbing fucking as her arms and legs and stomach muscles quaked and shivered through the orgasm.
He pulled out of her ass, causing an involuntary groan of frustration at the loss of his cock, even though her mind should have known he wasn't through with her. He flipped her over and pressed her legs back against her chest and thrust his cock into her cunt. She moaned with the sudden and welcome feeling of fullness again. After long minutes of his powerful fucking, there was something new. With her legs pressed against her chest, her cunt and asshole were fully exposed. His cock plunging into her cunt, several fingers were suddenly thrust into her asshole. She groaned out with increased stimulation. His finger curled and pressed up into the thin membrane separating the two holes. She could feel the pressure of his fingers against his thrusting cock.
"Oh ... my ... God ..." she gasped. "Your mind ... is ... amazing ..." She moaned. She looked into his eyes. She saw the strain there. His cock was rigid inside her, and she felt the first pulses of his impending release. "Cum, sir. Oh ... fuck yessssss ... cum inside ... me, please. I want ... your cum ... to fill me," she gasped and groaned. He grunted and thrust extra hard as if to get impossibly deep inside. She orgasmed a second time as he filled her with his cum.
After a moment of required recovery of her senses and strength, she was lying next to him. Not alongside him but at his hips as she sucked and licked his cock clean, his cum and her juice along with the musky hint of her ass.
She wiggled up to cuddle against his side once she was finished cleaning his cock. She sighed contentedly with her arm across his chest and a leg over his. His hand stroked over her back to her ass. They were both sated ... for the moment, anyway.
She giggled, "It was my cunt this time."
He chuckled, remembering the earlier question of where he would cum.
She softly stroked his cock as they relaxed post-fucking. There was no intention in her actions on his cock. She simply enjoyed the feel of it in her hands, in her mouth, cunt, and ass for that matter, too. But, at the moment, it was in her hand. Impossibly, she thought, it began to change. A change in growth became obvious, even if small at the moment. She looked up at his face and found him with apparent concentration about something, thinking about something, but that something had to be sexual to cause his cock to respond.
She rose enough to straddle his body and adjusted her position so her cum-filled cunt spread over his cock. She gently, slowly, flexed her hips to slide her slick cunt over his cock. She smiled as she felt it begin to grow a bit more.
That seemed to break his thoughtfulness, too. "What are you up to, my sweet bimbo?" he softly uttered as his hand rose to caress the side of her face. She turned her face to kiss his hand, then lowered to kiss his lips. "You intent on fucking me, again?"
"Sir," she replied, "it is your cock moving that inspired me." She gazed into his face as she continued to slowly move her cunt over his still slowly growing cock. There was no urgency. He could fuck her anytime over the weekend or all weekend if he desired. "What were you thinking that caused your cock to respond?" She rose above him and slid her cunt a bit more intentionally over his hardening cock. "You know I'm not complaining. My cunny cunt could never have too much of your wonderful cock. I'm just curious. I know you say my bimbo body excites you, but this felt different."
"Fuck me," he simply said. She rose, grasped his hardened cock, and sat down fully on it, her cum-filled cunt sliding down the shaft with ease. "Hmmmm ..." he gasped, "you are a miracle for me, Barbi. You entice my cock to fucking more than I would think possible." She rose up and back down on his cock, her cunt muscles squeezing as she did. "Tell me honestly, dear," he said, grasping her swaying tits in his hands, "and I mean honestly. Does this ever get tiring for you?"
"Tired of what, sir?" She asked as she continued to fuck him. "Have cock in ... hmmm ... in my cunt... or ass or mouth?" She gasped at the wonderful sensations surging once again coursing through me. "I'm your bimbo ... sir. My only want or ... need is to ... devote myself ... to you in every way. I wouldn't ... feel fulfilled without ... you using my cunny cunt or ... ass or my bimbo self." She looked down at him intently as she squeezed harder and slammed down on his cock with a renewed need to feel him cum again inside her. "You aren't questioning... your interest in me, are you, sir?"
"Oh, never, never, my beautiful, sexy, and eager bimbo. You are everything a man could desire in a woman. Your devotion to pleasuring me and any cock in the office is beyond my dreams. You are the perfect bimbo." He pulled her down to him and kissed her deeply, thrusting his hips up to meet her cunt, moving down. "I love you for what you are and what you give me."
Love. He said love. Yes, in context, but he used it for her. She nearly orgasmed in excitement and increased conviction of what she was to him, and it filled her with the acceptance of what she truly was. Her purpose, my only purpose, was him, was him using her as he desired. It was the only thing of importance to her. To be his and to be used. She smiled down at him and fucked ever harder, intent on milking more cum from his balls.
After they both climaxed, she was again sucking and licking his cock. She had cleaned it long ago, but was still lazily doing so with worshipful attention. His hand softly stroked her head. He had been quiet for many minutes, but that didn't bother her. Mr. Howard was prone to thinking a lot. He was smart. She was personally glad she didn't need to think except for those times in front of a computer. Bimbos don't think. Bimbos don't like to think. Bimbos like to respond to a man's needs, especially his needs for her cunny cunt or ass. For her, though, her sole focus was on him. Sure, she fucked all the guys in the office, but it was because he gave her to them. She sucked extra hard at a realization: She'd fuck anyone for him, do anything for him, be used any way for him.
"Dear Barbi," came his voice softly. She didn't raise her head off his cock. She assumed it was just an utterance coming from her mouth on his cock. "Do you like your apartment?"
She lifted her mouth from his cock, but just enough to speak. "It's fine, sir. It serves my needs when I am not at the office or here with you." She kissed his cock several times before taking it back between her lips, her tongue playing over the head.
"What I mean ..." he paused, "I instructed you not to fuck any men there." She nodded with his cock in her mouth. She giggled at that, though the sound was lost. "Do you get frustrated sometimes because of that?"
She stopped sucking. She didn't take her mouth off his cock, but she stopped to think. Frustrated? She finally pulled her mouth off, her hand beginning to stroke over his cock, and she turned slightly to look at him. "Frustrated, sir?" she looked at him, confused. "I'm your bimbo, sir. You told me not to fuck others. I understand it was for my safety, and I greatly appreciate your concern and attention to my safety. Why would I question that? I don't understand." She turned back to his cock and kissed it several times as she tried to form thoughts and words to go with them. "You know I have trouble forming thoughts and words with my silly, ditzy bimbo brain." she paused. "I don't understand your question. You gave me a rule, remember. I like rules because I don't have to think. I'm your bimbo, sir. You know what I am like."
"Yes, I know how you are, and how you are is important to me. I keep thinking how I could make you happier; if I could make you happier," he said.
She sat up onto my knees and stared at him, shaking her head. "No, sir, no, no, no," she repeated firmly. "A bimbo makes a man happy. A bimbo is happy when she makes a man happy."
He laughed softly and pulled her into an embrace. He kissed her forehead and stroked her back. "It can work both ways, my dear."
Both ways? She was so confused. She knew for a fact what it was to be her, a bimbo. Her happiness or pleasure came from making a man happy or pleased. What was he saying? Her being happy was because she made him happy. Why was he concerned with making her happy? All he had to do was let her make him happy. She muttered her thought.
"I am so confused, sir. I am happy when I can make you happy. What more can there be or need to be?"
"Oh, my dear, sweet, bimbo Barbi, so content in being what you are." He paused as he took her hand and kissed it. She smiled at the tenderness and new experience and waited. "I will just ask, and I want you to think hard and be honest before giving me your answer." She nodded. Think. He knows she just likes rules, so she don't have to think. "You like your body being used at the office?"
"Sir, you know I do. I'm a bimbo. Men like to fuck bimbos, and bimbos like to fuck men. You know that." He smiled. He had heard that from her a hundred times. It was her mantra of being a bimbo, one of several. The re-programming, no doubt.
"Do you like coming to my home for weekends?" he asked seriously.
"Oh my God, sir!" she exclaimed. "You're kidding, right? I get to be naked here with you. Naked in the house and in the back. You fuck me lots with your big cock, and you know how I like that," she said emphatically. "And, I can serve you by picking up around the house, doing your wash, making the bed, and cooking for you. I try to be quiet when you are working, but I am always anxious for you to fuck me. I love being here with you."
"And when you go back to your apartment? How do you feel?"
She mulled that over. How does she feel? She goes back to her apartment because the weekend is over. Feel? "The weekend is over, so I'm going back to my apartment. Feel?" She studied his face. It wasn't going to be there, but he was definitely looking for something more. Damn, her stupid brain, she thought. Think, you stupid bimbo! "Feel, sir? I guess ... uhmm ... I guess I feel ... disappointed, lonely, sad. Words ... I'm trying, sir."
He smiled, "I know you are, dear, and I truly appreciate the effort you are giving to trying. I know how your bimbo brain works ..." he chuckled, "or tries to work." She smiled back at him. He was so wonderfully tolerant and patient. "This is the part I need you to really be honest about in answering." She nodded and waited, her goofy brain as focused as it could be. "If you are sad or lonely or disappointed at returning to your apartment, would you be happier if you lived here and didn't have to leave?"
What did he say? Did he say that? "What? What did you say? Live here? With you? Like ... all the time?" She was sure, but her eyes must have been blazing with excitement, but questioning, too. That would be too much, wouldn't it? How could he give her so much? Be able to devote herself to him completely all the time?
He chuckled, "You don't want to? You wouldn't like to live with me?"
"Are you serious, Mr. Howard? I mean, really, really serious? Not teasing me or maybe, but for real, real?"
He chuckled again. "Yes, dear, for real real. I want you to be here with me and not just on weekends. But, you have to want it, too."
"Oh, my God ... yes!" she exclaimed and kissed him hard.
He pushed her back with another chuckle, "Don't you think you should think about it?"
"Me? Think? I know what I want, Mr. Howard. I want to please you always." She kissed him again. "When? What about my apartment? When can I move in?"
* * * *
The next weekend, on Saturday, Mr. Howard drove his large Suburban SUV, which she had seen in his garage but had never been in before. She drove her car. She drove straight to her apartment while he stopped at a Lowe's for moving boxes and packing tape. When he arrived at the apartment, he found her naked and organizing her stuff. He assembled a half dozen boxes for her and then went to talk to the apartment building manager.


"You're naked," Barbi heard a voice exclaimed behind her after the door opened. "She's naked," came the voice, again.
She turned to find Mr. Howard standing beside the building manager, who was failing at being discreet in looking over her naked body. She just giggled. "Mr. Howard said I could be naked in my apartment."
"Yes, well ... but ..." She saw him turn to Mr. Howard, who simply shrugged. "Okay, well ... hmmm ... yes, okay, I understand you are leaving this furniture." She nodded while standing comfortably before him. "He," the manager indicated Mr. Howard with his thumb, "negotiated the furniture for the next month's rent and damage deposit." She nodded and smiled at Mr. Howard. She wasn't sure what all that meant, but if Mr. Howard arranged it, it had to be good. "I'm just going to look over the unit."
"Okee dokee," Barbi said as she bent over to continue packing a box. She knew her big tits swung freely under her, and the gasp from the manager indicated he was watching, too.
The manager left after talking with Mr. Howard more. Mr. Howard began taking boxes to his SUV as she continued packing. After several trips, there were only two boxes remaining. She walked around the apartment and announced, "That's it, Mr. Howard. Bye-bye apartment." She bent down to pick up one of the last boxes and started walking when Mr. Howard put his hand out against her chest to stop her.
"Forgetting something, dear?" he asked calmly.
She turned around in a circle and didn't see anything she'd forgotten. "Your clothes, maybe?"
She looked down and giggled. She put the box down and shook her head. "Honestly, sir, it's a good thing I have you around." She opened the box she had been holding. "Nope, not in there." She took the box he was holding and opened it. "There they are," she said excitedly. As she started dressing again, "I wonder what I am thinking sometimes, sir," she said with a giggle. She gave him a sly smile, "I just don't think sometimes." She kissed him, "Thank you for being so patient with me."
"You're a joy, my bimbo. Just pure fun."


            Barbi, Ch. 07

            Bimbo Barbi is the center of an office bonding party.

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/barbi-ch-07

Title: Barbi, Ch. 07

Author: Morann

Category: Mind Control

Description: Bimbo Barbi is the center of an office bonding party.

Tags: group, slut, anal, exhibitionism, group sex, bimbo

Series: Barbi


CHAPTER 7: OFFICE BONDING
Barbi was in the master suite bathroom getting ready. It was going to be a busy, exciting Saturday afternoon and evening for her. Mr. Howard had called it an Office Bonding Party at his house. As it turned out, none of the guys at the office had been to his house before. She grinned into the bathroom mirror that extended across the double sinks. And she's been living with Mr. Howard for weeks now and was so so soooo happy.
She put her long blonde hair back in a ponytail. That done, she scanned herself. Yes, she thought, perfect. She was, of course, completely naked. The only thing on her body was the sparkly band holding her hair. She loved being naked, and living with Mr. Howard made it possible for her to be naked so much more. And, she realized being with him, she could be naked in her tiny apartment, but being naked with him was super better. She enjoyed the feel of being naked, the air on her skin, the possible sight of herself passing a window, but with Mr. Howard there were the same things PLUS being touched and felt and watched as she moved about the house. She so so loved being touched ... and more, she giggled.
More was going to happen at the bonding party. When Mr. Howard talked to her about it, she was at first confused. Nothing new about that, of course. He had expressed a desire to have the office together for an extended time in a very relaxed atmosphere, time to talk and laugh, drink beer and eat, play in the pool, and, naturally, fuck her. He asked what she thought of his idea. All of it sounded special for everyone but the fucking part sounded normal. The guys generally all fucked her at least once during office days in the special office-bedroom that contained the bed.
He had laughed and hugged her. He was so so patient with her and her bimbo brain. "The difference, my lovely bimbo, is that normally you get fucked maybe five times in an eight-hour workday, right?" She had nodded. "The bonding party will allow the guys unlimited access to you for about the same time." Then, she understood. Her four men from the office, plus Mr. Howard, could fuck her as much as they wanted. How did she feel about that? She couldn't wait, and now it was about time. The guys would be arriving in moments.
She skipped out of the bathroom, out of the suite, into the upstairs hall, and down to the stunning entry foyer. Mr. Howard was standing there watching as she came bouncing down the stairs. He had a wide smile on his face. He loved her big tits and they were bouncing and swaying as she bounced down the stairs.
He gave her a big hug, "It looks like my sexy bimbo is excited. Are you horny for the guys, too?"
She kissed him, "I'm so so so excited, sir. And, yes, you know I'm horny. You wouldn't fuck me this morning. You've usually fucked me twice by this time."
He chuckled and looked her over. He reached out and felt her tits and nipples, which were already hard nubs. He slipped a hand down her body, and she opened her legs for him. Her body was always available to him, and she loved his frequent touching, probing, or fucking of it. He smiled at the touch of her drooling cunt.
"Wet and ready," he said. She smiled back at him. "I wonder, my bimbo. With so much time to fuck ..." he stared at her "... do you think you will tire first or the guys?"
She looked at him a moment, understanding the question. "You mean will I tire of being fucked or will all the guys be tired of fucking me first?" He nodded. Wow. There were five cocks, including Mr. Howard. He said they would be able to fuck her as much as they wanted in her cunt or ass. They would be able to fuck her anywhere outside on the patio, yard, or pool. She even prepared one of the guest bedrooms at his suggestion in case they wanted to use a bed out of the sun. She didn't truly have enough experience to know for sure except for pride in being Mr. Howard's fucking bimbo. He set the day up as a treat for the guys and an extended fucking challenge for her.
"I'm going to tire them out, sir. You'll see. I'm your fuckable bimbo, sir, right?" He nodded with a big smile as he pinched her nipple bringing a wince to her face. She was quiet for a moment. "Yes, sir. Men like fucking bimbos and bimbos like fucking men. I'm not just a bimbo, though, am I? I'm your bimbo, sir, and I'll do anything for you. Yes, definitely, I'm going to tire out all of you guys."
"Even if it means you'll have a sore cunt and ass tomorrow?"
She shrugged her shoulders, "I'm a bimbo, sir. My cunt and asshole are yours."
"Then, I'll make a deal with you. You be the one who tires them out, and I'll give you a reward you'll love."
Her eyes went wide with excitement. "What is it, sir?"
"It's a surprise. If you can do what you said you'll do, I'll tell you after."
She jumped at him with her arms around his neck. He held her tightly and chuckled into her mouth as she kissed him, again and again. "You're the bestest best, sir. I'll be the bestest best fucking fuckable bimbo ever. My cunny cunt and ass will be so full of cum, right, Mr. Howard?" He laughed and kissed her more.
* * * *
Mr. Howard was in the back under the patio covering when the guys began arriving. He had coolers of beer, snacks, and lots of sunscreen ready. Later, he would grill steaks. Barbi had several sides already prepared and in the refrigerator waiting.
As each of the four guys arrived, Barbi answered the doorbell naked and anxious, and gave each a deep kiss. They weren't shy around her, and their hands, of course, roamed her naked body. Although they frequently fucked her, having her casually naked was new. They were enjoying it as much as she was.
When the last arrived, Jason, she led him through the house to the back. He had his hand on her butt as they walked, "What's it like living in a house like this?" Even if they hadn't been to her apartment, they all knew it had been a small studio.
"Oh, my gosh," she replied, "it's so amazing. There are so many rooms. I don't have to get dressed or go to a gym to work out, either. He has one right here. Not as big, certainly, but enough. And the pool, wow, I never knew I liked to swim so much." She giggled, "He likes to watch me get out of the water. He says the water running off my tits and dripping from my nipples is very sexy."
As they exited the sliding door, Mr. Howard handed Jason a beer and he took the empty chair between Tom and Adam. Barbi sat in Mr. Howard's lap. His free hand grasped one of her tits.
"Barbi and I have discussed this to eliminate any surprises for her," he said. "You all know her and all have fucked her cunt and ass, so technically this is nothing new. The new part is all day and into the early evening. She is available for all the fucking you want. I will add, although her cunt and ass have been well fucked, what she hasn't experienced is being double penetration. I hope that ends today."
Double penetration. Did they talk about that, she asked herself? Even though he was saying he was eliminating surprises, that was a surprise. An exciting one, though.
"Sir," she whispered into his ear, "did we talk about that?"
"You don't want to?" he asked, not really answering her question.
"No, it's not that, I just ... you know my bimbo brain, sir. I forget things."
"Yes, you do, my dear," he replied as he pinched a nipple. "That is why it is wonderful that you are here with me. I never know what might happen."
She snuggled into him, "Thank you, sir," she purred.
Everyone drank beer and talked. It was casual and animated. Even though three of them were interns, it was an office of close confidence and trust. Finally, though, it began.
Billy rose and approached where Barbi sat on Mr. Howard's lap. He put out his hand as if asking for a dance, but they all knew he was setting in motion the actions for the rest of the day. She could tell Mr. Howard was surprised it was Billy making the move.
"What are your intentions, young man?" Mr. Howard asked teasingly with his arm around her and a hand her a tit.
It was then that Jason stood and came up behind Billy. "Billy and I decided to DP her, first," Jason said looking directly at her.
Mr. Howard nudged her up and dug into his shorts. "In that case, you'll need this," he said as he flipped a small tube of lubrication to him. "Enjoy our bimbo."
Both took a hand and led her out from under the covered patio portion toward the pool, where several lounge chairs were set up for the day. Both men were feeling her naked body as they walked. She had been highly aroused from the moment of waking up, and Mr. Howard wanted her first fuck of the day to be with the other men. She was ready for anything, but was also somewhat relieved that the first two to double penetrate her would be the smaller cocks of the group. She knew, however, that 7-inch cocks were still larger than the average.
At a lounge chair, the two stopped, their attention to her body increasing and soon included kissing and turning her back and forth between them as hands grasped a tit, nipples were pinched and twisted, and her cunt was probed.
"Oh God ... guys," she gasped. "I need to be fucked so much. He wouldn't fuck me this morning. But, I've never ... I mean, you know I've never before ... I know I'm just a bimbo whose purpose is just to fuck men, but ..."
"We'll be gentle for your first time, Barbi," Jason assured.
"Then, will you fuck me, please?" she asked pointedly.
"Damn, Billy," Jason said, "having a bimbo around is so fucking amazing." Billy instantly agreed.
They wasted no more time. They quickly stripped out of shorts, short-sleeved shirts, and underwear. She was anticipating sucking them hard, but that wasn't necessary. Both had raging hard cocks. She did stroke both as they began kissing and probing her body for another few minutes. When Jason pulled away, he lay on the lounge chair holding his cock in the air, and Billy was squeezing gel onto his hard cock. She was smiling inside but her face may have only reflected the lustful need her body felt. She straddled Jason, took his cock from him to guide it to her dripping cunt. She squat down slightly and felt it penetrate her cunt. She gasped and knew a smile was spreading over her face at finally having a cock inside her, if only just. She leaned over to kiss him and moaned into his mouth as she slowly settled down his cock.
When she was fully down, sitting on his thighs, "Damn, Barbi, you're the fucking hottest woman I've ever known. You cunt is always so hot and wet." What a wonderful thing to say, she thought.
The very next sensation was gel-covered fingers at her asshole. She gasped at the touch and again when one finger penetrated, followed soon by a second. The fingers sawed in and out for moment while she sat on Jason's cock. What a feeling! A cock in her cunt and fingers in her ass. Two cocks had to be amazing ...
"Please, Billy ..." she gasped. "Give me your cock, too. I have to feel this ... I have to feel ... both of you inside me."
He pressed his gel-covered cock against her greased asshole. She sucked in a breath but remembered from previous anal to relax her asshole. He pressed and she pressed back, which pushed Jason's cock deep in her cunt. "Yes," she chanted, "yes, yes, yes." His cock head pressed inside, and she moaned. So tight, so tight ... so good. "Fuck, I can feel both cocks ... sliding against ... each other," she exclaimed.
She heard a new voice next to me. "That's it, fuck her guys," came Mr. Howard's voice. "Each new thing makes her a more complete bimbo. I want a bimbo that will do anything, be anything, and have no limits."
"Fuck, yesssssss!" she exclaimed at the exciting words from Mr. Howard. "Yes, yes, yes ... fuck me, fuck me ... and fuck me," she gasped. "Yes, sir," she moaned, "make me ... into whatever you... desire me to be." Yes, she thought, just tell her whatever he wanted her to do and be. No thinking, just doing. Men fuck bimbos and bimbos fuck men. She was Mr. Howard's bimbo. She'd do what Mr. Howard wants and desires. She'd fuck men Mr. Howard wants her to fuck. She'd fuck. She'd fuck. She'd fuck how and when and who Mr. Howard wants. New flashes of memory coming alive within me from some unknown source. More complete. A more complete bimbo. Yes, yes, yes.
Both cocks were deep inside her. "Fuck, her ass is tighter than ever," moaned Billy from behind. "Her cunt, too," gasped Jason below me.
Her eyes were clamped shut and her brain shut down as all she knew was two cocks in her holes moving in and out, sometimes in rhythm, but more often randomly. Her cunt and ass were firing independently and together as if nerve endings were connected. With the pressure from Billy, her clit would occasionally be jammed against Jason's pelvic bone, sending another jolt through her body. As Mr. Howard's bimbo, she had experienced many amazing things but this was a new level.
She orgasmed on their cocks, and they continued to fuck her through it, her cunt and ass clenching tighter with spasms around them. They grunted and continued thrusting into her holes. Many minutes more and she was rising to another giant orgasm when she felt Billy's cock in her ass jerk and pulse. Climax, she knew. She clenched her ass (her cunt, too, as a result) tighter and felt spurts of cum filling her ass. That must have set off Jason as he too climaxed, filling her cunt.
She collapsed onto Jason with Billy on top of her, but somehow not putting his full weight on her, probably thinking of Jason below. The three of them were gasping and panting for breath. She continued to feel small jerks from their cocks as cum continued to leak out into her.
Jason slowly pulled out of her ass eventually, and it felt so sensual, her ass closing behind the receding cock and the feeling of air entering her asshole when it was gone. She kissed Jason and sat up on his softening but still firm cock. Getting her feet under herself, she slowly rose, getting the same feeling of his cock leaving her cunt.
As she rose more, she felt hands help her. Adam, she saw. He turned her to the lounge chair nearby, where she saw Tom on his back naked with his cock held up from his body. No rest for the bimbo, she thought with a soft giggle.
These two cocks were a bit bigger, she knew. She was open now, though. She moved over to Tom's reclining form and straddled his body and chair without hesitation. As she sat over his cock and it penetrated her cunt, she just sat down fully. She smiled as his bigger cock filled her.
"No need for the gel, Adam," she heard Mr. Howard's voice from behind. "She has plenty of lubrication in her ass with the cum." Mr. Howard was still watching and directing. It was exciting that he was still there. The new flashes were there again. Men fuck bimbos and bimbos fuck men. She was Mr. Howard's bimbo. She'd do what Mr. Howard wants and desires. She'll fuck men Mr. Howard wants her to fuck. She fucks. She fucks. She fucks how and when and who Mr. Howard wants.
A bigger cock in her cunt and another in her ass ... again. And, again, she was orgasming well before them as they fucked her hard and deep. And, again, she was filled with more cum in both holes close to each other as she orgasmed another time.
Mr. Howard assisted her up off Tom's cock and carried her back to the covered patio. She was covered in sweat from the two long fucks in the sun. He was the only one still dressed. He gave her a bottle of water, "You did well for your irst DP's, my lovely bimbo," he softly said.
"Thank you, sir," she replied, "but aren't you going to fuck me, too?"
"I will, dear, you know I will. This day is really intended for them, though. And you, of course. I want them to be even more familiar with using you, and I want you to be more aware of being used." He pulled her tighter into his body, one hand caressing her arm and the other caressing her thigh. "You always please me, Barbi. I know you always will."
"Thank you, sir," she sighed. He's pleased. My God, always pleased. "I won't ever disappoint you, Mr. Howard. Just tell me."
She looked out from where she was snuggling in his lap to find the guys sitting with them sipping another beer. She smiled at them, suddenly energized. She drained the rest of the water and stood from Mr. Howard's lap. She put her hands on her hips, her thighs parted, and her nipples still tight nubs.
"Like a bimbo should look," Adam said. "Fresh cum showing on her inner thighs." The other guys all looked and nodded.
"Her ass, too," Mr. Howard casually commented.
They stood as if on some signal she missed. They looked at each other and softly communicated just outside her ability to hear due to their separation. They grabbed several towels and led her out into the backyard. She heard one say, "Never done a gangbang before." Her next fuck was going to be a gangbang? All her fucks had been one-on-one until today's DP-ing. Now all four at once?
She looked back at Mr. Howard, who was all smiles. "Enjoy," was all he said back to her.
The grass was groomed immaculately, of course. It was cut short and lush. The guys eventually stopped and spread out the towels on the ground. She doubted they would remain so neatly laid out. This was their idea, not hers, so she waited for direction from them. It took a few moments as they struggled with how to actually proceed. It seemed like a good idea but one none of them had experienced.
Finally, Tom said, "We're making this too complicated."
She was directed on her knees, and they formed a tight circle around her. She didn't need to be told more. Their cocks were rising but not yet fully hard, so she went to work with hands and mouth. She moved in the circle, taking one in her mouth and two others in her hands to be stroked. She spent a minute or so and rotated to another cock in her mouth. They were very quickly hard, and it wasn't just her efforts. The idea of gang-banging her seemed to be a real turn-on for them after the double penetrations earlier.
She was then moved to her hands and knees. Tom went behind her and was soon pressing his cock into her cunt. A cock appeared at her face, and her mouth opened to accept it. Soon, Tom pulled out abruptly, but another was waiting and instantly filled her cunt almost before she could moan at the loss of Tom's cock. Another cock came to her mouth. That rotation continued with cocks changing at her cunt and mouth, and hands grasping her bouncing and swinging tits.
She had an orgasm before any of them were close. Mid orgasm, she was flipped onto her back, and the rotation continued, but intensely and prolonged. Still, one cock in her cunt, but her head was turned from one side to the other, cocks on each side ready to be sucked. At the same time, the fourth cock was above my head, and her hand was stroking it.
Another orgasm, and they were still rotating, pounding her, and having her suck them to remain hard when not fucking. Then one of them lifted her legs and pressed them back toward her chest, and her asshole was invaded. Still, her head was turned back and forth, but the one above her head shifted to finger fuck her cunt, but it wasn't so much finger fucking me, not even close. He shoved three fingers into her cunt and curled them to attack her G-spot. A cock in her ass and mouth, fingers pulling, twisting, and pinching her nipples, and her G-spot and clit tortured. She orgasmed, again.
They rotated, but it was all the same. Different cocks with different styles of fucking, but the same, too. Pounding and stimulation.
Suddenly, the cocks and fingers were gone. All of them. She opened her eyes. She couldn't seem to stop moaning and gasping. The cocks were gone but her cunt and ass continued to spasm and clench even without anything to clench around. She saw Adam on his back next to her. I understood. No instruction necessary. It was somethin a bimbo would comprehend.


She struggled to her knees and swung her leg over him. She didn't even touch his cock with her hand like usual. He aligned it as she lowered her hips, and she was penetrated by her own action of sitting. She felt a hand pressing on her back from behind, and she sank onto Adam, her tits mashed into his chest. She knew what was coming and she moaned with anticipation and satisfaction when someone's cock pressed at her gaping asshole and easily entered to slide deep with a single powerful thrust. Her mouth sagged open with gasping and moaning, but was quickly filled with another cock. All three holes filled.
Mr. Howard would talk gently to her while cuddling after fucking. Sometimes he talked about ways of fucking she still hadn't experienced as a way to prepare her bimbo brain to expect and accept what might come next. Three holes at once were one. Air-tight he called it. She would have smiled at the achievement but for the cock in my mouth. She hoped Mr. Howard was watching. She hoped he saw. She hoped he was proud of his bimbo.
The rotation continued, and her orgasms continued. She could tell when a cock had just left her cunt or asshole and came to r mouth or hand by the feel or taste. Finally, they started climaxing in her clenched ass or cunt. She was surprised when one came in her mouth and suddenly pulled out to spurt cum on her face, hitting her nose and cheek.
When they had all climaxed, they all stood with her on the ground looking up at the five of them. Five? There was Mr. Howard, naked with his hard 10-inch cock standing out from his body. He knelt between her legs and spread them further before raising them and putting them on his shoulders. With four other guys with spent cocks standing around them, Mr. Howard slammed his big cock into her cum-filled cunt.
"OH ... FUCK!" she exclaimed at the abrupt and powerful penetration. "Oh ... yessssss ... sir ... fuck your ... well-fucked ... bimbo Barbi doll." It still sounded funny, but was what he had sometimes begun calling her: his bimbo Barbie doll. A big-titted blonde with a sexy, curvy body, but also a bimbo to be used and fucked.
Long minutes of fucking her cunt, and suddenly his cock was gone. She gazed up at him through lust-glazed eyes when his big cock was thrust into her gaping cum-filled ass. She moaned and groaned at the new assault and was thrown into a new orgasm that didn't seem to want to ever stop, cresting over and over. He pulled out, again, and slammed back into her cunt. Then it was back and forth, cunt to ass after a dozen or so thrusts in each. She felt his cock twitch and pulse in her ass.
"Cum, sir ... cum ... give me ... your seed ..." she gasped and pleaded. She had wondered if he would participate or simply give her to the others. She was joyful for his participation and clenched hard around his cock, and his cum mixed with that of the others inside her.
After that gangbang session, the guys continued one by one through the afternoon with breaks for more beer or playing with her in the pool. Jason grabbed her in the pool and pulled her onto his cock. It was awkward in the water, his fucking driving water out of her cunt. They both laughed playfully without achieving a climax but enjoying it nonetheless.
Mr. Howard started the grill, and they had an extended break while she set the outdoor table with plates and other side dishes. The meal was relaxed and fun. If Mr. Howard truly intended for the day to be further bonding for the office, it seemed to be a success.
After dinner, she busied myself with clearing the outdoor table and dishes. Naked, like everyone else, she was felt up whenever she passed one of the men.
When she came back out, she was finally finished with that, and Mr. Howard motioned her over to him. She sat across his lap, again, and his hands began freely roaming and probing my tits and cunt in front of the other men. Two more hours, he announced. "Then, I get her back for myself." He kissed her neck. "I think after a much-needed shower, though." The men all laughed.
The guys were slower. Nobody bothered to try to keep track of the number of climaxes they each had. It wasn't a competition. The point of the afternoon was to be together casually and fuck a lot. Certainly, nobody tried to keep track of her orgasms, most of which were quite vocal, though.
There was another hour or so of fucking her, but she noticed a significant drop in energy from all of them. Tom and Jason each fucked her ass one last time. Jason and Billy double penetrated her again.
With still some time remaining, she was again sitting across Mr. Howard's lap. "Guys," he said, probing, "our bimbo still feels ready, if any of you are."
"Hey boss," Tom confessed, "my cock is beginning to hurt from all the erections and cumming. I don't know how she can take any more. I can't."
The others seemed to be feeling the same way. Mr. Howard pressed his face into the side of hers, "Looks like you succeeded, my sweet sexy bimbo."
She giggled back to him. She was then wondering what the reward would be.
* * * *
The next morning, Barbi woke alone in bed. The window was open and a soft breeze moved the sheer curtains. It was very light outside. She rolled to look at the bedside clock: 9:13.
She pushed herself to sit and get off the bed, and she felt it. Not pain, actually, but certainly discomfort. She bent over and opened her legs to find my cunt red and sensitive from the activities of the previous day. She sat back down on the edge of the bed and reflected. Yes, yesterday was a day she will remember. She had thought, and was right in thinking it, that being fucked four or five times during a workday was a lot. That had happened to her early in the afternoon and continued from there, including her first double penetrations and air-tight combinations. Any guess as to how many times she was fucked or times she had orgasmed would be shocking, so she decided not to even consider the number.
She made her way to the bathroom, then a shower to clean herself for Mr. Howard. He had fucked her again after they went to bed. She found him on the patio gazing out over the backyard or ... maybe just gazing without specific focus. He was covered in a light-weight, mid-thigh robe, which was not at all unusual for a weekend morning.
"Good morning, sir," she greeted him as she stepped out onto the patio.
"Good morning, dear. There is fresh coffee in the kitchen." He reached for and held up a carafe which she presumed he wanted filled. Upon returning with the filled carafe and mug for herself, "How are you feeling this morning, dear?" His reference to her shifted from dear, Barbi, bimbo, sexy, horny, and combinations, but never anything derogatory.
She sipped at the coffee and sighed, hoping the caffeine would kick in quickly. "Waking in your house to serve you, sir, is always a joyful thing. That is what I am meant for, and I am exceedingly grateful that it is you I can serve as your bimbo."
He smiled at her and shook his head slightly. "I, too, am grateful, my sexy bimbo. I am grateful to have found you. You know I never had any intention of sharing my personal space and life with anyone, but you changed that, and I am forever grateful for it. But, that's not what I meant, though it is gratifying to share our commitment." She smiled. No, not just smiled. She was sure her countenance lit up like a beacon. His words of praise and caring were everything to her. A bimbo's needs and responsibilities were normally quite simple but his words reinforced her attitude to this man. "You had a rough time yesterday."
"Oh," she said. "You saw, sir, the guys weren't rough at all." She took another larger sip of coffee. "That's not what you meant, though, is it?" she giggled. "You know I really, really like the guys in your office. I think your idea of a get-together to bond the office tighter was a good one, and I am honored to have been the means to that bonding. It is what I am good for, after all, sir. Bimbos like to fuck and this one especially likes to fuck when it pleases you."
"I agree. I think yesterday was a big success, and they were helped in seeing me participate with them in enjoying your bimbo body. But, after all the use, how is your body feeling?"
"Ahhh ..." she said as she finally comprehended what his original question had been about. "Sorry, sir, my silly, ditzy bimbo brain is slow in understand what you were meaning." She stood up and moved to his side, parted her legs and rotated her hips toward him, her hands between her thighs to open hermy cunt lips. "See, sir," she said blatantly showing him her cunt, "how red my cunny cunt is? I think it looks worse than it feels, though. My cunny cunt is puffy and red, but only a little sore. You can still fuck me, sir. It won't hurt too much, I don't think."
He reached out and caressed her cunt lips. "You're wet," he said with a smile as he gazed at her red cunt. "It must not hurt too much if you are lubricating already."
"Oh, sir, you know I always get wet when I am with you. I need your cock, sir. I am always ready for you." She turned to sit down but turned back to him, "Oh, silly me, my asshole is the same." She giggled as she sat down. "I was sure fucked a lot, wasn't I, sir?"
He smiled and nodded. She thought he still marveled at the how happy she could be to simply be used by cocks.
Later, he had gently licked and sucked her cunt and clit to bring her an orgasm. She had sucked his wonderful cock and swallowed another load of his yummy cum. It was even later in the day before it suddenly occurred to her, though. She found him in his home-office working. He was dressed in a casual buttoned, short-sleeved shirt and shorts. He was barefoot. Her ... she was naked, of course. She loved being naked, and living with him allowed her to be naked much more.
"Sir," she tentatively said as if saying it softly wouldn't really be an interruption in his work, "I just remembered something."
He looked up with another smile. He motioned to the chair next to his desk. She started crossing her legs, but left them not quite together. Still sensitive down there. "What's on that bimbo mind of yours?" he inquired with curiosity. He knew, of course, her bimbo mind wasn't prone to deep thoughts. Rules and being instructed were what she liked so she didn't have to think or decide.
"Well, sir, you said that if I was able to fuck the guys until they didn't want to or couldn't anymore, that I would get a reward."
"I did. To be honest, dear, I thought that five guys fucking you that long would be too much for you. You had shown me you are a wonderful bimbo who likes to fuck but even a bimbo would have limits." He shook his head, looking at her, not just her face, of course. His eyes wandered to her large DD tits and further down to her cunt, mostly hidden by her thighs. "You are always a wonderful surprise, Barbi. You are constantly exceeding what I had hoped for." She smiled and maybe even blushed a bit under his praise. "I do have an idea for you. Since you showed so much stamina yesterday and your cunt and asshole are only a little sore, I thought of something you might like very much. I have to research it and plan more, though. Can you be patient for just a few days?"
"Of course, sir," she replied quickly. "It wasn't my intention to push you, sir. I think being here with you and being able to be naked and available for you to use at all times and to be available at the office to the guys is really the only gift I could desire and you have given that me. Being your bimbo, sir, is ... is everything."
The next morning, as they dressed for the office, she was pulling the tiny pleated skirt up my thighs while standing in her walk-in closet. "Barbi," she heard behind her. Mr. Howard was there dressed in slacks and buttoning his shirt. She was bare above the waist, her big tits hanging and swaying as she wiggled the skirt up to be fastened low on her hips. She had to look at myself in the mirror to get the waist of the skirt just right so her cunny cunt wasn't showing. She turned to him as she fastened the clasp to hold the skirt. "How are your cunt and asshole feeling today?" That may have sounded like a very odd and crude question, but it didn't faze her in the least.
"They feel goody good, sir," she responded excitedly. "You were right about alternating the hot tub and ice pack yesterday." She giggled, "That ice pack sure was cold on my cunny, though." He laughed and lightly took a nipple between two fingers. "In case you are wondering, yes, I'm ready to do my duty in the office." She looked down at his fingers on her nipple and back up to him. "You could have fucked me this morning, sir. I've swallowed a lot of your cum over the last day and, as yummy as that is, I need your cum in my cunny cunt, too."
He pulled her into his arms and hugged her tightly. His hand lifted the skirt and stroked her bare ass as she had yet to put on a thong, which always seemed to take some remembering to put on when she wasn't in the office or at home. He kissed her, "You are an impossibly wonderful woman, my dear." She hugged him back and glowed with his praise.
* * * *
She had two loads of cum in her cunny cunt by mid-morning as she sat at her desk when the door from the building hallway opened. She glanced up from the monitor where she had been searching for a legal precedent Mr. Howard needed to support his argument in court. It was being elusive, but she could feel she was on the right track. A UPS delivery man stood in the open door looking at her. The thong she had to wear to the office was lying on the side of my glass-topped desk, her blouse was unbuttoned nearly to her belly button, and the pleated skirt was bunched at the top of her thighs and fully showing the tops of her stockings and her cunny cunt as her legs were relaxed and parted.
"Damn," the man exclaimed, "I sure wish I had more deliveries for your office." She wasn't sure if cum might be visible, but she was sure the insides of her thighs were glistening from her recent fucking in the office-bedroom.
She smiled at the obvious meaning. Instantly, bimbo Barbi was present. The man wasn't particularly attractive, but he was a man. Not that she could do anything with him without Mr. Howard's direction, but she could tease him. She opened her legs further as he approached her desk with a largish box about a foot and a half cube. He didn't place the box directly in front of her because that would have obstructed his gaze through the glass-topped desk at her exposed cunny cunt. By parting her thighs further, her cunny cunt was fully exposed.
When the deliveryman left, she looked over the box for some indication of where it came from. They received many packages, but they were always containing papers. This was unusual. She picked it up and walked down to Mr. Howard's office. After her last fuck, she had made the decision ... imagine that ... to only button the blouse just above the skirt's waist. She was enjoying the feel of her tits swaying as she walked.
"Sir," she said entering his office, "this just arrived by UPS. Were you expecting something?"
"I was," he said as he rose and took it from her hands. She followed him out of the office. In the open cubicle area, he announced, "Guys, in the office-bedroom."
The guys rose, looked at each other, and shrugged in joint mystery of what was happening. It was a mystery to Barbi, too. All of them in the office-bedroom? That was only used for fucking and the only place in the entire office where she was allowed to be naked.
Once they were all assembled in the office-bedroom, Mr. Howard closed the door. "Strip, bimbo," he instructed her. Gladly, she thought. She still didn't know what was going on, but she always liked being naked whenever she could, especially with men with her. "I told Barbi that I would reward her if she could tire you guys out on Saturday. From what I saw, she did that." The guys looked at each other and nodded in unison. "She gives us so much regularly that a simple reward just hardly seemed enough, but I'll work on something more for her in the future. For now, though, that box is your reward."
She put the box on the bed, but it was well taped. Tom produced a pocket knife and opened it for her. Inside was an assortment of smaller boxes and wrapped shapes. She began pulling out and opening each. She began laying out an interesting assortment of pleasure toys: A Lovense Lush 2 bullet vibrator; several butt plugs of different sizes and weights; vibrating dildos; Ben Wa balls; and an assortment of nipple clips.
"You proved to me, Barbi, that you are a bimbo capable of satisfying us all to the full extent of our needs. If ever you feel in need of extra personal gratification, these can be used at anytime and anywhere in the office," he said.
"Even at my desk, sir?" she asked excitedly. "Even though someone might be able to see through my glass desktop?"
"Anywhere means anywhere, bimbo Barbi," he replied. "Now, why don't you get up on that bed and demonstrate each separately and combined?"
She had inserted the Lush vibrator and noted quickly by shifting her hips and pelvis that its shape could impact her g-spot. With that still inside her, she reached for a mid-sized butt plug. Mr. Howard produced some gel. What a wonderfully thoughtful man to be a bimbo to, sheI thought. With them in place, Jason handed her a pair of nipple clamps.
"Oh ... fuckkkk ..." she moaned.
"I think she likes it," someone said, and all laughed.
She focused on them to find they had all dropped their slacks and were vigorously stroking their hard cocks. What followed was her first cum facial. One after the other gave her his cum on her face as she orgasmed ... and orgasmed. God, she loved being a bimbo.
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CHAPTER 8: OFFICE CHANGE
All the guys, including Mr. Howard, were huddled around the conference area. Barbi wasn't invited, but that didn't concern her in the least. She had nothing to research for any of Mr. Howard's court cases, so she was in total and complete bimbo mode. She sat at her glass-topped desk, considering her fingernails as if the task were the most important thing she could attend to at the moment.
She was dressed for work, of course, with a button-up short-sleeve white blouse that was quite sheer and unbuttoned nearly to the skirt. Any time she leaned forward, it gaped open, and her tits could swing into view because Mr. Howard didn't like her wearing bras. How could she blame him, and she didn't, because her DD tits sure did move and sway and bounce, and that was so sexy and arousing. That was the point, of course. And she loved the feel of her nipples moving against the fabric. The skirt was a tight micro that just covered her cunny cunt and ass cheeks when standing, but had the delicious habit of rising to expose her cunny cunt when she sat because she wasn't supposed to wear the thong once she entered the office. Mr. Howard said it belonged on the side of her desk. Anyone coming into the office saw it there, of course. By crossing her legs, she could hide her cunt, but that wasn't really fun. The fun part was being exposed. That's what Mr. Howard said a good bimbo enjoyed, and she really did. She really, really preferred being naked, but there was only one room in the office where she could be naked, and that was the office-bedroom where she could also be fucked by the guys. She sure liked the guys because they liked fucking me, and bimbos really, really like being fucked.
Her desk was right in front of the main office door to the hallway of the office building, and it was a glass door. There seemed to be a lot of men who walked the hallway. Of course, they looked in when they passed. They were all so nice because they might stop and look in and wave. She thought that was nice. Often, she would stop whatever she was doing if it wasn't research, and her legs seemed to part. She thought they liked it when that happened because big smiles formed on their faces. She thought they liked it even more when she have the Lush vibrator in her cunny cunt, which was pretty easy to tell because of the pink antenna sticking out.
Ooooo, she really, really like that vibrator, too. Where did she put that, she mused? Maybe she left it in the office-bedroom when one of the guys fucked her.
She also really, really liked a particular courier who delivered important documents. He always touched her thong and commented on how pretty they were. She remembered once he said he especially liked that she didn't wear them because then he wouldn't see them as well. She thought that was nice of him.
* * * *
Out of Barbi's hearing, the discussion among the four men and Mr. Howard continued.
"You know how much she likes being naked," Adam pointed out the obvious. "It just seems such a waste that she has to be dressed."
"Even if 'dressed' for her nearly exposes the important parts," added Tom, the investigator and photographer.
"Besides putting in a new door, what options would there be?" Mr. Howard challenged. "This entire floor of men count on walking past to catch a glimpse of her bare cunt and maybe her tits. She enjoys it, too. So, what else?"
"What about a fake wall partition, maybe just 5 feet tall. She's just 5' 6", right? It could extend to most of the way across the office, but leaving an access on the side," Jason offered.
"And," Billy added getting into it, "locking the door with a notice on the outside like 'Appointments, only' and another 'Ring bell for deliveries'."
Mr. Howard leaned back. "That might work," he said. "She dresses the same when at her desk for the voyeurs and those with appointments, but when behind the partition with your guys, she can be naked. When giving blowjobs. I still want all fucking to be in the office-bedroom. Visitors and deliveries will still come."
Having seen her naked for the day at Mr. Howard's home during the Saturday gang bang had given all of them a desire to see more of her naked in a casual setting. Sure, the office-bedroom was fine but that was while fucking her. Seeing her strutting around with those massive tits bouncing ... they wanted more of that.
* * * *
"Barbi? Could you come here, please?" That was Mr. Howard. She dropped my finger-nail file on the desk and stood, the rolling chair moving backward as she did. She tugged down the tight skirt and passed the cubicle area to the conference table.
"Sir? Is there something I can do for you?" They were in the conference area, which was like the cubicle area, so the options were limited. She suppose she could be requested to get under the table and give them all a blowjob. That would be really, really good. But she suspected it was to talk. Talking is so boring compared to fucking and blowjobs. But it was worth a try. "Sir, do you want me to give everyone a blowjob?"
He chuckled, "That would be fun, my bimbo, but we want to talk to you." See? Boring.
He continued, "We've been talking about you, Barbi."
"Me, sir? Have I done something wrong? You know me, sir; sometimes I forget things."
"No, no, dear. It's just that after Saturday when the guys were at my house, and you were naked and fucking and sucking us all, the guys were thinking."
"Oh, sir, that was a really, really fun day. I don't know how many times I was fucked and orgasmed."
"Yes, dear. We enjoyed it, too." She beamed at that. Nothing makes a bimbo smile more than knowing she has pleased men. "But after spending so much time with you naked, the guys were wondering how we might make that possible here at the office."
"Seriously, sir? Seriously, serious?"
"Yes, dear. The thought was that with a new wall, you could be naked in the cubicle area, the office-bedroom, and my office. What do you think about that?"
"Oh, sir, you know how much I like being naked. And, really, of course, they want to see me naked more. I mean, men like to fuck bimbos and see bimbos naked, right, sir? And bimbos really, really love fucking men and being naked for them so they get aroused and want to fuck them."
"Well put, dear. So you're okay with it? It will mean some workers constructing the wall behind your desk and some signs put on the door."
"Workers, sir? Ooooo fun, I'll get to flash them."
"They need to finish the job, Barbi, so you can't interrupt them too much." She put a pout on her face. She like flashing her cunt at people. "I'll make you a deal. You don't bother them too much, so they can work, and I'll see if they might want to fuck you when they are done."
"Oh, thank you, sir," she said as she hugged him with tits mashed into his head.
"Fuck, I wish that was me," Jason uttered.
She smiled at him, left Mr. Howard, walked over to him, opened my blouse more, and pressed her tits into his face. She had to repeat it for the other guys. She love being a bimbo.
* * * *
She had finished the dishes and cleaned the kitchen after dinner. She wasn't totally naked. She stood in front of the window and saw her reflection in the darkness outside. She liked being naked but he was right that she looked good like this, too. Mr. Howard was really, really smart about everything. He had her leave the stockings and heels on for dinner. He said it was like she was dressing for dinner.
She went looking for him and checked his home office first. The rule was that she had to be quiet when he was working in his home office but he sometimes looked up and saw her and he would let her come in and bother him. He wasn't in his home office, though. She was about to go upstairs to check the bedroom when she heard something in the family room as she approached the stairs.
"There you are, sir," she said brightly. She could bother him even though he was reading some papers because he wasn't in the home office. Rules. She like rules because thinking can be confusing to keep everything straight. Rules made it so simple. She brightened more when she saw him as she entered the room. He was wearing a soft cotton robe as he lounged on the huge sofa, reading, his feet on an ottoman. "Can I get you anything, sir? A drink, maybe?"
He looked up and smiled at her. "A drink would be very nice, Barbi, thank you."
She smiled brightly as she moved to the cabinets on the side of the room where the liquor was stored. His favorite drink was bourbon, though there were other liquors in the cabinet, too. Mostly for guests, though. She poured his drink and turned back to him. Easy peasy, she thought. He likes it straight, he calls it. No ice so she didn't have to go to the kitchen for a bucket of ice..
"Here you are, sir," she said as she held out the drink to him. As he took it from her, his eyes roam over her otherwise naked body in front of him. His eyes especially stopped at two places, of course, her DD tits and her bald cunt, which is made easy to see because another rule is not to have her legs together when she was alone with him. In public, of course, she teased people by flashing by crossing and uncrossing her legs.
"I like that as an option to being completely naked, Barbi. What do you think?" he asked.
"Hmmm ... I like being naked, sir. Being naked naked or mostly naked ..." she shrugged her shoulders, which raised her tits, and he always noticed that, "it's mostly just as good, sir. And, if you like the option and it makes you happy, you know it makes me happy." She clutched a tit with one hand and slipped the other between her legs to caress her cunny cunt. "The good parts are exposed both ways, sir."
"They are indeed, and that's what's important, isn't it? Exposing your good parts."
"Very important, sir. That's why it will be good to have that wall built so I can better expose them to the guys at work when I'm not at my desk." She giggled. "Of course, sir, I think I'll be getting undressed and dressed a lot more." He watched her. "Too bad I can't be naked even at my desk."
"Yes, I suppose, but it is also fun to tease those men who walk past the door, too."
"Did you know, sir, that I sometimes open my legs to them when I have the Lush inside my cunt? That makes them stop and look even more." He laughed. A bimbo's simple pleasures. He held up the paper, again, to begin reading. "Sir," she ventured, "since you are wearing your robe, I can suck your cock, right?" He nodded absently but lowered his feet from the ottoman and parted his knees as she went to her knees in front of him. She untied his robe and opened it. She loved his cock. Thick and 10 inches hard. What wasn't to love.
She began like she usually did when she sucked him at home with no time pressure, just relaxed and unhurried. She held his soft cock up and licked and kissed from the balls to the head and back down. She kissed less and licked more, going up and down until ... when she changed was never important ... she took the head between her lips and sucked off any pre-cum from the little hole and licked it as if she could press her tongue into that little hole. He seemed to like that. All the men seemed to like that, though the other guys in the office were usually too time-focused for her to spend a lot of time sucking them.
After taking the head into her mouth, her sucking changed. Times like this, she didn't rush for him to climax. When she had time like this, she just loved having his cock in her hand and mouth. She loved the feel of the veins and the way it got so hard and filled her mouth. Her mind would slow ... she giggled silently, her mind was always slow but sometimes it seemed to just stop... and she would be lost in just devotion to his cock. She loved his cock. She sometimes thought she could suck his cock forever. She imagined doing that with his cock, giving her cum to feel in her mouth and swallow, and then suck it hard, again. Over and over.
"Sir?" she softly said as she pulled her mouth off his very hard cock, "Why do you suppose all cocks aren't as big and fat as yours. That would really be fun for me, you know?"
He chuckled. She thought he was frequently amused by what she might say and how her ditzy bimbo brain worked. "The same reason all women don't have big DD tits like yours, or that all women aren't bimbos like you. It makes them more special."
Yes, definitely his big, fat cock was special. She smiled as she retook his cock into her mouth. Her DD tits and being a bimbo were special, too, he said. It's special being a bimbo. She just knew it. She began sucking his cock harder. She wanted to taste his cum, again. Later, he'd be fucking her, too. He always fucked her in bed at night, even if they had fucked other times. Mr. Howard was so good to her.
* * * *
There was a buzz at the door to the office. The new buzzer installed meant the door was now always locked, and she had to get up from her desk to open it. It was kind of a bother, but it meant she'd be able to be naked more often once the wall was built. And, it seemed, when she moved to get up, her legs parted enough that she saw the moment of recognition on the person's face that her cunny cunt was visible. That made opening the door fun.
"Hi," she cheerfully exclaimed, "are you here to build the wall?" she asked hopefully because they looked like worker-types and carried tools. Even a bimbo could figure that out.
The two men stared at her chest as they entered past her. She was again wearing a mostly unbuttoned sleeveless white blouse that showed her nipples through the fabric and gaped open showing the insides of her tits and sometimes a whole tit. Sometimes, it was funny that she didn't even know that the whole tit was exposed when she moved a lot. It wasn't until she noticed the look on someone's face that she knew. Then, she would pull the blouse together as if that would solve it but it wouldn't because it was still unbuttoned. Bimbos. That's what bimbos are for, Mr. Howard often said. Fucking, sucking, and teasing.
"Morning, guys," she heard Mr. Howard's voice coming behind her. He stood next to her with his hand on her butt. "You know what we need?" They nodded. "How long will it take?" His hand tugged up her loose, pleated skirt and caressed her bare ass underneath. The guys were pretty intent on talking to Mr. Howard and she wondered if they even recognized what was happening. She parted her legs more, wondering how much he might try while they stood in front of these men. She found out as a finger slid between her ass cheeks and stroked her asshole.
"It's mostly time between steps," the lead man said. "We'll have the framing and drywall installed today. A guy will be in tomorrow to tape and mud. Then it has to dry and be sanded. After that, a guy will come to paint. It's a small wall, but it will still take 3 to 4 days for it to be painted and done."
Mr. Howard nodded and took her to the side as the guys began moving her desk with the thong on it. They both stopped and looked at her. She smiled, but left it right where it was on the edge of the desk. They had to move the credenza, too. Mr. Howard pulled her away to his office. Inside, he closed the door behind her.
She put my fingers on the last button and looked at him for the okay. He nodded, and she smiled as she undid the last button and pulled the tails from her skirt. She removed the blouse and lowered the skirt. Naked except for the stockings and heels. Just as good as naked. He was already behind his desk, and he made no indication for her to bend over his desk or to suck him, so she sat in one of the chairs.
"I guess I didn't understand the process, Barbi. It sounds like there will be three separate steps and men in getting this done."
"Does that mean I get to fuck each one, sir?" she asked hopefully.
He smiled. He wasn't sure he'd ever be used to how open and excited his bimbo was to being fucked or exposed. "I said you could if you let them work. I just didn't realize it would be four men after three steps. Are you okay with that?" He asked it like there might be a real question.
"Oh, sir, let me think," she teased him. "What was it again that a bimbo likes? Oh, right, a bimbo likes to be fucked," she said, not able to properly tease without smiling broadly.
"My bimbo is teasing me," he said softly. "I think you need to be punished, then. Come bend over the desk, I'm already hard thinking about you naked out there bothering the guys."
She tried teasing him again. "Oh, no, sir. You're not going to fuck me again. You already fucked me in the shower and I sucked you on the way to work." She giggled. "Remember those trucks honking, sir?" She's not very good at teasing. Her mind wanders to something like the truckers seeing her suck him, and she blurt it out.
She was already bent over his desk. They could hear the workers moving tools and material around as she felt his cock probe at her always-wet cunt, her bimbo, hairless, wet cunt. She sighed as it eased open her lips and hole and slid inside and deeper and deeper. She moaned as he thrust his cock deeper and deeper.
"Do I need a gag for you, my bimbo?"
"Hmmm ... I'll be quiet, sir."
"I know you, bimbo. I know how much you like to vocalize your pleasure when fucked," he said as he thrust hard and powerfully deep into her cunt. He leaned to the side, his cock buried inside her. She heard the desk drawer open and he put the ball gag in front of her which she took and put in her mouth without strapping it on. He knew her so so so well.
After many minutes of fucking, there was a knock at the door. He asked who it was. Jason, who cracked the door and stuck his head in. Seeing her being fucked, he smiled and blew a kiss at her. She was gasping around the ball gag, but tried to return the smile. She failed, obviously.
"The workers said they were taking a break but I suggested they just use our coffee area. Hope that's okay." Mr. Howard must have nodded. Jason began to pull the door shut.
"Jason," he called out to him. "Step inside, please, and close the door." He waited until Jason was standing next to them. Fucking her was an office pastime, and there was no shyness about doing it. "With them here, I thought it best to gag her. You know how vocal she can be." Jason nodded with a knowing smile. "I was thinking," Mr. Howard continued as he repeatedly thrust into her, "the ball gag isn't really comfortable for her, and we all know how much she likes cock. Would you mind filling her mouth to keep her quiet?"
He didn't even respond other than to open his pants as Mr. Howard moved them to the edge of the desk, where Jason was holding his partially hard cock to her. She engulfed it after spitting out the saliva-soaked ball gag.
She moaned from the fucking and sighed at having another cock in her mouth. "Much better, Jason, thank you. She sounds much happier with your cock in her mouth."
"She is a good bimbo, sir," he said. "You suppose you might let us have another office party using her, again?"
"I enjoyed that, too, Jason. Seeing my bimbo being so well used was very rewarding to me. She showed how good a bimbo she really was." She pushed back against his cock as he thrust into her. All this talk about using her as she was being used was extra stimulating. "I think the bimbo is about to orgasm," he said and thrust extra hard, which sent her into orgasm, and even with a cock in her mouth, she managed a muffled moaning cry. "You know, Jason, this bimbo can seem to orgasm and orgasm. One weekend I fucked her, had her use the vibrator to orgasm, and fucked her again. We did that repeatedly, didn't we, dear?" She nodded with Jason cock thrusting into her mouth, and her orgasm mostly ebbed, but the continuing fucking into her cunt kept her close. "I like the idea of another party, too. You were quite sore after that last one, weren't you, Barbi?" She nodded again. "I am curious if repeated gang banging of her cunt and ass might mean she can take more and more. What do you think, dear?"


She mumbled before he told Jason to remove his cock for just a moment. "I said, sir, that I hoped so. I mean, men like to fuck bimbos and bimbos like to fuck men, so the more I can fuck men, or as often as I can fuck men, the better a bimbo I'll be, right?"
"What an excellent bimbo you are," he said as Jason reinserted his cock into her sucking mouth.
After Jason came in her mouth and Mr. Howard filled her cunt while she had a second orgasm on his big, wonderful cock, he told her not to dress quite yet. That was puzzling. Was she staying in his office so long?
"Jason, would you mind diverting the attention of the workers away from this side of the office so Barbi can sneak into the office-bedroom?" No problem he said with a wicked grin at her. "When Jason has the men's attention diverted," he instructed her, "I want you to slowly walk from here to the office-bedroom and wait there."
"Naked, sir?" she asked, surprised. Then, she remembered, sometimes rules are broken if he says so. The rule was she's not supposed to be naked except in those two offices, and that meant not between them. He said being naked when she wasn't supposed to be would be exciting, and the idea of walking naked, even that short distance with the workers there, was indeed exciting.
He opened the door enough to look. "Okay, dear," he said as he held the door open. She moved to pick up her clothes. "No, dear, leave them here. You'll have to walk back naked, again." Oh my, she thought.
She went to the door and looked to the front of the office where Jason was talking to the two men but she didn't hesitate before existing the office and walking next door. If she had even hesitated, Mr. Howard might have been disappointed in her, and she don't like disappointing Mr. Howard. He is so good to his bimbo, so she'll do anything and everything for him.
She closed the door after entering the office-bedroom and stood, not knowing what she was supposed to do next. That was until the door opened when Billy and Adam entered. She smiled at them. Maybe they knew what was supposed to happen next. She was about to ask when Billy told her. "The boss said you need a double penetration and we need a gag for you." Adam held up the ball gag. She smiled. She didn't particularly like the ball gag, but she very much liked being fucked double penetrated.
Sometimes they liked her sitting on one with my cunt with her ass fucked hard. Other times, she was supposed to sit with her ass penetrated and her cunt fucked hard. She waited to find out what they wanted as they undressed. Seeing soft cocks, though, meant she would be sucking two cocks, first. Besides being fucked, I liked sucking cock. Oh, yes, and being naked. That's why she love her job working for Mr. Howard so much. She got all three, and then she goes home with him after work and get all three again. Happy, happy bimbo.
She sucked on one as she stroked the other, then switched after a couple of minutes. Once they were both hard, she stood holding both cocks. She indicated the small dresser against one wall. Besides the bed, the dresser was the only other piece of furniture. It was an important piece, though, because it was where my toys were stored when she wasn't using them. Also, it was where the tube of lubrication was, and that item was currently very important.
Adam retrieved the lubrication, and Billy was already crawling on the bed on his back. When she saw Adam applying gel to his cock, even she knew what was happening. She crawled onto the bed and over Billy, held up his cock, and sat down over it. After Mr. Howard had just fucked her with his bigger cock, Billy's cock slid right in, easy-peasy. She leaned down, kissing Billy as her hips began fucking on his cock when she felt hands on her ass. She stopped so Adam could press gel into her asshole. She wiggled her ass teasingly as he finger fucked her a few times. These men were so good to her. They always made sure her asshole was well-gelled or full of cum before trying to fuck her ass. She never had to be nervous with them. She could just release herself fully as a bimbo.
Adam eased his cock against her asshole and pressed. He grunted as he pressed harder, and she moaned as she pressed back at him, exhaling into Billy's mouth to relax and ... pop, it went in. Her sphincter, Mr. Howard called it, was the tightest part. He paused, but it really wasn't necessary. They had fuck her asshole so much that once inside, they could just start fucking. This, double penetration, was really, really good. Both her cunt and asshole sent charges into her as the two cocks filled her and rubbed against each other. Something about nerve endings in both and somehow connected, Mr. Howard tried to explain. All she cared about was how magnificent it always felt. She raised some off Billy so he could thrust some, too. Adam was driving his cock hard into her ass, and now Billy was able to thrust, too. She moaned and groaned but the ball gag was working ... again. She did like to make noise because she loved to fuck so much.
Adam climaxed first. That seemed to happen a lot, she thought. Her asshole was tighter. Then she orgasmed in a wild spasming, and she was really, really glad for the ball gag because she was crying out when it erupted. Her orgasm brought Billy to climax and she collapsed on top of him. Adam had collapsed, too, but rolled off so she wouldn't be crushed between them. The idea made her giggle: crushed with two cocks inside her.
As they lay gasping and recovering, she asked, "Is Tom... coming next?" But they said he left the office an hour ago to spy on someone or something.
She wondered how the workers were doing. And, she wondered if she would be able to fuck them like Mr. Howard thought. "Oh shoot ... my clothes are in Mr. Howard's office," she exclaimed. They offered to get them for her, but she had a fun idea and told them what Jason had done, so she could go naked herself. They thought that would be fun, too, since by getting the workers to look away, they would be able to see her walk slowly to Mr. Howard's office. Naked when she wasn't supposed to be. Fun. Bimbo fun. Won't Mr. Howard be pleased?
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CHAPTER 9: BIMBO GRATITUDE
The workers were finally cleaning up after the completion of the wall that would allow Barbi to be naked in the cubicle area. Even so, Mr. Howard said she could only be fucked in the office-bedroom, but she could be naked giving blowjobs in the cubicles. Her computer was still disconnected, so she hadn't been able to concentrate on it and spent the afternoon in full bimbo mode. She used the Lush vibrator, but on a low setting, and kept her thighs together so the workmen wouldn't see the wand sticking out. She didn't want to orgasm with them right there. They'd hear and see for sure. That would be fun, but Mr. Howard said she couldn't interrupt their work. He promised to see if they would fuck her if she was good.
The area smelled heavily of paint as the two workers cleaned up the area.
"Miss," one said as he approached her glass desk. The Lush vibrating in her cunt was distracting, even if she thought she had it set for a low vibration. It took a repeat from him to get her attention. She looked up and saw his eyes riveted to her gaping blouse, which hinted at her nipples underneath and exposed some of her tits. She glanced down to see her erect nipples also pressing against the material. Of course, her thong on the edge of the desk frequently had their attention.
"Miss?" he repeated. She smiled up at him while trying not to release the soft moan she felt wanting to escape her throat. She desperately wanted to tear open her blouse and open her legs to the man, but Mr. Howard was clear in his restriction. "Would you like us to move your credenza and desk back into place? You just need to be careful of the paint for the rest of the day." He spoke well and clearly, but his eyes flashed from her thong to her tits, and through the glass desk at her legs. She glanced down to see that her very short skirt was at the top of her thighs, as usually happened when she sat. She also noted that her squirming had allowed the wand of the Lush vibrator to move into view.
"That would be nice," she tried to reply with control.
She pushed her chair back to stand. With the buzzing in her cunt and the two men standing in front of her watching, she unconsciously (she thought) relaxed how she stood. She opened her legs and fully displayed the vibrator wand sticking out of her cunt and as she leaned on the desk to stand, one tit fell out of her unbuttoned blouse. She tried to act like nothing had happened.
What she hadn't been in a position to notice, however, was Mr. Howard standing just to the side of the new wall, watching and listening. She stood near the glass door to the hallway as the men moved her furniture into place. That was when she noticed Mr. Howard, and, when she did, he stepped around the new wall and grasped the remote from the desk. With a familiar movement of his fingers, he instantly increased the vibration. She gasped and bent over. The sound attracted the attention of the men as her tit fell into the gaping opening of her blouse. The men continued to glance at her as they completed moving her furniture into place.
Mr. Howard stepped closer. "She's a bimbo, guys," he explained as he showed them the remote. "She just loves to have orgasms and fuck. As you can see, she is quite comfortable exposing her body to men." The men stared at Mr. Howard and back at Barbi. "Barbi, move to the other side of the wall and show these men why we had it constructed."
She smiled and moved past the men to the other side of the wall, the men following to the side to watch. Once the wall was blocking the glass door, she stripped the blouse off, dropping it on the floor. The other four men in the office stood to watch over their cubicle walls, all with big smiles on their faces. Next, she opened and pushed her small skirt over her hips to the floor and carefully stepped out of it, now standing in only stockings and heels.
"She likes being naked, but her desk was in front of that door, so we could accommodate her desires only so far, as you have noticed since being here. Also, she likes giving blow jobs and fucking. Now, she can be naked on this side of the wall and not observed from the hallway."
"Wouldn't it be easier to put in a solid wood door?" one asked.
Mr. Howard laughed, "What would be the fun in that? The bimbo likes exposure but understands the need for some restraint. Besides, there are far too many men in the building who routinely seem to pass our door for a look at her exposed tits and cunt the way she is dressed."
The men nodded in understanding, their eyes more blatantly staring at her naked body and more frequently at the wand sticking out from her cunt. "I don't mean to just be teasing you, guys," Mr. Howard continued. "In fact, I have an offer. She is, right now, in desperate need of fucking. Is that accurate, bimbo Barbi?"
She stared at him with eyes showing her need. "God, yes, sir. I could really, really use a couple cocks filling any of my holes right now." She turned her attention to the two workers, daring them to deny their desire to fuck her.
Mr. Howard watched the dynamic between her and the two men. "We have a room we like to call the office-bedroom, used only fucking our bimbo. I offer you both the bimbo and the room for however long you might wish to use both."
The two men looked at each other quickly with immediate nods. Who knew if they were married or in a relationship, but it was clear they were ready to fuck her. She put out mhery hand to one and led the way, the short distance to the closed door of the office-bedroom. Entering, she waited for them to pass before closing the door behind them.
"A bed," one uttered. "He was serious. You fuck the guys from the office?"
"Every single one of them at least once a day." She began unbuttoning one man's shirt, and the other began doing the same to his. "I'm a real, live bimbo who loves to do nothing more than fuck and suck cock." She giggled, "And, be naked, of course."
She shifted to the other man to begin opening his jeans as he pried his shoes off, and the other man pulled his clothes off. She pointed to a drawer in the dresser, "There is a tube of gel in that drawer if either of you wants to fuck my ass." She giggled, "Or, if you want to double penetrate me." She kissed each as she grasped hardening cocks. "You heard Mr. Howard. Use me however you want for as long as you want. I want to feel your cocks inside me and your cum filling my holes."
She was guided them to the bed, and she crawled onto it. One, the one she had earlier identified as the leader of the two, uttered as he crawled between her legs, "We'll fuck her cunt, then have her get us hard, again, and fuck her ass, okay?" The other man agreed quickly.
The first man crawled onto the bed and between her splayed legs. She watched him with rising expectation and excitement. "Yes ... please. Fuck me with your hard cocks."
He was leaning over her, his cock at her cunt. He rubbed it against her wet cunt and plunged into her hole. She raised her hips to his urgent thrust and gasped at the power behind it. He grunted.
"Fuck, what a fucking cunt. Wait until you feel her cunt closing around your cock. Fuck, she's good."
The man shifted and began thrusting harder. She raised her legs and wrapped them around his waist as he pulled back and plunged in hard. He was like an animal, not at all like the guys here in the office. Even when they fucked her hard, it wasn't like this. This guy fucked like he hadn't in a long time and needed the release really, really badly. Her big tits bounced and flopped by the impact, and she moaned to his grunts.
She felt his cock pulse, and his fucking became halting, driving his cock deep as he could. "Yes ... yes, yes," she exclaimed, "fuck me and give me your seed. Cum inside my cunt!"
And, he exploded, "Oohhhh ... fucccckkkkk ..." he cried out.
She felt his cum shoot into her, but he was too quick. He pulled out, and the next man was right there, ready. He too thrust in hard and instantly was fucking fast and urgently. This second, though, was adding to the arousal she got from the first that didn't quite get her over the top, but she could feel it coming with this one. She raised her hips to meet his thrusts, then dropped her hips to change the angle while he just continued thrusting until he, too, announced his climax, and she managed to join him by strumming her clit.
After, for all her efforts to suck them hard, again, they didn't manage it. Or, she didn't manage it but ... they were looking at their watches and complaining about getting back to check in after the job.
The two men dressed and left rather unceremoniously. She sat on the bed feeling like a failure. A bimbo that couldn't get a man hard, again? What was she good for if not fucking and sucking?
She got off the bed and walked through the door the men had left open. She glanced at the main door to the office and walked naked to Mr. Howard's office. She knocked on his door. He looked up, surprised to see her naked in possible view of the door, and waved her in.
"Is something the matter, Barbi? Didn't the men want to fuck you?" he asked, thinking of the only thing that might have her so discouraged looking. Seeing her face, he rose from his chair and came around his desk to take her in his arms. "Tell me, Barbi, what's the matter?"
"They fucked my cunt, sir, they did. Both of them. They had talked about fucking my ass the second time. You know I would have liked that, too. But, no matter how much I tried by sucking and stroking their cocks, they didn't get hard again. They talked about having to go to their office to report back. They just left." She put her head on his shoulder, and a sob escaped her as her body shook. He stroked her bare back down to her butt, where he gave a little pat. Even that didn't help her. "I'm just a failure of a bimbo, sir," she said. "I can't even suck a cock hard," she muttered.
He pushed her a bit in front of him so we were looking at each other. "Barbi, listen to me," he firmly said. "You are the finest bimbo there is. You've proven that time and time again. You fuck me and those four guys out in the office. You suck every one of us hard and then fuck us and do it again after that. Remember our party? You fucked us for all those hours." He held her chin and raised it so they were eye to eye. "Believe me, if you, bimbo Barbi, didn't get them hard a second time, it had to be a problem with them."
"Really, sir? Are you just saying that because you know I'm slow-brained?" she asked.
He laughed. "Yes, you are a bit slow, Barbi, but that's just because you're a bimbo. But I am saying what I know is true. Do you want proof?" She nodded. Was she asking too much of Mr. Howard?
"Go to the front door and make sure the door is locked as it should be. Then go to the cubicles and fuck and suck those guys and do it as long as you want. You'll see you are a wonderful bimbo."
She stared at him. How could he forget she was naked? Did he mean she was to get dressed to go to the door? That was the rule. She had to have some clothes on near the front door. "Sir, I'm naked. Do you mean ...?"
"Sometimes it is exciting to break the rules, right?" he asked.
She smiled. Very exciting to be naked where you're not supposed to be. She kissed him and turned for his office door. "Barbi?" She turned back to him. "When you go into the cubicles, tell them I said it was okay to fuck you as long as they and you want." She smiled brighter.
She walked out of his office and noticed Adam looking her way, and, surprised, she was naked and returning to the front of the office. She marched purposefully to the door without checking nervously for anyone outside who might see her. She stood at the glass door and verified it was locked, as it should have been. She then turned back and marched into the cubicles. She stood in the center, and all four guys were standing and looking quizzically at her standing there naked.
"Mr. Howard said I can fuck you guys as much as you want." I said, already feeling like her old bimbo self. "He said not to worry about time and fuck me as long as you want."
"Are you okay, Barbi? When you went into his office, you seemed ...," Adam said.
She smiled and bounced on my heels to make her tits bounce for them. They all loved the way her big tits bounced. "I think Mr. Howard is right. He always is. I'm just a bimbo, and my thinking just gets funny sometimes."
"A lot of times," Tom said with a laugh.
She giggled in response. He was right. Her brain gets funny a lot. "Mr. Howard said I'll feel better after fucking and sucking all you guys."
"Well," Jason said, "we definitely want you to feel better, Barbi." And, they all laughed. She didn't always get their jokes, but she liked to hear them laugh.
"So," she said excitedly, "will you guys fuck me, please. You can each fuck me and then I can suck you all hard, again. Then, you can fuck me again. You will, won't you? I'm already feeling better just talking about it. Bimbos like fucking, right? Am I a good bimbo? I want to be a good bimbo."
The guys laughed, again. "You are a great bimbo, Barbi," Jason said. "And, if fucking you will make you feel better, that's what we'll do because men like fucking bimbos, right, Barbi?"
"Right you are, Jason," she said. "You know what? I can be naked back here now with that wall there. Mr. Howward said you can fuck me here, this time, or in the office/bedroom. Or," I added as an exciting idea, "some can fuck me here and others can fuck me in there." She shrugged my shoulders, which, of course, set her big tits to jiggling, "You guys decide, though, please, I don't want to. I just want to fuck." They laughed more.
Tom began opening his pants and she moved to him and dropped to her knees. She couldn't wait and pushed his pants to his feet and gobbled up his cock. She sucked and licked and kissed it from the base to the head. As it firmed in her mouth, she pushed it through her mouth to her throat. He gasped and sighed. And it hit her. His cock was hard so fast, but that happened a lot when she sucked them. It wasn't her as a bad bimbo. It was that worker's problem.
She pulled her mouth off Tom's cock and looked up at him with excitement. "I am a good bimbo!" She went back to sucking his cock. Because she was, she didn't see the guys looking at each other and shrugging their shoulders.
Tom pulled her up and bent her over his desk. Good, she thought to herself. She wanted to fuck in the cubicles where they weren't supposed to. He came up behind her. Her feet spread wide, he slipped his hand between her thighs and stroked her cunt. "Wet as usual, Barbi," he commented. "You are a good bimbo, just like always."
She knew it. Mr. Howard was right. All she needed was to be with these guys, and she would know for real that she was still a good bimbo.
He slammed his cock deep into her pussy with a mighty thrust. "OH ... FUCK ... YESSSSSS!" she cried out loudly.
Her head was turned, and she found a hard cock right in front of me. She opened her mouth, and it was shoved inside. She couldn't tell whose cock it was, but she really didn't care, either. She had a cock in her cunt and one in her mouth. She opened her throat, and the cock slipped in and out with a practiced and confident motion. All the guys had fucked her throat, and she had confidence in all of them.
One after the other fucked her, and she then sucked them to be fucked, again. The last fucks were in the office-bedroom where she was double penetrated twice.
When they were done, it was just past the end of the day. She lay on the bed happily spent but energized by the confirmation that she really was a good bimbo. She staggered to the room's door and to Mr. Howard's office. She knocked on the door frame before entering. He looked up and smiled.
"So," he said with a chuckle, "is my bimbo feeling better about herself?"
"Oh, yes, sir!" she said as she moved inside and sat in a chair. "I'm very well fucked, too," she giggled. "You might have noticed that, though, huh?"
"I did notice that about how you looked, my dear. You have that 'just fucked and fucked very well' look." She smiled. The guys really did, too. "Are you ready to go home?" he asked. "I would like to spend some personal time with my wonderful bimbo."
"Yes, sir," she replied. "Then I can be naked and just put all my attention on you." She looked at him intently. "Thank you, sir."
"Thank me? Why are you thanking me, dear? It was the guys that fucked you so well."
She giggled, "Of course they did, sir. Men fuck bimbos and that's what I am, right?" He nodded. "No, thank you for being so good to me and helping me. It must be frustrating and testing of your patience sometimes because of my bimbo brain. But you are so good to me despite that. I just want you to know how much I appreciate you having me as your bimbo."
He turned off his computer, came around his desk, and pulled her to her feet. He gave her a soft kiss and pinched her nipples. "You are a wonderful bimbo, Barbi. And I am glad you are mine." Her smile filled her face. "Now," he said, "where do you suppose you left your clothes?"
She giggled. "Too bad I can't just leave like this, right sir? It would be so much easier." Then, her expression got serious, "Now, where DID I leave them?"
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CHAPTER 10: BIMBO LIFE
The morning had been fun, but most weekend mornings were fun as far as Barbi was concerned. Mr. Howard and she didn't have to go into the office, which meant they would usually wake up a bit later and stay in bed a bit longer. Barbi liked it when they could stay in bed longer because that meant she would be fucking Mr. Howard and cleaning his wonderful cock after and, maybe, fucking him again. As far as Barbi was concerned, Mr. Howard was the bestest man a bimbo could be a bimbo for, and pleasing him was everything to her. Of course, pleasing him gave her pleasure, too. That was the thing about bimbos, she knew. Men love fucking bimbos and bimbos love fucking men and bimbos get pleasure from pleasing men. And Mr. Howard was the best of men.
The morning had been fun because they had fucked twice as she had hoped. Then, she bounced downstairs to the kitchen naked, of course, to make Mr. Howard breakfast. He came downstairs later wearing a light robe. After breakfast, she began cleaning the kitchen and washing the dishes in the sink. Of course, there was a dishwasher, but when there were only a few plates and a single frying pan, she preferred to do them quickly in the sink and have it done.
Barbi was standing at the sink with her hands in the soapy water when she was embraced from behind, hands encasing her large DD tits.
"Have I mentioned to you, Barbi, how much I enjoy you in my life?" Mr. Howard softly said into her ear as his lips nuzzled through her long, blonde hair that fell over her shoulders. His fingers switched to teasing the nipples, bringing a sigh from her.
She pressed her butt back against him, her hands stopping what they were doing in the water to enjoy the touches. "As a matter of fact, sir," she purred, "it might have come up between our two fucks this morning." She giggled. "In fact, I think it came up just before something else came up as I was cleaning you."
He chuckled as he slid one hand down her naked body to stroke her belly to her cum-filled cunt. She moaned at his touch. "Thank you, Barbi, for being a part of my life." His fingers toyed over her clit, and her moans became more pronounced.
"Ohhhh," she gasped, "no, sir ... thank you ... for letting me serve you ... at the office ... and your home."
She pressed against his fingers. Her ability to orgasm and to accept cock simply astounded him. When all this had started, he had hoped for an attractive woman he could fuck without ramifications. Instead, he had a woman who encompassed the classic bimbo who was completely devoted to him. Interestingly, to him, it was no longer merely about fucking. Her energy and devotion had changed everything for him.
He reached lower on her body and dipped a finger into her cunt. He brought the finger up to her lips and enjoyed her eagerly sucking the juices off it. No, he thought, he owed her his 'thanks' even if she didn't feel she should accept it.
After finishing in the kitchen, she was rubbing lotion into her hands as she searched for Mr. Howard. She smiled to herself when she found him on the large sofa in the family room reviewing some notes. Normally, if he was reviewing notes about a case, he would be in his home office, where she wasn't supposed to bother him. In the family room meant she might be able to, but her idea of bothering him wasn't to fill the air with chatter. She wasn't big on talking. Her bimbo brain made thinking about things too difficult for any prolonged, meaningful conversation.
She moved into the room and approached from the side before stopping in front of him. He looked up from the pages he had spread over the sofa cushions. A smile spread over his face when he looked up at her as one of her hands fondled a big tit in a completely absent-minded way.
"Can I do anything for you, sir?" she asked hopefully. It wasn't intended to find out if he wanted another cup of coffee, and he knew it.
He smiled again before opening his knees. "I know what you really want, my bimbo," he said with a chuckle.
She knelt at his knees with a giggle. "You know me too well, sir. You know how much I like to suck your big cock."
She opened the tie of his robe and settled between his legs as she licked his soft cock from the base to the head. She held it in one hand as she licked and kissed the shaft. She knew it would soon become the 10-inch cock she loved and devoted herself to. Even after fucking twice already that morning, she would have it hard again soon. Unlike her, it seemed, there were limits to how many times he could climax, but that only meant she would simply enjoy his cock in her hands and mouth for the simple pleasure of feeling it.
He began stroking her head gently with one hand. His cock was, indeed, hard again. She glanced up at him while keeping her mouth on his cock. She hadn't noticed when he had stopped reading his notes and watching her, instead.
She raised her mouth to the head, "Am I bothering you, sir?" she asked with her lips brushing the head of his cock.
"Your mouth feels amazing as always, dear," he replied with a smile that gave her joy. "I do need to get ready for a meeting soon, though," he added.
"I'd better make you cum, then, right, sir? I love your cum ... or, do you want to fuck me again?"
"I'd like you to use your mouth, dear. You give such good blowjobs," he replied.
She shifted ever so slightly to allow more energy into her sucking and stroking of his fully hard cock. All the guys at the office and Mr. Howard frequently commented on what a great cuck-sucker she was. And that was just one of the things they thought was amazing about her. Her fucking, of course, and her big tits, her bald cunt, her trim body, and that she loved being naked. She loved all the guys at the office because they liked all those things about her. But she especially loved Mr. Howard because he was the reason she had to be the lucky, luckiest bimbo ever.
After filling her mouth with his cum, he told her he had a meeting scheduled for late morning, so he needed to shower and get ready for it. He asked her to answer the door. She smiled and nodded. Of course, she would. Anything for Mr. Howard, she thought.
She had taken a quick shower after picking up around the house. She was back downstairs trying to decide what she might do next. She had quietly peeked into Mr. Howard's home office and found him busy inside. The rule was to not bother him when in his home office, so she quietly went back into the main part of the house as the doorbell chimed.
Without hesitation, the naked Barbi hurried to the front door and pulled it open, "Tom!" she exclaimed at seeing her workmate, the office investigator, at the door. She stepped out from the doorway and nearly jumped into an embrace. "What are you doing here?" she asked excitedly. "Are you the one meeting with Mr. Howard?"
He laughed as he held the naked woman on the front step landing. They kissed as he stroked her bare back. "Actually, Barbi, it is this man who is meeting with Mr. Howard." She hadn't even noticed another man standing behind Tom.
She stepped away from Tom and stepped right up to the other man and hugged him tightly. He stood stunned with that 'deer in the headlights' look and definitely not knowing what to do with his hands, with a naked woman enveloping him in her arms.
"Barbi, this is Jerry. Jerry, this is Barbi." Jerry nodded with a stunned look still on his face. "Ugm ... Barbi, you know what Mr. Howard says about being in public ..."
Barbi looked at him, then looked past them at the residential street and other houses beyond. "Oh, silly me!" she exclaimed as she turned to lead them into the house. "Let me go see if he is ready for you guys," she added as she walked down the short hallway to the home office.
After seeing the men into the home office, she sought something to keep her busy. She found herself outside in the backyard, which was private enough. She set up lounge chairs with cushions that had been stored before the rains of the previous night. She wiped down the patio table and chairs from the heavy dew before going to the pool to dip her foot in to test the temperature. Still a bit chilly, but she knew it would warm quickly under the sun.
She heard the French doors open and close and turned to find Tom. She started toward him as he ambled toward her. He looked uncertain, which seemed odd to her. All the guys at the office were smart and confident. Her bimbo mind set her off as the one who was often uncertain and waiting for direction. Although he had been at Mr. Howard's house for the office bonding party, that had been the only time he had been there, while it was now the place she lived.
"The meeting over, already?" Barbi asked.
Tom shook his head, "Mr. Howard wanted to discuss the case with Jerry. I found Jerry as a possible witness who could help his case, and he wanted to spend time only with him to determine what he saw and if he could provide convincing and useful testimony for the case."
"Oh ..." she said uncertainly. When she wasn't in front of a computer, her mind was in full bimbo mode. "Well ... uhgm ... okay ..." she stammered, "so ... uhmm... you want to fuck me?"
He smiled, "I was hoping you might say that."
"Silly," she said as she stepped up to him and kissed him on the mouth. "You should know you don't have to wait for me to say that. You know you can just fuck me when you want."
His hands were now stroking her back and butt, "That's at the office, Barbi," he offered in his defense.
She started pulling his shirt up from being tucked into his jeans. "Don't be silly, Tom," she added as her hands shifted to his belt. "You know what a bimbo is, and I am definitely a bimbo, and Mr. Howard said I'm the office bimbo, remember?"
He chuckled. "You definitely are a bimbo, Barbi. And, yes, we all know that men like to fuck bimbos and bimbos like to fuck men."
"And," she added earnestly, "don't forget sucking cock and being naked." He just smiled and shook his head in continued amazement as he pulled his shirt off and pried his shoes off his feet as she lowered his jeans and shorts.
She knelt to assist in getting him naked with his cock at eye level. "Ohhhh ..." she giggled, "someone is ready to use the bimbo," as she kissed his already hard cock before she rose to lead him to a lounge chair. "You want me to fuck you, or do you want to fuck me?"
Tom didn't even respond verbally, but lay on the lounge chair and held his cock up. She knew what to do after that. She liked being on top, but she was just as happy being fucked in any position the men might desire, too.
She straddled the chair and squatted over his hips as she moved over his upheld cock until she felt the head along her cunt so she could settle over it into her ready hole. He sighed below her at the initial penetration and gasped as she thrust her hips downward to take nearly all of his cock into her cunt. She rose and pressed down again and was sitting on his hips and thighs, his cock fully inside her.
He reached up to grasp her big tits as she slowly began moving up and down on his cock. "It's fucking amazing to know a bimbo," he uttered as he raised his hips to add a bit of thrust himself. "You honestly like being fucked, don't you?"
Barbi giggled as she moved on his cock, leaned down to give him a quick kiss. "You know it, Tom. I am so so so lucky to have you guys in the office who want to fuck me and, of course, Mr. Howard for letting me live here to fuck and be naked."
"You like the new office change?" He was teasing her, but she answered seriously. She often found it hard to recognize when she was just being teased.
"Oh, yes, Tom!" she exclaimed as she continued fucking him, his cock sliding through her cunt. "I get to be naked when I give you guys blowjobs at your desks. You know how much I like being naked." She smiled down at him, "Of course, that means I get undressed and dressed a lot."
"Yes," he added, "but you aren't ever wearing much in the way of clothes, are you?"
She giggled again, "I know. Mr. Howard says I have a body meant for showing off." She sat up straight and lifted her tits. "I think he is right because men like women with big tits, right?"
He thrust up hard to meet her downward pressure, "You are right, bimbo Barbi." He gasped and thrust hard again. "Now make me cum in your cunt."
The smile grew large on her face as she braced her hands on his chest and began furiously fucking him, her cunt clasping around his cock as she added a variety of movements up and down and forward and back. She felt Tom's cock pulse a moment before it spewed cum into her cunt, and at the same time, she noticed other legs moving closer. She looked up to find Mr. Howard and the new man, Jerry, stopping nearby. That was all she needed to explode in orgasm herself.
She collapsed onto Tom's chest, her cunt spasming around his cock as her body shivered in delicious orgasmic pleasure.
To her side, she heard, "Damn," the voice of the man, Jerry, was saying in wonder, "you were serious, she just likes to fuck. She wasn't bothered by us being here at all."
"That's the way bimbos are," Mr. Howard affirmed. "And she's a wonderful bimbo."
She kissed Tom and smiled at hearing Mr. Howard's comments next to her. She pushed herself up, bracing herself to sit upright, and turned her gaze to the side.
"Mr. Howard, sir," she gasped, "your meeting is over?" She gazed up at Mr. Howard, and her eyes took in the new man, Jerry, standing next to him.
"Yes, dear, Jerry and I just finished, and it seems Tom found just the person to make our case in court," Mr. Howard responded.
She turned to look at Tom with a big smile, then turned back to Mr. Howard, all the while still sitting on Tom with his cock buried in her cunt. "That's good, sir, right?"
"Very good, Barbi," he replied. "I was thinking it would be nice if you could thank him for me. You know, the special way a bimbo can thank a man."
A big smile spread over her face as she turned her gaze on the other man. "Oh, yes, sir. I think that would be very nice." She got her feet planted to stand slowly, and she felt Tom's cock receding from her cum-filled cunt until it fell with a soft splat on his abdomen. She stepped into Mr. Howard for a kiss, then turned to Jerry, standing before him naked with her body covered in a light sheen of perspiration from the active fucking under the sun. She wrapped her arms around his neck and pulled him into a passionate kiss that seemed to take his breath away in surprise.
Breaking the kiss, but her lips still against his, "He means it would be good if I fucked you in thanks, Jerry. Do you want to fuck me, too?" She giggled as her lips brushed over his as she softly spoke to him. "I love men to fuck me, Jerry, and Mr. Howard just said it would be a good thing to do. You do want to fuck me, don't you, Jerry?"
"Fuck, yeah," he gasped.
Barbi didn't need more and immediately began pulling his shirt from his slacks for him to continue as she began with his belt and zipper. She dropped to her knees to assist him in removing his shoes and slacks as he pulled his shirt over his head. She had his already hardening cock in her mouth as he gasped and groaned. Peripherally, she noticed Mr. Howard and Tom moving away to the covered portion of the patio.
With his cock very quickly becoming hard, she rose with kisses on his body to kiss his mouth, pressing her naked body against his. She maneuvered him to the lounge chair Tom had just left.
"How do you want to fuck me, Jerry?" she asked casually as if he wanted a lemonade or iced tea. "Me on top or you ... or, maybe me on my knees?"
He seemed still stunned by what was happening, so she began moving to the lounge chair on her hands and knees, but he stopped her. "Can you be on top like you did to him?"
She quickly got off the chair, "Of course," she said. "Any way you want, Jerry. I just want to fuck you, okay? You want to change, just do it. The guys often like to change to different ways," she giggled.
Jerry lay on his back, and Barbi quickly straddled him and the chair. His cock was shorter than Tom's, but still a cock as she grasped it and settled her cunt over it, quickly pressing down to take it all inside. She sighed with satisfaction at having another cock inside her as she heard the welcome sound of his gasps and moans as she clasped her cunt around his cock.
She shifted from initially fucking slowly to more aggressively fucking up and down his cock, her tits flopping on her chest. She looked down to see his eyes riveted on her bouncing and swaying tits. "Don't you just love ... my big tits ... bouncing?" she gasped through her own moans.
"Their ... amazing," he gasped. He reached up and grasped one and missed the other before finally grasping it, too. "I've never ... felt such big ... tits, before."
Barbi just smiled. She knew men loved big tits.
She brought them both to orgasms before settling her body against his, another sheen of perspiration covering her body, making their chests slippery as she wiggled her tits into his chest and small movements of her cunt over his softening cock.
"Thank you, Jerry," she sighed as she covered his face and neck with soft kisses.
He gasped, "I thank you, Barbi. That was amazing, and you have an amazing body." She giggled. "Are they still watching?" he asked.
Barbi didn't even glance at the patio but knew, "Of course," she uttered, "they like to watch me fuck."
"I've never done it in front of someone before," he confessed.
"It happens to me a lot," she giggled.
* * * *
Later that same day, Barbi found Mr. Howard in the home office, just putting his phone down on the desk when he looked up and spotted her passing the open door. He called out to her. She turned to stand in the open door with a big smile and hopeful expression, which she often held when she thought she might be able to do something for him. She was, of course, naked, and her hand absently fondled a tit in anticipation. He smiled at seeing all the signs of bimbo Barbi's anticipation of pleasing him.
"I want you to go up and shower. Try to clean out some of the cum in your cunt. Then, put on one of your outfits I like."
"Yes, sir," she immediately responded. "How about a white lace shelf bra, stockings, and heels?" Then, she stopped and thought. "I haven't made dinner yet, though, sir."
"Not for dinner, dear." She cocked her head in confusion. That was the 'dress up' outfit she might put on for dinner with him. But not for dinner? "You remember that I sometimes meet other men for poker?" he asked. She nodded. "They are coming over to use your sexy body," he casually explained.
"Really, sir?" she excitedly exclaimed. "How much time do I have, sir? I want to do my hair and some makeup, too. You know I want to impress them for you. I'll fuck them really well, sir."
"I know you will, Barbi. That's what you are, isn't it?"
"Yes, sir!" she exclaimed. "I'm your sexy, fuckable bimbo, right, sir?" She beamed. "I'm your bimbo, sir, and men like to fuck me and I like to fuck them."
She started backing out of the office. "They will be here in an hour, dear." Then he added, "Oh, Barbi," which stopped her, "leave off the shelf bra. Let your wonderful tits bounce for them."
She smiled big as she turned for the stairs. Yes, she thought. She loved her big tits to bounce, and men did, too. What a lucky bimbo she was. Four men to fuck her.
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CHAPTER 1: HACKERS
The public saw Stacy and Phil as a middle-aged couple seeking new experiences late in life, following their move to a new city and a newfound enthusiasm for technology devices they only partly understood. They had moved away from the Eastern region of the US, where their families had lived for generations, to a small, yet prosperous, city amid the farms, lakes, and trees of the Midwest in pursuit of a new start in life before any new start might become impossible.
Phil was a middle school teacher at a thriving, upscale school district in the suburbs. Although they couldn't afford the property values in the particular school district's boundaries, they found a nice enough home just outside it with a bit of acreage for separation from neighbors, and still allowed for an easy commute for him each day to school. He was an accomplished teacher of both the hard sciences and math. Additionally, he served as an assistant coach for the girls' basketball team. Phil had long been active in sports, dabbling in a wide variety of them without trying to specialize in any one, but basketball had been a favorite; he had never been able to compete effectively. His interest in general sports kept him in basically good shape.
Stacy became a housewife with the move. Although she had been a quasi-professional for much of their married life, she was a strong, decisive woman and had managed offices for small businesses. Phil had convinced her that his new salary allowed her to delve into other activities in this later stage of their life. Since their new location was near an extensive nature preserve, it allowed her to take up a forgotten hobby of photography and hiking, two activities that were well-suited together.
Stacy was a 48-year-old white woman with shoulder-length, dirty blonde hair with a hint of natural wave. She stood 5' 5" and was curvy, according to her husband, Phil. Curvy was possibly enhanced by her full, firm hips and her 38H bust that seemed to challenge the design of many of the sexy bra types women like to wear when enticing any man, and, in her case, specifically enticing her husband at home.
Phil, the middle school teacher, was 49 years old, a white man with fair hair worn short. He was 6' 0" and of a trim body.
In private, the 'new things' Stacy and Phil sought with the electronic devices they only partly understood were much different than what the school board or those they met socially would ever guess or maybe approve of. Certainly, not what family and friends back East would ever have considered appropriate.
* * * *
"It's your turn for tonight's fantasy acting," Phil reminded me as he set up the camera we had researched and purchased for this very purpose, attaching it to the tripod positioned on the dresser top to provide a slightly downward angle. After exploring several sex sites together and individually, we had wound up acting out the fantasies that appealed to us the most. The fantasies weren't always of mutual fascination. That wasn't the point. The point was sharing our fantasies together, a way to explore without the fear of being caught in reality and the judgment of society, especially that of a small city in the conservative Midwest.
Recurring fantasies had been repeated, favorites of one or the other of us. One of Phil's was of some big, strong black men with big cocks ravaging me. It wasn't something we could ever pursue or effectively act out very well since Phil's penis was tiny even when fully hard. Certainly not big. The difference between a penis and a cock in the fantasy and porn vernacular. In that fantasy, though, we had sex while I used dialogue to describe myself being ravaged by the imaginary group. The dialog often lasted longer than our real act of sex, since I would be describing my being ravaged over and over by such a group of men. It was his fantasy, and I indulged him.
One of my recurring fantasies was being an unwilling slut to men who not only fucked me but humiliated me by exposing me, exhibiting me publicly in demeaning ways. The fucking was important, of course, and I would describe it in detail, and would often include ravaging my asshole, a relatively untested fascination, but it was the degradation at the hands of other men that turned me on. Phil could get into that one, too. He would have me suck his penis, suck his asshole, masturbate for him, and have me stand in front of a window, generally a backyard window not easily viewed by neighbors or a front window with the interior lights off. He sometimes used washable markers on my body to simulate crude tattooing and degrading words. It created the effect I desired while remaining safe. I would prod him with comments about being pierced or my body modified to create even larger breasts. He had some trouble imagining that: I was already 38H, for crying out loud.
"What's it going to be, Stacy?" he asked as he turned back to me, then pushed the videoing button. I was only wearing one of my sexy, lacy bras that were largely ineffective in controlling the sway and bounce of my large breasts. The matching lacy thong seemed tiny compared to the cups required for my breasts. My breasts were of constant fascination for me. On rare occasions, I would wear a less constrictive bra under a loose and flimsy top in some outdoor setting so my breasts would seem to be unbound as they bounced and jiggled as I walked. I would always blush profusely seeing the stares and reactions from others. I could only imagine how larger breasts without ANY support might be received.
"You know," I began as I deliberately bounced to the dresser. My breasts bounced, and Phil smiled. It was a great tease. I took out the two dildos I liked to use for this ass fantasy. One was a black hollow strap-on for Phil to use over his 3-inch penis. He chose the black color to feed his fantasy of black men fucking me. It was larger than his penis, in reality a full 6 inches long and of moderate thickness. That didn't make it a huge cock, but 6 inches was much better than Phil's tiny penis. The other was a thinner dildo used for initial penetration of my ass. Even the strap-on wasn't very thick. After all, we had just begun this fantasy of making me an anal slut. It had been a thrill just ordering them online for delivery. I had imagined the neighbors somehow knowing what would be in the nondescript packaging. For days after its arrival, I nervously studied the faces and actions of neighborhood women. It was absurd, of course, but it fed my fantasy of exposure and humiliation.
"If only I could really be an anal slut, Phil," I murmured breathlessly at the very thought. "Why is it so fascinating for me to imagine my asshole being used over and over by large, thick cocks? I sometimes wonder if there might be something wrong with me." I studied his reaction to that statement. But I had expressed such things many times. We both had shared fantasies that the other might not understand. We had a dozen videos on his home computer with visual and audio representations of our fantasies. The quality wasn't great on them, but seeing our faces and hearing our voices while naked and acting out was still a thrill and very erotic and naughty.
He came to me, lifting my heavy breasts inside the bra and letting them drop with a bounce. He was fascinated by my breast size, too. He felt they were obscenely large as they were, while I imagined having them somehow even larger.
"That's why they are fantasies, Stacy love. Those ideas are safe while remaining fantasies. They provide a release for what can't be acted upon."
"Like you having your loving wife gangbanged by all those massive, black cocks in your mind?" I reminded him. Heaven help me, I thought, but I wish I could feel a massive cock in my pussy or ass just once. Or, a group of men to ravage me over and over.
He chuckled, "Exactly like that." He kissed me and fondled my breasts through the bra. My nipples were surprisingly, frustratingly lacking the sensitivity I yearned for. They had always been lacking, even given the large size of my areola at nearly 4 inches in diameter. Of course, the areola has little to do with nipple sensitivity. Still, though, I yearned for sensitivity that might match the area of my areola. How arousing that would be. They would be extra sensitive, extra arousing, and stimulating just to be touched.
I gave the tube of water-based lubrication to Phil, who spread some over the smaller dildo as I crawled onto the bed. He crawled on after me, grabbed my skimpy thong and eased it from my hips as I raised them, then off my thighs and legs. We were positioned, after noting from earlier videos, where to be to show as much as we could. I was confident that the camera captured my glistening wet pussy as I spread my legs once he pulled the thong from my feet. He slid the fingers of one hand over and through my pussy.
He stared into my eyes. "Can I fuck your pussy instead of your ass?"
His tiny penis wouldn't be truly satisfying in either, but this was my anal fantasy. "I want you to fuck my ass, Phil. Then the small dildo, followed by the strap-on. That would be like three men, don't you see?" I looked down at his crotch. "I'll suck you, okay? Get you nice and hard for my ass."
He nodded as I shifted to my knees and lowered my head to his penis. Phil was a wonderful man. He loved me with his soul, and I loved him. When he suggested exploring sex further at our age, I was skeptical. Sex had never been important in our relationship. To be brutally honest, sex couldn't be important in our relationship. It often felt like his penis barely entered my pussy. I would squeeze for all I had, but it never truly did the job. Oh, sure, he would cum, and I would oooh and aaaah and hug him and thank him. All that meant was that I was one of the about 50% of women who are not satisfied with regular, normal sex. But the exploration had led to non-normal sex after decades of silent denial. Sharing fantasies at least was different, and we found toys like dildos and the hollow strap-on Phil could wear over his penis, hard or soft.
I knelt before him, my fingers sliding over his tiny cock, which was even smaller when soft. I kissed and licked it lovingly before taking it between my lips, using my tongue over it before beginning to actually suck. While I did that, Phil worked at unclasping my bra to release my massive breasts. Even a bra I hoped to be more sexy was industrial strength compared to the frilly little things most women could wear.
Once released, he pulled the garment from me, allowing my breasts to sag fully and swing with every movement I made. He grasped them and stroked the nipples, but that didn't produce the kind of sensation he or I wished for.
With him hard, I quickly turned to present my mature ass to him. I felt him apply the gel into my asshole with one and two fingers working inside. Then, it was his penis. It always felt like another finger.
"Ohhhh... yessss... Phil, yes," I playfully gasped for him, "use me, Phil. Ram your penis into me... yes, like that." We were playing our fantasies, mine at the moment. It would have looked pathetic to anyone else watching it.
His penis inside my asshole, he thrust in and out, but under real control because too much action and he would pull completely out. Even when that happened, though, his penis was able to easily go back inside me. When he came, releasing a dribble of cum, I moaned along with him in support and care.
"Now the smaller dildo, please, Phil. Ram it into me," I gasped with need to feel it deeper in my ass. I felt the skinny dildo I initially used to open my ass to the idea and had found that I loved it, loved the feel of penetration of my asshole. It entered me, my asshole and sphincter relaxed after just Phil's penis. "OOOOO..." I groaned at the feel of the fake penis moving deeper and deeper. It was only a 5-incher, but it was longer. The hollow strap-on was a 6-incher. We had been nervous about the length after all our years dealing with Phil's penis. Soon after using it, though, I knew we should have gone with the 7 or 8-inch models.
I had the smaller one in me, and Phil rammed it into me aggressively, and I moaned and thrust my ass back at him. On my hands and knees, I felt my breasts swinging beneath me. He loved watching them do that and thrust the dildo with one hand while being slightly to the side so he could watch my breasts.
"Oh fuck, yes..." I groaned, "fuck me... fuck me... I want all of you to fuck my ass." I was in better fantasy mode with the longer penetration and envisioning three men to fuck my ass. I was fully imagining three men fucking my ass. One already had, now this other, and yet another to follow. I imagined it and wanted it, and that want had an effect of making all this a bit more fantasy-real. I knew I was going to orgasm for real; it was how I could. Maybe that was why the fantasy was so strong. Multiple men with enough cock. God, what would it be like to have all of them big cocks, too? Pussy or ass, as long as they were long and thick enough.
My thoughts in fantasy mode became as powerful as the dildo being thrust into me. I made myself imagine the dildo was a cock, imagine it wasn't Phil using his hand to thrust it into me, but a man I might not know thrusting his cock into me. Maybe I didn't have control, maybe I was being forced. God, what my mind did to me.
The dildo stopped moving, still deep inside my ass, but it wasn't moving. I arched my back and looked underneath, my breathing ragged. The dildo in my ass. I clenched around it. I spotted knees approaching between mine, then the larger dildo, and I knew Phil had stopped to step into the hollow strap-on. He would have applied some gel to his penis before inserting it into the hollow of it so it wouldn't irritate too much. He would have applied gel to the dildo, too.
I felt the one dildo being pulled out. "Your asshole is gaping, Stacy."
"Get a video of it after, please. That would be so sexy for me to see. Please, Phil, now ram that strap-on into my gaping asshole. Pound me with it, ram it in, use me. I'm an anal whore, use me."
God, where did that come from? Anal whore? What was this fascination with anal fucking?
"Like this, slut?" He thrust the strap-on into my hole to full depth. "You like this, don't you? Fucked in the ass this way. You'd like to be fucked by three men, all of them using your ass one after the other."
"Fuck, yes!" I cried out. "Fuck me. Yes, I would want three men. God, yes!"
Phil was into my fantasy now, too. Now, he, too, had mentally switched over to give me my fantasy as best as he could.
"FUCK!" I cried out. "I'm... I'm... fuck me harrrddddd... oooooo... yesssss, I'm cummming..." And, I did. My orgasm was real, even if under pretend circumstances.
I collapsed onto the bed, panting and gasping. When I fell, the strap-on slid out of my ravaged asshole. I felt the bed shifting, but didn't think about it as I came down from the orgasm. I felt hands pushing me from the side and allowed myself to roll over onto my back. Phil was now lifting my legs.
"Hold your knees back and spread," he directed me. He held the camera pointed at my crotch. "Pull your knees back further." I did and felt my hips rise as I pulled my knees to my chest, my knees flattening my breasts, which were sagging to the sides. "There... like that." I watched him zoom the lens in and out and realized he was doing what I had asked... showing my gaping asshole. "Clench, Stacy. Make you asshole close and open."
When he had shot minutes entirely concentrated on my asshole, I pulled him onto me and crushed his mouth with mine.
"Phil," I gasped, "that was so erotic, the best ever. Thank you, thank you, thank you. I can't wait to see my asshole like that on the big TV." I kissed him again. "You really got into it this time. What happened?"
"I don't know. You seemed to go to a different level, too. I got caught up in your words. What were you thinking?"
"I guess I let myself go a bit further," I confessed, watching his reaction. "The thought came to me of not having control, like maybe being forced."
"I heard that, honey," he replied. "That might not be good, though, right? Being forced to do something?"
"No, you're right, of course. It was just pretend," I responded. Was it, though, I wondered. Where had that come from? Did I want that? I didn't really want that, did I?"
* * * *
"OH SHIT!" I was in the bedroom reading in bed when I heard Phil's exclamation. He was in the room across the hall, which was his office, used mostly for his classwork preparation and grading papers. I assumed it was some frustration from reviewing some classroom work or test papers until I heard it repeated. The third time was more concerning.
"Damn it! How in the world did this happen?" This wasn't sounding like anything associated with classwork. "Stacy, we have a problem."
I put the book on the bedside table and swung my legs off the side of the bed. I was dressed to tease in a semi-sheer nightgown that fell to mid-thigh and offered absolutely no support to my large breasts. I padded barefoot across the hall. He glanced up from looking at his computer and, for a moment, was distracted from whatever was upsetting him. He shook his head and smiled while watching my breasts sway and bounce with each step I took. Of course, I was teasing him with steps that purposely caused motion for my breasts.
But he recovered, his face quickly returning to concern as he motioned to the monitor. I stepped behind him. Not ready to give up on the tease, though, I let my breast sag against the back of his head as I leaned over him to look at whatever was concerning him.
There was a small window open over whatever document he had been reading. I could just make out the school district's name and emblem. The smaller window stole my attention, though. It read simply, 'YOU'VE BEEN HACKED. CALL: 563-555-4912.'
"Is that real?" I asked stupidly. "Sorry," I quickly responded. "Why else would it be there?"
Phil didn't look up from the screen. "I've closed the window three times now, and it just returns." He paused in thought. This was Phil's personal computer, which he mostly used for school review and preparation. I had a tablet I used for email, Facebook, YouTube, and the limited searches I did online. This was also the computer Phil loaded all our videos onto and made copies onto flash drives to view on the large TV. "I ran a virus scan and a malware scan. Whatever this is, it wasn't found in those scans."
"How then?" I asked with deepening concern. Suddenly, all those stories you hear about people losing fortunes came rushing back into my consciousness.
I felt him shrug and only then realized my hands had settled on his shoulders. "It is interesting, though," he continued. He was the technical one of us; I just used simple programs. "It seems all you hear about are situations that encourage someone to click on an internet link that then loads a virus. This is different. This is a window being opened directly on the desktop. No virus or malware is found in the system." It was clear to me that he wasn't talking to me, but he was talking it out to himself. I rubbed his shoulder to encourage him and let him know I was there for him. "The phone number is local, at least our local area code. Whoever it is, they aren't attempting to load a virus. They do want to make contact."
"Does this make sense? Wouldn't they just want to suck all our important data off the system?" I mused, knowing he had probably already had the same thoughts.
"They may have already. However, they did this; they could have been searching the system for some time. They may have found what they need, and it isn't just financial data." I watched as he closed the window again. We waited anxiously. After a couple of minutes, "Nothing. Before, a new window popped open within 30 seconds." I relaxed, and I could feel his shoulders relax, too. I kissed the top of his head.


"Maybe we should change all our passwords. Has it been a while?" I suggested.
"Yeah, good idea. Maybe it was a virus the software isn't familiar with and needs a response to activate. Doesn't make sense, though." Finally, he turned his head up. "Sorry to scare you, Stacy. A false alarm. I'll pull up our password file and go about creating new ones."
"Oh shit," I uttered as I saw a new window pop up on the desktop. This one was more ominous, longer, and threatening: 'DO NOT IGNORE US. If you do not call in the next 10 minutes, we will take action. We have files and videos from your system that you do not want sent to your contact list. CALL 563-555-4912. Both Phil and Stacy must be on a speaker call. You have 10 minutes from now.'
Phil uttered, "Oh shit."
I repeated, "Oh shit."
He pulled out his smartphone, turned, and looked up at me. "Videos," he muttered. "It has to be OUR videos. Those videos. I think this is still going to be about extortion. They will want money."
"Maybe we could call the police," I offered. "Don't they have divisions that specialize in this kind of stuff?"
"In Northeastern Iowa? All they would have to do is send a link automatically to our entire contacts list. Your family and mine. All of our friends and even casual acquaintances. The school. God... the entire school."
He already sounded so desperate it scared the life out of me.
He motioned to a nearby chair. I pulled it next to him, the window on the monitor staring at us as Phil punched in the number, activated the call, and hit speaker.
"That didn't take long," came a casual voice on the other end of the call.
"Who is this?" Phil asked with some force.
"First, if we get any attitude from either of you... is Stacy there, too?"
"I'm here," I responded.
"Okay, as I was saying, if we get any attitude from either of you, the files get sent. If we get a hint that you've contacted the police or any other authority, the files get sent. You should know that we will be using what they call burner phones and changing them out frequently, and our calls will be made from various locations, towns, and areas. Secondly, you will get to know us well in the near future."
"What do you want, then?" Phil asked with a gentler tone. "You want money, right? Isn't it always about money?"
The man on the other end laughed and, for the first time, we could hear that his end was on speaker, also, and there were other men listening by the laughs being added. "You are correct that it is always about money, just not this time."
"Not this time?" Phil asked in surprise. "What else could there be?"
"We are going to meet to discuss that," the man replied.
"Meet?" Phil looked at me as his next words spilled out of his mouth. "How do we know you have anything so important to us?"
There was a heavy sigh on the other end, and we could hear the clicking of his keyboard. My heart sank as I feared he might already be sending whatever he found to our entire contacts list.
Instead, the desktop went dark. We froze. I don't think I breathed. Then, the screen filled with our latest fantasy session video. Not from the start, but the ending where Phil was zoomed in on my gaping asshole, and as he zoomed back out, there was my face clearly visible between my thighs held back and spread. I gasped. Apparently loud enough to be heard over the phone.
"Yes, Stacy. I'll be honest with you. After watching the first video in the file, I thought the best part of you was your magnificent tits. The best part, though, is that shot. The joy on your face, displaying your gaping asshole to the camera. Beautiful," came the man's voice. "We're all in agreement on that, too. Oh, don't get me wrong, Stacy, your tits are still amazing. What was it you said in one of those videos? You wished they could be even bigger? You are interesting, Stacy. We are looking forward to getting to know you very, very well."
"What do you mean by that?" Phil challenged. "What do you mean by getting to know her?"
"Phil," he shot back, "we've been busy with your information for a while. It was that last video that told us it was time to act. See, we decided money isn't everything. We've been doing this for a few years. The internet and wired transfers of funds have made this easy to do anywhere in the country. Let's see here... so you aren't just a teacher of science and math, Phil. Besides your coaching girls' basketball, you have a successful summer basketball camp for girls. The school board and parents wouldn't be very happy, would they? And you, Stacy, a senior volunteer for Future Farmers of America... how much time do you spend with the boys of that group?" Sounds of laughter on the other end. "Stacy, we found your father is one of the fire-and-brimstone preachers back east. What would this do to him if all this came out? We could go on, if you want?"
"No need," Phil responded, much less challenging.
"Oh, we also found your journal, Phil. Interesting stuff. Seems you two shared fantasies in rich detail that never made it to the videos."
"Phil?" I challenged him with. "We agreed there were things we didn't want on video."
"I'm sorry. It was just so..."
"So really, really hot, erotic, and arousing stuff, Stacy. You can't blame him. Well, even if you can, we have it, too. Parts of that might be more damning than the video pieces."
After a long silence, Phil asked again, "If it's not money, what do you want?"
The voice responded calmly, "We've acquired a lot... I mean a lot... of money from others. I'll be honest, Phil, seeing your videos was a godsend. Very simply, what we want is... Stacy."
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CHAPTER 2: COERCION
That last comment over the phone echoed in my brain like it was on a looping play setting: "We've acquired a lot ... I mean a lot ... of money from others. I'll be honest, Phil, seeing your videos was a godsend. Very simply, what we want is ... Stacy."
That's the kind of comment that you hear, but your mind can't get a good grip on. They wanted me. Not money. Me.
Phil, of course, had erupted, but he was warned against ending the call. We would meet face-to-face at a time and place of their choosing. They would communicate by text to provide day, time, and place information.
The first text that came simply read, "Saturday." We waited all morning on Saturday. The second came at noon. It read, "Be at the intersection of Grand and 23rd at 1:15." We were afraid of being late, so we got to the intersection 15 minutes early. Phil parked in a strip mall parking lot.
"If they sent what they had to our contacts, what would it do to you?" Phil asked.
"Destroy me. We would lose everything we have here. It would be a scandal that could hit the papers and spread. Where would we go? Could you even find a teaching job anywhere in the country? I think, though, even worse than us, it would be my parents. You know I don't believe as my father does, but it is his world. He built that church. It would devastate him." I looked at him behind the steering wheel. "It can't happen, Phil." He nodded. He knew before he asked.
"Yeah, same here," he said sadly.
"What are they waiting for?" I asked.
"They're watching right now. They're watching to see if we were followed."
"They're good, aren't they?"
"They've been doing this extortion thing for a while. Yes, they know what they are doing."
I shivered. It still buzzed through my brain: they want me. What did that even mean?
The next text: "The Super -8 motel by the Love truck center." When we arrived, Phil stopped near the office. The next text: "Room 114." Room 114 was the last room down one arm of the L-shape. There were four cars parked in front of the four rooms at that end. We knocked, and the door immediately opened. The room was exactly what it was: a Super-8 room, which meant no frills, a king-sized bed, one chair at a small table, a dresser of sorts, with a TV on top, and a microwave on top of a small refrigerator. Behind was an open door to the bathroom. No frills.
Also inside, though, were four young men about two decades younger than us, upper 20's. They were seated on the edges of the bed. One indicated the only chair and pointed at me. I left Phil's side and sat. Phil moved to the table on the opposite side. It was a gesture, not that it would mean anything if it got physical, not four young men against one middle-aged man.
They were introduced: Benny, Darrel, Frank, and Will. I tried to study them, but they looked so similar, and I was having difficulty concentrating. Then, again, they identified themselves as former geeky classmates who quickly became disenfranchised with the corporate world, with the rules and regulations, and bosses who didn't understand what they were capable of. They went on their own. It sounded like their story was about to go on for a lengthy time when there was a knock on the door that connected to the next room.
We were all looking at each other. The one, Benny, who seemed to be the leader of sorts, added, "We've rented these four rooms. You noticed there is a car in front of each. The manager isn't going to care what's going on. We won't be disturbed."
"What did you mean by you wanted my wife?" I was proud of Phil. I thought Phil saw what I saw. These guys might have the information we were afraid of, but physically, they weren't intimidating.
"What was meant is that you and your wife have fantasies, and she is a hot, mature woman. Let's face it, mature women are a hot deal in porn. So, the first thing that's going to happen is that Stacy is going to get undressed. We want to see that body in person."
Phil reacted with shock and bravado by taking a step as though to protect me, but it was weak. Frankly, we were expecting much more to happen than my simply undressing.
"Don't, Phil," Benny said. "You know you aren't in a position to do anything. Not with us having the information. Do you think you could stop all of us?"
He glanced at me sadly. I gave him a weak smile and stood. We both knew it was an act to test them. Phil returned to leaning against the wall as I began unbuttoning my short-sleeved blouse. They watched intently as my bra came into view with the last of the buttons opened. I had intentionally chosen a bra that looked like a structural engineer had designed it. There was nothing sexy about it, and it controlled my large breasts. I dropped the blouse on the small table. Nobody said anything. Everyone simply waited. I began next with my slacks, again an intentional selection to be as covered as possible. When I pushed them over my hips and down my legs, I balanced with one hand on the table as I pulled my feet from them after kicking my flat-soled shoes off.
I stood straight before the four men in my bra and full panties. Nothing sexy there but the exposed skin.
"Damn," I heard one utter, "that's got to be the biggest bra strap I've ever seen."
"Dude," another uttered in response, "she's a 38 H, remember?"
Benny indicated with a gesture to keep going. I sucked in a deep breath. I glanced at Phil, who was watching intently, too. I thought I saw him in conflict. I felt it. I might not have liked it, but I felt it. Our fantasies were running smack into reality. I had a strong public exposure, humiliation fantasy, while Phil had me in a public fucking fantasy with black guys. Black guys weren't important in my fantasy, but big cocks were.
Benny insisted. I reached behind my back. Four hooks. Industrial strength. One by one, I released the hooks until the cups sagged under the weight of my breasts. I slid the wide shoulder straps meant for comfort off, and for a moment held the cups to my breasts. Finally, I lowered them to expose my breasts, dropping the bra on the table. I heard gasps from in front of me.
"God damn, they look better in real life."
I pushed my full panties down, and they too joined my clothes on the table. Benny indicated for me to turn around, and I did.
"A true blonde," I heard and knew it was a reference to my pubic hair, which was relatively sparse.
That door to the adjoining room suddenly opened. Instinctively, I reacted to the unexpected intrusion by covering my breasts as best I could and holding a hand over my pussy. Three large black men strode into the already crowded room as they owned it, and the four white guys visibly shrank back from them. The largest of them went directly to the door and opened it.
"Okay, you guys have had your weak fun, leave now."
With that, the four white guys moved quickly to the door, turning sideways to get out the door while providing space away from the black man. A moment later, I heard two cars start and quickly leave the parking lot. Phil had stood and moved in front of me.
"What's going on? Who are you guys?" Phil stammered.
In response, the biggest one gave two orders, "You," he pointed at me, "stand in front of the TV. And you," he pointed at Phil, "sit."
The white guys had wielded some level of control because of the information they took from us. This man was pure physical intimidation. He stood between Phil at the side of the room and me at the TV, and nearest to the foot of the bed. The other two black men sat on the foot of the bed, not more than five feet from me, where I stood still trying to cover myself. The man, so far doing all the talking, took position against the side wall on the other side of the small table from Phil, and where all my clothes were.
He looked at me, now joining the other two who hadn't taken their eyes off my naked body. "Drop your hands to your sides." I did immediately. Information or not, this man was controlling and dominant, with or without the information that brought us to the room. He looked from me to Phil, but more often than not to me. "I'll make this simple and short, and we'll come to a mutual understanding."
Dumbly, I nodded as I stood with my hands down at my sides and fully exposed to the three men. One of my fantasies, to be exposed and feel humiliated in front of strangers, was suddenly more real than when it was with the other guys. I couldn't say, though, that it was feeling as erotic and arousing as I had imagined it.
He explained quickly. The other guys were, in fact, geeky hackers who had captured what they said they had from Phil's computer. We already knew that. The difference in the story, though, was that the only gain they were getting from the effort was survival. They had hacked one of their families. It had taken some effort, but they found the guys, recovered the money lost, and were about to exact final punishment when the other guys proposed a resolution that didn't include something physical. They had already pulled information off Phil's computer and negotiated a trade: the files in return for not being hurt severely. I could believe, looking at the three men, that something very, very physical had been intended.
"We came to an agreement. One, that they would set up this meeting. Two, they would give me the only copies of the files they took off your computer. I assure you they did. They never want to see us ever again." I was feeling the same way, but I could tell we wouldn't have the option. "And three," he continued, "they will never operate within this area code again. That will protect our families and friends."
"What does that mean for us?" Phil quietly asked. Whatever bravado Phil had had before was gone. He glanced at me nervously, but I knew what he was feeling: resistance looked futile.
"For you two, nothing has changed except for who controls you. We have the information, and it is an excellent coercive tool for getting and maintaining control over you. Don't you agree, Phil?"
Phil looked up at him, standing before and over him, then glanced at me, standing naked and vulnerable. He simply nodded, but the man continued to wait for an answer. "Yes," Phil finally uttered.
"Okay, good. I think we're making progress here," he responded to Phil's agreement that control seemed to be getting established at some level, at least. "Let's get ourselves understood, then. My name is Thomas, my friends are Aaron and Lonny." Each nodded at the mention of their names. "We have the files securely stored and ready to execute the same threat of sending them to your contacts list as the other guys clearly explained to you. Nothing has changed in that regard. Any questions or doubts regarding that?" He wasn't looking at me, just Phil. Phil shook his head. I could see Phil shrinking away. I didn't really blame him, given the change in the situation, but it left me feeling even more vulnerable and helpless. And, somehow, more exposed, more naked. My fantasy? Damn those fantasies.
Thomas was clearly the leader of the three. Whatever their association, Aaron and Lonny deferred to him. As he talked, I tried to study him. He was about 10 years younger than Phil and me, maybe about 39. As was noted when they entered the room, they were all black. He was bald, probably shaved. I guessed he stood 6' 4", was heavily muscled, and probably weighed more than 250 pounds.
Aaron was maybe a year older, with short black hair, about 6' 2", very fit, but a bit leaner looking. Lonny was a year or so younger than Thomas by his look, also short black hair, about Phil's height (6 feet), but fitter with more muscle.
It had almost helped to divert me by taking in their appearance. That ended abruptly. "Lonny, what do you think about her tits?"
I looked in surprise at Thomas, then quickly shifted my gaze to Lonny, who stood, stepped up to me, and grasped one breast. He fondled it for a moment, shifted his attention to my nipples, then gazed into my eyes as he teased my nipple more.
"Her ... ah ... her tits are really amazing considering her age," he said.
Thomas didn't seem satisfied, "Considering her age? We're not establishing a handicap here, man. What do you think of her tits?"
"Okay, man, easy." He fondled them more, including my nipples again. "As I said, her tits are amazing. Forget the 'for her age'. They are actually still fairly firm. A bit of age-related sag, but damn, these tits are big, why wouldn't they hang some, right? And these soft pink 4" areolas sure stand out on her naked tits, don't they?" Thomas laughed. He seemed more satisfied, but Lonny had more. "Her nipples, though ... I don't know." He looked into my eyes as he teased them with pulling and twists. "Teasing them doesn't do much for you, does it?"
I shook my head. I looked from Lonny to Thomas and Phil and back to Lonny. "My nipples aren't very sensitive," I confessed. "I have always wished they could be more sensitive, but they aren't."
Lonny looked at Thomas, "What do you think?"
Thomas nodded. "Yeah, I think so." Looking directly at me, "I think we can help with that, Stacy. We're not bad guys, we just want to have fun. And, really, if you have fun, it makes it more fun for all of us, right?"
I glanced at Phil. Lonny had been openly and so casually fondling my breasts as they talked and judged them. They were big, but they already knew that. The rest was all detail. Phil was just watching, almost detached.
"Okay," Thomas said, "we learned something more about Stacy. Aaron, your turn. What about her cunt?"
He stayed seated on the bed and wiggled a finger for me to come closer. I did, of course. There was a lot I didn't yet know about all this, but I did know I wasn't with a lot of options. I stepped closer, and he reached out to lightly stroke through my pubic hair.
"Well, obviously, this has to disappear. I like to eat cunt, but I don't like picking hair out of my mouth."
"That's going to be your responsibility, Phil," Thomas said, drawing attention from me for a moment. "If her cunt isn't completely free of hair, I will hold you responsible. Understand?"
"Yes, " Phil muttered.
"Hairless below her head, man. I don't know who, but someone might want to lick her asshole," Aaron added. Thomas added that to Phil's responsibility. Damn, I thought, Phil was responsible for making sure I was shaved below my head? It wasn't just me. Phil was clearly embarrassed by the assignment, not to mention that his wife was being evaluated so casually and blatantly. Aaron wasn't done with his assessment, though. I felt his finger between my legs and was shocked when my legs parted. Had I made that choice consciously? I didn't think so. But it had happened. His finger pressed deeper between my thighs. Then, his next words made me blush bright red. "Damn! Guess who is wet." His finger slid through my lips, grazed my clit, and found my hole. His finger dipped inside, and I couldn't contain a soft moan. Stacy, what are you doing, I wanted to scream at myself. Aaron seemed to answer for me, "Stacy is going to be a fun playmate, I think."
I glanced at Phil and blushed deeper. I mouthed, I'm sorry. He dropped his eyes, but Thomas wasn't about to allow that. "No, Phil, Stacy isn't alone in this. You watch her, watch your wife."
"Okay," Thomas said with authority, "you see what this is. You do as you're told, when you are told, and nobody gets hurt, and nobody gets sent those files. Are we understanding each other?"
I nodded. Phil nodded. Thomas stared at me. "Yes, sir," I responded. Phil repeated it.
"Okay," Thomas said, "we're going to test this." He looked at me, still having my pussy fondled. "Stacy, have you ever fucked a man other than Phil?" I shook my head. "So, you've never sucked a real cock. We know you've suffered from only experiencing a tiny 3-inch penis." I glanced at Phil. I could see that he want desperate to look away, but Thomas wasn't allowing it. "Go to Lonny, Stacy. Take out his cock and suck it hard. When you have it good and hard, he will decide when and how he is going to fuck your cunt."
I nodded, stole a glance at Phil, but his face was dead. I knelt before Lonny and began loosening his belt and jeans. I grasped the waist of his jeans and tugged them down. He lifted his butt, and I tugged them fully down to his feet and off after he had pried his shoes off. He pulled his shirt over his head. Lonny was the smallest of the three at Phil's height, but he was stronger looking, harder muscled. As I reached for the waistband of his shorts, my hand brushed over the front of his crotch. I looked at Lonny. Was it even possible? He watched me with a smile on his face. Thomas's words came back to me, 'real cock'.
I tugged his shorts from under his butt and stopped. I was sure my mouth was hanging open. I knew my eyes were bugging out. I'd fantasized about big cocks, talked to Phil about them in our fantasies. Hell, this was Phil's fantasy: me and black guys with big cocks. I quickly pulled his shorts the rest of the way off his legs and feet, but I don't think my eyes ever left that big black still cock, not hard, not yet.
My fingers grasped it before I thought about it. They were going to fuck me. Fuck me with my husband watching. Fuck me, not because I wanted it, but because they wanted it. But I was holding and lightly stroking my first big black cock. Was I being forced, then? I didn't ask for it, but ...
My hand went around the cock, and I watched it move up from the base to the head. My white hand on the black cock. I was fascinated. My hand covered Phil's cock, but I had to slide my hand up to cover this one, and I slid it up three of Phil's cocks. And the thickness ... the thickness was ... I stopped. I looked at Phil, who was looking dejected. I looked above him at Thomas, who was smiling.
I felt a hand grasp my breast, and I looked down at it, a black hand on my white breast. I followed the blackness to the man and looked into his eyes. I was naked before this man. Naked before all the men, including my husband, who was forced to watch, helpless to do anything but watch. The man I held by his cock was naked. I undressed him. His cock was getting hard in my hand. He was going to fuck me, but not until I got him hard, Thomas said. Then ... this man ... Lonny would decide when he would fuck me and how he would fuck me in my ... my ... my cunt, Thomas had said. My cunt. They called my breasts tits.
I lowered my head to the cock in my hand. I licked the head. I moved my hand as I licked down the shaft until I licked his balls, and then I licked back up the length. Three times bigger. Nine inches. My fantasy. A big cock. Phil's fantasy. A black cock. My mind whirled with thoughts which might have been the reason I never connected that my mouth had gone over the head of the cock. The cock head that filled my mouth. I sucked on the head as I stroked the shaft. I tried pressing down. Phil never reached the back of my mouth. I gagged on this cock when it went to my throat. I gasped and pulled off.
"She tried, Thomas. She actually pushed down far enough to gag," Lonny said to the others. With the saliva on his cock, I stroked it harder as I looked into his face and wiped my mouth with my other hand. He touched my cheek, leaned forward, and kissed me on the lips. I accepted the kiss by pressing back. "You're hungry for a real cock, aren't you, Stacy? You've put up with that pathetic little penis all these years. You were sharing fantasies, but your need, your desire for a real cock was also real, wasn't it, Stacy?"
I gazed into his eyes and nodded. I glanced at Thomas, the alpha of them. I nodded at him. Only when I took the cock back in my mouth did it occur to me that I had not looked at Phil. What did that mean? But what Lonny had said was all true. My fantasy had reflected a true and real desire that would never be quenched by Phil. It never had and never would.


When I felt fingers lifting my chin, lifting my mouth from the cock, I even tried to resist. I had a big cock in my mouth. Then it hit me. I'll be fucked by it, too. I lifted my head and looked at Lonny expectantly. He smiled in recognition. I raised my eyebrows as if they could ask, how do you want me?
"Doggy," he seemed to reply to my facial question. "I want the others to see your magnificent tits bounce and sway as I fuck your cunt." I crawled onto the bed and stopped in the center, my ass facing him. I parted my knees wide. I felt him follow me, then his fingers stroking my pussy ... my cunt. God, what was happening to me? "Damn, Stacy, you're wetter than before. What do you want, Stacy?" he teased.
"You to do me, I want you to do me."
"What do you want, Stacy?"
"I ..." I glanced to the side and found Phil. He was watching helplessly. He looked so defeated. He was, too. I was too, I guessed, but ... maybe not the same. I looked over my shoulder. Lonny was rubbing his cock over my pussy. "I want you to fuck me," I said plainly. "Fill me with your big cock."
"Good girl," he said. He pressed his cock against my pussy, found my hole, and pushed harder. His cock sank inside. Maybe just the head, but I groaned and gasped at the feeling of it. Already it stretched me like I hadn't known. Even the strap-on didn't open me like this. He pressed more of his cock into me, pulled back a bit, and pressed harder. I gasped at the feeling of his thick cock sinking deeper and deeper.
"Oh God," I gasped, "so big compared to ... even the strap-on," I gasped. He pulled back to the entrance, paused, and slammed deeper. "Oh fuck," I cried out.
He did it again and again, thrusting hard and deep, his thighs smacking my butt and thighs. My head hung as I took the pounding, enjoyed the pounding of a real cock, a big cock. Over and over, he pounded into me. I gathered myself and remembered the things I did for Phil to encourage him and his little dick. I squeezed my pussy as he pulled back.
"Her cunt is squeezing me," Lonny said to the other guys.
"Good girl," came Thomas's voice. "It sounds like your wife is a good fuck, Phil. I can't wait for my turn at her cunt. Look at those tits bouncing and swaying underneath her, Phil. A woman like that needs real cock."
I looked their way. Phil's head was turned in my direction, but his eyes were down, not watching any longer. His wife was being fucked, and she was enjoying it. Could I blame him? Did he blame me?
Lonny leaned over me as he thrust into me. He grasped my breast and toyed with my nipple, but he soon moved his fingers to my clit, which was more responsive. He stroked it, and I exploded in a powerful orgasm. He continued to fuck me, and my orgasm continued to roll.
"Oh God, yessssss," I cried out, "yes, yes, yes ... ooooooohhhhh ... yeeeesssssss!" I gasped underneath him with uninhibited release. "Never ... felt anything ... like this ..." I continued with the rolling orgasm.
When he came, I moaned more at the feel of his cock pulsing his cum into me with spurt after spurt of thick cum. When he was done, I remained on my hands and knees as he slowly pulled his nine inches from my spasming pussy. It seemed to take so long.
"Now, Aaron, Stacy," came Thomas's voice.
I didn't look at Phil; I turned in the other direction, where Aaron had been sitting. He must have stood to watch because he was returning to sit on the foot of the bed again. I backed off the bed and bumped into Lonny, who turned me around into his arms. He pulled me tight and kissed me. My breasts smashed against this stranger, my pussy leaking his cum, his cum-smeared cock pressed into my abdomen. He kissed me hard, and I lustily returned it. He smacked my butt and turned me to face Aaron.
I looked down at Aaron as Lonny fondled my butt as he said, "She's a good fuck," as he smacked my butt again.
"Are you a good fuck, Stacy?" Aaron asked as I sank to my knees before him, my fingers working his belt and zipper.
"You need to determine that, sir," I uttered as my fingers worked quickly to pull his jeans and shorts over his hips at the same time. I gasped and stopped when I saw it, a semi-hard black cock that was big, maybe a bit bigger. I looked up at him as he completed pulling his shirt over his head, and a look of excitement spread over my face. I shifted to remove his shoes and socks before tugging his jeans and shorts from his legs and feet. I leaned forward, already grasping his cock at the base and holding it up, my lips immediately kissing and licking the length of the shaft. As it hardened with my licking and sucking, I knew it was an inch longer and just as thick as Lonny's. I had his cock in my mouth as I strained my head and eyes up to meet his. He was watching intently, his eyelids lowering occasionally in enjoyment, his cock getting harder and harder. I licked down the shaft, savoring the feel of it against my tongue, and the feel of the veins on the hard shaft. Retaking the head in my mouth, my mind screamed at me, 'This is your fantasy. Your big cock fantasy.'
I felt his hand on my head as he pressed my mouth down his cock. I tried again, tried taking more, but once again I gagged and pulled off, looking up at him, again wiping my mouth of saliva from the effort.
"I was right there," he exclaimed. "She got me just into her throat."
"Did you hear that, Phil?" Thomas said loud enough for all of us to hear. "Your sexy, big-titted wife took his cock to her throat. I don't imagine your tiny dick even got far into her mouth. Too bad, man, she'll be deepthroating in no time. We already know she wants anal and lots of it, right? She'll be giving us all three holes."
Still sucking Aaron's hard cock, I remembered it was up to him when and how I would be fucked next. I used my eyes and realized I was pleading with him to do it, to take me however he wanted me. The thought of them making me do deepthroat, using all three holes at their whim, had me so turned on, I couldn't believe it. What was happening to me? Coerced into sex with men I didn't know and ... and enjoying it? Wanting it?
I stared up at him as I sucked his cock hard. "You going to be our three-hole slut, Stacy?" he asked, our eyes held. I closed my eyes with his cock still in my mouth. Oh God, I thought, Phil was watching. I was sure, without looking, that he would have heard the question and was watching. They would all be watching. Aaron's finger stroked my cheek softly. I opened my eyes, and he was smiling down at me and I could see he was waiting for my answer, as they all probably were. I surrendered. I gave a slight nod. It didn't really matter, not really. They were going to do what they wanted, have what they wanted, and make me into whatever they wanted. I shut my eyes tight as I sucked. All the things I confessed desire for in our fantasies were on those videos and Phil's journals. They knew all my desires, everything I dreamed of doing.
I felt him lift my mouth off his cock. "Reverse cowgirl," was all he said, but when he positioned himself lying on the bed, I saw he was in direct line with Phil. Oh no, I thought. Did they have to do that to him, too? Force him to see me fucking this big cock. But, as I knelt over Aaron's hips, raised the cock and slowly sank down over it, I remembered, this is also Phil's fantasy. As I sat there with half of the hard black cock inside me, I looked at Phil. His eyes weren't on my eyes; they were focused on the black cock in my pussy. His fantasy is becoming real. He didn't look sad at the moment. He was somewhere else. His fantasy. His wife was being fucked by a big black cock ... finally. Even though it was my second already, this one, he could watch the way he fantasized. His wife, with a 10-inch cock buried inside her married pussy.
This fuck was no pretending. Lonny had fucked me magnificently. He had fucked me. This time, with Aaron, I was fucking him. Aaron was relatively passive as I had to move up and down on his cock in full view of Phil. Not just Phil, either. Thomas leaned against the wall, watching with interest, too. I imagined him thinking about how he was going to fuck me next. Lonny came into view, too. He was finishing dressing as he stood against the wall on the other side of Phil.
I blushed a bright red. How silly? I'd been naked for as long as they had been in the room. I'd been fucked once, sucked two cocks, and now I blushed at the exposure to these intentionally watching men, one my husband. Exhibitionism. Exposed, displayed blatantly, obscenely. Wasn't it another fantasy, though? Were all my fantasies real to be experienced, or stimulation methods for our playtime? God ... these men knew every fantasy I ever expressed in a video or that Phil recorded in his journal. They knew it all.
I fought to hold off on my next orgasm, to have it with Aaron. I wasn't sure why I was doing that, but it seemed important at the moment. I failed, though, but my spasming pussy may have stimulated his release soon after.
No rest, though. Aaron nudged me in the back, "One more for today, Stacy."
I looked ahead at Thomas standing against the wall, unmoving, standing next to Phil. He didn't move. He wasn't coming to the bed, but remained next to my husband. I rose on my knees, the slick cock slowly exposed as I rose to get off it. I heard it smack lightly on his abdomen when I was fully off it. I didn't look back. I didn't look at Phil. Thomas still didn't move. Did he really intend for me to suck him while standing alongside my husband? Hadn't he been through enough just watching from a distance? Did they need to do this, too?
I crawled to the edge of the bed and off it. I went to my knees immediately and crawled the short distance to Thomas, right next to my husband. I could reach just to the side and touch him, but I wasn't sure I should. Would that be cruel or not? I finally did as I settled on my knees before Thomas. I stroked his thigh and glanced up at him. I tried to express with my eyes that I was sorry. Sorry for what, I wondered, though. No, I was sorry for his pain, his humiliation, his loss of some part of him, perhaps, that related to his manhood, of being a husband. I wasn't sure, but I tried to express something of that to him.
Our eyes met for an instant, but was broken by Thomas as though he noticed it and was taking back control.
"How do you like big cock, Stacy? That was your fantasy, right? Big cock. Of course, big black cock fucking you was Phil's fantasy, but you wanted big cock, too. You wanted it in your ass, too, didn't you?"
I glanced at Phil and saw the recognition there. Our fantasies would be used against us or for us, depending on perspective. I suddenly remembered another of his fantasies. At the time, I had been surprised that he confessed it to me, but it had provided interesting role play. Being cucked. He had expressed a desire to be cucked. Did these men notice that in watching the videos? God, how much had he put into his journal about it, his even more private thoughts that I hadn't been aware he was writing.
I looked up, and Thomas was waiting. I removed his shoes before opening his belt and zipper. Standing as he was made it easier, his jeans and shorts falling from his hips. I assisted his feet from his jeans, but didn't feel him using me to balance. A quick glance showed his hand on Phil's shoulder for balance. Thomas was much more dominant than the others. He wouldn't let Phil detach from what was happening.
When Thomas's jeans dropped, though, my attention froze directly in front of me. Another big black cock, but not like the others. Not exactly. Thomas was a couple of inches longer than even Aaron's. A 12-inch cock, nearly hard, seemed to stare at me as it pointed directly at my face. I leaned forward as I held his pant legs for him to step out of, and my mouth opened and took the larger, bulbous head into my mouth without the use of my hands.
Once I could use my hands, I wrapped both around his cock as I sucked on the head. I pulled back and kissed the head. I saw my hands, not quite able to go around his cock, and more black shaft showing between my hands and above them for me to suck. A 12-inch cock. I had managed Aaron and Lonny's cocks. Could I take a 12-inch one, too?
Thomas didn't let me suck on his pole for long. He assisted me up and moved us to the opposite side of the table from where Phil sat, causing Lonny to have to move from his position where he had watched me riding Aaron. Thomas pressed me over the small table onto my elbows. I felt my large breasts hang and swing against the cool surface and felt Phil's eyes on me. The table was small, and my face was at the opposite edge, not more than a couple of feet from Phil.
Thomas thrust his cock into my surely gaping pussy, and I cried out. I didn't know how much of it went in with the initial thrust, but it felt like most of it. This wasn't just humiliation of Phil. It hit me, too. He was making sure we both knew we had lost control of our lives. This would mark our acceptance, our full and complete acceptance of our fate. I would be used by them as they wished, and Phil would be compliant about it all. I was losing any control over what happened to me, and Phil was losing any say about it. This final fuck of me, my face so near Phil's as it happened, was the final exclamation point.
I couldn't help but look at Phil and him at me. Surely, that was the point of fucking me like that. Thomas's cock wasn't just longer, it was thicker, and it opened my pussy deep inside me. After a few more thrusts, it wasn't his thighs against my butt that was telling, but that his cock bumped at the end of my pussy. His cock was too big, too long.
He grabbed my waist and pulled me back against his thrusts. I groaned and flinched with each bump against the top of my pussy. "Don't worry, Stacy," he said, "I'll stretch your ... cunt to take the rest. Your videos said over and over... how you desire big cock," gasped, but seemed determined to express. "And you, Phil, your recurring fantasy... was for Stacy to be fucked... by big black cock."
I stared into Phil's eyes and he into mine. We had nothing left. They knew it all. Would we ever be the same?
One more hard thrust and Thomas's thighs smacked against me. "Fuck," I called out with the realization. "Fuck," I repeated, looking into Phil's eyes, "I have 12 inches... of cock inside me!" I gasped.
Two more thrusts and I orgasmed while looking at Phil. It was only my first orgasm on Thomas's cock, though. He fucked me and fucked me. His stamina was amazing. As amazing as his cock. My fantasy. Phil's fantasy. Defeated. Yes, defeated, but I orgasmed again as he climaxed in my clenching and spasming pussy.
Never the same. We'll never be the same again.
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** I have to apologize: I only now realized I never posted this last chapter to the story. I hope you enjoy. **
CHAPTER 12: A NORMAL (?) OFFICE DAY
"I'll say this about Patti," Mr. C commented, "she is dedicated to this interview process of hers."
I chuckled. We were standing in the doorway to his office. I was leaning back into him with one of his hands fondling my big breasts and the other between my parted legs as he leaned slightly over me. My pussy was of course wet and my nipples were hard and my hand was behind me stroking his growing, massive cock through his slacks.
"She's a very committed woman," I offered in response. "She certainly enjoys her job."
From our vantage point, we could see Patti on her hands and knees on one of the beds with one of the men from the Operations group. She was being plowed quite firmly by him and, though she was not facing the glass wall, she was enjoying this 'interview', too. She had made it through half of the men and several of the women of the office by sticking to her three-a-day plan. Each session was concluded with climaxes, she had told me. She would return to her office and enter notes of each while the discussion and sexual confirmation were still fresh in her mind ... and body. Her process was evolving, she said. Not only was she interested in capturing the comments the person gave, but she wanted to capture the enthusiasm and initiation of the sex afterward. So much of the sex in the office was slam-bam with time constraints and the hour scheduled for these reviews allowed more leisure in the approach. Perhaps, if she noted a change in enthusiasm or interest in the more relaxed opportunity, the review process might capture something to pay attention to. It didn't seem anyone in the office was convinced about the process but nobody was against spending an hour with Patti.
"So ... ohoooooo," I began and modified as one of his fingers went between my pussy lips and into my hole, "... mmmm ... ahhh ... you have ... been scheduled ... with her ... tomorrow morning." His calendar was linked to my system so I would always know (and could remind him) of meetings.
He pinched a nipple and I gasped, my eyes closing as the jolt shot through me and a second finger plunged in.
"Morning, Joe ... Abby." I slit my eyes open just enough to recognize Mr. Peterson approaching from his office next to Mr. C's. The nature of the office was then exhibited. Mr. C never paused in his fondling of me, nor did my obvious enjoyment of his fondling with my nakedness on full display as it happened. In addition, Mr. Peterson closed on us and without any hesitation added his fingers to my other erect nipple. With both nipples being delightfully tormented, my knees bent slightly to feel Mr. C's fingers inside me deeper but they were already pressed to the last knuckle.
"With Patti fucking up a storm each day on top of the normal activity around here it has become quite distracting, hasn't it?" Mr. Peterson casually commented as they both continued on me. "I realized I'd been calling for Sara every day."
Mr. C chuckled. "Not that Sara would mind."
Mr. Peterson laughed, "Yeah, but still, there are plenty of others she enjoys being with, too."
My legs were flexing as I humped the fingers in my pussy. It should be shameless the way I wanted their attention on my body fully displayed to the rest of the office but it wasn't. Not for me. Not here.
Mr. C moved his mouth next to my ear and spoke softly but not so softly that Mr. Peterson wouldn't easily hear. "The office is extra stimulating these days," he commented on the obvious, "ready to relieve both of us?"
I nodded enthusiastically and began turning and dropping to my knees but was stopped by Mr. C holding me up. He led me into his office. The new conference room was meant for threesomes and more but we would have to make do the old way with Patti busy with the interview. Both men loosened belts and slacks as we entered the office. Mr. C went to one of his desk drawers holding his pants with one hand while reaching into the drawer with the other. He came out with a tube of lubrication which he flipped to Mr. Peterson who released his pants and squeezed some gel onto his erect cock and began stroking it over the shaft. At the same time, Mr. C led me to the couch on the far window wall. He released his pants to fall to his feet before sitting in the middle of the couch. He held his huge cock vertical without a word. None was needed. I knew exactly what was expected and what was coming. This exact thing also happens at home only it is Mrs. C with a strap-on.
I carefully placed my knees on either side of him and wiggled into position facing him. He immediately took one breast and nipple into his mouth as I took his cock to align it to my ready pussy. When I felt the bulbous head at my hole, I settled down a few inches and gasped as it spread my lips and hole. His big cock always brought a gasp and moan at the initial penetration and long after, too.
I rode up and down on the cock several times, adjusting my position on the couch as I did. Then I felt it. A shiver ran up my spine. The first touch of the gel to my asshole when already stuffed with Mr. C's cock in my pussy. It doesn't matter what size the second cock is when the double penetration is with Mr. C. There is the sense of being stuffed with cock and then there is this.
At the first touch of Mr. Peterson's cock at my asshole, I pushed against both cocks, Mr. C driving deeper and Mr. Peterson spreading my initially reluctant sphincter. In a moment, though, his lubed cock head penetrated through my sphincter with a groan from both of us. He paused for only a couple of short moments before pressing deeper, pulling back, and pressing harder. Mr. C's cock in my pussy squeezed my anal cavity smaller and heightened the sensations coming from each.
Mr. C had switched nipples while his hand was mauling the other hanging breast. Mr. Peterson had his hand around my waist to strum my clit as he aggressively plowed into my asshole and Mr. C flexed his hips up to drive his cock in short strokes.
I orgasmed, first. All the stimulation from the two men while their cocks plowed into my holes was overloading. My holes began spasming, clenching, and massaging the cock in each hole as I cried out, moaned, and struggled to assist in continuing the fucking to bring them both to climax. It wasn't long after that I felt my ass being washed with cum, then my pussy being flooded.
I sagged onto Mr. C as I gasped for breath. Mr. Peterson sagged, too, but caught most of his weight with his hands on the back of the couch. It was several moments before I felt the cock in my ass retreating. I sank fully onto Mr. C, his cock still buried inside me. Mr. Peterson made his exit quietly. I was quite content to sit on Mr. C's cock.
* * * *
A couple of hours after the double penetration in Mr. C's office, I was standing at the copy machine watching it churn out copies of a proposed presentation. The Partners were meeting the next day and, despite electronic copies, they still found it easier to make notes on paper for discussion.
I felt someone bump against my bare butt. "Hey, Abby." I knew it was Todd from Ms. Benson's group. "How is your day?"
I turned around and threw my arms around his neck. I gazed into his eyes, "I'm horny."
He chuckled. "Again or still?"
I kissed him on the lips and pressed my pelvis into his groin. I like what I felt already waiting there. "Silly," I exclaimed, "still." I kissed him again and his hands were on me, covering my back and ass with strokes and pulling us tightly together.
He took a half step back and bent over enough to suck on each erect nipple while fondling the breasts. "Ooooo ... that feels good, Todd." I sighed, then, "It's been ... a while for us."
He pulled his mouth from my breasts, "Don't I know it," he affirmed with a chuckle.
My hand dropped to his covered crotch and I squeezed the hardened cock underneath. "One of the beds or ...?"
"Or," he replied. "Old fashioned. Here in front of everyone."
I laughed. "Wouldn't old-fashioned be missionary on the bed?"
"Not in this office," he said.
We were both laughing as I turned and bent over the copier and spread my feet wide. I heard the zipper lower and his pants falling to his feet. I thrust my ass out toward him, felt his cock at my pussy, and he thrust powerfully in.
"Mmmmm ..." he muttered, "... someone's ... been busy ... today." He managed to get a word or two out between powerful thrusts.
"Ooooo ... yessss ... gooooooddd," I gasped. "I'd offer ... my ass ... but it's .... mmmmm ... messy, too."
I squeezed around the cock pummeling me. He groaned. I joined him.
Sara appeared leaning on the copier next to me. "Your copies are finished," she laughed.
"Mmmmm ... but ... I'm not," I gasped.
She laughed and dropped to her knees and snaked between me and the copier. I gasped at the touch of her tongue on my clit. I heard Todd groan and guessed she was massaging and stroking his balls as he fucked me.
"OH ... GOD ..." I exclaimed.
"OH ... FUCK ..." Todd cried out.
Todd pulled out of my pussy and I pulled Sara up and crushed her with a kiss. "Damn, that... felt good," I said between kisses.
* * * *
I kicked off my heels in the general direction of my locker and stripped off the stockings. The office was emptying and I waved as I passed several of them exiting as I made my way to the showers. Some days I didn't feel the need. This time, I needed one.
And there was Patti just standing under the spray of water leaning against the wall braced on her forearms. I turned her around and stepped under her shower with her. I pressed our naked, wet bodies together and looked her in the eyes. A faint smile showed on her lips as she leaned in to kiss me with her arms going around my neck. I returned the kiss and we found ourselves humping and grinding the other's thighs.
I broke the kiss and slid down her body, kissing and licking from her mouth, over her chin, neck, chest, each breast and nipple, down her stomach, abdomen, and mound. I gave her clit a long, hard lick before lowering further to slide my hardened tongue through her lips and into her well-used hole. She gasped, leaned back against the wall, and held my head gently with one hand to encourage my efforts. I glanced up as I flicked her clit and found her fondling her own breast with eyes closed and water cascading over her.
I noticed peripherally someone else joining us in the showers, another shower turned on. It could have been almost anyone but likely one of the other women. I wasn't more distracted than that awareness as I kept my mouth and attention on Patti's pussy.
She cried out with orgasm and I struggled to keep my mouth over her pussy and my tongue in her hole as she squirmed and wiggled. When she calmed, I licked my way back up to her mouth.
That was when I noticed Tamara under the shower next to us. Her hands were between her dark-skinned, spread legs, the look on her face was both serene and aroused. The shower heads were also hand-held with removable heads. Once removed, a smooth ball was exposed that could be inserted into the pussy. That was what was giving her the pleasure evident on her face. We used it, of course, to clean out our pussies after an active day ... or during an especially active day.
"A date with Miles, tonight?" I asked while still pressing against Patti.
She opened her eyes. "I didn't want to interrupt you guys but ... yeah ... we're meeting at a pub near his place."
"A clean pussy ... sounds like a fun night ahead," Patti offered.
Tamara giggled with a nod. "He got me to admit what I liked sexually and I included a slow pussy eating. You're so good, Abby. Anyway, he's become quite intent on improving his skill in that department." She turned the water off to reassemble the shower head and turned it back on to give herself a final rinse. "I want to encourage his efforts and he's getting quite good." She giggled. "Listen to me. Anyway ... yes ... I want to give him a cleaned-out pussy for his interest."
"Wow," Patti added with perhaps a bit of envy, "a big, thick cock AND willing to eat you ... lucky girl."
She turned off the water and joined us to give each of us a kiss. As she backed out of the shower area, "That's pretty much how I feel."
She turned and almost bumped into Mr. C standing in the opening holding a towel out to her. She giggled, and took it with thanks, to dry off and tend to her hair and makeup.
He leaned against the opening with arms crossed. "How are the interviews progressing, Patti?" he asked with a sly smile.
"Hmmmm ... quite well, Joe. No concerns that I've discovered, yet."
"Well," he offered with a chuckle, "it's clear you are giving the effort your full attention and energy."
I think Patti blushed but it was difficult to tell in the subdued lighting of the shower room.
* * * *
"You guys are late," came Mrs. C's voice after the door connecting the house with the garage closed behind us.
Mr. C led the way into the kitchen where his wife stood putting the finishing touches to the dinner she prepared. "Sorry, dear," he said as he took her in his arms from behind and kiss her neck. "Someone was helping Patti Adams clean up after another day of evaluations. And, it wasn't me."
She patted his thigh and looked around him at me. "So, how is she holding up? Is she used this much sex on a regular basis?"
I laughed. "No, I don't think she is but she's getting there. This will be the heaviest sexual week of her life, I think."
"Quite a sacrifice for the firm, it sounds like," she teased. We all laughed. There wasn't a woman in the office that wasn't envious of spending so much of the day in the bedroom as the remodeled conference room had become quickly known.
I then commented, "I'll go up and change. Looks like white tonight?"
"You know you don't have to match," she responded.
I stepped up behind Mrs. C and kissed the back of his neck. "I think he enjoys seeing the two of us matched." She was wearing an apron but what she was wearing underneath was white heels, sheer white thigh-high stockings, and semi-sheer white lace shelf-bra. When I had started with them as a couple, I was encouraged to be naked in their home like I was at the office, at the time on the 5th floor. Mrs. C had soon begun exploring the pleasures of exhibitionism at that time and took to it quickly, much to Mr. C's delight and encouragement. As Mr. C frequently said, can't beat having two naked, beautiful, and sexy women in his life.
I hustled upstairs to my bedroom which was mostly used for my clothes which had ballooned, especially my lingerie. I selected the matching items Mrs. C was wearing and quickly bounced back down the stairs to rejoin them. None of my bras provided much support anymore. They weren't intended to. The shelf-bras didn't and all the others were selected more for sheerness and cleavage. They enjoyed displaying me and my natural E-cups and I enjoyed them doing so.
Mr. C was seated at his usual position at the table as we brought the plates and bowls of food into the dining room. It wasn't that he wouldn't have done his share of helping but that Mrs.. C and I insisted on doing it for him. He appreciated how we took care of him. He would give us soft touches on our bare butts or exposed nipples. When we weren't wearing bras, he would softly fondle a hanging, swaying breast as either of us bent over near him.
We stood back from the table side by side and surveyed the contents. We were dressed similarly... and barely ... but we weren't that similar. Mrs. C was about twice my age, she was a C-cup and I was a natural E-cup. Given either age or size, our breasts sagged without the shelf-bras. Not that either of us cared and Mr. C enjoyed our bouncing and swaying.
Satisfied we hadn't forgotten anything, we sat on either side of him: Mrs. C on his right and me on his left. He reached out with both hands and pinched a nipple on both of us. Mrs. C looked across the table at me and we both smiled. I smiled as I raised my wine glass to them in a salute and took a sip. How could an exhibitionistic, sex-hungry, young woman not be grateful to find herself in such a loving home?
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CHAPTER 3: BIG COCK ANAL
The rest of that Saturday and much of the next day seemed as quiet as a cemetery vault. There were sounds outside the house, but Phil and I seemed to be doing a quiet dance of avoiding each other.
Sunday afternoon, Phil came into the family room from his home office. "I'm sorry, Stacy," he said softly and contritely.
I turned on the couch where I sat, largely ignoring the book I had open on my lap. "No, Phil, I'm sorry. It had to hurt you a lot to see me orgasm with those guys."
"Orgasm a lot," he softly said, and I saw the smile on his face.
"Yes, that's why it must have hurt you. I did orgasm a lot."
He shook his head as he came to sit next to me on the couch. I tossed the book on the coffee table without marking my place. "No, you shouldn't be sorry about that. A big cock is one of your fantasies. To have it become real ... well, how could you not enjoy it?"
I leaned into him, "That happened to be your fantasy, too. Big black cocks fucking me," I reminded him.
He chuckled, "Probably why I had the hardest erection of my life."
I laughed with him and hugged his arm, "So what do you have to be sorry about?"
"All of this was my fault, don't you see? I was the one who wanted to make the videos instead of just doing the role-playing. I was the one who kept a sex fantasy journal. You heard what the other guys said. They were only searching for documents that might contain financial data. The method I used for marking dates looked like a long string of numbers. When they found it and skimmed it, they found the reference to the videos. I am sorry, Stacy." He took a deep breath. "They have all our fantasies. I even documented some in the journal that you didn't want on the video."
I was quiet for a moment. That undoubtedly made him feel even worse. That wasn't my intention, though, so I responded quickly. "What's done is done, Phil. There is nothing we can do about any of that now. I guess, on the bright side ... well, maybe some of our fantasies become reality. Can that be all bad?" I was trying to put on a strong face.
"Yes, it very possibly can," he responded. "We don't know how long they intend to control us like this. We don't know how they might use or interpret our fantasies or how far they might extend them perversely. They have no limits binding them."
I stroked his arm. "I know all that. I was the one fucked, remember? Three guys I didn't know, one after the other, I was forced to suck and fuck. The way they fucked me, Phil, they aren't going to be done with us for a while. Maybe, though, if we don't give them too much trouble, they'll reconsider. What choice do we have?"
None, of course. If that gave him some conciliation, good. I didn't believe it, though. The way they fucked me showed me they enjoyed the control, especially Thomas. I had little hope that Thomas would change his mind once he had control.
* * * *
Tuesday night, my cell phone rang. The number didn't have an identification. I thought for a moment, and another ring, "Hello?"
"I will be there in about 30 minutes. Be naked."
"Thomas?"
"30 minutes."
"Did I hear you say, Thomas?" Phil asked as he came out of his home office.
"He'll be here in 30 minutes. He wants me naked," I repeated the call.
"Here? He's coming to our home?" Phil asked dumbly.
"No limits, remember? That's what we acknowledged. They have no limits binding them." I turned for the bedroom, "I need to get ready. He might be early." Phil stood stunned as I walked past him into the bedroom across from his office.
I didn't know what to expect. No, I was pretty sure he wanted to fuck me since he wanted me naked. But was there something else, too? How did we end up like this? No, I knew the answer to that. Resigned to Thomas coming into our home without invitation, I took a quick shower, used the razor quickly over my pussy and ass. I shaved every day, but with him coming now... better to be safe and bare down there. I brushed my teeth, combed and brushed my hair, and checked myself in the bathroom mirror. What was I checking? I was naked. I heard my phone alarm go off. I had set it for 10 minutes early just in case. I left the room and wandered down the hall to the family room ... and waited nervously. At our home. Truly no limits.
The doorbell chimed, and I stood. Before I left the family room, though, I heard the door open. Then I heard Thomas's voice, "Evening, Phil. I hope you don't mind my stopping by. I just had to see Stacy again. Okay, I'll be honest, I just had to fuck your wife again."
Nothing subtle about that, I thought, as I walked up behind Phil. Phil didn't reply. I don't think he could think of what to say. What would he say? No problem, Thomas? Anytime, of course? No, please come in and fuck my wife? Or, Hey, I'm sure Stacy is missing your big cock, too?
"Wow. Damn, Stacy," Thomas said upon seeing me walk toward the front door. "I love your big tits. I mean, I saw them plenty on Saturday, but ... wow, seeing them when you walk. A real piety, you ever have to have clothes on."
I blushed as I walked up to him. I didn't know how I should greet this man intruding into our lives and taking our lives over, but I hoped to limit a greeting to a chaste kiss on the cheek for Phil's sake, if there had to be anything like that. I didn't get the chance to limit it, though.
Thomas pulled me into his arms, his hands stroking over my naked back and butt. He captured my mouth with his and kissed me hard, his thick lips nearly consuming mine. It was a long kiss, long enough that one of his hands came around to fondle my breast. He finally pulled his head back but kept me tightly against his body. His fingers were toying with a nipple.
"Low sensitivity, huh?" he asked.
Phil broke his silence, "She's been that way forever. Too bad because she's so stimulating, otherwise." He abruptly stopped, perhaps realizing how much he had said. I turned awkwardly in Thomas's arms. Awkward because I was naked in Thomas's clutches after a long kiss, and he was still fondling me.
"Maybe there is something that can be done about that," Thomas said matter-of-factly as if talking about repairing a flat tire on the car. "Take me to the bedroom, Stacy. I have to feel you around my cock again." I took his hand, and as we passed Phil, Thomas added, "We might be a while, Phil."
God, in our home, was bad enough, but did he have to belittle Phil in the process? I could endure the fucking. Hell, my body responded to it even though my mind and emotions struggled. But, Phil ...
We entered the bedroom, and he laughed. "You turned down the covers. You anticipated this, didn't you?" I blushed. But of course I did. Why else would he come here? He didn't close the door. It was like he almost hoped Phil would see us fucking.
"I'm going to tell you something, Stacy. If it goes to your head, that's fine. We stayed in that ratty motel room for hours after you and Phil left. There was only one topic of discussion ... you. We were all in agreement. You are a hell of a fuck. Maybe you know, or maybe you don't, but mature women are a big thing in porn. We can attest to that now. Every one of us said you were the best fuck of our lives. Understand what that means. We've all had a lot of women. Younger and our age. You ... damn, you're older, and we wished we had kept you in that room for another fuck. The best thing about that is that we're just getting started."
I stood before him, not knowing what to say or if there was anything I could say. He put his hand between my legs, and I opened them for him. He smiled as he slid a finger through my pussy lips. "Damn, Stacy, you're wet." He stared into my eyes. "Your fantasy, right? Being fucked by big cocks?" I blushed and nodded as his finger continued sliding through my pussy. "We think your fantasies are going to be fun for all of us to live out."
Cursing my body betraying me and resigned to what was expected, I began unbuttoning his shirt without any direction from him. It was obvious he came to fuck me. I knew it, and Phil knew it. Phil had received Thomas into our house, our house, meekly, resigned, timid, maybe even compliant. He stood by while Thomas took me and fondled me in front of him; his wife, who had been directed to be naked when he arrived. He didn't flinch or react in any other way when Thomas calmly said we were going to the bedroom, his bedroom.
As I removed Thomas's shirt, I leaned into him, kissing the slabs of muscle that made up his chest. If I struggled with what was happening, struggling with the concept of not having control over myself, my body didn't seem to have the same conflict as I felt a surge of arousal in my pussy as I did it, kissing his chest, the nipples, and sliding my hands over his upper body. I shivered with a new awareness my fantasies hadn't touched. It wasn't only a big cock, but a powerful, dominant man the cock was attached to. That was Thomas, even more so than the other two men.
"Good girl," he uttered. "You know what has to happen, so just accept it." I might not be able to really accept what was happening, but I could try to avoid conflict. In fact, I felt it was important to avoid conflict with these guys.
My fingers moved down his upper body to his belt and slacks. I worked the belt loose and began with the clasp and zipper. What was it about Phil? We'd been married and happy. Hadn't we? Together for 24 years and in our upper 40's, we begin expressing our fantasies. Why? An expression of something missed in life? What did it say that I had such strong fantasies about being used, while Phil's included my being used and him being ... what is it that he even thinks about being cucked? How real was that for him?
All that was a flash in my mind, and it was instantly overwritten in my mind when I pulled his slacks and shorts down to expose his soft cock. If I felt a surge in my pussy before, it flooded at the very sight of his cock. After decades of only fucking a 3-inch penis, and only recently adding a 7-inch strap-on for Phil to wear over his penis, it seemed impossible that even Lonny's thick, 9-inch could be taken inside me. Every one of those cocks, though, was an overload of stimulation.
I pushed Thomas back to sit on the edge of the bed. I knelt before him, my fingers first taking his cock, and my lips kissing the huge, bulbous head of his cock. Only after moments of that did I tear myself from it to removed his shoes and socks, then his slack and shorts completely off. I wasted no time in returning my fingers to his cock, stroking over the length and feeling it respond to just my touch. I leaned forward, eager to feel it on my tongue and lips before taking the head into my mouth to suck. The head was large enough that even swirling my tongue around it was difficult, but it might actually have provided a firmer feel for him. I smiled internally at the thoughts and arousal I felt just from having his cock in my hands and mouth. And in my pussy fucking me ... I was in anxious anticipation of feeling those powerful orgasms again.
I guess my mind, my consciousness, was lost on his cock because I felt his hands encouraging me up. I momentarily resisted until I realized his cock was straining hard in my mouth and hands. Both of my hands were around his cock, and my mouth was sucking. God, what a cock. How does such a cock fit inside me? Only the elasticity of the vagina could account for that.
Sitting on the edge of the bed with me standing between his legs, my fingers refusing to stop playing over his hard cock, he slipped his hand between my legs. He smiled, "Your cunt is flooding, Stacy. You need a good, hard fucking?"
I nodded while my eyes held his unflinching. Nothing happened. He wants to hear me say it. Yes, that's it. Verbalizing my desire, my need, would drive home my acceptance of all this, my willingness to give him, give them, what they want. My acceptance of being under their control.
"Yes, Thomas, I need to be fucked by your monster black cock."
His finger probed into my wet pussy and slowly sawed in and out. "Does the black fantasy mean something to you, too? You don't seem to fail to mention our cocks are black." God, he teases. Now two of his thick fingers are moving inside me, his thumb bumping my clit.
"Phil's fantasy. I mean, it was just Phil's fantasy. But, you guys being black and big and strong and having big cocks ..." God listen to me talk to him, "... you aren't fantasy to me. You are the embodiment of the fantasy, even the porn mystic. Your bodies, your attitudes, your commanding nature ..." I nod at the continued thoughts, "... your cocks and how you fuck me ... to me it isn't a thought that is arousing but a reality that is consuming and dominant." I stared at him. My fingers and hand were moving with strong strokes over his cock. His two fingers were thrusting into my sopping pussy. "I need to be fucked. I need to be fucked hard and deep. Please, Thomas, fuck me."
He backed onto the bed and lay back. "Last time, I fucked you. This time, you fuck me."
I crawled over his legs until I was over his hips. I raised up on my knees and grabbed his thick cock and raised it, rubbed the head against my pussy, located my hole, and settled down just enough to feel it stretch me open as the head sank inside.
"Ooohhhh God," I gasped, "your cock ... God help me ... it feels so good."
"Nice change after putting up with a sad, little dick all these years?" he taunted.
"Speaking of my husband," I responded as I pushed down to take several more inches into me, "the last time you fucked me it was bent over that little table, so I was face to face with Phil as you fucked me." He looked back with a smile. "You have me to use, that's what you want, isn't it? Do you need to humiliate Phil?"
He reached up and took my nipples in his fingers and watched my relative non-response. I felt his touch, felt when he pinched them. I just didn't feel the arousal he was after, or what I would have liked. "I want your nipples responsive."
"So do I," I replied, "but they're not."
"They will be," he uttered and gasped as I pulled up and thrust down harder until his cock hit the top of my pussy again. I wondered how many times fucking him would it take to stretch my pussy for his size, so this wouldn't happen every time.
"Hmmm ..." I gasped after pulling back up and thrusting down so I was sitting on him. Damn, 12 inches of cock inside me again. Every bit of my pussy was tightly in contact with his thick cock. "My question, Thomas. You can control me, make me do whatever you want. Isn't that enough? Do you have to humiliate Phil, too? Isn't my humiliation enough?"
He placed two fingers at the base of his cock so when I thrust down, my clit impacted harder on his fingers. I wondered what kind of trouble I was in, the way these guys seemed to know what they wanted from me, things I didn't have any experience with. I had fantasies, and they seemed to have the experience to take advantage of my fantasies.
"Whether you can understand this or not, Phil is the key to this control process. Making you do what we want is one part. Phil accepting our right to you is another. If Phil is resigned to us having control over his wife, if he is compliant with what we do to you, then we've won."
Even as I was questioning him, in my non-threatening way, I continued moving up and down on his cock. The whole concept of them forcing me to do everything was real. What option did I have? But there was a flip side to it, too. Whatever my mind held onto about being coerced, my body responded to the real physicality of it. After only this short time with these guys, I came to understand, even if I could never admit to them, that my fantasies truly were born from a marriage full of sexual frustration. I also understood his need to humiliate Phil and wondered how his fantasy of being cucked would fit into all this.
But his cock was making thinking more and more difficult. I was bouncing on his cock with abandon. He was watching my breasts as they bounced and swayed on my chest. He was watching me, me and my bouncing breasts. His finger on my clit was more active, and I realized I was close to orgasm. He seemed calm, his fingers directed my stimulation. I was the one under control, and I was the one being brought to climax first.
"Oh Thomas," I cried out, "why don't you cum? Why do I cum so much on your cocks? I'm ... ooohhhh fuckkkkk ... I'm cuuummmmingggg."
I did. I slammed down on his cock, and my body exploded. I sat on his cock, quivering as he watched with a lusty smile I barely noticed. He pulled me to his chest and held me as my entire body seemed to quake.
Only after I seemed to settle a bit did he push me to the side, his cock pulling from my pussy. I was confused. He hadn't cum. I need to fuck him more.
"I know you used that strap-on for your ass," he said, "get the gel you use for anal."
My mind might have been fuzzy from the orgasm, but I understood. Big cock anal. One of my fantasies rushed into my head. I stumbled off the bed and nearly fell as I moved to the dresser where the strap-on and lubricant were waiting under my panties. I turned back to him. He was holding his hard cock vertical, slick with my orgasmic juice.
"Get my cock and your asshole ready, Stacy. I know you know what to do." He gave me a wicked smile as he stroked his cock. "I do love the feel of your cunt around my cock, but we are opening your ass. We've made a list of your fantasies, Stacy. The videos, of course, but Phil's journal was very helpful, too. You might not even remember some of the things you uttered on the videos or that Phil captured in his journal. But, we know."
I shivered. I had no doubt that feeling safe in our personal and private space, that things were said as our minds took flight in any given moment during our fantasy play. Anal, though, was a real one. I know I expressed wanting to be sexually ravaged by men, and I wanted to even be an anal slut. They were fantasies, only fantasies. But no longer. Would my life going forward look like a fantasy from the outside? Was there really any hope that they would release us?
I approached the bed while lifting the cap on the tube. I stopped at the side of the bed as I squeezed some onto my fingers. I bent over and reached behind me, but his voice stopped me.
"Turn around," he firmly said. "Show me your ass as you press the gel into it."
Oh God. I had already done so much, but there always seemed to be ways to embarrass me. I turned so my butt was showing to him, spread a cheek with one hand, and spread the gel over my asshole. I shivered at the image I must be presenting him as I pressed a finger into my asshole to push the gel inside.
"This isn't your silly strap-on. You'd better get more inside," he taunted.
I knew I was a bright red. I could feel it wash over me as I put more gel on my fingers and pressed two fingers into my asshole and worked it as deep as my fingers could, my fingers going in and out for a moment. This didn't even happen with Phil.
I was still blushing when I turned back to him to find him stroking his cock. I squeezed more gel onto my fingers to spread it over his already slick cock. As I stroked his cock, his big, thick cock, my mind went to the obvious. How was that monster going to get into my ass? Even the strap-on was an effort. This was so much thicker that there was little comparison.
I was about to ask how when I saw him sit and point me to the bed. I climbed on and lay on my back. He unceremoniously opened my legs and raised them, pressed my knees back to my chest, and told me to hold them. I dropped my gaze from him to my exposure. With my knees pulled back against me, it wasn't only my pussy obscenely exposed to him, but my asshole. His fingers didn't touch my pussy this time, but went directly to my asshole. He pushed a thick finger inside and looked at me with that wicked smile. He inserted a second finger, and I winced as he then moved them in and out.


He was almost laughing as he held my eyes as he finger fucked my asshole. "Your fantasy was for your ass to be ravaged by big cocks, remember?" I nodded. It was a fantasy because it couldn't ever happen. A strap-on dildo, nowhere near the thickness of their cocks was all I had. No more. Truly big cocks were now in my future. "If my fingers cause that reaction, wait for my cock."
"Thomas," I pleaded with voice and eyes, "don't hurt me. Please, I've not fought you. Phil hasn't. Please don't hurt me."
He put his cock head at my asshole and pressed. Nothing happened, of course. I was far too tense, too fearful. My pussy opened to him, but my asshole was reluctant. My asshole was innocent in this; it was my mind and voice that put it in this situation. He pressed harder. I could feel my asshole, my sphincter, begin to open reluctantly, but with a terrible feeling of being stretched too far.
"If you and Phil cooperate and accept what is going to happen, there won't be a need for unnecessary pain to be inflicted. It is wholly up to you two."
I stared at him. I knew what I had to do for him. He was going to fuck my ass. That was a given. My fantasy gave him that permission, whether I now gave it to him or not. I had to relax my asshole. If I didn't ... his cock might indeed tear me. I breathed and focused on relaxing my body.
"Unnecessary pain?" I uttered through my concentration to relax.
He chuckled, "Some pain, like getting into your ass, may be inevitable." He pushed harder, and his cock popped inside my ass.
"OH FUCK!" I cried out. I wanted to put my hand out to stop him, but I was told to hold my knees. "Please ... please ... can you hold for ... for a minute?"
Surprisingly, he did. My eyes shut tightly, I breathed and fought to relax. My asshole felt it was ready to split me in two. It felt like it was on fire. I opened my eyes and looked at him leaning over me. There was no meanness reflected, nothing indicating an intention to cause more pain. He was watching my response. Stupid, fucking fantasy, I thought. A big cock in my ass? Much less an anal slut. Each of their cocks stretched my pussy. My ass? He was dominating, no question, no surprise. He didn't appear mean or abusive, though. At least not intentionally abusive. But, at the moment, his cock just inside my ass sure felt abusive. Maybe he understood that his attitude would play a part in my ability to accept the situation I found myself in. That was what I could hope for and then feed that response.
"Thank you, Thomas," I finally uttered. "I ... I think ..." I nodded, "I'm ready, thank you for ... for giving me time to adjust to your cock."
He even smiled as he pressed his cock deeper. He pulled back and pressed more inside. Little by little, with a patience I was thankful for, even if it still felt like my ass might split. He never thrust until he had worked his cock full depth into my ass.
I looked down between my breasts, spread out on my chest, and my thighs, which I held close. If the actual sensations of being stretched full of a big cock in my ass weren't enough, the sight was. My pussy was open and drooling from just being fucked and the orgasm he gave me. Just past my open pussy, that black monster was stuffed up my ass. And, as he slowly pulled it back, exposing more and more black shaft, it felt so powerfully erotic as my ass seemed to close as the shaft receded. I held my breath for what was about to happen. With only the head remaining inside, he adjusted his position on his knees, and he thrust powerfully, his cock slamming fully back inside.
"OH GOD," I cried out. "Oh God ... ooooohhhhh my God ..." Was it pain or erotic? I was no longer sure. It had hurt like nothing I had ever felt, but since ... since that first, maybe less pain and more erotic. A big black cock in my ass was erotic! The thing about fantasy actually is erotic.
Everything I had researched about anal came rushing into my brain. I knew the anus had a massive number of sexual nerve endings, even compared to the vagina, and being stuffed by a monster cock was activating every one of them with my ass tightly compressed around it. Phil's tiny penis had hardly gotten deep enough, and while the strap-on did, it didn't stretch me like this cock. Once again, in the throes of being fucked, the fact of being coerced into it became lost. It was a recurring process of being coerced and finding pleasure, unimaginable pleasure.
"Fuck," I gasped. I stared up at Thomas with laser focus as he began thrusting harder and faster, my ass adjusted to his thickness. "Fuck me ... yes, please, like that. God, it's not possible ... it feels ... it feels so good ..."
He chuckled as he grunted in effort, "I think you ... may really become ... an anal slut." I shivered because I knew at that moment, whether I wanted to live up to my fantasy or not, he had made his own decision. "I love the feeling ... of fucking your cunt, but ... there is something different ... not better or worse ... but different ... about your ass around me."
I stared up at him as our bodies smacked together and my breasts bounced wildly. What he said was exactly, EXACTLY, how it felt. Two very different but very powerful fucking experiences.
He fucked me and fucked me. He moved a finger to my openly exposed pussy, and I watched as it stroked over and over, glancing over my engorged clit before suddenly being thrust into my hole. Then another joined it. Two fingers in my pussy and a massive cock in my ass.
"FUCK, YES!" I cried out as I orgasmed. I stared up at him, "How ... do you not ... cum? My second ... orgasm and ... you keep ... fucking me."
He grunted with effort and slammed his cock as hard as he could, and pressed against me as his cock released everything that had been built up while bringing me to my two orgasms. He collapsed on top of me, and I released my legs finally. His cock still in my ass, leaking the last of his cum, it felt like he released more cum in my ass than I'd ever experienced, as even my pussy convulsed in the aftershocks of another powerful orgasm.
He kissed my mouth and probed with his tongue, and I reciprocated. Then, he said with our lips still touching, "You are a hell of a fuck, Stacy. Cunt and ass. I can't wait to fuck your throat when you are ready."
"My throat?" I asked nervously. "Deepthroat?"
"deepthroat, yes. Once you've mastered it, we'll be able to fuck your throat, too. Which reminds me," he said as he slowly pulled his cock from my ass causing me to release a long gasping sigh lasting the entire time it took to lose his cock, "I think Lonny is the one you should focus on for testing your ability. Use your strap-on to get past your need to gag. Then see if you can take Lonny's cock all the way. When you can ..." and he simply chuckled.
Then he got off the bed and put his hand out to me. I took it, and he led me out of the bedroom into the hallway. I could feel my slick pussy and cum leaking from my asshole with each step. We were both naked. Me and a large naked black man with a huge cock. Seeing me naked wasn't anything new for Phil, certainly. Seeing Thomas naked, his long cock swinging in front of him, was very new to him.
"Phil," Thomas called out as he came to the family room, "have any beer?"
"Ah ... uhmm ... yeah, in the fridge," Phil stammered.
"I'll get it," I offered in an attempt to save Phil from feeling that he needed to serve Thomas after the man had fucked his wife. It was a good attempt to protect Phil, but to no avail.
"That's good, Stacy," Thomas said as he swatted my ass as I passed. "I have something else I need Phil to do, anyway."
God, what now, I asked myself as I entered the kitchen and out of easy hearing, though I could still hear something being said by Thomas. His deep voice could not be mistaken for Phil's.
When I returned to the family with the bottle of beer, Phil was returning with his camera. I looked at him questioningly. Phil just shrugged. Thomas was sitting on the couch and patted his thighs at seeing me with his beer. I handed him the bottle, and he told me he had asked Phil to get his camera to record additional documentation of my sexual transformation.
I looked at him questioningly. Phil was sitting in a chair opposite Thomas. "Bend over, Stacy, and show your husband your asshole." I stared for only a moment. Don't antagonize him, I reminded myself, so I did as instructed. I bent over and spread my ass cheek.
"Oh my God," I heard Phil exclaim.
"Camera, Phil. Documentation. Stacy, look back at him. Yes, Phil, your wife has now had anal sex with a big black cock." There was a pause as I watched Phil raise the camera. "Yes, as I recall, that's one of your fantasies, right, Phil?"
"My God, Stacy," he uttered as he took a short video, "your ass is still gaping."
What was I supposed to say, so I just blurted out what came to my mind. "Look at his cock, honey."
Thomas laughed. "There's something more I need you to do, Phil. Your wife is going to start sucking my cock now. When she has me nice and hard again, and I've finished the beer, I am going to fuck her ass again. You will make a video of it from different angles and close-ups. I will want to see my cock reaming her ass. I will want to see her facial response, especially when she orgasms. And she will orgasm. Your wife can sure orgasm." There was a pause. "Stacy?" he uttered.
I scrambled to my knees in front of him to again devote my efforts to his cock. I licked and kissed and sucked on his cock. I didn't know at the time, but Phil was videoing it all. When Thomas pulled me from his cock, I was actually reluctant to give it up. He positioned me on the couch, leaning against the back. Thomas made sure Phil was ready to do his duty, telling him not to miss his initial penetration of my ass. Peripherally, I saw Phil move into position. I glanced back at him, but he was focusing the camera. Thomas had made clear his intention. What would Phil be like, I wondered, when he was broken, if Thomas succeeded?
My body responded the way my body responded to these cocks. I orgasmed strongly to Thomas's fucking. With my asshole open, there was less struggle this time. Hell, I orgasmed strongly from all of their fucking of me. I felt especially sorry for Phil that time. He was tasked with videoing me being fucked anally, and my orgasm was stunning.
When Thomas was ready to leave, he pulled me into his embrace at the open front door. Luckily, with everyone around us having acreages as we did, our neighbors were separated. Phil stood behind me, still dressed as he had been all evening.
"Tomorrow night, Aaron will be calling," Thomas said casually. "Thursday night, Lonny will be calling. It will be the same routine with them." He was looking at me. "It is all anal. Your fantasy, right? Big cock anal. I expect a good report from them, Stacy. I want your language to change, too. No more pussy and breasts. Use cunt and tits. I want you to be graphic. The more graphic the better. Understood?"
"Of course, sir," I uttered, feeling subjugated, and immediately wondered where the 'sir' came from.
After Thomas left, I stood for a moment in the foyer. Wednesday and Thursday nights would be two more nights of anal fucking, two more times being videoed by Phil, and two more times of intense reminder we lost the lives we had known and enjoyed just a week ago. It wasn't lost on us that the number of porn-style videos in their possession was growing, and that only solidified their control over us.
This life being thrust onto us, this life of being controlled by these men, had just begun. We were only in the first week of what was happening to us, and I was already becoming fearful that I might lose myself in it. Was that possible? I couldn't, or rather, I didn't want to lose who I was, what I was to Phil, or what he and I were to each other. But was it even in my control any longer? Resistance was terrifying. We had no position of power in our favor. We had nothing for negotiation. Thomas was in control. We did what he wanted, or we suffered the consequences. The consequences would destroy our lives, too.
"Stacy?" It was Phil's voice, of course. I had no idea how long I must have been just standing there, lost within myself. He came up behind me and gently wrapped his arms around me.
I leaned against him. "Oh, Phil, it's last Saturday all over again," I muttered on the verge of tears.
"What do you mean?" he softly asked.
"I'm all twisted up, Phil. On the one hand, I feel dirty and used and humiliated. You were intentionally humiliated again, being made to video me being anally fucked," I rambled.
"Twisted, though?" he asked.
"Twisted. I feel that way ... but my body ... my body is betraying me," I muttered.
"No, honey, your body is simply doing what it does. We talked about this, but it may be more real than we might have suspected. Our fantasies were powerful. Where did they come from? I think, whether we want to admit it or not, they come from years of sexual frustration, disappointment, and wondering endlessly 'if only'. To use your word, I think we were twisted up before they came along, before all this started."
I turned in his arms. I did feel dirty to be naked in his arms because another man wanted me naked, the same man who was able to fuck me at his will. "What do you mean, Phil? Wasn't our life good before?"
"I mean ..." he looked sheepishly into my eyes, "yes, I think our life was good. Maybe good in the way two people can be. We were so compatible in so many ways, right? We loved each other, trusted each other, enjoyed just being with each other, and thought about life, politics, and social responsibilities the same way. We could be quiet together, we could laugh together, and we could be silly together. But we weren't compatible in sex. Maybe many couples aren't. Maybe I didn't realize, maybe even you didn't realize, just how strong your sexuality was. We knew my shortcomings, so to say," and we both smiled at his poke at himself, how strong your desires were. I might have assumed too much, Stacy. I might have assumed sex wasn't important to you any more than I was capable of being a good sexual partner. You might have given up too much in the process."
"You're saying our fantasies, once we released them playfully, came to represent a deeper recognition of frustration and longing? But, I do love you, Phil. I always have, you know that. Sex is just ..."
But he didn't let me finish. "No, sex isn't just sex. Look at how your body is responding to all this, Stacy. Do I know you are in conflict, that you would like to resist? Of course, I have no doubt. But look at how your body responds. Your fantasies were, are, graphic. You fantasized about not only big cocks, but being ravaged by big cocks, about becoming an anal slut, being exhibited, having even bigger breasts, and public exposure and humiliation. Heck, you fantasized about tattoos and piercings. That was all deep within you like a boiling pot ready to burst." He paused, "And me," he continued, embarrassed, "my fantasies were for you: big cocks and big black cocks. My fantasizing about being cucked is my shame of not having been able to provide that basic ability to you."
I stared at him. "And now they have all our fantasies."
He nodded, "I'm sorry, Stacy. I was just trying to give you some way to experience what I couldn't give you. My journal was only my way of keeping track of conversations for me to work through ideas. I didn't imagine ..."
I hugged him. It was so odd that since this began last week, his guilt has already changed him in subtle ways, like being awkward about touching my body. Would it ever be possible to go back?
"Phil, do you still think it might be possible that they will stop if they get what they want for a while?"
"Get what they want ..." The words hung there. I could almost feel him shrinking within himself. "I think ... it's our only hope." I nodded but wondered what hope that really was. As if reading my mind, he added, "Even if they do, though, Stacy, I think your body, your sexuality, will have been fully awakened. And, I won't be any better able to satisfy it."
I hugged him tightly. I wanted to reassure him. I wanted him to know I loved him. "That isn't true, honey. We'll go back to what we had. We were happy, remember?"
He nodded ... but remained silent. Did he not believe that? Did I believe that? Was Phil right about this, about the decades of my self-denial for him? Love can be powerful, powerful enough to deny who or what you are.
With my naked body pressed into his clothed body, I took his hands and pulled them behind me. I needed his touch. I knew his reluctance wasn't that he didn't want me, but that he was beginning to feel he didn't deserve to touch me. He had seen how these other men had aroused and pleasured me to orgasms I had never encountered before. It was breaking my heart.
The next night, Wednesday, was nearly a repeat. Thomas had given me strict instructions to meet the men naked, as I had done for him. The next two nights, however, we were not given a time to expect them. As a result, I undressed immediately after dinner and remained that way. It was humiliating for both Phil and me. There was nothing intimate about my being naked as I sat in the family room with him. This wasn't about us. Well, it wasn't about what we desired for me to be naked. The reason I was naked was for a man I had met only once five days before. At that meeting, I had been fucked in my cunt. This time it would be my ass.
Although Thomas had fucked me to an orgasm in my ... cunt... before fucking me twice in the ass, his only climaxes had been in my ass. When Aaron rang the doorbell, I knew there were two more ass fuckings about to happen. I shook my head as I rose to answer the door. One of my fantasies had been to have my ass ravaged by big cocks. The thought had been stimulating. All I had experienced was a not-very-thick dildo. What had I been thinking?
"Damn," Aaron uttered as he came into the house and placed his hands on my shoulders to blatantly inspect me, turning me in a tight circle in the process. "It was less than a week ago that I first saw this amazing body." He looked me up and down. "Oh, yeah," he muttered, "amazing tits, firm and full hips, and a cunt that fit my cock like a glove." He reached around me and swatted my butt. "Now I get to fuck your ass, not once but twice." He turned to Phil, "You got the camera ready?"
I turned just in time to see Phil simply nod meekly.
Aaron lifted both my tits in his hands. "God, I love these tits." He rubbed over the entirety of my 4-inch soft pink areola, then focused on the nipples. He shook his head. "What a shame, your areola is so prominent, but your nipples lack arousal."
Phil followed us with his camera to the bedroom. We knew why the camera, of course. They were building up their library of videos that could be held against us. And, unlike the ones we had created, these were going to be much more pornographic.
Phil was told to video the entire thing. I undressed Aaron, sucked him hard, applied gel to his cock and my own asshole before crawling onto the bed. Aaron told Phil he better move around for the best angles and get close-ups, specifically his cock in my ass and my facial response. The first position was me on my back with my knees pulled to my tits, just like with Thomas. Aaron's initial penetration of my ass was again painful, even though Thomas had opened it just the night before. After Thomas had fucked my ass with his even larger cock, anal sex had then become physically easier.
After we both came, I sucked him clean and hard again. Phil never stopped moving around and capturing scenes. At one point, the camera was in my face as I sucked the cock into the back of my mouth. I could see the wounded look on his face as I sucked on a cock more than three times bigger than his.


The second position was Aaron on his back, and me in reverse cowgirl, my ass filled with black cock. Phil was between Aaron's spread legs as I was pulled back to obscenely display my cock-filled asshole.
Thursday night with Lonny went virtually the same way and it too was videoed from start to finish. Given that we had first seen these guys six days ago, I had been fucked four times in my cunt and six times in my ass.
Although each of the guys had watched Phil transfer the videos from the camera to flash drives, we still had still pics Phil had managed to sneak in at the end. Phil had one on his computer screen. It was a close-up of my asshole with my face framed between my spread thighs. It was gaping wide with cum leaking from it. I leaned back in the chair heavily.
"My God, Phil," I lamented, "I look like a whore, an anal whore."


            Stacy: Housewife to Slut Ch. 04

            New thrills & skills: Nipples, clit, and deepthroat.

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/stacy-housewife-to-slut-ch-04

Title: Stacy: Housewife to Slut Ch. 04

Author: Morann

Category: Mature

Description: New thrills & skills: Nipples, clit, and deepthroat.

Tags: exhibitionism, slut, big tits, interracial, mature, big cock




CHAPTER 4: NEW THRILLS AND SKILLS
The next time we saw Thomas was only two days after Lonny had arrived at the house and fucked my ass twice, just like Aaron and Thomas had done the days before him. Friday had been a bit painful, not terrible, but definitely more tender. We hoped that after  three nights in a row, we would have some peace for a while.
Phil was on the riding mower in the backyard while I was kneeling and weeding at one of the flower beds. It was peaceful, one of the joys of living just beyond the suburbs where our neighbors all had small acreages like ours. Neighbors were separated, and traffic on the narrow paved road in front was almost non-existent. Because of where we now lived, I would sometimes take advantage of the lack of neighbors who might be watching. The 'taking advantage' was feeding our budding desire to explore an interest in exhibitionism. Not blatantly so for sure. I was wearing an old house dress I discovered at a thrift shop. I had hemmed it to mid-thigh and would leave most of the buttons undone. That was how I was dressed. Leaning over on my knees, digging and tugging weeds and volunteer growth. My large H-cup tit swung underneath me freely under the loose garment. No underwear on a sunny day made it all feel perfectly arousing.
I sat back on my heels at the thought of how it felt. It somehow seemed peculiar for merely the sun and loose clothes to feel arousing. Since the previous Saturday, I had experienced a steady string of being fucked by the three men I still couldn't say I knew much of anything about. Except that they were all strong black men with big cocks. Definitely big cocks.
As I mused, I realized the mower had stopped. I turned in the direction of the yard where Phil should have been, only to find him sitting on the mower and gazing behind me. I turned, curious what had his attention. We almost never got a surprise visitor. But there he was. Thomas moved with confidence and self-assurance from the corner of the house and directly toward me. I stood and brushed off my knees, then removed the garden gloves I had been wearing to protect my hands.
Phil moved at the same time toward me. It was a weird moment. In front of me was a man I was just entering into a quest of control and use of my body sexually, and who was black, powerfully built, and an alpha male in so many ways. Behind me was a man whom I knew very well, who was the love of my life, but was turning inward, insecure with the arrival of Thomas and his two friends. One was pulling me from the life I knew, the other was compliantly unable to prevent it.
"Thomas?" I uttered in surprise. "Should we have known you were coming?"
He smiled as he stopped directly in front of me at easy arm's length. He glanced over my shoulder. I wasn't sure where Phil had stopped, but I assumed it was some comfortable distance away, likely about 10 feet.
"No, Stacy, I didn't give you any warning. I was curious how you might spend a beautiful day like this." He looked at the flower garden behind me and nodded. He then surveyed me and smiled brighter. His hand reached out, entered the unbuttoned top of the dress, and openly fondled a breast ... tit.
"The dress isn't very attractive, but how you are wearing it certainly is." He studied me a moment longer. "I remember ... you have a fantasy about exhibitionism, and you desire even more blatant public exposure, don't you?"
I dropped my eyes to the ground and gave a nod. "That won't do, Stacy," he said as he lifted my chin, and our eyes met. "I am sure you don't like how you have lost control and don't like that you are being used by men you don't know, especially without any consent to it ... or by Phil. But, Stacy, I've already figured you out. Both you and Phil are there. It probably surprises both of you to recognize under these conditions that you, Stacy, are the stronger of the two of you. You might not like this, but you meet it head on." He laughed. "Of course, your mind might not like this, but your body seems to think it is Christmas morning. Am I right?"
I stared at him. He was right. I hated the fact that he was right, too, so I just stared at him defiantly without giving him the satisfaction of agreeing. He stared at me right back. He saw my resistance, but he knew any resistance was meaningless. He already understood we would comply. That was part of them fucking me so much, and the last times in our home. That was part of them belittling Phil, making him watch it, even making videos for them to add to the collection, which only secured our compliance even more.
He shrugged finally. It wasn't important if I had an attitude of some resistance. He knew I would do what I was told. He also knew he had nothing to be concerned about from Phil. He reached out again, loosened the belt, unbuttoned the rest of my dress, and slipped it off my shoulders. As the dress fell down my arms, I clutched my arms over my breasts ... tits ... but the look on Thomas's face had me lowering my arms quickly. The dress fell away, leaving me naked in the backyard. It didn't matter that neighbors were separated by our acreages. I looked left and right quickly but remained in position.
He took hold of both nipples and teased them. "These are amazing. Mature H-cups with enough firmness, large pinkish areolas, but the nipples are disappointingly non-sensitive. But you know that. They should be highly sensitive, highly stimulating." I didn't respond. This was old ground already covered. He knew I had always felt the same way. He let his gaze drop down my exposed body. One hand followed his gaze. Yes, I had shaved that morning as required, even though I had not expected him. As his hand approached my groin, my legs parted without a conscious decision on my part. Damn my body. Even more, I feared what he might discover there.
"Amazing," he said with a chuckle, "you really want to resist, to deny all this, don't you, Stacy?" Leaning forward to me, "It's only a matter of time, Stacy." He moved a thick finger along my pussy ... cunt ... lips. "There is no question about your body, though. How long will it take for your mind to catch up with your body?" As he asked that, he slipped his finger into my cunt to the last knuckle.
"Oh God," I gasped at the penetration.
"I love your body, Stacy. Almost everything about it. Your cunt is amazing and so wet every time I touch it. Your ass, I love, too." A second finger entered me, "Your throat is next. This week, your assignment is to deepthroat that strap-on. Thursday night, Lonny will come to verify it." He pulled his fingers from my cunt. I groaned. It was frustration. His thick fingers are gone. Damn my body. Phil had to be right about that, decades of denial about my sexual needs, acceptance of the frustration until I didn't notice it any longer. For the marriage. He brought his fingers to my lips and opened them to suck my own juice from them.
His other hand was doing something. The peripheral movement drew my eyes from his face. He was opening his jeans. I looked up, and the look on his face registered his need and his command for me. I dropped to my knees on the grass and quickly finished releasing the zipper and pulling his jeans and shorts off his hips. I grasped his thick cock and raised it. I looked up at him, his cock head an inch from my face. I kissed it while gazing up at him. He smiled. I knew what the smile was, but I didn't care. A moment ago, I had shown resistance. Now, I needed his cock.
I held his cock at the base and licked up to the head. I licked both sides before taking the head into my mouth. I sucked and kissed and licked, and all the while I stroked his long shaft. There was always a portion of the shaft left to be stroked. Such a long, thick cock. I knew Phil was behind me. I knew he saw how my body betrayed me, how much I wanted these long, thick cocks despite what I knew to be right. He had seen my body react during each fuck they forced him to watch.
Thomas's cock was hard in my hands and mouth. I sucked the head and pressed down, but reaching my throat resulted in a gag. How to deepthroat, I wondered? By Thursday, he told me.
He backed away from my mouth, his cock escaping me. I looked up at him. He didn't say a word. He just looked at me. He was waiting to see what I would do. I was naked in the backyard, and his cock was hard. My mind knew what I should do, but it was no match for my needs. On my knees, looking up, I sighed my resignation. My body won out again. I turned, staying on my knees, and leaned forward onto my hands, showing him my ass.
Thomas chuckled. I knew he was standing back there looking at me, my full hips and large, hanging tits. "Your wife seems to need a lot of black cock, Phil," he laughed. Phil was silent. I didn't look at Phil. He was there in front of me, but I didn't look.
I didn't need to look for Thomas. I heard his shoes come off, and his jeans followed. Then, I felt him, his hand on my ass. A finger slid over my cunt and over my asshole. The finger stopped there, pressed at my asshole, then left it.
"No gel," he softly uttered. "No cum in your cunt, either. Either one would work."
I shivered. I was thankful that he wouldn't take my ass dry. Thankful? He's going to fuck me, but at least he doesn't intend to hurt me. He said that before, when he first fucked my ass. He wouldn't cause unnecessary pain if I cooperated.
I felt his cock at my cunt, sliding up and down over the lips, the head becoming slick with my juice. God, what's wrong with me? Why does my body respond so quickly to them? Could decades of denial have me ready to explode all the time? Was that it, just a temporary reaction? Or ... is this just the way I really am, and it took until now for it to be released?
When his cock pressed inside, "Ooohhhh ... fuuucccckkkkk ..." I gasped. "Oh God ... you're so ... fucking biggggg." Instantly, my mind went dormant. It was all body and the sensation of that thick cock moving deeper and deeper before beginning to thrust harder and harder. Just like the first time, and the second time, it filled my cunt totally, even more than the other two guys could do because this was the thickest and longest. Poor Phil.
He thrust hard into me, our bodies smacking together as he threw himself into fucking me. My tits swung and bounced below me. My hips shook when they were hit by his thighs. His cock rammed in deep like a pile driver, my cunt clenching around it in an unconscious response. Over and over, he thrust into me. I was so close to an orgasm when ... he was gone. He was back there; I could feel his hands, but his cock wasn't inside me. Then, it was almost violent. He thrust fully and deeply into me with no easing, no touching to align. My cunt had to be gaping! He did it again, then again.
"OOOOOOHHHHHH FUUUUCCCCKKKK!" I cried out as an orgasm hit me. I quaked and shook as he thrust into me over and over, no pause or respite for my orgasm.
Then, he was out of me again. He flipped me onto my back and slammed back into my cunt. I knew my mouth hung open in a gasp that didn't release. It was as if he had pounded the air out of me. I sucked in a deep breath as he thrust and thrust as he raised my feet over his shoulders. He looked down at me, and my tits were flopping wildly on my chest. He rose on his knees to fuck me, my ass coming off the ground in the process. He fucked and fucked. I gasped and moaned and groaned and muttered. I panted and gasped, struggling, knowing another orgasm was rising.
He smiled and pulled out. I groaned in frustration. I needed his cock. I wanted his cock. I was so close again. I watched as he lay on the ground. I was scrambling to him even before he was settled. I was on top of him, rising high on my knees, reaching for his cock. It was slick with my orgasm. I needed it inside. God help me ... I needed his cock inside me.
I moved his cock over my cunt, and it sank into me. Gaping. I sat down instantly, not slowly, not easy, not up and down. I sat down. The cock drove full depth. I was sitting on him instantly. I ground myself on his cock, feeling it move, feeling it deep, feeling my cunt clamp around it tight. I orgasmed.
He grabbed me by the waist, and I was fucking him. At first, I wasn't ... I mean, it wasn't me, it was him lifting and plunging me down on his cock. Then, I added my own effort despite my body still quaking and shivering, my cunt spasming around his hard cock until he did climax. God, his cum. The volume. Spurt after spurt. I felt full. I felt flooded. It was, of cock and cum seeping over his cock and my cunt walls.
I collapsed onto him. For a moment, it was quiet as we gasped for air and recovered. He recovered first. He tipped me to the side, his cock pulling from my cunt as I fell there. He rose and began dressing.
"Put the dress on and go inside for a pair of sandals. We need to hurry, or we'll be late," he said as he pulled his pants on.
I sat up, looking at him. "Late? We?" I questioned. "Are we going somewhere?"
"Yes. Hurry up, Stacy. Just the dress, the belt, and sandals. I'll meet you at the driveway."
I sat stunned as he turned to walk away. Phil approached quietly, "Stacy, you'd better hurry."
"Phil? What the hell? He wants to take me somewhere, only wearing this?" I said, holding up the worn, simple house dress I modified for use in the backyard. "Only this."
"Don't make him angry, please. I know I'll be the one he takes it out on," he uttered pathetically. I stared at him as I slipped on the dress. I wanted to ask him what had happened to him. Thomas had said it, I was the strong one. I wanted to ask, 'What happened, Phil? Where did you disappear to?' I didn't. Instead, "Make him angry?" I asked. "He was just fucking fucked me as if he owned me, Phil, right in front of you."
Phil didn't respond, but followed me and stopped inside the house. He hadn't said another word, and I couldn't say more for fear of saying something I might regret. I was the one being fucked and used, and he was the one acting like it was him being abused.
"Thomas," I said firmly, once outside in front to get his attention. He was standing next to a large motorcycle. He held two helmets. "Where are you taking me?"
"My doctor."
He handed me a helmet and pointed to the seat at the back. "And why are you taking me to your doctor's appointment?" I asked as I put the helmet on.
He simply smiled, then pulled the other helmet over his head and put on his sunglasses. He put his leg over the bike in front of me and started the bike. "I'm not. It's your appointment." He kicked the bike stand back, shifted into gear, and we were off down the driveway.
That was when the full impact of the situation belatedly hit me. I was wearing a loose, flimsy old dress I had modified to be short. I was sitting bare assed on the bike seat, and the top was unbuttoned nearly to the waist, something he had done just before I got on the bike. He slowed at the end of the driveway, but as he sped down the country road, I could feel the bottom of the dress fluttering in the wind behind me.
At the first stop sign, "Thomas, my ass is going to show the way this old dress is flying around." The only reason my tits weren't was that I was holding onto him for dear life. I had never been on a motorcycle in my life.
"That was one of the reasons I wanted you to wear the dress."
Exhibition, of course. My fantasy. Exhibition, but even more, my fantasy involved public exposure. My fantasy wasn't just hinting at exhibitionism; it had to be real, blatantly exposed in public somehow. Damn those fantasies!
Along the way, we had a lot of honking around us. Some cars with men or boys slowed or sped up to remain close. Thomas seemed willing to encourage it, but eventually he would race ahead.
He pulled into an area that seemed to be exclusively professional and medical offices. He stopped in front of a medical clinic office entrance. It didn't look like it was even open. There were no lights inside that I could see.
Thomas got off the bike, and I followed, very aware that lifting my leg high enough to get off the bike may expose my ass, my cunt, or both. He moved to the side of the door frame and pressed a button I wouldn't have seen. I could hear a ring from the inside. After a moment, a door at the back could be seen opening, and a man, maybe 10 years older than me, approached the door. He wore a big smile as he unlocked the door.
"Thomas," he exclaimed as he opened the door and they shared a hug, "how's my favorite football player patient?"
Thomas laughed as we passed the man into the reception and general clerical area of the office. "Excellent, thanks to your treatment."
The man led us into his back office. After closing the door behind us, "But, this isn't a visit about your physical well-being."
"No, not this time. This is Stacy, the woman I told you about," Thomas offered in response.
"The nipples, right?" It was made, apparently, as a rhetorical question. He was looking directly at my chest. Thomas had made sure the top of the dress was almost completely unbuttoned. Thankfully, there wasn't much of a walk from the bike to the door. "May I, dear?" he asked, almost touching the edges of the open dress. It was almost hanging on anyway.
"Thomas," I asked, "what's happening?"
"Go with it, Stacy," he replied. "He's given me my life back. No exaggeration."
I weighed that for a moment. Exactly what in our relationship would give me reason to trust Thomas? He is coercing me into sex and Phil into ... what? ... subservience? But, with everything that had happened to me, all the times I was fucked by him, he had promised not to cause pain, and he had avoided doing so. Even taking my ass the first time, he had paused to allow me to adjust. For once since meeting him, I couldn't tell if he was possibly giving me a choice. I finally nodded at the doctor.
He opened my dress and pushed it off my shoulders. It dropped down my arms and was held onto me only by the belt at my waist. It hadn't taken much effort. "Lovely breasts, my dear," he uttered. "I'm a big breast man, myself." For some reason, I smiled at him.
He fondled my tits, but doctors did that, right? I still blushed, and I still didn't know why we were there or why Thomas said it was my appointment. I sighed softly as he fondled my tit, then I blushed more.
"It's okay, dear," he said, noticing my blush. "It is natural for the breasts to provide arousal when touched. And I love your large areola. Such a lovely soft pinkish color." He shifted his hands around my tits, squeezing and fondling. "Just doing a quick examination, dear, while I have them in my hands. Have any lumps ever been found?" I blushed more and shook my head with a glance at Thomas, who watched intently as my tits were being examined. Did I actually just look to Thomas for support? The doctor shifted his touch to my nipples. He manipulated my nipples and checked my face. "Hmm," he uttered. "I see what you mean, Thomas. Now, dear, your nipples do seem to lack the arousal response to manipulation. Has it always been this way, or is it the result of an accident or some surgery? I don't see signs of breast surgery, and your breasts certainly feel natural."
"Uhm ... they are natural," I replied, feeling awkward and still confused. "They've, the nipples, have always been unresponsive for arousal." I looked shyly at him, "It's always been very frustrating."
He smiled pleasantly, "I can well imagine. Nipples should be a primary arousal zone." He stopped the manipulation of my nipples and looked at me. Gently, he asked, "Unless you generally have trouble with arousal?"
Thomas laughed, "Definitely not her problem, Doc." The doctor continued his study of my tits and nipples. "Yes, it will work on her."
"What will work?" I asked.
"Times have changed, dear. There have been studies on the use of steroid treatments combined with other enhancers. In your case, a steroid with power-red blood cells. I used something very similar on Thomas's injuries."


"Studies," I muttered. "Studies like experimental?" The doctor was moving around his office. As he opened cabinet doors, I saw vials of drugs. He found what he was looking for, including two syringes. "I hate needles," I said.
The doctor turned at that. "Don't worry, dear. I am very good with injections. What I meant, dear, was studies that included at least 7 published international studies with conclusive positive results. The procedure is simple and approved for office use in Europe. Our FDA is exceedingly slow in following what Europe has already concluded."
As the doctor readied the supplies he would need, Thomas came up behind me and whispered, "This is happening, Stacy." A chill went through me. I have lost control over my sexuality, the sanctity of my home, and now my body? Medical procedures? Enhancers that will change my body's response? I turned to look at Thomas. There was no malice in his expression, but there was also no indication of yielding. And, I could have kicked myself again. Another fantasy of mine was body modifications. He knew all my fantasies. He knew that in my mind, there was a place where I wanted this.
At that point, we moved to an actual examination room where I was seated on the examination table. "Just relax, dear. You've had plenty of vaccinations, especially since Covid. This is nothing more." He smiled pleasantly. At that point, he had cleaned the surface of each nipple with a wipe and approached my left nipple with the syringe. I closed my eyes, I always closed my eyes. I truly hated injections.
The doctor held my left tit as he aimed the syringe at that nipple. I continued squeezing my eyes, struggling to control my anxiety.
"What's the problem, Stacy?" Thomas asked. "They aren't sensitive."
The doctor stopped with the needle about to stick my nipple. "Thomas," he said, "being insensitive to arousal doesn't mean she doesn't feel anything."
I didn't open my eyes to see Thomas's reaction. Maybe that was a good thing. Let him get away with that silly statement.
Suddenly, I felt the stick, and I couldn't help myself. It was my nipple, not my arm. I looked down. The doctor had the needle in my nipple. He had plunged it from the front right into the nipple and was slowly pushing the plunger to send the concoction into me. At about the halfway spot, he eased the needle back out. With a pad he had handy, he pressed it against the end of the nipple. He then moved to the side, stopped, and looked at me.
"Breath, Stacy. Now I'll inject from the side just behind the nipple."
I sucked in a breath and released it slowly. He nodded approvingly. He stuck me again. I hated needles, and there was another nipple to go. After it was all over, he pressed the pads against the entry points and checked them for any indication of blood.
Not finding any, "We need to make sure it flows through your tissue well, Stacy. For the next two days, I want you to massage your nipple for 5 minutes every hour." He looked at Thomas, "I want to see her again on Tuesday night. Will 6:00 work?" Thomas nodded. Not me. Thomas.
I redressed, and we exited the clinic. Standing at the bike, he handed me the same helmet. "No buttons this time," Thomas said. I stared at him. "The belt should hold the dress together at the waist ... for the most part." And he smiled at me.
There was no getting around it. He knew all my fantasies, and it was clear to me he was going to push each one. I unbuttoned every button on the dress except for the one under the belt, and Thomas seemed satisfied. I climbed onto the bike and was again very aware that my bare ass was on the seat. I hugged Thomas tightly, partly out of fear of the bike and partly to keep my tits covered. I could already feel my nipples tingling.
The ride back to the house was uneventful considering danger, but very eventful in terms of exposure. The unbuttoned bottom portion of the dress allowed it to open and fly behind me as he gained speed, and he seemed to gain speed frequently. Again, there were numerous honks.
The next days were quiet. The guys left us alone, and it could almost have seemed normal. Almost. I massaged my nipples every hour of every waking hour. That meant my tits were exposed, and Phil couldn't help but watch. It had stunned him that I had received injections for my nipples, and that it hadn't been my decision. He began almost sulking. He knew he was losing me to those men. At any time, one of them might arrive simply to fuck me. There was nothing he could do about it. And, now, he was frequently seeing me with the strap-on dildo in my mouth and working to take it past the gag reflex. It wasn't that I wanted to hurt Phil; I didn't. But it was about fulfilling an instruction from Thomas. Thomas was the one, the alpha, the biggest, thickest cock. I didn't want to disappoint Thomas. I told myself it was only what I had to do, that I had no choice. The way I diligently pursued deep throating should have been a warning.
Tuesday night, I heard the rumble of the motorcycle from inside the house. The doorbell rang, and I opened the door to Thomas, who was holding a bag from a boutique. I thought I was ready to leave. I was wearing a soft blouse and slacks. He took one look at me and shook his head, handing me the bag. He told me to change and wear no underwear.
When I returned, I was embarrassed even being in the house. The dress, if it could even be called that, was very short, barely covering my ass. The material was soft, almost silky, and very lightweight. There were no buttons except for one at the waist, though there clearly had been some, given the button holes on one side. He had guessed well on my size because of how well it fit on my body, though now it only closed at the waist. That left a long slit on top exposing the insides of my tits and a long slit on the bottom that threatened to expose my cunt. How well I've adjusted to the new words.
I walked toward the mirror in the bedroom and was shocked by how freely my tits moved. I bounced up and down on my heels, turning slightly from side to side, and a tit nearing came out. Although the bottom of the dress closed when I stood still, it gaped when I walked, flashing the lead leg up to my hip.
"Thomas," I said, walking back to the foyer. Phil was standing impotently to the side with a look of shock on his face at seeing me, "This is obscene."
"Yes," he responded, "it's perfect for you."
He closed the distance between us and casually slipped his hands inside the top and grasped both nipples in his fingers. I gasped at the touch. He continued teasing the nipples and smiled.
"You feel that," he said, pleased.
"Yes, I do," I replied. "I had the sense of touch before, but feeling this is new."
That dress responded to the wind much more than the other old one, and even more so because it was so short and light. My ass being revealed wasn't a tease; it was blatant.
Before arriving at the doctor's clinic, Thomas diverted to a shopping mall. He parked the bike close to a door, an advantage of a motorcycle. "Thomas, I can't go in there dressed like this. I could be arrested. There are families in there. It ... it ..."
We were standing next to the bike. He put a finger to my lips to stop my objections, while he slipped the other hand into the bottom of the dress. It, of course, easily parted for him. He touched my upper thigh, and my thighs parted. Why?!? Why did they do that?
"Hmmmm ... seems your body disagrees with you, Stacy. Your cunt is leaking. You just can't get your mind and body to agree, can you?" he laughed. "That's your trouble, you know. Your fantasies were always driven by your lusty body's needful desires. Your mind just refuses to admit it. You didn't want to hurt Phil because you loved him, even if he couldn't give you what you needed, so you two developed these role-play fantasies for escape. Now, you can't seem to accept the pleasure your body feels because you don't want to hurt Phil, because it isn't him giving you the pleasure. It is quite a cycle, isn't it, Stacy?"
His finger was inside my juicy cunt. There was no denying what he was saying, but accepting it wasn't possible. He leaned into me. I spotted a few young couples walking by and smiled at us. Middle-aged lovers? Was that what we looked like? He stroked my clit and entered my cunt again. God, we were next to an entrance to the mall, and he was fingering me.
"You know that whether you accept it or not, whether you give in to it or not, you will still experience it." His finger left my cunt. I gasped and moaned as if my body was making a point of proving what he had said. He kissed me hard on the lips. "This is your fantasy, Stacy. Exhibitionism. Exposure. What was it I heard you utter on the video, 'blatant, public exposure'? If we meet a family, just slow your walk or stop. Just so you know, though, we are walking from here to the other end and back. It is happening, Stacy."
And there were the words that defined it all: 'it is happening, Stacy'. Not a suggestion, not an offer. It is happening. Period. I think I had to be a bright, blushing red the entire time inside the mall.
Upon arriving at the clinic, I was glad to be someplace where I didn't feel exposed. The doctor greeted us like I was an established patient, "Tell me, dear," the doctor asked as he led us to the same examination room, "how are your nipples reacting?"
"I can't believe it, doctor," I replied excitedly as if what we were discussing was the most natural thing. "When I massage them, it causes a definite arousal sensation. It's amazing."
"Excellent, my dear," he responded. "Is the sensation intense or simply pleasing because you have never felt it from your nipples before?" he continued. He scanned me as we talked. He unbuttoned the one button. "Interesting dress, my dear, did you choose it specifically for me?" The smile on his face seemed to hint that he was teasing. I didn't respond, but blushed again. I seemed to be blushing a lot.
I slid the dress off, and Thomas took it from me. I stood naked for a moment before I took the initiative and hopped onto the examination table, my tits bouncing with the effort.
He came to me, hefted my tits in his hands before inspecting my nipples himself. When I reacted to the touches, he smiled.
"Lie back, dear, I want to test your responsiveness," he said casually. There was something calming about the way he used 'dear' and politeness as he handled my body. He parted my legs, and I raised my head in question. He manipulated each nipple, "Remember how that felt," he said. Then he slid his hand down my body and used a finger to manipulate my clit. I gasped. He smiled at me. His finger didn't stop moving, but slid off my clit to my cunt lips. His other hand captured a nipple. "As I suspected, dear. You can see by how your nipples are now more erect that you feel arousal from them, but not heavy arousal. It is true that clitoral stimulation will create a strong response, but nipple stimulation should be significant, too." I gazed up at him. He was so casually, yet openly, fondling me that I couldn't decide if it was appropriate or not. Was he merely testing my response or taking advantage of the situation?
He turned away and moved to the cabinets.
"Sir," I began, "The injections worked. Why are you preparing the syringes?"
"My request, Stacy," Thomas said. "If that injection created an arousal response in your nipples, what will another set of injections produce?" I looked at him, disbelieving. He smiled back. "Your orgasms are amazing, Stacy. I don't want your response restricted in any way. This second injection will make sure of that."
"He's correct, my dear," the doctor added as he continued preparing the syringes. "Your nipples have improved, but there is much more for you to experience when they are fully effective in arousal."
That was the end of any discussion, and I understood that. It was an unspoken thing: It is happening. My nipples were definitely aroused now and more generally sensitive. What would the second injection do? I couldn't believe the reaction I felt. I watched the needle enter my nipple this time, and it was almost ... almost arousing ... after the more pronounced feeling of the needle sticking and entering the more sensitive nipple structure. When he was done, my nipples stood more erect than I had ever seen them.
After the nipples, I was told to lie back. I did, of course, despite not understanding why. I watched the doctor add stirrups to the table. Upon instruction, I placed my feet into the stirrups, the same as for a standard Gyno examination. What was happening? But I did as instructed.
I couldn't hold back, though. "What is happening?" I finally asked.
Thomas leaned over me from behind. He fondled my tits and focused on my nipples. I softly moaned. I recognized right away. The doctor was watching as Thomas fondled me with my feet in the stirrups, making my cunt obscenely exposed. Exhibitionism combined with my new arousal. "You are very orgasmic, Stacy. Your new nipple response will increase that. Your fantasy, Stacy. Modifications, remember? Your nipples will be erect and very sensitive, very aroused. Now, Stacy, your clit. Enlarging your clit and adding more sensitivity. Oh, Stacy, your orgasms will be amazing to experience and to watch."
My clit? There was no problem with my clit for arousal. Before I could object, though, I felt the stick of the needle into my clit as Thomas had me distracted from the doctor. It wasn't the hood or the surrounding area, but directly into the clit. I gasped at the sharp stick of the needle. So damn sensitive. The needle seemed to be pushed in so deeply. Fuck, I thought, the clit's only purpose is arousal. What now?
I hadn't noticed how full the syringe had been. Was it the same as my nipples? I hadn't even seen it happening. "I don't ... understand," I gasped as the doctor rubbed my stinging clit.
"You will return tomorrow for me to check on your response to these treatments. In the meantime, remember to rub your nipples and clitoris to make sure the injection spreads evenly. Do you understand, dear?"
I nodded, "Yes, doctor." Oh, help me, but his fingers felt so good. What was wrong with me? Why do I respond this way? Was it what Thomas said, what Phil even said? My body had been denied for so long. No, this can't be what I truly am, no.
The next thing I knew, though, the doctor had moved, his fingers gone. I raised my head to look and found Thomas between my spread legs, his long, thick black cock approaching my open cunt. I gazed at it, at him, at the doctor standing at the side of the table watching. Thomas's cock slid into my dripping cunt.
"OH FUCK!" I called out. "What are you doing to me?" I gasped out. "What is happening to me?"
"Oh, I can see Thomas is right, dear," the doctor calmly said, "you really are the sensual creature, aren't you?"
God help me! Thomas's magnificent cock was driving into my cunt while the doctor watched in his examination room. "YES," I exclaimed, "yes, yesssss, fuck me, please, like that, yes, yes ... like that, deep, hard ... oh God ... fill me!" I couldn't believe my response, but I also couldn't withhold it. Thomas fucked me, and the doctor added his fingers to my nipples and clit. When I exploded in orgasm, I screamed it out. Thomas didn't stop for my orgasm; he never did. He fucked me right through the orgasm to create multiple peaking before he spewed his cum into me.
"She wasn't wearing panties, as I recall," the doctor said.
"No," Thomas panted.
The doctor laughed. "I'd like to see your motorcycle seat after you return her home."
The next day, I tried following the doctor's orders to fondle my nipples and clit for 5 minutes every hour. I couldn't. I would start, but it was always much longer. My nipples were much more sensitive in general and stimulated, aroused at the touch. I would rub my clit, and I would immediately gasp at the instant sensation.
I orgasmed numerous times, fascinated by the new arousal sensations. In between, I would be taking the strap-on dildo to practice deepthroat. I was so aroused that I felt compelled to finally break through my fears and conquer the ability to do it. If I could do it to the strap-on dildo, I knew I could actually do it to a cock.
I knew the guys wouldn't be able to teach me, so I was on my own, so I went to the internet. I had been practicing for days, but this had to be the time. Lonny would be coming to test me tomorrow. What I found was straightforward; I just had to conquer the gag reflex and control my breathing. I reviewed it in my head.
To overcome the gag reflex, I practiced on the strap-on. I repeatedly stuck it down my throat and tried holding it there. Moving it in and out, all around, and even trying to swallow around it. Each time I felt that gag start, I stopped for a second to suppress it. The more I practiced, the more I could get past that gagging urge.
I learned to inhale while the dildo was going in and exhale while it came out. I had to learn to breathe out of my nose while my mouth was full. The trick, and it was a trick, was to relax enough to manage it without completely suppressing it. I developed a nice rhythm that allowed me to take little breaths as the dildo slid out of my throat, and then hold it while it was down in my throat.
One of the thoughts I found really helped. Think of it as if I'm basically giving deep sexual pleasure to a partner by making love to them with my mouth and throat. One thing that made me more nervous, given my situation with the men, was that there's often an element of surrendering to the partner while giving deepthroat, and a sense of power and control for the person receiving it. But the receiver will experience the intimate depth of the person's mouth and the back of the throat, which feels particularly good against the tip of the penis. It was what I had read. It would be what I would give.
One thing I couldn't practice, though, and would have to be developed with experience, was giving deepthroat to completion, and swallowing while the cock is still in the throat, because that is definitely a powerful experience for him.
The height of my arousal from the injections and feeling that Thomas would be very pleased and proud of my efforts drove me even harder to succeed. Even though Thomas was coercing me into all this, there was something about his commanding nature that resonated within me.
I had the dildo deep in my throat when Phil walked into the bedroom. I was naked with the dildo held on the bed as I drove my mouth and throat down over it repeatedly. The entire shaft disappeared, and I held it there until I desperately needed air, my throat and gag reflex used to the feel by then.
Hearing Phil, I pulled the dildo completely from my mouth. It was slick with my saliva, and I wiped saliva from my mouth. He took one look at me and gasped. "My God, Stacy, look at your nipples."
I looked down and smiled. They stood out erect. It had been a couple of hours since I had aroused them while I focused all my attention on taking the dildo down my throat. I took each in my fingers and rolled them, an instant surge going through my body. "I know. I can't believe it. I never knew what nipple arousal was until now. It's amazing, Phil."
"But, he did that to you, not for you."
I nodded, "Yes, that could be a downside, if I wanted to think that way about it. I do hate that it happened without my wishes or consent. But, damn, Phil, it feels so amazing."
"You're going back to the doctor again?" he asked.
I nodded, "He wants to check the results." I looked at the alarm clock next to the bed, "I'd better get ready. I feel like a mess." I giggled, "I orgasmed several times, Phil. My nipples and clit, my God. Not to mention, I can deepthroat now, too. Did you see?"


He nodded, and I could see it right away. The hurt, the dejection in his face. I was so excited about achieving deepthroat, and I got such pleasure from the modifications of my nipples and clit, even though they were forced on me. But I scampered off to the shower to get ready for Thomas and the doctor.
I was waiting in the living room so I could answer the door. I felt sorry for Phil.  I was just trying to save him from dealing with Thomas, but I was afraid Phil saw it as my being excited for Thomas. How could he even think that? The man is forcing all this on me. Fucking me would be one thing, but open my ass to a big cock, telling me to master deepthroat, and now enhancing my body to respond to pleasure more deeply. All of that was being done to me, not to him. Why couldn't he stop feeling sorry for himself, and look at all of this from my perspective?
The doorbell rang in the middle of those thoughts. I wasn't paying attention, or I might have heard his motorcycle. Not one of those rumbling Harley bikes, but a large Honda cruiser.
When I opened the door, I could see immediately that he was disappointed in my choice of clothes. He handed me another bag and simply told me to change and wear only what was in the bag. Phil was still in the bedroom when I arrived to change. I stripped off my clothes down to my bra and panties before looking inside the bag. All that was in the bag was an extra-large tank top.
Only what was in the bag. I held up the tank top. I sighed deeply while avoiding Phil's eyes. I removed the bra and panties, slipped the tank top over my head, and let it fall over me. I stood before the mirror and groaned. The front view seemed to cover my pelvis, at least when seen from the angle I was looking. I turned sideways and groaned again. I could just see the bottom of my ass. Then I noticed the arm holes. They were huge, and the side of my tit was on clear display.
"You aren't leaving wearing only that, are you?" Phil asked in a pleading voice.
I looked at him and tried to respond gently, "Maybe you could go out there and confront him about it." His eyes fell to the floor.
"Yeah, well, don't act like this is my choice then," I challenged him.
When I returned to the foyer, he grabbed me into his arms and kissed me like a passionate lover. I could feel the top rise over my ass.
"Thomas, this will expose me to the world. Do I have to? Why are you doing this?" I had decided to plead myself, if Phil wasn't going to.
He took a newly aroused nipple in his fingers through the top. "Doing what, Stacy? I'm simply giving you what you want. Your fantasies are full of exposure and public display. I'm not thinking these things up. You did." With that, we left.
Once again, I knew my ass was exposed on the bike and the wind it generated. Even more, I knew my tits were exposed from the sides as I hung onto Thomas for dear life. And, once again, he stopped before getting to the clinic, at a city park with a trail going around a lake. The lake was small, and he insisted on walking the entire way. I was told to walk naturally, which meant not holding the bottom of the tank top down and to swing my arms naturally. My ass, maybe my cunt, got exposed to the breezes, and my tits showed at the sides. I was very glad to get back on the bike.
The doctor met us at the locked door to the clinic after hours, again, like the previous time. He looked me over and noted how I was dressed. "I must say, dear, you do dress to show your charms, don't you?" I wanted to disagree, but ...
In the examination room, Thomas raised the top up and off me. The doctor directed me to the examination table and to lie down. He inserted the stirrup devices at the foot of the table and turned to the cabinets. I watched him and glanced at Thomas. "I'm not here for a simple follow-up examination, am I?"
The doctor turned toward me after taking a vial and three syringes. He was watching Thomas. "No, Stacy, you aren't. Sure, that's what you were told yesterday, but no. Final injections for your nipples and clit."
"Another? My God, Thomas," I said firmly, I just hoped not too firmly. I had the distinct feeling that if I pissed off him or either of the other two, it probably was not me who would suffer for it. "My nipples are sensitive now. My clit already was. What are you trying to do?"
"Not trying. I'm doing. I'm giving you your fantasies. How many people can say they are getting what they wished for?" I felt so defeated. It was a circular argument with us. I would challenge him, and he would respond with my fantasies. He wasn't lying, he was giving me my fantasies, but were my fantasies anything that I thought I would ever get or ever really want to pay the price to realize?
The doctor approached with the syringes lined up on a sterile tray. "What is this going to do to me, doctor? I've already had two in each nipple and one in my clit. What is this going to do?"
"Good question, dear. This one has an additional component to lock in everything as a cumulative effect. You've noticed how your nipples are more sensitive and become erect easily." I nodded. Of course, how could I not, as I massaged them? The number of orgasms just that day attested to that. "That becomes permanent. I would expect your nipples to be constantly erect and more arousing than you could imagine. Your clit will become enlarged, too. And even more sensitive to the touch, with much less active manipulation necessary. I suspect your clit might easily protrude from the hood."
I turned my head to seek out Thomas. "Why ..." I started and stopped. "I know," I muttered with a sigh, "you're just providing me with what I wished for." He had challenged me earlier about when my mind would catch up to the desires of my body. I wondered that more and more myself. Was it worth the constant battle between mind and body? And, what would winning even look like for me? Obviously, that depended on which finally won.
I lay my head back. As Thomas frequently said, it is going to happen. I was under his control. I had no power, no leverage. He spoke, and I did.
I winced and fought the urge to be vocal at each injection, two in each nipple, and the full syringe deep into my clit. I lay there feeling the serum coursing through the most sensitive spots on my body. In a way, this was new. Was this the locking mechanism? I could feel my nipples and clit warming with spreading arousal through my nipples and tits. My clit tingled into my cunt. My clit and g-spot, outside and inside, tingling, surging. My God, this was even faster than the previous injections. I found my fingers on my tits, on my tingling nipples.
"OH MY GOD," I exclaimed, "this can't ... can't be ... can't be real ..." I gasped.
"You ready, doc?" Thomas's voice, but ready for what? Damn, it was hard to think. What was in that? He said it was a lock. It feels ... like more.
"Can I have her ass?" I heard him say. "I've never fucked an ass."
Is he going to fuck my ass? I questioned myself. But I was being lifted, moved. When I settled, I was on top of Thomas. "You know what to do," Thomas said. I was straddling him, so I put his cock to my cunt and sat down. Yes, I know what to do. Then, I was pulled down to him. I felt a cock at my asshole. God, I was so aroused. The doctor. It had to be the doctor. The doctor was going into my ass!
His cock was greased. Of course it was; he was a doctor. He pressed and pressed. When his cock finally plunged through my sphincter, I cried out. Thomas was enough in my cunt, but another, even smaller white cock in my ass ... oh fuck! I came and came, and they hadn't even begun to fuck me.
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CHAPTER 5: THREE-HOLE PARTY
Thursday morning arrived, and I felt like I was in a mental fog. I didn't understand why. I had had only a single glass of Merlot last night. That had been only to steady myself. I lay in bed trying to somehow get past this feeling. Phil wasn't in bed, and I hadn't heard his alarm. Thursday, I thought to myself. Last night, I considered.
Okay, I thought as I sat up and swung my legs to the edge of the bed. That doctor with Thomas, those injections. The double penetration. Yes, that was new. Thomas in my cunt and the doctor in my ass. How many times did I orgasm? Do I know that doctor's name? Those injections had something different added to them, the doctor had said. Some kind of locker, a cementer, or something that secures all the injection effects permanently. Maybe that's why I feel this way, some side effect.
Even as I sat there pondering yesterday, I heard Phil in the kitchen. I looked at the bedside clock. Okay, not so late. I felt that fog lift and dissipate like some early morning fog hanging in the valley across the road.
I slipped on a light, silky robe as I walked to the kitchen. "Good morning, honey," I said as cheerfully as I could, as much for me as for him. He had been refilling his coffee and, at my entrance, reached for the cabinet to get a mug for me. He turned to greet me and froze. "What?" I asked.
He was staring at my chest. I looked down, and my mouth gaped open. My nipples were hard nubs pressing against the light fabric of the robe. I undid the sash at my waist and opened the robe. My nipples were indeed hard nubs and projecting. Even when I was aroused before, the nipples were such small nubs that they were difficult to grasp. They just didn't get aroused. These ...
"My God, Stacy," Phil blurted out. "Are you so aroused?"
"Phil," I responded softly, "I just woke up. All I wanted was coffee. No, I'm not aroused ..." then I gasped as his finger held my left nipple, "... oooohhhhh my," I gasped again.
"Damn, Stacy, this is what those injections did to you," he uttered. He lifted my left tit and seemed to be gauging the nipple closer. "It is projecting about a half inch ... and you're not aroused?"
"Well, I'm getting aroused now that you are touching it," I sighed. "Phil," I began as I stared into his face, "check my clit."
I parted my legs and held the robe open. He got on his knees. Before he even touched me, "I can see it. Without pulling the hood back, I can see it. I've never seen it so large." He looked up at me, "Those injections, Stacy ..."
He touched it lightly, and I gasped. He took it between two fingers, and I moaned. I pushed his fingers away, "Stop, Phil. You know what Thomas said about you touching me." He stood, his eyes returning to my erect nipples. "We're husband and wife, but you can't do this." He simply stared at me with that look, that look of defeat. "You know it's not what I want, honey. If he found out ... you know it wouldn't be me he would punish. Do you want to risk that? I can't touch you like that either. It's both of us."
He shook his head, "No, Stacy, it's not. They fuck you." With that, he left for the school without his coffee.
I had some coffee, a hard-boiled egg, and an English muffin with jam, and thought about what just happened with Phil. He only wanted to bring me some pleasure. All our fantasy role-playing was just that, to bring some pleasure. The strap-on was just for him to really fuck me. Of course, I understood why Thomas set the rule. Phil was going to be broken. Phil kept thinking that if we complied, didn't resist, didn't struggle against them, that they might tire of using us. I didn't believe that, not anymore. Why would he enhance my nipples and clit, if that was true? We didn't pay for the treatments, so he had to. He was invested now.
I wandered back to the bedroom and into the bathroom. I went about getting ready for the day and decided to shower off the sex of last night's double penetration. I never could keep track of my orgasms anymore. My pelvis pressed into Thomas's as he fucked me from below as the doctor thrust into my ass. Even then, before the final injections had a chance to work, my clit had been more sensitive than before.
The shower wasn't quick, though. I had a sudden realization that it might never be possible for me to touch my nipples or clit and not want to do more, to do more to an orgasm. That was exactly what happened. Simply washing my tits sent me high into arousal. Trying to wash between my legs had me stroking my clit and plunging fingers into my hole. I orgasmed hard before I sagged against the wall under the shower head, gasping for breath.
The day passed by fairly uneventfully. Fairly uneventfully was now at a new standard. My body seemed to stay at an early stage of arousal. My nipples were the most prominent and were a constant reminder of them. It was as if just a touch, a bump against them, sent a surge of arousal coursing into me. My enlarged clit was more protected, but even my thighs rubbing together could make me pause. I assumed this level of sensitivity would level off, but when? Really, though, would it?
I had the bright idea of doing housework to stay inside and naked. By mid-afternoon, though, there wasn't much more to do, and I was antsy. I decided to step onto the back patio with a large towel and lie in the sun on one of the lounge chairs. The hot sun felt so good on my sensitive body parts.
I must have dozed when I was awakened by a shadow over my face. I opened my eyes to find Lonny standing over me. "I rang the doorbell, but you didn't answer, but the garage door was open, so I figured you were home somewhere," he offered in explanation. I had expected he would arrive in the evening, like the other times when one of them came to the house. I wanted to say something, but he beat me to it. "Holy fuck, Stacy," he exclaimed, "Every time I see you, it's like the first time. You are one fine-looking, sexy woman." He was staring at my chest, "Did Thomas fix your nipples?"
I blushed. Here he was staring down at my naked body, talking about my nipples. I lifted my right tit toward him, "What do you think? You remember what they looked like?"
"Damn," he uttered, looking over my body in front of him. "You know why I am here." I nodded. "Your cunt is amazing. Your ass is, too. Now, your nipples, too. Finally, how about your throat?"
"I think I'm ready. I can deepthroat our strap-on."
Standing over me, he pulled his shirt over his head to reveal his bare, muscled chest and abs. I sat up to the edge of the lounge chair, my fingers quickly opening his belt and pants as he kicked off his shoes. In moments, he was naked, his soon-to-be 9-inch cock hanging before me. Soon-to-be, as in when I got it hard.
I stood, and he took my place on the lounge chair as I knelt alongside him, one hand already stroking his cock, my eyes fixed on it. "You look eager to have my cock, Stacy. You want it bad?"
I kissed the length of the cock in my hand from the head to the base and licked back up to the head, "I want it hard. I want to show you that I can take you into my throat." I sucked the head into my mouth and pulled off, my lips still touching the head, "I want you to be able to tell Thomas I did it." I didn't look at his face for a reaction. I simply took his cock back into my mouth as my hand added stroking of the shaft.
It wasn't long before his cock became a rigid black cock. How many times have I held one of these already, and I've only known these men such a short time? I shifted on my knees to get a good angle, if his cock was to properly slide into my throat. It was definitely thicker, and that was what I had to consider. Length wasn't the issue, really. Length would be a factor only for the time my air passage from my nose would be blocked. I realized with the strap-on that once past the gag reflex, it was done.
I continued to suck and stroke as I breathed to calm and relax, preparing my throat and reflexes for the cock to come. I brought my mouth down, barely into my throat, then a bit further as I bobbed my head up and down. It was an action similar to my first time being fucked by these guys as they eased their cocks into my cunt or asshole. No difference, just ease it in. I heard his gasps and moans as I took him past my gag reflex, my source of air blocked, and then deeper. I pulled back up, pushed down, each time sucking in air through my nose as the head of his cock receded to open the passage.
I moved the fingers holding his cock to my mouth, and slowly eased off his cock and completely off. I wiped saliva from my mouth, gasping, but smiling as I looked at him. He smiled back. I checked the position of my hand on his cock. I had three inches more to take.
Lonny reached underneath me and grasped a tit. I gasped as he squeezed the nipple in the process. "My," he uttered, "they really are sensitive now. Congratulations, Stacy, you did it."
I shook my head, "Not yet. I need to get all of it inside," I responded as I took his cock back into my mouth. With wild determination taking over at the success I had already achieved, I began bobbing my head over his cock again. Now I was confident I could do this. His cock felt like it stretched my throat, and I knew Aaron might be a bit thicker and Thomas definitely was. But stretching wasn't the problem once the gag was conquered. Now, once the cock head passed my gag spot, I thrust my head down, and my nose pressed against the hair of the groin. I stayed like that for a long moment. I tried swallowing the buildup of saliva, and I heard him groan as my throat muscles moved over his cock.
I knew I could do it! Strangely, I couldn't wait to show Thomas personally. I pulled back to breathe again and plunged my head back down, settling into a comfortable and very erotic and stimulating rhythm of fucking. I was actually fucking his cock with my throat! The reactions from Lonny told me everything I needed. The erotic nature for me was the pleasure Lonny exhibited. The website was right about that, too. It was a deeply personal and trusting experience that included a deep sense of surrendering to him and a sense of accepting the power and control it gave to him.
"Phil, perfect timing," I heard Lonny gasping, "get your camera, quick."
I hadn't heard Phil arrive or come nearby. I slowed my deepthroating, pulling all the way back to allow Lonny to ease his pending climax. I understood why he wanted Phil to get the camera. I heard the sliding door open and close. That was my signal, and I eased the cock back into my throat. Shadows told me where Phil moved for the best angle, and peripherally, I tracked him as my face once again went into Lonny's pelvis. I felt his cock pulse, and I pulled back up to take in a good breath through my nose, stroked his cock hard, and thrust back down, holding my head down, his cock deep in my throat as I felt his cock explode. I managed to swallow cum before getting a feeling of choking. I pulled up quickly to breathe and properly swallow, subduing the choking impulse as my mouth filled with more cum.
When his cock was just leaking cum, I pulled my mouth off completely and opened my mouth toward Lonny, then to Phil. When they had cum in my cunt or ass, it had felt like a lot; now I knew it was a lot, and I had already swallowed some. My mouth felt full as I looked at the camera. I then made a show of swallowing, licking my lips, and taking his cock between my lips to suck out any cum remaining.
"Fuck!" Lonny exclaimed. His fingers having retaken a nipple, I gasped and moaned at the touch. "Your cunt and ass ... now your throat. You are one fucking hot slut, Stacy." I was stroking the cock I had just swallowed literally into my throat. My eyes were on it, only. I had only one thought, and it felt so raw to me. I need that cock to fuck me, to give me an orgasm. It was just yesterday that I had my first double penetration. Why wasn't that sufficient? But it wasn't. "You need a fuck, don't you, Stacy?"
I looked from his cock to his face and nodded, "Yes, please fuck me, Lonny. I don't care where. My cunt. My ass. Just fuck me, please."
I should have remembered that Phil was there, and he was, the camera no longer pointed at anything but just watching as I pleaded for a fuck from this man, one of three men who were destroying our lives. Peripherally, I saw Phil, his shoulders slumped, his face drained. One thing after another seemed to empty him.
Then Lonny's words, "That's all, Phil. Prepare a flash drive. This is going to be just Stacy and me." I heard Phil leave, and I heard the door open and close. I was still stroking the cock. That had to be crushing to him to be sent away while someone was preparing to fuck his wife. "Get me ready to fuck you, Stacy." My mouth immediately dropped to his cock.
It didn't take him long to recover to a hard cock again. His arousal by all of it must have been high, too. "I'd let you decide which hole I fuck, but I don't want to wait for you to get the gel. Fuck me with your cunt." So matter of fact. So casual. God, that was hot. I was theirs to use. They knew it and acted on it. I knew it, too, and despite resenting it, it was stimulating the way they controlled me.
I straddled him and the chair, sinking my dripping cunt over his hard cock. As I moved up and down on his cock, he grasped my bouncing tits, then the nipples between his fingers to twist and pull. I gasped at the new stimulation, intensifying the stimulation felt through my cunt. I slammed down and ground my pelvis against his and crushed my clit, sending an additional charge through my body.
"What would you have chosen, Stacy? Cunt or ass, if I hadn't been wanting my cock buried in you so quickly?"
I gazed down at him. My eyes were ablaze and lust-filled. It was shocking to me how my body took over with its need. It didn't matter if I should show resistance and reluctance; my body just wanted it once it got started, and the new sensations of my nipples and clit all day had me well past resistance by the time Lonny arrived.
"My ass, I think," I gasped as I crushed my clit again.
"That's one of your fantasies, right? Being an anal slut?"
I nodded, but I was past wanting to talk. I wanted an orgasm, a real cock induced orgasm with all the latent stimulation of my nipples and clit. I had to have the release. I was sure I would lament it all later, but for now I needed the release.
I read somewhere that it takes women much longer to orgasm than men to climax, that women need more preparation, lead-up stimulation, and attention. Maybe ... maybe they never considered cocks like these. Maybe they never considered having enhanced nipples and a clit like these. Why my orgasms were intense or multiple wasn't important to me anymore, if it ever was. Thomas said to never hold back an orgasm, to release them, and I did. As I bounced on his cock, Lonny used fingers on my nipples and clit. The new stimulations were stunning. And I orgasmed quickly.
I sagged, my hands braced on his chest as I tried to continue fucking him through the orgasm. Instead, he rose and turned, his cock escaping my spasming cunt. He turned me to kneel on the chair and plowed back into my gaping cunt. I orgasmed, again, when I felt his cock spew its cum into me.
I had showered after Lonny left to feel like a wife again. I sat in the family room where Phil was watching something on ESPN. I could see his full attention wasn't on whatever the TV was showing. He was bothered, and I couldn't blame him. Since these men began taking me away for their use, he steadily shrank within himself. Should he show more spine? Should he fight for me more? Should he be the man I always thought he was? Was any of that fair for me to think or question about him?
My phone sounded. The screen identified the caller. I raised it to my ear after pressing the button. "Yes, Thomas?" Phil's eyes quickly turned to me. Thomas asked if Phil was there with me. I told him he was. He told me to put the phone on speaker. "You're on speaker, Thomas."
"I'm proud of you, Stacy. Lonny called with his report. You really are an amazing woman. You really should be proud of your wife, Phil. Her tits are amazing, and now we know she can fuck with the best of them. And all three holes, too." He paused as if to let Phil ponder all that in his humiliation. "Speaking of three holes, I've decided to have a party of sorts this Saturday. The three of us and you, Stacy. I'll pick you up at 1:00 PM Saturday, and I'll return you later that day."
"Three of you and she's alone?" Phil exclaimed before I could.
"That's what I said," Thomas flatly replied.
After the call, I could clearly see my future, and it didn't include that hopeful opinion of Phil's that they would release us. I could see it out there in the distance, but I refused to look closely. I didn't really want to see what the details might look like.
Saturday, I waited in the living room. It was almost 1:00 PM when Phil walked in. He was shocked, "Why are you naked? He'll be here any minute."
"No matter what I have on when he arrives, he always has some other idea for what I should wear. I decided to save myself the trouble and wait for him to tell me," I replied.
We were both surprised by the doorbell. I hadn't heard the motorcycle I was anticipating since Thomas had found a way to display my body by using it. I peeked out the front window on my way to the front door to see his pickup truck in the driveway.
"Why are you naked?" he asked as an exact duplication of Phil's question.
"As I was just explaining to Phil, you always have me change into something else, so I decided to wait to see how you want me dressed," I explained all over again.
He reached out and took both my nipples in his fingers and twisted them. I gasped, and a soft moan escaped my mouth. He smiled. "Damn," he uttered, "all these years you lived with dead nipples, and when they are touched now, you moan." He stood just inside the door, studying my body. What was he deciding, I wondered. Another obscenely revealing covering to expose me? "There is something about a mature woman with big tits, still in relatively good shape, but with a few extra pounds on her body to flare her hips and give her that classic curvy look. You, though Stacy, are full in the hips and tits with just that hint of softness in your belly. Classic. I could enjoy seeing you just like this all the time." He turned his attention to Phil for a moment and returned it to me. "In fact, don't bother dressing. You won't be needing clothes."
I heard Phil choke on the words. I was the one to object, though. "Thomas, no, I can't go naked. I'll be seen in your truck. I know it is higher than cars, but not higher than other trucks."
He chuckled. I thought he was enjoying that Phil had reacted, but remained quiet. "Okay, go get a kitchen hand towel. I'll let you cover your tits at traffic lights." That was his concession, and I could see it was firm. Was that any worse than the motorcycle rides? Yeah, I was pretty sure it would be. Naked with a towel over my tits would be pretty obvious.
I had never been to his house, nor did I have the slightest idea where it was or how much city driving that meant. It turned out to be a lot of slow city street driving, traffic lights, and stop signs the closer we got. That meant lots of honks from vehicles next to us and leering truckers looking down from higher up. I could cover my tits, kind of, but my crossed legs were the only defense for my cunt.
His house was very nice in an equally nice residential area of large lots, unlike the trend of very large homes on small lots. The property looked well landscaped and tended to. Whatever Thomas had done in his life had paid him well. Thomas pressed a remote button inside the truck and parked inside the garage. He was at least protecting me from neighbors, or protecting himself from neighbors. Maybe he didn't care about my exposure to the neighbors, but didn't want to offend his neighbors and bring unwanted attention to himself.


Two cars had been in the driveway, and I found Aaron and Lonny inside the family room when we entered. "Hot damn!," Aaron responded to my entering the room naked and barefoot. "I don't know that I'll ever get used to seeing your amazing body naked, Stacy."
"That's exactly how I felt when I found her naked under the sun on Thursday. Full hips and big tits displayed under the sun," Lonny added much to my embarrassment. "Then I got to feel her throat around my cock."
I wondered if I would ever gain any comfort in the casual way they talked about my body and the sex they had with me. I doubted it because, if I had my wish, this would all end.
"Exactly why we're here, too," Thomas said emphatically. He was behind me, and his hands came around to my front. As I stood before his two friends, one hand cupped and lifted a tit while the other slid down my stomach and pulled my body firmly against his. His fingers took my nipple and began rubbing, twisting, and pulling. I moaned. He laughed. "We all heard her on the videos. Stacy, we've watched your videos several times. Frankly, we're in love with your sensual body. We've heard your desire for sensitive nipples, and now you have them." He continued toying with my nipple, and I didn't move, but I did moan. Merely sensitive was an understatement.
The guys were watching as Thomas fondled me in front of them. It was embarrassing. It was humiliating to be fondled so casually among them. But it was so hot, so arousing, too. "Why," I gasped, "why are you doing this to me?"
They all laughed. Thomas added, "Partly because we now can. Mostly, though, because you are a fucking hot woman, Stacy. You don't even know how sexual, how sensual, how exciting you are. A fucking body like yours belongs in the porn industry." I tensed. "Don't worry, we may share you, but we aren't interested in making you a porn star. You said you want your asshole ravaged, you want to be a slut to a big cock. That's what the next few hours will be about. First, Aaron and I need to experience your throat. Then, you and your three holes will be used at our discretion and as much as we can. It will be up to you to use your mouth and hands in between to help us continue. It will be interesting to see how many times we can cum and how many times you orgasm."
He pushed me in the direction of Aaron, who stood and quickly stripped, then sat back down. Aaron's cock was an inch longer than Lonny's. The length difference didn't bother me. His thickness was about the same, maybe a bit more. It was Thomas, always Thomas, with his longer and much thicker cock that concerned me.
As I approached Aaron, I noted Lonny getting undressed and guessed that Thomas was, too. As I knelt before Aaron and grasped his semi-hard cock and began licking, I realized what was happening. These guys had indeed studied our videos. They knew my expressed fantasies, maybe better than I remembered what I uttered in the heat of playfulness. I was theirs, and for the next how many hours, I would be theirs to use. Like it or not, it was what it was.
As I sucked and stroked Aaron's cock, my mind, inhibitions, and worries slipped away. Once again, my body took over, and I released myself to it. Whatever my mind might have wanted to think of myself, I wanted to respond to, for the next few hours, I needed to be their slut. There it was, finally in the open. If they wanted me to be their slut, that's what I was. Whether I wanted that or not, it didn't matter. If that was what they wanted, that was going to be what I was, whether I wanted it or not. The crazy part was that my body wanted it. That was where the fantasies came from, my yearning, my desires, my frustrations over the years.
I finished Aaron in my throat and turned to find Thomas. He was sitting in a chair nearby, stroking his cock. It was already hard. I sat back on my heels for a moment. One of my hands moved to cup a tit while the other slipped between my legs. There was something terribly erotic about taking a cock into my throat and having the first spurt of cum there before the rest filled my mouth while I knew two other naked men were watching intently as they anticipated fucking me as they wished. I could never be here like this if I wasn't forced to be, yet it was extremely exciting and arousing at the same time.
"Are you wet, Stacy?" I heard Thomas's voice softly ask. My eyes turned from his large black hand stroking over his large black cock to his face. I blushed. Then, I knew why he asked, and I quickly removed my hands and fingers from my body. "You have a hot body, Stacy. We love watching it. Even giving head, your tits move underneath you." He wiggled his finger for me to come to him. His turn. God, it was so big. "You know, Stacy, we've joked about having a pool to see who can predict the closest to when you finally accept being ours to use, when you will be our willing and eager slut."
I was crawling from Aaron to him and sat back on my heels between his spread knees, my eyes moving from his face to his hands stroking his cock. He removed his hands, and mine were suddenly grasping it. It fascinated me that both my hands around his shaft left the head and several inches exposed above them. My head moved to the cock, my lips kissing the head while one hand began stroking the shaft, and the other held his massive balls. I kissed down the shaft and licked my way back up.
All three of their cocks were still amazing to me. All my life, the largest cock I had ever experienced was a 6-inch silicone dildo, and that was only recently. All my life, my experience was a 3-inch penis. Thomas's 12-inch black cock still surprised me every time I saw it. Will I ever accept this? Willingly be theirs? I didn't think so. Not psychologically.
Those thoughts were distracting, and I needed to focus, to be in the zone. When Aaron's cock slid into my throat moments before, I was excited. It was a bit bigger than Lonny's. I couldn't be casual about it, though. Not yet. Thomas's cock was longer and thicker. It stretched my cunt even after the other two had fucked me. It would stretch and test my throat, too.
My body was doing its thing, though. My cunt was dripping, and my mind was fogging with the desires my body needed to be satisfied. When my mouth came back to the head, I rose high on my knees and slipped my mouth down over his cock. I needed concentration and patience. His cock always felt like it stretched even my mouth, and the thought of it in my throat sent chills through my naked body. All the resentment and reluctance I naturally felt earlier were gone, and replaced by a driving desire to satisfy Thomas, the man ultimately responsible for my coercion into wanton sex with these men. It was like having split personalities: my mind resenting all of it; my body craving it more and more.
I took my time with Thomas. I sucked and licked his cock. I took it into my mouth with small movements, letting the saliva build up in my mouth, covering the head fully, then opening my lips to drip saliva down the shaft and stroke it to make it all slick. I took a deep breath, relaxed, took another breath, and sank my mouth deep over his cock. It just entered my throat, and I pulled back. He groaned at the initial tease. But for me, it wasn't a tease, it was preparation. I had taken his cock just past my gag reflex before pulling back. Again and again, I tested his cock past my gag reflex and deeper into my throat. His cock indeed stretched my throat more than even Aaron's.
I pulled all the way off and kissed the head, still stroking the rest of the shaft. He took the opportunity to touch the side of my face. "You are amazing, Stacy. I wasn't sure you would be able to. When you said you did it to the dildo, I was impressed, but our cocks?" He shook his head.
He was proud of me, I repeated in my head. I gazed at him and smiled. Smiled? Forced into all this, and I smile? He's proud, I repeated while ignoring the counter thought.
"I'll do it, Thomas. I will. You'll cum in my throat, too," I said confidently.
I took him back into my mouth and began in earnest. Deeper and deeper in my throat, I took him. His gasps and moans encouraged me. Someone, one of the guys, was behind me, stroking my cunt as I pressed harder over the cock in my throat. I began to thrust my mouth over it with long strokes so I could manage air. I felt his cock twitch.
"Her throat is amazing, isn't it?" It was Lonny. His fingers were in my cunt, two at least. "Her cunt is dripping. She's getting off on this."
When I felt Thomas's cock pulse, I readied myself. With the first spurt, I pressed my fingers on the underside of his cock to slow the flow of cum. I swallowed what entered my throat to give him the effect, then pulled back so just the head was in my mouth and released the rest. Several more large ropes of cum filled my mouth. I swallowed and pulled off completely. I licked and sucked the cum and saliva off his cock. I sat back on my heels, Lonny's fingers still in my cunt. Aaron joined the group, too, his fingers teasing my nipples. I was moaning, my hands finding the other two cocks. Both were hard, even Aaron's again.
Lonny pressed against my upper back, and I found myself resting on Thomas's legs as Lonny's cock pressed smoothly into my cunt. I gasped and released a long moan as his cock slid deep into my cunt. Thomas shimmied out from under my folded arms, and Aaron took his place on the chair and pointed his hard cock at my face. I opened my mouth and took it inside. I sucked his cock slowly, not to make him cum, but to keep him hard. I understood. I was theirs. I was going to be fucked like never before. I might have uttered the words in fantasy, but this wasn't fantasy any longer.
When Lonny came in my cunt, Aaron's cock in my mouth had already stifled an orgasm of my own. Lonny pulled out of my cunt, and I expected Aaron to take his turn, but he didn't move, his cock remaining in my mouth. When a cock penetrated my just fucked cunt, it was Thomas, his cock spreading my hole even though it had just been fucked. I was surprised when it stroked into my cunt only a few times before pulling. The answer came immediately when fingers spread my ass cheeks, and the cock pressed firmly against my asshole.
"OH, GOD!" I cried out. "You first?"
He chuckled, then, "May as well open your ass up early."
With that, he forced his cock past my sphincter. I cried out, but he was in. He worked his cock as deep as it would go, which felt very deep. He pulled all the way out, drove back into my cunt, and slammed back into my ass. He did that another time before I figured out what he was doing. He wasn't just dominating me, he was passing cum from my cunt into my ass for fucking.
He started plowing into my ass with strong, long strokes. At the same time, he leaned over my back and grasped a wildly swinging tit, his other hand sliding down my stomach. I thought he just wanted to hold me tight to fuck me, but the fingers found my clit, and he squeezed with two fingers. At the same time, he was doing the same on a nipple. Fuck! My so, so sensitive nipples and clit are being tortured with pinches, twists, and pulls. The surging sensations added to the driving cock, and I orgasmed hard. He was a long way from done with me, though. He pulled me back against his body, held me tight, and fell back. The impact drove his cock somehow deeper into my ass.
"Get on your knees and fuck me," he commanded. I scrambled to my knees, his cock remaining in me as I did, though it moved as I moved. I began reverse cowgirl on him, his cock in my ass instead of my cunt. Aaron stood and brought his cock to my mouth. I opened wide, trying to capture it as I bounced.
"Fuck, those tits bounce on her in that position," I heard Lonny exclaim.
"Send a short vid to her husband. My phone is on the coffee table. He should see how real cocks can use his wife," Thomas told Lonny.
A moment later, I heard Lonny's voice, "Too bad you aren't here, Phil, but your wife is fine. I'm not sure I've seen a woman so eager to suck and fuck." A very short pause, and I saw Lonny changing positions. "See her face, Phil. That's the face of a happy slut getting what she wants."
I didn't know if my face looked like that or not. What I did know was that I was on fire. Another orgasm was building, and Aaron had taken over torturing my nipples, which sent waves of sharp stimulation through my body. Slut? I would deny it later, but that was how I felt.
When Thomas came, it felt like a hose shooting into my ass. He pulled me off him, and I fell to the side. Aaron turned me onto my back and raised my legs, pressing them to my chest. "Fuck, you gaped her ass. I was going to fuck her cunt, but that hole is too tempting," Aaron uttered.
He thrust into that hole without effort, like he was entering my cunt after it was fucked. I was turned onto all fours again, Aaron pounding into my ass, his impacts bumping me forward, my tits swinging and swaying wildly.
"I just had to send you another short vid, Phil, of your stunning, sexy wife being ass fucked again," I heard Thomas taunting Phil. I looked to the side where Thomas was kneeling with his camera pointed at Aaron and me. "Good, Stacy, thank you for looking this way so your husband can see that fucked look on your face."
Thomas sent off a quick text to Phil with the video. Then he moved closer to me, went to his back, and slid underneath me so his mouth could capture a nipple. He began sucking at my tit. One hand moved to my clit and empty cunt. Two fingers enter my cunt while the thumb rubbed my clit. The closer I got to the next orgasm, the more my asshole clenched around Aaron's cock, and that produced more arousal from his pounding into me. Combined with Thomas's manipulation, I was getting closer and closer.
"Oh ... fuck ..." I gasped. I stared down at Thomas, who had released my nipple. "God ... sucking my nipple ... God, it felt ... so amazing. I think you guys ... might just drive ... me crazy from all the stimulation," I gasped.
He shimmied so his face was underneath mine, his fingers taking a nipple instead of his mouth, and my cunt and clit were still probed. "You love it, though, don't you, Stacy? You might resent that we use this control over you, but you still love what we're giving you, making you feel, right?"
I stared at him for a moment, then lowered my face to his, trying harder to hold my body still as I crushed his mouth with mine. I felt like I wanted to devour him while his friend pounded my ass.
"Fuck you guys," I blurted out at him after breaking the kiss. He stared at me, curious. "Fuck it ... yes, yes I resent it ... but, yes, I love this feeling ... full of magnificent cock in my holes. Fuck you ... for making me ... do this ... but, yes, fuck me like ... I know you will."
I saw him give a thumbs-up sign to the side. I looked over and saw Lonny with the phone pointed at us. "Oh fuck," I groaned. Another vid for Phil.
When Aaron too filled my ass with cum, Thomas had wiggled out from under me. By that time, I had been assisted to two orgasms with Aaron. I decided right then, I wouldn't even attempt to keep track of my orgasms or how many times they fucked me.
I had collapsed onto the floor of the family room when Aaron pulled his long cock out of me. Thomas's voice brought me to attention. "Stacy, get us some beers." I looked up and saw him pointing, which I assumed was the general direction of the kitchen and refrigerator.
I made it to my knees and finally to my feet. As I walked to the kitchen, I felt the eyes of the men on me, but I also felt the cum they gave me leaking from my cunt and ass. I took three bottles of beer from the refrigerator, searched the drawers for an opener, then got myself some water and drank it. I walked the beers back to the guys, giving Thomas the last one. I then settled back to my knees on the floor, opened his knees, and moved between them to take his limp cock in hand and begin kissing and licking his cock.
I knew what I was doing at that moment. He hadn't told me to suck cock after bringing the beers. He hadn't told me to do anything. "You still resent that we're forcing you to do all of this, don't you, Stacy?" Thomas said with a touch of his cold beer bottle to my right tit. It brought a small shiver as I nodded to his question as my mouth took more of his cock inside. I wasn't attending to his cock with any kind of urgency. I wasn't even trying hard to get him hard. "But you love our big cocks, don't you?" I nodded with a mouthful of cock. "But, you also resent that your entire life with a tiny penis denied you the feelings we are giving you now." I strained my eyes up to see his face. There was a self-assured look on his face. Without taking his cock from my mouth, I nodded a third time. "Tell us, Stacy."
I reluctantly pulled my mouth off his cock, but my hands continued stroking it. "I resent being forced to do these things, of being forced to have them done to me. Yes, experiencing your cocks in my holes also took away the illusion I created about my marriage and the man I married. Yes, I resent that decades of marriage to a man with a small dick denied me the orgasms and experiences I am only now discovering. Throughout my marriage, I created illusions to appease myself and him. Yes, I resent that now, too." I leaned forward to kiss his cock head and take it back into my mouth for a moment while considering another thought. I pull my mouth back off with another kiss to the head. "So, yes, I am caught between two conflicting resentments: one that my life has been turned upside down in the process of experiencing these real and powerful orgasms from real cocks; and the other, having the realization forced on me that I had been cheated of real and powerful orgasms all my life. In between is what I want and need."
"Then just accept what we're giving you," I heard Aaron gently add from the side.
I didn't take my eyes off Thomas. Thomas was the alpha, the true control point. I could feel it like some kind of psychic force from him into my soul, which made my resent impotent. I shook my head, kissed his cock, then, "That would make it easy for me, if I could, but I can't. I have resentment for what I've been denied, what I now believe I needed to have experienced all my life, what my body should have had. I don't know if it makes sense to you," I continued with my hands still stroking his cock, "but I can't turn my back on the commitment I made to him. That's just the way I am."
"So," Thomas replied to a very quiet room, "I will need to continue commanding you, controlling you?" I nodded. Somehow, my mouth had gone over his cock head again. "All that commanding and controlling ... to do what, Stacy? If you can't give yourself to me willingly to experience what you want, what is it I need to demand you to do for us?"
I released his hard cock and straddled his body, sinking my cunt over his long, hard cock. I groaned deeply as I settled over 12 inches of black cock, and started rising up over it immediately. As I moved my cunt up his cock slowly, I leaned forward and kissed his thick lips. "You have my fantasies, Thomas. You have Phil's fantasies. You already know what I want." I turned my head to recognize the other two men. "And I am sure you three can imagine your own fantasies to add to the list."
I felt hands on my butt, "What do you want, Stacy?" came Lonny's voice.
I turned my head to him, "I want another big black cock inside me. I want a big cock double penetration. I don't care if it hurts. I don't care if I cry. Use me with your cocks. I want to be filled with your cum." I turned back to Thomas and stared into his eyes. "Abuse me with your cocks, if you want. But you have to do it to me, do you understand?" He nodded. I could see it in his eyes. He did understand. It was like I was submitting my body to him, but I couldn't really do that on a conscious level. But, I was giving him permission, that I accepted the conflict in my body and soul.


I felt a cock pressing at my asshole. There were two loads of cum in there. Plenty to allow a good, hard fucking. My asshole should have been still open, but Thomas's cock in my cunt undoubtedly closed it considerably. Lonny didn't hesitate. I didn't want him to. He pressed hard and thrust hard. His cock passed inside and deep inside.
"OH FUCK ... YES, YES ... FUCK YOUR BLACK COCK INTO ME!" I cried out. Thomas was chewing on my sensitized nipple and using a finger on my clit as both cocks moved inside me. Unbelievably, I orgasmed immediately.
Lonny climaxed before Thomas and Aaron immediately fill me ass again. Thomas climaxed but remained in my cunt while Aaron fucked me. I seemed to have a rolling orgasm from one to another throughout their climaxes.
After Aaron pulled out of my ass, I collapsed onto Thomas's wide and muscled chest as I gasped and panted. He was stroking my back lightly, his softening cock still buried in my quaking cunt. He kissed the top of my head. "Like that?" he softly uttered. "Use you like that?"
"Mmmmm ... yeesssss," I sighed deeply, "exactly like that."
Hours later, I couldn't begin to estimate how many times my holes had been filled with cock, how many loads of cum they pumped into me, and definitely not how many orgasms had consumed me. I was exhausted, and despite my efforts, getting them hard for more was becoming more and more difficult. Around midnight, Aaron and Lonny left. My cunt and asshole were a bit sore, and my throat felt raspy from numerous deepthroats to aid in getting them ready.
I was sitting across Thomas's lap. He had one arm around me, those fingers toying with a nipple while the other hand was between my legs, softly toying with my cunt and clit so engorged and aroused I wondered if it would ever go back to normal.
"If you keep that up, sir," I muttered with my face against his shoulder, "you're going to have to fuck again."
He chuckled. He brought his fingers from my messy cunt to my mouth. I sucked off the spent cum. "I don't want you to leave. Stay the night."
I smiled as I got off his lap. "That's all you have to say," I said. "Where is your phone?" He pointed to the coffee table and watched me. I handed it to him to open and return it to me. I waited as the phone rang. I pressed the speaker. "Honey," I said to Phil when he answered, "Thomas said I am staying for the night. He will bring me back in the morning."
We were settled in bed when I rolled off to go to the family room and return with his phone. "What are you doing?" he asked.
"Just want to send him another video to say goodnight." He opened the phone and the camera so I could see my face being recorded. I positioned my head in his lap, holding his cock next to my face. I pressed the button. "Hey, honey, one last message before I go to sleep." I turned my lips to kiss Thomas's cock, my fingers gently stroking up the limp cock. "Well, maybe not quite to sleep, yet. Your best fantasy is me being ravaged by black cock, right? Well, I was. You should see how gaping my cunt and ass are. I'll be thinking about your fantasy, honey, as I try to get one more load of cum out of this huge black cock." I kissed it again and bent it to my mouth to give a quick suck. "See you in the morning, love."
I gave him his phone. "You want to send it to him?" I nodded, my lips returning to his cock. I heard him typing a short message, and it was gone. "What you said ..."
"I meant it," I replied, "you're going to fuck me one more time. Which hole do you want?"
After I fucked him cowgirl, his decision, I refused to get off. "I want to sleep on you. I want to feel your cock inside me all night, every time I half wake, I want to feel you inside me."
He kissed me and wrapped his arms securely around me. I was asleep almost immediately.
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CHAPTER 6: TRIXIE'S GANGBANG CHRISTENING
My phone rang. I glanced at the microwave for a moment as I hurried for my phone, which I had left in the family room where I had been reading. It read just a bit before 10:00 AM. I looked at the screen and sighed. Thomas.
"Yes, Thomas?" I said by way of answering.
"What are you wearing right now?" he responded.
"Ah ... nothing. Time with you and the guys has shown me I rather like being naked. Besides," I paused, wondering how much I really should confess to this man who enjoys using my body and teasing me about my heightened sexual response, "my nipples are sometimes so sensitive that it's ..."
"More comfortable being naked," he finished.
"Yes."
"I'll be there in 20 minutes. Be wearing that tank top and some sandals. Only that, Stacy. I want the tank top modified, though. Cut a 'v' from the straps to just below your nipple line."
"Thomas..." tried to protest.
"I'll be there in 20 minutes," he said, cutting off any protest by me.
I diverted into Phil's home office to get a felt-tip pen, then into the bedroom. I rummaged through the dresser in search of the tank top, slipped it on, and stood before the mirror in the bathroom. I marked the spot a couple of inches below my nipple line. If I tried to cheat and didn't go low enough, I was afraid he would insist on going much lower.
I returned to Phil's office and spread the tank top across his desk, carefully marking lines from the straps to the mark I had made. I then neatly cut out the 'v' of material. I slipped it back on and returned to the bathroom. It had been embarrassingly short before, threatening to expose my butt and cunt. Now, the insides of my tits came into view as I moved. I checked the time, rushed to the closet to select the sandals I might need if he wanted me to walk much, then rushed to the living room. I had just arrived when I heard the motorcycle.
Once again, I was sitting on the motorcycle seat with a bare ass. As soon as he picked up speed, I knew what trouble I was in. The cut in the front allowed air in to swirl around my body under the top. That caused the top to flutter wildly, mostly up to expose my ass.
I didn't know where we were headed, and the route was confusing. It almost seemed he was aiming for as many major intersections with traffic lights as he could find. We were stopped at one. I was praying for the light to change. There were cars and pedestrians everywhere. The window of the car next to us went down.
"Damn, girl, I love the outfit," the driver said, and two other guys in the car broke out laughing. Girl? Then I remembered the helmet I was wearing that completely hid my face. I made the mistake of turning to the voice. The top caught as I turned, and my left tit came into view. The guy's eyes went wide, and I turned a bright red. Just then, the light turned green, and we were moving again. But so was the bottom of the top. More honks and shouts while we were in heavy traffic. Thomas would slow down to give a good look from a car with guys in it, or speed past cars with a family in it. Speeding up didn't really do much for hiding my butt, though.
He made a stop at a Quick Mart for gas. When the pump didn't give him a receipt, he sent me inside for it. Of course, he would. Before I could leave, he told me to lean on the counter while waiting. I went inside, asked for a receipt for pump #3, and obediently leaned on the counter. I glanced down when the guy at the register looked down. The top gaped open, and both tits were fully on view. I grabbed the receipt and rushed to the door, running smack into another guy. He put out his hand and captured a tit. I twisted around to escape, and that sent my tits flopping. I half ran to Thomas, no longer caring that each step sent my tits flying. He, of course, was laughing.
"Was that really necessary?" I asked as he cruised to the street.
He chuckled again, "Hey, I couldn't have planned any of that." I had to admit he was right, but still ...
The next surprise was when he slowed for oncoming traffic and crossed lanes on the highway, bounced through the median, and swerved through construction barriers that were intended to block traffic from entering a resurfacing of a highway section. After a half mile or so, he came to a stop. For whatever reason, there was no construction at the moment, just a bunch of equipment parked and idle.
He got off the bike, and I got off. He took my helmet, which confused me more. He then told me to take off the top. I hesitated, and he looked at me. I took the top off. He pointed ahead.
"There is an exit about a quarter mile down there. I'll meet you at the bottom of it. He casually put my helmet on his mirror and took off. I was standing naked on a closed section of highway. The other part of the highway, now restricted to one lane in each direction, was bumper-to-bumper traffic. Immediately, the sounds of horns seemed to fill the air. The math went through my head fast. That was roughly 1300 feet, roughly 440 yards, and roughly 4 football fields. And I'm naked. No cars would be coming, though, unless it was the cops. I started jogging. The sandals didn't make jogging easy, and my tits flopping unsupported were maybe worse.
When I turned down the exit toward Thomas, finally, he had his helmet off and was leaning against his bike. He wore a big smile as I approached him at a slower jog. I wanted to finally protest the way he treated me, but he didn't give me the chance. He pulled me against him tightly, smothered my mouth with his, and fondled a nipple, which instantly sent charges surging through me. When he broke the kiss, he pressed my shoulders down, and I sank to my knees on the new concrete of the exit road surface.
I looked up at him. "Here? In the open?" He simply watched me. What was it I told him at his house during the three-hole party? I couldn't be his willingly. He had to tell me. He was.
I open his jeans, pulled them down far enough to get his long cock out, and immediately began loving it. Hell, I was naked on my knees sucking his cock, and for all I knew, there could be a cop car racing towards us at that very moment. There was no stopping, though. Not anymore. As I kissed, licked, and sucked his cock, he was leaning over me, fingering my nipples.
"Seeing you coming down that ramp was a truly amazing sight, Stacy?" he said casually. I didn't respond. I couldn't with a 12-inch cock in my mouth and gathering myself to take it into my throat. "Seeing you jogging down ... damn, your tits are amazing. They were bouncing and swaying like crazy. I should have gotten a video of it for Phil, but I ..."
I stopped him with a quick thrust of my mouth over his cock that sent the head into my throat. I pulled back for another breath, and I plunged down harder, feeling my throat expand around the cock entering it.
"OH ... FUCK!" he exclaimed. "Damn, woman, you are so fucking hot." He quickly pulled me to my feet, though, and pressed me over the seat of the bike. "I don't want to cum in your throat, this time."
"Oh God ..." I gasped at feeling gel pushed into my asshole. "You ... you came prepared? You brought gel just for this? You planned this. We could be caught, Thomas." He was going to fuck my ass. I could hear the highway traffic above us. Even if we were in a deserted exit construction area, it felt more exposed than anything else I had experienced. No exposure on a motorcycle came close to being naked here, waiting to be fucked in the ass.
I felt his big cock press against my asshole. With all the anal I have had, would the sphincter yield? It did. He pressed, and my asshole opened to his cock. It slid in deeper before he pulled back and thrust harder, his cock driving deep into my ass. I cried out as his thighs smacked my butt.
"Oh ... God help me ... but ... fuck me, Thomas," I called out to him. "Fuck my ass with ... your big cock. Yesssss ... yes, yes, yes, fuck me harder ... harder."
He chuckled, "Just give in, Stacy," he chided me, "give yourself to me."
"I ... I can't ... I told you," I gasped as he rammed his cock into me.
"Your body is ready, let your mind accept it."
I shook my head wildly back and forth, my big tits swinging underneath me as I did. I knew I couldn't. I was married to Phil ... I loved him ... even if ...
"Fuck ... fuck me. God help me, but I love this. Fuck my ass. Gape me, use me, cum in me." The words spilled from my mouth. My body was indeed ready for anything he did to me, but not my mind, not my will. Only once they began using me could I act like the slut they wanted me to be.
His fingers found my swinging tits and the nipples. God ... my nipples. Then fingers were at my clit, too. I braced myself against the seat of the bike as he pounded into my ass. Fingers plunged into my empty cunt, and I exploded in orgasm. He continued, of course, he always did, his wonderful, huge cock resizing me, gaping whatever hole he fucked. Using my highly sensitized nipples and clit always sent me into orgasm, and the continuing fucking kept me in rolling, endless orgasms.
When he came, my ass clenched around his cock as if it was trying to milk it of the last of its cum. Everything was so graphic to me now. Fantasizing had never prepared me for reality. How I loved reality.
I climbed onto the bike naked. Only then did he hand me the modified tank top. He watched me put the silly garment on. I gazed at him and reached out to touch his crotch. "Don't blame me if the seat is a mess," I giggled. "I doubt my ass will close sufficiently to hold cum inside until you deliver me back home."
"Maybe I should have you ride naked all the way back," he taunted me.
"Maybe," I challenged back. "You are right about fantasies, Thomas. Reality is far more exciting. But I don't think you want to be pulled over by the cops any more than I do." He laughed and nodded.
* * * *
"Thomas," I said into the phone after seeing the caller name as I answered.
"Is Phil nearby?" I said he was and put the phone on speaker. It was mid-morning on Saturday. "Be ready for me to pick you up at 5:00, Stacy. Phil, your lovely wife won't be home tonight. I will return her tomorrow."
"Overnight?" Phil questioned.
"It's happened before," Thomas replied.
"Not planned, though," Phil replied while almost sounding like some strength remained inside him.
"Is there a problem, Phil?" Thomas quickly responded, and the menace in his voice was clear.
"No, no, it's just ... it just sounds like an escalation of things," Phil said, retreating.
"It is, Phil. For what I have planned, she needs more time to accomplish it all. We're going to explore some of your fantasies in depth, Stacy. Knowing the slut you can become once you're sufficiently aroused, I'm pretty sure you're going to have fun."
"How should I be dressed to be ready for you?" I asked. I could feel my cunt was already flooding.
"Didn't I see a short, thin, silky robe hanging on the back of your bedroom door?" I confirmed there was. "Be wearing that. Before you ask, yes, only that. Okay, sandals, too. Phil, be sure her hair is gone. I want her cunt and asshole, baby-smooth."
After the call ended, Phil said he should check my cunt for hair. Even his language had changed. He opened my shorts and pushed them with my panties over my hips. He knelt and put his fingers between my thighs and began rubbing.
I grabbed his hair and turned his face up to mine, "If you're doing that to enjoy it, I'll let Thomas know." He quickly pulled his fingers out
"No," he muttered, "just ... just ... checking like Thomas wanted me to, honest."
I stared down at him, my hand still holding a bunch of his hair. I released it with two thoughts jumping at me. He was turning into such a wimp. And, when was it that I started treating him that way?
I showered and lounged until 4:30. I didn't know what was in store for me this time. Overnight wasn't normal. This wasn't going to be what was now a routine meeting with Thomas or all three of them. That didn't take all night.
I heard his motorcycle. I wasn't sure how he would be picking me, but it seemed that lately he enjoyed using the bike and me barely dressed as an easy way to expose and flaunt my body to the unsuspecting public. In the back of my mind, though, the flimsy robe was ideal for that.
I walked out the front door dressed only in the flimsy, silky robe and low sandals. The sash was tied at the waist, but provided almost no control over my big 38H breasts. My breasts swayed and bounced with each step, and below the tied sash the robe opened, threatening to expose my cunt.
Thomas hadn't even gotten off the bike, but sat there with a big smile on his face. He handed me the extra helmet. When I took it with both hands, he pulled the sash of my robe, and it opened.
"I think that is the way you should wear it," he said boldly. I looked down. My breasts were still barely covered, the constant hardness of my nipples perhaps holding the clinging material. My bare cunt, though, was visible.
"Thomas, the other outfits at least showed an attempt at covering me. This is ... illegal on public streets," I said, blushing. That still interests me. How in the hell, with everything that has happened... how in the hell do I still blush?
"Well, then, we'd better be watchful for cops. You can pull it tight if we spot one."
He slipped a hand between my legs and smiled, "Damn, Stacy, I'm beginning to think you get wet like this because of me."
I climbed onto the bike behind him, once again sitting bare assed. I leaned forward against him, "I never know what you might have in store for me, but it has always been exciting, despite how I start off thinking about all this."
He reached back and stroked my bare thigh. "That's what I like about you, Stacy. I think the conflict inside you is exciting. Your mind is still resentful, but your body screams slut."
He turned 180 so fast he spun the rear tire, and we shot down the driveway. As soon as he hit the little road in front of our place and gained speed, the robe fluttered behind me. The more speed he gained, the more it rose like a flag, leaving my body exposed. He never went fully into the city but took county and lesser roads along the edge of the city. There were still plenty of miles and stop signs and a couple of traffic lights where the robe fell along my side, but it was obvious to anyone close enough that I was otherwise naked.
When he pulled onto another county road, he soon took a turn onto a gravel road, then into a driveway in serious need of repair. A modest, single-story house was on the right, and a very large equipment shed to the left. Around the equipment shed were five cars.
Thomas pulled to a stop near the wide-open door of the shed. There was a lot of talking and laughing coming from inside. I got off the bike and nervously stood next to it. I handed the helmet to Thomas and kept glancing at the large, open doorway. I had been with the three of them and always felt totally ravaged by their big cocks. Thomas alone could make me feel that way, depending on how many times he fucked my cunt and ass.
Five cars, I thought to myself. Then with Thomas, was it six guys? What about the owner? Seven guys?
Counting guys I still hadn't seen was stopped when Thomas began removing my open robe. I resisted for a moment, but relented, of course. I knew I was going to be fucked; that's what I was, anymore. I was a mature woman with three holes for fucking, and it has been all by big cock since ... since I became his. That had been an interesting transition, too. Aaron and Lonny were still involved, and they could even show up at the house for a fuck that seemed to happen to continue Phil's humiliation, too. My feeling of being controlled and owned was shifting fully to Thomas. Besides the random fucks, it was Thomas who initiated my enhancements and arranged bigger meetings for my use.
With my robe off, standing completely naked in a stranger's yard, I set my eyes on Thomas. I needed his direction. I needed him to tell me what I was expected to do and what the situation was. He had told Phil that I wouldn't be back home until sometime tomorrow. I had been overnight once before, but that had been unplanned and had turned into a relaxed one-on-one time with Thomas that had been very pleasant and enjoyable. That could have been the moment when I might have submitted myself to him, but I couldn't. My body had, but my mind couldn't.
Thomas stared into my face. His expression was soft, but still firm. His fingers were toying with my very sensitive nipples. That had a similar effect on me as when he pressed the start button on his bike. "Inside, there will be eight guys. You will only know the three of us. I have no idea the size of the other cocks that will be fucking you, but it won't matter, right?" I continued to look into his eyes as I nodded my agreement. Eight guys. "Your name is Trixie. That is to protect your identity. However," he paused to squeeze my nipples harder, which brought a wince to my face along with a surging arousal into my body, "we just may continue using it from here on."
"Why Trixie?" I asked, curious. "There are probably dozens of Stacie's of one spelling or another."
He smiled, "It's your slut name. Trixie. It seems appropriate to us, as it has a few references to the number three, and you are now a three-hole slut. Also, it brings connotations of a slut-whore turning tricks." I stared up at him. Was my surging arousal due to his manipulation of my nipples, knowing eight guys were about to fuck me, or was my new name only a representation of graphic sex to him? "This is the time, Trixie, that you will submit to me as my willing, eager slut, or when your mind continues to resist that shift, but your body fully accepts being my slut. Either way, Trixie, you will be my slut."
A shiver flowed through my body. One hand went to my cunt, and he smiled down at me, "Your body says you are ready, Trixie." I wasn't sure being gangbanged by eight guys was needed to tell me I was a slut. Everything I had experienced, the ease with which I went into and out of those experiences, already had my body, if not my mind, ready to accept that. He knew as well as I knew that all he had to do was get me started.
He took my hand and began walking to the open doors. "I have no idea what is about to happen, Trixie, but we have a lot of time for it to happen." The name flowed from his lips so easily. He had said the name was to protect my identity, but I suspected it was more, much more. Being called Trixie was going to be my name going forward. How was Phil going to react to my name being lost now, too? A name that reminded Thomas about me now being a three-hole slut and reminded him of a whore turning tricks. I gazed ahead into the space of the large shed. It wasn't very long ago that Thomas, Aaron, and Lonny were strangers to me. Now there are more strange men inside that shed who will be fucking me. Complete strangers.
I came to a complete stop, and he took one more step before feeling my hand stop him. He turned, "Is there a problem, Trixie?"
"Why," I uttered helplessly.
"You know why. Besides, you may feel this way right now, but you know what you will be feeling once it starts. Look at yourself, Trixie. You're outside on some guy's property completely naked, and you know your body is ready for all the fucking it can get. That's what is inside that building, Trixie. All the fucking you can get. You know it is going to happen."
I looked up at our almost foot height difference and released a heavy sigh, my shoulders sagging with the effort. It was all true. And I hated that he understood my body so well, knew my internal conflict, and knew which part of that conflict would ultimately win out. I simply gave a small nod and continued at his side, a large, dressed black man with a big-titted, mature white woman next to him. It was as if I had somehow been transported into a porn movie.


Approaching the open doors, the inside of the building looked dark, and the voices of many men flowed from it. As we stepped through the opening and out of the bright sunlight, though, the inside was well lit, and the sounds of talking and laughter died immediately. Thomas was still walking me deeper into the area. Ahead of us, roughly in the center of the space, were two layers of large, old mattresses, which were where Thomas was leading me. The men inside moved as if choreographed to stand around the edges of the mattresses. Seven men, all naked, all black, and all suddenly stroking cocks, and none were much smaller than Lonny's 9-inch cock.
Thomas led me to the edge of the mattresses. He held me in front of him, and his hands came around to cup my tits and toy with my sensitive nipples. He pulled on one, and I moaned. My eyes caught Aaron and Lonny smirking with recognition of my response.
"Guys, meet Trixie. I won't bother with your names; that's not important. What is important is that you understand that Trixie, here," he said as he lifted my large tits, "is a three-hole slut who still thinks she wants to simply be a mature housewife to her small-dicked, wimpy husband. Maybe the eight of us can fuck that notion out of her. Are you ready to help me?"
A roar went up from all of them, though Aaron and Lonny stood more quietly. They were already influential in the way I have been transformed sexually. "This is what Trixie's body is for. Men with large cocks fucking her. She still resists the idea until she gets started, then you'll see the true Trixie come out. Fuck her cunt, ass, or throat. Her nipples and clit are especially sensitive. She will orgasm as you've never seen when they are included in the fucking."
My eyes shyly scanned the men. They had all the appearance of feral dogs faced with food for the first time in weeks. And that food was my naked self being described as a three-hole, orgasmic slut. I couldn't help myself. I wanted to bite my tongue, his fingers pulling and twisting my nipples expertly, and his descriptive words about me had me aroused already. Then, as if he could now read my mind, he bent over me and slipped fingers between my legs. I cursed myself when I realized they had opened to accept his touch.
Thomas chuckled, "I knew it," he said, "she tries to resist, but her body wants it. She's wet and ready, guys." He then softly said to me, "Okay, Trixie, showtime. Go around the circle and greet each guy by sucking their cocks for a minute or so. Then, we'll start filling your holes."
As if in a trance, I turned to whoever was standing next to me, a large, somewhat overweight black man stroking a cock already nearly hard. I went to my knees in front of him, as if hypnotized. Even though my action seemed natural and accepting, my brain screamed at me for doing it. Once again, resistance and acceptance are battling. But Thomas was correct that the battle would be short-lived, as my body would take over.
I used both hands on his cock as I stroked over it a few times before leaning further toward him to kiss and lick the head, then down the length and back up. There, I took the head between my lips, sucked just the head, then pressed more into my mouth. No deepthroat, I told myself. That would come later, I was sure. This was just an introduction, as Thomas said, and what he said hit me fully. What I was really doing was introducing myself to each one of the guys as a slut to be fucked, fucked in any hole, fucked in every hole, and fucked as often as they wanted. My head swirled in the thought. Ravaged. Thomas was pushing the whole being ravaged by black cock fantasy thing. I had handled the three of them. He was testing me, challenging me, finding what limits I might really have.
In a moment, I was sucking and stroking a very rigid cock. I looked up from his cock, over his belly, at the lust in his face. I wondered if he was seeing something similar in my face. I moved to the next man and cock. I had sucked seven cocks when I moved to the side, still on my knees, to the king of all the cocks. Without looking up at the man, I knew I was back with Thomas. He wasn't stroking his cock, but was nearly hard. Did I turn him on by doing this? Did his control over me turn him on?
After sucking him hard, I looked up into his face. Still on my knees, my lips on his cock, I looked up his hard body, my hands stroking up over his hard stomach to his chest. "Will you fuck me, Thomas?" I asked with needy eyes. How well he knew me? Suck a few cocks, and I was ready to do whatever he wanted.
He shook his head and pulled up to stand with him as he led me to the center of the mattresses. "I will definitely be fucking you, Trixie. First, though, you will be used by these men, most of whom you don't even know. Used like a slut." I pressed my body against his and retook his cock into my hand. He then addressed the other men, "Trixie has a fantasy about being ravaged by black men with large cocks. She also has a fantasy of becoming an anal slut. She is fixated with the thought of gaping holes with cum flowing out." He kissed me hard. "Don't disappoint me, Trixie," he whispered. Then, as if remembering, "The only pictures being taken will be on my phone. I think her husband would enjoy a periodic update of how his wife is doing." I shivered. He has no mercy regarding Phil.
He directed me to lie on the mattress with my knees pulled back and spread wide. This was a position he liked for its visual appeal. He would also use it for fucking my asshole. That wasn't the reason for his choice, though.
"I want everyone to fuck her cunt and only her cunt for the first stage. We'll get to her ass later. For now, I want a constant train of black cocks fucking her cunt. You feel like you might be getting close to cumming, pull out, and let the next guy in. I want her to be constantly fucked. She'll orgasm, and I want her to orgasm a lot. Use her mouth while you wait to fuck her again, but I don't want you to cum until I tell you. Her fantasy is to be ravaged."
From the mattress in the position he directed me to be in, I stared up at him as he spoke to the other men, not to me. I was a fuck hole as far as what he was saying. I turned my head around to the men gathered at the edges of the mattress. All were stroking a hard cock. Eight hard, black, big cocks were about to fuck me continuously until Thomas said otherwise. Any sense of resistance was replaced by intimidation. I'd only been fucked by them one at a time, not to maximize my orgasms.
As Thomas talked, I had been in that terribly degrading position of exposure. Even as Thomas spoke, the other men were watching me closely. By the time Thomas released them, it was like watching a pack of drooling dogs descending on me.
When the first man got to me, his cock pressed against my cunt and easily slipped in. I moaned in frustration and arousal at the same time. Frustration that Thomas was correct about how my body reacted to the anticipation of being fucked by these big cocks. Arousal for the same reason: big cocks. Once the guy realized he didn't need to work his way into my cunt, he thrust hard, his cock suddenly deep inside me.
"Oh ... fuck ..." I called out.
"You like a cock in your cunt, don't you slut?" the man exclaimed at hearing me.
"Yes, damn you," I responded.
He wasn't asking for permission. Thomas had given him that. He was trying to be demeaning, dominant. But none of these guys compares to Thomas. I learned that with Aaron and Lonny. Thomas was special, and I hated that about him. Hated it until I started fucking. And I knew in my soul I would be anxiously waiting to feel his giant cock plunging into my cunt even after seven other men with good cocks fucking me.
I held my legs back and open as the guy plowed furiously into my cunt. Sometimes, he leaned forward enough that his pelvis smashed my sensitized clit, but mostly it was his cock flying in and out of me. I turned it into my own game of seeing if I couldn't get one of them to cum. I squeezed my cunt around him.
"Oh fuck," he exclaimed, "the slut ... is squeezing me."
I heard Thomas's laugh as the guy quickly pulled out of me. The next guy was there waiting, and his cock was inside almost before I could notice the change as I was sucking on another cock and stroking another.
I orgasmed on the second guy. The whole scene was too stimulating. My orgasm flooding his cock must have been too much, as he pulled out quickly. The third one was Aaron, and he kept my orgasm rolling by using his fingers on my nipple and directing another guy to do the other nipple. I crested again, and it kept on going.
It seemed like forever that cocks left me, and another plunged into me. My head was turned from one side to the other to suck cock when I felt it; the one I would always recognize, the one that had become my master, the one that melted all my resistance once I felt it. I released the cock in my mouth and turned to look up into his face.
"I knew it was you," I gasped. "Fuck me hard. Make me cum. I want to orgasm on your magnificent cock. Please, oh God, please, make me orgasm."
I sounded like such a slut to say all that, and he simply smiled down at me. But he shifted his position to free a hand to use on my clit. He knew, of all of them, maybe more than me, even, how to use my enhanced nipples and clit to stimulate my orgasm. And I did. I erupted in orgasm, a wonderfully powerful orgasm. And, like so many other times with him fucking me, he kept right on fucking me with powerful thrusts, holding me on edge so my orgasm continued.
When he too pulled out of me, my cunt was still spasming. I didn't believe he pulled out because he was getting too close, but to keep more cocks fucking me. I had lost track of everything. How many cocks, how many orgasms, until I felt his cock thrust into my overly fucked cunt again. Feeling him again, I orgasmed instantly. I looked up at him, gasping, my eyes not really able to focus.
I had to focus on tightening my cunt, I had been fucked by so many cocks for so long. I was weak from so many orgasms, but nobody had cum inside me, but my cunt drooled my own juices.
When Thomas pulled out for the second time, it hit me that the others must have fucked me twice, too. And, none of them had cum. When he pulled out, though, nobody came to take his place. Instead, I saw Thomas with his phone taking a pic or video of my cunt.
"Want to see, Trixie?"
I'm not sure I even nodded, but I was curious. He said he was going to send it to Phil. I couldn't believe how gaping my cunt was. No, thinking about all those cock, I could believe it.
"Okay, Trixie, on your hands and knees." I struggled to do such a simple thing. After holding my legs open for so long, my body almost felt numb to moving. "The second stage is anal." He then addressed the guys. "Same thing, guys. Fuck her without cumming. I'll tell you when to start cumming. Then you can cum anywhere you want, on her or in her ass, cunt, or throat, your choice. At that point, she's just a cum dump and treat her like one."
Aaron tossed Thomas a tube of gel. Soon, I felt it going into my asshole. God, I thought, the same thing for my ass? A cum dump? I really need to be careful what I wish for, I lamented.
Then, it started all over again. With only that pause, one of the guys I didn't know and only vaguely recalled having fucked my cunt, and only knew because I watched by turning my head to look over my shoulder after Thomas had prepared my ass. The guy pressed his cock head past my sphincter with some effort and more than a little reaction from me. All the anal I have had because of them giving me my anal fantasy, and it still takes some effort to penetrate the first time. Will this be the moment my ass becomes loosened for good? Is that even possible?
I pressed back against the inevitable and felt the cock pass my sphincter. I saw knees drop in front of me, then the biggest black I've ever known. I looked up as the cock in my ass pressed deeper and deeper, opening my ass not only for it to fuck me, but all the other cocks to follow it.
"Your fantasy, Trixie," Thomas said as we made eye contact. "You're a slut, Trixie. When are you going to accept that?" He pressed his cock against my chin and cheek. I could feel the same slickness of my orgasmic juices on it, just like it would be on most of the other cocks. "Phil couldn't satisfy you; he never could. All these years of denial for what? Some marriage ideal? Your body is screaming for all the pleasure you have denied it. Your body only wants to make up for all the lost time."
I looked up at him. I was sure he could see right through my struggling resistance. I knew my body would eventually take over completely, just like it did when they gangbanged my cunt moments ago.
The man behind me pulled his cock back to the entrance of my ass and slammed it back in.
"FUCK!" I cried out. Not pain, certainly not shock or surprise. Instant physical response, just like Thomas said, and just like I knew would happen. "Fuck me," I cried out again. "Fuck me ... fuck me ... fuck me."
Thomas shoved his cock into my mouth. "You heard her, guys. Fuck the slut and make her ass a tunnel for every cock here to fuck like her cunt."
Thomas, with his understanding of my body and enhanced nipples and clit, added his stimulation as he sawed his cock in and out of my mouth, into my throat with practiced ease, as the guy in my ass fucked harder and harder. The same rules applied, though. My ass muscles were stronger than my cunt so I squeezed hard around the cock, adding my own stimulation, but making it more difficult for the guys to restrain themselves. But they somehow managed. When he pulled out, predictably, there was another ready to slam into my open asshole. I orgasmed with the change as Thomas intensified his efforts on my nipples and clit, adding fingers into my empty cunt.
Cock after cock pounded into my ass relentlessly. It felt never-ending. A steady fucking with only very short moments of emptiness, and those very moments of emptiness drew moans of frustration from me. I heard someone comment about my asshole flexing around nothing during those short moments of emptiness.
Thomas's cock pulled from my throat and mouth, and I allowed myself to sag to the mattress, but my ass was still up in the air for pounding. I hadn't thought about where Thomas went, perhaps to get ready for his turn, when I heard his voice behind me.
"Damn, you could drive a truck through that gaping asshole," which drew laughter from other guys. "Her husband has to see that. Hell, her cunt is still open." I then heard him add more comments on the short video.
The next cock made me cry out again. It was bigger. Even with all the other cocks in my ass, Thomas always required more stretching. He plunged into me, and I slid forward on the mattress. He fucked me long and hard. Very long and very hard. I orgasmed again and wondered with the same amazement how he always lasted so long.
"Your next fuck of her, cum in her ass, cunt, or on her," he said. And then he came with powerful sprays of cum into my ass. Somehow, he continued to fuck me and torture my nipples and clit. I orgasmed again.
When he finally pulled out, it felt like air rushed into the emptiness. Then, the next cock and the next, both cumming in my ass, too. When they pulled out, I felt the cum running out. Then one fucked my ass but pulled out to thrust in my cunt to cum.
When finally, another cock didn't come to my ass or cunt, I allowed myself to fully collapse onto the mattress, where I remained gathering my breath and senses. When I struggled to my knees, I found the guys scattered around the shed drinking beer. I found Thomas. I had actually looked for him. He was my anchor, my security. He motioned for me to come to him. I somehow got to my feet and half staggered to him. He held out a beer to me and patted his lap. I sat across it without thought. I was naked on his lap, but so was he, so were seven other guys around the shed. I knew this wasn't over. This was merely a rest, and probably more for them than intended for me.
He nudged my outside leg off his lap, which opened my legs and presented my cunt to his fingers. He idly stroked my cunt and clit. Every touch of my clit seemed to bring a gasp or moan from me. My clit was obviously engorged and prominent, but was more so by the injections.
"Having fun, Trixie?" he asked softly.
I took a long pull on the beer bottle to give myself time to consider that question. I knew my response, but I had to consider if I really wanted to give it.
"Yes," I finally confessed. Even having thought about it, the response was surprising to me, so I gave it out loud.
"You know why, don't you?" he followed up with.
I turned my head to him. I kissed him. He was stroking my cunt, but I realized I was fondling my own big tit. "Because I am a slut," I responded. "But, as you said before, once I get started..."
He shook his head and chuckled. "You know, my slutty Trixie, I really enjoy a good challenge. But, maybe I have to break Phil, first, huh?"
When he noticed I had finished my beer, he called for everyone's attention. "I think we need a bit more time before the final stage of the night, when you can fuck her and cum in any of her holes that you want. So, while we have another beer, Trixie will return to the mattress and fuck herself with her beer bottle." I looked at him in shock. "And," he added softly just to me, "I want to see the thick part of the bottle go into your cunt. Understand?"
"Yes, sir," I meekly uttered. But I was already moving off his lap, bottle in hand.
Before I got too far from him, "Trixie," he called out to me. I turned, "You might need this." He tossed me the tube of gel. I fumbled the catch while securing the bottle so it wouldn't fall to the concrete floor.
When I bent over to pick it up, someone behind me whistled and added, "I think that bottle will fit in the hole with a bit of work."
I stood blushing deeply, but was so damned turned on. I scanned the eight naked black men, most of whom were again idly stroking their cocks in anticipation of seeing me masturbate with a beer bottle. I moved to the mattress, squeezed some gel onto my fingers, and stroked the bottle neck and body to liberally coat it. As I settled into my back and spread my legs wide, I seriously questioned what was happening to me. I couldn't even guess how many times a cock had fucked my cunt, then my ass, or how many times I had orgasmed in the process. Now, I was going to 'entertain' them by fucking myself with a beer bottle. The worst part was that I was curious myself if I could get the body of the bottle into my cunt. Then more fucking. Was Thomas correct that he would eventually break down my resistance completely?
My mind was working, but my hands were, too. The neck of the bottle entered my open cunt hole and slid easily to the thickening of the bottle's body. If I got to the point that I wasn't resisting Thomas anymore, what would happen? What would I be? If Phil was broken, too, what would he mean to me? Would he still be my connection? Or ... if not ... would that mean Thomas would take his place?
Just the thought, the uncertainty of what might happen, my hands pulled the bottle forcefully into my cunt, my hole opening wide as the bottle's body entered. I gasped and moaned as I released my hold on the bottle embedded in my cunt. Then, with a wicked thought, I grabbed the bottom of the bottle and pulled it out. I turned it to hold onto the neck. I pressed the bottle bottom, the widest part, against my cunt hole, turning it side to side, trying to get a wedge into my cunt, twisting it at the same time until my cunt opened and swallowed the bottle again. I moaned deeply and began fucking myself with the bottle.


I heard the voices of eight men around me exclaiming, shouting, and calling me all sorts of demeaning names, and it all intoxicated my overstimulated mind further. Until I heard the one voice that mattered to me: Thomas. I opened my eyes to see him standing over me with his phone recording it all. His phone was moving from my filled cunt to my face and back to my cunt. He lowered the phone, and I could see he was thinking. I hadn't stopped using the bottle as a dildo yet.
"One of you guys lie down," he ordered. Lonny was the quickest. Maybe he understood the look on Thomas's face and wanted to be a part of it. "Trixie, reverse cowgirl."
I moaned as I pulled the bottle from my cunt. I felt my cunt with my fingers and looked up at the men standing watching. My hole felt huge. Seven men were watching intently, and Lonny was waiting for me to mount him, as uncertain of what was to follow as I was, but I moved quickly and sat on his 9-inch cock, which easily entered me fully.
"Lean back, Trixie," Thomas directed, and I did. I leaned back with my hands on the mattress so I was braced and could watch whatever was next. I was a bit surprised because the way I was penetrated effectively obstructed them from getting into my asshole. I half expected a double penetration after everything that had happened. I had to admit to a sense of disappointment, and, at the moment, that feeling didn't bother me. Then, Thomas's commanding voice, "You, get your cock into her cunt, too," he said, pushing the guy who happened to be next to him.
"Oh ... fuck," I gasped as I quickly looked down at the guy's bobbing cock. I guessed it was an inch shorter than Lonny, not huge, but big, but they were all big here, I reminded myself. "Thomas?" I questioned in surprise.
He knelt alongside me and Lonny, grabbed an overly sensitive nipple, and pulled up and to the side, my tit following where he tugged. I moaned as I watched my nipple and tit being moved. Then, the second man was between our legs as he held his cock over Lonny's and wedged the head into my cunt. I cried out with more moans than any sound of discomfort, but discomfort there was.
"Trixie, you slut, what do you say?" Thomas's voice came to me as my nipple felt like it might detach as he pulled up toward my head.
I didn't look at Thomas, but the man who had just added his cock into my cunt. "Fuck me, dammit," I said with urgency and need. "Fuck me with both of your cocks. Cum in me! Fill me! Fuck me!"
I didn't notice Thomas had released my nipple and was recording it all on his phone. If I had noticed, I would have known that Phil would be seeing it soon, and I would have wondered just how much Phil could endure at seeing his wife finding such pleasure in her abuse. We had both fantasized about my being ravaged by a big cock, and it was happening and being enjoyed.
I fell back against Lonny, who brought his hands around me to my tits and nipples. He, too, of course, understood the sensitivity of my nipples and used that to further arouse me. Two cocks in my cunt, one aggressively fucking into me while Lonny could only manage jerking movements, but even that added to the stimulation.
The second guy entering my cunt came after I orgasmed. Lonny, unable to fuck much, was still hard inside as my cunt became only half full of cock. But not for long, as another cock squeezed inside. With more fucking like before, Lonny came, adding even more cum to my cunt. Being squeezed with two cocks, the cum was being pushed out as they fucked to the last of Lonny's cum. I was awkwardly raised slightly, and Lonny's cock came out. Then, for a moment, I thought my mind was losing it as the world seemed to spin, but it was my body being rolled.
I found myself on top of the man who was now on his back. Only his cock was inside me, but I felt another pressing at my cunt soon. I couldn't see who it might be, but what did it matter? I did know it wasn't Thomas, though.
I mashed my mouth onto the man below me as the next cock entered my cunt over his. They weren't fucking me, though. I broke the kiss as I felt movement behind me. I turned my head to see yet another man stepping over my ass and someone spreading my ass cheeks. Oh fuck, no, I thought, as another cock head pressed against my asshole. With two cocks in my cunt, it didn't matter that my ass had been opened obscenely earlier. It felt closed again as the man pressed hard until his cock passed inside.
"OH FUCK!" I cried out. Two in my cunt and one in my ass? My mind screamed in shock, but my body was already adjusting. I pushed back on my own, driving the second cock in my cunt deeper, and the new cock in my ass deeper. That was all the encouragement the men needed. Three cocks began fucking my two holes. Then, a fourth cock came to my mouth. I opened my mouth greedily. Air-tight with four cocks. What a fucking slut!
The evening ended with Thomas and Aaron, the largest cocks I knew, stretching my cunt even further. By then, my holes were flooded with eight fresh loads of cum and draining from both my ass and cunt as Thomas documented the damage for Phil.
"Thomas, where are we going? I thought this was continuing tomorrow." I weakly asked as he helped me into my robe. He was already dressed, and many of the men had left, while a few remained to finish off the beer.
He chuckled, "Disappointed, Trixie?"
"Uhmm ... no ... I just ..." I muttered, not knowing how to respond. Was I really looking forward to more? This amount of cock had threatened to be abusive, but can it be abuse if I continued to orgasm?
"Tomorrow will be at my home. Fewer people," he added. "Only five, and only four cocks."
I climbed onto the bike behind him, and I didn't even think about tying the robe as I settled behind him, my arms encircling his body. My mind was still OD'd on sex, and it didn't connect that he had said five people and only four cocks. I just held onto Thomas, my mind only repeating, hold onto your anchor.


            Stacy: Housewife to Slut Ch. 07

            Trixie's gangbang, day 2.

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/stacy-housewife-to-slut-ch-07

Title: \Stacy: Housewife to Slut Ch. 07

Author: Morann

Category: Mature

Description: Trixie's gangbang, day 2.

Tags: exhibitionism, fisting, slut, gangbang, anal, mature




CHAPTER 7: TRIXIE'S GANGBANG DAY 2
My mind had been in a sexual fog when we left the gangbang on his motorcycle. Wearing only the robe untied around me, I knew it would float in the air behind me as he sped down the roads to his house. Thankfully, he kept to the lesser-traveled roads, but anyone in a car or truck behind us, or we passed, certainly got a good view of my naked body. Just an exhibitionist on a nighttime ride was what they undoubtedly thought. The reality would have shocked them: a slut who had just been thoroughly, maybe excessively, fucked and uncaring of her exposure.
At Thomas's house, he pulled into the garage and assisted me into the house and to his bedroom. I occasionally stumbled over a step or bumped against a corner as he led me through the house. He pulled the covers back for me to climb into the bed, lying on my side. I heard him undress, then felt the bed sag as he too moved onto the bed. He moved behind me and spooned into my back, his hand cupping a tit gently.
"Did I satisfy you tonight, Thomas?" I softly asked, nearly asleep already.
"You did well with the men, Trixie," he softly replied into my hair. "You were amazing, in fact."
"No," I responded. "Did I satisfy YOU?" He pressed against me tighter, and I felt his cock stiffen against my ass. I wiggled my ass against it. "I always knew when it was you fucking me, Thomas. I was always aware whether in my cunt or my ass. I always knew. When you fucked me, were you satisfied? Was I good for you?"
"Very good, Trixie. You always are. I love fucking your cunt and ass. I love fucking your throat, too, but I love seeing you orgasm, and you can't do that with your throat. So, I prefer you cunt and ass," he explained.
"My orgasms," I followed, "are why you enhanced my nipples and clit so much, right? To have me orgasm more and intensely?"
"Exactly. Are you now pleased that I did?"
"Very much, Thomas," I sighed. "Very much. You remembered that modifications and enhancements were part of my fantasies."
"I know all your fantasies."
I sighed deeply. It wasn't a sad sigh of him knowing and using my fantasies against me. It was a weary sigh from being fucked almost senseless. "Can I ask you a favor?"
"You can ask. I won't release you, if that is what you want to ask, though."
"No, no," I softly replied, "I understand that." I snuggled back against his hard body and wiggled my ass against his hardening cock. "Can you be inside me?"
"You want to fuck?" he asked incredulously.
"No, I'm too tired. If you want to fuck, of course, but I just want you inside me as I fall asleep." He shifted slightly, lifted my top leg, and pressed his cock against my well-fucked cunt. "No, my ass, please."
He shifted back a couple of inches to press his cock against my asshole as he pulled my ass cheek open. I gasped as his massive cock entered my equally well-fucked ass. He held me tight as he worked his cock as deep as possible, given the position. I was asleep by the time he was settled inside me.
I didn't hear him whisper in my ear, "You are amazing, my sexy, anal slut."
* * * *
The next morning was disorienting. The sounds were off, and the shadows and lighting were incorrect. Then I remembered the night before, and Thomas taking me to his house. I was alone in his bed. I heard sounds from somewhere in the house, but I headed directly for the bathroom. I had to take a shower. I knew I had cum in my hair, crusted on my body, and there had been a wet spot where cum had leaked from my holes during the night.
After a shower and a bit of pampering, I ventured naked in search of Thomas. I knew my robe had to be around somewhere, but I also knew he had a plan for a second gangbang for me. And, this was the man who virtually owned my body and enjoyed showing it off. Being even slightly dressed in the privacy of his home made no sense even to me.
"Ah, Trixie," he said cheerily as I entered the kitchen to find him at the counter assembling a plate of eggs, toast, and fruit. He pointed the plate at the kitchen table, where I sat, as he placed it in front of me. "I heard you in the shower."
I hadn't realized how hungry I was and took a piece of melon immediately into my mouth. He sat across the table from me with a cup of coffee. He was covered in a robe. "If you show me where you have an extra set of sheets, I'll change your bed. I... ahh... I apparently leaked a lot last night," I shyly uttered while not making eye contact.
He chuckled, "I noticed, Trixie. I forced some out myself... you wanted me in your ass, remember?"
I blushed. I'd forgotten about that. What a slut, came immediately to my mind. I nodded and tried to continue eating and sipping coffee. The coffee was rich and maybe the best part of the meal.
"How are you feeling this morning, Trixie?"
I finally looked up. "Trixie," I repeated softly. "I thought that was just to protect my identity, but you keep using it."
"That's because you are Trixie now. A slut needs a slut name, don't you think? I can't control what you and Phil do privately in your home, but with us, you are a slut, so, yeah, you will continue to be Trixie. If Phil objects..."
I laughed, and he asked why. I shook my head, "Phil objecting to you. He might say something to me, but... not to you."
"That must be disappointing to learn about him." I nodded. "How does that make you feel, Trixie?"
He keeps repeating that name. I understood, too. He had his agenda: break Phil; break me. "It feels like I am adrift on a raft with nobody to help me."
"That's not true, Trixie. I'm here and will be. I will guide you to where you need to go. You aren't aimlessly adrift. You are on course. In fact, I think you are well ahead of the plan I had hoped for."
I stared into his eyes. "A course set for me into slutdom? My becoming a full-fledged fuck-happy slut?"
He smiled and nodded, "Exactly." He seemed to think for a moment. "You know, I owe you an apology." Now, that surprised me. "I was so pissed at those guys that I wanted to take everything I could from them. I did, too. I took their money and you. The money was deserved. You... well, you were collateral damage. But, after it started, that first Saturday... you know that I never intended it to go past that Saturday? Seeing your body, though, and fucking you... damn, you were so responsive despite your reluctance. I just knew there was a slut inside you that had been denied. Your fantasies were so enticing, I couldn't resist taking you on that journey of discovery. So, I apologize, but I don't regret continuing."
A funny apology, but I understood, and that was a bit frightening, too. I was sitting naked with him in his home after a night of being ravaged in every hole by eight black cocks. He explained to me how I was just collateral damage, but a condition he intended to continue. His explanation was both honest and understanding while being deliberate in maintaining the control he had. The most frightening part of it all, though, was that I understood, and that the reality of what he was doing to me had always made me feel the most alive and fulfilled of my life. I tried to fight it, to resist it, but he had always been right when he pointed out that my body had accepted his control; only my mind stubbornly couldn't follow.
I sat at the table naked and sipping coffee with him watching me. Everything he had said, and I sat sipping coffee calmly. What was wrong with me? I knew what was wrong with me. I understood. Was I ready to give in? No. But I understood. In a sick kind of way, I was looking forward to what he had planned for how I would be fucked and thoroughly ravaged today. That was what was wrong with me. I was beginning to look forward to it all.
* * * *
It had never been defined to me when the second day's gangbang would begin or how long it was expected to last. It wasn't important for me to know, I guess. I was the slut. I would be fucked. I would orgasm. They would cum in me, probably all my holes. And, it would last as long as it would last.
When the doorbell rang, Thomas directed me to answer it. It was about to start. I walked to the front door naked, of course, my big tits jiggling as I did. I opened the door to find Aaron and Lonny. They each grabbed me in the open doorway, fully exposed to the outside. They kissed me hard, hands stroking, fondling, and probing.
"Damn, Trixie," Aaron uttered with his hand between my legs, "is your cunt always wet?"
"No, not always," I quietly replied.
"She isn't when she is at home, I bet," Lonny laughed, "when she's with that tiny dicked husband of hers."
"It's amazing you were ever able to fuck that tiny thing. It's not much bigger than an enlarged clit, is it?"
I didn't respond. I didn't dare. If I did, they might use my words against Phil. I might be greatly disappointed in him, but I didn't think I was ready for that level of humiliation of him. Not from me, anyway. But, how much more humiliation could I endure before that changed?
Thomas said there were two more to arrive, and we would all wait. That disappointed Aaron and Lonny, so Thomas suggested I masturbate on the coffee table for them while we waited. He told me I was to continue until I orgasmed, even if the others arrived.
No beer bottles this time, just my fingers. I almost smiled, though. I did have the advantage of a very sensitive clit and G-spot, along with equally sensitive nipples. And, I knew how to reach my G-spot after Thomas had attacked it and driven me to a wild orgasm without his cock.
Lying on the coffee table, I pulled my knees up and spread them wide, blatantly exposing my cunt to the three men in front of me. I raised my head to look at them framed between my heaving tits and thighs as one hand slid teasingly down my stomach to my open cunt. My thumb rubbed over my clit as my fingers slid over my cunt several times before plunging inside. My other hand began on my nipples. I had two fingers plunging in and out of my cunt. I did a partial crunch to turn my wrist and hand to curl my fingers up inside to find my G-spot.
"OH... FUCK!" I cried out when I found it. I released my nipple so that my hand could focus on my clit. My fingers flew into my cunt and over my clit. I cried out and moaned and gasped. It became hard to breathe, but I pressed on to satisfy Thomas... always satisfy Thomas. My tits heaved as I gasped for a ragged breath.
When I finally orgasmed, I had four fingers inside me, and I was pulling one nipple so hard it distended the tit. My head fell back onto the table surface, and my legs dropped. When I looked up, the three guys were joined by a man and a woman standing beside them.
I quickly closed my thighs over my cunt, my hand trapped there. "What? Who?" I gasped with surprise.
"Trixie, this is Anne and Tom," Thomas offered as an introduction, "Guys, this is Trixie, our slut for today's fun." A woman, I repeated to myself. Of course, I thought as his comment yesterday came back to me: five people and four cocks. "Anne goes both ways, but today she's interested in you, Trixie."
"Well," Anne responded with a twinkle in her eyes, "if you were to offer that pole of yours, I might reconsider."
Tom laughed, "My wife can be a slut, too, Trixie," he said in explanation.
"Seeing her cum like that," Anne said as she began pulling her clothes off, "I want her to do that to me. You ever done a woman, Trixie?" I shook my head while trying to catch up with this surprising twist. "I'm your first, then." She was naked. Black guys naked seemed common for me, now a black woman. Her breasts were maybe C-cup, and her cunt was bald like mine. As she moved the few steps to me, I slid off the coffee table. It was clear she wanted me to do her right there in front of the guys. As she opened her legs to me as I knelt at the side of the table, "You guys can fuck her all you want, just don't interfere with her doing me," she said with finality.
As I slid my hands along her thighs, my gaze dropped from her smiling face to her spread cunt. My first cunt. I'd seen other women naked before, but none that were black or had a bald cunt, especially one I was expected to create an orgasm for.
"Tom, we've dipped our cocks into her plenty," I heard Thomas's voice behind me. "If you want her ass, use this gel. Her cunt is always good, though, too."
Now I was going to be fucked by a man as I ate his wife. Their openness to sex was arousing, like I needed anything else to arouse me after masturbating. I felt gel spread over my asshole, then fingers pushing more into me. I lowered my lips to Anne's cunt and licked with long strokes over her lips, pushing my tongue into her hole. I shifted up a few inches to suck her clit as I slipped a finger, then two, into her hole. I listened to her moans at the same time I felt a cock at my asshole pressing firmly, confidently, like a man used to fucking assholes.
"Fuck," Anne gasped, "if I'm your first, you are a natural," she added with a moan as she lightly placed a hand on top of my head.
"Damn," I heard Tom utter, "her ass feels good."
"You should have seen how gaping it was yesterday," Lonny exclaimed. "And she never complained once we started. She's a real, natural slut."
"If she'd ever allow herself to fully release," Thomas added.
Tom thrust hard into my ass, his cock sinking deep, and I realized I hadn't seen it. It felt big, too. Were there any black guys with average-sized cocks? I was thrusting my fingers into Anne's cunt with my lips locked like a suction on her clit. I curled my fingers and searched the top front of her cunt inside, where I found mine, where it would connect to her clit. When I found it, I knew by the touch of my finger, but more by her hips thrusting up and a loud exclamation from her. It came at the same moment her husband thrust extra hard into my ass, which mashed my mouth into her, my teeth shifting and hitting her clit.
Tom was fucking me hard when I felt fingers on my own clit and nipples. It had to be more than one other person. They were ganging up on me, knowing how sensitive those parts were, but I was determined to stay with Anne, too.
Then, I heard Thomas softly speaking, "This is your slut wife, Phil, eating her first cunt while being ass-fucked by another man she doesn't know. You can see how determined she is to bring this woman to an orgasm. You should be proud your wife is such a slut." I knew another video was being recorded and would soon be on its way to Phil for more humiliation and taunting.
Anne's orgasm was stunning. She flooded my mouth. Was that squirting, I wondered? I had heard of it, but it had never happened to me. The added stimulation, along with the fucking brought me to orgasm before Anne with Tom continuing to fuck me. After Tom came in my ass, Anne wiggled out from under my mouth, and a new cock plunged into my ass without hesitation. I only knew it wasn't Thomas.
I remained in the same position, bent over the coffee table, until the fourth cock, Thomas, plunged into my ass and filled it with cum that oozed out with each thrust. After he pulled out, "There," Thomas said for everyone to hear, but especially me, "that's the way her ass should always look: gaping and cum running out. Where is my phone?" And another short video was sent to Phil.
I went to the kitchen for more beers and quickly returned to the room, but the entire walk reminded me of the multiple cocks that had just fucked my ass. I knew it was gaping, and I could feel cum running out with each step. I was beginning to think I loved being fucked in the ass as much as in my cunt.
Entering the room, it was weird. Not the naked guys, I was getting used to being with naked black guys. It was weird, though, to be with a naked black woman. And, the way she was looking at me, I wondered if she was planning something new for me.
Anne took a gulp from the beer, and I couldn't help but make a connection as she tilted the beer bottle to her mouth, just as I had had to use a similar beer bottle just yesterday. Anne put the bottle down and told me to lie back on the coffee table. Anne was quite sexually aggressive. She didn't seek permission from Thomas or her husband. She pushed my legs apart after I was settled.
"Your ass sure is a mess, slut," she uttered. "Let's see what we can do about that cunt of yours."
What was she going to do? Eat me? That honestly seemed so tame after all I had been subjected to, not that I didn't enjoy all of it. I found out quickly what she had in mind. She leaned over me to kiss my mouth as if she were kissing a lover, and surprisingly, I responded. My arms found their way around her neck, and we kissed long and passionately. Her mouth moved, as I was sure it would, down over my upper chest to my tits and nipples. She kissed, licked, and sucked.
"Damn," she uttered to nobody in particular, "you really do have sensitive nipples." Her lips brushed over my nipple as she spoke. Then, she began lightly chewing on it.
"Oooohhhhh... fffuuuccckkkk..." I gasped as she switched nipples and her hand slipped between my thighs to my dripping cunt, rubbing over my engorged clit, and three fingers dipping inside me.
"She's ready," I heard her say.
"Ready for what?" I heard a male voice question.
"Wait and see," Tom's voice came. "She loves doing this to unsuspecting women."
Unsuspecting? What... "OH FUCK!" I cried out as I felt her pushing against my cunt. "Oh... my fucking... God... what..." I called out. But I knew what it was. She was pushing her hand into my cunt. She wasn't a large woman, but her hand was larger than Thomas's pole. She pushed steadily, not back and forth, but a steady push with a twisting action. I bit my lower lip as I pressed my hands to my head as her hand stretched my hole, twisting back and forth as she inched her hand inside until...
"FUCK!" Her hand was inside! I raised my head and curled slightly to see for myself, not quite able to believe I had a hand inside my cunt, but there it was. She pushed and pulled, her hand never appearing as her wrist disappeared and reappeared from my clenching cunt.
"Okay, Phil," I vaguely heard, "this looks like a day of many videos coming your way. Your wife is getting her cunt fist fucked, see? What a slut. Look at the hand moving inside her. Look at her face! Is that the look of rapture or what?"
Oh, poor Phil, came to my mind, but was replaced immediately with, fuck Phil. I'm the one this was happening to. And... God damn, but I love it!
"Fuck me with your hand!" I cried out. "Drive your arm all the way in." Then, "Oh fuck!" She had opened her hand, the fingers spread as she pulled it back, scraping on the walls, then closing as she thrust back in so her fingernails didn't scratch my insides. Oh my God... what a feeling.
Her mouth descended to my throbbing clit and began sucking on it. I orgasmed instantly, but like Thomas, she didn't even hesitate or pause, but she continued driving her fist into me and sucking. After another orgasm, she left her hand in my quaking and spasming cunt.
"So," she finally said, "that's how it feels when a woman orgasms around your cock." I collapsed back, feeling totally spent. What was next, I wondered, as I gasped for breath and tried to slow my heart rate.
The time being fisted apparently was sufficient for the guys to recover, and I wasn't allowed more time for my recovery. Thomas lay on the family room floor with his cock standing tall. It was a signal I understood, of course. I crawled off the coffee table and straddled his body, taking his cock in hand, and sitting over it. It didn't take any effort, even on Thomas's cock after being fisted.
Thomas pulled me against his chest, and we kissed. I hadn't started fucking him yet. I anticipated it wasn't intended to be such a simple fuck. I was right, too. I felt one ass cheek pulled to the side and a cock pressed at my asshole that I was sure had remained open from the earlier ass fucking they all gave me. I turned my head as best I could to find Aaron, the man with the second-largest cock. Normally, those two double penetrating me would have been a struggle, but I was hoping not after my ass had been gaped by four fucks and my cunt gaped by Anne's fist.


Aaron pressed his cock against my asshole, and it spread open for him with only a bit of resistance. He pressed steadily until he was in, and I was encouraged to raise my hips off Thomas to allow him to make jerky thrusts, as Aaron began thrusting into my ass. God, what was wrong with me, but I felt so alive and vibrant and desired. My tits tried to bounce, but they were so large they were trapped between Thomas and me, but still, the fleshiness of my tits jiggled with each hard thrust from Aaron.
Aaron came in my ass, then it was my turn. Thomas was essentially trapped, but somehow, during my quaking orgasm, the three of us rolled to the side. I still had two big cocks buried in me, but Thomas was on top and began aggressively fucking my cunt.
After Thomas finally added his cum to my body, and if I thought I might have some respite, I would have been wrong. Lonny and Tom immediately pinned me in another double penetration.
By the time the three of us came one at a time, Thomas apparently had time to recover. After flopping to the side empty of cock for the moment, I noticed Thomas indicating for me to come to him. I didn't even try to stand, but crawled to him. He wanted my ass, reverse cowgirl on his lap, my legs outside his. It was intended to expose me to the others with a black cock buried in my ass.
I weakly began moving up and down on his cock, feeling his cock opening my anal passage despite all the ass fucking I already had. Whether he had been just toying with me, or he decided he hadn't recovered enough after all, he encouraged me off his cock. I sighed from the feeling of his cock slipping from my ass. They needed more beer, he said. Before I could take more than a step, though, he called me to a stop.
"Bend over, Trixie, and spread those cheeks," he casually directed me.
I did as instructed, of course. I knew what he was doing, and it was so graphic, so obscene.
"Trixie, look at me," he added. I did. I turned my head and shoulders while holding my ass directly at him. He was holding his phone, just as I knew he would be. More humiliation for Phil. "Tell us, Trixie, what's it like to have your asshole gaped like that by real cocks?"
Maybe I should have been furious, defiant, or resistant. But all that was slipping away from me, especially after being fucked... damn, and fucked so fucking well. My hair fell across my face, and I whipped my head to move it off. In the process, I felt my over-sized tits swing, and I strained back a bit more to gaze at Thomas... and the phone.
"It feels fucking amazing is how it feels. I can feel that my asshole is open and cum from how many fuckings leaking from it. I don't know what I like better: my cunt fucked or my ass fucked. I don't understand, but why do I have to understand? I love your cocks in my cunt and ass."
I was in the kitchen before I wondered where all that had come from. What I wondered wasn't if what I blurted out was truly how I felt. It was. What I wondered was how I could say all that when I knew Phil would hear it with a clear view of my gaping asshole.
If, upon returning with more beer, I thought what I had experienced was on the extreme side of sex, I was to learn the meaning of extreme, at least to that point in my journey into slutty sex.
After distributing the beers, I settled in front of Thomas and began licking and sucking his cock. I wasn't sure why I did that. He hadn't asked or indicated for me to do it. What I did feel, though, was a growing connection to the dominance and control that came from him. He very gently stroked my cheek before lifting my chin with his finger. That was something else that developed, and perhaps was what I was responding to. Thomas gave me pleasure and excitement beyond my imagination in fantasies, and his dominance over me was often tempered with humor and gentleness.
"Thank you, Trixie," he softly said, our eyes connected. "I do love the feel of your mouth, or cunt, or ass around my cock." I smiled up at him. "But Aaron and Tom will be next to enjoy you."
I smiled again. Still not sure why those words should bring that response, but it did. He was demanding, but he was also very reinforcing and encouraging of my efforts. I kissed his cock before crawling to Aaron and stopping. Tom wasn't close to Aaron. I couldn't manage them together. I took Aaron's cock into my hand and gazed at Tom, who had Anne in his lap. She wiggled off his lap to her knees and came to me with a powerful kiss on my lips.
"I'll help you, slut," she gasped into my mouth. "I'm not sure I could stand to watch a slut as good as you loving my husband's cock."
"As good as me?" I asked her back with surprise. I still felt awkward and unsure about what I was doing, reacting more than purposefully.
She laughed, "Trust me, Trixie, you're a fucking, walking wet-dream to these guys."
I blushed. How the hell do I blush in that situation? I turned my full attention to Aaron's cock, feeling a reinforced determination from Anne's words. Anne appeared so comfortable and at ease with her sexuality and pleasing men that her words took on even greater power for me. The guys quickly finished their beer, but not nearly as quickly as Anne and I had hard cocks in our mouths.
Thomas stood and called for Aaron and Tom to follow him a short distance away. I sat on my heels watching. Thomas was planning something, and I felt it was going to be a surprise for me when it happened. I felt hands on my tits and nipples. I looked down at the feminine fingers and leaned my naked back into her naked front. I noticed, too, my own hand stroking my open and leaking cunt.
"What are they talking about?" I muttered to Anne as though she were my confidant.
"You, Trixie," she responded while pulling and twisting my nipples. I moaned at her touch... and my own touching... not that I needed either because my anticipation of what was to happen next had me thoroughly aroused.
I saw Tom's head turn to look at me with a devilish grin, and they all seemed to nod with some common agreement. Then, Aaron moved to lie on the floor, his hard cock held upright. I knew what that meant, and I moved on my hands and knees to him. I straddled his body to take his cock in my cunt, but he stopped me.
"Reverse cowgirl in your ass," he said softly. I nodded as I turned. He didn't need a strong or commanding tone; I had done this before. They seemed to enjoy anal as much as I did.
My ass was as full and messy with cum as my cunt was. Maybe more so. I moved his cock head over my bottom, being sure that my asshole was still at least somewhat open to immediately take his cock as if it were my cunt. As I settled my asshole over his hard cock, it eased into me under my downward pressure until I was sitting on his thighs. I moaned and sighed with each inch entering and filling me, then began rising and pressed down on it, ready to begin fucking him.
Before I could fuck him very much, though, Aaron was pulling me backward. I shifted my feet and legs from the kneeling position I had been in to lie back on him just as I saw Tom approaching with his hard cock, seemingly guiding him to me. Another double penetration. Maybe I'll get one in my throat, too. Or, maybe Anne's cunt over my mouth. I actually enjoyed eating her, and she had her husband's cum inside now.
When Tom pressed his cock against me, though, I raised my head quickly in shock to look. He wasn't pressing his cock against my openly available cunt. He was pressing his cock against my filled asshole. I looked from Tom's cock pressing at my stuffed asshole to Thomas, who knelt nearby with his phone held in front of him.
"I hope your heart and simple mind can handle this, Phil," he was narrating for the video. "Trixie is about to do something even your fantasies hadn't considered."
I felt Tom's hands under my hips and found he was pressing me upward. I felt his cock stretching my asshole as he pressed. At the same time, I felt Tom's cock head pressing at the little opening Tom was creating above his cock. My eyes flew to Thomas in horror, but he was entirely focused on capturing it on the video.
"No," I said, "no, it won't fit. You are all too big." But nobody was caring, especially not Tom. Anne and Lonny appeared on the other side of Thomas to get better views, too.
"Fuck," Anne uttered in wonder, "nobody has ever done that to me." What did that sound like? Gratefulness or envy? "You did this to her cunt yesterday?" she asked, totally mesmerized by what she was watching.
It was Lonny's voice in response, "We gangbanged her cunt that way."
I didn't have more time to formulate a better protest, though. "OH... MY... FUCKING... GODDDDD!" I cried out as Tom's cock head found leverage and was pressed through my resisting, but suddenly yielding sphincter. "OH GOD... OH FUCKING GOD," I continued. "I'm... I'm... I'm going to split... ooooooohhhhhhh fuucckkkkkk."
Tom pulled back and thrust harder, inching his cock a bit deeper into my straining asshole. Aaron remained still below me, except to torment a nipple and my clit. Fuck, I thought. These guys knew my body so well. They knew that using my overly sensitive nipples and clit sent my body into overdrive, and anything was possible after that.
I fixed my eyes on Tom with fierce determination. "Fuck me, dammit!" I urged him. "Fuck you cock into... me with your... slut wife watching. Make her wish it was her... as you two take me... to a screaming orgasm." I didn't look away from Tom's intensely concentrating face, but I heard her gasp and moan.
"You hear that, Phil?" came Thomas's voice, and I was reminded of the video he was recording. "Do you hear your wife begging for her double anal fucking? She'll be my slut, Phil. Can you see your wife as my slut?" What did any of it matter? Thomas was proving my transformation into being his slut. That I couldn't fully accept that, yet, was immaterial. Phil's further humiliation at witnessing it, being shown it, was the point.
Tom pulled up on my hips as Aaron tried to gain some leverage to give him enough room to thrust his cock, too. Two cocks sliding into my asshole, stretching my hole further than ever before, two cocks filling my anal passage more than I could have ever imagined. Anal slut. Ravaged anal. My fantasies. I had no idea.
At the same time, it was shocking, absurdly, insanely shocking; it was insanely arousing and stimulating. More than any other anal they had given me, this was pure anal ravaging. My fantasy... if I survived.
I orgasm way ahead of them. Then, I felt lips sucking at my nipples and my clit being pulled and rubbed. My eyes shot open at the shock of the new sensations shooting through me. Anne. I orgasmed again.
When the guys came inside my ass, it felt like a flood of cum. Thomas was waiting with his phone for when they both pulled their spent cocks from my hole. "Oh fuck," he exclaimed, "look at that gaping hole." He looked into my eyes, "The cum is running out of you, Trixie. How fucking slutty is that?" He stared at me for a moment. "If I send this one to Phil, too, how will that make you feel?"
"Like a slut," I said plainly. "Exactly how you want me, Thomas, like a slut. I did it, though, didn't I? I took a double anal and orgasmed."
"At least twice, Trixie."
"I need someone to fuck my cunt, now," I blurted out.
"Not yet," Thomas responded as he lay down next to me. "Reverse cowgirl again with your ass."
I rose to my knees and stopped. I looked to the side where Lonny was standing, stroking his hard cock. "Oh fuck," I gasped.
"Exactly," he responded, "that's what sluts do."
I could feel myself slipping with each experience. How much longer could I resist? My body already wanted him. How long could my mind resist following?
I climbed onto Thomas, and even his cock slid inside my ass easily. I looked at Lonny approaching, and I didn't wait to be pulled back. I adjusted my legs and feet and lay back onto Thomas's chest as Lonny came between our legs with his 9-inch cock, seeming to lead his way to me. He lifted and pushed my legs toward me, which raised my ass and pulled Thomas's cock against the bottom of my asshole to provide a bit of opening for him to begin with. I had just experienced this, but Thomas's cock was bigger than any of them. I tried to relax like any anal, but this wasn't any anal. The previous one wasn't, but this one was a bit more intimidating.
"Ready, Trixie?" came Lonny's voice.
I looked up at him. Thomas was fondling my nipples, which helped. "No. So, will you stop?"
He laughed. I even laughed. Nothing was stopping them. Nothing could stop them. Not me and definitely not Phil. Phil. He was such a disappointment. I couldn't admit it to Thomas, but I was having more and more trouble pretending that we were the same during our alone times at home. And more and more, his fantasy of being cucked flashed in my mind.
Just like the fuck before, Lonny pressed against the small opening with nothing happening for a moment. Thomas raised my hips up more to strain a small opening just a bit larger. Lonny pressed harder, holding his cock to stiffen it as he pressed hard. I could feel my asshole yield while his cock continued to press. Then, he was inside along with Thomas's cock, and I cried out. It was a sharp momentary pain like the previous double anal, but I understood it as not significant. The significant thing was two large cocks again in my ass, two cocks to fuck me into pleasure oblivion. Just the head inside, maybe, but he was inside, and that was all that was important because now he could thrust to drive his cock deeper alongside Thomas's.
What was happening to me? The reality was I didn't know, didn't care, and only wanted more. I no longer cared what Thomas did to me, how he fucked me, how he displayed me, or exposed me in public, or what he had me do to myself for his perverse pleasure, like masturbating with a beer bottle. Everything gave me pleasure, intense pleasure, or stimulated me to desire being fucked, and being fucked in whatever way Thomas could desire, wherever Thomas might desire. I knew my descent was increasing, and I had no idea how much longer my mind could withstand my body's intense desire for more of everything.
"Fuck me," I moaned as both of them thrust their cock into my over-stretched asshole. "Oh God, help me, but fuck me. Make me scream... in delirious pleasure that only... your cocks can give me. Own me. Flood my ass with your cum!"
They did, too. The fuck was almost brutal, but in a totally sexually obscene and driven way. Lonny came shortly after my orgasm, which might have almost strangled their cocks as my ass clenched tightly around them, almost bringing their thrust to a halt. Thomas seemed driven as he thrust with power and determination, almost as if he could fuck my last bit of resistance out of me.
I orgasmed a second time before Thomas added his flood of cum into my ass, Lonny remaining in my ass despite his climax to provide the tightness that fuck was intended to provide. I was weeping from pleasure when Lonny slipped his cock from my ass, but Thomas held me tightly to his body, his hands softly, soothingly caressing me. I could feel cum flowing from my asshole despite his cock still being inside me.
From somewhere around me, I heard Aaron, "That might be the final fuck of your wife, Phil. It was stunning, and you have to agree, even if it was your wife being ravaged. But, hell, that was your fantasy, right?"
Oh God, I thought, that was captured to be sent to Phil, too?
"No, that's not the last," came Anne's voice. "Roll her off, Thomas." Thomas nudged me, and I rolled to the side, his long cock sliding from my ass, a stream of cum following it. "Tom," she continued, "pull her legs back and apart."
Tom moved over me, grasped my ankles, lifted, and pulled back and apart wide.
"Fuck, look at that asshole," Aaron's voice added.
"Keep recording, Aaron," Anne said. She got down on her knees at my exposed and abused asshole. She was still naked like everyone else, but was comfortable knowing Thomas had explicitly said she wasn't available for fucking except by Tom. It was all me. I watched this naked, attractive black woman at my ass as she showed me her clenched fist, then lowered it to my ass. I strained my neck to watch. I was waiting for her hand to open to form a cone shape, in case she was going to fist my cunt again. Her hand didn't change, though, and when I felt her hand, it wasn't at my cunt. She pressed her clenched fist against my asshole, twisting it as she increased the pressure. I had just survived my second double anal, and was obscenely stretched and gaping, but... still. When her fist thrust into my ass, I gasped and moaned. I didn't cry out. I was truly gaping, apparently.
"Oh fuck," I muttered as I raised my hips to her thrusts and watched her arm thrusting the fist inside me. I looked at her face, and she smiled at me.
"Are you beginning to realize just how much of a slut you really are, Trixie?" she urgently asked.
"OH FUCK," I gasped loudly. "How... how much... can I orgasm like this? Fuck... push your hand inside me, bitch!" I cried out, losing myself, yet again. "How fucking deep... can you go?"
That was a stupid thing to say to her. It was stupid to call her a bitch, too. Anne rammed her hand into me. I watched as more of her forearm disappeared, reappeared, and disappeared inside me. How could I orgasm from such abuse? But, I did.
That was apparently the final act of my second day, as everyone was sorting through discarded clothes and getting dressed. All except me. It seemed so long ago that I had gotten onto Thomas's motorcycle, only wearing an open robe that flew behind me, going to that equipment shed for the first day. Now, I wasn't even sure where my robe was.
Thomas had disappeared but quickly returned, holding two small boxes. Velvet-covered jewelry boxes. He opened the larger one and held it out to me. Inside was a silver necklace chain with an ornamental symbol attached. It was a silver ring about 1 inch in diameter with a sparkling number 3 inside. The smaller box contained an anklet chain of the same design, only smaller.
He put the necklace around me, while Anne attached the anklet to my left ankle. I held the symbol up to gaze at it more, then I looked at Thomas. "Why?" I asked softly, surprised by the gift. "What does it mean, Thomas?"
"I want it to be a constant reminder, Trixie, that you are now a consummate three-hole slut," he softly responded and added a soft kiss to my lips and a quick feeling of my nipple. "We've gangbanged you for two days, and you've given your holes with eager acceptance."
"And enjoyment," I giggled.
"That was obvious to everyone," he chuckled. "I am proud of you, Trixie." I smiled shyly while gazing more at the symbol. He was proud of me. How, after all that had happened, could I possibly feel another surge of arousal, and how from just a simple statement?
"I'll never take it off, sir," I muttered. There was 'sir' again, but it was natural and came easily.
"I had hoped for that," he added. "How you explain the symbolism is up to you. I am excited to see how far your journey takes you."
I knew what he meant. He was intending to lead me deeper and deeper into being a slut, even a slut committed to him, something my mind wasn't yet accepting. Would it ever fully happen? Or, would I just continue living a split, conflicting existence of denial and wanton enjoyment of perverse pleasure?
It was early afternoon that Sunday when I climbed onto Thomas's motorcycle with an open robe. Thomas hadn't instructed me. I just assumed what he would want. He took a mostly discrete route to my home on low traffic streets, but I was still very exposed to a lot of people. Since Phil and I live in the country, that was how I arrived home. Phil came to the door at the sound of the bike and gaped in shock when I climbed off it with the robe wide open, gave Thomas a consuming kiss, and only then turned to Phil.


I turned back to watch Thomas ride away. Sadness? Lose? I couldn't define the feeling. I turned back to Phil and casually walked up to him.
"My God, Stacy, did you come all the way like that? With your robe open?" he asked, not wanting to believe it.
I ignored his question. The answer should be obvious. "Did you enjoy the videos the guys sent you, Phil?" I stared into his eyes for a moment before beginning to walk past him to the house. I really... really needed a long shower.
He took my arm and turned me, "What they did to you, Stacy, are you okay?"
I looked at him, pulled my arm from his hand. "My name is Trixie, Phil. Didn't you understand that from the videos? Thomas said a slut needs a slut name. Trixie reminds him of the number three, like a three-hole slut, and it sounds like a whore turning tricks." He stared at me blankly. "Don't you get it? I'm a three-hole slut, Phil. That's what this was all about. The three-hole party with the guys. These two days of being gangbanged. It was all to prove I was a three-hole slut. I passed their tests, Phil. I think I surprised them," I added with a smile and giggle. I touched the necklace, "That's what this is, too. The circle and the number three. Get it? A three in a hole? A three-hole."
He just stood with his mouth gaping. "But, Stacy..."
"Trixie, Phil. Get used to it. When we are with your friends, I can be Stacy. Otherwise, I am Trixie. I like being Trixie." I stared at him. "I like being a slut, Phil. Our fantasies, remember? You wanted me that way with black men. Well, now I am." I stared at him intently and softly added, "Don't forget about your other fantasy, Phil." He looked back at me, puzzled, but I knew it would come to him eventually. Eventually, he would remember his fantasy to be cucked. Would it really happen? And, if so, to what extent?
As if he didn't want to think too hard about his other fantasy, "But how can you explain that necklace to others?"
"That easy. I worked that out on the ride back, on the ride that had my robe flying behind me to expose my naked and well-fucked body. Women go through three stages in life, Phil. 'Maiden Energy' corresponds to maturing and discovery; 'Mother Energy' corresponds to marriage and devotion to family, nurturing; and, finally, 'Crone Energy' corresponds to the final focus on introspection and self, and acceptance of self." I watched him struggling. "We're in our late 40's, Phil. I think it is about time I get to finally accept being the woman I have been denied all my life."
I turned and walked away from him. I really needed that shower. That vision of my future, the one I hadn't wanted to look at too closely, was coming into clearer focus whether I tried to see it or not. After the three-hole party and two days of being fucked, I wasn't nearly as afraid of what that vision might be as I had been.
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CHAPTER 8: MARKING, PIERCING AND CUCKING
Thomas had called ahead to let us know he was coming for a visit.
"What does he mean, visit?" Phil pouted. "He's just coming to fuck you."
"Of course, he is. That's all our relationship is. There is no social involvement. He's going to fuck my throat, cunt, or ass. Maybe all three, if he stays that long. My holes are his, Phil. Do you really have some questions about that?"
"No," he replied with a decidedly defeated tone. "All those videos he sends me are proof of that. I thought they would fuck you some and that would be it. Everything would be okay. But what they are doing to you. Do they have to be so extreme? Do I have to see it?"
"Everything would be okay? Do you have to see it?" I challenged him. "They would just fuck me some, and everything would be okay!?"
Just then, the doorbell rang. He must have arrived in his truck instead of the motorcycle. I got up and went to the door. "Hi, Trixie," he said when I opened the front door for him. "Did I tell you to be naked?" he asked as fingers captured my nipples.
"No, Thomas," I responded with a giggle as he pulled me into his arms, "we know why you come here, and if you were taking me somewhere, you would have told me what you wanted me to wear so I'd be exposed the way you want." I stared into his eyes while my big tits were pressed into his body and my pelvis into his. I knew I should resist him more; I wanted to, but ever since the gangbang weekend, I had shifted a little bit more from maintaining meaningless resistance to being honest about what I needed. He kissed me without any question of my acceptance. Thomas was to me the epitome of a dominant and powerful man. Being in his arms was an aphrodisiac to my increasingly slutty body.
I led him into the family room, where I found Phil had already moved from his easy chair to the large sofa. Thomas had long ago decided he liked Phil's easy chair, and Phil had relinquished it to Thomas whenever Thomas was in our home. It was a reminder to me that any resistance I attempted to hold onto was mine alone. Phil was defeated, already. He just didn't realize what that meant for us, or for him or me individually. The time was coming, the image of the future that I tried not to look at too closely was coming. But I knew what the effect would be when Phil was shown how subservient he was, how impotent he was, and how his compliance would weaken what was left of my own resistance.
Thomas sat in the easy chair opposite, from where Phil was sitting. Thomas motioned to me. I knew what he wanted immediately, even if I didn't know ultimately what he wanted. I knelt at his knees to begin opening his jeans. The questions remained: would he fuck my ass or cunt? And would he have us go to the bedroom or ... in front of Phil?
"Phil," Thomas said in a very conversational voice, "I realized I have been selfish. I've enjoyed fucking Trixie and sharing only some of it with you by videos, but I'm sure that has been an inadequate experience for you. You deserve an occasional personal view of your wife's pleasurable experience." I had his jeans and shorts lowered and was licking his long, black cock. It was already stiffening in my fingers. What was going to happen to Phil was long overdue, and I felt Thomas was turned on by the prospect. "I decided you need to see your wife's amazing orgasms in person, up close and personal." He lifted my chin from his cock, and smiled down at me. "Let's move to the sofa where your husband will have a better view."
I backed away while remaining on my knees. I followed Thomas the short distance to the sofa, but I did so by crawling. It could well have been the image of a submissive slut following behind her master. I didn't know if that was what Phil saw, or if that was what was seeping out of me, or if that was simply the easiest way to shift from one spot to the next.
He had held his jeans as he moved to the sofa, but he let them fall as he stood at the sofa near Phil. I removed his shoes and socks, then assisted him out of his jeans while he pulled his shirt over his head. I stroked my hands up his muscled thighs, my lips kissing up to his dangling cock.
"She is very good at sucking cock, Phil. I think having her conquer deepthroat gave her a new sense of purpose and self-worth. You truly like swallowing cum, don't you, Trixie?"
I nodded my head, but lost his cock from my mouth when he sat down. I scramble to recapture his cock and begin massaging his huge balls. They always felt full to bursting with his cum that would flood whichever of my holes he fucked. I held his cock vertical and licked down the shaft to the base. I went back up to the head where I gave it a hard suck before licking back down. I didn't stop at the base, but I continued down to lick and suck his massive balls. I heard him moan. He loved the way I sucked cock, and when I got into the zone, past the mandatory resistance I felt I had to maintain, my sucking his cock was more like worshiping. If Thomas was the consummate dominant, so was his cock. No other cock came close to turning my mind into jelly, ready for the next explosive orgasm.
The position with him sitting was awkward for me to suck his balls into my mouth, as I also tried to hold his cock out of the way. As if recognizing my struggle, Thomas uttered the words I knew would eventually come.
"Phil, hold my cock out of her way so she can properly focus her attention on my balls," Thomas said.
Hearing the words spoken was shocking to me, even though I had anticipated something like it eventually happening. One of Phil's expressed fantasies was being cucked, and Thomas was just the man who could grant it, even if Phil truly wanted it or not.
"What?" Phil nearly choked out. "Hold your ..."
"Phil, come on, man. Look at your wife. Everything she's done. Tell me something, Phil. How much do you jerk off that tiny penis while watching the videos I send you about your wife?" He waited only a minute. "That wasn't rhetorical, Phil."
From my position sucking Thomas's balls, I strained my eyes to look at Phil. He saw me and went white. "I ... ah ... ughm ... okay, I do. It's so hot, though. Besides," he continued as if justifying it, "it's your fantasies, too," he said to me.
"Yes, Phil, you're right. It is her fantasies, and she really seems to enjoy her fantasies becoming real." Phil nodded, perhaps hoping for an escape. "The thing is, though, Phil, I know your fantasies, too. One of your biggest is black men fucking your wife, but that's about her again. Another big one for you has been wanting to become a cuckold, right?"
If you ever wanted a picture of what a completely defeated man looked like as an illustration in a dictionary, Phil's appearance would be exactly that at that moment. His gaze dropped. Not at me, just dropped.
"Again, Phil, that wasn't rhetorical. You've fantasized about becoming a cuckold." Phil reluctantly nodded. Then Thomas surprised me more and shocked Phil more. "Get naked, Phil. It's been a while since I looked at those early fantasy videos, and I've forgotten just how small your little penis is. But, mostly, you need to feel what your wife has been experiencing." Thomas laughed, "Who knows, maybe you'll enjoy it as much as Trixie has been."
I wasn't proud, but there was a perverse pleasure in what was happening as I silently continued sucking balls and cock. Phil stood. I didn't stop what I was doing to watch. Soon, he was sitting next to Thomas again, this time buck naked.
"Fuck, Phil," Thomas laughed loudly, "there have been times when Trixie's aroused and engorged clit looked almost as big as that thing. How pathetic is that? All those years, that was what she had to be aroused by? No wonder she is enjoying real men with real cocks, now."
I released Thomas's balls from my mouth to lick up his cock, and took the opportunity to glance at Phil. The sight was sad. I had always thought of Phil as being in shape, but sitting next to Thomas made him look skinny, weak, and pale alongside Thomas's muscled, dark body. My glance turned into a stare as I felt compelled to take in the difference between the two men. One whom I had loved and had felt loyalty to. The other, who I now felt aroused by merely being near him, who I relished being naked for, who praised my body for its arousal potential, and who instilled in me a feeling of ultimate sexuality. I paused with the thoughts ... did I just use the past tense for my feelings about Phil? A smile began forming on my lips as I sat back on my heels, still holding Thomas's cock while looking at Phil.
It was time. My resistance to humiliating Phil had melted away without my awareness until that moment when Thomas pushed it. The resentment of all the years of denial, the early resentment of being used by these men, and the resentment that Phil left me to deal with being used alone, alone without real support or understanding, only his undying, absurd hope that these men would tire of using me ... me, only me ... and his life would return to normal. His life ... normal. My life could never be 'normal' again.
It only took that moment of taunting by Thomas to open that door of resentment wide open for me. Phil saw me looking, and our eyes met, despite his effort not to. I was stroking Thomas's cock, and I leaned forward and kissed the head and kissed down the shaft to the balls.
I looked up at Thomas, who smiled, as if he was reading my mind again. Thomas had asserted that it might be necessary to break Phil in order to enable me to free myself completely. I turned my gaze to Phil, who had a pathetic look on his face, not able to avoid watching me.
"I love you cock, Thomas," I said softly but clearly as I turned back to him. "I love everything about it. I love how long and thick it is. I love the feel of the pronounced veins when your cock is hard and straining. I love how it stretches my holes every time you fuck me. Fuck," I said with a deeper, sensual tone, "I could suck your cock forever just to be feeling it with my fingers and mouth." I turned to Phil, and our eyes met. I hesitated, but I knew it was time, time for him to come to accept his fantasy as I had been brought to realize mine.
"It's our fantasies coming to life, Phil," I gasped with the arousal of the moment. "Yours of me being ravaged by men like Thomas ... Aaron and Lonny and the other men I don't know from the gangbangs. Mine of being fully ravaged and cum-filled in my cunt and ass, my cunt and ass fucked until they are gaping, feeling cocks in my throat, and the exposure ... fuck, the exposure is more exciting than I wanted to admit. But, it's been all me, Phil. You left me to deal with it alone, Phil. You left me to be alone while I was taken time after time, left to deal with it all afterward without understanding or comfort. That wasn't fair; that wasn't right."
I turned my head back to Thomas's cock and licked up the full 12 inches to kiss the head. "I love your cock, Thomas," I repeated breathlessly, "I think you might be right." But I didn't verbalize what he might be right about. The look on his face, though, said he guessed, and I smiled. What I was doing, but just starting to do, was to push him into achieving his fantasy, whether he wanted it or not, and it might release me, too.
"Hold his cock for me, Phil, so I can worship it fully with my mouth and throat." I chuckled as his hand moved tentatively to grasp the black monster, the cock I suddenly realized was everything I had just uttered was true. "Do you feel that, Phil? Do you feel the power of it? Do you understand why I'm now a slut for real men with their real cocks?" His hand didn't move, but he did hold it. I laughed. "Sorry for laughing, but I was just looking at his cock in your hand and your sad clit-dick. That's a good reference for yours, isn't it? No wonder I never got pregnant," I chuckled again. "Your sperm were exhausted trying to swim far enough to find my eggs."
Phil looked truly defeated as he covered his penis with one hand, and reluctantly obeyed by holding the base of Thomas's cock. It was time to show him what cock worship was up close and personal. I didn't just suck the cock, I loved it, I worshiped it. I licked from the head to the balls, and over Phil's fingers at the base of it. I kissed every inch of it. When I took it into my throat, intent to make it cum there, I pressed down until my lips pressed against Phil's fingers, then pressed down a bit more.
When Thomas came in my throat, I swallowed a load there before pulling up for the rest to fill my mouth. I swallowed some, but not all of that last bit. I pulled off the cock, knowing I still needed to clean it, but I moved to Phil, and shocked him by kissing him hard on the lips, my cum-covered tongue forcing its way into his mouth. Once opened, I pushed more of Thomas's cum inside.
I moved my mouth back to Thomas's cock to clean it, maybe putting more effort into it than normal for effect. Thomas's cock was surprisingly rigid for just coming so strongly. That display must have been powerfully stimulating for him. Without being asked, I rose to my feet and turned my back to Thomas and shuffled backward over his legs. I sat down on his still hard cock, filling my cunt with it. I moaned as it filled me until I was sitting on his lap.
"Fuck," Thomas whispered into my ear opposite Phil, "you might be the wettest I have ever felt you without having been fucked. Where did all that come from?"
I turned my head to that side and softly replied, "You. You opened the door. You're right about him, and it's time." He chuckled. I looked at Phil, who was staring at something on the floor, something that didn't deserve so much attention. "Phil," I said to get his attention. "Give me your hand, you can touch me this once." I moved his finger to my filled cunt until it was on Thomas's cock filling me. "See how it stretches my cunt? You've seen what it does to my ass." I moved the finger a few inches higher. "See my clit? See how erect it is? And I haven't even been thoroughly fucked, yet." I took his hand away. "Look at your little dick, your clit-dick. Sitting like that, it looks like just a nub, like a large clit." He couldn't look at me, but he was looking at his sad dick, and I was sure he was thinking about all that had been said. I could feel sorry for him, but for his fantasy to be realized, it was a necessary step.
I moaned, and that was what brought Phil's attention to me. Thomas was manipulating my sensitive nipples. There was no way I could not feel the effect of that.
Without looking at him, "Go get Thomas a beer."
When Phil returned to the family room with one open bottle of beer, I already saw him as a cuckold. He wasn't a scrawny man, but his defeated appearance gave that impression. He entered the room with slumped shoulders and a curve in his back. His tiny dick that I now resented even more poked out from his crotch, not even big enough to sway or bounce. For a moment after handing the beer to Thomas, he stood naked before us. My mind whirled with memories. How many cocks had fucked me, fucked all my holes, fucked me into being a three-hole slut? How many orgasms, far more than the number of fucks, had I experienced? I looked at his tiny dick and couldn't remember how it had felt when it penetrated me.
I met his eyes and pointed to the floor between our open legs. Without real malice, I directed him, and I realized I would be doing so more in the future, "Kneel there and watch me fuck a real cock." Thomas chuckled behind me. His cock was still hard inside me. He had told me he might need to break Phil, and now I was actively assisting him. I rose up on his long cock slowly. I wanted Phil to see what was inside me. I didn't feel mean. It was just necessary.
By the time Thomas climaxed in my cunt, I had orgasmed, and he assisted in maintaining a rolling orgasm with his fingers on my engorged and very sensitive clit. I had collapsed back against Thomas's wide chest, my black cock filled cunt on full display to Phil. He was staring at it. I was sure he was staring at the cum leaking from around the cock in my cunt.
"God," I gasped, "I love the way you fuck me," I uttered to Thomas. He surprised me. I was prepared to express denial if he pressed my surrender, but he let the moment pass without saying the obvious. He left it unsaid, perhaps for my mind to work on the surrender in my mind without pressure.
"I am curious what you think, Phil," Thomas suddenly said. His fingers stroked over my mound just above my engorged clit. "I am thinking of having a tattoo placed right here, out of sight when she is dressed, but prominent when she isn't. I think a large, maybe 3-inch, black spade symbol right here." He paused a moment. "You know what the black spade symbolizes, don't you?" Phil only nodded. "I was thinking I might like 'Black Only' or 'Black owned' or something like that, but she will be getting a lot of cock, and I don't know that it will all be black. I think the spade is a nice compromise. What do you think?"
I watched Phil's gaze shift from my cunt to my face to Thomas behind me. "I guess," was all he said.
"Don't guess, man," Thomas exclaimed with frustration. "It was your fantasy, for Christ's sake. Her being taken by big, black cocks was your fantasy. That fantasy of yours has been achieved. So tell me, would that tattoo be appropriate for a black cock slut?" I shivered. Was that the first time he called me that? A black cock slut. It has certainly been true. But tattooed? Permanently marked as such?
"It would be permanent, though," Phil weakly responded. "What if someone else saw it?"
"I said I would keep all this as private as possible, but you have to live up to your end, too. Trixie definitely is. Well, nearly so. There is one more step, but she's almost there. You, though, haven't really lived up to your end of accepting your fantasies like Trixie has. I just might have to change my mind."
Phil's shoulders sagged more. He nodded, finally, "Yes, Thomas, that would be good."
Fuck him, I wanted to shout. It was my body he was conceding. Once again, where was any ... any ... support from him? Fuck him. His time is coming, dammit.
* * * *
"Hey, Doc," Thomas said in greeting to his doctor after the phone connection was made.
"Thomas, I hope this call isn't to tell you that you are having new pain," the doctor replied quickly. "Remember, I warned you that the treatment for injuries like yours might not act as a one-time permanent remedy."
"No, no, as far as I am concerned, the treatments are still a miracle."
"Then, to what do I owe your call?" There was a pause. "Wait, is this about your slut?"
Thomas laughed. "It is. The treatments you gave her had the desired effects, and they are holding. Her nipples and clit are enlarged and very sensitive to arousal. She orgasms like crazy."
"That's good to hear, Thomas. Then, why are you calling?" the doctor pursued his previous question.
"Well ..." but Thomas paused. Was he going too far? Could he push the doctor to further expose himself to more potential abuse charges? He didn't think Trixie would do that. Not anymore. Phil ... well, he really thought Phil would be more compliant than Trixie, soon. "I am curious about the research you studied for those treatments. Is there anything in the research that might indicate an application for the throat, cunt, or asshole? Sexually, I mean."
"Thomas, are you thinking of strengthening the muscles for her arousal as well as her body giving pleasure?" he asked to be clear.
"Exactly. Her nipples and clit are amazing. I was wondering if the same might happen if applied to the other locations."
"What are you trying to turn her into, Thomas? She's not a young woman, remember. Age introduces new concerns," the doctor warned.


"My intention isn't to harm her. She responds to the stimulation so beautifully, I was just wondering ... you know, if it was possible for her to experience even more."
"Have you broached this with her?"
"No, I wanted to know if it would even work, first," Thomas replied.
"Hmmm ... I would think the same injection to the surrounding muscle tissue in the cunt and asshole would strengthen them and add heightened arousal sensitivity. I am concerned about the throat, though." The doctor was silent for a moment, and Thomas pressed, recognizing the doctor's need to think it through. "The nipples and clitoris were unusual applications, Thomas, and I sought lengthy discussion with several of the researchers. I'll need time for that discussion again."
"Of course, no rush," Thomas said with a smile. "One other thing, while I have you on the phone. One of her big fantasies has been for even larger tits. She envisions several sizes larger, udder size, it seems to me. I don't want to enlarge them like surgically, though. Any thoughts?"
"Let me consider that, too. I have some thoughts, though."
Thomas thought to himself as he ended the call that he didn't say no to any of it.
* * * *
"You weren't just teasing Phil, then? You really are going to have me tattooed?" I asked with more than a bit of concern. I didn't like the injection, even if they were necessary. Wasn't tattooing just a lot of needle punctures?
"No, I wasn't just teasing him. In fact, I might have him tattooed eventually, too. You know my goal."
I did, and it sent a shiver right through me. Break Phil to lead to me following completely as his ever-eager slut. I wasn't that far away now, and I wondered if Phil would be beaten down fully before I finally gave up.
"You aren't asking me, either, are you?" I asked. It could just as well have been a rhetorical question. We were in his truck, parked in front of a tattoo parlor. It was early evening, but not close to closing time, as much of the clientele came after work.
"I'm not, no. You are getting tattooed. In fact, several and a couple piercings. It won't be all at once, of course. It will take several sessions. But, it will happen, Trixie."
I stared at him. My only thoughts of tattoos stemmed from seeing them on the porn actresses in videos that Phil and I watched. Tattoos became synonymous with porn, with sluts. Despite my reluctance, I saw the application for me. It wasn't lost on me that my resistance was now so easily overcome by him, so I would follow. It couldn't be much longer, I knew. He was so dominant in my mind. My body responded so easily to him, even without a touch. It was already happening, I could feel it. What would be the final trigger? I wasn't sure. If I knew, would I be able to avoid it? Would I, if I knew?
I was wearing a simple shift that was, of course, largely unbuttoned on top. Thomas apparently wasn't intent on exposing me as he often did. He may have felt getting tattooed was enough. We were greeted by the artist Thomas had been referred to. He and Thomas discussed the tattoos Thomas wanted as though I wasn't even there. I overheard references, but I didn't see the sketches Thomas brought with him.
The artist led us into the shop to the second of four chairs. The chairs were separated by cloth partitions but were open to the walkway. The chair could also lie flat, which he was doing after we entered. Once it was in the flat position, he told me to undress. I looked at Thomas, who simply smiled. This was why he hadn't shown interest in exposing me on the drive. I was to be exposed in the open shop.
I slipped the simple, loose dress off as the white artist watched intently. He smiled when I turned to fully expose my body to him. "Lovely," he uttered. "I saw your breasts swinging under your dress, and I really wanted to see them." He finally looked from my tits to Thomas, "Those would really be a great surface for some elaborate tattoos. Something like flowering vines wrapping around them, multi-colored, and those big areolas becoming the dominant flowers. Maybe yellow with rosy highlights, maybe not natural but exotic."
"I like it. I love it," Thomas said with excitement. "She's going to have a lot of tattoos over time. The question is how many and how close together."
"The issue with multiple art sessions is healing. Don't put them too close together so healing isn't interfered with, and have some help in cleaning them properly."
"No problem with the help. She has a husband who will do that for her," Thomas said. The man looked quickly at me with an understanding smile. I blushed. He understood the situation. I was married, but I was Thomas's. "We'll set up some additional appointments, then. First things, first, though. I want these two plus piercing her nipples with bars inserted, and her tongue and septum, today."
The artist nodded. He indicated to me to get onto what was now a padded table. What I hadn't noticed before was that the bottom part split. Once I was in place, he unlatched it underneath, and it opened, which parted my thighs as he opened it wide. He gathered his equipment and pulled a chair into the gap of my legs.
"Every now and then," he said, looking from my exposed cunt up to my raised head, "this can be a particularly interesting job."
I glanced from him to Thomas as this stranger took his place between my legs and began using some wipes to clean the skin around and above my clit. "What's going to happen?" I asked nervously. "You know how I hate needles, Thomas."
"Needles are required with tattooing, Trixie, but these needles are different. Plus, I think this experience might be very different. He's going to give you a stylized 3-inch, black spade just above your clit with the stem at the bottom parting alongside each side of your clitoral hood. Across the spade will be 'Slut for BBC'. That will be black on your skin and white over the black spade."
"Thomas," I uttered urgently as the man applied an outline to my skin, "you know how sensitive my clit is." I shivered and gasped the entire time he wiped over that skin as he frequently contacted the clit.
Thomas chuckled, "You know I do, which is why I think this could be a very different experience for you."
The head of the table was raised so my head could relax, and I could see what was happening ... if I dared look. The artist was white, maybe about 40 years old. As might be expected, he was heavily tattooed himself. I watched. After seeming to be pleased with the outline, he had Thomas verify that it was where he wanted it. I watched as Thomas used a finger to indicate the placement on each side of the clitoral hood. "I want it right up next to the hood."
The artist readied himself, but didn't start. He looked at Thomas, "I get it. But ... you don't want it to say something like 'BBC Only'?"
Thomas chuckled, "No, what I have planned, she won't be only fucking black guys." That sent a shiver through me. The future was out there for me, but the details were unknown.
The man put a finger on my clit, which I knew was partially exposed ... it always was. I gasped at the touch, and he smiled while adding a bit more pressure to it. He pressed the hood to the side, "I could even come up the hood slightly for effect." Thomas approved, and I shut my eyes tightly.
The man held the gun in his hand and used his other hand to pull the skin above to stretch it before beginning. The gun shot the tiny needle into my skin. I gritted my teeth, and I was told to breathe and try to relax. The hand operating the gun frequently brushed over my clit. Thomas moved to my head and gently kissed me as his hands fondled my tits, and his fingers gently teased my nipples.
When Thomas pulled back, I gazed up at him. "How are you doing, Trixie?" he asked softly.
"You're making me into your slut," I softly moaned around a series of gasps and soft moans.
"You already know that."
I nodded. I raised my head a bit to see how the artist was doing. I was surprised at how much he had completed. The needle didn't feel that bad at all. In fact, it was strangely erotic on the soft tissue above my pelvic bone. The tattoo gun was almost arousing. Because of the gun? Because of the frequent touch of my sensitive clit? Because of what the tattoo meant? The black spade was universally recognized as a slut for black cock. That's what I was, wasn't I? All that black cock had changed me.
"Phil ... this might be Phil's ultimate downfall, seeing me tattooed and not having a say in it," I muttered. I gasped and sucked in a breath while trying to hold myself steady. My nipples and clit always brought me to high arousal, and both were happening. Thomas knew it. I glanced down at my naked body at the artist and spotted someone else standing in the walkway watching. Just then, the artist raised the gun and inserted a finger into my cunt, his thumb on my clit as Thomas twisted my nipples. I orgasmed.
I heard the artist say, "Let it out, dear, and we can continue."
I did. My hips raised off the table, and my body shook as fingers probed and pressed at all the right places. My hips fell back to the table as I gasped for breath and control.
"Sorry," I muttered in complete embarrassment. My eyes caught the stranger in the walkway just leaving.
The artist just chuckled, "Don't be. Trixie, right?" I nodded. "It's going to be fun working on your body. I can't wait to get to your breasts." I gave him an embarrassed smile. "Soft tissue is much easier."
When he was nearly done, he warned Thomas and me as his inking came to my clitoral hood. "You might want to distract her now," he muttered as he used a finger to move the hood, and the gun shot rapidly into the base of the hood.
"OH FUCK!" I cried out. "Oh God ... oh God ... oh fuck ..." I gasped. "Wait ... please ... I ... I have to ..."
"She's going to orgasm again," Thomas finished. The artist raised the gun.
"I was almost done," he uttered, but he stopped. My body shook again. "Damn," he exclaimed, "I've never seen anything like this before."
"Any time around her clit or nipples," Thomas offered.
"Well," the man laughed, "I'm really looking forward to working on her nipples, then."
To finish the tattooing for the day, Thomas had him add a 1.5-inch circle with a stylized 3 inside, like my necklace and anklet. The circle was bright yellow with the 3 in deep black. It was placed between my tits. The way Thomas liked me dressed, it would show. The way I would dress for Phil in public, it would be covered.
The session was completed with nipple piercings with very shiny black bars inserted. The artist told Thomas that piercing my clitoral hood should wait for some healing. If this was what happened in the first session, what was I in store for in the coming sessions? I had a feeling that many of my piercings, if more were to come, and I thought there would be, would be predominantly black to reflect on my relationship to Thomas.
Phil nearly freaked out when Thomas handed him the instructions for proper care of the tattoos as I undressed. "I am leaving Trixie in your care, Phil. Don't let me down." There was a very real menace in Thomas's voice as he talked to him like someone he talked down to.
Thomas wasn't wasting much time. He returned a couple of nights later. His instructions were that he wanted to see skin when he arrived. I just assumed I would have to be naked. I watched Phil as we waited, and he wasn't undressing. I knew that was a mistake, but I decided it was a lesson Phil needed to learn. Some instructions didn't need to be explicit; they just needed some common-sense interpretation. My new tattoos were healing nicely with Phil's attentive care. Thomas and I hadn't talked about Phil, but I decided to take the initiative and told Phil he was to answer the door when Thomas arrived. That would be his lesson.
When Thomas arrived, I remained in the family room but listened closely. "What the fuck, Phil?" Thomas exploded at the door. "I said I wanted to see skin. Did you really think that only applied to Trixie? She already knows to be naked. Didn't you learn anything from last time?"
"I'm sorry, Thomas," Phil nearly squeaked. "I thought that was a one-time ..."
"Fuck, how does Trixie put up with you?" I heard Thomas's voice coming closer. I stood before he got to the family room. "Damn, there you are. So fucking sexy with your new tattoos. How do they feel?"
"They are healing nicely, Thomas. Phil has been very attentive to keep them clean and applying the salve," I offered.
Without turning, he said to Phil, "Are you naked?" I saw that he was. "Go get the anal gel. I'll need to fuck her ass for a while as the tattoo over her cunt heals." He smiled at me, "Not that it is going to bother you, though, right?" I giggled. That part of my fantasy turned out to be true. I loved anal, and he knew it.
I undressed Thomas in the family room as Phil hurried to the bedroom for the gel. I was on my knees sucking Thomas's big cock while he sat in Phil's easy chair when Phil returned. My back was turned to where Phil would enter, but Thomas noticed.
"Get her ass ready for my cock," he curtly told Phil. I soon felt gel being spread over my asshole, then into my asshole. "What do you think, Phil? Your wife not only fantasized about being anally ravaged, but it turns out she really does enjoy it. Maybe even as much as she enjoys her cunt being fucked. I'm thinking her next tattoo will be two words right about her ass crack. What do you think about 'ANAL SLUT'?"
I couldn't see Phil's reaction, but the gasp I heard said it all. Poor Phil. He didn't know what to do. Should he consent to his wife being marked as an anal slut? Should he object? No, not Phil.
Once his cock was rigid, I stood and turned my back to Thomas, shuffled back over his parted legs, and pressed my greased asshole down on his pole. My asshole predictably opened with only slight effort. I really was an anal slut, I thought. I gasped and moaned as his cock was pressed through my sphincter into my ass.
"Fuck, your ass feels so good, Trixie. Your ass always feels so good around my cock," he said. I couldn't agree more, though I didn't say it with Phil kneeling right in front of me, though his eyes didn't show any sympathy for me, only fixed on that black cock appearing and disappearing in my ass. Not that I cared about that, really. Phil was Phil. I wasn't even sure what that meant anymore. What I did know was the big cock I was driving up into my ass, feeling like it was headed right into my bowels. Damn, what a fucking, wonderful, delirious feeling.
Thomas reached around me to stroke my clit. I flinched hard. "Sorry, honey," he responded quickly with a kiss to my shoulder and fondling my tits. "I'm so used to using your clit to bring you to a quick orgasm. I'm sorry."
I leaned back, moved one hand from his thigh to fondle his balls as I continued fucking his cock. "It's okay, Thomas, I love your cock so much. I'm so happy when you are inside me." I didn't mean to look at Phil, but I did. His expression reflected the hurt of my unintended words. Well, unintended to hurt him. Something changed, though. Was it the idea of him seeing me fucking Thomas and enjoying his cock so much? Was it making him witness in person what his wife has come to be under the control of this man? I fucked Thomas harder, and I orgasmed. It was minutes later before Thomas came, too.
I wasn't surprised when I was told to be completely naked again when we went for the next session with the tattooist. I still reacted with some reluctance to exposure in a public or semi-public environment, but it was arousing by now, too. I was lying on my front on the table. Those two stylized words, 'Anal Slut', were put into my skin. Thomas decided the artist should add a leafy vine stretched along the bottom of the words and disappearing into my ass crack and circling my asshole. I guess Thomas will be fucking my cunt for a while now, I mused.
That wasn't the exciting part, though. Since I was lying on my front, Thomas came to the head of the table with his big cock sticking out of his jeans. I strained to look up at him and saw a smile that was challenging me. I opened my mouth to accept his cock inside. I brought Thomas to a climax while being tattooed as an anal slut in full view of the walkway, which was made even more stimulating by hearing unknown people walking and pausing.
I was then given a collar tattoo around my neck. That was more sensitive, but very arousing when Thomas held a mirror up so I would see the progress. The collar was about 1 inch thick and lacy appearing. The fear of the tattoo gun because of the needle had disappeared. Maybe it was the results that I saw later, maybe it was that I had no choice, no say in getting any of them. This was all Thomas. More and more, I felt his control and power over me, and I felt it not in a negative way. This stage of being tattooed and pierced and carefully fucked while healing was establishing a powerful response within me to his dominance. It was shown in Phil, too, as he adjusted to being naked among these men.
As I watched the collar being applied, I saw details. In the front, the lacy pattern came to a fake clasp that could very much look like a small, stylized cock. On either side of it were circles with the number 3 inside, duplicating my necklace and anklet. At the bottom of the clasp-cock were two more tiny circles. Oh, my God, I thought at seeing them form: balls! As the man worked on the fine detail, his head was close, and my arousal of being marked like that, marked so it would always be visible, but only meaningful if closely viewed, was a huge turn-on. Without thinking, my tongue came out of my mouth and licked the artist's forehead.
He pulled the gun back and looked at me. Seeing the look in my eyes, he smiled. He licked my nose ring, and my tongue came out to lick his chin. He smiled and looked at Thomas. "Do whatever you want," Thomas assured him. "Touch her, fuck her, have her give you a blowjob. She obviously appreciates your work." I thought I was going to orgasm as I sat rigid for him to tattoo my neck. His hand raised my chin, the index finger at my lips. On purpose? I open my lips and sucked the tip. I heard both he and Thomas chuckle.
He pierced my clitoral hood, added a shiny bar into the opening, and immediately fucked my cunt. The effect was amazing. Each thrust seemed to bump the piercing, sending a shock wave through my sensitized clit.
Poor Phil. Every time I returned from a session with the tattoo artist, I was permanently marked more; some tattoos and piercings were clearly visible regardless of how I was dressed. Maybe the worst thing for him was to witness the joy I seemed to get from it all. First, it was my pleasure to be fucked by these men, given gangbangs, and plentiful double penetrations. Now this. Poor Phil.
Because of the care my body required for the frequent sessions of tattoos and piercings, Thomas, Aaron, and Lonny became frequent visitors to our home. Thomas determined that heavy fucking sessions were out of the question, so they carefully fucked me one at a time, but as the tattoos moved to other parts of my body, all three holes were again becoming available ... and used. It was also a time of heavy adjustment for Phil, obviously. Each time the men would arrive, Phil was required to be naked, too. Me ... I wanted to be naked. I wanted to show off my markings, my clear status as a slut. Yes, it was taking all the mental effort I had to maintain an appearance of resistance each time. I knew, though, that Thomas saw through it. I was that close, and he knew it.
Phil's role was assisting the men when they would fuck my ass and to occasionally document my gaping ass or leaking cunt. His additional role was comic relief, not intentionally, but effectively. The sight of his pasty, white body, and small, tiny clit-dick near those muscular black men with big cocks ... it created frequent moments of teasing and joking at his expense.


The time came for my big tattoos ... my tits. My right tit was covered with winding vines of bright colored flowers, culminating in a large flower covering my right areola with the erect nipple peeking out from its center. The vines and smaller flowers crept up my chest so they would be difficult to hide. It saddened me. I loved my very large, pink areolas. Now they would be covered by ink. The thing was ... tattooing it brought me to a couple of orgasms as the needle jabbed into the edges of my sensitive nipple, not to mention my large tit surface.
My left tit was the opposite. Where my right tit was pretty, my left tit was graphic. The left areola was covered by the symbol of what I was: a circle outlining the areola, the inside a darker pink, with a stylized number 3 centered and covering the nipple. Tattooing the nipple was both painful and arousing. Despite the significant sting of the needle, I orgasmed. Surrounding the top of the circle around my areola were pictograms. Centered above the circled 3 was ruby-red lips open as if begging for a cock to be inserted. To the left of it was an impossibly accurate image of an open vagina, engorged clit and all. On the opposite side was a similar image of a gaping asshole. And, if I used my imagination, which I did, I could see cum dripping from each. In an arc above them was 'Cum Slut'.
I couldn't look at myself and not believe it and be excited by it. Phil couldn't look at me naked without depression and loss. He ... we ... thought these men using my body for their pleasure to keep our secret was the worst thing possible. Without our even considering the small steps taken from that first Saturday of my violation, we never considered that refusing and letting the information become public would have been better. We could have gone somewhere, done anything to survive. We couldn't have foreseen what would become of us. Too late. I was a consummate slut. And Phil was ... what Phil was to be was just being finalized.
My body was mostly healed, which apparently called for a celebration. It had been a long time since the men had been able to fully ravage my holes. Even I, the one ravaged, felt the missing element of our perverse relationship. When Thomas made the decision, he called for a party at his house. The three men and me, of course. He also told Phil he would be in attendance. It was interesting to watch: Thomas didn't invite Phil; he told Phil.
I navigated for Phil on how to get to Thomas's place. It was very strange to be going somewhere knowing I was about to be well fucked and not having Thomas take me. It felt almost like being summoned.
I could tell that Aaron and Lonny had already arrived. We were about 15 minutes early, mostly because Phil wanted to be sure we wouldn't be late. I didn't feel the threat that Phil did, and for good reason. The past few times had been hard for Phil. He'd been made to be naked, continuously shamed for his tiny penis, his clit-dick it was frequently referred to, even by me. Several times, he had been told to hold one of their cock as I sucked and took their cocks deep into my throat. It seemed to be ramping up for Phil, and he acted more and more compliant with Thomas. I was wondering if this 'celebration' might even be Phil's final downfall and succumbing to his expressed fantasy. An expressed fantasy I was sure he would like to take back.
We waited at the front door after ringing the doorbell. Phil stood behind me. While I felt comfortable in my awareness that I was going to be well fucked by these three men, Phil was very obviously nervous about why he was there. Lonny opened the door, and I allowed a smile. It could be interpreted that I was happy to see him, and it wasn't that I wasn't. The smile reflected more that Lonny was likely sent to open the door, reflecting the dominance Thomas had even over Aaron and Lonny, much less Phil and me.
We followed Lonny to the family room. Thomas was sitting in his favorite chair, and Lonny moved to the sofa and sat alongside Aaron. I stopped between them, but far enough off a direct line between them so I could make eye contact easily with all three. I began unbuttoning the blouse I had chosen since there was no exhibitionism during the drive without Thomas.
"No," came Thomas's voice, "not you, Trixie, not yet." I looked at him, surprised. I was always expected to be naked with them. I didn't feel I needed to be told; he had told me to come to his house, and that implied behavior on my part. That was enough. "Phil," he continued with his gaze fixed strictly on Phil standing just behind me, "don't hide behind your wife. You are supposed to be the man. We all know that doesn't mean much in your case. Undress, Phil."
I looked at Phil and saw the confusion. He was being told to be naked first, not with me or after me, but to be the only one in the room naked. I watched him carefully to see if this was the moment that he stood his ground like a man, or if ... if this might be the moment he fully broke, as I knew Thomas was intent on accomplishing. Thomas believed that breaking Phil would eliminate another reason for me holding onto a final layer of resistance on my part.
Phil nervously undressed until he was barefoot and standing next to me. He was the only one naked, and I could see the shame of it on his face and his composure. He held his hands in front of his tiny penis.
"Don't hide your clit-dick. Put your hands to your sides." Phil complied. "What are you, Philip?" Thomas asked. Phil didn't understand. I didn't understand the use of his formal name. "Your wife has become a slut, right?" Phil nodded with a nervous glance at me. "As a slut, I gave her a new name, Trixie. I associated her with being a slut, right?" He nodded again. I was afraid I knew where this was going. But was I really afraid? No, I had expected it for some time, now. In fact, I honestly think I wanted it. I had suffered alone. Okay, Phil might have felt some shame at losing control over what happened to me, but it had been all just that: what happened to me. Now that I was enjoying what was happening to me, it didn't really change the feeling of being left alone and vulnerable, while it had happened.
"You will understand soon, Philip." Thomas turned his attention to me, and I saw it soften considerably. "Now you can get undressed, Trixie. Is your cunt as ready as ever to be fucked?"
I smiled without embarrassment, "You know it is, Thomas," I replied with a giggle. "All three of you know it is. My asshole just twitched, too. You aren't leaving it out, are you?"
"Don't worry about that, my slut. We won't leave out your throat, either."
I smiled. Yeah, what a slut I had become. 'My slut'. Yes, I was his slut. He knew I was that close. I couldn't let him know how close I felt I was, though. I had to maintain some resistance, didn't I? Why, I wondered. What would push me over that line?
I quickly undressed, and, as I did, the three men stripped, too. Three black men with big cocks are ready to fuck my brains out again.
"Before we get started, Trixie, take Philip back to the bathroom and shave all the hair from around his clit-dick," Thomas taunted. As I turned and motioned for Phil ... Philip? ... to follow me, I tried not to smile. I knew what was going to happen. Black men fucking me had been his primary fantasy, and that had happened that very first Saturday. His other big fantasy, maybe the one he actually feared, might soon be realized.
"What's happening?" he asked once we were alone in the bathroom.
"I'm going to shave your pubic hair, of course," I responded as I warmed the water in the shower, gathered the shave cream and razor, and located small scissors.
"I mean, why? What's he doing? Why did he call me Philip all of a sudden?" I looked at him and shook my head. He didn't ask again.
When we returned to the family room, the three men were naked and stroking their cocks. All three were nearly hard and ready. "Okay, more like it," Thomas said, pleased as we stood side by side. "I have always loved to see Trixie's enhanced clit showing above her bare cunt. Now her clit is highlighted by the tattoo framing it. Now you look similar, Philip. I will say, though, that your clit is larger than Trixie's." The other two men laughed at that. Phil was beet red, but he wisely kept his hands to his sides. "Here, Philip," Thomas continued, tossing him a tube of gel, "get your wife ready for ass fucking while she sucks my cock."
As I dropped to my knees where I stood and crawled to Thomas to do just that, Philip followed me. I raised my ass and parted my knees to give him access to my asshole as I began licking the length of the biggest cock I had ever felt in one of my holes or ever seen. I felt Philip spread gel over my asshole before pushing some inside it, then more. I moaned even at his thin finger penetrating my asshole. I was so ready for a good, big cock fucking like we used to do it.
"That's enough, Philip. I don't want you enjoying touching your wife." Damn, he really was ramping up the humiliation of Philip. "Come over here and assist your wife in licking and sucking my cock. I want it to be good and hard when I penetrate her ass."
Philip hesitated, "You mean hold it for her while she sucks you?"
"Fuck no. What did I say? Did I stutter or something? I said, join her in licking and sucking." Thomas's tone was hard.
I strained my eyes to look at Philip while keeping Thomas's cock in my mouth. I jerked my head to tell him to come. If I had ever seen his shoulders slumped and his expression drained, it was nothing like it was at the moment. Very reluctantly, he moved to the outside of Thomas's leg, and his face came alongside mine. He very tentatively pushed his tongue out to touch the cock. His fantasy had been for me to be fucked by black cock, now he was licking one.
We each licked up the shaft to the head. He stopped. So did I. I softly whispered, "Put your mouth over it and suck. It's what he wants." I tried to read the look on his face, but I wasn't sure. It looked a bit like he was becoming resigned to his fate. Maybe, he guessed what was happening, where Thomas was leading him. "Do it," I encouraged him with firmness in my voice. "You know you have to, so just do it."
He raised his head higher, opened his mouth, and took the black cock inside. I smiled as I watched my husband take his first cock into his mouth. When I saw his cheeks hollow as he sucked, I looked up at Thomas. He nodded to me, and I smiled back. This was a big step toward turning Phil into Philip. He would very soon connect that the name change was his cuck name, as my name had changed to recognize me as a slut.
Thomas pushed Philip's head off of his cock, and I understood it was time, that he was ready to fuck me. I sat back to allow Thomas to rise. Philip sat back, stunned by what had happened. He was struggling with the fact that he had just sucked a big black cock. His mind was reeling to understand it all. I climbed onto the chair, leaning against the back of it with my ass sticking out, waiting for his big cock to spread my ass again.
"Go over Aaron and Lonny, Philip. We're going to tag team your wife's asshole, one after the other, taking turns to delay our climax while inducing multiple orgasms for her. Your job is to suck and stroke the two cocks, not in her ass. Understand?" Philip must have nodded, but I knew Thomas wanted a verbal response as part of his humiliation. "Do you understand?"
"Yes," I finally heard Philip reply.
"Yes, what?" Oh my, I thought. I turned my head back to see Philip's reaction.
"Yes, sir?" he uttered.
"Very good. Do you know what you are, Philip? Do you know why you have a new name?" Thomas pushed harder. "Say it, Philip! It's just your other fantasy. All the fantasies your wife has achieved. Your first one was easy because it only affected her. This one is yours. What are you?"
"A ... a cuckold?" he said so softly I could barely hear it.
"It's your fantasy finally realized, Philip. Show more pride in it. What are you?"
"A cuckold. I'm a cuckold to assist my wife being fucked by other men," he finally managed to get out.
"Not just other men," Thomas continued to push, "but fucked by real men with real cocks. Say it."
"Yes, sir. I am a cuckold to assist my wife being fucked by real men with real cocks." It almost sounded like I could hear him breaking inside.
I was still looking back. He glanced at me, but quickly looked away in abject shame. He did turn on his knees, though, and crawled to Aaron and Lonny on the sofa, both holding their cocks out toward him. I watched him take Lonny's cock into his mouth and grasp Aaron's cock, and began stroking. Thomas had all but succeeded. There might be more needed to fully break him, but my husband was well on his way to being a cuckold.
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CHAPTER 9: BDSM EXPERIENCE
That day at Thomas's house had changed nearly everything. Thomas had renamed me as Trixie, and that gathering had secured Phil as Philip. It might seem to be a small change, but it was significant for him. He hadn't been asked; he was told. Philip was his cuckold name, the same as Trixie was my slut name,
After that gathering, I watched him. I was concerned that those actions might have more ramifications for Philip's mental state than I might have anticipated. But, as we discovered with my transformation from housewife to slut, my fantasies were more real in my head than I could ever have imagined. Deep down, I was a slut just needing to come out. How much longer would it be before I fully accepted it? That was the question.
Philip seemed to be reacting to the change about as well, too. He was still in shock, humiliated, and consumed with shame. He hadn't really been required to suck much cock as it turned out, but the verbal ridicule was significant. After he had joined me in licking and sucking Thomas's cock, then gone to Aaron and Lonny to get them ready to join Thomas in a continuous fucking of me, the men seemed content in resuming their normal practice of having a beer or two during recovery before resuming their efforts to ravage one of my holes.
Thomas had called to announce that they would be dropping by our home. Dropping by? "What does he mean, dropping by?" Philip questioned dejectedly. "We aren't on the way to anywhere. How can he act as if this is so casual?" Philip turned to face me, "Why are they doing this to me?"
"Why are they doing this to you?!" I responded to his whining firmly. He backed down, but I wasn't done. I couldn't be done. I had felt sorry for him after that last gathering. As his wife, I had loved him with my soul. 'Had' being the paramount word. All I remember since he discovered that we had been hacked was him whining about himself. That first Saturday was him whining, not protecting me, or giving me aid and comfort, but that he had suffered humiliation. All the times of my being used and fucked and exposed, he hadn't given me that same sympathy. He lamented about the videos that were sent to him, not what the men had done to me in those videos. Now it was his turn, and something had changed. I couldn't take his self-serving whining any longer.
"Fuck you, Philip!" His face instantly changed. I was tired of coddling him, and he saw it. He saw my anger and backed away, only a step, but it was there. He backed away from me. Thomas and I hadn't talked about how Philip would be turned into a cuckold. But I was ready for it to happen. Thomas had taken steps in the process, testing Philip. Being naked, holding his cock while I took it deep in my throat, licking and sucking a cock, and slightly changing his name for reference.
"What's happened to you, huh? Have to be naked? Had to hold a black cock, then lick one, then suck one? Really? Wake up, dammit! Look at everything that has happened to me. Look at my body, the way I have been marked and pierced. What the fuck are you complaining about? You still don't get it? They aren't doing anything we each hadn't asked for," I exploded until I had to pause for breath.
"I didn't ask for this, though," he weakly uttered.
I stepped right into his face. My hands held the sides of his face, and I leaned within half a foot of it. Face-to-face, I calmly but firmly said, "Yes, you fucking did. This was a frequent fantasy of yours, Philip," and I used his new name on purpose. "You kept talking about being a cuckold. What they are doing is giving us our fantasies, whether we really imagined wanting them or not. They are merely giving us what we said we desired. It had been me before. Welcome to the club, Philip."
As I walked past him, I had a strange realization. I was fed up with Philip, and my mind diverted to the anticipation of Thomas's arrival in half an hour. Damn, I was so close, and I believed Thomas understood how close I really was to giving in.
It was about time for Thomas to arrive. That was all he told me. Nothing about any plan, if he had one, except that Philip was required. We were ready for him. Both of us were naked, but one of us had recently shaved bare. I had to admit that all the teasing and ridicule of Philip's clit-dick had solidified my impression of him. How could it not? I had Thomas's 12-inch thick, black cock. In comparison, Philip's tiny clit-dick needed to be aroused to even be noticed.
"I'm sorry, Stacy," he muttered. "I've not been the man you deserved through all of this. I'm sorry."
I heard Thomas's truck stop outside on the driveway, and I moved to the door. "Yes, Philip," I replied without emotion or affect, "you are a sorry reflection of the man I thought I married."
When I opened the door, I saw there was another car behind Thomas's truck. An average, slightly built white man, about 30 years old, was walking just behind Thomas. Thomas took me into his arms, kissed me, and fondled me with the familiarity of someone who had fucked me endlessly.
"This is John. John, this is Trixie and Philip," Thomas said in an introduction as if Philip and I weren't naked before him.
John had been standing back a bit, but he stepped forward, "Wow," he exclaimed, "your tattoos are amazing." He was studying my body like he might a painting. "Slut for BBC, cum slut," he muttered as he lifted my left tit to examine the pics over the nipple. "Wow, a cunt, lips, and asshole." He looked me in the eyes while holding my tit. "What is the circle with the 3 on your nipple?"
I glanced at Thomas. Who was this guy so comfortable inspecting and touching me? "It signifies that I am a three-hole slut," I replied with my own surprising comfort. He nodded as though it made sense.
"John is going to help me, but he won't be staying long," Thomas said. It was then that I noticed how intently John was looking at Philip. It didn't hit me why he was. Maybe I wasn't ready for it to hit me. "Philip, I'm going to be fucking Trixie's ass. Get her ready, then assist her in getting me ready."
Philip nervously glanced at John, but not long enough to keep Thomas waiting. When Philip returned from the bedroom with the gel, I had helped Thomas undress and was between his legs, licking and sucking his magnificent tool. It didn't bother me that I was doing it in front of a man I didn't know. Thomas was going to fuck my ass, and that was my focus. I felt gel being spread over my asshole and inside it. Philip's finger was much thinner than Thomas's when he applied gel to my ass. I sighed in memory. Thomas's finger was thicker than Philip's penis. How could I ever have pretended that his little clit-dick might satisfy me?
Soon, Philip's head was next to mine, both of us licking and trading turns with our mouths over the bulbous head. I knew Philip didn't like doing it, his internal struggle being strong, but Thomas exerted a far more forceful domination over him than was ever needed over me. Although there might still be an internal struggle, Philip had proven to be weak. Any resistance, internal or otherwise, would soon be gone. I was still curious how Thomas intended to do it.
"Enough, Philip," Thomas said. I retook his cock into my mouth and pressed my throat down over it. Thomas moaned and chuckled. "Your slut wife seems to have been waiting too long to get my cock into her throat. Philip, get John's cock ready."
John was going to fuck me, too? A white cock? How long has it been since I was fucked by a white cock? Another double penetration, I wondered? I turned my head as far as I could to see to the side. John had undressed. His cock appeared a couple of inches shorter than Lonny's 9 inches, but was still longer than the so-called average. His pubic hair was gone like ours. Without clothes on, I finally recognized the mannerisms my brain hadn't accepted before. I was used to strong males fucking me. What I hadn't processed was the manner in which he was directed solely at Philip, and not at me. In that moment, I guessed that John was gay.
I saw Philip sucking John's cock. It was almost hard before Philip even began. I turned my attention back to Thomas's cock and drove it back into my throat. Thomas moaned again. He then raised my mouth off his cock. Time to be fucked, I assumed. I hesitated, not about being fucked, I wanted to be fucked, but what position Thomas wanted me in to do it. Instead, Thomas winked at me and nodded to the side where Philip still sucked on John's cock. I turned my head to watch, still between Thomas's legs and stroking the cock I had a feeling worship over.
Thomas was sitting in Philip's easy chair, of course. Thomas had claimed it as his, much to Philip's additional humiliation. Thomas patted his lap, so I acted. I knew he wanted my ass, so I turned and backed over his legs, found his cock, and moved my ass over it until I felt the head at my closed asshole. As my fantasy had dictated, they had thoroughly ravaged my asshole until it was gaping for hours. Although it still closed, the muscles were more relaxed. I still had to press down on his cock, but my sphincter accepted even his pole with just a bit of work and a little stretching pain.
Once my ass was fully down the length of his shaft, and I began rising and pressing to properly fuck him, his fingers attached to my heaving tits and nipples, which were made additionally sensitive with the piercings. Then, for Philip, it truly began, and his existence in any form as the man I knew came to an end.
"Philip," Thomas's voice boomed, "prepare your ass for John."
Philip's head stopped. It wasn't exactly like Philip was an aggressive cock sucker. His head seemed to barely move on any cock he took into his mouth. I knew it shamed him to even have to touch a cock, much less with his mouth.
"What? You don't mean ..."
"Did I stutter, Philip? Do it, now."
Philip was the reddish shade I had ever seen in a blush as he reached back to the coffee table for the tube of gel. He couldn't meet anyone's eyes, totally keeping his focus on his fingers as he applied gel to spread liberally over John's cock, then as he applied more to his ass.
Thomas indicated Philip should be on all fours on the sofa with his front at the armrest nearest us. It was clear that Thomas wanted to watch, which meant I had to watch, also. That wasn't random, and I knew it. Watching my husband being fucked would be another push against my resistance to fully accepting Thomas's full and ultimate control.
Philip was beyond mere humiliation as John parted his ass cheek and pressed his cock between them. I could see Philip's face scrunch in fear of anticipated pain.
"Relax, Philip," I coached. "Trust me, it will be easier if you relax."
He didn't look at me or respond in any way I could discern. But, he cried out, and I knew my husband had been penetrated by a cock. As I steadily fucked Thomas's cock with my ass, I watched fascinated as John began slamming his smaller cock into Philip's ass. This was the help Thomas had said John was here to provide. Thomas wanted Philip broken but didn't want to be the one to do it when he could fuck my ass, instead. I understood it all. It was all about dominance and the perception of dominance. Thomas purposefully brought a gay man to fuck Philip. That wouldn't be lost on Philip, either.
I soon lost interest in what was happening to Philip as Thomas's cock and fingers steadily brought me to my first orgasm. By the time Thomas and I were done, I located Philip curled on the floor in a fetal position. Thomas wasn't done, though. He asked John to move Philip to his knees and spread his ass cheeks, while Thomas readied his phone. I nodded to myself, but Thomas noticed that when I saw Philip's asshole was open. Not gaping. John's cock wouldn't have produced that, and it was only one fuck. But, still, Thomas's pic captured cum leaking out. Thomas would later insist that Philip change the background for his phone to that pic.
John's role was done. I walked him to the door. Once again, he lifted my left tit to examine the illustrations there. "If you want to fuck me, John, I'm sure Thomas wouldn't mind. He likes to watch me being fucked, and my cunt is still clean."
John shook his head. "I can see you are an amazing slut, Trixie, but ..." I nodded, understanding.
"You prefer some guy's asshole over a well-used slut?" I asked boldly. He nodded with a smile. "Well," I continued playfully, "maybe Thomas will invite you back to use my husband."
When I returned to the family room, I found Philip sitting on the edge of the sofa with his hands squeezed between his legs as if he was straining to hold himself together. I stood looking at Thomas for a moment, then back at Philip. I made my own decision.
I lay on the sofa next to Philip. He watched me nervously as I raised my knees and pulled them back to my tits, which raised my hips and exposed my just fucked asshole. Thomas recognized the opportunity immediately.
"Clean Trixie's asshole so I can fuck it again, Philip. That's what a cuckold is good for. You can clean cum from your wife so real men have clean holes to fuck."
I watched Philip's face. He didn't protest, moan, or react in disgust. He sighed,  a sigh of resignation. It all settled over him. He had openly, at least on our videos, fantasized about being a cuckold, and now it was happening.
Later that day, the three of us returned to the tattooist. We were both instructed to be naked in the semi-public space in the tattoo parlor. Philip stood naked as the artist added a vine extending from the flowery pattern on my right tit across my chest to my left tit and winding down to be lost amid the graphic tattoos there. I realized that the vine across my chest would be harder to hide. Then, it was Philips' turn. He lay on the same table as the artist applied the letters, C ... U ... C ... K, stylized in an arc just above the base of his clit-dick.
It was done. Thomas had succeeded with Philip. And, I saw the door open a bit to allow my lingering resistance to vanish.
* * * *
"Who are these people, Thomas?" I asked with nerves clearly evident in my voice while sitting in his truck outside a home in a middle-class neighborhood. I wasn't questioning Thomas. I had stopped doing that a long time ago. What Thomas wanted of me, I gave him. There was such a small step from how I already responded to him and what full submission to accepting his control would be like.
"They belong to an adult social network called FetLife. They are essentially amateur role-players at BDSM. Not much different than you and Philip at the time we found you, but they are more serious about their fetishes." He looked at me intently. I was dressed simply in a short shift opened on top to reveal that I was tattooed, though most of my tits were covered. He loved the way my tattoos further enhanced the appearance of my body. "I will be with you the entire time, Trixie. You are too important to me to be left alone with people I don't know enough to fully trust. There will be two couples, though I did not limit participation just to them. They may introduce a gangbang element, but you've experienced that before. The men play at being dominant. The women play at being slaves for them. I will make sure they don't get carried away while having someone not in their small group."
"Thank you, Thomas, but why are you giving me this experience?" I asked, still nervous. BDSM elicited images of abuse. At least, that seemed to be the subject of porn videos.
He stroked my closest thigh. Under the short shift, most of my thigh was exposed, and he knew I was without underwear. With Thomas, I was always without underwear. "There is good fucking and orgasm potential in this activity, Trixie. That is my primary interest. You know how I enjoy watching you orgasm." I somehow blushed as I shyly nodded. "Even if your mind struggles with acceptance, what are you, Trixie?"
I studied him. He was pushing me, but I could tell the difference: he wasn't pushing me to submit, just what I understand about myself. "I know I've become a slut, Thomas. I need you to command me, but my body knows what it wants."
He nodded. No pressure. This was different. "You yield to me because at the start you felt you had to, right?" I nodded, of course. That was old history. "What am I to you, now?"
I stared at him. This was an honest and open discussion before he had me subjected to some BDSM activity. "Thomas, you are my control. You direct me through boundless erotic experiences and pleasure." I looked into his eyes, and I knew what else was true. "And you keep me safe. You take me to the edge of overuse, maybe it would look like abuse, but it's not. You give me what I wanted, to be ravaged fully, to be challenged to release more of myself so I can experience more." I watched him smile. "That's it, isn't it? This started as abuse in your anger. But it changed. You really are taking me on a journey of my own desire. My fantasy expression was just a way of giving my expressed need a voice."
He nodded and opened his door. For a moment, I sat numbly. He had pulled out my honest understanding. In the process, he had opened that door for my escape from resistance a bit more.
A man answered the door. He was dressed in some leather outfit and stood back from the open door, not wanting to expose himself to the neighbors. Behind him was another man and two women who were similarly dressed. They were white and middle-aged. Compared to Thomas, they looked physically small, like Philip did.
"Trixie?" the man asked as he ogled me with increasing anticipation. I nodded. "You can go now," he then mumbled toward Thomas.
"Won't happen," Thomas responded in a tone that left no room for question.
The man tried, though, perhaps feeling the dominant role he played with his friends. "No, we don't need you. You'd just be in the way."
Thomas laughed at the false bravado, took my hand, and turned to leave.
"Okay," the man quickly said, "but don't get in the way. You want to get your kicks watching, fine."
I glanced at Thomas and found him holding back a laugh. I smiled, too. This poor man, if Thomas needed to get in the way, I thought. And I realized that was a good thought. A welcoming thought. A thought of being protected and safe.
We were led down into the basement, which was obviously their playroom. Fastened to one wall was a large wooden 'X' with restraints attached. I saw a variety of dildos and vibrators. A couple of pieces that looked like sawhorses that looked out of place to me. Various lashes hung from a wall. And an old dresser that could contain almost anything. Thomas moved to a vacant space against the wall opposite the large 'X'. He chose a good spot.
I was taken by the two men and strapped to the X-frame, my wrists fastened above and my ankles to the bottom with my feet on the floor. I was secured with a strap around my waist, my legs parted wide, and my tits and cunt vulnerable. As the men secured me, my attention was on them, so I failed to see the two women assembling items from the dresser and the wall.
One woman came to me with a vibrating dilso. She slid it over my exposed cunt, then uttered, "Damn, the bitch is dripping. You looking forward to being abused, bitch?"
I withheld my response. I looked across the room at Thomas. He met my gaze, winked, smiled, and nodded. I thought I knew what all that meant. Yes, he was probably thinking, I was ready for whatever they wanted to do. This would be different, but I had been through three mass-fuckings with big cocks in my cunt, ass, and throat. Was there something these people could do that would top that?
The vibrating dildo was slid into my cunt. If their intention was to be abusive, she slid it inside too gently. I remembered what Thomas had said: these people were role-playing, amateurs playing with fantasy.


The dildo was secured in my cunt with Velcro, then the same woman picked up a vibrating wand and pressed it directly on my very sensitive clit. The piercing added to the stimulation. I moaned as the two vibrators sent coursing waves through my body. The other woman appeared, holding something in her hands. She opened her hand and brought a clip up, bringing it to a nipple. The clip was an alligator clip with sharp points. My eyes happened to meet Thomas's, and I found him wincing. These people had no idea what they were doing, but Thomas knew. My nipples were sensitive to the touch, the sharp teeth of the clip biting into the nipple around the piercing, which made me flinch as much as the restraints allowed.
After attaching both clips, the woman attached small weights, which tugged even more and caused the teeth to bite in harder. I saw Thomas step away from the wall, but I shook my head, and he stopped. I had survived, and enjoyed, the abuse of Thomas and his friends with big cocks, even the double cunt and ass penetrations. Even the fisting. I had orgasmed unbelievably. These people could try to top that, but pure pain wasn't the same.
After the initial pain of the clips biting into my nipples, the arousal somehow took over. The women were focused on my cunt and clit, the men stood back and watched mostly, though they occasionally tugged on the nipple clips. When I orgasmed, they continued. It reminded me of Thomas fucking me. Unrelenting and driven to produce as many orgasms as possible. As I jerked and shuddered in the restraints, my body quaked in a powerful orgasm, mostly generated by my clit and nipples being over-stimulated, the clips dug into my nipples more. The vibrating dildo in my cunt was relentless, and the woman moving the vibrating wand at my clit would bump the dildo frequently, the entire time the clit piercing was a part of the pressure.
Then a conversation penetrated my brain. "Adam," I heard one of the men say, and I looked to find him on his phone, "can you find three other guys to come over here as soon as possible?" Pause. "Yeah, we've got a volunteer."
"What do we need other guys for?" one of the women protested. "She's been orgasming for the past 15 minutes."
"Yeah, well, she seems to be doing fine, too. We'll see how she does with six cocks ruining her pussy."
Six cocks, I thought. I looked across the room at Thomas. He was watching carefully, as promised. He caught my eye and smiled. I smiled, too. Six average cocks? I delighted in two days of big cocks using every hole and a woman who likes to fist. This was different for sure, but I still couldn't figure out what Thomas thought I should experience.
When the other men arrived, it was only three, but they decided five was plenty. They had never even used five on the women, I heard. I was taken down from the X-frame, and a padded bench was brought into the center of the room. The way I was placed on it, my head and shoulders were lower than my ass. My knees were spread wide and fastened again, so I couldn't move. My large tits hung beneath me, the clips and small weights still attached.
I had noticed the men continued to glance at Thomas as they tried things on me. The use of the bench was no different. One new guy said, "Damn, look at that asshole. Your women never let us fuck their assholes, how about this one?"
Thomas's voice came back clear and deep, "If you want her ass, fine, but use plenty of gel."
"I have to see this," one of the women said as she scurried to the dresser for a tube of gel.
The five guys were naked, and my guess had been correct. They were all average-sized, 5 to 6 inches, as they stroked their own penises to get hard. The first two to fuck me were the original two, and they both took my cunt. They drove into my swampy cunt hard, causing my tits to swing and the clips to dig into my nipples as the small weights swung, often in different directions below my tits. When they came, I felt it, but it wasn't anything like my men when they came inside me. That thought froze my mind for a moment. My men? When did I begin thinking of them as mine? I was theirs, wasn't I? Wasn't that the way it was supposed to work? I was supposed to be theirs to use as they wish, and they did. The way the bench was aligned, if I strained my head to the side and up, I could just see Thomas. He was squatting to my level and watching, not them fucking me, but watching me, my reaction, watching how I was doing. I smiled weakly. He promised he would watch over me. He nodded and gave another wink. He knew, too. Five average penises weren't going to be a bother for me.
The other three all took my ass, but their small penises, small from my experience, would barely gape my ass.
Thomas would later tell me that he was about to suggest the men bring their spent penis to me to suck hard again. He knew how much fucking I could take. He knew how much fucking I enjoyed. But when he noticed the two women stood back away from the men, and didn't offer the same servicing, he decided they didn't deserve what I could give them. I had laughed at that.
The three men left satisfied, but the original two men were frustrated. I had clearly not been abused by the five men fucking me.
I was removed from the bench, my hands tied to a long rope that was looped around a hook in the ceiling. I was then pulled back so I was bent over at the waist and supported awkwardly on my feet and arms stretched over my head. My tits hung beneath me again. The woman grasped the clips and simultaneously removed them from my nipples. I cried out in pain as the blood rushed into my nipples.
A long vibrating dildo was pushed into my asshole. I moaned and pushed back against the penetration. I had orgasmed with the men, but not enough, not enough for me. They had simply used their penis without other stimulation despite the clips. And, frankly, their penises didn't do enough for me. So, I wanted more.
Another vibrating dildo was shoved into cunt with the same reaction from me. Then the wand was placed on my clit again.
"OH FUCK ... YESSS!" I called out. "That's what I need, yes, yes ... make me orgasm ... yes, please ... those puny penises ... didn't do enough," I purposefully taunted them. I heard Thomas laugh.
The women kept at me with their vibrators, and I quickly orgasmed. "Fuck, look at her," one of the women uttered. "She wants it. How many orgasms can she tolerate?"
"Fuck her in frustration," one of the men yelled as he walked past me to the wall of devices. He returned with a cat-of-nine-tails and whipped my hanging and swaying tits. I cried out and looked down. He struck again harder. My tit was streaked with red lines from the whip.
He managed three quick, hard strikes before the naked man was flipped to the floor before me, and Thomas struck him with the whip several times across his naked body. "How many times did he hit you?" Thomas asked. I told him. "Then he gets six times," he responded menacingly, and I saw the whip rain down on the man's bare skin. Thomas apparently used more force, because the lines on the man were a deeper red than mine.
Thomas untied my hands and touched my tit. "It's okay, Thomas," I said as his finger gently traced the marks visible even with the heavy tattoos on my right tit. "It'll heal. If it's alright with you, I can have Philip use an ointment and massage it."
Thomas was holding the injured tit. He looked at me, and I winked at him. He didn't like Philip touching me erotically. He finally nodded. He then turned to face the two couples who were cowering away from him as he approached them. I followed alongside him. I left the vibrating dildos in my ass and cunt, using those muscles to hold them in place, as I wondered what was about to happen. Whatever else they had intended, the angered whipping had been a mistake.
Thomas looked around the room. He pointed at a sawhorse whose top was modified to a rounded edge. They said it was for torturing the pussy. Thomas looked at the women. They both shrank back.
"Don't, please," one said. "We can only tolerate it for minutes."
Thomas nodded and told the women to undress. They began removing their leather outfits while whimpering. But Thomas turned to the men and pointed to the device.
"No, you don't understand," one blurted out. "It's for women."
"You don't understand," Thomas bellowed. "You too are just pussies, so get on it."
They looked at each other, but whatever strength they might have thought they could gather between the two of them didn't measure up to resisting Thomas. They climbed on, their toes just touching the floor, which was obviously the point of the device, so almost all their weight pressed down onto the scrotum. The men were quickly wincing and whimpering, but they remained where they were placed.
Thomas then turned to another device. "What's that?" he pointed to a 2x4 board with dildos attached to it.
"It's a pussy challenge," one woman uttered. "The dildos are increasing in length and thickness to see how much a woman can take."
Thomas looked at me. I was squirming as I clenched my asshole and cunt over the two dildos, slightly distracted. I shook my head, "They don't understand what a cock challenge is," I uttered around gasps while I enjoyed the constant buzzing inside my holes.
"What about the cone?" Thomas asked. I looked past the largest dildo, a black one about 9 inches long. Sure enough. One of those child-sized, orange cones that are used in backyards to mark soccer goals and such for play.
The women hesitated, "That was for her. They wanted to stretch her pussy."
He laughed, and I giggled, which surprised the women. Both of us remembered instantly what had been done to both my cunt and asshole with double penetration and fisting, not to mention the countless fucking.
The men were groaning and all but crying behind us. Thomas didn't turn, but said, "If you get off that thing, I'll whip you raw." The women retreated another step.
Thomas turned to me, "I know you are enjoying those vibrators," he chuckled at me as he pinched both nipples to cause me to gasp, "but I want you to show them what a real slut thinks of their pussy challenge."
I nodded and removed the two dildos from my holes. I told the women to get the tube of gel. They and Thomas watched me grease the line of dildos and finally the cone. I gave the women the tube of gel and the two dildos that had been used on me, glanced at Thomas with a wicked smile, and said to them, "Grease these up and stick them up the asses of your men."
One of the men whimpered louder. Thomas and I turned to watch as the women did exactly as directed. They even seemed to gain some perverse pleasure in forcing the dildos still vibrating into the asses of their husbands. Perhaps the role-playing sessions when they were the 'slaves' were coming back to haunt the men.
Thomas turned to the women, "Have you done this challenge thing yourselves?" Thomas asked.
They stood much more nervously naked than they had been before. I suspected they realized they were facing a real dominant in Thomas. They both nodded, "Yes, but ... not that cone. They wanted that for her," they pointed at me.
Thomas nodded. He was deciding what to do, but the men were crying too much. He looked at the men and turned back to the women, "How long did you have to stay on that thing? Longer than that?" They confirmed they did.
I turned my back to the women and whispered to him, "They are more wimpy than Philip, Thomas." His eyes fell to my tit, and he lifted it to re-examine the red, lash marks.
"What are you thinking?" he asked me. I whisper my reply. A huge smile spread over his face.
He told the women to help the men off the sawhorse. Thomas and I stood nearby watching. The women quickly moved to the side after both men were off the device that the men had made the women use. He pointed at one man and said, "Lie on the floor." He waited until he was in position. The guy moved like he had endured something tremendous, his scrotum in clear pain. "Here's what you are going to do," Thomas continued. "You," he pointed to the other man, "kneel over that guy's head. I want you guys to suck each other's penis. And, I mean, suck. If you both don't cum, your bodies will look worse than her tit. She is mine to mark, nobody else. That was your mistake. I told you not to harm her." They didn't bother to respond, but got into a 69 position.
I bent over to ensure they were both sucking, and said in a low, but not quiet tone, to them, "You best have cum in your mouth soon. You don't know what he did to my husband." Their sucking on each other's penis became more urgent. I smiled as I stood.
"I didn't ..." Thomas began protesting.
I stepped right into him, wrapping my arms around his neck and kissing him with more consuming passion than I had ever openly expressed. I pressed my pelvis into his crotch, "Fuck, I want you to fuck me!" I gasped into his mouth. "Any hole," I added, looking him in the eyes, "and as often as you can."
He took my right tit again and gently touched the red stripes. He raised the tit and leaned down to kiss the flower-covered nipple. I sighed and smiled at him. He nodded, "But not here." Still holding my tit, he jerked his head in the direction of the women, "What do you suggest for them?"
It didn't hit me immediately, but he was treating me like a partner, and I was responding like one. I told him the pussy challenge. He reminded me that they had already been using it. I smiled at him, "Not with their assholes."
His smile was huge. "I changed my mind," he said, "I am going to fuck you here while they move down the challenge." I smiled back at him.
He began undressing as I moved to the women. "Here's the deal," I said, approaching them. "As you have come to recognize, I am not some silly woman acting like a slave. You are going to do the pussy challenge, but with your assholes." They started to object, but quickly thought better of it. I nodded. "We're going to watch you ... well, kind of. Anyway, you two will take turns going down the line of dildos with your assholes." I smiled at them, "I am sure that black dildo will be a challenge. I will be very interested in seeing how much of that cone you can take."
They looked at each other with real concern, then their expressions changed as they looked past me. I turned to see Thomas stroking his cock. I smiled at them, "Yes, I've had practice with size." I pointed to the tube of gel by the device. "Don't forget to fill your assholes with gel."
"How do you want to do this?" Thomas asked me as he came up behind me, his arms encircling me, his fingers toying with my nipples.
I pressed back, feeling his nearly hard cock pressing against my bare butt. I pressed his hands into my tits, "Fuck my ass, sir," I gasped with increasing arousal. "Doggy. I want to watch them."
"And, then?"
"Then, I'll show them how it is done. I want to try that cone." His cock jerked against me. I smiled. "Don't tell me you aren't curious how wide I can gape my asshole. Don't you think Philip would like that picture?"
He chuckled, "I'd like to see him stick his tongue deep into that gaping hole, is what I'd like to see." I giggled at the image in my mind. Poor Philip, he got his fantasy.
The women had greased each other's assholes, and the first woman was easing the smallest dildo into her ass. She was struggling. I had to laugh. It was as skinny as Philip's clit-dick. I threw a nearby mat onto the floor and knelt on it. I lowered my head to the floor and spread my ass cheeks.
"See that vine from the tattoo labeling me as an anal slut?" I didn't need a response and didn't get one. "Follow that vine between my cheeks to the hole where I want your big, black cock. Fuck me like the anal slut I am. Fuck your slut." I didn't even consider the words flowing from my eager and aroused mouth.
I had already been fucked in the ass by those white penises. Thomas pressed his huge cock by comparison past my sphincter that still pretended to provide resistance, but it was only token resistance, even to his cock.
"Oh, FUCK," I cried out, "I love your cock in my ass. Fuck me. Just fuck me. Show those bitches what a real orgasm sounds like. Use all the hotspots you've created. Make me scream."
My words must have turned him on. He thrust brutally into my ass and was instantly balls deep, his balls slapping against my empty cunt. The women even stopped briefly to look at us. Then, they moved to the second dildo. They were struggling, but they were obedient. I glanced to the side to verify that the men were still as obedient. In the throes of being fucked so powerfully, though, I hardly really cared. I had Thomas inside my body again. God ... I love his cock inside my holes.
Thomas was leaning over me, one hand torturing a nipple while the other was doing the same to my clit. The very sensitive nubs were heightened by the movement of the piercings in each.
One woman had the third dildo deep up her ass. I heard the quiet conversation, "Damn, can you believe her taking that big cock in her ass like that?"
"Fuck, no. This one isn't nearly that big, and I'm not sure I can take the next one."
Thomas took me to a powerful orgasm that had my ass clenching him tightly. His arousal from the events brought him to a climax surprisingly quickly for him.
He backed out of my ass and spread my cheeks, "That's how an ass should look," he chuckled. And, I knew what that meant: gaping with cum leaking out.
He helped me up. I jerked my head in the direction of the men. "What about them?"
He walked to them and crouched down, his long, softening cock dangling between his legs. "If you two haven't cum, I'll take those dildos out and fuck you myself." They both opened their mouth enough to show cum on their lips. "Stay that way," he said, "we're not done with your wives, yet."
I laughed as we moved back to the women, "You think they will forget this day?" He laughed, too.
The women watch us closely with fear in their eyes. "I have to say," Thomas said, "I am disappointed. I would have thought two women playing BDSM games would be better at opening their holes." Both women looked nervously from me to the floor in front of them. He shook his head, then added, "Go get the largest dildo you can take in your cunt, stuff it in, and return. I want you to see what a real slut can do on that challenge thing."
I watched the women with a smile and renewed excitement. And that wasn't caused by what the women were going to be doing to themselves, but anticipating fucking myself on their challenge device, especially the cone. Thomas was getting dressed, and I suggested he have his phone ready. He simply smiled. He hadn't needed to instruct me to do anything.
The women stood on either side of the device. One softly asked, "How can you be fucked in the ass by that cock?"
I had easily sat down on the first attached dildo, and as I raised up to move to the second, I replied, "I'm his slut. He fucks all my holes like that." I stopped with the second one deep in my ass to point out the circled 3's marked on me and my jewelry. "These indicate I am his 3-hole slut." I touched the tattoo above my clit as I rose off the second one and moved to the third, aligning it to my open and cum-filled ass. "This indicates my preference for big, black cock." I worked my way down the line. "I am his slut. I love his cock. I want his cock in all my holes. I want his cum in all my holes. I give my holes to him whenever he desires it." I didn't know it at the time, as I filled my ass with each dildo to the last one, but I wasn't talking to the women any longer. It was a new mantra.
I had arrived at the cone. I stood over it, but bent over and spread my cheeks at Thomas, showing him how I was gaping. I heard his phone camera click. I looked around my shoulder, "Ready?"


"Do it, Trixie. Show me how wide your asshole can be. You love your asshole used, don't you?" he rambled.
I giggled, "You know I do. As much as my cunt. Remember how it looked after you double penetrated my ass? Just wait," I teased with building excitement. I might have been more curious than he was. Fuck, a cone up my ass. I looked at the women, "Add more gel. They thought they were going to destroy my cunt? No chance. Watch me destroy my own ass." They wore shocked expressions, but they both added more gel to the cone and stepped back to watch.
Thomas grabbed them forcefully and pulled them to his sides. They didn't resist, seeming to be both intimidated by the true power of him that I understood, and being caught up in the blatant sexuality of our relationship and what I was doing willingly. Thomas reached around them to grasp a tit of each and began mauling them without hesitation. The three of them were behind me and crouched down in unison to get an even closer view. I knew the women would have done anything Thomas wanted if he would only ask. Instead, he only had eyes for my ass poised above the cone. He had seen me double penetrated. Would this be even more?
I suddenly had a thought and called out to him without turning as I bent over and spread my ass cheeks. I had penetrated my ass with several dildos of different sizes. "Thomas, take a 'before' pic to compare to after I do the cone."
I heard him mutter, "Damn, I love that slut."
I smiled and heard the camera click. I reached below for the top of the cone. The top wasn't any bigger than the bulbous head of his cock. The challenge was further down the cone. I called for one of the women to steady the cone, but Thomas sent both of them. I glanced behind, wondering why he did that, and saw that he thrust a couple of fingers into each of their pussies. Both women groaned and moaned, but they didn't budge.
I wondered about the men left with their mouths filled with the other's penis. Were they still sucking? Did their penises get hard again? Would they achieve another climax by the time I was done? It was funny to think of those so-called dominant men sucking each other. I also had to wonder how their wives would respond to them in this role-playing in the future.
All such thoughts evaporated as I pressed down over the top of the cone. I was braced with my hands on my knees for added concentration and control as the cone opened my ass further than the last dildo had. Another couple of inches down, and I was stretched like Thomas's cock. Another couple of inches, and I was feeling very stretched, like when Thomas penetrated my ass for the first time. I stopped to breathe and attempt to relax. I wasn't done, not yet. I wanted more. I wanted to be stretched, to be gaped further than ever. I wanted Thomas to see it. I wanted a picture of it. I wanted Philip to see it.
I heard Thomas say, "Trixie, stay right there." Then, "One of you, get a marker."
I waited anxiously. For what? What was he marking? A moment later, one of them returned. "Mark where her asshole is on the cone," Thomas ordered. I felt a hand on my as, but I held myself still. Then, "Raise up, Trixie. Let us see."
I eased myself up the cone. Damn, it felt so obscene. When my asshole cleared the top of the cone, I bent over and spread my ass cheeks.
"God damn," one of the women exclaimed. "Look at that fucking hole!"
I heard the click of the camera. Thomas brought the phone to me, so I could see the image. "My God," I uttered. I looked directly into his eyes. "I want more. Then have them put their hands inside."
He chuckled as he returned to his place with the women, as I sat over the top of the cone. The top passed into me with hardly any feeling of it. Then I heard, "Finger fuck us again. Please, we'll do anything you want. You can fuck us if you want," I heard one woman plead."
I lowered myself down and down. "Where am I to the mark?" I asked after some effort.
"You passed it," one of the women said. I pressed down a bit more. "Shit," she said, "how far are you going to go?"
"Until I can't," I groaned. "Or when he tells me enough." Thomas didn't say anything, so I continued. Not much further, though. The diameter was becoming too big. For a few moments, I fucked myself at that location, then told myself it was enough. The location was marked, and I eased my way back up. "Fuck," I groaned. "You wanted an anal slut."
Thomas laughed, "You wanted to be an anal slut. I just made it possible."
I eased off the cone fully and knelt down, gasping. I bent over and spread my ass cheeks again. "Fuck, Trixie, you aren't going to believe this." I heard the click. Thomas showed me the pic. Damn, what had he said at the gangbang? Something about driving a truck inside?
I turned to Thomas and threw my arms around him. "God, what a fucking slut you made me," I exclaimed. He stared into my eyes. I saw an unspoken question. I nodded. I reached up and mashed his mouth with mine. Our lips still touching, I boldly, clearly proclaimed, "I am yours, Thomas. I am fully, completely, and without reservation or resistance yours. I love the way you fuck me, use me, share me, and expose me. I have for so long. You know that. Now, though, I accept that. I accept what I am." I continued staring into his eyes. "I ... am ... yours."
Thomas smiled. I'm sure he was thinking, finally. But the look on his face was softer and more tender, too. What I said, my final acceptance, meant more to him than having a slut.
Thomas said it was time to leave. The women were disappointed he wouldn't fuck them, but based on his anger with the men, they understood. Me? I had forgotten all about wanting the  women to fist me. Thomas suggested they think about switching roles in their BDSM games. It was only then that we remembered Thomas had threatened the two men to remain on the floor with their mouths full of the other's penis. But we left them.
I walked up the stairs to the front door ahead of Thomas, who playfully played grab ass with me. I giggled and scampered up quickly, equally playful. At the door, he extended my shift toward me.
"Don't you think you should cover up?" he asked, maybe thinking I had been naked so long, I forgot.
I pushed the garment back at him, "No, this isn't our neighborhood. Let them deal with any fallout."
He laughed and swatted my ass, and we exited the house. I was surprised, despite my brave words, at how relaxed I was walking naked to his truck.
I remained naked as he backed down the driveway and sped away. "I meant what I said, Thomas," I said as I half turned in the seatbelt toward him. "I need you to fuck me. I need the kind of fucking only you can give me. Any of my holes, or all of my holes. I'll suck you hard as often as you want. Please, Thomas."
"Tell me something, first," he replied, glancing my way while tracking the traffic. "What happened back there? What caused you to change so suddenly?"
I laughed, "Oh, Thomas, it very definitely wasn't suddenly. It has been a long time coming. You know that. But, to answer your question, what happened was you. You were there for me. You were my protector, my guardian, and I clearly understand what power, dominance, and control truly look like. You patiently tracked everything they did to me. When they crossed the line, you were right there. No hesitation, no indecision. They hurt me. I can still see the marks, but you were there for me."
"But, I put you into that situation," he challenged my thinking.
I smiled, "But the situation clarified everything. You couldn't have planned it; you couldn't plan it to happen that way. What happened, though, put us together as a team of sorts. Oh, you're definitely in charge, in control, and thank God for it. I understand now, Thomas. I understand what you are to me and what I am to you. I am your slut, and you are my control."
He looked at me as if making sure I was serious. "I understand something else, too," I said. He waited as I considered my words; very important words. "I also understand, Philip. I noticed his changes the last couple of times we were all together. He held your cock and sucked it. He sucked Aaron and Lonny. He was fucked by John. He's been marked as a cuck. I saw all that, but it took my release, my own acceptance, to fully see his. I have a request, though." He nodded. "Philip is a cuckold. I believe he has accepted that his fantasy was more than a fantasy, that it was an expression of his regret regarding our sexuality. My request: I don't want my husband humiliated any further."
"Are you sure about him?" Thomas challenged.
"I'll prove it." I took his phone and hit 'Trixie' in his contacts. I put the phone on speaker.
"Thomas, is Trixie okay?" came Philip's voice.
"It's me, Philip," I responded. "I'm fine. It was a bit dicey for a moment, but Thomas was there for me."
I heard his sigh of relief. "I knew he would be."
"You did? Why?"
"Trixie, it's obvious. You are much more than a slut with a cunt and asshole to him," Philip replied with certainty.
I looked at Thomas, and it was his turn to look embarrassed. "Philip, I really need a good fucking from Thomas after what happened. We could go to Thomas's place."
"No," he responded. "You should come here. It sounds like you finally accepted being his slut. Well, I've realized that I've accepted that I am your cuckold. Thomas marked me, but my acceptance is way beyond that, Trixie. I can help you. I want to help you. I want to be an active cuckold, Trixie, not a passive one just watching you."
I looked at Thomas when I responded, "What do you mean by being an active cuckold, Philip?"
"You've seen me, Trixie. I can suck cock. Sure, not as well as you, but I can help with getting the men ready to fuck you. And," he added with emphasis, "I can lick up the cum from you so the men have cleaner holes to fuck. And, I can make sure the guys have beer and snacks."
"All while you are naked?" I pushed.
"Of course. I know I have a clit-dick, but as a cuck, it doesn't matter, right? That might be why I had the fantasies in the first place. As a cuck, my tiny penis doesn't matter."
"You'd do that for me?" I asked tenderly.
"Trixie," he replied with emotion, "I love you. You're the only woman I could ever love like this. I now know what I am. I know what you are, another man's slut. That doesn't have to change our love, does it? It is what our relationship is now, Trixie, living our fantasies."
"We'll be home there soon. Philip, and I love you, too. Philip, I need to fuck Thomas a lot."
"Of course, I understand," he replied. "I can help get him hard for you, again, okay?"
"Yes, Philip, very okay." Then, excitedly, "Oh, wait, I have to show you a pic of my asshole. I sat on one of those playground cones."
"I can't wait. You really are an amazing slut, Trixie," he finished with a soft laugh.
I looked over at Thomas as I ended the call. "Okay," Thomas said, "I'm convinced."
Suddenly, I was very curious about what that image of my future looked like. I couldn't wait. Philip said he wanted to be an active cuckold. I wondered if he might even want John to return to fuck him.
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CHAPTER 10:  CREATING UDDERS
The doorbell rang. Philip and I were relaxing in the family room on a sunny and pleasantly warm Saturday afternoon. Thomas had called to say he, Aaron, and Lonny would be over, but the exact time was uncertain because Aaron had an emergency at work that morning, and they would wait on him. He said he was hoping it would be 1:00, but it might be 2:00.
I checked the clock on the mantel, 1:34. Not bad. I was marking my place in my book as Philip rose and headed for the front door. I followed a few steps behind. We were both naked, of course, and freshly shaved in the right places.
Philip opened the door and greeted the guys pleasantly. I came up behind Philip as the guys entered. His status in the group was still new to everyone, so I encircled him with my arms for support, one hand sliding down to his clit-dick. His little clit-dick gets no attention except his own hands (fingers, really), so my mere touch would bring his little thing to erection. The guys got a kick out of seeing that, even though they no longer humiliate Philip verbally, as Thomas and I had agreed.
Thomas enjoyed the way I accepted my place as his slut. He said he always liked a strong woman, and the way I accepted him with conditions that would protect Philip demonstrated that in me. He liked that. He also liked the way Philip accepted his role as an active cuckold, and not a passive one. He was also smart enough to accept that Philip’s role in the group contributed to my happiness, which made my compliance easier.
After touching Philip’s clit-dick, I moved around him to embrace and kiss each man. I pressed my naked body into them, accepting and welcoming their touching and groping. Philip stood to the side with a smile, patiently waiting to close the door behind the guys.
Thomas held me, his arm around my shoulder, and his hand covering my left tit. He turned to Philip, “Have you been working out, Philip?”
Philip shyly nodded. He might be an active cuckold, but he was still a cuckold, so his reactions were subdued. He nodded, “I thought I could encourage Trixie if I joined her.”
“Well, it shows. On both of you. Thank you, Philip,” Thomas replied with sincerity.
While Thomas fondled my tit, I smiled at Philip and blew him a kiss. Lately, I often wished I could do more, but rules were rules. Philip was a cuckold, and he didn’t get pleasure from me. Who knew there had been so many changes? Maybe that might somehow change, too. With big, black cocks fucking me, though, the idea of Philip’s little dick trying to penetrate me didn’t come to my mind.
The guys, knowing our home layout very well, went into the family room and casually stripped out of their clothes. Soon, Philip and I weren’t the only ones naked. Philip came up behind me, his naked body pressed into my naked back, and I felt his erect clit-dick against my butt. He moved my hair out of the way and kissed my neck.
“Looks like their slut is about to be very well fucked today,” he whispered into my ear.
I pressed my butt back against him and moved his right hand to cover my flower-covered right tit. I sighed with a big smile, “It certainly does.”
He released my tit and moved to my side. He wasn’t to enjoy my body, but to assist a real cock to be pleasured by my body. He asked if the guys were ready for a beer, and turned toward the kitchen with their positive response.
I moved to the men, and touched each of their cocks as I gave each a kiss, but I was moving to Thomas to get the activities started. It was always the same, and everyone assumed it. After everything that had happened from that first Saturday, I was Thomas’s slut with the clear understanding that his two friends, Aaron and Lonny, had free use of me. It was less often that they arrived at our home without Thomas to fuck me, but it occasionally still happened when it was a quick fuck.
I was settled between Thomas’s legs, licking his long cock, when I looked up at him and whispered, “Thank you.” His eyebrows scrunched together with a ‘What?’ expression. I again whispered, “Thank you for the way the dynamics changed for Philip.”
He stroked my cheek as I resumed licking his cock, “I think, as I got to know the real you, I might have been disappointed if you had abandoned your husband.” He looked over me toward the kitchen, “He seems more comfortable, doesn't he?”
I kissed the head of his hard cock as I stroked it, “He actually is. His fantasy was as internally real for him, it appears, as mine were for me.” I then took his cock into my mouth, raised up on my knees, and began thrusting my head down over his cock, gasping several times before having his cock deep in my throat and hearing his groans. Music to my ears: a big, black cock in one of my holes and the pleasure sounds it generated.
So intent was I to fuck Thomas’s big cock with my throat that I hadn’t noticed Philip’s return. Not until Thomas raised my head from his cock and indicated for me to mount him, which I quickly and happily did. Without direction, I sat on his cock with my cunt. I had little doubt that my ass would also be filled shortly by him or one of the others. There were tubes of gel scattered throughout the house for ready access.
I glanced to the side and found Philip on his knees between the two other men sitting on the sofa. He stroked one cock while licking and sucking the other, switching back and forth, frequently. It was happening quite leisurely, and listening more intently, I heard a discussion about the Twins and Royals. Iowa was between the two teams, which often resulted in split loyalties among friends.
I kissed Thomas as I fucked him hard, and jerked my head to the side. “See?”
He looked to the side where Philip was sucking cock, and all three of them were comfortable. “I don’t understand the conversation,” he uttered with some moans interspersed. “Everyone knows the Twins are a better team.” I stopped with his cock deep inside me and stared at him. He laughed. “I’m teasing … well, not about the Twins … yes, I see. You know, it is still weird for us with Philip sucking us, but we appreciate and accept what it means to you.” He twisted my nipples. The instant arousal shooting through me was partly his fingers on my very sensitive nipples and an equal part from the twisting of the piercing going through the nipple. “I can’t imagine a better slut even in my dreams.”
I rose to the top of his cock and slammed back down, gasps and moans coming from both of our mouths. “What a sweet thing to say,” I teased him. Then, “Not bad for an old, mature housewife?”
“I’ll give you mature,” he replied with another twist of my nipples, “but there is nothing old about you. You are so fucking hot with those big tits, and, if I say so myself, your new tattoos and piercings.”
I smiled. What more could a slut need to hear? I continued sliding up and down over his cock, until I heard his voice.
“You guys ready to join us?” Thomas asked his friends. Philip raised his mouth from Aaron’s cock and looked over to us.
“I thought I was going to fuck you,” I uttered, teasing disappointment.
He chuckled, “You’re not fooling anyone, Trixie. If you can get two holes filled at the same time, you’ll take it every time.”
Aaron and Lonny were on their feet, but Lonny sat back down and said something to Philip, who moved to take his cock into his mouth. Philip said he wanted to be an active cuckold, and he was certainly being that.
Aaron knew exactly where the tube of gel was located in the family room, a frequent location for our fucking when they were at our home. He quickly pressed fingers covered with gel into my ass, and I soon felt his cock pressing at my asshole while I stopped moving on Thomas’s cock. I gasped as his cock filled my ass, with my cunt filled by Thomas.
“Ohhhh … fuuccckkkkk … yesssss,” I moaned as Aaron pressed with several efforts deep into my ass.
“See what I mean?” Thomas teased.
“Stop talking and fuck me!” I exclaimed, which only reinforced his point. I raised up a bit on my knees to allow Thomas room to thrust his hips up to add his own fucking thrusts with Aaron’s. He still wasn’t as energetic, and I knew why. He was intending to remain in my cunt even after Aaron filled my ass with cum. Then, Lonny would take Aaron’s place to fuck me more. Only at that time would Thomas allow himself to cum in my cunt.
It wasn’t the first time. Double penetration of my body was a frequent method of fucking that we all enjoyed. There were plenty of times when one hole was ravaged continuously for more than an hour  before they came, too. As much as they fucked me, it was hard to determine a truly favorite way it was done.
After they filled my holes with cum, I sagged to the floor on my back. Thomas stood over me, reached over me, and pulled my legs up and back so my knees were pressed against my tits. It was a blatantly exposed position, and it showed my holes just fucked and cum seeping from them. If something was said, I hadn’t heard it, but Philip came to me on his knees, his hands under my hips to raise them a bit more. I assisted by pulling on my knees harder to present my cum-messy holes to him. He lowered his mouth to my cunt and began licking and sucking, his tongue pressing into my hole. Then, he moved a couple of inches south to my asshole, where he performed the same cleansing action.
When he raised his head, his lips and chin were slick with my juice and the cum of three men. I released my knees and sat up. I was face-to-face with him and leaned into him for a quick kiss shared on our lips.
“Good?” I asked softly.
“It was good because I was licking you,” he softly replied. I smiled at him.
Later, Thomas had another idea for us to try that would also involve Philip. He instructed Philip to lie on his back, then me to straddle his head. We waited for the final description. With my cunt over his mouth, they would fuck my cunt one at a time until they came while he would be sucking my clit and licking my cunt and the cocks fucking me.
Philip immediately became very deliberate about his involvement, licking and sucking my clit, even before the first man (not Thomas by the size of it) thrust into me.
“Oh, fuck, yes, Philip,” I exclaimed as his lips encircled my engorged and sensitive nub. It was also very new for Philip to be so intimately touching me since all this began. It was arousing just to have Philip adding his own stimulation to me. “Suck me, honey. Oh, fuck, yesssss.”
Then, a cock drove into my cunt. Not slow, but suddenly and deep. “Geez,” I heard Lonny utter, “he licked my cock, too.”
“I thought that might be different,” Thomas’s voice came back from somewhere behind me.
“My God,” I exclaimed, “him sucking … my clit … of God, yesssss … ohhh fuck!”
Lonny was fucking me hard, and it had all the stimulating effects I had come to expect from the guys, but Philip’s sucking on my clit, his tongue adding stimulation, too, sent me into an orgasm earlier than ever. And his mouth seldom stopped. Even when the guys came, his licking simply shifted to whatever cum might happen to leak out. My orgasms became another of those rolling series of orgasms these wonderful black cocks seemed capable of producing with constant and non-stop fucking and stimulation. Fingers were added to my nipples, and cocks rotated to my mouth.
I would learn after that, besides licking my clit and cunt, Philip intentionally licked the black cock thrusting into me, and licked both of us in the process. As the men came, he licked the leaking cum from my cunt. While the men fucked powerfully into me, they frequently had to press their cocks along his nose, at which times Philip stuck his tongue out to slide along the shaft.
Several times, I had noticed their cocks uncharacteristically come out of my cunt, only to find out later they dipped their cocks into Philip’s mouth for a quick suck before slamming back into my cunt. It was an amazing session, and one Philip seemed to enjoy, too, if for no other reason than being involved, as he had said he wished to be an active cuck.
Lonny and Aaron left earlier than Thomas. When Thomas was ready to leave, I walked him out to his truck on the driveway. I was naked and well-fucked. He held me tightly as we walked. Since I had accepted myself as his slut, I also accepted that he really enjoyed exposing me. Our front yard was relatively safe with few cars that passed by, so it was easy to be naked on my own initiative.
At his truck, he fondled my body freely as we kissed. When the kiss broke, I looked up into his eyes. He saw something different in my expression.
“What?” he asked as he fondled both tits and lifted them in his palms.
“Thomas,” I hesitantly began, “there is a fantasy of mine you have never commented on fulfilling.” He smiled but didn’t say anything. “I have fantasized about enlarging my tits to maybe even udder size.”
“I hadn’t forgotten,” he replied. “I wasn’t going to push that. Your tits are large now. If you are serious about wanting even larger tits, though, I have an idea that would possibly not make them permanently enlarged … just in case.”
I tilted my head in a curious expression at him. “In case?” I asked.
He smiled and nodded, “In case you don’t really want them so large at some point, and would like your tits to return to this size,” he said as he squeezed my tits in his hands. Then, as if in an afterthought, “Do you have any regrets of being marked by me?”
“Too late now,” I giggled, then turned serious. “No, Thomas, I don’t. I love my body marked. I’m your slut, Thomas. Philip is a cuck. I love it all, and Philip seems at peace with it now, too. I love being a slut. I love everything about it.”
“It may not have been the best way to meet, but I am damn sure glad we did. You are a hell of a slut, Trixie, and I think we have a lot more to experience together.” He kissed me again. “I’ll make a call and let you know about your tits.”
“For real?” I said excitedly. “You’ll really help me?” He simply smiled, slipped a finger between my legs, which I parted, and into my cunt. He brought the finger to my lips for me to suck the cum from my cunt. I smiled as I did. Then, he got into his truck. Even I didn’t understand my fascination with larger tits. The way mine bounced and swayed now, without a bra, what would a couple more cup sizes larger be like?
Days later, Thomas called to tell me we had an appointment with his doctor again. Without being instructed, I wore a simple, lightweight shift that went to mid-thigh, and most of the buttons on top and bottom were undone. We arrived at the clinic after hours, as always. The doctor let us in and locked the door behind us. I untied the sash and released the last of the buttons, waiting for the doctor while still in the reception area. Thomas held the simple dress as I shrugged out of it.
“My, somehow on you, dear, the tattoos enhance your lovely breasts,” he said as he hefted them in his hands. “Come to the examination room.” I knew the way by now, and I guessed he wanted me to lead so he could watch me. I was excited to oblige.
“So, you’ve figured it out, Doc?” I heard Thomas ask.
“All of it, Thomas,” he replied with a tone of excitement in his voice.
I hopped up onto the table and waited expectantly. “Thomas said there might be a way to enlarge my tits while keeping them natural?” I asked.
“Exactly, dear. Your breasts are lovely; it would be a pity to have them not feel natural with the modification. I warn you, though, they will be considerably larger, and they will require a change in your daily routine.”
“I don’t understand. You mean healing? I thought natural meant there wouldn’t be implants.” I asked as the doctor fondled my tits and rolled my nipples. I gasped and moaned as his fingers pulled, rolled, and generally teased my nipples and the piercings in them.
“No implants, dear. Do you enjoy your new nipples?”
“Oh God, yes, Doctor, I love them.” I giggled, “The guys do, too. They can bring me to more orgasms by stimulating my nipples and clit while fucking me. It’s really amazing.” I looked at him a bit shyly, “The tattoos Thomas gave me are only symbolic of what I am, Doctor. I am a slut now. I love being fucked and having orgasms. I think I even crave orgasms at this point, and the enhancements of my nipples and clit make that possible.”
He smiled, then resumed thinking about my larger tits. “Dear, what I mean by an adjustment in your daily routine is needing to empty your breasts. What I have in mind for you is to induce lactation.” He let that settle in my thinking for a moment. “Remember, I mentioned the research being done in Europe?” I nodded. That led to the injections for my nipples and clit. “They have also developed a means to more quickly induce lactation, intended specifically for women who are adopting newborn babies. It is very successful, but, again, has not been approved here yet. The results are just what you are looking for: a large production of milk very quickly that will increase your breast size. In your case, that means swollen breasts several cup sizes larger. And, the size of your breasts, now, will indicate a very large supply of milk. That, my dear, is the adjustment to your life. You will need to relieve the pressure by expressing or pumping. Mothers with babies would be able to nurse.”
“And,” I thought out loud, “when I stopped expressing, the milk would stop being produced, and my tits would return to this size?” He nodded with a smile. Why did that excite me even more? Maybe, in the back of my mind, my use of the term ‘udder’ when referring to larger tits somehow envisioned this? Producing milk with udders?
“I think she likes the idea, Doc,” Thomas said, watching my face radiating excitement.
The doctor was already moving to the counter where several vials were waiting, along with syringes. It seemed to be too many vials, though. But my mind was on larger tits producing milk. He returned holding a syringe. “Ready for new breasts?”
I nodded, “I still hate needles, though,” I said as he approached.
I turned my head, as if not seeing the needle would help. He grasped my tit and lifted it, aligned the needle, and pressed it into the soft flesh just past the nipple, then several times around the nipple. I winced with each poke of the needle, and the doctor smiled at my reaction. Then, he took up another syringe and repeated injections into the other tit. My tits were beginning to feel like pincushions.
“Massage your breasts, dear. We want the serum distributed,” he softly instructed.
I eagerly fondled and massaged each tit, partially in an effort to massage away the feeling of being repeatedly poked with a needle. It was impossible to avoid stimulating the nipples, though, especially with the piercings through the sensitive nubs. My soft sighs, gasps, and moans brought a smile to the doctor and an understanding chuckle from Thomas.
“We’ll let those injections distribute before the second dose.” I thought, a second dose? “Now, Thomas, regarding the other question you had. My concerns that the throat would be off limits proved to be wrong, and the pussy and asshole are indeed also viable. They have researched medical conditions with loose vaginal and sphincter control.” He paused while checking some notes in a file he had on the counter in the room. “The throat took moe discussion to verify. It too had medical applications.”
While still massaging my tits, I interrupted, “What’s this?”
Thomas responded, “I asked Doc, out of simple perverse curiosity, if the same injections used on your nipples and clit might also enhance your throat, cunt, and asshole. What if, I posed to him, your throat, cunt, and asshole muscles were strengthened, and the nerve endings sensitized as your nipples and clit had been?”
I stared at him for a moment. What next, I wondered, but … I then turned to the doctor. “And?” I asked.


“It will work. The serum for that application has a slight modification, but, yes, it will produce a similar effect.” He watched me. “From everything I have seen, dear, you are already amazingly responsive with the additional stimulation of the nipples and clitoris. This would definitely increase your response and, I think, for Thomas’s real consideration, the response for any cock fucking any of your holes.”
“How much?” I asked.
The doctor shrugged. “Remember that their interest was on the strength side more for corrective applications. In that, they found about 25% increase. Stimulation? That really wasn’t their interest, but we found a significant increase in your nipples that were virtually insensitive, right?” I nodded.
“The cunt and asshole muscles I can understand,” I verbalized my thinking, “but I’m not sure I see the issue with the throat.”
“You deepthroat, Trixie,” Thomas inserted. “We get the feeling fucking your throat, but you don’t really, do you?” I shook my head. He was correct on that score. I did it solely for them.
“The throat muscles will be increased in strength somewhat,” the doctor continued, “but the effect may be to have better control of your gag reflex. Adding sensitivity …”
“In my throat,” I added more to myself, “sensitivity in my throat. What would that be like? This is like science fiction or fantasy, Doc.”
“It is certainly pushing the boundaries, my dear. At least here in the States and possibly anywhere for the application we are discussing for pure sexual stimulation,” he confirmed.
It took more talk, but we came to an agreement. It was Thomas’s interest in doing everything that wasn’t my tits, but he also seemed to be waiting for me to accept it, unlike the tattooing, piercing, and injections for my nipples and clit. That he wasn’t just telling me this time was interesting. What it did, though, was increase my feeling of trusting him. And that meant I knew I would go along with it for him.
The doctor came back to me with new syringes for my tits. I was getting a lot of needles, and I still hated needles. I turned my head for these injections, too. It poking into the soft tissue of my tits wasn’t as bad as poking into the muscle of my arm, but I still didn’t like it.
“First, though,” he began as he picked up a tubular device with a gauge attached, “I want to take some ‘before’ measurements.” He held the device up for Thomas and me to see. “My own creation.” He created it to get rough readings of pressure from the cunt muscles and sphincter. It was a soft plastic inflatable tube with a narrow tube to a pressure gauge. “I don’t pretend to think it is precise, but it will be sufficient for determining the rough increase in her ability to squeeze with those muscles.”
He spread gel over the tube and instructed me to lie back and spread my legs after he inserted the attachments to support my feet while spread wide. He slipped the tube into my cunt, and I moaned. Inflated, the tube was the size of a very large sausage. He moved it in and out of my cunt. I looked up at Thomas standing alongside me as he fondled a tit. He smiled down at me. “She’s enjoying it, Doc,” Thomas said not to me while he was looking at me, “but we can fuck her after.”
“Sorry,” the doctor uttered, “it is just that she is so easily aroused. It’s fascinating to observe.” Then, while looking at me, but speaking to Thomas, “Can I fuck her cunt this time, if we are double penetrating her again?”
“Trixie?” Thomas said to me, and got me involved, finally.
“Any hole he wants. Every time I come here, something more erotic is in store for me. I might just be uncontrollably orgasmic before you are done with me.” I gazed up into Thomas’s eyes, “Don’t stop, Thomas. I want to be your orgasmic slut.” He smiled and pinched a nipple, driving the piercing as a result, too.
With the inflated tube in my cunt, the doctor said, “Okay, dear, I want you to squeeze with your lovely vagina as hard as you can. Remember, I’ll want you to do the same after the injection has taken effect, so don’t just squeeze, but think about squeezing.”
This was so obscene, but what part of my life wasn’t obscene now? I focused like it was a cock that would be fucking me. He had me repeat the effort, and he seemed satisfied.
The doctor then instructed Thomas to spread my cunt lips. I sucked in a deep breath and tried to block out my dislike of needles and where the injections were going. I controlled my flinch and bit my lower lip as he injected into the top, bottom, and sides of my cunt just inside.
“I love your spade marking, dear. You aren’t a slut only for black cock, though, are you?” the doctor inquired as he stroked my exposed clit.
“Oh fuck,” I gasped, “that feels good. No, Doctor, especially not for you.”
He then instructed me to turn over onto my knees and asked Thomas to spread my ass cheeks. “Oh,” the doctor muttered, “I love the vine winding its way through your ass cheeks and around your asshole, dear. Very creative to go along with your anal slut tattoo.” He said it as though it had been my idea. Little of any of this had been my idea or my desire ... at the time, anyway.
I was again instructed to squeeze the tube, this time with my asshole, then I felt the same four injections around my asshole with less flinching impulse, though. I wasn’t sure why, and didn’t really care, either.
“Now, since you are going for extremes,” the doctor added as he used a wipe over the spots where he injected, “might I suggest another half injection for her nipples and clitoris?”
I turned around as I sat up. “Seriously? They aren’t sensitive enough?” I let my gaze shift to Thomas. While I was now fully accepting of being his willing and eager slut, even boldly making some conditions as it affected Philip, I was still fully under Thomas’s control, and I knew it. Hell, I wanted it that way. I loved the feeling of his control.
Thomas was eyeing me, too. A smile formed on his face. “I think he is correct, Trixie. Your tits are getting larger and producing milk, your cunt and asshole enhanced, why not go another step?”
“How much can I orgasm, Thomas?” I asked. But even as the words came from my mouth, I knew the idea of more powerful orgasms was too enticing. I really was an orgasmic slut, and I knew it. How extreme would I go? How extreme would Thomas take me? I had no idea. I was too curious not to find out, though. I nodded, and I received another, if smaller, injection into each nipple and my clit. I shook my head, but I could hardly wait.
My nipples and clit were already so sensitive that the injection caused me to gasp as the doctor squeezed each between fingers to insert the needle. Then the sting of the needle going in.
“Fuck,” I gasped, “please tell me you two are going to fuck me!” I looked up at Thomas from my prone position on the table after the injection into my clit. “Please, Thomas, I don’t care who is in which hole, just please fuck me. This is all too much.” I sat up and looked desperately from one to the other. “Then I’ll suck you both hard again so you can fuck me again.”
The doctor chuckled. “Maybe the extra injections I gave her weren’t necessary,” he chuckled.
“Maybe not necessary, Doc, but it will be fun. Just the friction of walking might get her in the mood to fuck.”
The doctor quickly stripped. I was watching closely to be ready to suck his cock hard, but that wasn’t necessary. He already was. I hopped off the table, and he took my place on his back. I climbed back onto the table, straddling his hips, and easily took his cock into my cunt. Then I felt Thomas behind me. He spread my ass cheeks before I felt the head of his cock pressing against my asshole. I sucked in a breath, released it, and relaxed my asshole. I knew he would penetrate me with little problem, but the first anal of the session was still a new opening of that tight hole for his large cock. A sudden thought: might this injection make my asshole tighter again?
When Thomas’s cock plunged through my sphincter, the doctor below me moaned deeply. I pushed up to allow him some room to thrust into me, too. It wasn’t just the double penetration fucking in the examination room of the clinic that had me so highly aroused, though. I couldn’t stop thinking about udder-sized tits leaking milk, and what the effect would be of my enhanced throat, cunt, and asshole muscles.
Both men were plunging their cocks into my adjacent holes. Yes, Thomas’s large cock was providing the major pressure inside, but the two cocks worked against each other as they slid into me and over each other.
“Oh fuck,” I gasped, “I love this. I love being used and fucked. God help me, but I love being your slut, Thomas!”
I thrust back against their cocks, but they weren’t moving in unison. I held myself steady and let them fuck me, cocks thrusting into my cunt and asshole. How many times have I felt this, and it continues to be amazing.
I orgasmed only moments before the doctor did in my cunt, but Thomas, as always, continued fucking me, and taking me to another orgasm before filling my ass with cum.
I lay sandwiched between the two men, all of us gasping and panting as their cocks slowly lost hardness. “You are amazing, my dear,” the doctor gasped beneath me. “I’ve never experienced anyone like you before.”
I giggled between my own gasps and sighs, “I don’t recognize myself. Thomas seems committed to making every single fantasy of mine a reality for me.”
“And me,” Thomas added with a chuckle. “There is so much to explore with your fantasies, Trixie.” Thomas began shifting by easing himself out of my asshole. I could feel my asshole gaping just from his single cock and fuck. Would he let me suck him hard again? Would he put more cum into my ass?
It was the doctor who ultimately ended the visit, though. He pleaded that he had other commitments to attend to.
On the way back to delivering me back to my husband, Thomas asked, “How is Philip going to react to your tits getting larger?”
Curious, he had never shown concern for what Philip might have felt. Fucking me, tattooing and piercing me, or enhancing my nipples and clit, were just things he had done, and he never seemed interested in our concerns.
“He won’t like it,” I replied. “Not that it matters. It is done, and I wanted it to be done. It was my fantasy. Remember, Thomas, he is my cuck now. I love him even so, but he is still my cuck. I do what you want because I am your slut, and he does what he needs to because he is my cuck. He’ll assist me in this, too.”
A week later, I was back at the clinic for a follow-up visit. It was after-hours again, as always, for the things we were doing. It was different this time, though. There were two other white, older men with him. I could tell that Thomas had expected them. The doctor introduced them only as other doctors interested in what we were doing with the last injections.
We went to the examination room, where I immediately stripped out of the dress I had worn. The new doctors gasped when they realized I wore no underwear and took in the size of my tits, which were just starting to develop further. According to the research I had done, what was happening was happening quickly. I assumed that had something to do with the serum he had used, which was only approved for study use in Europe.
My cunt and asshole strength were tested with the inflated sausage device. “See,” the doctor said, while recording and sharing what the gauge indicated. I was asked to repeat the squeezing multiple times to verify the results. Of course, each doctor wanted to perform the test himself, each one not only inserting the device into my cunt and ass, but moving it in and out before having me clench. “About 25% increase from before,” they all agreed.
I lay on the examination table on my back with my cunt fully exposed before them. I kept looking at Thomas, and he continued to nod reassuringly back to me. It was strange how I had changed. Thomas was the man who had started all this with coercion, ultimately changing who I was, and he was now the one I looked to for assurance, support, and my safety. The three men began a discussion of the value and benefits. It wasn’t approved here, but the men sounded excited as they felt and probed my cunt, and I was repeatedly asked to squeeze around their inserted fingers. They were probing and discussing with an attitude of scientific analysis, but my cunt was being probed by strange men as I lay fully naked and exposed, with Thomas fondling my tits and nipples. I was being aroused to a high level. The muscle strength was one issue they seemed focused on, but the enhanced sensitivity of my cunt was what had me absorbed in my own awareness.
Thomas finally broke into the professional discussion, “We’re only interested in a single purpose, and that is fucking related.” The men looked a bit stunned by the blunt intrusion, but they looked at me with a new consideration. “And that matters only by how her holes feel around your cock, and how her holes feel to her when being fucked. I suggest that be your next evaluation.”
All the while that the men had been touching and probing my cunt and asshole, Thomas had been adding his own subtle touch to my nipples. As I lay naked and exposed to them, it wasn’t lost on them that my tattoos and piercings meant that I was indeed a slut for fucking. That their discussion never touched on that until Thomas prompted it was a wonder.
Thomas’s doctor encouraged Thomas’s offer, “I suggest you accept his offer. She is an amazing woman to fuck. I was allowed to fuck her twice before, and I can only imagine how her holes will feel now. I would suggest, though, that you fuck her by double penetration. I have enjoyed her that way the previous times. I also suggest you do it while her holes are still clean for full effect and tightness. Once fucked, there is a natural loosening, but the injections are an attempt to counteract that natural response of her holes.”
The men looked at me with very new interest. I was soon being double penetrated by the two new doctors. Then it was Thomas and his doctor’s turn. After, I remained splayed on the table feeling well fucked and happy. I didn’t listen much to the conversation that followed because Thomas gave me his cock to suck. In the position I was in, I could only turn my head to the side to suck the head, but I did it with absolute devotion. I was in my own thoughts, my own erotic, hyper-aroused world. That penetration had been different. At first, I hadn’t recognized what it was, but it was an extra sensitivity due to an increased tightness when I squeezed my muscles. It was like my nipples or clit, but different, too. Without impacting the clit, even the smaller, white cocks had created heightened stimulation merely by sliding into my clenching holes. I had orgasmed and orgasmed by clenching with both holes around the driving cocks. Even with just slightly larger cocks than average, they had produced a powerful impact. When Thomas slammed his large cock into me along with the doctor in my other hole, it was an immediate explosion.
After the other doctors left, “We haven’t really tested her throat, Doc,” Thomas said. While the doctors had been discussing what they had observed and had experienced, I had been sucking Thomas’s cock back to life. He stood alongside me, still as comfortably naked as I was, his hard cock in my hand, and my lips continuing to worship that big, magnificent cock I seemed to have a continuous desire for. “I noticed, Doc, that you didn’t mention her throat application.”
The doctor had redressed along with the other two doctors and now stood over me on the other side of the table. His fingers had idly found themselves teasing my right nipple while Thomas continued on the left side, and I sucked on his cock head.
“You are correct, of course, Thomas. All of this is quite outside normal protocol for our profession, but the pussy and ass have some medical applications. The throat didn’t. At least, not that I could determine.” He seemed to recognize that he had taken liberty with his fingers and lifted them off my nipple. I captured his wrist quickly and returned his fingers to my nipple. He smiled down at me. “You really are quite the slut now, aren’t you, dear?”
I smiled up at him, “Housewife to slut, Doctor.” I had said it calmly and without embarrassment. I had accepted what I now was. The only thing I hadn’t said in that response was that I was Thomas’s slut, completely for him to determine how I would be used for the pleasure of cocks, most of which would surely be black. “I am as curious about what is possible as Thomas is, Doctor.”
Thomas added, “You indicated, Doc, that the throat could be a risk. I would hate to think that by injecting her throat, she shouldn’t deepthroat anymore, but we need to determine what the effect is, right? Having you available would be safest.”
I looked up at Thomas and smiled. I squeezed his hard cock to show my gratitude and trust in him for the precaution he was showing.
“How do you want to test it, then?” the doctor asked.
I didn’t wait, but scooted my body to the head of the table, and dropped my head over the edge, which presented the best alignment we had used when the guys were intent on throat fucking me in the past.
“Such a good slut,” Thomas teased as he moved to the head of the table and stroked the side of my face as he brought his cock to my open mouth.
“Go slow, Thomas, so I can gauge her response,” the doctor directed as he placed fingers lightly on my throat. “How does this work? You actually fuck her throat?”
“Yeah, Doc, she is quite the full-service slut, aren’t you, Trixie?” I nodded just as his cock head touched my lips and entered my mouth. My lips closed around his cock head as it did. “The whole thing about deepthroat seems to be controlling the gag reflex and breathing. She trained herself with a dildo,” he said as he eased just into my throat, pulled back, and eased more down my throat.
When he had about half his cock in my mouth and throat, I felt the first indication of something different. I pushed his hips back, and he pulled his cock out.
“Did you feel that, too?” I asked with a hint of concern, but also curiosity.
The doctor responded, first, “The vibration, you mean? It felt like … hmmm … like a mild spasm?” He looked from me to Thomas. “What did it feel like to you?”
“Spasm, yes, like when her cunt goes into orgasm. There was also a contraction of the throat.”
“What about you, dear?” the doctor asked me, his fingers of one hand still on my throat while the fingers of the other hand fondled my tit and nipple. He was definitely becoming very comfortable with intimately touching my body.
“It didn’t feel frightening or dangerous,” I replied with a bit of embarrassment. “I didn’t mean to cause any alarm. It just felt so weird, so different.” I looked up at the two men who were responsible for so much of my transformation. I smiled and added, “Whether my throat is stronger or not can’t be gauged, but I did feel stimulation I never felt before. The stimulation I felt before in giving deepthroat was merely the knowledge that I was pleasuring a cock in a different way. That was what made me a 3-hole slut, right, Thomas?” He nodded with a smile as he leaned over to kiss my forehead. That simple action delivered a profound feeling of him being proud of me. Or, proud of his slut, I mused with a warm and prideful feeling about myself.
“You’re saying you felt stimulation? You felt erotic and arousal sensations from his cock passing deeper into your throat? Like … like akin to your pussy or ass?” the doctor pursued with surprise. “That vibration we felt was your throat's response?”
“Yes,” I quickly replied. “Give me your cock, Thomas! I want to feel more. You know how my cunt and ass orgasm differently? I think I might have a throat orgasm now, too.”


I watched as Thomas looked at the doctor, and I shifted my gaze to him. The doctor looked down at me with surprise written on his face. Without taking his eyes from me, he spoke to Thomas, “Go easy at first, Thomas. I’ll monitor with my fingers on her throat. Remember, despite how the pleasure might be different, her breathing is still restricted.”
“Fuck,” Thomas exclaimed, “this is amazing. Ready, Trixie?”
“Just give me your cock,” I exclaimed and opened my mouth wide like a bird needing to be fed, which was exactly the way I felt: needing to be fed his cock. “Fuck, can you imagine if I could have three simultaneous and independent orgasms?”
“I can’t stress enough, Thomas, that if she does have throat orgasms, it is up to you to manage her breathing.”
He didn’t respond other than that.  I saw him nodding as he looked down at me, his cock only inches from my lips. “Ready, Trixie? Ready to find out what is going to happen, knowing there is a doctor right here?”
“Do it, Thomas! Slide your big, black cock down my throat. I just know it’s going to be fucking amazing!”
I opened my mouth wide with my head hanging over the end of the table. The doctor placed his fingers of one hand on my throat while the other hand fondled my tit and pierced nipple. Thomas moved the inches required to ease his cock between my lips. Before he could press it inside, I kissed the bulbous head. He immediately pressed his cock past my lips into my mouth, and I flexed my throat to open it and shut down the gag reflex. With his cock inching down my throat, he pulled back, then pressed deeper. Back and forth, he moved his cock. As the cock slid through my throat, I felt the strange new sensations that were at first something between a tingling and a full arousal sensation. Then came a slight vibration from my throat muscles. I opened my eyes as the cock passed deeper, and I watched his massive ball sack come to my eyes … and it happened. It wasn’t just a tingling sensation mixed with something arousing, but it was a fully crazy vibration spasm of my throat muscles around his cock.
“Ohhhh fuuuccckkkk,” I heard him exclaim. “Her throat is spasming around my cock.”
“I feel it, too,” the doctor said. “Could that be …?”
Thomas pulled back, and I sucked in air as soon as the nasal passage cleared, and he thrust hard back in fully, his black balls slapping my eyes and nose. Over and over he fucked his cock into my throat, and the entire time my throat spasmed. When I got air, my sounds escaped. Fuck, I thought while struggling for a bit of control, I really am orgasming by only being throat fucked!
Thomas pulled back almost completely, and I took in as much air as possible through my nose. I sensed what was about to happen even as the throat orgasm spread into my body. He slammed his cock down my throat and released a torrent of cum directly down my throat, then pulled back quickly to fill my mouth. Swallowing wasn’t even a thought for me. My throat spasmed, and the sound of pure lustful release exploded from me, cum running from my mouth to cover my face and into my eyes.
I gasped with my head hanging over the edge, not caring that my face and eyes were covered in cum. “Oh … my … God …” I gasped while sucking deep gasps of air into my lungs. “Did you … feel that … Doctor?”
Thomas helped me slide over the table so my head was resting more comfortably, and I wiped globs of cum from my eyes and moved it to my mouth. I repeated the effort to recover cum from my face.
“I would never have believed it,” the doctor uttered in amazement. “Did it really feel like an orgasm and not just a muscle spasm?”
I raised myself to my elbows, my face beaming with attained sexual satisfaction from only deepthroating. “Doctor, it felt very much like an orgasm, not like a cunt orgasm, but different, like an anal orgasm is different.”
“Now, dear, let's take a look at your breasts,” the doctor said. After licking the remains of Thomas’s cum, I shifted to sit on the edge of the table. He fondled and squeezed my tits. “Oh, yes,” he uttered, “there are already a few drops of milk.”
I looked down, surprised. My tits had felt heavier, but it was hard to judge by appearance if they really were. I hadn’t bothered yet to actually use a tape measure, and I hadn’t worn a bra in a long time. Besides, I had forgotten to measure them before the injections.
“Well, it seems that the booster the researcher recommended was extremely effective,” the doctor muttered. “You are going to be in milk much sooner than even I expected. That will increase your breasts considerably.” I smiled at him, then at Thomas. “Have you considered how you are going to relieve the milk pressure? Pumping or what? The more milk you express, the more will be produced. The more milk you produce, the larger your breasts will become.” I really hadn’t. He gave me several recommendations for good-quality pumps for home use. What was I going to do with the milk, I wondered. In my perverse interest in attaining udder-sized tits, I hadn’t considered the obvious result of it.
Although Thomas had been to our home to fuck me, and he had me to his home for an extended time of fucking each of my holes to experience each orgasm produced, it was over a week before he was able to arrange another group time with Aaron and Lonny, again at his house. Philip was told to attend, also, to provide assistance for me in the active cuck life he had committed to.
Philip was a basket of nerves the entire way through the city to Thomas’s house. I had elected to wear only the very short satin robe left entirely open. From the side, my shoulders were covered, and it appeared I was dressed. A trucker looking down would see a substantial amount of tattooed tits, my ace of spades tattoo above my cunt, and my cunt since I sat with my thighs parted the entire way. Philip did his best to avoid traffic lights where he would have to stop alongside a pickup and a larger truck. It did not always work, much to his mortification.
When we arrived at Thomas’s place, I opened my door and quickly looked up and down his residential street. Thomas was all about exposing me, but in his neighborhood would be another matter. Not seeing anyone outside, I stepped from the car and walked up to the front door without tying the robe closed. Predictably, the light robe opened as I walked. I rang the doorbell and casually waited, with Philip coming up behind me. When I stopped, the robe settled on either side of my tits, leaving them fully exposed along with the rest of my body front.
Thomas opened the door and smiled. “Damn, I love you, Trixie. I guess I don’t need to force you into exposing yourself, huh?” He slid his hands around my waist and pulled me against his body, kissing me hard on the lips and fondling a tit. He looked over my shoulder as he broke the kiss and was holding me close, “Hi, Philip,” he very casually said. It was nothing new for Philip to watch other men touch and enjoy my body in a manner he was no longer allowed to.
He held the door open for us to enter, and grabbed the collar of my robe, and it slipped off my shoulders and arms as I continued to walk to the family room, where I was sure my other two real men waited.
While involved in the kisses and fondling of my tits, I didn’t hear Thomas approach from behind. His finger slid over my predictably wet cunt from behind to rub my sensitive clit as my legs parted for his easier access.
“Fuck, yes,” I moaned. The guys were still dressed, and I was already rising in arousal. I was finally getting another three-hole party after all my holes were enhanced by the doctor’s injections. Each had been tested individually, but this was the first time all three could be together at the same time. I stood brazenly with the guys, my own hand dipping to my cunt as Thomas’s fingers slid back to tease my asshole. “I know you guys are anxious to see what happens when I am air-tight, and I orgasm, but I am desperate to feel what it is going to feel like, too.” I turned my head to see each face, “I need some big, black cock, and I need it now.” Without looking at Philip, “Philip, get naked so you can help me suck these real cocks hard. I want all of them inside me so they can make me explode like never before.”
I was almost immediately surrounded by four naked men: three black lovers with big, black cocks, and one white cuck-husband with a clit-dick I hadn’t touched since all this began that fateful Saturday when I had to be coerced into fucking them.
Philip and I were on our knees rotating among the men, sucking and stroking black cocks. It wasn’t long before they were all hard. “Philip, you know where the gel is,” came Thomas’s voice, not rudely or demeaning, but casually, “get your wife’s asshole ready.”
I strained my head to the side while maintaining sucking on Aaron’s cock where I had been. I saw Philip’s white ass hurry to the cabinet next to the large, wall-mounted TV. When he turned with the tube of lubrication, I smiled, not that it showed much with my mouth full of black cock. Clit-dick. It would never have occurred to me before all this, but compared to the cock I was now used to fucking me, his little thing did give that impression. His little clit-dick didn’t even bob as he hurried back to me, and his cuck tattoo over it just reinforced his status in the group. My husband was my cuckold to assist me as I fucked these men.
He diligently prepared my asshole for penetration, my cunt was already seeping with its natural lubrication, and my throat was twitching in anticipation after having black cock in my mouth.
I stood and set my gaze on Thomas. He would establish how this fuck-session would be initiated to make me air-tight. After that, I was sure I would become free to use for fucking as any of them wished. But maybe I was wrong. The way Thomas looked at me said he had something more in mind than that established routine.
He lay on the carpet with his cock held up. I quickly sat on it, pushing my body down on the biggest cock. “To be fair, Trixie,” he calmly said, “you are going to need to be fucked air-tight at least three times.” I gazed into his eyes as I began moving up and down on his cock. “Each of us needs to feel what it is like in each of your enhanced holes when you go into orgasm.”
“Yes, Thomas,” I muttered as I slammed down on his cock and felt another at my asshole. That was what I was looking forward to. We all knew I didn’t just orgasm, but my orgasms were a rolling series of orgasm peaking and crashing over me. Now that I could orgasm from each hole, I was anticipating that it was going to be an entirely new level of arousal and experience.
The cock at my asshole pressed past my sphincter. I had to concentrate on relaxing it after the injection and Thomas in my cunt, but penetration was still effective. Another cock appeared at my face. Surprisingly, my throat released a tremor as the cock approached, as if it anticipated the feel of it sliding down. I glanced up to find Aaron, and I smiled up at him. I didn’t care who was at my mouth; I was just curious where each of the guys was. This would be repeated at least twice, and I had a perverse curiosity about how each combination might feel. Was I a slut? Fuck, yes, and it was like I was pursuing a PHD in fucking. What a dissertation that would be.
I tried to hold myself immobile as the three big cocks thrust into my holes with deliberation. All three understood how my throat was to be used for safety, and that was the reason I trusted Thomas implicitly. As a result, I could release myself to feel each cock plunging into my holes, each cock driving arousal from each hole that collided with the arousal from the other holes. And, predictably, when I orgasmed, it wasn’t merely an orgasm, but the beginning of a series as the cocks stimulated me to orgasm even sooner than before, even sooner than when I had accepted being an orgasmic slut. Now … now I was truly an orgasmic slut for big, black cock.
I rolled with the orgasms until the cocks finally filled each hole with cum. I had thought my orgasms couldn’t be topped by any slut, but I easily topped what I had experienced before. My enhanced orgasms were close to mind-numbing. As each cock pulled from my body, I could finally roll to the side, feeling Thomas’s cock slip from my clasping cunt. I managed to raise my knees and splay them to the sides. I looked to find Philip amid the black men around me.
“Honey,” I gasped as I held his eyes, “clean up my holes so I’m cleaner for them to fuck me again. Then, we’ll suck them hard to do just that.”
He obediently dropped to his knees between my spread thighs. His tongue and lips captured cum from my cunt. I felt his hands under my butt, and I assisted by pulling my knees to my tits so he could clean my asshole. Finally, he licked stray cum from my cheeks. I gave him a quick peck of a kiss.
“Thanks, honey. Now, let’s clean their cocks and get them hard again.”
That was the way the afternoon continued. Eventually, it did descend into casually fucking me, or rather me fucking them as they sat with beer that Philip provided as needed, intermixed with him sucking a cock to prepare it for fucking his wife.
It was only three or four weeks after the injections that my tits began hurting with the pressure of milk. The guys continued fucking me as always, and there were comments about drops of milk leaking, but suddenly, it seemed my tits were enormous and full of milk after only occasional use of the pump. Now I understand what the doctor meant by a change in my life. Relieving the pressure in my tits required more time using the pump throughout the day, and mornings became desperate for relief.
Interestingly, Philip became fascinated with my udders, too. The milk I pumped was largely stored in the refrigerator, but that was only safe storage for about four days. I began freezing some, but that pushed the question of what I was going to do with it.
A partial solution came when Philip asked to mix my milk with store-bought milk for his cereal in the morning. Then, one night while Philip was helping me with the pump, he was staring at the milk filling the small container as it pumped from me. I spent most of my time at home naked because I loved the feel and sight of my new udders. Somehow, I began feeling something like a Mother Earth thing. I was freely fucked by the three men who came and went for the sole purpose of freely fucking me in my own home in front of my husband. Phil began remaining naked at home, too. Although I hadn’t said anything, I thought it had something to do with him settling into the relationship of being the cuck.
Then, one night, with a sudden new ‘mother-earth’ type thought, I removed the pump from my nipple. Philip was sitting next to me watching, and he looked at me with a questioning look since my tit had been still flowing with milk and drops of milk were forming at my nipple.
“Would you like to suckle at my tit, Philip?” It was a question that came out of the blue. He looked at me curiously. Seeing that I wasn’t teasing, he nodded shyly. I put the pump down on the side table, put a nearby cushion on my lap to raise his head, and patted it for him. He turned onto his side on the sofa and settled under my leaking tit. I moved the nipple down to his mouth as I might for a baby, and he readjusted his position to take it. I gasped at the first suck and felt the milk flow out into his mouth, his lips and tongue moving the piercing as well as the sensitive nipple. “Oh, yes, honey, do it, nurse at your wife’s udder. Yes, oh yes, that is so nice.”
It felt both arousing and bonding. How long had it been since Philip and I had shared being so casually intimate? Thomas didn’t want it. He said Philip wasn’t to be intimate with me; not him with me or me to him. He could suck cum from me, but that seemed different, even degrading. This, him sucking at my tit, this felt almost motherly, another way that he wasn’t a real man like the other three. And, without thinking about it, I did something very not motherly, if he were a child. My hand moved to his tiny penis, which immediately hardened at my touch. I began stroking it with my fingers, and he cuddled in closer, and his sucking became more intense. He seemed not to dare do anything that might bring attention to what I was doing for fear of my stopping.
The feeling of nursing was amazing. I felt a renewed, but very different, bonding to Philip. A very different, but still intimate bonding. Since all this started, that intimate bond had been lost. Now, him sucking at my udder, my fingers lightly stroking his clit-dick, it all felt right. It must have felt right to him, too. He came on my fingers. He looked up at me from my udder. It looked like embarrassment that he might have done something wrong. I simply held his head to my udder with one hand, and I licked and sucked the cum from my other hand.
I looked down at Philip, who settled back more calmly into suckling and squeezing my udder for more milk. Drops of milk escaped his lips as he suckled earnestly. I smiled down at him, but his eyes were closed in deep contentment while sucking. I glanced at his bald, limp, clit-dick. My white tiny-dicked husband was my cuckold. I had a dominant black man who had me as a willing and eager slut who would do whatever he wanted. I knew how I got here, but I loved what I had become.
I stroked Philip’s head as he suckled, and I mused about my future that remained to some extent unknown. What was I going to be exposed to, expected to do, or be used in the process? Where would all this lead me? I didn’t know. But I was anxious to explore and discover whatever Thomas brought to me. After all, wasn’t what he was doing merely satisfying the fantasies I so blatantly described on video? From coerced housewife to willing, eager slut.
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CHAPTER 11: EXPOSED AND SLUTTING
Since all the injections to my tits, cunt, asshole, and throat, the guys were frequent visitors for a quick fuck or two. When we were all together, it was often a sensory overload for me with orgasms generating from multiple holes and now including my throat. Whoever heard of orgasms from deepthroat? That is exactly what was happening to me, though. And I loved every orgasm they could give me. I was an orgasmic slut, and there was no sense in ever questioning that. I knew it, the guys knew it, and Philip was resigned to it.
I wanted orgasms and to be fucked. I was Thomas's slut, and I loved being his slut. I thought Philip had become resigned to being a cockold. I was lost to him. Sure, while suckling at my tits, I might still occasionally finger his clit-dick to his weak climax, but other than that, my highly sexual being was lost to him.
My tits were huge after they had fully taken to producing milk. The doctor was correct about the serum acting fast. As a result, my tits had grown to several cup sizes beyond the H-cup I had been. Well, I say several cup sizes larger, but the truth was that I never got fitted for another bra; I was gauging by visual, only. There was no question, though, and knowing how much bigger it was was immaterial. Visually, my tits were the udder size I had fantasized about. If my unrestrained tits had swayed and bounced before, they moved wildly now.
I enjoyed the feel of them moving and seeing them in reflections so much that I resisted being dressed unless absolutely necessary, like leaving the property for any reason. That was the way Thomas found me while I was in the backyard pruning some bushes with Philip assisting me.
I sensed more than heard or saw anything change around us. I turned, and my face immediately beamed. Philip noticed and turned in the direction I was gazing. I ignored what his reaction might be, dropped the clippers, and ran in the direction of Thomas, where he stood in our backyard near the patio. His face spread into a huge smile, and I understood why. I could feel my massive tits swaying and flapping about wildly as I jogged toward him. I didn't slow or try to constrain them, either. I loved my huge tits. I loved the way people looked, especially since I never used a bra.
I threw myself into his open arms, and he caught me. Our mouths devoured each other's. Philip was a non-thought, as I threw myself at the only man that I could fully respond to in every way. Thomas was my dominant, my controller, my transformer, who had led me to experience so many of my fantasies and had promised to continue. If it sometimes seemed to become a worship fanaticism, it was the altar of his magnificent, big, black cock that I knelt at.
"I didn't know you were coming, Thomas," I gasped between kisses. "I would have showered for you."
He chuckled as we parted just slightly and he hefted up my udders, which were very full of milk, and teased the leaking nipples with his thumbs. "You know what I love about you?" he asked with the huge smile remaining on his face. His attention was solely on me. I hadn't noticed him even glancing past me at wherever Philip might be.
"Hmmm ..." I teased playfully back as his thumb continued the teasing of my nipples and spreading milk over my tattooed areola, "could it be my cunt, or asshole, or throat you can fuck whenever you want? Or, maybe the tattoos you decorated my body with, making it very clear to anyone seeing them that I am a cock and anal slut? Or, just that I am your slut who you can do anything you desire with?"
One of his hands slid down my body, and I parted my legs for his access. "You're nearly dripping," he uttered.
I giggled, "I am this close to you, Thomas, of course I am dripping. I am this close to having your beautiful black cock in one of my holes." I looked intently up at him, arousal clearly shown in my expression. "Now it doesn't matter which hole you fuck ... or anyone else fucks ... any hole can give me an orgasm." I stroked the front of his jeans, "So, what is it you love about me?"
"All of them, obviously. From a straight, white, mature housewife to a marked, 3-hole, exhibitionist slut. I love it all, of course." He pinched one nipple, which drove the piercing in the nipple as he slid a thick finger into my cunt, his thumb rubbing my very sensitive clit. I flexed my knees slightly to get his finger a bit deeper inside me. "What I was thinking, though, was that you have remained a strong woman, you've simply allowed yourself to release and accept being the slut you always fantasized about being. Did you always know or suspect that you were the stronger one in the marriage?"
I shook my head as I looked at him questioningly, "Strong, Thomas? I have given myself to you to do whatever you want."
He smiled and pulled me in tight again. "Yes, you have, Trixie, my slut. But you stood up for Philip to protect him from even worse humiliation. And, you've allowed him to feed at your tits and occasionally masturbate his tiny clit-dick."
I looked up sharply, "How ...?"
He smiled, which told me he wasn't upset, "He let it slip once when you were being double penetrated by Aaron and Lonny."
"He's my husband," I said.
"I know. That's what I mean, though, about being strong. He might be a cuckold, but you are still protecting him."
"You aren't mad, then?" I asked.
"How could I be mad when you give me so much of yourself?" It was only then that he looked past me, "Philip, get out of those shorts, and get a tube of gel. We'll meet you in the family room." He looked at me, "I do like your ass, Trixie. Maybe because you seem so fixated on a gaping asshole." He chuckled as he turned us for the house. It was true, I did seem fixated with a gaping asshole, but I would never complain about which hole he fucked, as long as he did.
By the time Philip returned with a fresh tube of lubrication, I had assisted Thomas in undressing and was sucking his black cock, which was quickly hard. While I sucked his cock, Thomas instructed Philip to prepare my ass, which he did. Then, Thomas directed Philip to sit on the sofa directly opposite the easy chair. I turned my back to Thomas, facing Philip, as I spread my ass cheeks and eased my asshole over his cock and down. I moved my legs outside Thomas's and began fucking him.
I glanced at Philip as I moved up and down Thomas's cock. Philip has seen me fucked by these men countless times, even assisted close up, but directing him to sit opposite us to clearly see the black cock being fucked by me was just another reinforcement of Philip's cuckold status. And, all the while, I uninhibitedly responded to the pleasure I derived from being fucked by a big, black cock.
I collapsed back against Thomas after another marvelous orgasm. From behind me, "Philip, I need you to clean my cock so I can fuck your wife's cunt next." He cupped my tits, and I sighed, "Trixie, go out to my bike. There's a bag in the right saddlebag. Bring it in."
I sat up and eased myself off him, enjoying the feel of his thick, 12-inch cock coming out of my clenching ass. I then hurried to the front door. Philip hated it when I went naked into the front yard, but I had developed a strong desire to be seen with my massive udders, tattoos, and piercings. Though the front yard wasn't much of a daring exposure with the limited traffic on our small road, it fed my blossoming exhibitionism.
I walked rapidly, but carefully, for the pebbles and stickers that could be found in any rural lawn, especially alongside the driveway. I dug into the saddlebag and was very tempted to examine the contents, but he didn't specifically allow that. He was correct that I remained strong in my thinking, but I restricted expressing that strength to him. I wanted his control, and I eagerly gave up to him in virtually everything, but my remaining soft spot for Philip.
I handed him the shopping bag and waited expectantly. He opened the bag and pulled out a white tank top and held it up in front of him. ' EMBRACE YOUR INNER SLUT' was emblazoned across the front.
"And where will I wear that?" I asked. Then, with a knowing smile, "I know, wherever you tell me." He smiled back. He handed the tank top to me. It was silky. I slipped it over my head and let it drop over my body. Being silk, it was clingy and very thin. I put my hands down to the hem, "Am I even covered?" I asked.
"Just enough," Thomas replied.
I raised my arms to peek at the arm holes. "The sides of my udders are very visible, aren't they?" He only smiled. I knew my tits were virtually exposed. My nipples and the piercings clearly indented the material. The next, and last item, in the bag, was a butt-plug in secure plastic packaging. "My God," I gasped. "That thing is huge."
"You're the one fixated on anal gaping," he calmly replied. He was correct on that score, too. Of course, he was. I sometimes felt he understood my fantasies even better than I did. Perversely, I couldn't wait for strangers to see me exposed, and maybe even my gaping asshole. "That will help ensure your ass is gaping. Philip, lube it good and get it inside your slutty wife." Philip seemed reluctant, but didn't hesitate too long. Thomas was working his phone, scrolling through his gallery, when he found what he wanted and turned the screen toward me just as Philip began pressing the large butt-plug at my asshole.
"Oh fuck," I exclaimed. I looked back to find Philip looking at me nervously. I nodded at him and pushed my ass back at him.
"Remember the cone, Trixie," Thomas said.
"I was ... I was intoxicated ... with lust at the time," I gasped. The plug, with Philip's effort and mine, steadily opened my ass until it was inside. That I had just been fucked in the ass probably helped. Then I remembered what he had said before sending me out to his bike. "Are you really going to fuck my cunt now? With this inside me?"
"In a moment, yes," he casually replied. "This picture," he said, holding the screen up to me. It looked like me, only modified a bit. "I used AI to modify a picture of you. It's going on your back."
I looked more intently at the picture. It was definitely me, taken since my tits became udder-sized. I was standing with my legs parted, my ace of spades tattoo and cunt quite clear, along with the tattoos on my tits. The modification seemed to be that my arms were raised about my head, and I was holding a glowing orb. Looking closely, I could see a dark '3' inside the orb.
"Tattooed on my back?"
"Right after you fuck me. With that plug in your ass and your cunt strengthened, this should be amazing." He was giving me a wicked smile. I placed my knees alongside his hips, grasped his cock, and eased my cunt down to it. The plug filled my ass more than any cock, but not so much that I wasn't going to fuck Thomas. I pressed down over his cock and felt it spread my lips and enter.
"OH FUCK!" I exclaimed. "I never ... thought ... your cock could ... feel so ... much bigger."
"Fuck," he responded, "I never thought you could feel tighter." I pressed down as he flexed up until I was sitting on his thighs. Then, Thomas surprised me. "Philip, move the plug in her ass."
I felt Philip's finger grasp the end of the plug and begin to move it inside me, never coming out, of course. It was too tight, even tighter with the cock in my cunt. The short motion, though, was wild and highly stimulating, especially against the heightened sensitivity of my ass and cunt.
"Fuck," I heard him exclaim. "I might cum before you."
"Not a ... chance," I panted. I knew I was so close, and I squeezed for all I was worth around his cock to encourage him to cum, too. The action of clenching around his cock had the effect of clenching around the plug at the same time, which squeezed both together. For the first time that I could remember, Thomas came at the same time that I did.
Once again, I was on the back of his motorcycle, bare ass on the seat and only wearing the new tank top that barely covered my ass. This was different, though. The silky material was so light that it didn't just flutter in the wind as he gained speed. My arms tightly around him, I could feel the top flutter all the way up my back, and I knew I was fully exposed, even if it was just my back. That made me think about the new tattoo I was about to receive that would cover much of my back. That was when I heard a honk from right behind us. The car pulled up alongside and honked again. I turned toward the car and gave the young men inside a smile just as Thomas sped up and away from them.
At the tattoo shop, we were led back to the same space that was only private on three sides, and I was told to take the top off. That meant I was to be naked. I was sure that had been Thomas's plan all along.
Although the tattoo being added was on my back, I wasn't only naked on the reclined table, but Thomas also requested that the leg sections be separated to expose my cunt as well as my ass to anyone walking past the open workspace. When the artist began his inking after applying the image to my back, Thomas opened the leg supports further. He whispered in my ear that the jeweled end of the plug in my ass was visible.
The initial session was long, and I was told there would be another session for the final completion of the image. I had thought that the tattooing of my tits and nipples was erotic, but this session was more so. Was it the exposure to multiple strangers stopping and passing behind me while I was not only naked but spread wide for viewing? Or was it the image itself being inked into my body? Or, was it that my exposure clearly showed my 'ANAL SLUT' tattoo above my ass, and clearly showed the butt plug inside it, as well as my cunt, which I was sure was glistening with my arousal?
As the artist finished the outlining and began filling in the image, more and more people stopped to gaze from the walkway, while some ventured just inside the space to observe. Observe the tattooing or my exposure?
Thomas had been sitting alongside me. He was my support as well as my control. When I sensed his movement, I soon felt the plug move in my ass, then being pulled out. He uttered a warning to the artist who lifted the gun as Thomas tugged the plug from my ass, causing me to involuntarily shudder, gasp, and moan. It felt like air was rushing into the gape left by the plug, and I heard the gasps and mutterings of numerous strangers behind me. At that moment, I understood what caused my sense of arousal: exposure.
Thomas returned to the side of my head again, "You fantasize about a gaping asshole, Trixie, now you are sharing it with strangers." I gasped. "How does that make you feel, my slut?"
"Fuck," I uttered softly, but not so softly that the artist didn't chuckle, "promise me you'll fuck me right after. It's so fucking arousing, that's how it feels. Better yet, both of you fuck me right here, even if someone might see. I know I am dripping, Thomas. You've made me into such a fucking slut."
I heard more and more people stopping, some even entering to watch more closely. I heard their comments and mutterings. Some were about the tattoo forming on my back, but most were about my exposed body, and especially my open cunt and gaping asshole with the slut tattoo just about it. The more comments I heard, the more aroused I became, even reaching the point of gasping and shivering without being touched except by the rapid-fire poking of the gun's needle.
When the artist was finished for the session, I noticed it had become quiet. He treated the tattoo and left the space for a moment. I sat up at the table. I was gazing intently at Thomas, my udders rising and falling with my deep breathing. I wasn't out of breath, but was very much still heavily aroused. The artist returned quickly and stopped upon entering, then stood staring at me.
"Your tits are leaking," he muttered.
I squeezed one tit toward the nipple, and a squirt of milk escaped. "Got milk?" I teased him, repeating a commercial line from TV, and giggled.
He shook his head with a smile. "The shop is closed. There are a couple of employees remaining and cleaning up, but no clients." He looked from me to Thomas and back at me, "Were you serious about a fuck?" he asked, clearly hopeful. It was obvious that the last time he had fucked me, he was looking forward to a repeat, which was a reminder to me why I wasn't marked as 'Black Only'.
I waited for Thomas. My back was going to be sensitive from the tattooing, so I had to be fucked carefully. He directed the action, as I trusted he would. The artist was already stripping, and I waited, wondering if his cock might need sucking to get hard. I watched him drop his pants and smiled. Just like the previous time, he was hard in anticipation. He took my place on the table, and I climbed over him, quickly inserting his cock into my cunt.
I sighed as my cunt slid down his cock. "Oh, yes," escaped my lips.
Then I felt Thomas climb onto the table behind. He gently touched my upper back and neck, and I leaned over the artist. I knew my asshole was still open from the plug, and that was confirmed as his cock pressed into my ass. He thrust hard, and I had two cock filling my holes.
"Oh ... fuck, yes," I gasped. "I needed this ... so ... much."
"You're more of an ... exhibitionist than you believed," Thomas said. "I'll make sure ... that is satisfied, too."
Oh, God, I thought, what does he have in mind now? I've been nearly naked on his motorcycle; how much more exposure can there be? Of course, all the strangers viewing me just now as I was marked ... spread wide for their viewing ... OH GOD ...
Both men were thrusting into me. The artist's cock wasn't particularly big, but my new cunt muscles made up for it as I clenched around it. The tighter I squeezed, the more stimulation I received and the more effect it provided to him. It had the same effect on Thomas, of course. As I clenched my cunt, my asshole tightened, too. Even as gaping as my asshole had been, I tightened around Thomas's cock.
I orgasmed first, as nearly always, especially now due to the heightened sensitivity of my body parts. My mouth hung open as I held myself rigid between the two men when I felt another cock at my lips. I moved my head to the side, my mouth opening wider without thought. A third cock. It didn't matter to me who might be there with a hard cock. I took it into my mouth and sucked. I pressed my mouth over it, but it barely passed further than the entrance to my throat, so I settled into just sucking it. Airtight, once again.
My concentration was torn between clenching my asshole, cunt, or sucking with my mouth, but I apparently managed all three. The artist came in my cunt followed by the man in my mouth. Thomas, of course, held out to the last. Three loads of cum in my holes.
Thomas pulled out of my ass, and I could feel his cum leaking from my gaping asshole. As I collapsed onto the artist, the cock in my mouth left me.
"Can I ... have a moment ... to rest, sir?" I feebly asked of the artist.
"All the time you need," he replied. "It's so tempting to stroke your back, but I can't. But, your massive tits feel amazing pressed between us."
I giggled, "They're probably leaking onto you, too."
It took another session to complete the image on my back. I was given a hand mirror to look behind me into a larger mirror so I could view the entire image. It was amazing. A naked me on my back, my legs parted to reveal my cunt and ace of spades marking, my marked huge udders, and holding a glowing orb above my head that showed a bright '3' inside it. It was perfect. It was me, a proud 3-hole slut.
That last tattoo was healing well when Thomas arrived unannounced. Unannounced became a more frequent occurrence. He not only didn't call to announce his coming, but he also didn't ring the doorbell when he arrived, but simply entered the house, finding us inside or passing through it if we were in the backyard. As nearly always, he found me naked, and he would immediately instruct Philip to get naked, too. Philip offered no lingering resistance and was fully resigned to his cuckold status.


Philip and I were on the patio with an iced tea after working in the backyard. Before Thomas could utter a word, Philip rose and pushed his shorts off and tugged his tee-shirt over his head so he was naked. He passed Thomas and returned with a glass of iced tea for Thomas.
"Thank you, Philip," Thomas said, taking the glass. He turned his gaze on me. For a moment, he simply took in the view of the tattoos on my udders and neck. "I have news that I think will interest you, Trixie." I raised an eyebrow and waited. Whatever it was, it certainly would have some application to one of my fantasies he had decided to pursue further. "The artist who has been doing your tattoos is going to a tattoo convention outside of Chicago. He submitted pics of the tats he did on you, and the exhibition committee said they will have a separate section for displaying fully nude subject art."
Philip looked abruptly at me with concern. I simply smiled before looking at Thomas. "Am I to assume that I will be the 'fully nude subject' on display?"
Thomas nodded, "To gain entry into the separate nudity area, everyone will have to be of age and consent to seeing nudity."
While ignoring Philip's obvious silent objection, "Well, this should be interesting," I calmly replied.
A few weeks later, we were in a suburb of Chicago. The convention was headquartered at the largest hotel, but we were lodging at a cheaper, but still very nice hotel, only a few blocks away. Our group was made up of the three guys, Philip, and me. The tattoo artist was lodging at the headquarters hotel with another from their shop. It was a big deal for them, and they hoped to make some good contacts and publicity. Each of the guys had their own room, and Philip and I had a room. I doubted, though, that I would spend a night in that bed with Philip.
The conference began at noon on the first day and would end at 5:00 PM on the second day. That allowed us to comfortably make the three and a half hour drive to Chicago in the morning and save a night in the hotel. Upon arriving, we hooked up with the artist who provided us with passes for the convention and led us to the separate room that allowed nudity. The main conference was in the ballroom of the hotel, and several adjoining meeting rooms were used for other events, one being the room where I would be displayed.
As we crossed the hallway from the ballroom to our meeting room, Philip took my arm. "I don't like this," he said with more strength than I had heard from him in a very long time. Thomas stopped in the hallway when he noticed my stopping. I held up my hand so he could give me a moment with Philip.
"You don't like what, Philip?" I challenged him back. "You don't like that strangers will be looking at my naked and marked body? Does it embarrass you that your wife will be naked in front of random people? Is that it? What about those times before? Huh, Philip? What about that first Saturday when they fucked me? What about all the other times they fucked me? What about the gangbangs and strangers fucking me?"
"You enjoy it," he spat back at me. "It's just your fantasy."
"Damn right I enjoy it. Now, but not the first time. Now, sure, I love it. I love being marked and exposed and fucked. My fantasies, Philip, I love what I can do with Thomas." I laughed and stepped closer to him, "And you, Philip. Your fantasies. You like being a cuck, don't you? You like sucking the cocks of real men, their real cocks." I stared him down, "You're a cuckold, Philip, stop pretending you're anything else."
I then turned from him and joined Thomas, who put his arm around me. I wasn't surprised that Philip was following closely behind me. He is a good cuck. I'll have him clean my holes after the guys use me tonight.
The two artists from the shop had examples of their work and information about the shop. My artist, of course, additionally had me. Thomas had me strip out of the mini-dress I had worn, which had done nothing to constrain my tits from dancing. Even before stripping, I had attracted a lot of attention for my sway tits alone. Before the exhibition opened, even some of the other artists came to look at my tattoos. Others had models with tattoos on breasts, but none as graphic as mine, and not near the cunt and asshole.
When the exhibition time began, I was surprised by the number of people who entered the separate area. It was almost non-stop people gawking, examining closely, and touching. After several hours, I was given a break to step away and relax for fifteen minutes.
Thomas stayed with me. The other two guys were wandering the show, and Philip was off to the side, being sullen. "How are you doing?" Thomas asked while I was sitting during my break and sipping a Diet Coke.
"I don't know if I can do it," I said, looking at him.
"You're doing well, Trixie. You wanted to be exposed, remember? That's what this is."
I laughed, "No, Thomas," I responded, "not the exposure. I love the feeling of being exposed and seen by others. It's more than I could have imagined. The times on the motorcycle and outrageously dressed were exciting ..." and I stared up at him standing in front of me, and it was only then that I realized my fingers were playing with my sensitive nipples, "... but these people, these strangers, studying my body so closely, touching me, lifting my tits, having me lift a leg to follow the tattoo around my clitoral hood, and the tattoo between my ass cheeks ..." and I squeezed my tit and milk leaked out, "... fuck, Thomas, I don't know if I can restrain an orgasm from taking me."
He crouched down in front of me and held my eyes with his. "Fuck, Trixie, you are amazing," he smiled. "You need a good fuck, don't you?" I nodded, my eyes holding his. He smiled. "Exhibition excites you."
I giggled, "Excites? Fuck, it arouses me. Being exposed to strangers like this feels like foreplay to me, like someone stroking my cunt to get me in the mood to fuck."
He laughed hard, which drew attention to us. Philip turned his attention to us with a look of curiosity, but he heard nothing and continued his sullen attitude. "Getting you into the mood to fuck?" he laughed again. "I think all you need is to see a cock."
I fixed my eyes on his, my face turning very serious, "A cock? Okay, sure, but all I really need is to see you, Thomas." We stared into each other's eyes for a long moment. "However you did it, Thomas, you turned this simple, straight housewife into your own cock-hungry, orgasm-fanatic, cum-slut who will fuck anyone you point me to as long as I know you will fuck me with the one cock I desire most of all."
The moment and my declaration seemed to stun him for a moment. Then, he seemed to pull himself together. He glanced around us, where I sat against the wall, slid his hand between my legs, and two fingers into my very aroused and wet cunt. I gasped, and he smiled.
"This area is supposed to be non-sexual in terms of activity," he smiled, "so do your best to hide it, if you need to orgasm. Be assured, though, you will be very well fucked tonight. I'll invite the two artists from the shop to join us."
My eyes shifted to the two men standing behind the display table, talking to people, "Was he the one I sucked when I was double penetrated after that session for my back?" He nodded. "I never knew," I gasped as I fondled a nipple while he slowly finger-fucked me. "It's so fucking exciting to be used by a cock I don't know who it belongs to."
He laughed, removed his fingers from my cunt, and brought them to my lips to suck. He then took a nipple between his fingers and pulled me up to standing.
After the exhibition doors closed, we were all too hungry to ignore that. We found a bar with food and drink. We were hungry, but I could see all the guys were also anxious to get back to the hotel and behind closed doors with me as their focus. Philip was all but lost in the activity at the large table, relegated to the end of the table, virtually out of everyone's attention, with me sitting in the middle. Thomas had opened my blouse down to the waist of my skirt. My udders were all but hanging out of the blouse. The part of my blouse covering my nipples was soaked from leaking milk, which magnified the effect for the guys, and the male server who gave us the most concentrated service we had ever experienced.
We walked to our hotel with my blouse remaining open except for being closed at the waistband of my skirt. My swinging, jiggling, bouncing tits attracted a lot of attention. Guys stopped to stare, and some women verbally objected and tugged their partners away. It was all arousing for me. I knew my nipples were flashing on occasion as I walked, and one of the guys had their hands under the back of my skirt on my bare butt. Thomas never allowed underwear, and my tits flopping about was too exciting for me to even want to constrain them.
Even though it wasn't very late when we returned to our hotel, there were seven of us crammed into the elevator, so we were alone traveling to the fourth floor. Once inside, hands stripped my blouse and skirt off me, and I was kissed, probed, and fondled by so many hands, I didn't know who was involved, but I wasn't complaining. Thomas promised I would be well fucked, and I was singularly focused on only that.
When the elevator doors opened, I checked for my clothes, but they weren't on the floor. I followed the guys out naked, and when the guys stopped, I stopped. Thomas wanted me to wait at the alcove and follow them after they reached the room Philip and I were in. They wanted to watch me walk the hall toward them, which made me smile. I knew what they wanted: my unrestrained udders swinging and bouncing, especially if I put a bit of deliberateness to my steps, which I would do just to please them.
Reaching them, I also understood why they were stopped at our room. Nobody wanted their bed soiled from who knew how many fucks with leaking and spent cum shots. I also assumed I wouldn't be spending the night with Philip, either, not with three guys intent on my sharing their beds for some part of the remaining night. Even after this gangbang, I figured I'd be moving from room to room much of the night.
In typical Thomas fashion, he wasn't planning a straightforward session of fucking. He quickly undressed and lay on the bed with his cock standing tall, which was evidence in itself that I wasn't the only one aroused by the exhibition. He directed me to mount him reverse cowgirl using my ass. I eased down over his thick cock while the other four guys undressed and watched expectantly for their turn at me.
What Thomas had in mind was different. With him filling my ass, the guys were to fuck my cunt one at a time until they came. As I settled fully onto his cock, I lay back onto Thomas's front, his hands immediately toying with my tits and nipples. I wasn't sure how the decision was made, but the two artists from the shop were given first and second turns. The first came up between our legs and easily slid into my dripping cunt, and immediately began aggressively thrusting. Sometimes, it almost felt like double penetration was the way I was fucked when it was my three guys, but this was different. Usually, they fucked me and rotated to last longer and induce more orgasms from me. This time, they were fucking to cum.
The difference didn't reduce my orgasms by much, though. Once I orgasmed, it didn't seem to fully end before the next one. My enhanced body, nipples, clit, cunt, and asshole all played in getting me into that now familiar rolling orgasm.
When one came inside my cunt, the next cock was ready to slam into me. Over and over they came at me. Cock, cum, and orgasms. When the last was spent, somehow Thomas had resisted, and it was his turn to fill my ass.
The guys raided the mini-bar while I coaxed Philip into assisting me in sucking cock for the next round. I smiled as I licked and sucked Thomas's cock. There is always a next round when Thomas gets into this mood of fucking and sharing me.
The next round was the reverse. It was again with Thomas on his back on the bed, but this time, cowgirl was using my cunt. The next round was each of the guys fucking my ass until they came. As the first guy entered my ass, I looked down at Thomas, who had a big smile on his face.
"You look pleased about something," I muttered to him as the cock in my ass thrust deeper into my ass.
"Why wouldn't I be?" he said, "I'm inside you as you orgasm repeatedly with four guys fucking you. God, you're an amazing woman."
"Don't you mean, slut?" I challenged him with a smile.
He shook his head, "Sure, you're a slut now, but what a woman, too."
"Oh fuck!" I exclaimed at the one fucking my ass had pulled back and slammed back inside. My enhanced ass nearly sent me into an early orgasm. "Have you ... run out of my ... fantasies, yet?"
"No," he chuckled, "a couple more to go."
"Than what?"
"Well, slut, we can always repeat them." He smiled up at me, and I smiled back at him.
I would discover what one of those last fantasies was a couple of weeks later. Much to my surprise, Thomas had submitted a few of the videos from one of the gangbangs to a porn site. At the time of the first gangbang, sending the video of the action would probably have mortified me, but now, it was another exciting element of my life: not only a reminder of being fucked by so many guys, but being exposed publicly, even if only to those perverse enough to frequent porn video sites.
An amateur porn video creator contacted Thomas through the site, since registration is apparently required to be able to submit material.
That had me with Thomas at a bar. It was a bar in the strictest sense, but a better description would be a dive. Every man in there was black. Every man in there looked tough, even if they weren't all big men. Was it a biker bar? I didn't ask, but it had that feel to me, which only came from what you see in movies and TV. It wasn't really late, somewhere around 10:00, and there might have been about 15 people, and except for two black women, it was all black guys. It was a fascinating atmosphere, and I was wearing, at Thomas's request/instruction, my silky 'inner slut' tank top. I drew a lot of looks when we entered.
"Anyway," Thomas was saying, "this guy says he has portable equipment: a couple of cameras and sound. He loves your enthusiasm while being fucked, not to mention your tats and large tits. He says guys just love to see large tits bounce and swing while being fucked. He wants a shoot somewhere with a bunch of guys, lots of cream-pies, facials, cunt and ass."
"Somewhere?" I questioned. My eyes were on Thomas, but the atmosphere of the bar frequently took my gaze for a few moments. He would frequently smile at me when he noticed me sneaking peeks at the boisterous, testosterone-filled surroundings beyond our booth. "Somewhere doesn't sound secure. What if someone calls the cops?"
Thomas chuckled, probably because my words and tone didn't come close to objecting to the idea. "He knows about a place. It would be secure."
I had to laugh, and I did. It would have seemed completely outrageous when I was Stacy, but I wasn't that straight housewife any longer. I hadn't been for quite a while, much longer than I even acknowledged. Another gangbang. What interested me, and why Thomas captivated me, was how many of the gangbangs were somewhat different. Whatever this one was sounded different. That was exciting just in itself. More black guys with the promise of big cocks that might overpower my stimulation-enhanced body, and the knowledge that it all would please Thomas.
Philip would freak ... again. He was compliant and a cuck, but I wondered how much more he could tolerate. Might he actually break at some point? Might he leave me? What would happen then?
But my eyes caught a small group of guys across the room looking our way. Did they know Thomas? Did a group like these guys still have respect for another guy's woman?
Thomas was watching me. I noticed how intently when my eyes returned to him. "Yes, Trixie," he uttered as he leaned into the table toward me, "every guy in here is thinking about what it would be like to fuck you. They know you are naked under that top. How does that make you feel?"
I let my gaze settle on him fully. By verbally stating what he knew I was thinking, my mind was further released, and my body responded to that release. Thomas could play me like an accomplished orchestra conductor. If my nipples hadn't been fully erect and pressing against the material, they instantly were. If I hadn't leaked from my cunt already, I was sure to be leaving a mark on the seat now.
"How the fuck do you think it makes me feel?" I responded almost breathlessly. I glanced quickly around the room and back to him. "Are you teasing me, Thomas? Are you trying to get me super-aroused to fuck me bent over your motorcycle in the parking lot? You know I would be game for that. You don't have to tease me."
He just smiled at me for a moment, holding my eyes with his. He finally shook his head. "Fucking you bent over my bike out there might happen, but ... how about after you are fucked by everyone in this bar?"
"In a public bar?" I questioned incredulously.
"Doors lock." He didn't wait for a reply from me. He undoubtedly recognized the instant increase in arousal in my face. He rose from the booth and wound his way through the tables to the bar. He pressed himself between a couple of guys sitting on barstools to talk to the barkeeper. The drinkers at the bar turned to look at me, as did the barkeeper. Thomas turned and looked at me from across the bar as the barkeeper climbed onto the bar. He checked his watch, and at that moment, several guys came in through the door carrying cases of equipment.
"The bar is closing in 15-minutes for a private party that will be videoed," he loudly announced after an attention-getting whistle. "Everyone is invited, but if you don't want to be involved in a fuck-party of a white, mature slut, now is the time to leave. We're making a gangbang porn film tonight. In 15-minutes, the doors will be locked."
Heads turned around the room, but most already knew there was only one white woman in the bar. And, I was gazing back at them as Thomas made his way back to me. He put out his hand to me, I took it, and he moved me in front of him, the entire bar now turned to watch. Thomas bent to grasp the bottom of my tank top and pulled it up my body, exposing tattoo after tattoo on my pelvis, then my tits were exposed, and finally pulled over my head. There was a time, not that long ago, when this would have been very intimidating and humiliating. Now, it was purely stimulating. Being a naked tattoo display at that conference had proven that.
"Everyone, I'll make this short," Thomas said loud enough to get everyone's attention. "This is Trixie. She loves to fuck. She is 3-hole, meaning she will fuck in her cunt, ass, and deepthroat, too. You might note that her tits are leaking milk, so if you want something other than beer or whiskey, these big tits have plenty for you." That drew laughs. "You can fuck her, but not hurt her. If she indicates she is uncomfortable with something, just adjust, but don't stop fucking her. If you are in her throat, remember she has to breathe, too. Of course, that's if you are big enough to get down her throat." That brought more laughing. He then looked directly at the two black women I had noticed before. "Trixie eats cunt, too." The women nodded with smiles.
I quickly noted that the cameras were already rolling. I also noted that I hadn't seen anyone leave. My attention was drawn to the big barkeeper moving toward the main door. He looked behind him one last time. Noting nobody approaching, he turned the lock on the door. Let the party begin, I guess.


Even with all that invitation, it started slowly. In fact, it was one of the women who got it started. She stepped forward and pushed her jeans and panties to her feet and off before climbing onto a table in front of me. She then raised her knees and spread them wide. I quickly moved to her, leaned over her to kiss her on the lips.
"It takes a woman to get a gangbang going?" I said it loud enough for others to hear as I was smiling at her, and she smiled back. I moved my mouth to her cunt. She craned her head up to watch, and when I took her clit between my lips and sucked, she gasped and groaned. I slid a finger inside, followed quickly by a second.
I was momentarily distracted when a cock slammed into my cunt. I groaned myself, but it was drowned out by the woman's cunt I was eating. Someone grabbed one of my swinging tits, and someone else was pulling and twisting the other nipple, the piercing adding to the stimulation. Sometime later, the woman clasped her hands on my head as she ground her pelvis against my sucking and licking mouth, lips, and tongue. I had three fingers in her cunt, and the cock plunging into me from behind was becoming frantic. I knew from experience that the first load of cum would be very soon, and I thrust my hips back while squeezing my cunt as hard as I could.
"Oh fuck!" the guy exclaimed. "Her cunt is strangling my cock. OH ... FUCK ... YESSSS!" and he came.
That must have done something to the woman, too, because she erupted in orgasm. Another cock plunged into my cunt as I raised my head to look at the woman splayed beneath me.
"My God," she exclaimed, "that's so fucking amazing." She turned her head to the side, and I followed her gaze to the other woman. "Tanya, get your shorts off. You have to feel this." Tanya hesitated. I was again being fucked hard and moaning, bracing myself against the table as the guy thrust hard, but I held my gaze on the other woman. I nodded to her with cunt-juice smeared lips, and she finally pushed her shorts and panties down and off. I watched closely. How long had it been since I had worn underwear of any kind, I mused? How much Thomas had changed me.
I pushed myself up and back against the man fucking me, and he paused while holding me tightly as the women changed places. Then, I leaned down and immediately covered this new cunt with my mouth, my tongue lapping at her hole and clit. She immediately began moaning, as I did with the man resuming to thrust hard into my cunt. His cock was longer, driving deeper into me.
"Fuck," someone exclaimed from the side, "look at those tits swinging, and there is milk flying off the nipples."
"Perfect," I heard and caught in my peripheral view a camera coming in closer, "I've never seen anything like this."
When the guy climaxed in my cunt, I had orgasmed again, and I was still taking the woman through an orgasm when I felt someone spreading my ass cheeks. "Fuck her cunt for a while," I heard Thomas instruct this new guy, "to coat your cock before going into her ass." I smiled into the cunt at my mouth. Thomas was always watching.
As this third cock eased past my sphincter, I thrust three fingers into the cunt as I sucked her clit. She was moaning heavily. I curled my fingers and sought the nub inside. When I found it by the sudden reaction of her hips rising and thrusting her cunt at my mouth, I lightly chewed on her clit as I stroked her G-spot. When she exploded ... she really exploded by squirting her juice into my face. Shocked, I shifted back a bit, and the juice hit my open mouth. Impulsively, I covered her cunt with my mouth and swallowed. Experiencing something new and lusty, my own arousal shot me into a frenzy and exploded powerfully.
"Oh fuck, her ass his going to strangle my cock!" And he climaxed, too.
After that, it was like I was in a sex-induced trance. I was guided by my shoulders to a guy sitting on a chair, his large cock standing tall in his lap, and I smiled. I straddled him, sinking my cunt over the new black cock, and I sighed deeply as I felt it fill me deep, not deep like Thomas, but deep enough. My very existence seemed to be comparing cocks to Thomas, but I didn't care if new cocks didn't measure up, because I always had Thomas to fill my body.
I was pressed against the man I was sitting on, and I looked into his face before mashing my mouth over his. At the same time, a cock was pressing at my cum-filled asshole. I groaned at the feeling of being full of cock, two cocks filling two holes. I then turned my head and opened my mouth wide. Surely there would be another available cock nearby. I wasn't disappointed. A cock came to my lips and passed inside. When I opened my eyes, I only saw black skin and pubic hair. My throat released a peculiar gurgle sound as it passed through my mouth into my throat. Airtight. I couldn't smile or comment on the pleasure I felt at being fully used, but I could rise up and drop down to assist in being fucked while gobbling the cock in my mouth. I clenched all three holes and relished hearing the simultaneous responses from the men.
Hands grabbed my bouncing tits and squeezed toward my nipples. "Milk her, Tonya," I heard. The women. "Coat this fucker with her milk."
"Oh fuck, yes," I heard the guy I was sitting on utter through gasps and grunts of effort as we fucked, "do it. Shit, this is ... so fucking hot."
"Damn, this is going to be the best fucking video ever," I heard. "Look at the stream of milk hitting him."
"Fuck me," I heard from the man in my throat as I felt a throat orgasm overwhelm me, "her throat is doing something. Shit ... yessssss." And he released his cum into my throat. He pulled his cock out of my mouth, "What the fuck was that?" Thomas apparently decided not to respond. I focused on fucking the other two to climax.
Another guy was sitting on a chair, and I sat on him reverse cowgirl, taking him into my gaping ass, and I was soon airtight again. I would have liked to see what the camera guys were doing, but I always seemed to have a black body inches from my face.
Unbeknownst to me, the porn guy was directing what he wanted to shoot by talking to the guys still waiting to fuck me. Soon, I found myself being lifted into the air and into the arms of a man. Another man appeared behind me to assist as the one I was holding onto inserted his cock into my cunt. Then, the one behind me pressed his cock against my asshole.
"Oh fuck," I gasped as I was lifted and virtually dropped so that both cock drove deeply into my holes. I hung onto the one guy as they thrust up into me. It was crazy. Every now and then, they would lift me up only to drop me so I would be penetrated to maximum. Over and over they did it, until we all came.
I was lifted off their cocks and placed on my feet. I spread my legs and looked down between them to seek globs of cum dropping from my holes. It was gross and amazing.
Thomas took me to the bar for a large glass of water. He told me that every guy had fucked me and cum in one of my holes, at least once. I glanced above the back of the bar and was shocked to see how late it was. It had been an almost continuous series of fucks and endless orgasms.
The porn guy got everyone's attention. "I want to see every guy who can get it up again to cum on her face or tits."
"Her tits," someone called out, "that's going to take a lot of cum." Everyone laughed. I smiled and twisted my shoulders to make my tits swing back and forth.
I knelt on the floor in front of Thomas, and all the guys formed two lines and were stroking their cocks. The guys came to me on each side, some able to cum quickly, others having to move to the side as they continued to stroke. When it was over, my face was covered, having to wipe cum from my eyes several times, and splats of cum partially covered my tattooed tits.
I asked for a towel or a rag, but Thomas didn't allow it. He wanted Philip to see me.
"You know what would be a perfect end to the video?" the lead guy making the porn video asked Thomas, appearing out of nowhere. "You bring her out of the bar naked, covered in cum, and you encounter a random guy walking past. It's late enough. He fucks her in the parking lot."
"A random guy?" Thomas laughs.
"Yes, me. After watching all these guys fuck her, I have to fuck her, too."
Thomas stared at him for a moment. Was he thinking about it? Of course he was, I had just professed how much I was his to do whatever he wanted. A new arousal spike within me with the suddenness of a lit fuse and explosion. Then, "What about the other two guys working with you?"
The guy laughed, "Of course, three random guys. You can handle the camera. I'll have it set up so all you have to do is point through the viewfinder."
Thomas looked at me. Is he asking me? I didn't think so, but maybe. I nodded, aroused and excited. Why the hell not? It was risky to be outside, ever in a deserted parking lot along a quiet street, but ... fuck it.
"Anything you want, Thomas. Anything. You've given me my fantasies, and I realize I truly want them. You've made me an orgasmic slut with the enhancements of my body and everything you've had me do. I love it all, Thomas. I want this. I want all of it as long as I can have you and your cock."
"What about Philip?"
I was fondling a tit and stroking my cum-dripping cunt while everyone else was getting dressed. "Philip is a cuck. He'll have lots of cum to lick off me tonight. That's what Philip is good for. That and helping me get cocks hard to fuck me. I'm yours, Thomas. I've proven that time after time."
I slipped into my sandals. My tank top was nowhere to be found. I actually giggled. After three more risky fucks outside, I'd be taking a risky motorcycle ride home while completely naked. A few moments ago, I was exhausted on my feet after hours of being fucked and orgasming. Now, as we walked out the door into the fresh air, I was re-energized.
The actual sequence outside kind of worked. It was awkward and probably looked contrived, but it did add at least the impression of random guys fucking me against a parked car. I held Thomas tightly on the way home, rubbing much of the cum from my tits and face, but the effect would still be there. Hours of video content. How many videos could be spliced together from all that? A porn video. And to think all this started because we didn't want our fantasies and silly videos exposed.
I squeezed Thomas tighter. The cool night air washed over my naked body, and we encountered only a few other vehicles at that late hour. I giggled. I would probably have to wake Philip in order to show him what remained of my cum-covered face and tits. Of course, he needed to lick me clean, too. That was a given. I sighed contentedly. God, I loved being a slut.
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CHAPTER 12: THE MILK MAID
"Oh God, you guys!" I exclaimed. Aaron and Lonny were double penetrating me once again. Thomas was sitting in a chair beside the bed, watching with a very pleased smile on his face. The activity had begun about mid-afternoon with a long break for a grilled dinner that was prepared and consumed with the four of us naked, sweaty, and momentarily sated sexually. Momentarily being the optimum word. It was now in the evening, after more fucks and orgasms for me.
I squeezed my holes around their driving cocks. I was on top of Aaron, and Lonny was fucking my ass from behind. I loved my enhanced cunt and ass muscles. They didn't only provide added sensitivity to stimulation, but I could tighten my holes even after an extended time of being repeatedly fucked. And the guys truly liked to repeatedly fuck me. Some sessions seemed to involve as much time sucking their cocks to encourage one more erection from them, but it was always worth the effort.
After Lonny pulled his spent cock from my ass, I rolled off Aaron with splayed legs, gasping, my huge, milk-filled tits rising and falling with my heavy breathing. Without raising my weary head, "You guys are so good to me," I gasped out.
Lonny laughed while gasping for breath, "You're the one who is amazing, Trixie. I don't think I'll be able to get hard again for a week."
I raised my head and looked directly at him, "Is that a challenge?" All three of them laughed.
Without admitting defeat, I had once again fucked them dry. I was happy. I had fucked my three guys, filling my holes or mouth. It was time, and everyone seemed to understand that without anything being said. After Aaron and Lonny got dressed, I walked them to their cars. It was dark, and the nearest street light was several houses away. I kissed each at their cars, giving them a last moment to fondle my tits and messy cunt.
Back in Thomas's house, I found him in the family room on the couch. I settled on my knees between his legs and began licking and sucking his magnificent cock.
"What are you doing?" he asked as I licked up the length of his soft cock.
I looked at him with an expression that might have said that was the most stupid thing I had heard. Instead, "What I always do," I said between kisses to his black cock.
"You want another fuck?" he asked with a bit of surprise.
"I mean, I am loving your cock, as I do whenever I am near it. You know that. I love your cock. I am yours to fuck and share. This is the cock I desire more than any cock, though." I looked up at him and kissed the head of his cock. "I am yours, Thomas. You made me into a slut, your slut. I am happy and content and want nothing but to please you with my slut body in any way you wish. I love the way I feel when I am being fucked." After another kiss on the head of his cock, "But, yes, if you get hard again, I will fuck you." He laughed.
He stroked my head as I resumed lazily licking, kissing, and sucking his cock. After a minute, he touched my cheek, "What? What's going on in that slutty head of yours?" He asked.
I looked at him with my lips over the top of his cock. He might be right, I mused, his cock might not get hard for a while. But that wasn't why he was questioning me. I knew my love of his cock was distracted.
I slowly stroked his cock as my lips left it. "I am your, Thomas." He watched me. I supposed that most guys would be watching, at least somewhat, my white hand stroking over his black cock, but that happened so frequently with me that his attention was on me, my face as he sought what was on my mind. "You know how I say that I am your slut?" He nodded, his eyes and face soft and attentive. "I know I am a slut. You made me that way, and I like it. I like all the fucking I get."
"I don't have any question about that, Trixie. All of this would have stopped before, but you fully released yourself to the pleasures of what we were doing," he said.
I smiled at him and kissed his cock as I formed the last words. "It started with you coercing me to have sex with you three." I kissed his cock head again. "Now," I licked his cock, "I want every pleasure, every orgasm I can have. I want to have my holes dripping with cum. I want to feel stuffed with the cocks, and you can give those to me." I knelt up straighter, "I am a slut. Look at me, Thomas. This is what a proud slut looks like; marked and always ready to fuck." With final resolve, I stood between his splayed legs. I touched the ace of spades above my clit, "I am a black cock slut." I turned and blindly touched my lower back, "I am an anal slut." I turned back to him and touched my left areola, "I am a 3-hole slut."
He was watching me intently. I could see in his gaze that he had to know fully what was driving my words. "I love the slut you are, Trixie. You have to know that, right? I never dreamed what we have, and the experience together could ever be real."
I smiled at him. As often happened when I stood with him, my body responded on its own. Without thought, one hand was fondling a nipple while the other was lightly stroking my cunt. I saw his eyes move to both, and I smiled again.
"I love what I have become, Thomas. I want everything your devious mind can conjure up for me to experience. I don't want it to ever end." His face changed in puzzlement as his brows scrunched together. "I want to be completely naked, Thomas. I want to be completely naked to prove my devotion and submission to the lust you can give me."
The scrunched brows didn't change. "What do you mean? You are always naked when you are with me like this." He chuckled, "Hell, you're nearly naked many times even when we're not in private."
I was fondling myself even more intently. I'd been thinking about this for some time. When I was at home and alone, even when I was with Philip alone, I almost couldn't stand it. My holes felt so empty, so needy. I often would have a butt plug inserted and a Lush vibrator in my cunt. It was so obvious to Philip, and it was a very real reminder to him of the years of denial I had endured and only released when Thomas took control of us. With my acceptance, I didn't bother hiding my need.
"Completely naked," I said with determination to finish, "is shaving my head." I watched carefully. His brows went from scrunched to raised with surprise. "I want to be bald and marked on my head so there is absolutely no question about what I am."
He stared at me. My declaration clearly took him by surprise. He stood, and I saw that what my lazy licking hadn't done, my words had. He was hard again. He took my hand and pulled me back to the bedroom. He pushed me onto the bed where I flopped on my back, my legs splaying wide in anticipation. I wasn't disappointed. He followed me onto the bed, raised my knees for me to grasp and hold, and he slammed his cock into my gaping and cum-filled asshole with such force it took my breath away.
"OH FUCK, YESSSSSS!" I cried out. "Fuck me, fuck me... oh fuck, fuck me."
I raised my head to see his black monster tearing into my asshole. He thrust so hard, and I clenched so hard to enhance his effort that I saw cum leaking from my cunt with each hard thrust. My head fell back as he pushed my knees to my tits as he thrust into my ass, strong and fast.
"Oh God, yesssssss ... oh fuck ... oh, I love ... your cock," I rambled on, gasping.
I orgasmed after he began fucking my cunt with three fingers while fucking my ass. He used his thumb on my clit for extra stimulation, and periodically curled his fingers to attack my G-spot while pressing on my clit. He knew exactly what to do to push me into orgasm, and I love that about him, too.
When he came while I crashed into a second orgasm, he somehow managed for me to turn to my side while he stayed in my ass, and I found us spooning with him behind me, gently fondling my tits and body. I fell into an exhausted sleep quickly.
The next morning, I was surprised when I came awake with the early light of morning, and Thomas was still soundly asleep. I cleaned up some in the bathroom, a kind of washcloth bath at the sink, especially at my cunt, ass, and inner thighs, where there was an accumulation of crusted cum from the previous night.
I was in the kitchen naked, getting coffee ready and an assortment of cut fruit and toast when large black hands enveloped me from behind. I pressed back against an equally naked Thomas as his hands hefted my milk-engorged udders while kissing my shoulders and pushing his face through my shoulder-length hair to my neck.
"No," he softly uttered into my ear.
I put the knife down on the counter and turned in his arms, and kissed him. Then, I pulled my head back about a half foot to see into his eyes. "No, what?" In ALL the times that Thomas had come up to me while I was naked, he NEVER simply said 'no' to me. He might frequently say any number of lewd and crude things about my body or what he intended to do to it, but never just that.
"No to your wish to shave your head," he softly replied as his hands freely stroked my body. "I will compromise, however." I pressed my hips into his to feel his long, limp cock between us. I raised my eyebrows. "I don't think I would like the look of completely shaved. I understand the compliant element, but you are an attractive woman, Trixie. I think I would rather like the look of shaving the sides of your head while leaving your hair on top and in back." He softly kissed my nose, and I felt his arousal returning between us. "I even think I know how the sides of your head would be decorated. I think it will enhance the look."
I smiled up at him, "Whatever pleases you, Thomas."
"You're not too disappointed?"
I took a step back and held out my arms, and did a slow full turn to display my entire body. "It has all been for your pleasure. Every marking. Every enhancement. I simply thought it would show you the depth of my devotion." Then, I shyly confessed, "But, I like my hair, too, so keeping it on top would be nice."
He laughed as he pulled me into a tight embrace. God, I love the feel of his hard body against mine. I would need to express my tits soon, though, as I could feel milk leaking with our tight embrace.
Only a few days later, he had me in a hairstylist's chair explaining what we wanted. The stylist, a woman, studied my head and hair as they talked. Seeing only a few of the tattoos not completely covered, she was excited to add to the effect of a radical look. She turned the chair away from the mirror as she worked and was careful to have the cut hair fall behind me as she worked. She used scissors and a trimmer before shaving the area down to the skin. When she turned the chair around, my mouth fell open.
She appeared concerned by my reaction, but that changed as my face transformed into a huge smile. I looked at Thomas in the mirror to see his approval, too. Entering the waiting area to pay, several of the women sitting did react with surprise at my appearance, with the sides of my head shaved bare. It could have been the whole look, though. There could be no hiding that I was a mature woman, and, though I was dressed in a blouse and skirt more conservatively than normal with Thomas, I still wore no underwear, and my udder-sized tits enjoyed the freedom of self-expression as I walked.
A younger woman whose hair was cut short on the sides with stylized hair on top rose from her chair and approached me. "I thought my cut was on the edge," she said as she openly inspected my new hairstyle. The young woman sported her own tattoos visible in the opening of her blouse and forearms. "I love what you did." She smiled at me and added, "I hope I can be like you when I'm your age."
I gave her a pretend shocked look, "My age?"
She laughed, catching the false offending tone, "I'm trying to get a reaction from people, but you ... you're living something, aren't you?" Before I could come up with a response, she leaned closer and added, "Your tattoo collar means something, doesn't it? What about the circled 3?"
I stared into her eyes. Would it shock her? But I didn't want to shock everyone waiting there, so I leaned closer to her and softly responded. "I am his," I said in nearly a whisper. "The circled 3 means I am a 3-hole slut."
Her eyes went wide, then her smile encompassed her whole face. She looked from me to Thomas, back to me, back to Thomas, and settled on me. Still wearing the full-face smile, she whispers back, "Now I know I hope I can be like you."
I smiled at her response and gave her a wink as Thomas led me out of the salon, the wind catching my skirt as we exited the salon and flashing more bare thigh than many of the women inside might have been used to seeing, though I doubted my ass came into view. As we walked through the parking lot to his truck, my un-tethered tits swaying beneath my blouse, "Did you hear her?" He shook his head. He had been concentrating on paying for the cut. I squeezed his arm, "She asked about my collar. I confessed what the '3' meant." He looked at me with a smile. "I really need you to fuck your slut."
"I can handle that," he replied with a laugh. "Your place or mine?"
I thought for only a moment. "Mine. I want you to see Philip's reaction to my hair." I turned to kiss him in the parking lot with deep passion. "He's losing me, and he knows it. After the shock of seeing this new change, I want him to watch you fucking me." I stared into Thomas's eyes, "I'm not sure how much more Philip can take."
He clutched my leaking udders from outside my blouse. "I'm not interested in Philip's issues in the least. He's a sideshow. You are my only interest, Trixie. You haven't known it, but you've been fulfilling fantasies of mine, too."
I smiled at him while stroking his crotch. "I want this inside me. I meant everything I said, Thomas. I'll do anything you desire. All I want in return is to be fucked."
Philip was shocked. Each new change made it harder for me to join him in public. He stopped asking me to join him at school events or social things. Now, with a partially shaved head that expressed my devotion to another man as his slut, it was too much. I made it worse by fucking Thomas with my ass while looking directly into Philip's eyes.
The next afternoon, I was back in the artist's chair. The two bantered specific ideas for what the sides of my head should display, but they were on the same thought from the start, and I loved what I was hearing.
It felt strange to be sitting while being marked by the artist. However, despite only my head being tattooed, I was still told by Thomas to slip off the tank top that barely covered me. This time, when people walked past the space, many stopped to watch. This time, I could see them. I knew they weren't merely curious about the tattoo being applied to the side of my head, but my exposed front and parted legs, another instruction from Thomas. From the earliest times of being on his motorcycle, exposure had been thrilling, but now it was well past mere thrilling. Part of that was probably a factor of the blatant amount of exposure. After all, I was facing the opening with my thighs parted wide enough to display my glistening cunt, and my enlarged tits covered in tattoos.
Each such exposure had turned into the same effect as foreplay for me. Being exposed and knowing people saw it became a driving arousal that could only be sated by being fucked.
The artist was working the gun on the side of my head. What they had decided on was the flowering vine from my right tit to wind over both shoulders and up the back of my neck to each side of my head. I loved the idea of brightly colored flowers decorating my head, especially after Thomas explained how my right tit represented the strong woman he enjoyed, while my left tit represented the slut side of me that he had brought out through enhancement and repeated use and sharing.
The artist's forearm frequently came close to my mouth, and I just frequently darted my tongue out to lick it. He paused at one point, looked at me intently, glanced at Thomas, and focused again on me. "Do you know what that does to me when you lick me?"
I smiled at him. "I know what I mean by doing it," I uttered, confident of Thomas's approval. "It means that I hope you will fuck me again at the end of the session."
He looked past me, where I knew Thomas was sitting, then back at me. "I should be doing this one for free for all the fucks you've given me."
"No," I replied, "I fuck because he wants me to, not for payment of any kind. But, you can relax, I appreciate the thought, and I do hope you fuck me."
As it turned out, Thomas let the artist fuck me by himself. Well, not entirely by himself. The artist chose my ass while Thomas fucked my throat. I wondered if I would ever be used to the very different feel of an orgasm from my throat. I hoped not because they were special.
Two sessions were required to complete my head tattooing, and I loved the result, especially how the vine flowers wound their way from my right tit. Thomas had a plan for my public unveiling. He showed up at the house with another silky tank top, which was white, large enough to flow over me and provide gaping arm holes to flash my large udders, barely long enough to cover my ass, and sporting a new inscription: MILK MAID.
The motorcycle ride was the same as all the others. The silky top crept high up my back with speed until I was sure my ass and tattooed back were fully exposed. My tits were not exposed only because I was holding tightly to Thomas. He pulled into a parking area expanded for the seasonal riverfront festival with music acts, artists, food, and thousands of people. The advantage of a motorcycle, of course, was they can be parked in small spaces, which provides close access.
Before getting off the bike, I glanced around. It was impossible to get off the thing in any way that might be lady-like, and the last thing I wanted to do was flash my cunt and ass to a family with little kids. As if the way I was dressed could even begin to suggest the illusion of lady-like.
Thomas led me into the festival. It didn't take long to be noticed. The tank top did little to properly cover me, and my oversized tits didn't seem to know which way they wanted to go. Many guys loved it. Many of their women did not. Technically, I wasn't breaking any law, except perhaps for general decency, but that was the excitement. Thomas had started the exhibitionism as part of my early controlling, but he now understood that it got me off, foreplay to energetic fucking later.
"Milk maid!" I heard called out loudly. It was too much of a coincidence, and I looked around to find the source. It turned out he was walking directly toward us: the porn video guy who was looking very respectable. "Milk maid," he repeated, staring at my tits, or maybe at the words on my tank top, but really at my tits. "Damn, girl, you do know how to make a scene. I could easily walk backward in front of you all day to watch those tits." He gazed at my new hairstyle. "I love the hairstyle, too. You know what makes it all especially erotic? You're not some young, rebellious kid. You're a mature woman, a mature and very attractive woman." He then turned to Thomas. "I've left several messages for you."
"Where?" Thomas asked.
The porn guy looked at Thomas, puzzled and confused. "The porn site, of course. I don't understand what...," he replied. "Listen, after that bar video ... the video is really, really great, by the way ... I've had another idea. I think it would be great, too." Thomas just looked at him, not giving any hint of how he was feeling. "Okay, listen, there's a beer garden down that way," he said, pointing behind him. "Let me buy some beers, and let's talk. Just talk." He then focused on me,"Maybe you'd like the idea, too."
I thought this was intended to be our time to have some fun, and part of that fun was exhibitionism. Then, of course, some intense fucking. Thomas started walking in the direction indicated, and the guy beamed, turned around, and I quickly hurried to follow, creating more stares as I rushed. I was very confused by the interaction between those two, as the porn guy seemed to be.


In the beer garden, he ordered three schooners. It was a German theme, apparently. The beer came in schooners so large I wasn't sure I could hold it one-handed the way the server did.
"You know your tank top is wet over your nipples, right?" he mentioned pointedly.
"Yeah, well, Thomas likes to squeeze my tits discreetly, which squirts milk out when my udders are this full," I explained. Thomas laughed.
"This is all about exhibitionism," Thomas explained. I smiled. "So, your idea?" he asked after taking a long drink of the beer.
Thomas loved the idea right away. I was shocked, but had to admit it was growing on me as he talked. That was how we found ourselves on the gravel driveway about 10 miles outside of the city. Jorgensen's Dairy Farm. The gravel driveway wasn't the smoothest, and I glanced down to see my very full udders bouncing, the seat belt across my chest went between my tits. There was a large wet area of the same 'Milk Maid' tank that I had worn at the festival. I glanced at Thomas and remembered the discussion in the beer garden and the outcome. At the time, I was shocked and trying to come to grips with what was being proposed, but it was Thomas's enthusiasm that sealed the deal without my consent or rejection even being requested. Not that I was surprised by that outcome. Thomas saw a new erotic experience to pursue.
Thomas came to a stop at a sort of 'Y' in the farm yard that could take you to the house or the large barn. In front of the barn with an open double door was the same van we had seen the porn guys using at the bar to transport their equipment and associates. He turned that way.
When he came to a stop next to the van, Thomas turned the pickup off and turned to me. He didn't say anything, just looked at me. I took his hand and placed it over a tit, which he squeezed, and I could feel fresh wetness on my tit as milk released.
I shook my head with a smile, "This feels so crazy," I said softly. "But, very erotic, too." I turned to look at the open door to see the porn guy standing in the opening. I turned back to Thomas, "I'm going to be milked like a cow while being fucked." I shook my head again. That was what Thomas had agreed to. It sounded crazy then, and it didn't sound less crazy being in front of the barn. "I wonder what a real milking machine will feel like with these nipples."
He smiled and opened his door. I did the same. He walked ahead, and I followed, trying to catch up with him. The guy greeted us excitedly and led us into the barn, where his two associates were waiting with three other men. One was older, the owner of the farm, and the other two were his sons, who were moving cows into stalls and, apparently, going about the business of milking. Thomas got into a discussion with the video guy and the farmer. I wandered to the side where one of the sons was preparing a cow.
He turned at my approach, "You're the one, huh?" I nodded, somewhat embarrassed. A woman about to be milked like a cow. How was I supposed to respond? Yes, I'm the one about to become a hucow? The whole thing wasn't feeling less crazy inside the barn after seeing the milking machines and cows. He was staring at my chest, the nipples clearly apparent under the wet, silky material of the tank top. "Well, you do have the tits for it." Direct and earthy. I guess that might come from a life on the farm.
The question none of us could answer before came to my mind, so I pursued it with him. "Do you think my piercings might be an issue?" It hit me as soon as the words came out of my mouth. I was asking this young man, maybe 19 or 20 years old, if my nipple piercing might be an issue for milking on the machine. Despite everything I had been experiencing under Thomas's direction, I blushed.
He glanced at the group of older men talking, then back to me ... or rather, the indentations of my nipples through the material. "Ugh ... I don't ... can I see?" he asked nervously. Another thought hit me: living on a farm about 10 miles outside of town, did he even have a girlfriend who was sexually active?
I smiled, "If we do this, you're going to see a lot more than my nipples." How many men have I been brazenly naked around, but this young man had me nervous and self-conscious. I pulled the tank top up and over my head.
"Wow," he exclaimed at seeing not only my naked body, but the tattoos covering it, too. He leaned forward slightly to inspect the markings on my left tit, glancing at my face at the recognition of each image over the nipple. "What does the '3' mean?" He studied it a moment more, and before I responded, he concluded, "Wait ... mouth, pussy, and asshole." I nodded. "Shit ... ughm ... sorry."
I chuckled, "Don't apologize. I think you can imagine I have heard and used language more graphic than that." He smiled back.
He studied my right tit and followed the vine of flowers that wound past my neck to the shaved sides of my head. "I've never seen so many tattoos," he uttered as he openly studied them. His brother appeared beside him. He was maybe a year older.
"Damn," the new brother uttered, "those are amazing, but ... why are your breasts marked so differently?"
I hadn't heard the other men come up behind me. "That's the way I see her," Thomas's voice came from over my shoulder. A beautiful woman and a slut."
"You should see her back," came a voice I didn't recognize, which had to be the father.
I turned so they could see the image on my back that I considered the masterpiece of all of my markings. The exclamations from the younger men confirmed it.
"So, back to my question," I said.
"Right," the young man responded. He repeated my question for the benefit of his brother and father. The three of them inspected my tits, hefting them and looking closely at the piercings. "No, you're okay. The tubes fit over the cow's teats, and they should just fit over these, too."
"So," Thomas broke the examination of my tits, "how will this work?"
The farmer moved to the empty stall next to the cow currently being milked. "If we had the time, and it was going to be an extended thing, we could have made a make-shift bench for her. As it is, she'll kneel here." I noted a thick layer of hay. "Then we spread a lotion over her tits so they aren't irritated by the sucking, and attach the milking tubes. Then ..."
"Then, she can be fucked," Thomas finished. The two sons looked quickly from my tits they had been focused on, to Thomas, to their father, and back to me ... my face, this time. I saw it in their eyes: the reality was quickly surging past their imagination.
Thomas pushed to get the process started, and the boys got me into position on my hands and knees. They each dipped their hands into a soft udder cream and began massaging it onto my tits and pulling my nipples. I gasped and moaned.
The boys hesitated. "Don't worry about that," Thomas assured them, "her nipples are highly sensitive and easily aroused. It will get her in the mood, but I can assure you that she already is." He leaned closer to the farmer, "See her cunt glistening?" The farmer chuckled.
"She's never done this before?"
"No, she hasn't," Thomas replied, "but her tits get really full several times a day, and using those home pumps is an option, but this sounded so much better."
"This is going to be so cool," the porn guys mumbled.
That's how it started. I thought it was going to be a simple thing, at least simple for a slut like me to be milked and have a few strangers fuck me. Just preparing my tits the same way they did the cows had caused intense arousal. When the boys attached the suction tubes and turned the machine on, I moaned loudly. The pumps I had used at home were arousing with the sensitivity of my nipples, but they were nothing compared to the suction of a real milking machine.
After several cycles of the machine, I dropped my head to look at what was happening. I watched not only the milk being pulled from my nipples, but also watched my nipples being distended with each sucking pull from the machine as it created a vacuum to pull the milk out, my nipples being pulled into the tube, as well.
"Ohhhhh ... Ggooodddddd, this is ... amazing," I gasped, and was sure I could orgasm from the milking alone. I wasn't given the chance, though. I had lost track of the sons until my cunt was pierced by a hard cock, and I heard the groan, the tone, the pitch of the voice that told me. "Yes, fuck, yesssss," I exclaimed.
It was happening just like the porn guy thought it would. One camera was zeroed in on my tits being milked, the milk sucked into the tubes, and taken away. At the same time, I am on my hands and knees like a cow and being fucked. And it combined into a wonderfully erotic and arousing experience.
"Fuck, she loves it," I heard the other son say with awe in his voice.
"She's just a slut," and I was shocked at Thomas's voice. JUST A SLUT? But my orgasm was rising distractedly fast. The kid was awkward, but his cock felt good, and I squeezed around it. And the milking ... God, yes. I clenched around his cock, which increased his groans and moans. I did everything I could with my enhanced cunt, but everything I did to try to get him to cum only increased my own stimulation. I finally relented and released my orgasm, but that was what released his climax, my orgasm washing over his cock.
The other son quickly took the first's place in my cunt. Still, the machine was unrelenting in taking my milk and stimulating my nipples. I orgasmed again just moments after he climaxed, another load of cum into my cunt. Another cock plunged into me, and I turned my head over my shoulder: the father.
My tits were dry. No milk was being suctioned out, and one of the sons moved to turn off the machine and disconnect the tubes from my tits and nipples. But the fucking continued. The porn guy, Stan, and his associates. But not the biggest cock, not Thomas.
I sagged onto the hay and rolled to my back, my head rising to search around me. No Thomas. "Where's ...?"
Stan knelt down next to me. He was already dressed. He offered his hand to assist me up. I accepted. "Thomas left, Trixie." My mouth opened, but words didn't come out. "He told the farmer you should stay for three days, and you would do anything they wanted. That you should be milked at least three times a day, and you would fuck whoever came to fuck you."
I just looked at him. I was stunned, shocked. "He just left?"
Stan continued looking at me. He had already said Thomas had left. Finally, he said, "Listen, Trixie, I see this is a surprise." I stared at him numbly. "I still think the video we can get from this would be great. It doesn't matter how disjointed it is in time; I can edit it to be a great story. Are you still willing?"
"He left me," I mumbled, "what choice do I have?"
"The farmer has agreed to let me and my team stay, too. You really are a magnificent woman, Trixie. This has the potential of some amazing video. We can watch over you, if that will help."
I hadn't really ever thought much about Stan. He was a guy who made his living producing porn videos, and lately they had been making videos of me. But he was stepping up. I hugged him.
"Thank you, Stan. It would help a lot." I still felt there had to be something I was missing that would explain why Thomas wasn't here. What could have pulled him away, though, that he couldn't explain to me ... or someone to tell me? I pushed away my concerns about Thomas leaving. The farmer and his sons seemed nice, and Stan and his guys had already proven that at the bar. "What about you guys? Do you mind this change?"
Stan laughed. His guys had gathered behind him, not sure what the next requirement was to be. "She's wondering if we don't want to stay around longer and fuck her more," he said over his shoulder to them. They stepped up alongside Stan.
They both reached out to take a pierced nipple. "After the last time at the bar, and experiencing this, we won't mind in the slightest," one of them said, drawing laughter. I might need to learn their names, I thought, and smiled. I was ready for more, if they were, and I could usually take care of that.
They moved smoothly together. Stan might be the boss of their little production group, but they interacted comfortably together. I was kissed and fondled by one or another while they secured their cameras and got back out of their clothes. Before I knew what was happening, they had me in an air-tight penetration. The two associates were in my cunt and asshole, Stan was left to my throat, but he seemed eager for that, too, undoubtedly having watched my deep-throat fucking and throat orgasms in the bar.
After, the four of us were lying in the scratchy hay recovering. Personally, I had been brought to multiple orgasms as they fucked me to their own climaxes, Stan shooting his cum directly into my throat.
When I sat up, I spotted the farmer leaning against the open door. He ambled over to us as Stan and his guys grabbed clothes and began dressing. "Come into the house and get something to drink. We need to talk about all this." He then turned and headed for the house across the yard of mostly bare ground.
I looked at Stan, who was looking at me. We both shrugged, and he finished dressing. The guys gathered their equipment as I stood naked. I looked around, but I could see no sign of my sandals or tank top. Thomas was missing, and now my only clothes were, too?
We knocked on the back door of the house, which was the closest entry from the barn. The farmer's voice came back, telling us to just come in. In the distance, we could hear trackers moving into the fields. There were glasses of water on the kitchen table, and we settled into chairs. I immediately took the glass and drained it. The farmer refilled it with a chuckle.
"Thirsty, huh? I suppose after all that." He then settled into a chair that didn't match, obviously pulled into the kitchen from somewhere else. He stared across the table at me. I was sitting alongside Stan, his guys on each end of the table. I, naturally, was the only one naked, and the markings on my tits made it difficult for anyone not to examine them. After especially looking at my left tit images, he looked up at me and smiled with some embarrassment at staring. I tried to give him an easy smile to reassure him. I was used to being stared at.
"I thought this was going to be a single scene," the farmer began again. "Then I am being negotiated into allowing this to go for two more days. Then the guy disappears? What's the plan?" He paused. Stan's mouth opened, but nothing came out in reply. "Listen," the farmer continued as if his question had been rhetorical, "to my knowledge that was the first time for my boys. Things aren't easy for family farms these days, and it takes hard work to make any kind of living doing it." He looked squarely at me, "If this continues, I am sure they will want to fuck you a lot more."
I didn't wait for Stan. "Sir, I don't know what happened, okay? Stan wants a video to make a good porn movie." I paused. "Okay, let's just be honest. I like to fuck, okay? I am more than happy to do exactly that for him. All you have to do is look at me. You want to put a name to it? I'm a slut. I'll fuck your boys all they want."
He got a smile on his face, shook his head in wonder, and turned to Stan. "So, mister porn guy, what's the new plan?"
They talked without me. After I made it clear I was a slut wanting to fuck, period, the discussion went on without my participation. I tuned it out and moved to a window facing the fields in back. I watched the equipment moving through the field, apparently cutting and turning the hay. Winter feeding for the cows, I guessed.
When they were done talking, the farmer made some calls, and Stan made some calls. Stan came up behind me and stood at my side, looking at what was happening in the field with me. "You're okay with us making plans for you?"
"Yeah, Stan, it's what Thomas does." I turned to him, glanced at the others, and spoke quietly. "Listen, I am confused by what Thomas did, not the setting me up to fuck, that's what I am. I am a slut, Stan. That's what has happened to me. He just left me, though, without explanation. No explanation to anyone. "Yeah, I'm just pissed now. You have a movie you want to put together." He nodded even though it hadn't been a question. "Whatever you need, Stan. You know I can take a lot of cock. Get the video you need. I'll deal with my feelings about Thomas after."
He laughed. Actually laughed, and I was surprised, and it showed. "You know, Thomas seemed to joke about your strength, but it was as if he felt it was just a minor element of you, that you were really just a slut needing to be fucked, and nothing really more than that." I stared at him. I remembered him talking about my two parts, my tits marked differently, but maybe he didn't really believe my strength as much as I thought. Maybe it was all just manipulating me, more controlling of me. "I think," he paused to gaze into my eyes, "you are more than he gave you credit for. I'm no psychologist, but I think your increasing compliant attitude was more acceptance of getting the cock you wanted than it was real submission to him." He watched me, and I didn't know what to say. In our short time together, did his outside view see more than either Thomas or I had? "If I had to guess, I'd say you're too strong to really submit to anyone, but you unconsciously were playing him to get the cock you wanted."
I stared at him. There was no question that I loved Thomas's big cock. Was Stan right? I loved the cock, and not the man? "So, what is going to happen?" I finally asked, and his associates turned to him to listen, too.
"That's the interesting part," Stan admitted, "nobody knows. He and his sons will put the word out that they have a woman here who wants to fuck, and that it could be captured on video. He doesn't know how many might show up over the next couple of days. I'll do the same, and I can do it, too, as an amateur shoot, no pay. I don't know how many of them will come out here for a gangbang on a farm and to see a woman being milked like a cow." He shrugged.
I was milked again around noon, and while the machine was doing its thing of emptying my tits, the sons fucked me again. While they were cleaning up, I heard the distinct sound of vehicle tires on gravel ... several of them at the same time. I was getting up from my bed of hay when the open doors to the barn were partially blocked by the appearance of five young men.
"Shit," one exclaimed, "he wasn't kidding."
I was standing just behind the sons who were pulling on their T-shirts. I, of course, was naked and fully exposed to this new group of young men who looked very young, indeed. "Wait," I said, "all of you are 18 or older, right? I'm not going to jail for a moment of pleasure." They insisted they were, and the sons confirmed it.
Another asked, "I've never seen a tattooed nipple before. What does that '3' tattoo on your nipple mean?"
Another joked, "You've probably never seen a woman's nipple, either." It caused laughter, which I ignored.
I held up my left tit toward them and pointed to each of the images above the tattooed areola. I waited to see if one of them would understand. If not, I was wondering if I should fuck them, even if they were of age.
"Shit," one mumbled, "she fucks with all three holes." Okay, good for you. And I get fucked more.
"A 3-hole slut ... damn, this is like a porn video."
I pointed to the side where Stan and his guys were relaxing, "Which is what they are filming." I walked right up to them, my udder-sized tits swaying as I stepped. "This is your chance to fuck an ass or double penetration." I watched for a moment. "Are you going to just look or get undressed and fuck me?"


Clothes started flying off them, and I dropped to my knees to suck cock, but that wasn't necessary; all were hard and pointing at me. I saw movement as I kissed each cock. Stan was getting the cameras into position. I was guessing that a mature woman fucking young men could have its own potential for a video, even without the inclusion of tits being milked in a barn.
The young men were eager, but reserved or uncertain. I glanced to the side to see that the cameras were already on. I knew they wanted sound, so I took the initiative to direct them so Stan's voice wouldn't be heard on the video. I directed one onto his back and immediately sat over his hard cock. The kid gasped as my cum-soaked cunt descended over his cock. He immediately grasped a tit. I smiled down at him. I was just milked by a powerful machine, but still, a drop of milk escaped my nipple, and the kid was mesmerized by it.
I turned my head over my shoulder, "My ass," I sighed as I moved my cunt up and down over the young cock. "One of you needs to get in my ass. Don't be gentle. Fuck me."
The one who had teased the others moved with his cock in his hand. I felt him spread my ass cheeks, and he pressed his cock into my asshole. After being fucked there by the sons, their initiation to anal, this cock slid inside my anal-trained ass. I pushed back against him, which pushed both cocks into my holes. I clenched both holes, and both guys responded verbally.
"Fuck me," I encouraged them. "I know you've ... masturbated to porn. This is your ... chance to really fuck a porn slut. I want ... your cum." God, I felt wicked. I was maybe even older than their mothers, and I was directing them to give me their seed. I couldn't believe how erotic and arousing that felt. These weren't a bunch of black guys used to fucking, but young men who were obviously very inexperienced. I knew in that moment that none of them would last long, just like the sons, and I decided right there that I would tease their young cocks back to life for a better fucking the next time.
I managed to orgasm with the two guys, mostly by using my enhanced muscles for added stimulation and balancing on one arm while stroking my clit. The next time was air-tight to get all of the rest of them. I worked them the same way and added the talents of my throat to get the third guy off, too.
I was lying in the hay, but I heard Stan. I looked up to see him talking to the kid who had been in my throat. "Did you feel her orgasm around your cock?"
The kid looked down at me, nodding, "I felt her throat quivering like a spasm or something. Throats don't orgasm, though ... do they?"
Stan chuckled as he looked down at me, and he was really looking at me from head to toe. "I didn't believe it, either. That's one very unique woman, though."
It didn't take much encouragement for the young men to be ready for round two, and I was right that it was much better for me. The guys didn't leave, either. They did, however, put their underwear back on, which remained curious to me why guys seem to want to be covered like that while I remained naked. Shyness around other guys?
Before long, cows were being herded into the barn for the next milking, and the sons were busy doing that as I moved among the other guys sucking cock. One of the guys pointed at my tits, "Looks like you're ready for milking again, too."
I looked down to see drops of milk leaving my nipples. I giggled, "Put a cock in front of me, and I seem oblivious to other things."
The guys were hard again. They fucked me one after the other until it was my turn in one of the machines.
As night was setting in, Stan came to me. "The farmer said we could crash for the night in his living room, but there is a small, old motel down the road in the other direction that might be a bit more comfortable."
"I don't have any clothes, Stan," I uttered.
"I think we could find you something to be covered in, but ... tell me if I am wrong, but you enjoy the excitement of exposure, right?" I nodded with a smile. This was interesting to me. Stan was giving me experiences like Thomas had, but it felt different. How? More inclusive, shared. Somehow, when being told to do something outrageous, it took something away from the experience. Stan's inclusion of me felt more like it was my decision, and that made it more arousing somehow.
We left the farm in the van and drove down the road toward the next very small town. Just outside the main street part of the town was a very small motel that had two cars parked in the lot in front of the rooms. Stan stopped the van at the door marked 'office' and went inside. He returned shortly with two keys, actual keys, not key-cards. He backed the van up to the last two rooms and parked there. I stepped out of the van and stood for a moment in the darkness. I was naked in the parking lot of a motel. Stan was right. It was arousing, and I stood there not because I was told to or led into the situation like at the bar. I made the decision, and I felt the difference. I had done the same thing before, but each of those times was for Thomas. This was me, me being an exhibitionist. Yes, it felt different, and that difference felt more erotic.
I stood next to the door to the room as Stan worked the key and dumbled with his bag of equipment. He stopped after unlocking the door and smiled at me. He looked over my body and then toward the office. He smiled at me again as if prolonging our standing outside, then pushed the door open. The rooms had two double beds, a bathroom, a TV, and a small table. No microwave or refrigerator, even.
It felt weird in a way. It felt nice, too. One of the guys took the van to get something for us to eat. While he was gone, Stan and the remaining guy looked at the view screens of their cameras for a quick review of the footage they had captured. Every now and then, they showed scenes to me. I had to admit, it was erotic to watch myself gobbling cock, my asshole being penetrated, or cum dripping from one hole or the other. We laughed at a scene that would make a blooper compilation, if there were such a thing for porn. I had tried to move from one guy to another when I tripped on something under the hay and fell face-first onto a cock. How the camera captured it was totally accidental. The other guy returned while we were laughing, and they showed it to him immediately.
This was different. I had relaxed with other guys, like Thomas, Aaron, and Lonny, but not so relaxed while naked like I was with these guys. We actually laughed, joked, and teased. While eating chicken sandwiches and chips, the guys shared how their little venture started and some of the experiences they had.
"I'm going to be honest, Trixie," one said, "we watch people fucking, mostly amateurs as we were getting started, but it was never anything like watching you."
"What do you mean?" I asked while chewing. "Fucking is fucking, isn't it? I mean cocks and cunts?"
They chuckled at the openness of my attitude as I sat cross-legged and naked with them, my cunt on full display. "Sure it is," Stan answered. "But there is fucking, and then there is real fucking. Yes, what the camera captures and is shown in videos is fucking, meaning cocks thrusting into cunts or assholes. It is very often awkward and unemotional, though, just like in reality. Women often act when they moan. Maybe it is not any more different than in real fucking for many women that they don't experience real orgasms, especially when a camera is stuck in their face, and men are shifting and changing, and the atmosphere is very much NOT intimate or emotionally arousing."
"You obviously get off on fucking, though," another offered. "It's obvious from the video. There is no acting. You're fucking and enjoying it. Your eyes roll back. Your body quivers and shakes. Your cunt or asshole wink after a cock comes out as if it can't stop in orgasm and wants more."
"What are you guys saying?" I asked. "The words are nice, but is that all it is? Just being nice to a slut whose confused about herself?"
Stan shifted on the bed to face me directly, the other guys shifting out of the way for him. "Trixie, what are you feeling?" He stared at me.
I stared right back at him. I didn't know. I honestly didn't know what I was feeling. I was so tired. Tired from fucking? I didn't think so. Emotionally drained. Why did Thomas do that? What was behind his leaving me at the farm alone? But was I alone? I abruptly told them I was too tired. Nobody challenged me or uttered a sound in disappointment that there wasn't another fuck. Truthfully, though, there had been nothing in our interaction for me to make that assumption.
"Whatever you need, Trixie," was all that was said. It was said by Stan.
I crawled into the other bed, covered myself, turning my back to them. In minutes, the other two left for their room next door. Another few minutes, and Stan had used the bathroom, turned off the light, and crawled into the other bed.
Whatever I needed, he had said. My mind couldn't stop or even focus. Thomas, the farm, milking, fucking, videos, Stan. Repeat and repeat. Then, there was a shift in thoughts. The same thoughts came to me, but there were new ones: coercion, control, slut, used, Philip, cuck, and Phil. Repeat and repeat. My mind couldn't stop. Then ... Stacy. Who was I? What was I?
My eyes were open. Truthfully, my eyes had never closed, not for sleep, anyway. I threw the covers off and took the two steps to the other bed. I crawled in next to Stan. He was quiet. Asleep? He was on his right side, so I spooned against him gently. I draped my arm over his, just to hold him in some way. He pressed back against me.
"I'm sorry to wake you, Stan. I just ... I just ..." I didn't get the words out.
He rolled onto his back, and my arm came to rest on his chest. I lightly stroked it. He wasn't anything like Thomas. Forget the black part, Stan wasn't muscled or sharply toned. He was lean. He was ordinary attractive. He was like Phil.
"You didn't wake me," he softly said.
"I need ..." I sighed. "I don't know what I need, but I think I need to be with someone, and ... and you've been so nice, Stan."
He pulled his arm around me and held me tightly against his side. I placed my head on his shoulder and sighed. My hand slid down his front, and I felt his hard cock. He flinched.
"I'm sorry, Trixie. I didn't mean ... it's just that you're so ... so ..."
I swung my leg over his body, my well-used cunt on top of his cock. I leaned down and kissed him on the lips. "You didn't do anything wrong. Your body reacted naturally, that's all. I'm the one who touched you." I pushed up slightly and looked down at him in the dark, his face barely visible to me. "Can I fuck you, Stan? I think what I need is a slow and easy fuck that I can feel build slowly inside me, and we can maybe cum together. Can we do that, Stan? Would you let me do that?"
He looked up at me intently, "I'll do anything you want, Trixie."
Damn, I thought, when was the last time I heard that? Somebody willing to do anything I wanted. Phil. Not since Phil.
"I'm going to make you cum, Stan. It's going to take a while, though. I want you to climax as you've never climaxed. At least, that's what I want to happen. I've fucked so much, though ..."
He put a finger on my lips. "Anything, Trixie." Oh, God, I love those words. All this time, I was the one saying them, never Thomas. It was always what I could do, what he wanted me to do. I was so willing, so eager. Then he leaves me alone. No, not alone.
I slid my cunt to the top of his cock and another inch or two. Predictably, his aroused cock flexed, and I pressed back against it, the head at my cunt. It wasn't quite right, but I pressed and rotated until ... yes. He groaned as his cock slipped into my cunt. I clenched around it, using my enhanced cunt muscles. He groaned more, but that wasn't what I really wanted. Slow. Easy. Feel it build and happen in steps.
I pulled off his cock, and he groaned, in frustration this time. I smiled. Slow. I kissed his lips, his nose, his lips, his chin, and his neck. I kissed down his chest, his erect nipples, and down over his belly to his straining cock. I kissed the head and shaft, licked back up to the head before taking it between my lips, and into my mouth, finally.
"Oh God, Trixie, it is so good. Fuck, so good, I might ... what if ... I cum too soon for you ... to join me? God, you are so fucking good at that," he gasped.
I pulled my mouth off his cock for only a moment, "I'll start all over again. I promise, you'll feel my orgasm wash over you as you cum."
"Oh ... fuck ... I believe you."
I returned to sucking his cock and massaging his balls. I had to be careful, I knew. The male climax normally takes far less time than a female orgasm. My body is enhanced, though. I have an advantage to match his arousal.
When I took his cock back into my cunt, I used every trick I knew about my body to speed up my arousal to match his. I was nearly perfect. I felt his cock pulse inside my clenching cunt only a moment before I released my orgasm.
"Oh, fuck ... oh, fuck ... oh, fuck," he chanted beneath me. "I ... I feel you ... oh, God, I feel you."
We were probably both asleep moments later. My mind, though, didn't stop. I woke to a dark and quiet room. Stan was lightly snoring next to me, his hand lightly covering my tit. I lay there for moments. My mind was whirling again. I eased out from under his arm and out of the bed. I stood for another moment, looking down at Stan. I sighed, and my throat caught. He'd let me make love to him. We hadn't fucked. He let me do it slow and easy, not rushed and frantic.
I need to think. I walked to the door, grabbing the only chair in the room, a straight-back wooden chair. I carefully placed the security chain between the door and the jam as I closed it, and sat on the chair next to the door. It was chilly, early fall, and I was naked. My mind was too active for that to bother me, though. Some time later, not that long, the door opened. I looked up to find Stan wearing his boxers. He carefully returned the chain to hold the door open. He moved to lean against one of the supports for the walkway cover.
He smiled at me, "I'm not as comfortable about being completely naked outside." I chuckled. "Talk to me, Trixie. What's going on?"
"Did he tell you anything about us? Thomas and me?" He shook his head, so I gave him the short version. Even that sounded bad as I said it all. "I gave him everything. I mean everything. Look at my body. I even helped him turn my husband into a cuckold. And he leaves me alone here."
"He assumed you were his. He might even have assumed that leaving you here for a few days, then coming for you, would cause you to submit fully to him in response."
"All it did was piss me off," I said bluntly. "God ... my marriage will never be the same. My body is transformed. He made me into a fuck-crazy slut." I got up out of the chair and walked several rooms toward the office, which was dark at that hour. I turned around and returned. I plopped back onto the chair.
"There could be an option," he said calmly.
I looked at him hard. "Didn't I mention coercion?" I continued watching him, and he held my gaze. "What option?"
Mid-morning of the next day, Stan's van pulled into our driveway. Phil must have heard because he was standing at the open front door before I could exit the van. I stood naked alongside the van as Stan exited from the opposite side and stood at the front of the van.
Phil walked tentatively to me, and when he was halfway, I rushed to him and nearly fell into his arms. "We have to talk, Phil," I finally said through my tears. "First, though, this is Stan. He's the porn video guy, but he's also helped me. I'll explain, but we're done with Thomas." I turned back to Stan without releasing Phil. "We'll call you tomorrow night, Sunday." He nodded, re-entered the van, backed out to the small road, and left.
Phil held me as I kissed him hard. He was confused and nervous. "You said you're done with Thomas. What about ...?" he stammered.
"He's over, Phil. Stan called someone. He said not to worry. Besides," I added, "I'm already in those porn videos. Stan said Thomas won't bother your job." I took his hand and led him to the house. When the door was closed behind us, I turned to him, "I'm sorry, Phil. I'm sorry for what happened to you."
He shook his head, but asked, "Why are you calling me Phil and not ...?"
"I got caught up in all this, and I am sorry. But you're my husband."
He smiled and shook his head more. "You've changed, Trixie. I know how much you need to be vucked. We can't be the way we were."
"I know. First, though, I'm not Trixie anymore. I'm Stacy, your wife. Then, Stan has offered me a job with his small production company as his first video actor and office secretary. You are right, Phil, I do need to be fucked, and Stan can get that for me. That's what we need to agree on and call him about tomorrow.
I touched his lower abdomen through his clothes, "I'm sure that artist can cover your tattoo."
He smiled, "Kiss me like that again." I did, maybe even more passionately. Then he looked directly into my eyes. "First, stop saying you're sorry. You were forced and then got caught up in your fantasies becoming real." He stared into my eyes until his eyes dropped to my bare tits. He nervously traced the markings on both. Then looked back into my eyes. "I realized my fantasy, too, Stacy." He smiled, "Stacy." I kissed him. "What I mean is that I am your cuckold. I realized that. You need men with real cocks to satisfy you, especially now after all the injections."
"But you don't need to be humiliated," I added.
He smiled at that and nodded. "Now tell me everything about what happened. Were you really hooked up to a milking machine like a cow?"
I laughed and kissed him joyfully. My hands dropped down his body to open his shorts. "First, there is something I owe you. Then, we'll talk about all of it."
"What?" he stammered as I pushed his shorts down, and I went to my knees in front of him. I took his small penis in my fingers and brought my mouth to it. I strained my eyes up at him as I began sucking. His penis became instantly hard. I wished I could share my enhanced throat with him, but that would never be possible. But we could return to our playful sex play.
After he came in my mouth, which didn't take long, I rose, licking my lips. "I always did like the taste of our cum," I giggled. Then, I turned serious, "I am a slut, Phil. That can't change."
He took me into his arms and kissed me. He kissed me hard. He took the initiative. It had been so long since he did that. "I know that, Stacy, my wife. And I'm your cuck. I can't give you what you need, but other men can, especially those with big cocks, right?"
THE END
AN AFTER THOUGHT: This story was something different for me, and I hope you enjoyed it. I was in conflict with the last chapter, re-writing it several times until it felt right for me. I like my main characters, and Stacy and Phil are no different. I originally thought Stacy/Trixie would be left at the farm for days, maybe a week, and at the end would feel fully submissive to Thomas, but Stacy/Trixie had all along felt stronger than that to me, and those elements continued to come out in the story. I changed the last chapter a number of times. This is what I liked for these characters. Some of you might not agree. But it is my story.
ALSO: My final decision on how the last chapter should read opened up another idea: a possible sequel story series, "STACY: PORN STAR WIFE". I am curious what you think. I have a few stories I had started and put on hold for Stacy that need completion, first, though.
Thanks to all who provided feedback and support on this story.
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CHAPTER 1: TAKEN AND PREPARED
In the very late 1890s, European countries were in a scramble to divide up African lands to reap what they anticipated would be riches in natural resources. It wasn't long before these white colonizers established their secure compounds using black labor for their comforts and security. Soon after that, families arrived and all manner of Western civilization was being established, including schools for their white children, faithful in the belief that their way of life secured their right and safety.
It was one such school that decided to use trusted African men as guides for a school outing by canoes for a short distance down the river to explore the many wonders of this new and strange land for the young eyes of the white students.
It was a school outing that would change the lives of three 18-year-old students forever.
* * * *
Young students tried to wait patiently but were failing miserably, much to the disappointment of teachers who were used to strict discipline and attention within the confines of classrooms. However, outside and alongside the lazy-moving river with the expectation of floating over the water in search of the wonders of this strangely beautiful and exciting land known only as Africa, was just too much for the youngsters to bear. There were older students, of course, who stood by with bored and intolerant attitudes. Why they had to endure an outing with 'children' was beyond their understanding.
Three such young women were the oldest of the students at the small compound school built strictly for the white European families. Mary was one of them. She was a white young woman forced to endure a shared outing with children. At 18 years of age, long-haired, blonde, and with a trim 5' 5" body, she believed she should be assisting the other women, not babysitting children when teachers were already in attendance. Her best friends (her only friends in this small compound in the middle of primitive nowhere) were standing just as intolerantly as she was. Paula and Joan. They were all so similar in size and attitude. The results of Northern European descendants, no doubt.
They had already commandeered the last canoe in the line as theirs. The further they could be from the noise, the better. The canoes were fashioned from wood and were long. The three young women would easily fit with the two strong-looking Africans to paddle and guide the vessel. As the other canoes were finally getting filled with children and teachers and pushing off onto the water, the three delayed to give the others room. The two Africans seemed not to be in any hurry, either. Why would they, they thought? They knew the river, and they looked very capable of managing the simple trip. What they hadn't noticed in their effort to appear above all the chaos was that these two Africans had separated themselves from the other guides and made sure this last canoe would be available and preferred by the three.
Mary nudged Paula, who nudged Joan. They ambled to the last canoe and the two African men. They were quite impressive men. So black skinned compared to their white skin, it seemed somehow exotic. Their bodies were strong in a sinewy way. All muscle without the bulk. There was also the taboo aspect. Whites didn't mix with the blacks. That, of course, just added to the allure for the three to be alone with them, even if alone was only in a canoe moving down the river just some distance from the chaos and noise ahead.
As they approached the canoe, the men were taking a jug from the back of the canoe. They made a move as if to drink from it when they seemed to notice the approach of the young women. As so many of the Africans who work for the compound, they quickly deferred to them and offered the jug. They partially hid it behind them from the view of the compound as if it were something illicit. That, of course, was all the young women needed to want to drink from it with them. The jug was passed back and forth between the three for several long swallows as the fluid was rich and tangy, while tasting of something almost fruity.
The men seemed to want them in the canoe more quickly, suddenly. As Mary stepped one foot in the water to get into the canoe, she felt a slight bit of dizziness. Assuming it was only the rocking of the canoe, they quickly sat and noticed the other canoes just rounding a bend downriver. As the men pushed off and used strong strokes with the roughly hewed paddles, the sun and humid air seemed to intensify the drowsy feeling coming over her. She struggled to keep her eyes open and noticed both Paula and Joan sagging back and quiet. For the longest time, or the shortest time, for she wasn't aware of any time, that was the last she remembered except for the gentle rocking of the canoe and the rhythmic dipping and stroking of the paddles.
When she became aware, Joan and Paula were still reclining. The river seemed narrower, the foliage closer than she had remembered it. There was no sight of the other canoes, and they seemed to be going upriver rather than down. She had to admit, she was still not sure she could discern much of anything with certainty. The other two soon woke, and the canoe glided to a sand bar. They asked where they were, and the men began describing the location of a herd of elephants they spotted. They could easily catch up with the other canoes, but the elephants were too enticing for them. They were offered more from the jug, and this time they each chugged large swallows of the liquid. It didn't feel intoxicating, but amazingly relaxing and somewhat stimulating at the same time.
They dozed off again. When they awoke the next time, they were lying next to a fire. It was dark. The two Africans, who spoke some of their language from working at the compound, informed them that they were getting close and to sleep. They would need their strength tomorrow, they were told. They were given more of the liquid, which they were greedily drinking now without hesitation or concern. They were in the middle of ... God only knew where ... and for some reason they had no concerns. The men brought blankets from the canoe, and they slept.
The next morning, they were awakened with the first light. Some fish was cooking on the fire, and they ate while sitting in the dirt next to the dying fire. Their clothes were dirty from sleeping in the dirt and sweating under the hot sun the day before. Somewhere in the back of Mary's mind, she wondered why it was taking so long to find the other canoes. Surely, they hadn't kept the little children out overnight, too.
Some time after pushing off, they encountered a rapid of churning water over boulders and small falls. The two Africans left the long canoe and guided them over an almost invisible path around the churning water. Once they reached the top, they found three more African men and two smaller canoes. These three Africans were naked except for elaborate tattoos on their upper bodies and upper arms. Their cocks held the attention of the three young women. Three naive white European young women with little prior experience with boys, except for sneaking kisses. Their only reference was anatomy books that depicted cocks as five or six inches long. These hung between their legs and seemed much bigger, maybe double that. If their staring bothered the new men, they gave no indication. One of the Africans from the first canoe remained with the women. It seemed these new Africans spoke no language they could discern, but used sounds that made no sense.
Before they continued with these new canoes, they were given a new liquid to drink. Again, they didn't hesitate. This one was thicker and lacked the tangy taste, and was more fruity, which seemed to encourage their consumption of it. Shortly after the canoes were pushed off from the sand, Mary was already beginning to feel a tingling sensation spreading over her body. She was alone in the lead canoe with the one who could speak and a naked African behind her. The one who spoke some of they language used a chanting of reassurances about arriving soon, though soon seemed to be an endless journey ahead.
At the next stop, they were again given more of the liquid. Mary chugged more without thought, and the warm, tingling feelings spread over me rapidly. She spoke quietly to Joan and Paula.
"How do you feel?" she asked. They looked at her puzzled, as if the words she spoke, clearly were confusing. "I mean your body."
Paula nodded, suddenly aware of her meaning. "I feel all ... I don't know ... warm and ..."
"Warm and aroused," Joan inserted. "Remember the feeling when we were kissing those boys back home and they began feeling us?"
Mary nodded. That was it. That was the feeling.
One of the new Africans walked past, his long cock swinging as he did. "I never knew cocks could be so big," Mary gushed in as quiet a voice as she could and still be heard.
"They aren't shy about it, are they?" Joan exclaimed. "I wonder what it would be like to live like that?"
"And to have a cock like that to love," Paula said and blushed as soon as it came out of her mouth. But they all agreed. Although their situation seemed off and possibly wrong, they had no fight in them to object.
When they started, again, she purposely sat facing backwards. She was facing the new African and could easily gaze on his long cock hanging between his thighs as he knelt in the back of the canoe with his knees spread for balance. She would never have believed a cock could be so long.
When she looked up, finally, from his cock up to his face, he smiled at her. She found herself smiling back. When she looked back down, his cock had stiffened a bit and seemed even longer. Her breathing was quickening, and she was perspiring. Her shirt was wet with perspiration.
Hours later, they stopped again. The Africans talked while the young women drank more of the new liquid. Before they set off, again, to a destination they were not sure of at all, the four men came to them and stood facing them as they faced them. The one who could speak our language translated for the other Africans.
One man went to build a fire. Once it was strongly burning, he returned.
"You will be arriving at their village soon, but first you must be prepared."
the three stood blankly for several moments before they looked at each other, but equally blankly. They weren't finding any help from each other. Finally, Mary blurted out, "What do you mean we are going to their village? Aren't we going back to the compound? What do you mean by 'prepared'?"
The three naked Africans were watching them intently, but also talking among themselves and to the other African as if there might be some language confusion with the one from the compound.
He was listening intently but with confusion as the naked Africans gestured and talked. "You must be naked so you can be prepared." He stopped and listened more. "Have you ever been with a man?" Been with a man? "Sex," he said, insisting. "Have you had sex with a man?" Mary shook her head, and the talking continued. "They say that is why you must be prepared. So, take off your clothes." They stood still. Stunned? Mary wasn't sure they even felt that. More like numb. There was something inside them not wanting to comply, while their full attention now was on the three long cocks in front of them.
As if that caused a connection, "What are you three feeling now? What do you desire?"
For some reason, Mary was the one replying, but Joan and Paula were nodding to everything she said. For a split second, she was in serious thought, then she blurted it out. "Horny. Aroused. Those cocks." Mary looked to the others, shocked by what came out of her mouth, but they were staring at those cocks, too.
"Take your clothes off and put them in the fire," came the instruction more forcefully. And they complied.
Mary was unbuttoning her shirt and pushing down her shorts until she was naked. "The shoes, too," came the next command. They sat in the sand and pulled them off, too. Everything went into the fire. Their only clothes were burning. They were naked without clothes and standing before four Africans, three of whom were equally naked. Why were they naked? Why were they going to the village?
"Why?" Mary asked belatedly. "Why are we going to their village?"
"You three were chosen. In their village, none of the women can get pregnant. You three were chosen."
Mary considered that for a moment. Was she really considering that, or was it just taking that time for it to settle into her? She turned to the other two, "We were chosen to get pregnant for their village." It was an unemotional statement. It received an unemotional nod from her two friends.
"But," Mary tried forming an objection, "we've never even had sex." It sounded kind of weak even to her ears.
"That is why you must be prepared before going into the village. There will be a ceremony of the entire village and you will be bred by all the men. That is why you must be prepared."
As though that settled that, he went to the canoe and brought back three blankets, which were spread on the bare ground. Mary watched the blankets being spread out in a very detached way. Her mind was still working through the haze and fuzziness the liquid most certainly was producing for their complacency and aroused state of mind and body.
They were about to be fucked by those long cocks so they can be bred by a village of men in front of the entire village? Her mind swirled in the thought of it. Her mind was buzzing with what was happening, but her body was already committed. Her nipples were hard nubs, and she could feel her body so aroused that all she could think about was that big cock, that long cock, that thick cock. Thinking about it ... inside her. Her first cock would be a monster.
One of the African's stepped forward and took hold of her arm and led her to a blanket. He took her hand and put it on his cock, his cock that swelled thick and longer in her grasp. He released Mary's arm and pointed to the blanket. She lay down and opened her legs. They were talking with the one from the compound.
"Open your legs wide, he says." Mary's were already open, but she opened them even wider. Then she raised her knees and splayed them. Her hips involuntarily raised and settled back down. Her entire body was on fire. Her breathing was coming faster. She stared at his cock, his hard cock pointing at her pussy as he knelt between her legs. More talk. "He says you are going to save his tribe. You are going to bring children to them, and the tribe will live on. The tribe will rejoice in your gift."
He leaned over her, supporting himself on one hand. The other was guiding his cock to her pussy. Mary gasped when the head touched her pussy lips. She raised her head to look down her body and strained to raise her shoulders to see even better as the very black cock pressed a bit harder against her white body, her sparse, fine blonde pubic hair doing nothing to obstruct the view. She glanced up at the man leaning over her, but his full attention and concentration were on his cock poised to enter her. Only when the head of his cock parted her lips and began to spread the hole into her pussy did his gaze shift to her face. She tensed, too. The little they were taught about that area was that the first time could produce pain and blood if the hymen was intact, but his cock slid inside with only some pain. All the horse riding they had done at the academy back home had done the work, instead.
She looked from his face, which reflected some tenderness, to the cock just entering her. The head sank in, and it seemed to stretch her pussy more and more. She put a hand on his shoulder, and he paused. She just needed a moment. He remained poised but unmoving as her pussy adjusted to the invasion.
It was clear that he had no interest in hurting her, but he had a job to do, as crazy as that job seemed to her. She removed her hand from his shoulder and nodded to him. He smiled and pressed his cock a bit harder, and more sank into her pussy.
"Oh ... my ... God ..." Mary gasped as more pressed into her body. She heard similar gasps and moans from nearby, knowing they were coming from her friends. Three white girls are being fucked for the first time out in the wilds of Africa. "Oh ... yesssss ..." Mary gasped. "Oh, yes ... yes, yes."
It was wrong. It wasn't supposed to be like this. Marriage. This was supposed to happen with the husband. But it wasn't happening that way, and her body jolted with sensations that couldn't be described well enough in a book.
She was gazing into his face as he pulled his cock back and thrust more into her, over and over, and deeper and deeper. Then, his cock bumped her deep inside. She strained her neck and shoulders again. She had to see. The cock was so long. How much was inside her?
He pressed and pressed. Bump, bump inside her with minor discomfort as he pressed harder. She watched his black cock pulled back, shiny with her juices, then thrust back inside and bump her deep inside. There was a couple of inches remaining to enter her, and he seemed fully determined to do so.
"Oh God, ysssss," she gasped, the feelings rising inside her becoming overwhelming. She gazed into his eyes, and they held each other's gaze as his hips thrust his cock smoothly in and out. Her knees were rising and falling in unnecessary movement, but it was a simple bodily response. Her arms rose and encircled his neck, and she pulled their bodies together as he continued thrusting into her.
"OH ... GODDDDDD!" she exclaimed as her first orgasm ever crashed over her. As her body shook and her mouth gasped and panted for breath, he continued thrusting into her tight pussy, which was now spasming around his cock. He grunted with the effort to continue. "OH GOD ... OH GOD ... OHHHH ... YESSSSSSS!" she screamed into the afternoon sunlit space.
And still he thrust into her. Her orgasm apparently subsiding, his continual fucking kept her arousal steady at the peak of another. She clutched her body to his as his cock bumped, bumped, bumped deep inside. She had no strength or interest to separate our bodies and look to see how much was going inside her. As long as there was that bumping inside, there was more to fuck into her.
Another orgasm was crashing over her when she felt his entire body against hers in tense with effort. Then, she felt his cock inside her seem to swell and pulse in her clenching, tight pussy. When his cock finally spewed his cum into her unprotected pussy and womb, she shuddered, and another orgasm exploded. Her cries of delight and wonder filled the air around them all.
The man collapsed on top of her, her arms encircling not only his neck but his back. Her hands stroking over his sinewy, muscled body glistening with the perspiration of his effort, their bodies easily sliding against each other as a result. She muttered things he wouldn't understand, and he did the same.
He released himself from her grasp and separated his body from her, but his cock was still buried deep inside her, leaking the last of his cum. They gazed into each other's eyes. He said something softly to her as he eased his spent cock from her pussy until it finally slipped out, and she could feel cum and her own juices leaking out. She smiled up at him and nodded to whatever it was he tried to convey.
Mary raised herself to her elbows and looked to the side, where her friends lay covered by the men who had just fucked them. They looked to be at the same peace about what had happened as she was. Her mind might still linger on a fuzzy concept that made this wrong, but every fiber of her body wouldn't believe it. A rational mind would recognize that they had been drugged into this, but there was nothing rational about how they could possibly be relating to what was happening.


The African who had just provided her first fuck stood between her splayed legs and extended his hand. He assisted her up and she stumbled into his body. She didn't fight it. her body was sapped of strength, and he was so strong and solid. Her body pressed against his felt so good, and she pressed her breasts firmly into his chest, and she could feel his softening cock against her abdomen. He led her to the river and they walked into it to her hips. His hand washed her lower body and between her legs, which she willingly spread for him, her eyes watching his black hand on her body.
Mary glanced around as she sensed something missing. The man from the compound was nowhere to be seen, and one of the canoes was missing. Her friends and she were alone somewhere in the wilds of Africa with these three African men, and they were naked. She looked to her friends, again. They, too, were being washed between their legs and abdomen. They each looked back at Mary eventually, and they shared smiles.
They were here. However they became here and whatever was to come, they weren't resisting as the men began now washing up over their breasts. Mary felt a new surge of arousal. Her hands on his chest, she found them caressing and stroking him. She looked down at his cock, and one hand slid over his body to again grasp it, and it seemed to stiffen slightly in her hand. She began washing him as he stood motionless, her hands dipping into the water and moving over his definitely hardening cock. She washed up his abdomen and chest until she pressed her aroused body against his, and reached up for a kiss that was intended to be unlike any she had ever wanted to give to another. This wasn't a tentative kiss of experimentation with a boy but a heartfelt and passion-driven expression of new need given to a man responding in the same way.
He led her back to the blanket and fucked her again. That time, she knew his cock was fully inside her when she no longer felt that bumping deep inside. She had every inch of his cock inside her, and that was where she wanted it.
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CHAPTER 2: A SIMPLE LIFE OF BREEDING
With only one canoe remaining, it was crowded when all six of them crammed into it, but the access to the village wasn't far. The men paddled to a well-worn spot along the river where several other canoes were pulled up onto the shore. The land beyond was thick with trees and ground growth, but a well-worn path led the way.
Before pushing away from the shore for the final leg of their journey, the three women had been given more of the fruity liquid. Again, they had chugged it thirstily. Then, they followed as one of the men led the way, with the other two following behind the three naked white women. Six naked people walking along a well-worn path into the jungle. Three young, white women, having just experienced their first acts of sex, walking without apparent distress or question with three coal-black African men to a destination none of the three would have believed possible.
Mary was behind the lead man. She had always, it seemed, been the accepted leader of their friendship. Now, she found herself feeling that unofficial role being thrust on her more firmly by her friends who seemed to want to follow her lead more and more.
She found herself not only enjoying the feeling of being naked but feeling a deep sense of delight in it. She felt more alive than She could ever remember or imagine. She enjoyed the sight of their long cocks swaying as they walked, and how her breasts jiggled as she walked. Alive seemed like the right word. It was a feeling she wanted to embrace rather than shy away from.
She stepped quickly to the one ahead of her and tapped him on the back. He stopped at her touch, and she pointed ahead where she had spotted a break in the canopy of trees. She pointed repeatedly as the others gathered behind her until his face brightened and he nodded, saying something she wouldn't understand, but he finally embraced himself with his arms and nodded, which she took as meaning home. She smiled at him.
One of the men crowded alongside and rushed ahead. When they neared the open area, she saw huts of wood and thatch, numerous fires, and milling people gathering in an area that seemed to her to be for large gatherings with a larger fire pit and larger thatch covering. They had encountered a monsoon rain burst along the way and knew from experience at the compound that such rainfalls were common, even predictable during this season, at least.
Everyone was naked and gathered in excited anticipation. When they cleared the thick growth fully, chanting and bouncing of bodies ensued. Every member of the village was mature, though some were younger and some older. All were naked, and as they bounced in dance, the long cocks of the men swung on their bodies, and the breasts of the women also bounced and swayed, especially those of the older women with sagging breasts.
The three women were led directly into the midst of the assembled village. The people flowed around them so they were surrounded, and many who were close enough reached out to touch their white bodies. Mary could only guess at their number, but estimated about 50 or 60 men and women, and about equal numbers of each. Then, she was stunned by a thought. The compound man had translated that they were to be bred by the village. If there were 25 to 30 men ... were they truly going to be bred by as much as 10 men each?
mary felt a hand on her arm. She looked down at the stark black hand on her white arm and looked up to find the man who had fucked her earlier ... prepared her, she mused to herself. He jerked his head forward, and she followed his direction to a man everyone else seemed to defer to. The Chief? Leader? Surely a man of importance and well-respected.
Mary found herself directly in front of him with Paula on her left and Joan on her right. He spoke strongly and clearly, just not clearly to the three white women. All of the villagers surrounded them, though, chanted, and sang to his words whenever he paused.
The man who had fucked her was standing close behind with his hands on her shoulders. He was saying something to this other man, and his face finally settled on Mary fully. He nodded at whatever was being said and nodded directly to her with a slight smile. He reached out and fondled each of her breasts and said something more to the villagers. Then, his hand slid down her body. Mary found legs legs parting without thought as his fingers sought her pussy, even a single finger dipping into her hole. He raised his voice with a big smile at her, and the entire village seemed to erupt in chants and bouncing up and down to some rhythm she didn't hear.
Mary felt her pussy was lubricated. His finger easily slid into her hole and, for a moment, sawed in and out. Her body was again super-charged. Her nipples were hard nubs, and her breathing was again coming in labored efforts.
If all this was really true and not some elaborate, extended dream, how was it going to happen? As it turned out, she had almost no time to find out.
The chief made some proclamation, and the crowd parted as women moved through the milling people who were intent on being as close as possible. Three women appeared with gourds containing the same liquid they had been consuming that sent waves of enticing and arousing sensations into their bodies. They were encouraged by the women with gestures to drink more, and Mary found herself eager to comply with every direction given to her.
Next, the crowd parted as three mats were brought out. The crowd pulled back into a wider circle to allow for the spreading of the mats under the large thatched covering. There could be no question of what it meant. This was where they would be bred. If not by the entire village, it would be in front of the entire village.
The chief indicated the three mats spread out in front of them. Mary turned to each side to find her friends looking at her. Again, she felt the weight of them wanting to only follow her, be led by her example. She smiled at them and nodded. As she knelt onto the mat and lay on her back, she noticed peripherally her friends doing the same. She once again splayed her bent knees wide. It was so obscene, yet so thrilling. Her naked, white, young body on full display before this village of naked, black Africans. Her pussy spread and exposed. And, long cocks everywhere she looked, and each seemed to be filling with arousal.
Sounds were exchanged between the Chief and the one who had prepared her; if only she had a name for him. The Chief looked at her intently and nodded. He came around to her feet and knelt between her spread legs and inched forward. He had chosen her. She looked up at the other one and found him nodding and smiling. Had he indicated she was the leader of the three? Had he seen the dynamics between them, too?
The Chief was older, considerably older, but his cock was hard and just as long. It seemed all the men of the village had long, thick cocks, but she diverted her gaze from them as another long cock was about to fuck her and the man leaning over me with his cock near her pussy. He had more tattoos on his upper body and several shapes in colors that stood out better on his black skin. Truly, he was a man of great importance among the people.
A hush fell over the people as if something of great significance was about to happen. It was certainly of great significance to her, she thought, as she would be fucked again by an African.
When his cock pressed against her pussy lips and pressed further to open the lips and against her hole, she gasped at the feel of it. Her young body was still finding a cock at and in her pussy as something foreign but very quickly becoming desired.
When his cock pressed inside and several inches of his cock passed into her, "Oh ... fuck ... yesssssss," she cried out. His cock, like the one earlier filled her, her pussy clenching around it. She gazed up at the bright, cloudless sky, and her eyes found Joan and Paula nearby. "Oh ... fuck ..." Mary called out to them, "I do ... I do love the feel ... of their cocks ... inside me." She gasped and panted as more and more entered her. The Chief pulled back and thrust hard to embed his cock fully into her. "OH FUCK ... YESSSSS!" she cried out, and the villagers surrounding them erupted in more chanting and bouncing. Her eyes were fixed on her friends who watched with the same rapt attention as did the villagers. "God Almighty," she called out in her own rapture, "forgive me for wanting this so much!"
Mary's two friends looked at each other and decided. They moved to the other mats, prepared to lie down, also. The people rejoiced with more chanting. The breeding had apparently begun with the Chief. Mary looked into his face, "Thank you," she said, and took his face in my hands and kissed him. After the kiss, he smiled down at her and thrust hard and deep.
Her orgasm preceded his by only moments as her pussy clenched and spasmed around his cock. After he came, he pulled out and stood over her. SheI noticed his still hard cock was shiny to the base. He had indeed been fully inside her. There was a murmur even as her friends were in the midst of their own fucking. The Chief pointed at his shiny cock, and the murmur grew to excitement. Why? That he had merely fucked her? That his entire cock was inside her and near her womb? Without communication, there was no way of knowing. It didn't take much more of her thinking, however, as another man knelt between her legs, his cock also long and hard, pointing at her pussy, she was sure was lewdly gaping with cum escaping.
Two other men followed him, each fucking her in the same position. Then, the next man approached and extended his hands to her. She grasped them, confused as to why, as he pulled her to her feet, where she stood unsteadily. Then, to her surprise, he lay on the mat where she had been. What was this, she asked herself? Isn't fucking with the woman on the bottom? He was waggling his cock and pointing at it. She see your cock, she thought, but what does it mean?
Then, two women came from the crowd and pulled her forward until she was forced to part my feet on either side of the man. They pointed down before using their hands to push her down. Oh, damn, how slow could she be, she thought? She was supposed to fuck him?
Mary lowered herself to her knees but had to raise her hips to be above his cock as he held it vertical. She blindly moved her hips against his cock head until she felt it at her already well-fucked hole. She sat down a bit and felt it enter her open hole, and she sat down more abruptly on it, taking it deep inside. He gasped and groaned, but no louder than she did.
She sat for a moment impaled on his cock. It felt different this way, different but still good. She raised up, feeling her pussy sliding up his cock, and then she pressed down hard and fast. It felt different being in control, to be fucking him rather than being fucked. She rose and dropped faster and faster. Her breasts bounced and swayed as she moved. She leaned over him, her hands on either side of him on the mat. Her hips never stop moving, never stopping fucking. She felt hands grasp her breasts, and she looked to find his hands on her, squeezing and mauling her breasts. Her hands slipped, her clit rubbed on his pelvic bone, and she moaned at the sudden and intense sensation. She could do more, I realized. She could add to her stimulation.
She added variations. She rose on his cock, then slid forward and back. She squeezed his cock and cycled through the motions. She orgasmed with the intensity of rubbing on her clit, but pushed herself to continue fucking him, focusing more on his climax to fill her pussy with more cum. When he did, she orgasmed a second time.
The next three men wanted the same position before one decided on something else she wouldn't have imagined. He pushed her down on the mat to her hands and knees and thrust into her from behind. He held onto her hips and thrust hard and fast. But, of course, didn't animals fuck this way because that was their only way? Being so intimately a part of nature, why wouldn't they incorporate a similar way of fucking?
By the time the last man had fucked her and added more cum to her impossibly full pussy, Mary felt like she was fucked senseless as she lay motionless on the mat, gasping and panting. A woman came to her with a gourd, another gourd, but this was just water, and she drank it down.
The sky above was still light, but the tall canopy of trees was blocking the sun and covering the area of the village in deep shadow. She was helped up by two men, and several women rushed to her with hugs and excitedly making their sounds. She smiled and thanked them, exchanging her own sounds that meant nothing to them.
Mary looked at the other two mats and found her friends just then finishing being fucked. They looked and acted as fatigued as she felt. They turned their heads to find her, and she nodded and smiled at them. As she took a step toward them, she felt the soreness around and in my pussy. Too many cocks. At least, she giggled, too many long, thick cocks.
Mary knelt in the space between their mats. She saw in them what she only envisioned about herself. Their pussies were gaping, and a stream of cum came from the openings. These men didn't only have long, thick cocks, but they produced a lot cum, too. She gazed at the two of them lying fully exposed on their backs without shame or fear. It was how she felt kneeling with them.
"How are you feeling?" Mary asked softly, apparently accepting the role of leading them. "I mean about what happened."
Joan and Paula turned their heads to each other and back to Mary. Paula responded, "Tired," she said, "and I think sore ... you know down there," she added with a giggle.
Joan was staring at Mary, and noticed the two had grasped each other's hands. Joan had always been the quieter one of them, but finally, she seemed to work up her nerve or courage to add a response. "None of us had any experience before, Mary. Maybe some stolen kisses or a quick feel over our clothes." Paula and Mary nodded. "I never knew ... I mean ..."
Mary smiled at each of them, "I know ... how amazing fucking could be?" They nodded, any shyness about admitting their feelings falling away with her statement. "I guess what I mean is ... to me this feels so unreal, but ... I want it, too. I want more and, if it helps these people, isn't that a good thing to do?"
They both smiled and sat up to hug Mary, but stopped halfway up with groans, feeling the same soreness that she had felt. They looked down at her red and puffy pussy, then down at their own. Paula got a wicked grin on her face, "I bet we just had more cock than our mothers have had in the past year." Paula and Mary looked at her in shock before they all started laughing and finally had a three-way hug, not feeling the least bit awkward about being naked against each other.
It was then that Mary noticed a group of village women around them. She looked up at their faces, which were still beaming with excitement and joy. How could she not feel good about what was happening, even if she didn't understand why she was doing it, when these people were so excited and appreciative? The nudity continued to strike her. Everywhere she looked, there were naked people. Men with long cocks without self-consciousness. Young women with firm breasts and older women with sagging breasts that swung below them when they bent over to do something. They lived a simple and natural way that was so foreign, and she wondered how long it would take to feel the same way.
The women helped all three of them up and seemed aware of how sensitive and sore their bodies were. Perhaps this had once been a rite of passage for young women. Could their lives have been one where breeding women was done in such a way in a communal form of life where everything was shared, including each other? It almost appeared that way. There appeared to be no indication of pairing of man and woman, but joint cooperation of work and living.
They were led to the communal fire under the large thatched cover and given food and more drink, which was water. The people made their sounds in a joyful and celebratory atmosphere with many looks and smiles at the three white women sitting on mats among them.
Every time Mary moved, she winced, and the women seemed to understand, but there was too much celebration happening to allow anyone to sleep. As darkness fully covered the jungle, the mood continued but became even more raucous with drums appearing and a form of dancing that seemed simply like wildly throwing their bodies in circles and jumping up and down. It seemed amazing to Mary that they weren't crashing into each other.
With all this craziness happening around them, a man appeared before each and pulled them to their feet, encouraging their participation. Despite the soreness of their pussies, they couldn't deny the joy and excitement surrounding them, and Mary felt herself slowly trying to mimic their actions. When she finally let go and was bouncing despite the pain it caused, many people stopped to watch, chant, and cheer them to continue. It filled her soul with a feeling she had never felt. Accomplishment? Totally, freely giving of herself to something beyond herself? Appreciation? Community acceptance? Nothing seemed sufficient to describe the feeling, so she danced and danced, being moved from one man to another around the fire. How many of these men had she just fucked? If not yet, tomorrow? The next day?
The three of them finally succumbed to their experience of the days of travel and hours of being fucked. They could hardly stand when they were captured by the arms of women and led to a large hut, and settled down on mats. Other women joined with bowls. They were washed, especially their groins. Then, another woman brought a bowl, dipped her fingers into it, and spread a thick mixture of some sort over their pussies and just inside. It felt like a cream of some kind. Mary was beyond being embarrassed or shy about being so exposed or touched by these women. Whatever they were doing, they had been prepared to do it. This was not erotic. They were providing some comfort, and besides, she was too exhausted to offer any resistance. And why resist some women feeling her pussy when she had just been fucked publicly by close to a dozen men?
The next morning came as if in a dream. Why she was awake, Mary didn't know. She should, by all rights, sleep like the dead for days. Something about the soft light diffused through the tree cover, the sounds of birds, and the movement of a few people outside the hut made the moment something she thought she wanted to experience. She moved on the mat expecting to relive the soreness of the night before, but there was none. She felt her pussy with her fingers, another first for her, as self-touching was absolutely never to be allowed before, and she was surprised that all she felt was a very pleasurable feeling. She craned her head and tilted her hips to look and found even the redness and puffiness had disappeared. Whatever that cream had been, it was a miracle and just added to her speculation that these breeding events were probably a ritual in this village.
Mary slowly and quietly rose to her feet. her two friends on nearby mats were still sound asleep. The hut was filled with sleeping men and women, a few sharing mats. She carefully stepped around sleeping people to make her way to the opening. Outside, she found several women tending the fire and preparing the day's first meal. When she was spotted, the women smiled with obvious joy and patted the hard dirt near them. She knelt next to one and was given a small hollowed-out gourd. They put some liquid in it that had been heating next to the fire. She sipped tentatively and smiled. It tasted like a tea, but a variety very foreign to her, and not surprisingly. The woman who handed it to her spoke some sounds and watched Mary's face expectantly. Mary smiled and nodded. It seemed to make the other woman very happy.


Mary watched as they worked. A couple were mixing what appeared to be some dough, and she saw some patties frying on some rocks set in the coals of the fire. Others were adding meats, roots, and fruit to a bowl.
A young woman appeared at her shoulder and encouraged Mary to follow her. She was about a few years older than Mary's age, though it would be hard to gauge with a life like theirs. She followed her down a path away from the village as the other woman began collecting sticks and pieces of wood, and filling Mary's arms with them. After putting a larger piece in Mary's arms, she suddenly stopped, looked down the path toward the village, and stared at her. She tentatively reached out to touch the skin of Mary's shoulder. She even rubbed it as if to determine if the whiteness might come off to reveal dark skin like theirs. It occurred to Mary that she, and most of the people in the village, might never have seen a white person before.
The woman shyly removed her fingers. Such innocent curiosity, Mary thought. She lowered her bundle of wood to the ground and touched the other woman's shoulder in the same way, and she smiled. Then, Mary tentatively embraced her and softly said, "I like your people and village." It was not going to be understood, but she hoped the tone would be understood. When she pulled back, the other woman smiled. Her gaze shifted to Mary's breast. They were both about the same height and shape, the other woman's breasts as firm as Mary's. She touched Mary's breast and Mary looked down. She saw that her nipples were erect while the other woman's were soft. Was Mary's body still aroused and anticipating what the new day might bring? Was the breeding over? Mary somehow doubted it.
When they returned to the fire, more people were gathering, but still not Joan or Paula. Mary looked inside the hut to assure herself and had to stifle a laugh that she was acting like a protective mother.
She was right about the breeding, too. By mid-morning, mats were again spread on the ground next to each other with a gathering of people around them. Joan, Paula, and Mary walked through the crowd while receiving soft touches from men and women as they did. The Chief was again standing in the center of the gathering. Mary noticed the naked people, the cocks, and the breasts. How long would she be noticing that when they too were naked?
The Chief made what seemed to her to be another speech of some sort. When he ended, the crowd around us chanted in their sing-song, rhythmic style. He then came to Mary and put his hand down toward her pussy. She parted her legs for him, and he stroked her pussy before inserting a finger inside. It should have been shocking. It wasn't. Only days before, she was an innocent, virginal young European woman still considered by many to be a girl living with her parents in a strange new world. Now, she had been fucked by over a dozen men, and she was being openly felt by the Chief in front of his entire village. When she didn't wince or flinch, he smiled and made another announcement.
He pointed Mary to the nearest mat, and she found herself eagerly lying down and spreading her legs. For whatever reason, the Chief was initiating round two of their breeding by fucking her ... again. Leader to perceived leader, she wondered? Or, maybe he just liked her pussy, she giggled to herself. Imagine, shocking even herself at thinking such things, and perhaps even thinking that such a thing might be a real thought.
The three women were fucked for hours, again. Man after man came to each of them and fucked them. Different men chose different positions for fucking, and each position becoming familiar and exciting. What Mary hadn't noticed the day before, when everything was shockingly new and intense, was that village women were sucking cock in preparation for the men waiting to fuck. It didn't seem to matter what men they sucked as the men queued up for their turn just as the three women accepted any man fucking them.
When the morning session ended with them again exhausted and numb, women immediately arrived with bowls to clean us and apply the cream to their pussies. They were given food and drink and led back into the hut, where they collapsed into blissful sleep.
Exiting the hut, Mary realized they hadn't really slept that long by the position of the sun overhead. They were given more liquid to drink. She was beginning to recognize the drinks. The water was merely for hydration, obviously. Another was to help them relax and sleep. The last was the one she realized produced a desire for fucking. She suppose that even though she recognized her commitment to helping these people, the added stimulant helped with the long line of men fucking them.
The days similarly passed one after the other. Rising, eating, fucking, napping, fucking, celebrating and dancing, and sleeping. How many days? How much fucking? It seemed impossible that she could be fucked so much and by such big cocks, and it still continued. Not only did it continue, but she looked forward to the next day and being with the people. The fucking was part of the day, as was the celebration and excitement it all brought. It seemed endless the way the people responded to them as their men fucked them.
More and more natural elements of ongoing life became evident to them. They were ritually fucked, but life continued. Men went off to hunt and fish. Women went off to gather what was needed for weaving bowls and platters, and the makings of meals or forming cups from gourds. Slowly, they became incorporated into the daily tasks between fucking sessions.
Mary stopped thinking of herself as a European young woman taken somehow and finding herself in the wilds of Africa, and instead as a woman sharing life communally with these people. Yes, she was different. She was white and blonde. Her friends and she were very different from the villagers. But, they also became not so different as they openly and eagerly shared in the everyday life experiences and work of the village.
Life in the village settled for everyone. They continued to be fucked several times a day by most of the men, but it also became obvious to them that the other women were still being fucked, too. They just weren't going to become pregnant for whatever reason. Life was open and unrestrained in the village. As they became accustomed to the cycle of the village, they could see beyond their own experience and appreciate the flow of the village. It became obvious to them that other women sucked cock and were fucked openly and naturally and with different men. She came to realize this was truly a communal life of open and cooperative sharing of everything in life. It only added to their own experiences.
Weeks, who knew how many, as one day was just like the next, passed simply from one day to the next and next and next. It wasn't in a boring, repetitive way, but in sharing and experiencing ways. There was always much to be done, from cleaning, weaving, cooking, gathering, and ... so much fucking.
Mary stopped in the midst of helping some of the women prepare the morning bread. When was the last time she had her period? She mumbled an apology and rushed off to where Joan and Paula were shaking and rolling the mats in the hut.
"When was your last period?" Mary excitedly asked them. "How long has it been?"
"How long?" Paula repeated. "Who knows?"
"Yeah," Joan uttered in thought, "time means nothing here. But you are right. Shouldn't we have had our period by now?"
Mary looked at them intently. "My last period was only a few weeks before ... before we left the compound." She looked around, even turned in a circle. She returned her gaze to them with a huge smile. "I'm late. It has been weeks since I should have had my next period. I never thought about it."
"We're pregnant?" Joan asked with the same smile and excitement in her voice and face.
"We're pregnant!" Paula exclaimed. "But ... I like ..."
Mary laughed, "I know," she added, "I like being fucked, too." They laughed uproariously and hugged.
Their noise attracted much attention. Women and men who were nearby stopped to look at them. There was one older woman in particular who Mary had decided seemed to be deferred to as knowledgeable and experienced. She went to her with Joan and Paula following alongside. The women they walked up to were curious about their manner and apparent excitement.
But, how to communicate this? Mary pointed to her pussy, held up her breasts, trying to find a way to indicate what they suspected. A man was nearby, and she grasped his cock and pointed at her pussy, then used her hand to mimic a swollen belly. The older woman's eyes opened wide in understanding.
She pushed the three white women out into the clearing and called out loudly and excitedly. People from all over rushed to encircle us as she spoke, touching their bellies. The chanting they now associate with celebration and rejoicing rang up into the trees above and out for who knew how far. People rushed to hug and fondle their bodies. Mary welled up in joy, and tears fell from her eyes. Happy, joyous tears. She was pregnant. The breeding had been successful, and they would do thier part in helping the village tribe survive.
The Chief came to Mary again. He touched her pussy, a finger easily entering her pussy that seemed to be constantly wet and ready for fucking. Mary smiled at him and boldly grasped his cock. He nodded and called out something to the crowd. In short order, about a dozen mats appeared and were spread on the open ground. Besides the three of them, other village women joined them on the mats with legs spread, reaching out for a man to fuck. Young and old, the women took a turn on a mat and were fucked. It was very clear that not being able to conceive had nothing to do with them not enjoying being fucked.
From that moment on, all women of the village shared in fucking the men more completely, including the three white women. While the men had apparently been conserving their seed for hem during the breeding time, the village was an open experience of men and women freely fucking when they wanted. And, there was plenty of fucking for all of the women.
They were not just for breeding. They had become a part of the village, openly sharing and experiencing everything about village life. Soon, they needed little gestured instruction on how to help and added their efforts naturally. As other women did, they began sharing a mat with a random man for sleep and night-time fucking. Mary had been right in her thoughts. This was a completely open and sharing life of everything and everyone. And they would be sharing even more with the contribution of children.
* * * *
Months later, when their bellies were growing like balloons had been inserted in them, their bodies seemed not to be their own. It seemed nobody in the village could pass near any of them without stroking and rubbing their bellies. Mary had to admit that she understood, and that understanding made it all acceptable. The village was a generation from nearing extinction, and what they were providing in their bellies was the solution to avoiding that.
Also, it was their complete and unquestionable connection to the community that was the village. Once, they were outsiders; they were simply being used. They had become a part of the village. Fully a part? They didn't know. They looked so different, but their babies were likely to look a bit different, too. By having them provide their escape from extinction meant some trade-offs, and one trade-off was appearance in the future. A browner tribe that had once been black? Who knew.
Their swelling bellies didn't slow down the desire of men to fuck them. It almost seemed that their pregnant bodies had an appeal all their own. Before, they were fucked to make them pregnant. Now, it seemed their pregnant appearance was a magnet.
Mary was walking to the river with large buckets formed from wood to bring back water for the evening meal. Two men were there fishing. Joan, Paula, and she were picking up some of their language, but it was awkward. She greeted the men early so she wouldn't startle them. There were many things in the jungle that you don't want sneaking up on you.
They greeted me back and dropped their nets. They hugged her, rubbed her belly, of course, and touched her breasts. She put the buckets on the ground and touched both of their cocks, and they began stiffening immediately. It was a ritual of sorts and one she not only accepted but enjoyed. The breeding session had turned her body into a vessel needing regular fucking, and the men and their long cocks were more than willing to assist.
The larger my belly became, the more she seemed to prefer being fucked from behind while on her hands and knees. The men seemed to enjoy it, too. They could play with her enlarged breasts and clit and rub her belly while fucking.
She knelt on the ground and began sucking both cocks in turn. It wasn't long before they were hard, and she turned so her ass was to them. She didn't care which one thrust into her pussy, first. She would fuck both happily before they parted. She had learned much from the tribe about fucking, and some things were learned by spur-of-the-moment actions. One being that while she was being fucked near the river, she was sucking on the other cock. Their excitement sometimes caused their cocks to press too far into her mouth and cause her to gag, but it was temporary, and they continued.
When she returned to the village with the water, there would be sly comments among the women, with not-so-sly pointing at her inner thighs glistening with fresh cum leaking from her pussy. It was all good fun in the teasing.
* * * *
Mary's belly was huge, as were Joan and Paula's. They waddled around trying to be helpful, but their large bodies always made it an effort. People freely touched their bodies and especially their huge bellies. The three of them were anxious to be done with it, and the village seemed as anxious for them to deliver. Women fussed over them as the days continued to pass.
The day Mary cramped up hard and water leaked from her pussy, women rushed her to the covered area with mats. Surprisingly, to her, she was not laid on her back but encouraged to squat over a pile of woven cloth. She surrendered everything to the wisdom of the women who knew so much more about living in the primitive ways of the tribe.
Two women supported Mary while another rubbed her lower back, and another rubbed her lower abdomen. The oldest woman, the one who cared for them through their breeding, felt inside Mary's pussy, pushing her fingers deep inside so far her hand spread her pussy hole as she felt for something only she seemed to understand. She nodded to the others and spoke some words. Joan and Paula stood nearby watching, nervous for Mary and anxious because they would be going through the same thing soon themselves.
As her contractions intensified and became so frequent that she sometimes couldn't tell when one ended before the next began, the old woman indicated the baby was close. She had her fingers far inside Mary's pussy and yelled something Mary didn't understand, and all the other women jumped into action. Some holding her tight, others stroking her back and belly. She felt it all happening, the baby moving inside her. She wanted to look, but not in that position and not with the pain overriding every other feeling.
She heard new shouting and exclamations. She only caught that the head was coming. She looked intently between her feet and watched the baby being lowered from inside her to the cloth, where warmed water was used to clean it and the cord cut. The woman was concerned, though. Then, she cried out to the other women. Several had relaxed after the birth, but all jumped back to attend to Mary in the same manner as before. She was confused, then she knew. Twins.
Mary birthed twin girls. Both were healthy, and both had dark skin and wisps of dark hair. Several days later, Joan and Paula gave birth, too. Another girl and a boy. The result of our first breeding was four healthy, dark skinned babies.
They nursed the babies with more help from the women than was possible to use. Every woman wanted to hold the babies, but only the three white women could nurse them. Mary knew, of course, they were not theirs. The babies were a part of the community, and the community would care for and nurture them. But they would always be a part of it.
After a full cycle of the moon, the next breeding sessions began anew. Days and weeks of breeding ended only when it was clear they didn't bleed.
* * * *
After three years in the village, Joan, Paula, and Mary each safely birthed three times each. With Mary's twins in the first, there were ten children making noise and being attended to by an entire village of parents.
Mary was reclined against a pile of mats with her newest at one breast and the one-year-old at the other. Paula and Joan were similarly occupied alongside her. The toddlers were crawling and learning to walk with the aid of multiple men and women doting over them.
She looked at her two friends with a big smile after watching the chaos that children bring, which had been missing from the village for so long.
Quietly, Mary asked, "If you could, would you leave here?"
Paula and Joan shared a look and smiled back at Mary. "Not ever," they said in unison. Mary's feeling exactly. They were intent on repopulating the village for the future. Maybe, hopefully, someday they'd be looking over a multitude of grandchildren. In the meantime, though, they were still young and had many, many more breedings to look forward to.
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CHAPTER 1: THE DECISION
Sue Carter stood at the kitchen sink washing the last of her lunch dishes. She glanced out the window over the sink repeatedly. She had spent much of the morning in the flower beds, and they looked good. The spring and early summer had been good for rain. She thought the entire yard looked especially good this year. Her thoughts returned to why Gerald, her husband of 15 years, couldn't spend more time at home.
She understood Gerald was responsible for sales and customer relations for much of the southern states, but he seemed to be gone far more over the past couple of years than he had ever been before. She knew he hadn't been promoted or given more territory. What was the difference, she wondered. At least he'd be back for the weekend. His plane was due to arrive around 4:30.
After the kitchen was clean, she went upstairs to take a shower. As she climbed the stairs to the master bedroom, she once again wondered why they had purchased such a large house. They didn't have children. Although he refused to be tested, she had been without his knowing, and she had been correct that the issue had to be him. It wasn't the biggest thing, but she was home all alone so much. She had suggested adopting, but he shot that down. Sometimes, she just didn't understand.
After her shower, she stood in the bathroom, wiped the fog off the large mirror over the sinks, and mused. At 41, she was still a good-looking woman. Sometimes, she wondered why she put so much effort into staying in shape, but she did it, hoping to generate more interest from Gerald. As she sometimes did in her frustration, she considered herself critically. Her skin was tanning from being outside in the yard and frequent bike rides down to the city park and along the trail around the lake. Her brunette hair was shoulder-length and still showed no signs of graying. She stood a strong 5' 5", her body was trim and nicely toned for a housewife. Her C-cup breasts were still fairly firm. Again, the likely result of her exercise.
Just then, she heard the doorbell ring downstairs. She checked the clock in the bedroom: 1:40. She wasn't expecting anyone. She grabbed her robe from behind the door and rushed barefoot down the stairs into the foyer. She peeked out the small window in the door and ... Mr. Stevens? Why was Gerald's boss here?
She opened the door. "Mrs. Carter," he said firmly in a definite tone of formality. That added an additional element of confusion and surprised her. It wasn't like he knew her very well, but they had social interactions at past holiday parties and company functions. He wasn't only Gerald's boss but the president of the company.
"Mr. Stevens ... uhm ... Gerald is on a trip and due back in about three hours." Then, as if suddenly realizing a major social fail, "Sorry, Mr. Stevens, come in."
She stepped back as he entered the foyer. He turned toward her as she closed the door. "I didn't come to talk to your husband, Sue." He smiled for the first time, "Sorry for the formality at the door. It isn't like we haven't interacted before. It's just ... is there somewhere we could talk more comfortably?"
She nodded and led him into the family room. The formal living room might have been better suited for his visit, except that she was dressed only in a robe; the family room felt more casual. He looked around the house as if assessing what he was seeing. He settled on the overstuffed sofa, Gerald, like so much for watching the giant flat-screen TV on the other wall. He seemed to be taking it all in.
"You wanted to talk to me?" Sue asked uncertainly.
He nodded, finally giving her his full attention. He was pleased that his memory of the woman was accurate. The robe she wore was soft and fluffy, hadn't reached her knees when standing, and the single tie at the waist hadn't held tightly after rushing through the house for the door. Although she sat primly with knees together on the edge of the easy chair opposite him, it was easy to see she was in good shape. His mind was tempted to add, for her age, but that would have minimized the true effect she gave off.
"I'll just get into it, Sue." That gave her a start. Get into what? It sounded like she was about to get a good dressing down from her boss over some major failing in performance. She didn't work for the company, though.
"We have a problem," he continued. "A major problem regarding Gerald. I felt it was only fair to bring it to you ahead of addressing it with your husband. I know that in a marriage, what affects one also affects the other. The more you understand, the better, I believe."
Now it's 'your husband' rather than Gerald. What could he have done? Then he got into it, and she sat stunned, barely able to hold her focus on what he was laying out to her. Embezzlement. Forensic accounting. Private investigator. Felony crime. $1,311,013. As much as 9 years in prison. Her head felt like it might spin right off her neck and shoulders.
"Mr. Stevens, this ... this can't be true," she muttered in disbelief. "Gerald works so hard. All the travel he does for the company. It can't be true. Couldn't there be some mistake?"
"We'll meet with Gerald, of course. He'll have his chance to explain if there is a mistake on our part. But there isn't a mistake, Sue. Haven't you wondered why his travel became more extensive and frequent?" He looked at her hard. He also couldn't help but notice that her confusion and shock, her distress, had allowed her knees to relax as her distress shifted her attention. He had to fight with himself not to look at the exposed thigh and the increasing cleavage exposure too much. Yes, she was a very attractive middle-aged woman.
"Were you a knowing accomplice to his actions, Sue? If we got a warrant to search the house, would we find recently purchased jewelry?"
Her eyes went wide. "Jewelry? I ... I don't wear much jewelry ... only my ..." and she looked down at her left hand. "Only my wedding ring and diamond." She turned her gaze on him. "Do you know he has been buying jewelry?"
"No," he replied. "But, we do know he has been spending a lot. So, my question again: were you an accomplice?"
She shook her head as the reality settled over her. "No, I ... God, this can't be happening. No, I didn't know anything, I promise."
He rose from the sofa and knelt in front of her. His hand rested on her exposed knee, and he looked into her eyes. "I believe you, Sue. There is no immediate evidence to indicate your complicit involvement. But your husband is in serious trouble. It's a lot of money that will result in a lot of jail time." She stared at him and nodded numbly. "I have two requests for you, Sue. One, don't say anything about this to Gerald. I'll be sending him a text asking for a meeting tomorrow. Saturday is unusual, but I want the meeting to be in private in case our investigation is in fact in error." She nodded. How could she keep something like this to herself? "Then, two, I want you to be prepared in your mind. How much do you love Gerald? And what would you do to keep him out of prison?"
After he left, she leaned against the door, deflated. She found it hard to even consider. How could this be real? There wasn't any question in her mind as to how much she still loved Gerald. She was still fighting against the boredom of middle-aged marriage. But she didn't understand what she could do to help him.
"I got the strangest text after I turned my phone on after landing," Gerald uttered, entering the house and giving Sue a distracted kiss after dropping his carry-on bag.
Sue pulled herself together. She had been reinforcing herself the entire rest of the afternoon for Gerald's arrival. "Text?" she asked as if distracted. "From who?"
"From Jack Stevens," he replied. "I mean, that's kind of weird, anyway. But he wants a meeting tomorrow in the office at 1:00. And, even weirder, he wants you there, too."
"Me?" Sue exclaimed, hoping he didn't notice the energy she used. "Why would he want me there? Do you know what it's about?"
He shook his head as he picked up his bag to go upstairs to unpack. Then he stopped, "There was talk around the office, though, that there might be a reorganization involving some promotions and reassignments. Some people have noticed an increase in private meetings in Stevens's office." He shrugged his shoulders, "Maybe I'm being promoted."
* * * *
Sue thought it was all too insane. Gerald led her into the empty office building with his employee access ID card, as if the unusual meeting had to be something positive. Sue was a wreck. She barely slept, and too much coffee had her wired tight. She almost felt relief that this would be taken off her shoulders, and they could get on with life, or, at least, get on with working out some resolution, certainly an understanding. But, how do you resolve 1.3 million dollars? How could they possibly manage that?
He led her to the elevator and up to the third floor. Down the hallway, they stopped at a partially open door to an office at the far corner of the building. Gerald knocked on the doorjamb, and we received a curt command to enter. That should have been a warning to Gerald, but he had convinced himself of good news.
They sat in adjoining chairs in front of Mr. Stevens's massive desk, which was in front of floor-to-ceiling glass looking out over a groomed grassy space, so much better than parking lots and other buildings that most offices probably had.
Without any easing into the discussion, his words were like a shock-and-awe blitz bombardment. Sue sat in her chair with her hands tightly held in her lap, her knees crossed. Gerald sat stunned, his eyes flitting around the room as if there might be some escape. After a detailed presentation of the evidence against Gerald, Sue felt her husband collapse into himself, becoming completely deflated, a hollow shell of the confident man he had been on the drive to the office. However, he had managed to divert so much money that he suddenly realized he wasn't as clever as he thought.
Mr. Stevens leaned back into his chair and gazed at Gerald, "Did you really think you could get away with it?" Gerald sat too stunned to even reply. "I had your wife come in, too, because it is a bit much to think she wasn't involved, also. I'm not the only one with this information, you know. We haven't gone to the authorities yet, but there are strong feelings that charges should be brought to both of you, and to just let your attorneys try to prove otherwise."
Sue's eyes opened wide in surprise. Her? She'd already assured him she wasn't involved. 1.3 million dollars, though. Even she could see how Mr. Stevens could wonder.
"No, sir, please. Okay, I admit I did it, but Sue had nothing to do with any of this. I promise," Gerald exclaimed. She felt slightly better after his coming to her defense. She couldn't understand how he could have done such a thing, but at least he came to her defense.
Then, there was an open discussion about what happened with the money. Hesitantly, Gerald confessed, pleading for a leniency that even his voice seemed impossible. He had spent most of it on entertainment, personal items, and gambling.
Sue sat rigidly in the chair. Later, she would wonder why the muscles in her hands and arms were so sore. Gerald, on the other hand, was slumped in utter defeat.
The smile Mr. Stevens suddenly displayed took Sue by surprise, and she didn't think the cause of the smile could possibly be good for either of them.
"I have had to negotiate hard for a possible mutually beneficial alternative to your going to trial and prison." He turned to Sue, "You see, my CFO and attorney want to move directly to legal punishment. They want the money and punishment. I saw an alternative, and that was the purpose of my visit to you yesterday, Sue. I remembered you as attractive, and I wanted to validate that assessment."
Gerald turned to Sue, "He talked to you yesterday about this?"
"Easy, Gerald. You are on very thin ice here. You've already said she had nothing to do with this. She might still end up on trial, and only a very good attorney might save her. Even so, the trial will mark her. You definitely will go to jail, and we'll take everything you have in the process. Understand what is at stake here."
Gerald nodded, and Sue saw him sink deeper into absolute defeat, not only to Mr. Stevens but also to his wife.
"You said something about an alternative," Sue took over. Gerald was done. Whatever he was thinking, it was his own anguish.
Mr. Stevens smiled. Perfect, he thought, she was taking over. It depended so much on her, anyway.
"There is, but it comes with a real cost, especially to you, Sue." He let that hang. He watched her consider the statement, and look with utter disappointment at her husband, and finally back at him. He nodded, okay then. "As I said, the CFO and the company attorney want the money and every pound of flesh possible. I suggested an alternative course of action. They were skeptical, but interested. It is fairly outrageous."
Sue dropped her chin to her chest and mumbled to her husband, "You fucking bastard."
"Yes," Mr. Stevens said, and Sue realized her comment wasn't uttered softly enough. "My alternative doesn't work unless you believe you are in danger, too. You could otherwise just say fuck him, and let him go to jail and start over yourself after a divorce."
She breathed deeply and straightened herself. "What is your alternative, Mr. Stevens?"
He smiled. "Since your husband has spent much of the money he took, we will garnish as much as we can from your assets. We'll have to perform an in-depth accounting to determine how much that is. Obviously, there will be quite a sum short of what he took, so we will have you sell your house, cars, etc., and severely downsize how you live. From what I saw of your house, furnishings, and car in the driveway, that could get you closer. There will still be a substantial shortfall, don't you think?"
She turned to Gerald again. "Are you listening to this? We're ruined. If divorcing you helped me ... I might do that, anyway."
"Actually, I don't want you to do that, Mrs. Carter. I like the idea of you remaining married," Mr. Stevens came back with.
She turned back to him. "Why? What difference could it possibly be to you at this point?"
He actually laughed, and that made Sue cringe. This really wasn't good. "Garnishing what we can still leaves a gap, as I already said. Remember the 'pound of flesh' desired? Here is my alternative to ruin and jail: we will garnish half of Gerald's salary each paycheck, and that action still resulting in being short by too much for our patience, the rest will be made up by you, Sue."
"Me? I don't even have a job. What can I do?"
That nasty smile grew, and she could hardly even hold his gaze as his eyes moved over her body. "The normal escort in our area could make $200 to $500 a time." Sue's eyes flew open wide. Was he serious? "Now," he continued casually, "an escort making $500 would have good experience and ... what? ... skill? Would that even be a term for it? I think skill, yes. Anyway, Mrs. Carter, I doubt you have that kind of experience or skill." She felt herself blush. An escort? "I am willing to give you the benefit of the doubt, though, under the circumstances. I'm willing to go somewhere in the middle, let's say $350."
"You expect me to work off a part of the debt by ... by ..."
"By fucking, yes." He stared at her. She could see no give in his expression, no hint of weakness or reluctance in his attitude. "I'm going to point out the obvious. The only way that would be at all appealing is if it were not only willingly provided, but also enthusiastically. However, you might internalize it would be up to you, but you will have to be enthusiastic."
Sue turned to Gerald and shouted, "FUCK YOU! YOU STUPID BASTARD!" Gerald cringed further into his despair.
Mr. Stevens was unmoved and proceeded. "This isn't an open-ended alternative. I need your decision now."
Sue looked up sharply. "Now? Can't I think about it? I mean ... I mean you are talking about me ..."
"Time, no. Exactly what are you going to think about, Mrs. Carter? Fucking me and others, or going to trial and possibly prison. What is there to think about?"
"Others? You mean ..."
He laughed. "Hard to get your head around it all? There is obviously the CFO and the attorney. The reality is that others will become involved. I won't necessarily prostitute you, but I can't wait forever, either. At $350 a time and a man, it will still take a while."
"A while," she sighed, "it could take years."
He nodded. It wasn't lost on her that Gerald had been left behind in the discussion. "I'll give you hope for incentive. Show enthusiasm and increased skill, and we'll negotiate better pricing."
Pricing, she thought, whether he actually prostituted her or not, it was the same thing.
"Mrs. Carter?"
He was looking for her response, her acceptance. He was right. What was there to think about? It might be coercion, it might be non-consensual, but what choice did she have?
She turned to Gerald. "I guess I never really knew you, did I? All those years, and I never knew you. How could I never have seen how weak, yet self-centered, you were?" She turned her attention back to Mr. Stevens. He was still waiting, leaning back in his chair waiting. Finally, resolved against any other hope, she nodded at him. But he continued watching her. She sighed, "I agree, Mr. Stevens. I'll fuck you and the others, as needed. What choice do I have? I want it understood, though. I am not guilty of anything."
He listened to her and finally smiled. Still casually relaxed, "Stand up, Sue." She reluctantly did. "Undress ... completely."
Her mouth opened to object, but she shut it. There was no sense in objecting, in uttering how humiliating it would be to undress in his office and in front of her husband. Undressing was the least of what was to happen to her.
She began unbuttoning her blouse, tugging the tails from her skirt, and slipping it from her shoulders and down her arms. She glanced around for some place to lay it. Screw it, she thought, and dropped the blouse in the lap of her asshole husband. This was his fault, and he just sat there like the weak bastard he apparently was. She opened her skirt clasp and zipper, pushed it over the swell of her hips, and bent to retrieve it at her feet. Next, she pushed her pantyhose down. She sat on the chair to tug it off her feet, but was stopped from adding it to the growing pile on Gerald's lap.
"Give me those," Mr. Stevens uttered with disapproval clearly shown on his face and in his tone. "You will never wear pantyhose. Stockings, only." With that, he tossed them into his waste basket.
She stood again, hoping against hope that he might be satisfied. But he wasn't. And, really, why would he be? She reached behind her back and opened the clasps of her bra, spilling her C-cup, still fairly firm breasts into view. Dropping that, too, onto her husband's lap, she pushed her panties down and off.
Standing before his desk naked, she realized she was holding her breath. What was he going to ask for now? The answer should have been obvious.
"How are you at sucking cock, Sue?" She shrugged as she looked down at Gerald with increasing disdain. She knew what she was agreeing to, but each step to that realization put into action increased the distaste she felt, and not toward Mr. Stevens but toward her husband. Mr. Stevens was taking advantage of a situation that Gerald had put her in.


"Let me be the judge," he said as he indicated for her to come around the desk to him. He raised his hips to lower his slacks. When she rounded his desk, she gasped. She had no idea a cock could be so big, and it was still soft. She would later learn it was 9 inches hard, but that was to follow when she had attained a level of playfulness and comfort.
Already committed, she knelt at his open knees, glanced up at him, and tentatively grasped his soft cock. She stroked it a few times before leaning in to take the head between her lips. She sucked on it, pulled back, and licked down to the base and back up. She didn't know how skilled she was. Her only experience was with Gerald, and she now recognized how small his penis really was. She had sucked Gerald many times to get him hard. Was that a good experience? Was it the same with such a cock as she now held in her hands? Even though she was able to consider such a thing, it surprised her.
She took his cock back into her mouth. She sucked and pressed down on the back of her mouth. Her hand was still wrapped around the shaft, and the head was at the back of her mouth. As it grew in her mouth, it not only lengthened, but it swelled, thickening, too. She soon had a thick, long cock she was both sucking and stroking at the same time.
"Good, Sue," Mr. Stevens said as he encouraged her to stand as he stood with her. He took her face in his hands and kissed her, kissed her hard and passionately. Looking into her eyes, "That was quite good. I think you were actually enjoying it a bit, too." She blushed, not because Gerald was hearing it, but because it was true. There were moments when she was enjoying that cock in her mouth, in her hands, and on her tongue.
He turned her and pressed her over the desk. "I am going to take you for the first time, and I want you to watch your husband. And, Gerald, you better not look away. She's right, you cause this to happen to her."
He nudged her feet, and she spread them wider. She sucked in a breath. God, he's really doing this. This is really happening. He's going to fucke her and in front of Gerald and ... and ... how many more times after that?
She first felt that bulbous head of his cock she had just been sucking as it touched her pussy. A chuckle came from him behind her. "Your pussy is wet, Mrs. Carter. Sucking my cock excited you, I think."
She blushed again as she looked at her pathetic husband. Try as she might have before, Gerald had never aroused her without significant touching and stroking. Here she was with her pussy lubricated and ready simply by sucking this man's cock. Why? His strength and commanding nature? His power over her? Was she really turned on by what was happening to her?
She gasped when the cock pressed against her pussy, parting her lips, and sliding along her pussy, but not entering her. He was toying with her, teasing her arousal with his cock. Gerald's face was turned to her from directly across the desk, but his eyes frequently diverted down before quickly returning. Mr. Stevens apparently noticed, too.
"That's right, Gerald, you better keep watching your wife. You'd better not only accept but appreciate what your wife is doing because it is all on you."
Gerald's eyes settled firmly on me. He looked so pathetic that I almost felt sorry for him. But I didn't. How could I?
"Oh my God," she released as the cock parted her lips and entered her pussy. It was only a few inches, but ... it was so thick. She tried to hold back the sounds. She was being forced, coerced, against her will or intention. She didn't want this, she insisted to herself. The cock moved further inside her, not as a thrust, but as a steady pressure. How much was inside her? How much more did she have to take? It felt like so much, so full, she wasn't really believing the feeling coming from her pussy. She felt the cock recede, pull back, pause, and then thrust this time harder inside. She gasped at the power behind the thrust and the depth of the cock inside her. It happened again, and she groaned as the cock hit her deep inside.
"I think I've hit the top of your pussy, Mrs. Carter." He pulled back and thrust again. Then again and again. "I'll have you taking my length soon, Mrs. Carter."
He was taunting them both by using 'Mrs. Carter'. Reminding the man that his wife was being used, and reminding her that she was a married woman being used by another man.
He slammed into her again, and that time his thighs smacked against her hips, sending an even more powerful bounce to her breasts. He noted the husband glance at them. He wondered if the man had ever fucked her, his wife, with such force and dominance.
He continued fucking her hard and reached underneath her for a breast and nipple. He twisted and pinched the nipple and listened to her moans and gasps. He slammed into her with power, over and over. Her moans increased, and her body began shaking.
"Oh God," she exclaimed, gasping, "oooooo noooooooo ... I can't ... beeeeee ... oooohhhhhh yesssssss ... I ammmmmm." She couldn't believe she was orgasming on this man's cock, this man forcing her to do this. OH ... it felt so good, though.
He not only heard her impending orgasm, but felt it in her pussy, too. When it hit, his cock was washed in her juices, and her pussy spasmed around his cock. Damn, he thought, his only expectation was using her; he never expected she would be so responsive, at least physically. He continued fucking her through her orgasm.
Oh God, she thought, he hasn't cum. That was only her. He's still fucking, and she couldn't believe how her body was reacting. What was wrong with her? He was forcing this, and her body was exploding. One orgasm, and she could still feel herself on the edge for another. How is that possible? Gerald always came quickly, leaving her without relief most times, but he took her to an orgasm and was still going. Damn, what's happening?
How many minutes later, "Oh God ... OH GOD!" she cried out. "Another ... orgasm ... oooooo please nooooooooo." But she did. She orgasmed again. Then she felt him. She felt his cock swell, pulse, and spew cum into her as he thrust before holding himself deep.
She collapsed onto her front on the desktop, gasping for breath. He pulled out of her, and she was surprised that even that felt different as his long cock eased out of her pussy. She looked at Gerald, "Did you enjoy that? Did you enjoy your wife's debasement?" She wasn't sure what the look on his face was: sadness, regret, fear, shame?
"Lick me clean." It was a command. No request or suggestion. A command.
She pushed herself off the desk and stood looking at him for a moment. Her brain was struggling to register everything. Lick him clean? He wanted her to clean his cock with her tongue? He watched as her brain slowly clicked into the proper gear alignment. When it happened, she went back to her knees. She grasped his cock tentatively. It was slick. Their combined climaxes, she knew. Her two orgasms and his cum. She moved closer to press her lips to the shaft and began licking up and back down the 9 inches. Licking back up, she opened her mouth and took the head into her mouth and briefly sucked. She didn't see it, but Mr. Stevens smiled.
He broke her effort and pulled her up to embrace her, kissing her passionately, and pulling her butt against him, his softened cock pressing into her abdomen. He released her and pulled up his shorts and slacks. She misread what was happening and moved to finally retrieve her clothes.
"No, Mrs. Carter, you're not done yet. There are two more men who want to feel what it is they are agreeing to accept as an alternative to legal action."
Holding her panties, she turned to face him. He smiled. "Remember, the CFO and attorney were not easy for me to dissuade from going to the authorities."
Her shoulders slumped, and the panties slipped from her fingers back onto Gerald's lap. He surprisingly flinched when they hit his hand.
"Follow me, Mrs. Carter," Mr. Stevens said as he moved to the door while buckling his belt.
"Out there?" she exclaimed while hesitating.
"Acceptance and enthusiasm, Mrs. Carter. Acceptance and enthusiasm," he said, chuckling.
She hated this. She hated being coerced, being forced, not having a choice. She was quickly hating her husband, too. Resigned, though, she stepped out of the office into the larger space with cubicles, copiers, and space for many people to function during office hours. This, at least, wasn't office hours. He walked along one wall, and she followed. She turned her head, and not seeing her husband, she shouted, "Gerald, get your sorry ass out here." She then continued following Mr. Stevens to what she soon realized was a conference room with two men sitting relaxed. He led her into the conference room, pointed Gerald to a chair in the corner, and casually introduced her as Mrs. Carter as she stood naked before them. The CFO was Chuck Yechout, and the Attorney was Stan Cate.
Mr. Stevens relayed that the decision to accept the alternative to trial and prison was made by her without duress or influence by him, except for the promise of seeking the maximum punishment under the law for both of them, if they refused. The two men checked with each other and nodded.
"You've already fucked her, I presume, given the noise we just heard," Mr. Yechout casually uttered as his eyes roamed over her body.
"Of course," Mr. Stevens replied. "Somebody had to be first." Both men chuckled.
She considered Mr. Stevens. It was awkward for her. No, it was humiliating for her to stand there naked in front of those men as they so casually regarded her and talked about her.
"Our turns, then," Mr. Cate said, the meaning of his simple statement being very clear.
Both of the men stood and opened their slacks. She stood watching, not because she didn't understand, but still in a bit of shock. When she and Gerald came to the office building, she had been an attentive housewife concerned about what her husband might have done. Now, she found herself committed to fucking to help save him and, very possibly, herself from prison. After having fucked the president, these two men still required her body. And, this was only the beginning.
She released a sigh of resignation and moved to her knees in front of these men, too. Their cocks weren't like Mr. Stevens's 9-inch, but they were still much bigger than Gerald's. As she took the new cocks in her hands, her mind processed just how small Gerald's cock was and wondered how she ever found satisfaction from it. Forced into having sex with these men, and the emotional strain that brought, her body had still responded.
She moved closer on her knees, one cock slipping past her parted lips as she gently began sucking on it while she stroked the other cock. After a minute or so, she switched to the other cock with her mouth and started stroking the first cock. She soon found herself in a rhythm, the men assisting by positioning themselves so only her head needed to move from one to the other as the cocks stiffened and her hands assisted.
When one of the men tugged her up, she shook herself from a bit of a zone she had settled into. God, what was happening to her, she wondered. Forced, coerced, blackmailed, all words that could easily describe her situation, and she had gone into a quiet zone while sucking these strange cocks?
She was backed to the edge of the conference table, and she hopped up without a word of direction being uttered. She was sitting at the edge of the table, her legs hanging over, as Mr. Yechout approached between her legs. He spread them even further, gazed down, and smiled. She knew what the smile was about, and she blushed. She suspected that the previous thick cock had left its effect on her pussy, maybe even showing some cum.
The man guided his cock to her pussy. Last time, she had been fucked from behind. This time, she saw the cock as it touched her, and she gasped from the touch, and moaned as it opened her again and slowly entered. She fell back onto the table as the cock penetrated deeper. It stopped, and she looked at him. He pulled back slightly and thrust harder, plunging his cock the remainder of the way inside.
"Fuck," she heard him utter, "she has a nice pussy."
He grasped her at the waist and began aggressively thrusting into her. Her breasts were suddenly being fondled, and she looked to find the other man. He was stroking his cock while mauling her breasts and fingering her nipples. A long moan escaped her open mouth. She wanted to curse herself, but she couldn't deny the orgasm rising within her. Before she even considered it, she found her legs wrapped around his waist as he leaned over her to fuck her more powerfully.
"OH GOD ... OHHHHH ..." she moaned loudly, "what's happening to me? Hmmm ... yessss ... ooohhhhh ..." and she felt a tap on her cheek. She turned to find Mr. Cate's cock tapping her face. Her mouth opened obediently, and she took it in, her lips closing around it as she began sucking. Two cocks. Her simple sexual life was blown away, and she understood she couldn't properly imagine what this new life would include.
Her rising orgasm released her to feel, and she again felt her body responding to a cock like only once before ... when she was just fucked by Mr. Stevens. She exploded in orgasm again. She shouted it out again, gasping her climax on this second new cock.
That cock had no sooner eased out of her pussy when Mr. Cate plunged into her before she considered him. He pulled her to the edge to slam into her even more forcefully. She leaned up to look at the next man to fuck her. That was when she saw her breasts bouncing wildly. Even that stimulated her. She never considered herself much of an exhibitionist. She'd never even had the opportunity or looked for one. But this ... she watched her breasts ... she turned to see Mr. Stevens and Mr. Yechout watching and felt yet another orgasm rising within her. How? She had orgasmed twice with Mr. Stevens and again just moments ago. How could another be within her? She had been lucky to have one with Gerald. Gerald. She craned her head to find him and saw him hunkered in the corner, only a shell of a man now forced to watch his wife being ravaged by these men and seeing her respond physically and vocally.
After another load of cum was dumped into her pussy ... and she orgasmed again ... she had to walk naked through the closed office area again, since her clothes were in the president's office. It wasn't just being naked in the open area, though that would have been enough, but she could feel the cum from the three men leaking from her pussy. Never had she been fucked like that. Never before could she even have imagined being fucked like that. As she reached for her clothes, Mr. Stevens denied her the bra and panties, instead putting them in his desk drawer. While she put on her blouse and skirt, he instructed Gerald to be in his office first thing Monday morning when they would begin determining how much money he owed the company.
Then, Mr. Stevens uttered, "And determine, at least as an estimate, how long your wife might be fucking us." More humiliation.
Finally out of the building and approaching our car in the virtually empty parking lot, Gerald uttered a frustrated, "Did you really have to appear to enjoy that so much?"
Mrs. Carter stopped. He turned when he noticed. She was already moving, her dominant right arm stretched back behind her and quickly moving forward. It was a slap that knocked him off balance. His cheek turned red from the impact, and she glared at him.
"You fucking asshole!" she screamed. "You don't get to complain, much less comment. That was the most humiliating thing ever to happen to me, and it was all your fault. You know I had nothing to do with what you did, but they are holding it over my head, too. I'd divorce you and walk away as you go to jail, Gerald, if I only could. Do you understand? But that's not part of their plan. They want a pussy and mouth to fuck, and that has to be me." She began walking again, but stopped. "You move your stuff into one of the guest rooms as soon as we get back." Then she remembered and threw up her hands. "Damn," she sighed heavily, "we're going to lose the house, too."
Mr. Sevens watched from the front doors of the building and chuckled at the scene being played out. "This will work perfectly," he mused out loud.
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CHAPTER 2: MONDAY
Sunday at the Carter residence had felt like the anticipation of an apocalyptic arrival. Not a word was spoken between husband and wife. Gerald busied himself moving into the smallest guest room, the furthest one from the master bedroom, as demanded by Sue. He spent an absurdly long time arranging the room just to avoid her.
As a result, Sue had the rest of the house to herself. She prepared her meals, but only for herself. She idly flipped through channels on the TV that he would normally be watching for whatever sports event was being televised. Yes, she realized she was doing it to spite him, and she didn't feel bad about doing it. She hadn't realized how tense she was until her phone sang out to her. The screen showed it to be her mother, but only then had she realized that she had already half anticipated a request from Mr. Stevens to meet again. Would he really interrupt their Sunday? She chuckled at the thought. Look at her on Sunday.
The call never came, though. What did that mean? Did it even mean anything? Was it manipulation? Was it a cruel tease for her? Her mind replayed the previous day. How could it not? The humiliation and degradation. She fought with herself, too. She denied herself any thoughts of the orgasms. She even tried convincing herself that they never even happened. Yeah, right.
Monday was no better. She had waited in the bedroom until Gerald left for work. Work. What would happen, then? What would be determined? How bad was their situation? Their situation? Fuck, Gerald. If only. No, she was the one who was being fucked. Literally, fucked. The question, though, was the yet unknown magnitude of how much money was outstanding to be accounted for through downsizing and his wages. Damn, that stupid, self-centered fuck! As much as she wanted to hope, she knew it wasn't reality. The only unknown she really cared about was how long it might appear that she would be the fuck toy for Mr. Stevens to help overcome the deficit.
The call that came mid-afternoon showed it was from Gerald. She almost ignored it, but she didn't, and it was a good thing. He was informing her that Mr. Stevens wanted to meet with the two of them. She was instructed to arrive at the main entry just prior to 4:30, when the doors would still be unlocked. She wasn't supposed to be late.
She had time to consider things. Consider, for instance, why she was being requested for the meeting. Consider why the meeting was late afternoon, just as most people would be leaving for the day. She also had time to consider what she should wear. Showing up in slacks might appear to be an act of defiance, and there was no benefit in that. She understood, even if she didn't like it, that being willing was one aspect of what was expected. Being enthusiastic was made very clear, too.
She showered, fussed over her hair, and added some makeup. She chose her fancy underwear and one of her dresses that ended above the knee. If she had a truly sexy dress like a mini, she might have chosen it. Partly to rub it in to Gerald.
She arrived at the corporate building with 15 minutes to spare. The parking lot was nearly full, and she was forced to park at the back of the lot. She approached the main entrance with 5 minutes to spare after sitting in the car, fussing with herself about what her life was being reduced to. The receptionist looked skeptical about such a late meeting, but she called Mr. Stevens's assistant and was told she would be down to lead her up. She fidgeted the whole time she waited, and blushed when the younger woman greeted her. She was convinced the woman knew exactly what was happening. Silly, really, but her mind was creating all sorts of embarrassing scenarios.
The woman commented, "Your husband arrived about ten minutes ago, Mrs. Carter." She smiled sweetly, "Must be something very important for you to be invited." She didn't know how to respond, so she said nothing, while returning as pleasant a smile as she could muster.
As they approached the office she somehow knew to be Mr. Stevens's, the woman knocked gently on the closed door. She opened it slightly, "Sir, Mrs. Carter is here." She received some kind of unspoken signal and opened the door wider, so Sue could pass inside.
Once Sue was inside, "Thank you, Jennifer. I won't be needing anything more. Have a good evening."
The door closed, and she could hear desk drawers closing just outside, and a chair bumping into the desk there. Mr. Stevens motioned to Gerald, who rose and locked the door. Mr. Stevens then looked directly at Sue. "Mrs. Carter ... please."
Please? Oh, of course. Why else would he want the door locked? She stood from her chair and reached behind her back to unzip the dress. In one smooth motion, she shrugged the dress from her shoulders and down her legs. She stepped out of it and handed it to Gerald, who looked like he was holding something radioactive.
"My dear, very nice," Mr. Stevens said as he openly gazed at her standing in her fanciest bra and panties. "You make it tempting to leave you like that ... but, no."
The man certainly was comfortable with her discomfort. She released her bra and pushed her panties down her legs, which both dropped into Gerald's lap. Mr. Stevens watched the dynamics with interest.
She remained standing when Mr. Stevens commented, "You are a very beautiful woman, Mrs. Carter. I'm going to go out on a limb here and say your dear husband never fully appreciated just how beautiful and amazing you are. I mean ... well, when I was in your pussy, it was really something. You made me cum like I hadn't in a very long time." She noticed Gerald fidgeting. "One other thing," he added quickly as his eyes roamed over her body to her groin, "I want you to be free of hair, except your head, of course. Especially your pubes," he said with a pleasant smile.
"My ... you want me to shave my pubic hair?" she managed to get out.
"Dear, I don't care if you shave or use a cream, just keep it smooth," he smiled.
Mr. Stevens indicated that she could sit. Despite being naked, she demurely crossed her legs. Maybe, especially after the lewd comment about her pussy area.
He then jumped into the investigation of what Gerald stole, what he spent, what the house was worth, the amount of salary they were prepared to garnish, and how much was left over. She sat quietly as Mr. Stevens read the numbers from his laptop, frequently having Gerald verbally agree with the numbers.
Mr. Stevens finally looked up and fixed his gaze on her, "That leaves an outstanding amount of a bit over $400k. Gerald's yearly salary and incentives average a bit over $200k. If the corporation holds back half, that's a contribution of $100k a year to making the corporation whole."
Sue stared back at him. It wasn't defiance or anger or defeat. Her brain was working on the implication. "That would be ... wait, you said at $350 a time and a man ..."
"Dear, dear, Mrs. Carter ..." he smiled at her, "working out what it means for you, aren't you. Saturday, for reference, would be three times, right? Roughly $1,000. If you managed that amount doubled each week, it would be roughly $2,000 a week or $100k a year," he watched her process the numbers and extend the consequence. "That's how the math works. Of course, if you impress me, and I increase your value ..."
She sat stunned at hearing it detailed, and the implication for her was fully sinking in. She was wringing her hands in her lap, and looking down at them only reminded her that she was naked.
"Two years?" she softly uttered, not for response, but as a final recognition. She turned her head to stare at Gerald. "What's wrong with you? You sit there quietly accepting all this. You only lose half your salary. You have a job, but now... I do, too. As a whore!"
"Not that it is much consolation to you, Mrs. Carter, but Gerald is being demoted back to a lowly salesman with a large territory to cover. He will be on the road most of the time, and his actions, expenses, and performance will be scrutinized very carefully. Any failure on his part and this agreement ends. It will be obvious to anyone who knows him or has to associate with him. He won't be trusted. They won't know why it is happening, but that unknown will mark him as someone to be avoided and not trusted, nonetheless."
She looked from Gerald to Mr. Stevens. "That's supposed to mean something to me? That's supposed to offer some feeling of comfort, maybe? That only means if he fucks this up, I become as vulnerable as he will be."
He studied her. She was right, of course. None of this was fair to her. Fair wasn't ever the point, though. He had a feeling about her, and when he had fucked her, that feeling was reinforced. He wanted her anger on Gerald, though, so he let her outburst pass.
"Any questions, Mrs. Carter? Gerald didn't contest any of the numbers or the outcome. Your house will be sold. You will be moving to an apartment you can afford."
"A two-bedroom apartment," she said, pointedly turning toward Gerald again. "He doesn't share the bedroom with me any longer."
Even better, Mr. Stevens thought as he watched the dynamics play out again between them. When Sue had collected herself and returned her attention away from her husband, Mr. Stevens excused Gerald. He quietly rose from his chair, carefully placing her clothes onto the chair he had just vacated while avoiding looking at his wife, and left the office. Mr. Stevens followed the sunken and defeated man to the door and relocked it. With the click of the lock on the door, Sue flinched.
He returned but settled against the edge of the desk in front of her. She looked up at him. "I thought I knew him ... 15 years ..." He just quietly watched her. He wasn't cruel; he felt sorry for her. This was an opportunity for him, though. He had a feeling about this, no matter how it looked now. "Saturday," she began haltingly, "I ... after the first years ... for a long time now ... I thought I was lucky to make love once a month." He tried to read her eyes. He wondered if she even knew what she was trying to express. Her gaze shifted. "You're going to fuck me again, aren't you? That's why you sent Gerald away. You don't need him anymore. You've humiliated him, and now it is between you and me." She sat up straighter. "How do you want to fuck me?"
He smiled despite himself. She wasn't conceding completely, but the door was opening. She was a strong woman, undoubtedly the truly strong one of the two, even if he was the one who worked. Without speaking, he turned the chair Gerald had been sitting in to face her, opened his slacks to expose his long cock, and sat down.
She sighed as she slid off her chair to her knees between his. She grasped his soft cock for only the second time and began licking the length of it. She already felt it reacting to her fingers and tongue. She brought the head to her lips and surprised even herself when she gave it a kiss. She blushed and quickly took the head into her mouth. She sucked and stroked his cock. She felt it grow in her fingers and mouth. Her tongue swirled around it as she sucked. For a moment, she was lost in the moment, her fingers tracing up and down on the portion of the shaft outside her mouth as she sucked with intention and effort.
His touch broke her trance, and she looked up, her fingers still lightly stroking his now hard cock. He had her stand, turned her around with his hands on her hips, and guided her back to him, her legs forced outside his legs. He was going to have her sit on his cock backwards, she realized. Despite herself, she was curious.
"Take my cock, penetrate yourself, and fuck me," he calmly said. It was a statement, a direction, but it was more of guidance than dominant commanding.
She leaned forward, her right hand between her legs, seeking his hard cock. She raised it and moved her body over it. She was wet again, she mused. She could feel her pussy easily open to the touch of his cock. Her body was betraying how she should be feeling about what was happening. She didn't understand, but her hands and her hips aligned the cock head to her hole, and she gasped as she lowered herself barely over it, the head parting her lip and penetrating just inside her.
With the cock just inside her pussy, she re-positioned her hands on his knees to brace herself. She eased her body down, the cock sliding into her wet and ready pussy. The memory returned without being sought. The feeling and memory of her pussy being filled, opened wider and deeper as she controlled how it slid inside her. She stopped, gasping already. She raised up an inch and pressed down more firmly. The feeling of fullness. As if it was consuming her from the inside, and taking over her body.
He had intended to let her do it all, to know her willingness. The feel of her tight pussy, though, was taking too long. He grasped her hips and tugged her down.
"OH FUCK," she exclaimed. She sat on his thighs, his cock fully in her. She could feel her pussy tighten around the sudden and complete invasion. "Oh God ... Oh God ... Oh God help me," she uttered. What was happening to her? She never used 'fuck'. She never felt so ... so consumed by a cock. She never felt these sensations. Besides ... besides Saturday.
"Fuck me, Mrs. Carter. I can feel your pussy squeezing around me. You want this, despite yourself. You want those orgasms, I can feel it," he said to her like some new mantra. "Fuck me. Let your pussy feel me, squeeze me. Orgasms. The orgasms you want."
God, yes, her mind repeated. Yes, she wanted to feel the orgasms again. The wonderful, amazing orgasms that nearly blew her mind. She raised up, careful not to go too far, feeling the bulbous head just inside her, took a breath, and plunged back down. She heard his groan, and she smiled despite herself. She had never fucked like this, this position, or her doing all the fucking. She was fucking him. She felt his thick, long cock inside her pussy, and she wanted to feel it all. Her pussy clenched, and she wondered where even that physical response came from, but she didn't want to think too hard. She wanted to feel, not think, not think about who she was fucking, just feel her body's response.
She slammed down, and her entire body froze. It seemed that every muscle spasmed as the orgasm crashed over her. Her pussy spasmed around his cock, her body shivered and quaked. Beneath her, he thrust up into her as best he could. The orgasm flowed and flowed as she was bent over, her arms barely holding her.
He hadn't cum, she realized. That was only her. Then, he was moving her, pressing her up, but his cock was still inside her. He pressed her over the desktop and continued fucking her with powerful thrusts. She allowed herself to collapse, the side of her face against the desk, her breasts flattened beneath her as he fucked her harder and faster. He grunted in effort, and she mumbled sounds and things that didn't mean anything. Another orgasm was rising within her. How ... how does this happen? When she felt his cock erupt inside her, her second orgasm hit her.
He stayed inside her as he leaned over her, his lips near her ear as he nuzzled close through her long hair. "I love your body. I love your pussy. You make me cum so hard. And ... I love the feel of your orgasms on my cock."
She moaned and shivered underneath him. Just his words aroused her even after two orgasms.
When he pulled his cock from her cum-filled pussy, her moan was the loss of feeling it inside her. It wasn't right, she knew. It was what she felt, though.
He moved back behind his desk, his slacks pulled up. She wearily pushed herself erect and faced him. She could feel the flushed glow over her chest, her hard nipples standing proudly as if representing her responsiveness to being fucked. Her pussy felt slick, and she knew it was leaking his cum and her orgasmic juices. She met his eyes and waited. He spoke first.
He pointed to the opposite wall, "In the center set of cabinet doors are glasses and liquor. Pour us two bourbons."
She turned, found his reference, and walked across the spacious office. She was well aware that he was watching her as she did his bidding naked. She wasn't a hard-bodied young woman. She knew she was a mature woman with a few more curves, but she was still in shape. She felt her hips roll as she walked, and even hoped she wasn't doing anything to make that more pronounced. She was being forced; she didn't need to encourage him. She also felt her breasts bounce and jiggle a bit with each step, though he wouldn't see. At least, not until she returned to him.
She took down two cut-crystal glasses and admired the look and feel of them. The advantages of so much money, she thought to herself. Perusing the selection of liquor, she spotted the bourbon, a Jim Beam Lineage. She poured some into each glass and turned. Mr. Stevens had moved, now sitting at a small seating grouping of a love seat and two chairs. As she moved to his new location, he patted the space next to him on the love seat.
He held his glass up toward her. She did the same and clinked their glasses. She sipped the liquor and raised her eyebrows. He smiled. She didn't know much about fine liquor, but he seemed to.
"What are we toasting, sir?" she asked, her eyes diverted and focused on her glass. Sitting naked next to him, even if they had just fucked, was ... unnerving.
"You, Mrs. Carter."
She turned her head in surprise, "Me? Why me?"
"I feel something significant is going to come out of this ordeal," he simply said.
She considered him and the words. His face and attitude were merely pleasant without threat, dominance, or control. He held his glass casually at his lap as he watched her. But he was watching her expression, not fixated on her naked body. At least, at the moment.
"You think something positive might come from this?" She had her doubts, and it was reflected in her response.
"I do. I'm not sure exactly how, but I feel there will be growth for you, growth away from your husband, and a more interesting and diverse life to follow." He paused, "You are a much stronger woman than your life with him would indicate, Mrs. Carter."
"Sir, I know you are the one with the control here. I don't mean the company, I mean me." He allowed a small smile. "May I make a small request?" He tilted his head in consideration. She was proving his point about her strength. She had no control over any part of this, nothing to negotiate with, but she pursued a request regardless. He was curious. He nodded. "Could you call me Sue rather than Mrs. Carter?" She watched him. She didn't see an immediate rejection, so she continued. "I suppose there might be an erotic appeal to reminding me that I am a married woman who you can fuck. It isn't that I don't want to be reminded about that, but that I don't want to be reminded any more than I have to that I am married to him."
He smiled, "I'll agree to that on one condition." She raised her eyebrows. "You take the lead and fuck me two more times tonight."
She considered him, then looked down at the drink in her hand at her lap. Of course, what she also saw was her nudity next to him. Fucking was what she was now. Did it really matter if he just used her or if she encouraged it? She held up her glass and, this time, he clinked hers.
He raised his arm, and she saw the intent. Relax and flow with it. She wiggled closer to him and leaned back, his arm encircling her neck, the hand draping over her onto her breast. She sighed as she fully leaned into him. His fingers began toying with her nipple. They sipped their drinks, and with his prodding, she found herself discussing what was happening to her. He probed, and she began opening up. Yes, the orgasms had been amazing. No, Gerald had never come close. She blushed profusely when she admitted to really liking the feel of his cock in her hands, mouth, and pussy.


She leaned forward to place her nearly empty glass on the coffee table as his hand slipped from her breast. She turned as she got to her knees before him. She looked up at him shyly. She undid his slacks and grabbed his cock.
"I never thought a cock could be so big," she mumbled as her lips came into contact with it, her lips kissing the length before she started licking up and down.
"There are bigger," he uttered with a sigh as she tended to his cock.
"I don't believe it," she replied before taking the head into her mouth for a suck. Pulling her mouth off, "You touched me so deeply, the width fills me so fully. I can't imagine anything bigger."
Some day, he thought, he'd arrange such a fucking for her. Some day, she'd deserve whatever he might want to provide her.
Such thoughts and her lips and mouth produced a hard cock in quick order. He touched her cheek. She took her mouth off his cock, but her fingers continued to stroke it as she looked up at him. She rose enough to kneel on the sofa seat on each side of his thighs, wiggling forward until his cock pressed on her pussy. She looked him in the eyes and seemed to make a decision. She lowered her lips to his and kissed him, and her pussy began to slide over his hard cock.
She stopped and reached underneath for his cock. He had told her to fuck him like this, but reverse. This was her decision. She felt the cock head at her opening and pressed down. She gasped and stopped when the cock just entered her. Her breathing was already faster. She kissed him again and pressed her hips down more, groaning into his mouth. It couldn't be much more than the head and a couple of inches, but it felt like it was already filling her, stretching her.
She pressed down a bit more with another gasp and groan, "Oh ... your ... cock ... big ..."
His fingers took each of her hard nipples and held them as she moved up and down slowly, each movement pulling on her nipples. Her mouth opened, she sighed and gasped, the feeling of her pussy filled, and her nipples pinched and pulled. She looked down as she rose and saw her nipples pulled away, distending the flesh from her breast.
"Fuck ... oooooo ... sir ... I ... never use ... words like that ... so big ... so ... good."
Her eyes were closed as her head lulled back, and her movements increased, rising and dropping on the cock that filled her pussy. She felt the fullness of his cock before, but this time ... now ... why did she feel it so intensely? Initiating it? Wanting it? She did, she realized. She shouldn't. She was being coerced; she should hate it. She didn't, though. A cock inside her never felt like this before.
She began almost bouncing on the cock, and he released her nipples, his hands on her hips to provide a bit more force to her fucking, pulling her down as she moved. He released her hips to take hold of her bouncing breasts. She moaned as he squeezed, then took a nipple between his lips and sucking.
She hit her clit on his pelvic bone, and she moaned loudly. She shifted her angle going down and hit it again. She began shifting her hips forward and back, the cock moving inside her, but her clit rubbing on his pelvis.
"OH FUCK ... I'M ..."
"Don't stop fucking me," he said strongly enough to penetrate her aroused brain. "Don't stop fucking me."
Don't stop ... don't stop, she chanted to herself silently. It seemed her entire body shook, froze, and began moving again as she willed herself to continue fucking up and down despite her entire body seeming to quake and shiver in orgasm. She felt her pussy spasm and clench around the cock.
"God ... sir ... how do you ... not cum ..." she muttered as her body shook, but continued moving on him.
"I will," he replied with his own gasping moans.
"Yes, please ... yes, sir ... cum ... I want ... your cum." Her mind only barely grasped what she was saying, but she seemed to thrust down even harder as she uttered it.
After he came shortly after, her pussy never stopped its orgasmic spasming. She fell onto him, smothering him with kisses before collapsing into his shoulder and neck while she gasped for breath. She moved her pussy in small, very small movements just to continue feeling his cock inside her. She squeezed her pussy around it and sighed contentedly.
She finally pushed off the back of the sofa and sat erect on his cock. She looked down at him and considered what was buzzing in her mind. "Do you mind if I kiss you, sir?"
He chuckled, "Why would I mind?"
"You want to fuck me." She said it calmly but deliberately. "That could be different than wanting intimacy."
He shook his head with a small movement. "I want you. I want everything there is to have."
She considered that. She considered him. She leaned forward and kissed him again. He smiled, grasped a breast, and kissed the nipple. She smiled. She slowly raised herself on her knees, his cock pulling from her clenching pussy until it fell against his abdomen with a soft, wet smack. Her hands on his hips for balance, she wiggled back to stand. Without thought, her hand rose to fondle a breast.
"Another drink, sir?" He nodded with a smile.
She turned and took a couple of steps when she heard his voice call to her. "Sue." She stopped and turned. She smiled at the use of her name after only one more fuck. "Tell me," he said as he shifted on the sofa to be more erect and began removing his shirt. She looked at him, confused. "Tell me what you felt that time. It was different that time, wasn't it?"
She took a single step closer to him, one hand at her breast and the other at her freshly fucked groin. "It ... feeling you inside me ... with my control, my intentional squeezing around you ... it being my action ... I ... I couldn't understand why the orgasm should be more intense, but it was." She stared at him. What was happening? "It wasn't you fucking me, using me, taking from me what you shouldn't have the right to have. It was ... it was different." Again, she paused. "I wanted you to cum. I wanted to make you cum. I wanted to feel it, to cause it, and to own it through my action."
He nodded. He looked satisfied with the description. That made her smile. She turned for the open cabinet with the two empty glasses to be refilled. It was true, she thought. That was how she felt. She had wanted that to happen. She took the initiative, as he wanted, and she fucked him to climax. She paused in pouring, her hand moving to her pubic hair. I need to shave it like he wants it, she softly muttered with a pleased smile. Two loads of his cum. In his office. She had heard the cleaning people outside the office, but the door was locked. She simply stifled her moans as best as she could.
With refilled glasses, she again approached the sofa. Mr. Stevens was naked fully, now. She was pleased. His body was appealing, a head taller than her, trim with defined muscles, and his limp cock lying on his thigh as if waiting for attention. She handed him his glass and settled very close next to him, their thighs pressed together, she leaning against him as his free hand draped over her shoulder, the hand casually cupping her breast. He called her Sue. She called him Mr. Stevens. She sighed at the feeling of his fingers on her breast as she sipped the liquid that was so powerful, yet smooth. It was right, she realized. He was the control, so Mr. Stevens was appropriate.
She held her glass up. He touched his to it. "What are we toasting?" he asked in a reversal of the previous time.
"Our next fuck, sir," she said. "But ... I will need your assistance. I am running out of positions to fuck. You don't mind helping me, sir ... please?"
His hand shifted to turn her face to him, and he kissed her passionately. Her free hand searched for his limp cock. Finding it, she began lightly stroking it. Even after the kiss, while casually sipping the drinks and easy talking, she stroked his cock. When it was hard, she waited until they both finished their drinks. Only then did she release his cock to kneel on the coffee table and wiggle her butt at him. She thought of that herself.
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CHAPTER 3: AT HOME ENTERTAINMENT
The house went on the market almost immediately. Mr. Stevens suggested an apartment complex on the west side of town. She would learn later that Mr. Stevens lived further west, putting her between the office and his home.
True to her word, they moved into a two-bedroom apartment, and Gerald was relegated to the smaller bedroom of the two. Sue continued to avoid Gerald as much as she could. His demoted position required him to travel much more than ever before, and that suited her just fine.
One night, after a day in the office, Gerald came home sullen with a message from Mr. Stevens. "He has a business dinner downtown tonight. He wanted me to let you know he intends to see you afterwards. He thinks it will be between 8:00 and 8:30." He stared at her after delivering the message.
She nodded. Without a verbal reply, she turned and went to her bedroom. She closed the door and stood before the mirror. She was dressed casually for a day without commitments. "He's coming here to have you," she muttered to herself. "What should you wear? Shower first. No stumble. You have to be smooth for him." She looked into her reflected eyes. "You're excited, aren't you? What's happening to you? It's only been four weeks since all this started, and now it excites you?"
She smiled at her reflection. It seems to be true. Shower and shave your pussy, she continued to muse. Then decide what to wear.
At 8:21, she heard the apartment doorbell chime. She looked at herself one last time, nodded to her reflection, and giggled. "You're terrible, you know that?"
She heard the door open and close, then muted male voices. She opened the bedroom door and walked down the short hallway. As she left the hallway in the living area, Gerald gasped at seeing her. Mr. Stevens smiled and held out his arms as she walked into them. He embraced her as she held his face for a long kiss.
"How was your dinner, sir?" she asked casually.
"Fine, but I was distracted the entire time. Seeing you now, my desire to see you was validated." His hand stroked down her bare back to her butt. "I love the outfit." His other hand stroked over her breast to her shaved pussy. She giggled. She had finally decided the perfect way to be dressed was not to be dressed. She greeted him in only stockings and heels.
Gerald stood agape, watching her and the president of the company being so casual about the sexuality that they all knew was to follow his arrival.
Sue took Mr. Steven's hand and led him toward the hallway, but stopped. "Can I get you a drink, sir?"
"No, thank you, Sue. All I want is you." After he said it, he glanced back at Gerald.
Sue closed the door behind him and began unbuttoning his shirt. "The bed is turned down," he commented.
"Of course, sir. I assumed you weren't stopping here to talk. Please don't tell me I greeted you virtually naked, and you hadn't been intending to fuck me."
He laughed as he assisted her in removing his clothes. "No, Sue, I definitely wanted to fuck you. I apologize for being so busy lately."
"You're a busy man, sir."
"Yes, well, it's causing you to fall behind in your goals."
She had his slacks open, and she moved to her knees to remove them. She kissed his hanging cock in front of her face. She looked up at him as she took it into her hands. "Sir, the idea of being fucked five or six times a week to match Gerald's salary garnishment was silly from the beginning. That's only happened once, and that was you and your partners at the beginning of all this."
She took his cock into her mouth and felt it respond immediately. She would have smiled except for her mouth being filled with thick cock. Even as she sucked his cock, her mind worked over his words. Yes, he had teased her at the beginning that being fucked five or six times a week would match Gerald's $100k salary garnishment, and that would end all this in about two years. It quickly settled into her mind that whether the length of time was two or two and a half or three years, it was a long time to be fuck toy.
That first week had been six times, but the other two men hadn't continued with the same commitment. Sure, they still fucked her, but it was a much more occasional happening. Mr. Stevens was the main man taking charge of using her, and his schedule or availability was subject to everything else that was in his life. The past couple of weeks, she had only been fucked a few times each week. She had begun to wonder when Mr. Stevens would ask for her again. Now he had, and she had gone out of her way to be appealing to him. It hadn't been lost on her how she had felt getting ready for him to arrive.
His cock had become hard quickly, yet she remained on her knees, stroking, licking, kissing, and sucking the thick, long cock. She felt a slight tug, and she released his cock and kissed her way up his bare stomach and chest to his lips.
She pressed her pelvis into his hard cock and sighed into his mouth, "I'm yours, sir. I want to feel you inside me. How do you want to fuck me?" The words came from her mouth with more clarity and conviction than she had ever consciously admitted to herself. She shivered as she held him tightly, her pelvis grinding against the hardness of his cock, and her eyes beseeching him.
His only response was to smile gently, grasp her under the arms, and heft her into the air. She gasped at the move and flung her arms and legs around him. He turned her, pressed her against the closed door as she felt his cock moving over her spread pussy.
"Ohhhhh God," she uttered as he slackened his hold of her, and she sank down over his hardness. It was awkward, but the feel of his cock plunging into her in that position was amazing. He was fit and strong, but not massively strong, and holding her there took effort. She tried to aid him, but the effort of thrusting into her was halting. She was banged into the door, which shook against its frame with each thrust.
He soon turned and quickly moved to the bed, where he nearly dropped her, his cock sliding from her pussy. She looked up at him and giggled. He laughed with some embarrassment. She crawled backwards to be more centered on the bed, and he followed, his eyes shifting from her open pussy to her bouncing breasts, and to her smiling face.
"More awkward than I thought it would be," he chuckled.
She reached out to grasp him around the neck to pull him into a kiss that had him sliding his cock back into her open pussy. They both moaned at being connected, again. She looked up into his eyes as he began fucking her with strong thrusts. She wrapped her legs around his waist and raised her hips to receive his thrusts. Her breasts shook and bounced with each thrust as she gasped and moaned in increasing pleasure.
He pulled his cock back and held it just barely inside her clasping pussy. She looked into his eyes, pleading, and he thrust powerfully back in, his cock hitting her deep inside, and her pussy clenching tightly around his cock.
"OH FUCK!" she exclaimed. "Oh God ... yeesss ... your cock ... FUCK ME!"
He stopped again deep inside her. She opened her eyes to find him gazing into hers. "Please," she moaned.
He smiled. "I like this new you, Sue," he softly said as he slowly pulled his cock back. It felt so teasing when he moved it so slowly. She scrunched her eyebrows in need, but also in questioning. "I like this verbal you. Your use of those words is exciting, like you are finding release from who you were before, and to who you are becoming now."
His words sounded jumbled in her head. She desperately wanted his cock to be thrusting into her again. At the same time, she understood. She was changing. At the moment, though, the biggest change was that she needed to be fucked.
"Fuck me, please ... use me, sir ... fuck me ... please, I need to ... feel your cock cum," she gasped and pleaded.
He smiled and thrust hard. He raised his hips, inched his weight slightly forward, and continued thrusting. She moaned and groaned, gasping at the power of his thrust. She tried kissing him, but she was gasping for breath too much, so she let her head fall back and feel him ravage her.
She orgasmed, her body shaking, and her pussy spasming around his cock. Still, he fucked her. How did he do that? She gripped the bed sheets in her fists as he plunged into her, her orgasm rolling over her again and again until she felt his cock stiffen impossibly more, his body reaching a higher feeling of urgency until he spewed his climax into her still spasming pussy.
He fell on top of her, and she wrapped her legs and arms around him, her body still shivering and quaking, her pussy spasming around his still leaking cock, while she gasped for breath, his own gasps blowing into her hair.
He soon rolled them over, and she lay her head on his shoulder. "Oh, sir ..." she gasped, "... I guess I needed that," she giggled.
"I know I needed it," he replied. "That's why ... I had to see you again. Do you mind ... that I came to your home?"
She raised her head and kissed him. Looking into his eyes, "It should be humiliating that you feel you can come to my home to use me. That's what this is about, right? You  use me as punishment for what Gerald did. I know he was humiliated by the way I greeted you, so there's that." She paused, "This is how things are now, sir. You can use me. It is what I agreed to."
"I want to fuck you again," he uttered with a kiss.
"Not for some quota reason, sir. That was a false idea. I don't want you to feel you have to maintain some frequency of using me. Use me for your needs."
"Even if it means this taking longer?"
"It is what it is, sir. I agreed to be your fuck toy until Gerald's punishment is complete. Two years or three years ..."
"It's not fair, is it?" he asked.
She shook her head, "No, sir, it isn't. I hate him. I can't stand to look at him. He did this to me. He caused me to be a fuck toy."
His cock was still inside her. She periodically wiggled and clenched her pussy to feel his cock inside her pussy. It was an unconscious action. He kissed her, and she returned it.
"A fuck toy, huh?" he repeated.
She saw it in his eyes, and she smiled as she clenched his cock again. "Will you fuck your toy again, sir?"
"All you have to do is get me hard again."
"Not a problem, sir," she said as she pulled off his cock, even as she felt it begin to respond in anticipation.
She shifted onto her knees and began licking and sucking his cock, which came to renewed life quickly. Yes, he likes using her. When, she wondered, would she be able to admit she liked being used by him?
After another glorious fuck, she helped him dress and accompanied him back to the door. She remained naked, of course, though her stockings were askew, and she was without the heels. She relished the feel of her messy pussy leaking the fluids of their fucking. She gave Mr. Stevens a final kiss at the door and leaned against the closed door with a sigh.
Gerald was standing watching. "In our apartment?" he accused her.
"Fuck you," she responded. "This is happening to me because of you."
He sneered, "It doesn't look like you mind much. Greeting him naked, and kissing him goodbye."
She walked up to him and poked her finger into his chest. "What I should do is divorce you, and take my chances with the authorities. We both know I had nothing to do with what you did. I should just get you sent to jail and be done with being a fuck toy."
"You ... you can't do that."
She started walking away, "Then shut the fuck up!"
A couple of nights later, Gerald was out of town. The other two company executives who were in on her situation called. They obviously knew Gerald would be gone. She was waiting calmly for the two men to arrive after work. She was naked when the apartment doorbell chimed.
"Gentlemen," she greeted each after opening the door. Both men touched her breasts when she pressed in for a welcoming kiss. "Would you like the bedroom, sirs?"
"No," Mr. Yechout replied. "We don't have much time, actually. Our families will be waiting." Ah, she thought. That's the reason Mr. Stevens has been using her more.
"Not to be too crude," Mr. Cate added, "we'll just fuck you quick right here."
"Can I suck you hard?" she uttered, feeling disappointment.
"Not really necessary, but thank you. Just thinking about you has me hard," Mr. Cate said as he opened his slacks to expose his hard 6-inch cock. He pressed her against the kitchen counter, and she spread her feet widely to open herself to him. She quickly felt his cock pressing into her pussy. "Damn, woman," he uttered as he pressed as far as he could, "you're so wet and warm."
"Of course, sir," she uttered in reply, "you know I am here for you three men."
She felt Mr. Yechout's cock at her cheek. She opened her mouth and took it inside as he asked, "What about your husband?"
She pulled her mouth off his cock only briefly enough to utter, "If he ever tries to poke his measly penis near me, I might cut it off."
The men laughed, but the thought of Gerald presented to her dampened what stimulation she had immediately felt upon being penetrated. She pushed her asshole husband from her mind and pressed her butt back to meet Mr. Cate's thrust as she took the other cock back into her mouth. She only achieved a single orgasm in the two fucks, and she blamed the intrusion of her husband's name for it.
A couple of days later, she had just returned from the grocery store and was lugging a bag full to the main building door when she heard, "Sue, let me help you."
She turned, surprised to find Mr. Stevens reaching for the grocery bag. "Sir, what ...?"
"I was taking the afternoon off to relax from a trying past few days. As I was driving, I thought ... well, what better way to leave those issues behind than you."
She smiled broadly and allowed him to take the bag. She unlocked the main door and led the way to the elevator. Inside, she turned to press the 4th floor button. Standing behind her, he shifted the bag to one arm as he reached around her to grasp a breast over her t-shirt and bra. She eased back against him, enjoying the touch. His hand stroked over her stomach to the waist of her shorts, but the elevator ride was too short.
She turned around to kiss him as the ding announced arrival at her floor. She led the way to the apartment, opened the door, took the groceries back, and placed the bag onto the kitchen counter. She quickly dug inside the bag to put a couple of things into the refrigerator and turned to him.
She pulled her t-shirt up over her head, released her bra, as she pried her sandals off, and pushed her shorts and panties to the floor. He was already unbuttoning his shirt, so she began with his shoes and slacks. His cock was at face level as she assisted him out of his slacks. She turned her face and kissed the shaft, seeing it reflex at her touch. She took it in her fingers to stroke as she kissed the head and took it between her lips. She suck and kissed and swirled her tongue around it before plunging her mouth over it. His cock jerked in response.
"Oh fuck," he gasped, "your mouth ... feels so good."
She strained her eyes up at him as she continued to suck. His cock was more than hard enough; she considered taking his climax in her mouth. It would be a first, she realized, because she couldn't think of a first time. She'd certainly licked his cock clean enough to know she liked the taste. It wasn't to be, though. She felt that gentle tug.
As she stood, she continued stroking his hardened cock. "The bedroom, sir?"
He shook his head, "Maybe later. I don't want to just fuck you today, Sue. I want to enjoy you. Over and over."
She smiled at that. She would be well fucked today, and clearly not to meet a quota, but for his enjoyment. She no longer thought of how many fucks she was given; she had transitioned to only thinking about being fucked again.
She led him into the small living area and sat him on the sofa. She crawled over his legs, reached underneath, and sat over his cock. He immediately took her breasts into his hands and shifted his fingers to her aroused nipples as she began rising and falling over his cock, her pussy clenching around it, too.
"You like being fucked, don't you?" he asked as he toyed with her nipples and looked into her eyes.
She watched him as she fucked on his cock. "I shouldn't, should I?" she uttered as she continued moving on his cock. "I was put into this position of being fucked, coerced into being fucked. I should resent it even if I comply, shouldn't I?" He didn't respond, and she didn't need him to. "Yes, you are right, though. I enjoy you fucking me. The other two are absent in all this for the most part." She bit her lower lip as her arousal rose. Admitting all this was arousing in itself. "I should resent you, sir." She leaned forward and kissed him hard on the lips, her pussy never slowing on his cock, in fact, moving faster and faster. "I resent 'him' still, maybe even more. Not you, though. I feel terrible, sir. I should resent you for fucking me, but instead I want you to fuck me. I don't understand it. After a month, I'm yours. You already had me, sir, but now it is without the feeling of coercion." She thrust down on him harder and faster. "I want your cum. Please. Fill me with your cum!"
It didn't take much more. For maybe the first time, she didn't orgasm first. They did it together.
She pressed her breasts into his chest while kissing him and milking the last of the cum from his cock with her pussy muscles.
"What I said, sir, what I confessed, has been on my mind. I am yours, however you want me. Not forced, any longer. I'm yours. Use me whenever you desire. Here with him, here or not. At your office, a hotel, or anywhere." She shook her head. "I don't understand what happened, sir, but it happened. The feeling of coercion, of 'having' to fuck has been overridden by 'wanting' to be fucked." She stared at him, "Say something, sir."
He smiled. He realized he was still hard. "Take me to your bed. I'm going to fuck you this time." She smiled, and as she began rising off him, she too realized he was still hard.
On the bed, her legs spread wide, he thrust his cock into her gaping, cum-filled pussy. She groaned at the powerful penetration. He held his cock deep in her pussy, deeper than any other cock had ever been but his. "What will you do for me?" he asked as he slowly pulled his cock back to the opening. Her mouth opened as it neared her opening. She actually feared it might leave entirely.
She quickly wrapped her ankles around his hips to try to hold me, but also spoke the words that mattered. "Anything, sir. I will do anything you desire. Tell me what you desire, and I will do it." He thrust back into her harder than the previous time. "OH FUCCKKKK ... YESSSSS!" she cried out. "FUCK ME ... PLEASE SIR ... FUCK MEEEE!"
That's what he did, nearly pulverizing her pussy in his own desperate need for release again.
After their mutual release, he cuddled her, stroking her breasts and cum-filled pussy. His touch to her engorged clit caused a gasp or moan each time. She was still highly aroused. What had happened, he pondered to himself. How had this happened? His only intent was to wield punishment on the man by using his wife. He had wanted to humiliate and degrade the man. His wife, though, Sue, had changed that. Well, not the part of degrading the man, but how the wife could be used. A commitment of sorts had become expected. He had put a monetary value on using her. Even she had now negated the value of that. What he had now wasn't a form of abuse on her, but something of real value. Something was happening with her, something from her.
After a bit of time for recovery, she took him back to the kitchen, where he sat at the small table. She busied herself making eggs, toast, and cut fruit. A simple meal to regain some energy. They both remained naked, and he watched move around the small kitchen. She looked happy and sounded happy when asked simple questions about how he liked his eggs or the kind of jam he liked.


As they ate, he continued to watch her as she chatted about nothing really important: things she saw on the news, a new movie, or simply doing things in the city park like walking and watching the sailboats on the lake. He couldn't help smiling.
"What?" she asked, suddenly embarrassed at her rambling.
"I don't know what to think about you."
"Think about this," she said, giggling as she stood reaching for him. He accepted her hand and was tugged to turn on the chair where she knelt before him. She took his cock into her mouth. No kissing or licking, but right into her mouth. She sucked voraciously on it as she stroked the shaft below her mouth with her fingertips. He found himself quickly hard, hard for the third time.
She released his hard cock from her mouth and stood before him, bending over the kitchen table, wiggling her ass, tempting him. It wasn't a temptation he was likely to reject. For the third time since arriving, he was in her pussy and fucking. He leaned over her and grabbed her bouncing breasts. He clutched them like handles to fuck into her, his thrusts and pulling her back to meet his thrusts. Their climax was surprising. Three times. He'd used his power and money to attract a lot of women into his bed, much younger than her. What was he to make of this woman he had only intended to use, but had begun to make such an impact on him?
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CHAPTER 4: FREELY GIVEN
Sue Carter arrived at the reception desk precisely at 4:20 as stated by Mr. Stevens. She was surprised to find Jennifer, Mr. Stevens' assistant, waiting there.
"Mrs. Carter," Jennifer greeted her as warmly as usual.
"Please call me, Sue," she said.
Jennifer smiled, "Thank you," she said as she led her to the elevators. As they entered the elevator, she lowered her voice, "Sue, many of us know there is something going on with your husband. I want you to know that we see Mr. Stevens's concern for you. It's kind of obvious. I just want you to know that if Mr. Stevens is trying to help you, that's all we need to know. Mr. Stevens is an amazing man. If he's trying to help you... well, we follow."
Sue looked at her almost in shock. If she only knew. Instead, "Thank you, Jennifer. I don't think I can talk about it, but it helps to know I'm not being judged as a result."
Jennifer touched Sue's arm lightly. It seemed she was about to add something more when the elevator stopped, and the doors opened to a rush of employees ready to leave for the day. The crowd parted for them to exit. Jennifer stopped Sue before Mr. Stevens's closed office door. She glanced around at the quickly emptying office and waited for someone to pass.
"Sue, you should know that some attorney is in his office."
"You mean Mr. Cate?" Sue asked.
Jennifer shook her head. "I didn't hear the full introduction. Just the last word, 'attorney'."
Sue tried putting on a confident smile. She didn't know if she succeeded. "Thank you, Jennifer, I'm sure it's okay."
Jennifer opened Mr. Stevens's door, "Sir, Mrs. Carter is here."
"Thank you, Jennifer. That will be all, then. Have a nice evening," he replied firmly but pleasantly.
When Sue had entered the office, she heard the door close behind her and saw the man sitting in a visitor's chair in front of Mr. Stevens's desk. Both men stood and faced her. Mr. Stevens made the introductions. Anthony Hanson, Assistant District Attorney.
Oh shit, Sue thought, stunned as she managed somehow to move to the vacant chair before Mr. Stevens's desk without bumping into anything. She felt both numb and terrified. What did this mean? Had all their secrecy and ... and all those weeks of being used ... had it all been for naught? Her thoughts didn't go to Gerald. He was the one who brought all this on. Her fearful thoughts were centered on herself. She had only wanted to survive this anyway she could, without being sucked into it deeper until she could be cleared of complicity.
"Mrs. Carter," Mr. Hanson began, "it has come to the attention of our office that your husband has committed an extensive crime of embezzlement from Mr. Stevens's firm. A crime encompassing a value over a million dollars in our minds should be treated in the most severe way possible." He hesitated and watched Sue's response.
She sat more stunned and numb than before. She knew her eyes reflected the fear she felt, but her mouth wasn't functioning; words seemed impossible.
The ADA continued, "In cases such as the one your husband committed, the victim of the crime, Mr. Stevens's company, is not required to press charges for our office to prosecute."
Sue was gripping the chair arms so hard that her knuckles turned white. As a good prosecutor, Mr. Hanson noticed. He softly touched her hand as a physical reassurance. "Mr. Stevens made it clear that their forensic accounting and interviews showed you were not complicit in the actions of your husband." He continued to hold her eyes with his, "Regarding your husband, however," and he turned his attention to Mr. Stevens, "our office strongly believes it is in everyone's best interest to pursue legal action against him. The amount of money involved and the time period it took for him to commit the crime would require our action."
Sue watched Mr. Stevens as he sat calmly behind his desk, a picture of a man in full control.
"Mr. Stevens, however, has just assured me that they have a workable agreement with your husband to make the company whole from its losses." Mr. Hanson returned his attention to her. "Mr. Stevens is obviously a man of considerable influence in the city and business world. Since our recent discovery of this crime, he has been adamant in his feelings that they have it under control." He shook his head as if not willing to add the rest. "Normally, the company's actionable request could easily be ignored. Mr. Stevens has made a strong appeal against our taking action because of you, Mrs. Carter. He believes you could be unjustly caught in the web of investigation, proceedings, and criminal action that could damage your reputation and life going forward. That really isn't a concern we worry about. However, in this case ..." and he looked at Mr. Stevens again, "we're going to hold off action. We have acquired the evidence of his embezzlement, so we can take action, if necessary."
With that, both men stood and shook hands. Sue was too stunned. The old saying about jumping from the frying pan into the fire didn't occur; somehow, she'd been cleared of the fire completely.
Mr. Stevens walked the ADA to the office door, where they had a quick few words, and he returned, closing the door behind him. He returned to his chair behind his desk. He didn't say anything, however. He just sat, watched her, and waited. By that time, she understood that by waiting, a patient attitude could elicit an otherwise unintended response.
"I don't understand," Sue finally confessed her confusion. "Why?"
"His prosecution would be punishment, yes, but there was always the matter of the unaccounted-for money. There was the value of the house and miscellaneous recoverables, reducing the deficit to a manageable $400k that could be garnished from his salary. That was a lot of money to lose."
She shook her head, "No, I understand that part. The ADA wasn't happy about that. What I don't understand is myself. You know I wasn't involved?"
He looked down for a moment, then back up to meet her gaze. "We never stopped looking at this, Sue. That was a lot of money, right? Where did it go? It only made sense that you reaped benefit from it."
"Now you know I didn't?"
He nodded, "With the access he gave us to your accounts, we could piece together something of what happened. There was the gambling, but ..." He stared hard at her, "There were women, too."
"So when you continued to use me, it was to continue punishing him?"
"It hasn't been that long that I've known for sure, Sue. I was only convinced after that last day we were together in your apartment when he was out of town. That's why I hadn't called you for the last couple of weeks."
She sat quietly in the chair, not daring to look at him, but her gaze fixed on her hands in her lap. Thinking. Damn, she thought, what a roller coaster this turned out to be. So what was she to make of it? What did this revelation mean for her?
When he saw the hint of a smile form on her face and quickly grow larger, he was the one to be confused. What was she smiling about?
She stood suddenly without comment and turned for the office door. He called out to her, not satisfied without some conclusion. "Sue ... wait, please."
She didn't. Not a word. Not a flinch that she might look back. Instead, when she reached the office door, she clicked the lock. She stood still for a moment, and only then did she turn. As she made her way back toward the desk, she was unbuttoning her blouse.
Beneath her blouse, he could now see that lacy bra he liked so much on her. He sat a bit stunned. He certainly appreciated the sight he was being given, but ... what was happening? Why wasn't she leaving with her feelings hurt?
"Sue, what ..." but his words stopped when, after she dropped her blouse on the chair, she released her bra to bare her beautiful breasts.
She stood in front of his desk, pushing her skirt down, then her matching lacy panties. She was naked except for the stockings and heels she wore for him. Her pussy was clean, and she stood comfortably before him. Then, she smiled again before turning and walking to the center cabinet at the other end of the office.
"Sue?" he tried again. "Sue ... what ...?" After being ignored again, he rose from his desk and followed her, his eyes set on the sway of her shapely ass. Even as she stood at the cabinet, she shifted her weight, causing her hips to roll.
When she turned with two cut crystal glasses of expensive bourbon, she found him behind her. She handed one glass toward him and held hers up between them.
He stood confused. "Sue, what's happening?" Her only response was the smile on her face and her hand moving that glass closer to him. When he took it from her, he looked at her glass held out between them. He looked again at her. "Okay ..." Resigned, he would try another approach. "To use your words from before, what are we toasting?"
"Me," she calmly replied.
"Yes, but ..."
"Mr. Stevens," she began again, her glass still held between them, "it seems I am free from our agreement that held me to being used for fucking at $350 per time per man." He nodded. "When you called, I came here expecting to be fucked. I wanted to be fucked. I needed to fuck, sir. I needed to be fucked, desperately."
A smile crossed his face. "And ...?"
"I propose a new agreement to replace the one you just effectively ended. I learned something in the past months, sir. I learned that I don't care how much I was hurting Gerald. But mostly, I learned that I really, really like sex. I want our relationship to continue. That is, sir, if you will have me."
A big smile broke over his face as he touched her glass immediately with his. They moved to the sofa, where she sat very close to him. His arm again went around her head and over her shoulder. She pressed closer into him so his hand could reach and fondle her breast.
"To clarify, sir, the relationship I propose would be exactly the same as before. You are free to use me as you desire. You are free to share me, if you should desire, though you really haven't done much of that. I am not proposing a relationship with more expectations beyond the enjoyment of sex. I like the way you fuck me, sir. I like your cock." She giggled. "I don't believe that phase that size doesn't matter. That's what a wife to a husband with a small penis wants to believe. That saying isn't true."
He chuckled, but she felt him becoming serious. She turned and kissed him. With their lips brushing against each other, "You need more assurance, sir?"
She didn't wait for a reply. She put her glass on the coffee table and began loosening his slacks. She knelt on the sofa after releasing his stirring cock. She teased it with kisses, licks, and soft sucking. For only so long, however. She soon had his cock in her mouth and was sucking with desire. When it was fully hard, she straddled his hips and sank over his cock.
She kissed him and looked intently into his eyes. "Do you understand, sir? Do you believe me? I want you to fuck me. I want you to use me. When I realized how much I wanted to be fucked when I came here, I already knew it wasn't because I was being coerced into it. That reason had evaporated into the air. I just hadn't been ready to admit it." She was slowly moving up and down over his cock. "When I realized I was freed, I knew I didn't want it to end."
He stared at her, "You are really serious about this?" She nodded as she continued fucking him slowly. "You're free of it; you really want a sexual relationship?"
She kissed him, her lips brushing his, "I don't want this to end. If anything, I want it to increase. God, I get so horny. At 41, I find my sexuality? Will you help me, sir? I'll do anything. I know there is so much I don't know, so much I haven't experienced. Please, sir?"
He thrust his hips up against her as she was coming down. She gasped. "Fuck me, Sue. Then, we'll talk about how this works."
She shivered as she fucked him faster and harder. She was giving herself to him. She wanted to be fucked and used. She admitted it. Was that being a slut? The word didn't matter, not really, not if he fucked her.
When they climaxed, she reclined onto his chest, sighing contentedly. She squeezed her pussy around his cock, adding small movements just to feel it move inside her. When she felt she could, she rose off his cock, enjoying the feeling of it slowly receding from her clasping hole. She took their glasses back to the cabinet. When she returned, she saw he had removed all his clothes. He saw she only had one glass. He indicated that.
"I don't need another, sir," she giggled, "I'll just kiss and suck your cock."
When she was settled with her head in his lap and her lips on his cock, he stroked the side of her face and hair. "So," he uttered, enjoying the sensation of her lips and mouth on his cock, "you want to be fucked and used." She nodded, not wanting to release the cock from her mouth. "Fucked and used as I wish, when I wish, as I wish, and where I wish?"
"Yeth thir," she mumbled around his cock.
"If I want you to learn deep throat and anal?" She nodded and squirmed as he began pulling and twisting her nipples. When his hand slid down her body to her pussy, she raised her leg to place her foot on the back of the sofa, fully opening her just fucked pussy to his fondling.
He shoved two fingers into her pussy, and she gasped around his cock. "This is more than I would have done."
His cock was hard again, and she acted deliberately. She pulled her mouth off it and rolled off the sofa, his fingers pulling from her pussy. She quickly straddled his legs and settled down over his cock, her back to him. She reached for his hands and placed them on her breasts as she began fucking up and down again. Two cowgirl positions so quickly, each her initiation.
She felt like she was on fire. She'd never felt so aroused, so stimulated, so needing to be fucked over and over. Leaning on her arms braced on his thighs, she bounced harder and faster. He leaned with her, keeping his hands massaging her mature breasts, rolling the nipples, and holding onto her solely by her breasts. She began changing her action by adding some forward and backward grinding on his cock.
"My clit," she called out, panting, "torture my clit."
He leaned fully into her back, one hand continuing on her breasts while the other followed her desire by frigging her engorged clit.
"Oh fuck ... oh fuck ... oh God yesssssss!" she cried out as her rising orgasm peaked. "Fuck me ... oh God ... please fuck me ..."
Her whole body seemed to spasm, but he took over. He pushed her up and off her. She moaned at the loss of his cock, but he pushed her to the floor, where she landed on her back, her legs skew. He was on top of her in an instant, throwing her legs wide, and slamming his hard cock into her gaping pussy. She groaned at the hard penetration, her breasts flopping on her chest.
"OH GOD, YESSSSSS!" she cried out. "Fuck me ... fuck me ... yessssss ... I'll be your slut, your whatever ... just fuck me ... promise you'll fuck me ..."
It was like a mantra coming out of her mouth as she neared another orgasm, his cock pounding into her. His face was a mask of concentration and willful resistance against his own pending climax. When she orgasmed a second time, he allowed his release and flooded her pussy.
Spent, all he could manage was collapsing on top of her, his cock leaking cum as her pussy spasms slowed to an almost milking sensation.
He rolled to the side of her, one leg over hers, and one arm draped over her rising and falling chest. He lightly kissed her shoulder and nuzzled through her shoulder-length brunette hair to kiss her neck.
"Dear God," he gasped out, "you were like a woman possessed."
She turned to him and crushed his mouth with hers. "I think maybe I am." She stared into his eyes, "I think you've released something I would never have thought was there. I love sex with you, sir. I love your cock in me. I love the way you fuck me. I want so much more, too." She searched his face. "Am I going to scare you away? I don't want to."
He chuckled, "No, dear Sue, you're not going to scare me away with sex. I love fucking you, too."
She giggled, "Good, because I don't know that I could be like this with anyone else. I know you, I trust you. You could have done anything to me, and you still treated me with respect and consideration." She giggled again. "Well, even if you were coercing me into sex at the start."
He laughed. He was glad that part of it was over. He much preferred a truly willful partner. "Now, when you said you want more, did you mean tonight?"
"I meant so much more, as in going forward. I want to learn things and experience things. I'll learn deep throat for you. I'll open my ass for you if you want. I want you. Whatever you ever imagined." She got quiet looking at him. "But, yes, more tonight would be good, too." She began kissing him and stroking his cock.
He rolled on top of her, not to get between her legs again, but to subdue her. "We need to eat then." He got to his knees and assisted her. "Get dressed, but no underwear. I know a nice pub with good hearty food. We need protein, not rabbit food."
She scrambled to her feet and sorted through her clothes. She put her bra and panties on his desk, straightened her stockings, and slipped into her blouse and skirt. She walked back toward the sofa in search of her heels. Once on, she opened her purse and stuffed her underwear inside.
"You're not leaving your underwear for another trophy for me?"
"That could get expensive," she laughed.
"I think I'm going to be buying you more sexy clothes to see you in ... and to see you take off." She smiled. She liked where this was going. From fearing criminal action to freely giving herself away. Damn, she could never have imagined loving sex with any man could be so consuming.
It really was a pub, decorated like a traditional English pub, and a menu to go with it. The food was hearty and the ale good. He kept watching her, his eyes dropping to her chest. Then she remembered. No bra. She looked down and blushed. Being with him was like that; she was aroused ... again. And, her nipples were announcing it.
"Stop looking, it just makes them more pronounced," she softly said, blushing.
He laughed, "If they weren't so erect, I wouldn't be looking." He reached over the table and gently touched her hand. She looked up. "God, you're sexy. All this came out of you because I said you were mine to use?" She looked up a bit shyly and nodded. "You want to experience things?" he challenged. She nodded, her eyes riveted on his, her breathing becoming quicker. "Unbutton another button."
She stared at him. She finally looked down at her chest. There was a button above her nipple line. She did as he said. That opened her blouse more. Without a bra, she could see the insides of her breasts. She had noticed how they had moved under her blouse without the bra. Her mature breasts, even if he liked them, weren't as firm as they once were. She reached for her half-full glass of ale. They had finished their meal and were now just enjoying their second ale.
He was smiling at her and glancing down at her chest. "Another," he softly uttered.
She shivered, and she saw that he noticed. Her fingers, though, were moving to the button. Now the blouse was open to below the level of her nipples. It was only one more button, but to her it seemed that her blouse was gaping open. He finished his ale and slid out from the booth. She left hers and followed. He stopped her after standing and gave her a soft kiss. That was thrilling enough, a kiss in public, but his fingers released yet another button.
"I'm going to be flashing everyone soon," she gasped. He smiled, turned her toward the door. He followed as she tried to walk confidently, her hands at her side rather than crossed over her chest like she wanted to. She knew what this was: being challenged, being led deeper into what she expressed so boldly, what she wanted. Her bold confession to him early that night opened her to this new experience.


She felt her breasts move inside the open blouse. She blushed as one person looked up, and blushed more as other tables seemed to notice. Did they, or was it just her excitement that she might be noticed?
When they stepped outside, the night had settled in fully dark. He took her hand and led her after she had stopped momentarily, confused about where his car was. She'd forgotten what his car looked like. He was parked in the middle of the well-lit lot. He stopped her at the passenger door, embraced her, and kissed her hard as he leaned her against the side of the car. As he kissed her, he undid the remaining buttons, even pulling the tails out from her skirt. She moaned into his mouth. His lips shifted to her neck and shoulder exposed as he moved the open blouse to kiss her there. He tugged her skirt up her legs until his fingers wormed between her legs. She parted them, moaning and gasping as his fingers moved along her pussy, glancing off her aroused clit.
The door to the pub opened, and the sounds of several people laughing hung in the air. He released her skirt, and it fell most of the way back into place. Her blouse was wide open as he gave her another quick kiss before opening the door for her. Stunned by it all, she managed to sit inside and find her seat belt. The blouse opened more as she fumbled with the seat belt. He was inside and reached over to fondle an exposed breast.
It was several minutes before she even began wondering where they were headed. It wasn't back to the office building where her car was. He had said he lived west of town, but the rear-view mirror indicated they were headed north. She was about to question him when he pulled into a small, empty, and dimly lit parking lot. The nature preserve.
He opened his door, which seemed to flood the interior with light. Maybe just because she felt so exposed. She had become comfortable being naked with him in his office and her apartment, even with him when Gerald was present and saw her. This was different. She had confessed to a desire for new experiences.
He took her hand when she joined him at the front of the car, her blouse remaining fully unbuttoned and hanging open. Soon they were on the well-groomed path into the preserve, the only light from the nearly full moon above, yet it seemed adequate. The tree canopy occasionally plunged them into thicker darkness, but for only short periods, and he continued to lead her deeper into the park. She was in heels, though, and several times the thin heel caught on something, throwing her off balance, only to be clutched firmly by him to his side.
The tree cover disappeared, and the dark moon-lit sky opened around them. The pond, she remembered. He stopped, slid the blouse off her shoulders, and hung it over his shoulder, then kissed her deeply while fondling her breasts. God, she thought, gasping, outside, half naked, and consumed with his kiss. His hands weren't idle, though. His fingers fumbled with the zipper on her skirt. Once released, it easily fell over her hips with slight encouragement from him. He caught it and assisted her out of it. She stunned herself as she realized she was resting a hand on his arm for balance as she raised one foot, then the other to step out of the skirt, the last remaining clothing before being naked outside.
She leaned into him, gasping, his hands roaming her bare back and butt. She shivered in spiking arousal as she held onto him, wearing only stockings and heels.
He wasn't done. He carried her blouse and skirt as he took her hand and led her further along the path. Her eyes flittered down the path ahead, and side to side as if someone might suddenly appear. It was all darkness, though. All quiet. Maybe a deer or smaller animal, but ...
Her mind stopped musing when he turned her, and she saw a wooden and steel bench alongside the path. He laid her clothes on the seat and faced her toward it. He nudged her to the edge of the bench until her legs bumped the edge, but he nudged her more. She glanced over her shoulder, a gasp escaping her mouth with realization of his intention. Why else be naked?
She knelt on the wooden surface, and her knees parted wide. She heard the sound of the zipper in what seemed like the absolute quiet of the park around them. The touch of his cock at her pussy sent a charge through her and a new shiver. Fuck, she's being fucked outside. Even if in the quiet of a deserted park, it was outside.
She moaned, and her body shook as his thick cock slid easily into her open and cum-filled pussy. He reached around her as he pulled back and grasped her hanging breasts as he plunged his cock back into her.
"OHHHHH ... FUCK YESSSSS," she exclaimed. "Oh God ... sir ... yes, yes, yes ... fuck me ... use me ... I love it, sir ..." she gasped and moaned.
He thrust hard and released one breast to stroke down to her filled pussy and engorged clit. Her unrestrained breast swung beneath her as he rammed into her pussy. The other breast was restrained by her nipple being pulled and rolled.
She squeezed her pussy around his cock. He grunted and groaned as he rammed into her. A whole crowd could have suddenly appeared, and she wouldn't have noticed. All that mattered to her was her next orgasm and his climax quickly rising to explode from them. When it happened, she had lowered herself to her forearms on the bench, and he had reached his hands to the back of the bench for support as his cock leaked the last of his cum, adding more to her already messy pussy.
After moments of gasping for breath, she turned and squatted to take his cock into her mouth, licking and sucking it like devoted worship as he continued to lean over her, braced on the back of the bench. He eventually pushed himself up and seated himself and her, clutching her to him, his slacks hanging around his ankles.
He turned her face to his. "I think ..." he sighed, "we're both in for... some new experiences." She hugged him tightly, and he held her head against his, softly kissing into her hair.


            